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  Book One




  Chapter One


  Olivia Bennington looked up from her legal brief to see that the world around her had dimmed its lights for the night. Aside from her fifth floor office where the light above her desk still hummed, the prosecutor’s offices were dark. She vaguely remembered dismissing her secretary Sasha with a wave of her hand. Maybe she looked up and offered the perky brunette a faint smile, but it wouldn’t be one either would remember. After the conviction of Sonny Sanchez, she’d have to take Sasha and her team to dinner, something fancy, one of those trendy bistros by the park, perhaps. But not until after the conviction.


   Unfortunately, Sanchez was not going down without a fight—not that Olivia expected the prosecution of the mob boss to go easy. He was a thug, but a smart thug for a change, who’d done a creditable job of dotting I’s and crossing T’s and looking pretty smug about it in court. Beneath Olivia’s cool exterior, where few had ever ventured, was a woman smoldering with enough righteous indignation to slap the grin off the man’s handsome face. Wouldn’t the media just love to record a scene like that! The charismatic Sonny faces off with the beautiful redheaded prosecutor—perfect fodder for scandals sheets and Internet blogs. With a lack of other hard news to occupy their hours, Sonny Sanchez’ trial had been at the center of the news cycle for three weeks, and would likely dominate the headlines for at least the next month.


   “Oh my!” she sat back and sighed. She pushed away from her desk and meandered through the darkened office to the coffee pot in the lunch room where she poured herself what was left, a thick soup of blackish sludge, the remains of some designer brew Angelica had made much earlier in the day. It would have to do. She wasn’t about to put quarters in the big machine in the hallway, and she certainly didn’t need a fresh pot.


   Returning to her desk, she set down the mug then headed for the bathroom, returning a few minutes later for what she expected would be another two hours working on her plans for the following day. Her shoulders ached and her eyes hurt, but she had work to get done. Picking up her coffee mug, she took a couple wincing sips, then stared out the window to the street below.


   Perhaps it was the aching shoulders and the tired eyes that eclipsed the foreign noises and the unfamiliar footsteps, the heavy breathing of the man stalking her from behind. Or maybe the intruder was just that good, able to flawlessly execute his approach until one hand was grabbing her by the throat, the other subduing her around the waist. By that time, her mind was sinking into a vague oblivion that weakened her limbs and made it nearly impossible to fight back. She tried. Oh, how she tried! But she simply couldn’t move, and she could barely utter a sound. Not that there would have been anyone to hear her cries of alarm.


   Though her assailant’s grip on her throat slackened, through her bleary eyes she saw a glint of steel and her body screamed in protest, though it was impossible to move. Her head grew heavier by the second and she could barely think.


   Drugged! She had to have been drugged!


   A new wave of panic clutched at her gut, but any attempts to will her body into action proved futile.


   In the window glass before her she watched the tip of the knife blade slip between the buttons of her pink blouse. With a quick flick of the wrist the first button went flying, pinging off the glass and dropping to the floor. The second button suffered the same fate. A gloved hand reached inside her bra and pulled her breasts free of the confining lace, and for several seconds she suffered the brutal mauling until her flesh was blotched with red.


   Her mind whirled with thoughts but nothing stuck except the terror. She tried to scream, but not a sound rose from her silenced throat. Surely when his hand began tugging at her skirt she’d find the focus to scream. But there was not a sound but some vague grunting noises that seemed to be coming from someone other than herself.


   When his roving fingers found her pubic mound and shoved their way inside her pussy, she jerked back reflexively. Or so she thought. Too numbed by the drug to scream or throw him off she succumbed to the mauling as if she were giving her consent. Strangely, she wasn’t too numb to feel the sensations of arousal arising from her crotch.


   No no no! Damn you no! she silently cried as she stared at the absurd scene playing out in the glass before her. Her image was little more than a shifting haze, while her assailant remained a dark and indescript shadow. Perhaps she winced or groaned or gave some sign of distress, but she found nothing in her reflection to suggest that she did. Indeed, she looked oddly serene given the intimate nature of the man’s attack. And when the assailant turned his attention from her pussy to her ass, she responded to the insidious violation of her nether hole with the same remote gaze.


   Suddenly, the man eased off and some of the pressure lifted, but she could feel herself falling into a great and dangerous abyss.


   “Compliments of the boss,” was the last thing to record in her thoughts before her eyes closed and she passed out.


  ***


  “Ms. Bennington…Ms. Bennington…!”


   Sasha’s voice seemed to scream at her from far away. Small but urgent.


   Olivia’s eyes shot open, though she saw nothing but a sea of blurred colors until her eyes finally focused on her secretary. “What…what’s going on?”


   “Exactly what I was wondering, Ms. Bennington,” Sasha stood above her looking befuddled and a little cross. “You must have fallen asleep…?”


   Fallen asleep? Yes. But she had no memory of passing out on the leather couch. Olivia slowly pulled herself upright and looked down to see her blouse wide open and her breasts popping from her brassiere. She immediately jerked the sides of her blouse together. “I-I guess. Yes, right…” she gazed about her office. “That’s what must have happened. I must have dozed off. But why are you here now?”


   “It’s nine o’clock, Ms. Bennington. You’re due in court at ten.”


   “Nine? In the morning?”


   “Yes, ma’am.”


   Olivia pressed her hand to her throbbing forehead. “Oh, my god, I can’t believe I…!” She jumped to her feet with the vague remembrance of the previous night jarring loose from a cloud of anxious thoughts. She remembered going to the lunch room for coffee… returning to her office… then her memory seemed to skip out completely. There was nothing she could make sense of now. She scanned the room for her coffee cup, which was sitting innocuously on her desk. “Is there any coffee in my mug?” she asked the secretary.


   Sasha checked the mug. “No, ma’am, looks clean to me. I could get you a fresh cup if you like.”


   Olivia nodded, absently. “Yes, you do that. And um… make it strong. Looks like I’m going to have to get ready here.”


   “You did finish the brief?”


   “Uh, yes. I think so. I’ll have to look. Just get my coffee, please, now.” And the befuddled secretary took off with the empty mug.


   Every passing second plucked a bit of sanity from the disparate thoughts swirling through Olivia’s brain. The fog was slowly lifting, and the efficient attorney settled into the present.


   Was it a dream? Had she been drugged? Two buttons missing from her blouse? She suddenly darted toward the window to look for the tiny things in the pale grey rug. Nowhere. Maybe if she crawled on hands and knees… but no time for that. She had to be in court and time was ticking by too fast to care about a couple of buttons. The more noxious memory of the assailant’s pawing hands invading her sexually was suddenly front and center in her thoughts… No, no, no! I don’t have time for this now! She pushed the dangerous recollections aside.  Later. I’ll think about it later. She was due in court.


   Moving briskly to the small closet by the door, Olivia found a grey sweater hanging amid the coats and scarves and her blue umbrella. She pulled it from the rack and held it against her. Not a bad match for her navy suit, but not great either. She sighed dismayed. But, since had no time to go home and change, this would have to do. She made a quick trip to the restroom to change into the sweater and reapply her make up. Then after appraising her current condition, she returned to her office to prepare for court. This was not how she hoped to start her day.


  Later that afternoon…


  “You’re looking a little tired, Livia. A little off in court.” Bob Thurgood stood before her desk trying his best not to look patronizing as he gazed at her through his horned-rimmed spectacles.


   The Sanchez prosecution had been his until Director Munson decided that Olivia Bennington was what the prosecution needed for this case. Sonny Sanchez had a way of grabbing headlines and the prosecution needed a little pizzazz in the form of the ‘comely redhead with a dynamite body’—at least that was the rumor that hit the office airwaves following her assignment. After that loose-lipped comment made its way through the gossip mill, it was at least a month before anyone had taken her seriously. But Olivia was up to the task. Fending off these mild forms of sexual harassment was tiresome, but she wasn’t particularly surprised to have to deal with them as well as perform a demanding job. At least she had her reputation to back up her current claims to power—that and the good wishes of Director Munson. The fact that she could intellectually run circles around everyone in the prosecutor’s office made her the perfect choice for this case. She knew that. She also knew how to use her feminine wiles like any ambitious female. The paunchy, balding Bob Thurgood just didn’t stand a chance when they needed every tactic at their disposal to win this case.


   “I was tired this morning,” Olivia explained simply. “But since these were mostly procedural issues, I don’t think anything suffered. My focus is on next week, where yours should be as well. Do we have that deposition you were working on?”


   “All set for tomorrow.”


   “Good.” She gave him a perfunctory nod that sent him on his way.


  Olivia’s day had gone by at such a rapid pace—as all her days in the prosecutor’s office did—that she barely had a moment to breathe, let alone consider what had happened the previous night. She wasn’t even sure she hadn’t been dreaming. But the missing buttons? This was all too strange. And the feel of a man’s hands on her body all too real. She left work, nudging herself to recall the incident with a little more clarity.


   When she flipped on the hall lights in her apartment, it seemed as if she hadn’t been in the place for weeks, not a mere thirty hours. She stared around, feeling curiously remote, distanced from things she knew she loved. Pictures, mementoes, books, magazines—the collected artifacts of her life all neatly arranged on shelves and tables. Midge, her interior designer, was a woman with at least once screw loose in her zany head, but she’d taken Olivia’s suggestions and fashioned the apartment Olivia had always dreamed of having—thanks to the unexpected promotion six months before. Now, when she should be happy to be home, Olivia moved listlessly through the familiar rooms unable to connect with anything in a normal way.


   “What is wrong with me!” she finally blurted out loud. She returned to the living room from the bedroom and moved directly to the kitchen and opened the fridge. Yes. Perfect. She grabbed for the makings of a salad and when that was done, she sat in front of the TV and ate as she watched the headlines on CNN. By the time she was finished, some normalcy had returned to her beleaguered mind. And yet, if even for a moment, she thought to recall the previous night that curious disconnect seemed to sweep over her again.


       It was just a dream… just a dream… just a dream…


   Finally, sighing wearily, she moved to the bedroom. What I need is a good night’s sleep.


  ***


  Morning came with the sound of the alarm clock buzzing in her ear as if it had been buzzing for nearly a half hour. Perhaps it had. By the time she looked at the clock face, it was already seven am. She’d have to forget the morning workout.


   The strange feelings from the previous night seemed to have vanished from her thoughts. Her cheery apartment was awash with sunlight and the gloom had disappeared. Rising from bed, she headed toward the kitchen to start the coffee and stopped briefly to give her apartment another quick assessment to confirm that all was right. Suddenly, her eyes lighted on a glass candy dish sitting on a table. Hadn’t it been on the coffee table the night before? And there… what was that on her desk?  A cigarette butt squashed into the wood.


   She never smoked. Anyone who did knew better than to light up in her apartment.


   Olivia backed out of the room as a wave of fear clutched at her throat. She reached for her cell phone on the kitchen counter, trembling and afraid. Everywhere she looked something seemed oddly out of place and a creepy feeling began to overwhelm any sense of calm.


   “Someone’s been in my apartment…” she told the officer on duty, hand shaking, knees weak. She rattled off her suspicions to Officer Clancy, who finally said the only thing she really wanted to hear:


   “I’ll send someone over right away, Ms. Bennington.”


   “Yes, please do! Make it fast—but please, don’t make it public,” she thought to add.


   “Yes, ma’am.”


  ***


  “You know, I really do have to get to the office. Can we finish up here?” Olivia asked impatiently.


   She made her comment to Tony Blake with an exasperated sigh. Though she had been slightly annoyed that Tony had been sent to investigate, any irritation had been swept away as soon as she saw her former husband standing at her front door. They’d had a miserable relationship. Tony was as laidback as Olivia was ambitious and energetic, and their three year relationship was doomed from the start. Their only major success had been in bed, where Tony was a brilliant lover, capable of giving her the wildest orgasms of her life. But sex could not provide enough glue to hold the tempestuous relationship together. While they seemed to agree on the important things like politics and religion, they fought over everything trivial and every routine circumstance of life—like squeezing the toothpaste tube and who took the garbage out, who cleaned the kitchen sink and where to go for an evening out. When the arguing became too tiring for Olivia to endure, she suggested the divorce, and though Tony really couldn’t understand why the small stuff was so important to her, the two ended the marriage amiably. They were still colleagues, and they had no reason to fight once they no longer had to share their lives.


   Their martial history had no bearing on Olivia’s respect for Tony Blake as an investigator. He was a crack detective on the police force, able to see things in a crime scene that few would note. How he did that, she’d long since given up trying to figure out. But considering the delicate nature of her current predicament, there was no one’s expertise she valued more at a time like this. Plus, she could count on him to get to the bottom of these troubling matters without creating a commotion. The last thing she needed was an uproar just before the Sanchez case went to trial. The media would have a field day with any suggestion that the main prosecutor was being harassed, intimidated or frightened off.


   “The place comes up clean, sweetheart,” Tony finally announced, as he waltzed into the living room from her bedroom after nearly an hour combing through her apartment. “Except for two cigarette butts and a few misplaced trinkets, I have nothing to investigate here.”


   “But the cigarettes? How could they have…”


   “You have a handyman in the building? Maybe he was in here yesterday and you just didn’t see the butts last night. Or your cleaning lady… or that designer you have messing with the place.”


   “The cleaning lady doesn’t smoke, at least not that I know of. I know Midge doesn’t.” She ignored the ‘messing with the place’—not the time for a pointless argument. “Don’t you think this is a little strange? I swear I am not going crazy.”


   He shook his head and shrugged. “I’ll bet there’s a perfectly legitimate explanation for the cigarettes, the rest… well, Livia, maybe this Sanchez thing is getting to you.”


   She instantly bristled, though she controlled the desire to bark back something she would regret. “Oh, for heaven’s sakes, Tony,” she sighed herself, “is that the only conclusion you can come to? Like I can’t take the pressure? Is that what you’re saying? I feel like the whole department with the exception of Munson assumes that I’m going break under the strain.”


   Tony looked at her as if he might agree.


   The fact that she’d likely been drugged and assaulted in the downtown prosecutor’s office wasn’t far from her thoughts. But given Tony’s take on her apartment she wasn’t about to mention the incident—if it was an incident at all was still in question. She’d pretty much decided that the assault had been nothing but a bad dream brought on by stress and the lamentable fact that she’d had no sex for the last ten weeks. Maybe she was under a lot of pressure, but to suggest that she couldn’t handle it? No way would she let that idea gain traction with anyone close to the case.


   “You’ve bitten off an awful lot, hon,” Tony tried to explain. His big sad eyes looked at her with great concern.


   “Please don’t patronize me, Tony.”


   “Okay. You’re the one who called the station all worried about an intruder.”


   “And now that you’ve checked it out and allayed my fears, how about you get on your way so I can get to work.”


   “Suits me just fine,” he said crisply, then he came back more kindly. “But hey Liv, you know if anything weird does happen, you be sure to call.” She could hardly argue with his honest concern.


   “Yes, I’ll be sure to call.”  She was practically pushing him toward the front door.


   By then, she wished she hadn’t called the police in the first place. Enough of the jitters and creeps and odd suspicions, she told herself. This was all the dream’s doing, and she refused to let it screw with her a moment longer—just as she refused to entertain her ex in her apartment for another minute. It never failed that ten minutes, let alone a long hour, in his presence managed to stir up all those deliciously sexual feelings that had drawn her to him in the first place. She could already feel the tickle of sexual excitement in her crotch. Pushing him out the door was her best option.




  Chapter Two


  A week later…


  Director Munson stopped by Olivia’s office … “Just on my way home for the night, thought I’d see if you’re ready for tomorrow,” he smiled, rather thinly—he hadn’t much experience smiling in his working life. The subject matter of his job was always too grave for light-hearted banter and the usual niceties that keep an office a pleasant place to work. But for Olivia Bennington he made exceptions. Not only was she exceptionally pretty—and he dearly loved redheads—she had the kind of determination and spunk that he admired in ambitious women. What set her apart from most driven females, Olivia managed to combine her forthright manner and solid skills with enough femininity to keep from being too harsh.


   “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” Olivia smiled with confidence.


   “Then you be sure to get a good night’s sleep.”


   “I’ll sleep like a baby,” she promised.


   For just a moment, she batted her lashes flirtatiously, just the kind of confidence that Munson like to see. It secretly pleased her knowing she could have the man in bed with a few well-placed comments. He might not have been bad either, for an older guy, but she wasn’t in the business of breaking up a marriage, and though Munson’s had plenty of cracks, she refused to be responsible for a break-up.


   Munson’s visit was followed a few minutes later by Bob Thurgood doing his usual job of checking in on the young attorney and offering his help.


   “I have a few things I need yet to do, Bob, then I’ll be going home to sleep.”


   “Big day in court tomorrow,” he said, as if he, too, needed to remind her.


   “Just one of many,” she gave him a perfunctory smile.


   “But tomorrow is critical.” 


   “Yes, it is. But we are going in prepared, right?”


   “Right.” He gave her a nod and a smile and walked out.


   Olivia could feel the fear in both men—if not fear, then it was caution, concern and probably a little excitement regarding the prosecution of Sonny Sanchez. And yet, oddly, she could feel very little of her own. Even though the papers were full of incendiary comments from the swaggering Sanchez who promised to beat the rap, it was for Olivia just another day in court—well, almost another day in court.


   Finally, with the office clear of gossiping secretaries and anxious attorneys scrambling helter-skelter, Olivia was able to take a breath. She liked the office best in the evening when there were few people on the floor—even after the incident of the previous week, she was rarely rattled about being alone. After all, the police station was so close that she could open the window and holler for help if she needed it. At this point in the case, the quiet would be a soothing balm to help her focus clearly on the day ahead.


   She worked for nearly thirty minutes, going over the court documents and her files for the next day’s cross-examination. A sudden pang of hunger gripped her belly. She hadn’t eaten since she downed a banana that morning and by then she was absolutely famished. She grabbed her purse, intending to grab Chinese takeout from the Oriental market down the street. She headed for the elevator, pushed the down button, then waited impatiently as the lumbering engine slowly crawled toward the fifth floor. Not atypical for the old lift.


   When it seemed the elevator was doomed to remain idling on the second floor, she muttered to herself annoyed, “Oh forget this!” and headed for the stairs. She took the fourth floor staircase in a flash, then moved briskly to the third floor. Rather than a continuous series of staircases moving from one floor to the next, each one ended with a heavy metal fire door—a real annoyance when you had to get someplace fast. Moving into the 3rd floor stairwell, she found the light inside the cement structure strangely dim and flickering erratically. A glance at the fixture, she saw the bulb fluttering as if it were about to go out. For just an instant, she paused at the top of stairs fighting off a wave of vertigo that made her grab for the rail. Something was not right, and a terrified feeling settled into her bones. Just as she was about to head down, she saw from the corner of her eye a figure emerge from the shadows and move rapidly her way…too fast to push away… too rapidly to scream.


   This was no dream—and there were no drugs pumping through her body and turning back her will to fight. But another sudden wave of vertigo threatened to send her plunging down the staircase and before she could gather her wits and move out of range, the man’s large body had established a firm position behind her. His hands were frighteningly real as they reached around and held her in an imperious grip. For several rough seconds she put every effort into throwing off the beastly thug, but he worked much too fast for her to thwart. In less than sixty seconds, her body was stripped of her blouse and a rag was stuffed in her mouth. Binding her hands behind her back, the humongous black shape of her assailant claimed her body as his prize.


   The same assailant from the previous week? She had no way of knowing. The first had been more a presence than a real human being, but there could be no arguing over the immense physical strength of this man or his brutal aims. He smelled of leather and cigarettes, enough to arouse and choke her at the same time. When he bent down to bite her neck, she smelled his breath—a thick and aromatic scent hot enough to burn her skin.


   The bite of his teeth left a bruising sting on her throat; the bite quickly followed by a sharp smack to her ass.


   Olivia seized up instantly, realizing that in his scuffle for control he’d torn away her skirt and was smacking her naked ass and mauling the cheeks till she thought he would rip the flesh from her body. Then like that previous night, the invasion of her body began, fingers shoved inside her cunt first, and then her dry ass. He rammed them home like he would his cock, leaving Olivia to hope that he went no further with the rape.


   But she wouldn’t be so lucky this time.


   He began with her pussy, with his large member slipping neatly inside her slick hole and banging away until he demanded the tighter hole above. She wanted to scream when his gloved fingers began to probe her ass again, and yet his skillful technique made the penetration a good deal easier than she imagined possible. He’d obviously lubed her using the copious juices leaking from her sexy slit.


   Her gut wrenched with sexual anguish as the man probed deep; but more importantly, the terrifying truth of her own desire was impossible to ignore. She’d been a sucker for anal sex ever since Tony first began toying with her nether hole. Adding to her misery, she could smell the scent of her sex rising up from her crotch, a clear indication that what seemed to be a brutal rape was turning into something altogether different.


   Was it possible that on some level she was actually enjoying this?


   She fought back against her rising arousal, but was quickly losing ground.


   Her ass was filled, and suddenly her body was responding enough to wipe away her fears, at least momentarily. “Yes, yes fuck me!” she wanted to scream!


   Again, she pushed her desires back, though she had little hope of defeating them. Already, she could feel her arousal gaining steam.


   Did her body give away her lust? Did her grunts and groaning sound too much like pleasure? Was her physical response that of a sexually turned on female? A thousand questions battered her brain as the rape went on, as she tried to square the idea of this evil assault with its stimulating effects. Only when she thought to open her eyes did she realize that her assailant had her flung over the staircase rail—odd angle that it was—and his two hands were firmly gripping her ass cheeks as he pounded her asshole from behind. Her continuing vertigo made her grab for the lower railing. Even so, any second she expected to fall forward into the abyss below.


   More of the pistoning action threw her thoughts into a tailspin. Her body was already headed for a climax even though she was determined not to go there. Then, just as she was certain the thug would spill his seed inside her, he pulled out and threw her to the side. As she lay sprawled out in the dark corner of the stairwell, he ejaculated his cream against her face. The fact that she was gagged might have made the end result a little easier to tolerate, but within a second, he ripped out the gag, pulled her face into his crotch, and spilled the last of his spunk down her throat.


   “What a fuckin’ slut you are,” were the first words the man uttered. The last being, “Compliments of the boss.” The familiar message from the familiar voice was enough to confirm him as the same man who assaulted her the week before. A cold chill of fear darted up her spine. At least she could hope the rape was over and he’d make a fast retreat. But those grand conclusions were premature. Once his cock was back inside his pants, she saw him withdraw a vial from his pants, and leaning in close to her, he up-capped the cork and poured the contents into her mouth. She was too startled to react, and half the substance was sliding down her throat before she could think to spit it out. By then, enough of the drug was in her system for the lights to dim on her conscious mind and send her reeling into darkness. She didn’t see him step away, or hear the stairwell door open and close. The next thing she remembered was the pounding in her head when she awoke, and the cold feel of cement seeping into her body from the floor below.


  It was nearly eight o’clock when the drug wore off enough for Olivia to awaken from her drugged sleep. How she’d managed to avoid being found half dressed in the stairwell had to have been her good, or bad, fortune depending on one’s point of view. Olivia considered herself lucky to have been spared the embarrassment and uproar that would follow should she have been discovered. Although the explanation for her subsequent behavior might have been a whole lot easier to explain had it been known that Olivia Bennington was raped the night before she went to trial.


   Had she been thinking straight, she would have stumbled into the police station and reported the crime. She could have called 911 on her cell and made sure the stairwell was processed as a crime scene. But there was nothing in her make-up that would allow her that kind of vulnerability—not on the day she was to appear in court as a self-sufficient and aggressive attorney for the prosecution. The only thought in her mind was to escape the building unseen and make a fast trip to her apartment for a shower and a change of clothes. Even then she’d have to return to her office for the files she needed in court. Time was not on her side.


  Needless to say, the zealous prosecutor that Director Munson counted on to nail Sonny Sanchez’ henchman on the witness stand did not appear in court that day. Though Olivia Bennington was there, it was a strangely befuddled female who cross-examined the witness, stumbled over questions, and failed to drive home the half dozen points she herself had carefully outlined in her notes. An aggressive defense attorney made mincemeat of her conclusions, and before court adjourned for the day, Olivia could already read the doubt on the faces of the jury.


   When the media reported her curious state of mind, no one was surprised to see the critical review of her performance, not Director Munson or Bob Thurgood or her ex-husband, who’d made a brief appearance in the courtroom that morning. When court recessed for lunch, Munson immediately ushered Olivia into a private conference room and, after a rambling and befuddled appraisal of her cross-examination, he announced that Thurgood would be taking over for the remainder of the day. By then, the drug had worn off enough for Olivia to understand what a total mess she’d made of her case. But it was too late for her to admit the truth about her night in the stairwell. Even she understood that it had been reckless for her to go into court at all.


   Although she was determined to set things right, that would require she return to the courtroom that afternoon and do the very thing she failed to do that morning. But despite her arguments and explanations in her favor, Munson insisted she sit this one out.


   “It’s got to be stress, Olivia. I’m sorry that I put too much emphasis on you, that was my mistake.”


   “Oh, but it was not a mistake! I have this handled. I swear I do. I stupidly took a sleeping pill last night…”


   “Olivia, give it up,” he rode right over her objections. “Bob will do fine this afternoon. We’ll see how we are at the end of the day and talk more in the morning.”


  ***


  Olivia sat on a stool in her favorite bar sipping rum and coke—like a throw back to college. Regardless, the drink was comforting and just what she needed.


   “Hey there, Red, what’s up?”


   “Tony?” she turned, with lips pursed and an exaggerated sigh.


   “Yeah, I know, I’m probably the last person you want to see right now.”


   “Not the last, but if I had my choice…” she stopped and took another sip of her drink.


   “If you had your choice, you’d what?”


   “Oh, I don’t know.” She smiled tersely. She wasn’t sure she wanted him to stay or leave, but it appeared that he was bound to stay when he sat down on the stool beside her and ordered his usual Bourbon and soda.


   “So, how did things go today?”


   “Oh don’t be coy,” she snapped. “You were there. You must have seen the unraveling.”


   “Unraveling…” he raised his brow, “that’s one way of putting it.”


   “How about we just table this whole conversation. I certainly don’t want to rehash those miserable two hours.”


    Tony fiddled with his napkin and drink, appearing content to let the silence close in around them, even if it wouldn’t last a minute.


   “You know, Liv, there’s lots of talk…” he finally broke the utter quiet.


   “Talk, you mean gossip?”


   “I suppose. Word is, well…” Initially, he was careful to choose his words; but he ended being predictably blunt. “Word is you’re losing it.”


   “Really!” She didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. She shook her head despairingly, and came back with a glib, “I’m perfectly all right, Tony.”


   “Yeah, you usually pull it together when things get tough. But you look distracted to me, unsettled. Something troubling you? I mean something more than the usual nerves and stress?”


   “I said, I’m perfectly all right.”


   “Yes, you did. But you weren’t perfectly all right this morning in court. The Olivia Bennington who showed up was not the Olivia Bennington I know and love.”


   “Are you trying to sweet talk me?”


   “I’m concerned, Liv. You’re troubled about something. That’s obvious. Knowing how you hold things in, I thought you might need someone willing to listen… someone impartial.”


   “Geez, Tony. You’re making entirely too much of one bad day.”


   He shook his head, exasperated. “And you’re not getting it, Liv. You fucked up royally. We both know Munson. The man doesn’t give very often, in fact, he’s downright stingy. He gave you the sun the moon and the stars with the Sanchez case, and you just threw it all away.”


   “It wasn’t as if I intended to.”


   “Then how about a reasonable explanation?”


   “I took a sleeping pill.”


   “You? Sleeping pills? You might get that one by your co-workers, but you don’t get that one by me.”


   “Yeah, well. I did this time, and it was obviously the biggest mistake I’ve ever made.”


   He looked at her suspiciously.


   “What? You think I’m lying?”


   He shook his head, befuddled. “I’m not sure what’s going on with you.”


   “Oh, she’s not predictable anymore,” she sassed.


   “Well, what is predicable is your boss. You’ll be on a short leash from here on out. He doesn’t suffer blows to his prosecution like this one easily. I shouldn’t have to tell you that.”


   “You don’t have to tell me anything… you don’t have to say another word. I know what a miserable mess I made of today, and I’m the only one who’s going to set it right—which I doubt I’ll have a chance to do. So if you want to know how I’m really doing, Tony, I feel like shit. I just as soon be left alone.”


   For several extraordinary minutes the two sat side by side nursing their drinks like strangers, each lost in the world of their own thoughts. To the casual observer it would look as if they’d never met, never exchanged a word, but on some subconscious level operating outside visible behaviors another form of communication was taking place. The flames of their sexual desire were beginning to burn where primal needs meet the path of least resistance.


   It took no more than a stray hand brushing against his side for the two to turn on their stools and allow their eyes to meet. She looked down bashfully, aware that he could feel the thumping in her chest and the pulse of her crotch and the heat of her body.


   She glanced back to his soulful eyes.        “Doing anything in particular tonight?” she asked. A faint blush rose on her cheek, accompanied by an alluring smile.


   “Just drinking with you,” he replied.


   “Then maybe…” For a woman who was brilliant in the art of communication, who had earned her accolades and a position of power, she never liked to talk about the specifics of her personal needs. Tony had been good for her because he didn’t require that she say a word. With a coy smile and longing eyes, she finally pulled off her stool, and grabbing his hand, drew him with her to the door and into the cool clear night.


   Tony hailed a taxi and gave the driver her address.


   The silence engulfing these tenuous minutes lasted only until the two moved through the apartment house door, up the stairs and into the sanctuary of Olivia’s home. The noise of their lips and their groping hands and melodious moans filled the hallway and grew more heated as they stripped away clothes on their way to her bed. Dropping into the down of her mattress, the feast of their senses continued—the taste of flesh, the smell of pheromones, the smack of skin against skin, and the uproar of desire this all ignited.


   She lay atop of his body with his stiff erection impaling her steamy portal. Suddenly, his hand came down to smack her ass. “Oh, god!” she screamed, as if her dammed up desires had abruptly broken free. “Oh god, Tony, do that more!”


   “Harder, you want it harder!” he goaded.


   “Yes, I want it harder!”


   He smacked her behind several times, with each smack harder than the last, until the pain and pleasure of the fiery sting oozed through her every pore and her body began to buzz. Her eroticism had returned like a welcome friend. She clenched inside with fierce spasms gripping her crotch, then ground her pussy against his groin, rubbing her swollen clitoris against his hairy skin.


   “Yes, yes, yes… Oh, God yes! yes! yes!” her cries continued.


   The harder she ground against him, the harder his hand came down, the greater the sting. Finally, she twisted away, pulled off his cock and threw herself against the mattress beside him. “It isn’t enough,” she announced, sighing in frustration.


   “No?”


   “Tony, please, you understand…you of all people understand.”


   The fact that at moments like this, the hardboiled district attorney needed more than simple fucking was something that Tony Blake understood. That there was something deeper at work here than pain and pleasure, he understood that too.


   For several tense moments, they lay side by side in an apparent standoff. Then suddenly, Tony jumped from the bed, “Well then, get the fuck off the bed, bitch!” he snapped. “And you’d better present that fucking behind to me, cause that’s my target.”


   His abrupt shift in mood left her momentarily stunned. But seconds later, Olivia bounded from the mattress, then dove right back in on shoulders and knees with her naked ass high and still rosy from the sexual spanking.


   “Didn’t think you’d forget,” he spat.


   Already, he’d doubled his belt in his fist and was measuring his aim. Soon as she was settled, the flat end of the leather went down on her bottom for a blistering round of smacks that took the victim from a simple warm fanny to a scorched behind—and to the dark pleasure of sexual release denied her for far too long.


   “Oh, yes yes yes…” her repeated refrain came from deep in her gut, where these elemental passions had smoldered and simmered and rumbled, waiting for some event like this to give them voice. Now the voice came in strong grinding orgasms that racked her to exhaustion, until the moment that Tony threw the belt to the floor and, climbing on the bed behind her, began to work his fingers into her nether whole.


   “Oh, dear God!” she gasped.


   “I sure ain’t stopping with your pussy, girl. No offense, but this is where I come.”


   As if there was any doubt in Olivia’s mind. As if she actually cared that he went for control and power and her submission, which was what screwing ass meant in Olivia’s sexual life. Maybe the only time in her life when she gave up striving and grasping and the aggressive pursuit of her dreams were the moments she gave in to Tony Blake. For a split second she would wonder why she gave him up when he could give her this bliss—just for a split second of temporary insanity.


   His long erection moved methodically inside the tight space, sending her deeper into the abyss of submission. She gave her power to him in order to be this small and surrendered, to let every worry and doubt and troublesome concern flee her thoughts for a few sweet moments of freedom. Her mind closed down while her body opened to receive the physical joy. And as long as it lasted, this was where she belonged and what she craved and the best way to heal what hurt. When he picked up speed, she urged him on. When he smacked her ass, she begged for more.


   “Ooo, yes, yes,” she seethed beneath her breath, “Do it more…” 


   “More? You want more, Liv?”


   He was only too willing to oblige with a harder, deeper fuck, while his hand came down steadily against her sore behind. At last he settled in for the finish, grabbing both aching cheeks and thrusting till his seed spilled inside her. Her orgasm reverberated through her body, setting off waves of pleasure that rebounded through her until she was finally too exhausted to continue.


   Olivia was never more peaceful than after Tony used her ass—at least past history suggested that she’d have at least a few hours of pleasing reverie to savor. But her savoring moments were short-lived. This time, images from her recent assaults came back to her so quickly they left her stunned and nearly in tears. 


   Tony rested in her reading chair while recovering from his orgasm. Olivia remained ass high on the bed.


   “You’re looking mighty pretty there, my dear,” he was the first to break the silence.


   Hearing him speak, Olivia fell to her side and pulled up a blanket to cover her naked body. There was no smile, no playful glint in her green eyes as Tony would expect. Before her inner eyes, a horror flick played in grainy black and white—reflections in the window glass, the glint of an assailant’s knife, the icy chill of the cement stairwell—all of it seeped into her psyche, dancing on her pleasure with jackboots and the bitter truth. The images were fuzzy and hard to grasp, apt to vanish if she tried to inspect them carefully. Yet, always, always in the back of her mind, they were there to haunt the night, the day, and on this night even the best sex.


   Once again her mind was a whir of unknowns and creeping fear. Just as soon as it began to spin, she knew that she’d revived too soon.


   “Do I look pretty now?” she said, trying to look coy and sexy as she pleaded for his answer.


   “You always look pretty, Red… but…” He was oddly troubled and it showed.


   “But what?”


   He shrugged, trying his best for a jovial smile and, failing that, he managed a grim one. “I guess I’m wondering if the magic still works.”


   “Oh, your sexual magic still works just fine,” she replied, managing to smile herself.


   “All right then. That’s nice to know… but apparently I’m not the cure for your troubles I once was.”


   “Why would you think that?”


   “Aw, c’mon Liv, who knows you better than I do? Something’s rattling around inside you… I can see it in your face. It’s written all over you. The way I just screwed you, you should be wasted for the next two days and already you’re looking anxious.”


   “My god, Tony, that’s getting a little too weird.”


   “No, it’s not. I think you need more than a little rough sex. How about a break, a few days off…”


   “Break? You’ve got to be kidding.” She jumped from the bed, dragging the sheet with her for cover. As she escaped to the bathroom, she saw his lecherous smile again and stuck out her tongue.


   While Tony absently drummed his fingers against the arm of the chair, Olivia washed her face and peed. By the time, she returned to the room, she had her ammunition all ready. “How in heaven’s name can I take a break with so much happening on this case?” she started in. “It might be a while before Munson trusts me in court again. In the meantime, I’m going to be sure that he knows who put this prosecution case together, and who’s the best one to argue in court. Taking a break is only going to confirm my weakness, and I won’t do that. Besides, I have no clue about this mysterious something you think is troubling me so much.”


   “Look in the mirror, Liv. You’ll see it. There’s something going on with you you’re not saying.” The look on her face suggested he was right. Although that look quickly vanished, it was all Tony needed to confirm his suspicions. “Your career is on the line. Cases like this don’t come around often, and they are big prizes when they do. But you fuck up, you’re apt to cost your career more than help it. Remember, you’re much more expendable than you’d like to think. I wasn’t the first to suggest you take a break.”


   “Munson sent you?”


   “No, he didn’t send me.” He shrugged. “Not specifically.”


   She stared into his eyes, reading in them everything he failed to say. Her mood softened, and for the first time since he’d sat down next to her in the bar, she displayed a rare degree of vulnerability that was quite uncommon when she wasn’t in the midst of sex.


   She sank down on the end of the bed with the sheet still pulled around her. “Listen, Tony, thanks for tonight. I really needed this. And, trust me, I have my thoughts about what to do at work. I think I can salvage this, I really do. We’ll see. If it doesn’t work out, well,” she smiled genuinely, “I may be taking a long break from the prosecutor’s office.”


   She grinned enough to have him smiling back. “Okay, honey, I sure hope you’re right.”




  Chapter Three


  Salvaging her career from the ruins Olivia had made of it in one brief courtroom debacle took all of her efforts during the next week. She worked zealously on the Sanchez’ case despite the fact that Munson would not let her say a word in court. If this was penance, she could live with that, but her goal was clearly to be in charge again. Enough time would pass and he’d have to put her up front again. She was practically feeding the plodding Thurgood every question he posed in cross-examination—all of it straight from her copious notes.


   By Tuesday of the following week, she could feel Munson looking to her for answers again, seeking out her advice about everything from procedural matters to Sanchez’ state of mind, of which she had a better than fair grasp—certainly better than anyone else working on the case. Her instincts had been right on every occasion, which impressed her boss. Given the curious looks that Sanchez often threw her way, he too understood what a formidable opponent Olivia Bennington could be. Although overall, she saw in his eye a satisfied gleam, as if he were taking credit for Olivia’s demotion.


   On Wednesday afternoon, Munson showed up in her office with an amiable smile.


   “You have a moment, Ms. Bennington?”


   “Yes, certainly.”


   Munson took his time settling into the chair before her desk, then he leaned back with a casual air, unusual from the normally formal Director.


   “How are you doing, Ms. Bennington?”


   She looked at him a bit dazed. “Why I’m just fine, sir. Fully recovered from last week’s mess, if that is what you’re asking.”


   “That is exactly what I’m asking.”


   She waited through nearly a minute of his careful scrutiny. Had she done enough to convince him? Was she once again the ‘golden girl’ with the magic touch, the quick wit, the razor sharp instincts? He seemed to be measuring her against some internal scorecard.        “Well, then, let’s get to the bottomline.” He sat forward in his chair and peered directly into hers eyes. “I want you back in first chair during tomorrow’s session in court.”


   Olivia leapt at the good news, though she kept her cool. “Yes, sir.”


   “And no sleeping pills. I want you fresh and clear-headed. And come see me before the session begins. That understood?” He abruptly popped up from the chair, ready to leave.


   “Yes, sir,” Olivia replied. “But if I might ask what prompted this decision?”


   He had already started toward the door, but he immediately turned back, smiling tersely. “You’ve been there…you’ve seen Bob in court.” The director was a man of few words; he didn’t need to say more.


   “Yes, sir. I understand.”


   Munson nodded, explanation enough, and walked out.


  The rumor that Olivia Bennington would resume the prosecution of the Sanchez’ case spread like wildfire through the prosecutor’s office—and far beyond its doors before the day was out. Olivia would have been far happier if this had been a surprise when court convened the following day, but then Munson had his reasons for letting the news leak. He obviously wanted to keep the defense on the defensive and hoped the threat of her return would shake their resolve. However, her idea of a more theatrical return to the courtroom as leading prosecutor simply hadn’t crossed his mind.


   Rather than work late at the office that night, Olivia stuffed her briefcase with all the files she’d need the following day and headed out of the building along with several of her colleagues. Safety in numbers, she reasoned. If Sanchez’ associates were responsible for the sexual attacks, she certainly wouldn’t give them another opportunity to strike in the same place where she’s been assaulted twice before.


   After stopping at a market for a frozen pizza, she drove home, pulled into the garage beneath her building and parked in her assigned spot, a well-lit corner by the elevator. She quickly slipped into the lift, awkwardly juggling briefcase, pizza and her purse as she precariously teetered in her high heels. Once in the hallway before her door, she was forced to set the briefcase down in order to fit her key in the lock, and thus made a clumsy entrance to her apartment. While she’d been determined to be vigilant, careful to watch her surroundings, the hallway light went on too late to be of any help against any possible danger awaiting her in the darkness beyond the door. When she finally managed to flip on the light, a quick appraisal of her apartment suggested that nothing was amiss and she shrugged off her apprehensions.


   She tussled with her things for several minutes more, until she finally deposited the purse, the briefcase and the pizza on the kitchen counter, then she opened the refrigerator for a bottle of fresh water. When she heard a creak from somewhere nearby, she stopped, but only a deafening silence greeted her ears. She waited another second longer, letting the chilled air from the open fridge envelop her body before she finally slammed the door shut. Grabbing a wine glass from the counter, she was about to turn around when suddenly she heard the creaking noise again.


   This time the creaking didn’t stop.


   With Olivia trapped inside the kitchen on three sides, a fast-moving assailant had only to swoop in from behind and clamp an arm around her throat to have her subdued—which is exactly what happened before she took her next breath. The lights went out a second later, and though she emitted a tiny scream, it was instantly muffled by a sweet-smelling cloth clamped across her face. In the delirium that followed, Olivia felt herself being lifted from her feet and carried into her bedroom. Just like the previous incidents, whatever drug that seeped into her system was working fast to disable any will or ability to fight.


   For a time, she saw little but shadows drifting in and out of her field of vision. But as her eyes adjusted to the dark, she caught sight of two figures dressed in black with ski masks, gloves and invasive hands that began to maul her captured body in the same rough way as the previous assaults. She struggled to fight back, but was no match for the muscular shapes that threw her to the bed. In seconds, they pounced on her body; one holding her down while the other tethered her arms and legs to the head and footboards with rope. As soon as she was anchored in place, something black and thick with the scent of leather dropped over her eyes to blind her sight, and for the next few minutes, the torment of her body became the attackers’ sole focus.


   They mauled her as she’d been mauled before, but she sensed some urgency about their task. Even through the leather mask she heard their murmuring voices and from what she could gather of their terse exchange, this was not just another sexual assault.


   The sex itself was of the same rough sort that she suffered before, but she was more cognizant this time of the details; more aware of the movements in the room, the touch of hands on her flesh, the sound of the voices taunting her predicament and how their laughter mocked her helpless state.


   Although she attempted to remain unmoved by their brutal torment, their hands were too skilled and their aims too devious for her not to feel a rising tide of sexual stimulation grip her crotch and cause her inner muscles to clench violently. While one man moved in-between her outstretched legs and teasingly rubbed her pubis with his stiff organ, the other used his cock to goad her lips to open. Soon both places were screaming with need: her mouth watering for a cock to suck and her pussy juicing in anticipation of her attacker’s organ. By the time they actually entered her, any terror that might have caused her body to seize up with fear became no more than a distant reminder that this was wrong—all wrong. She knew she’d been drugged. But did the drug produce that numbness, that lack of will, or was her sexual desire so great to have filtered out any plausible fear?


   For several maddening minutes, she endured their tormenting caress with little struggle. In the back of her bleary mind she understood how she must appear to them. With her inhibitions stripped away, she writhed against the sheets like a woman in lust; a woman with a sexual hunger so strong she would do anything to have that hunger sated. When the teasing pricks finally ended the sensuous torture, her mouth and cunt were abruptly stuffed with the men’s blood-engorged organs, and they pummeled her face and crotch until their seed was spent. The remains of their cum were left dripping from her lips and pussy when they finally withdrew.


   Still blinded by the leather mask, Olivia anxiously waited as the pair moved about the room—the reasons completely unknown to her. She fully expected that they’d be as quick in their retreat as they were with their attack. However, unlike the previous and very brusque attacks, her assailants had some other purpose that caused them to linger in her apartment. First came the odd sensation of a pen or marker being drawn across her body over and over again, words written and re-written a second, third, and maybe a fourth time. The all too recognizable scent of a Sharpie’s pungent ink soon filled the air, and in her mind’s eye, Olivia envisioned the crude scrawl of letters etched into her flesh. She shuddered at the stunning thought that for at least a day, if not longer, whatever message that was left on her body would remain like a permanent tattoo. But perhaps more horrifying than this humiliation was the realization that while one man was frantically marking her with the Sharpie, the other was photographing the scene from above. The flash from the camera was bright enough to see from the bottom edge of the mask, and the distinctive click enough for her to realize exactly what was happening.


   “No, no no…!” She suddenly found her voice and screamed at the top of her lungs—or so she believed she screamed. However, only a crude grunt managed to escape into the heated air. An errant hand slapped hard against her face and she groaned. Although her futile attempts to wrench herself from the ropes continued, no matter how exaggerated her efforts seemed to her fuzzy mind, her body was too hyped up on drugs to work effectively.


   When it seemed her assailants were finished with their work, she heard the snickers from above as they stood above her looking down. Though she could not see them, she imagined their masked faces, their twisted smiles and the hard eyes that glimmered with ridicule in the face of her distress.


   She heard their voices, but the fast-spoken Spanish was too much to follow and her mind gave up the struggle. Then for a time, she must have briefly drifted unconscious. When at last she revived, she heard nothing in the room around her. The scent of the men had vanished, the heat of their bodies was gone, and it appeared that she was finally alone, still bound, but alone with the fact that she was helplessly tied to her own bed with little way to escape.


   She drifted in and out of consciousness for several hours, struggling briefly with the tethers, then falling back to sleep. When she awoke again, it took a moment to remember why she was laid out naked on her bed. She tried to sit up and was instantly panicked when she felt the strong resistance of her bonds. As the memory of her night returned, she realized that much of the drug had worn off. At least she had more presence of mind than she had hours before. Her head was nearly clear of the drug and her focus seemed returned to normal. Her body also seemed to be functioning more capably, and she began in earnest to extricate herself from the prison of rope.


   It took just a moment to rub her face against the sheets and remove the blindfold, which meant that she could actually appraise her dire circumstances. Gazing down at her feet, she could see that the ropes that bound her ankles could be maneuvered in such a way to free her feet. A minute or two and that was done. Unfortunately, she’d gained little with her hands still tied to the posts on either end of the headboard. She was in luck, however. Though the ropes were dangerously tight around her wrists and dug mercilessly into her skin, the attaching tethers were looped loosely over the bedposts. With a little finesse she might be able to jerk her arm high enough to throw one rope over the post and release her hand. For the next several minutes she worked with that goal in mind, and after scooting herself up in the bed and a few quick flicks of her wrists, she finally freed her right hand, and then freed the left as well. She hurriedly continued to extricate herself from the stringent bindings, noting with some dismay the deep indentations that remained in her wrists. Even the details of the rope were visible to the naked eye. Rubbing them did little good. She’d have to do something so they wouldn’t be seen; even to a casual observer, they’d look strange.


   During her frantic efforts, Olivia had glanced at the clock, aware that the minutes had been ticking by all too fast. If the ultimate intent of the attack was to throw her off in court, then the incident was less of a threat to her than the previous ones. The drug was mild in comparison to those ingested during the previous attacks, and she felt reasonably certain she could handle a day in court without a problem.


   As before, however, she was left with little time to spare. Dashing to the bath, she planned on a quick shower, but pulled up short the moment she spotted her naked body in the mirror. Across her breasts and down her torso the dark imprint of her assailant’s savage words appeared before her eyes. Until that moment, she’d virtually forgotten how those words came to be written. Now suddenly she was immobilized by their cryptic message.


       I’ve been fucked again!


  She read the words again and again until they blurred before her eyes and she clamped her lids shut to defend herself against them. By then, they had taken up a permanent place in her mind, playing like a cruel mantra that would never end its torment. Even worse, she felt a strange titillation surface in her body, arising from the same source that made her writhe like a whore as they screwed her mouth and pussy. She was shamed by the cold hard fact of her arousal, but could not thwart its influence. She opened her eyes and stared intently at the ugly scrawl. It angered her how much these thugs and their sexual use of her had invaded her life and her thoughts and her sense of self, but despite her disgust, she could not stop her body as it began to sway erotically, as if it were tuned to some inner music.


       I’ve been fucked again! I’ve been fucked again!


       She watched almost disconnected from the activity as her left hand cupped her right breast and her right hand moved smoothly against her belly and crotch. Her fingers dipped into the sodden channel of her pussy, knowing full well that the juices there were the lingering remains of her attacker’s cum and her sexual arousal. Even the sour stench arising from her body had an erotic effect, and as she began to play with the folds of her pussy she couldn’t stop her zealous fingers when, suddenly, they began frantically rubbing her clitoris.


   Oh god, yes…” she hissed as she breathed in. The sight of her debauchery pleased her in that moment like nothing else could please her. Thwarting treachery, greed and the dangerous passions they provoked were the subject of her life’s work, but at that moment, those passions only served to bring her body to a viciously powerful orgasm. Stuffing as many fingers as she could fit inside her pussy, she jerked back and forth, battered by the strong contractions and nearly buckling over when the intensity threw her off balance. She grabbed at the sink for support, then slowly slumped to the tile floor beyond the mirror’s refection.


       Oh, dear god, what have I done?


  Olivia’s second time before the mirror restored her sanity in one quick glance. The sexual act was over and the real world was already encroaching. With just minutes left before she had to leave for court, she jumped in the shower and quickly scrubbed off as much as she could of the marker’s chilling message. Drying off she saw that the words had faded, although the message was still clear to see—like a stain on her character, like an admission of truth.


   She dressed hurriedly, applied a little make-up and moved directly to the kitchen where she found her purse and the uneaten pizza that had thawed overnight. Gazing around, she looked for her briefcase, suddenly panicked to discover it missing. Certainly, she’d brought it in when she was juggling the pizza and her purse. Although she was absolutely sure she’d dropped it on the kitchen counter before the attack began, she went so far as to check the hall outside her apartment door. Still no briefcase.


   Her last hope was that she might have left it in her car, and yet the fumbling scene at her door came rushing back with vivid clarity. The briefcase had to be in her apartment! It wasn’t until she began searching her apartment from the balcony to the bathroom, the kitchen to the living room, that she realized the truth. A sinking feeling of dread made her movements more frantic the more she searched.


   The only conclusion left after the search came up empty was that her briefcase had been stolen and was now in the possession of her assailants, who were, if she presumed correctly, working for Sonny Sanchez. Why this possibility had not crossed her mind before turned her panic into terrifying dread. The briefcase held all the information about the case including the questions for cross-examination, the evidence not yet disclosed, as well as notes on strategy, Sanchez’ profile—everything the defense could use to proceed with some assurance to an acquittal.


   Olivia’s mind had hardly begun to function again when she heard her cell phone ring. Grabbing the phone, she saw the name Bob Thurgood pop up on the screen.


   “Bob, hi,” she answered brusquely.


   “I see you’re running late,” he declared.


   “Not really. I’ll be right there.”


   “Well, don’t bother. Just got a call from the judge’s office. We’re recessing until next week, probably Wednesday. Death in his family.”


   “Really?” That is good news was what she would have liked to have said, although it was hardly appropriate.


   “Yep. Recessing till next week,” he repeated.


   “Well, what the heck… that’s sure not a problem for me. I could probably use a long weekend. Is Munson there now?”


   “Nope. Took off soon as he made the announcement. He said that considering the postponement, he was taking a few days off. He suggested we do that too.”


   “Really?”


   “Yeah, really. Just as long as we’re in the office eight am sharp Monday morning.”


   “Works perfect for me. I’ll see you then.”




  Chapter Four


  Day One


  Olivia took a deep breath as she took her seat on the airplane and laid her head against the headrest. Of course the trip was an impulsive move, but even Munson would have approved her plans for a three day weekend at a Florida resort. Everyone seemed to think that the stressed out prosecutor needed a little time away. However, no one but Olivia knew just how necessary those three days would be. The attacks and their aftermath—especially the last one—had compromised an important case and her job, and she was still not sure in which direction she should proceed. She found herself teetering between making a full confession of everything that had happened in the last month, to admitting just enough to save her job—if it could be salvaged at all. But with a few days away, she could think through her options, even if there seemed to be only one reasonable option available.


   Getting bumped to a first class ticket was a good portent for the trip, and she sat back in comfort, ear phones on and drinking a free martini as the plane lifted into the air. She set her mind adrift, finding much to her surprise that she was not consumed by thoughts about the case and her current thorny predicament. Her mind was focused solely on the Florida sunshine, warm air, sandy beaches, and a good novel to quell her anxieties. She’d been silly to dismiss Tony’s suggestion that she take a little time off. Maybe if she had done that after the first attack, she might not be in such a precarious situation. Then, of course, dismissing her ex-husband’s opinions was one of many things she did well. As usual he was quite right in his appraisal of her needs, though he would never hear her say that to his face.


   Once she finished the martini, she was in the mood to nap and soon drifted into a sound sleep—sound at first, until a series of strange images began to rise up through her dreams. Never had a dream felt so real, as if she was actually awake—although there was little about the scenes that made any sense. While an odd cast of characters swam before her inner eyes—Sanchez and his masked assailants, followed by Tony, Munson, Thurgood, and others she didn’t know—a flurry of strong emotions battered her back and forth. Fear, panic and relief melded into a toxic stew ramping up her frayed nerves until she could feel a clenching anxiety at her belly even while she slept.


   One minute the fragrant aroma of orange filled the air, the next she was overcome by the scent of man-sweat, thick and filled with testosterone. She was kissed and groped and pushed about inside the dream, her sexual energies brought to a frantic pitch, on the verge of orgasm, then abruptly halting as she drifted away from the dream’s frightening reach. On several occasions, she tried to awaken, only to find herself pulled more deeply into the fantastical world inside her mind.


   The last sensation that her thoughts recorded was a bone-chilling cold seeping into her body. She could feel herself waking, though every time she tried to open her eyes, she was plunged back into the nether world of her disjointed dreams. Soon she smelled heat and warm, humid air. Her body was awakening once again. However, despite the overwhelming feeling that she was in some place very warm, she was not hot at all. In fact she was shivering cold, and something unrelentingly hard was pressing against her right hip.


  When consciousness dawned at last, Olivia opened her eyes on a world she’d never seen before. She was lying on her side naked, her bones aching from the cold beneath. She reached to her side, feeling nothing but the uneven ground and its dust and grit. As her consciousness slowly returned, she gazed around in wonder at the whitewashed brick walls and peeling paint. Above her, she glimpsed the verdant green of trees through a broken ceiling, and occasionally a peek of blue sky. It was day, but inside the strange cell where she lay it looked and felt like dusk.


   But what was this…this ugly place? And why the hell was she there?


   She sat up fast—perhaps too fast—her head woozy at the start, but soon her world came into view with shocking clarity. Immediately, her mind began to spin with thoughts teetering into a chaotic place. She had to stop herself from screaming; stop the tears threatening to spill from her eyes. Thinking back, she remembered the plane and her last thoughts as she drifted to sleep on the wings of that delicious martini.


   What on earth had happened—to the plane, her first class seat, to her vacation in Florida?


   There was no reasonable memory of anything between that martini and her first look at the cell in which she found herself. Though as her mind started to clear, a rash of vague memories began to roll through her thoughts—palm trees, warm air, the scent and sounds of the rolling surf. Old memories from Florida or recent ones? She couldn’t tell. As she combed her thoughts for something specific to cling to, another flurry of images appeared—checking into the hotel…the key handed over by a smiling desk clerk…an efficient valet showing off the room…then a distinct remembrance of walking toward the magnificent windows looking out on Miami Beach. The memory of her first deep breath of sea air was crystal clear—even in the strange cell where hardly a breath stirred. The scene was as real as any she might bring to mind, but it seemed oddly disconnected from reality—a wisp of a memory, but no more than that, and apt to disappear if she didn’t focus on it with all her might. Sensing the ephemeral nature of her thoughts, she spent the next few minutes clinging to the vague images of Florida that continued popping into her head. No telling how much time lapsed in the confusing consciousness of her dazed state.


   When from outside the cell, she heard the rustling of bushes and the sound of approaching footsteps, she instinctively flinched, and reality began to take shape.


   “Ah, chica!”


   Olivia jerked around, seeing nothing but dingy brick walls.


   “Who are you? Where are you?” she called out like a frightened blind man.


   “Over here. Come see me, chica.”


   Until then, she hadn’t realized that she was in a corner of the cell and could not view the entire space. Still afraid to stand, she scooted on hands and knees toward the center of the cell, and looked back to see a barred door on the far side. Peering through the iron bars was a Latino man with a huge black mustache, wearing a white cotton shirt, grimy pants and a broad brimmed straw hat.


   She reflexively covered her chest with her arms, embarrassed by her nakedness in front of a strange man. But her meager efforts at modesty had little effect with the lower half of her body bared to the man’s leering eyes. “Who are you? What have you done to me?” she lashed out, half dazed, half angry.


   “I am Jose. This is my cellblock seven,” he announced as if proud of the fact.


   “So open the fucking door and give me my clothes!”


   The man shook his head. “Sorry, chica, I do nothing to you but keep you in my prison. You ask the others your questions.”


   “The others? What others? Where are they now? Bring them to me…” she reached out her hand imploring him.


   “You see soon enough. Bye, now, chica.” He smiled broadly.


   Seeing him turn and walk way, she called after him, “No, please, stay, please!” But he kept walking and did not look back.


  Long hours passed before Olivia had any answers to the multitude of questions that occupied her thoughts. Caught in this demented limbo, she had no idea where she was, how she’d gotten there, and who had taken such extreme measures to bring her to this awful place. Sanchez? Yes, he was a ruthless criminal, but would he take such pains to remove her from his case? Did he fear her that much? And if so, why not just kill her? For a man like Sanchez, executing his enemies was as easy as tying his shoes.


   No answers were forthcoming, although the mustachioed Latino did return sometime later and slid a paper under the cell door with two pieces of flat bread and a mango.


   “You need to do… you know, business… use bucket in the corner.” He pointed to the opposite side of the cell. “No stinking up my prison.” His mouth formed an appropriate scowl to emphasis his point.


   Turning toward the opposite corner, she made note of the dented metal container, and nodded to the jailer.


   He nodded back and left without another word.


  Sometime later, when it was pitch black in the outside world, Olivia was awakened from her sleep by another man who roughly jerked her to her feet, and after dropping a rope over her head, led her naked and barefoot into the night. From what little she could see of her surroundings, she suspected that she was in a jungle—although she had no idea where that jungle might be. Night birds cawed in the distance, and the flutter of bats could be heard overhead. Even in the darkest hours of the day the jungle seemed to buzz with life.


   Drawn along the path by the yanking rope, Olivia finally emerged into a clearing where a bonfire brightly burned and several men were lingering by the fire. As soon as she entered the scene, all eyes turned to her and one man spoke.


   “Hey, Ernesto, the girl is here,” someone called out.


   Seconds later, a stocky fellow dressed in a rumpled green military uniform swaggered into the open space. Other than the boots, pants and shirt, his appearance reminded her greatly of her cheery prison warden, though that man was a peon compared to the pompous brute that eyed her before the fire. He snarled like a feral cat as he moved forward and Olivia stepped back in fear.


   “Ah, such a pretty one this time, eh?” He spat on the ground, then his broad hand grabbed for her pussy and held it gripped inside his fist, jerking and yanking at her crotch until she was sure that he’d tear the flesh from her body.


   “Stop it!” she screamed as she pulled away.


   The slap to her face that instantly followed put her on the muddy ground.


   “You wanna play rough with me, you make big mistake, beech!”


   “Please don’t hurt me, please!” she begged, as fat tears rolled down her cheeks.


   At that point, he curled his lip with taunting spite. “Ah, but you doan see. That’s why I here. Hurt you they say, so I hurt you, beech.”


   He turned around and to no one in particular gave his command. “String her up!”


   In the seconds that followed, Olivia was dragged kicking and screaming through the mud to the other side of the bonfire where from a gnarled tree branch hung a heavy rope. Yanked upright, Olivia felt the rope that circled her throat removed from around her neck, then used to tie her wrists in a tight bond. Her arms were then raised high above her and bound to the dangling tether.


   “No, no no… please, please don’t hurt me…” she continued to plead for mercy. “I don’t even know why I’m here!”


   “You talk too much,” Ernesto spat. “Gag her!”


   “Oh, no no no no … please.” She looked to him with pleading eyes, but saw nothing but an angry sneer. “Oh, please…” she whimpered.


   Ernesto slowly strolled her way, while one of his men stuffed a bulky stick inside her mouth, fitting it like a horse’s bit and securing it with twine behind her head.


   “Hhummmmmmmmpfth…mmmumph…” She wrenched hard against her bonds, which was met with a stinging swat to her rear.


   “No mercy granted for beeches like you.” Ernesto moved in close enough that his spittle landed on her chest as he spoke. “I no care what you do or why you here in my jungle. I here to make you scream—see if you can behind the gag.” His eyes lit with a devious gleam, making every nerve in her body shudder. He placed his hand on her crotch again and began a surprisingly slow caress as his black eyes stared into her frightened ones. “You see,” he feigned a smile, “I start slow. Work you up…boss says you’re a nasty whore. You like it rough. Maybe you like to hurt, huh?”


   She shook her head violently. If she were able to speak, she would have denied his every word. And yet despite her fear, disgust and anger charging through her being, the slow massage was having an effect. Her eyes were the only way to communicate her misery, but they said nothing that Ernesto bothered to note.


   Even worse than the danger inherent in her situation was how her sexual body betrayed her. Juices poured from her pussy, while the massage became more invasive and more urgent, requiring an iron will to defend herself against it. But she had no such iron will—deep in a jungle, naked before a crowd of hungering eyes, her mind was a bleary mess of questions, her emotions raw as the panic increased.


   The uncompromising prosecutor with the iron will was just a distant memory.


   “Ah, si!” Ernesto’s eyes glimmered even brighter as he observed Olivia’s physical response. He appeared to smile more than scowl. “Just as reported,” he noted, then he looked toward one of his accomplices. “Miguel, you whip her ass.” She could feel the mirth in his mood as he gave the order, and when he turned back to see Olivia’s green eyes, he watched them widen in horror, a grin on his own face.


   Olivia saw no good end for this, no way out. In another world the thought of being whipped by one man while her crotch was fondled by another might have made her own eyes gleam with lust. But not here. Not when fear was charging through her like a runaway locomotive and she had no way of knowing if she’d come out of the ordeal alive.


   Ernesto continued with the tender massage as the jolting strikes from the bundle of switches began to rain upon her back side. Though Miguel might have targeted her ass, his aim often slipped lower with the stinging branches flailing against the tender flesh of her thighs. Other times he gravitated upward, delivering punishing blows to her shoulders and back. At first the pain was all consuming. There was no room in her world for anything but that miserable sting and the desire to plead for mercy—which had been denied her once the crude stick was shoved between her teeth. All she could do was stare into Ernesto’s steamy eyes—not because she wanted to; she tried adamantly to look away—but because she couldn’t stop staring into their violent depths where malice, cruelty and sadism played like friends. She could feel herself joining him in that terrifying place, and how her body’s response began to morph over the long minutes of her misery. She tried to force the feelings back, but in time, it became impossible to fend off the sensations that were so likely to bring her into an alternate heaven where crude acts like this brought her pleasure. No, no no no! Her anxious mind screamed, but the only noises coming from behind the gag were lustful moans springing from her gathering arousal.


   Ernesto became her obsession. Impossible in so short a time. And yet in that stifling jungle, where life refused to follow the usual rules, perversity and obsession became comfortable bedmates, making a mockery of any assumptions she had about herself and the boundaries of her sexual behavior.


   His unmoving gaze began to morph as he felt her response, his scowl turning again to a twisted grin. He knew his victim. He knew how she’d react as if he had been bringing her body and its raging hormones to the brink of orgasm for years. But is that not what he expected? His pretty victim responded as intended to the pain of the switches and pleasure of his hand. He would have been surprised if it had been otherwise, and so his scowl turned into that lusty, knowing sneer as his skillful hand toyed with her sex.


   “You come for me, beech, and the whipping stops,” he said.


   She adamantly shook her head no.


   “Ah, yes you will,” he disagreed. “You lose, I win. The gods shine down on me in this jungle, not you. You just a cunt to me, nothing more.”


   For a long while, he held her clit between two fingers and pinched until she could feel another wave of pain rise up, along with what was delivered to her backside.


   She shrieked in reply, and this time closed her eyes—though that did nothing to assuage the chaos Ernesto and his accomplice forced her to suffer.


   “Yes, you come for me, beech. And come now!” He dropped her clit and meanly shook her crotch until any hope to hold off the climax vanished. She moaned angrily, her teeth biting into the wooden gag as the sexual release soared through her body.


   “Come, whore, yes come!” Though she heard his seething orders in the back of her mind, she was by then far beyond him in the throes of release, her body bucking against his hand as ruthlessly as his fingers attacked her cumming hole. Though the stinging switches still rained on her backside, they were only an accompaniment, certainly not the agonizing terror they’d been at the start. She came in multiples, from one clenching burst of pleasure to the next, no longer caring who witnessed her ecstasy, nor how she communicated the truth in every movement of her writhing body.


   She might have gone on longer, but Ernesto’s hand withdrew from her crotch and she was smacked back to reality with the palm of his hand.


   “I prove my point, huh?” he gloated before her open eyes. For one brief moment he shook his head with glee, then he was the cruel sadist again, twisting her nipples until another wave of orgasm surged through her unbidden.


   “Enough!” The message came from somewhere beyond Olivia’s line of sight, but that did nothing to deter the huge feeling of relief that swept through her weary body. Whoever gave the command had more authority than the sadist. Ernesto backed off, still scowling, still triumphant, but apparently no longer a threat to her, at least for now.


   “You want her, mi amigo?”


   “No, return her to her cell,” again that disembodied voice.


   Again Olivia had reason to hope.


   Ernesto waltzed away, gesturing. “Ah, you torture my men with so much stimulation and no relief.”


   “You do as you’re told,” the voice reminded him.


   “Si, senor!”


   “In time you’ll have your reward,” the anonymous phantom answered.


  Released from the tether, Olivia was marched off through the jungle with her hands still bound and her mouth still gagged—small burdens compared to the relief that came with the merciful ending of her ordeal before the fire. The jungle was black, their steps lit only by the small fire-lit torch carried by her jailer, Jose. For awhile, she could barely see two feet before her, but then for just a few brief seconds, the clouds overhead parted and a bright moon shown down through the canopy of trees. The jungle before her was bathed in light, shining on the crumbling building just beyond a small clearing. One end was entirely in ruins, while the other end was firmly intact. She paused briefly as did her attendant. Just enough time to take in the sight that would implant itself upon her brain and never leave. The reality of her plight was starkly carved into the mantle spanning the length of the building.


  Cell Block 7


  She seized up sharply, but was too weary to allow this small revelation to shake her more than she was already shaken. Her attendant paused as she had, then he resumed his trek with Olivia following. Once arriving at her cell door, he unceremoniously pushed her inside.


   “Umhhhh, ughss…presssh…” She lifted her hands, pleadingly.


   The man stared back at her, his face so detached from her misery that she was sure he’d leave her as she was. But to her surprise, he responded as she hoped and moved forward to remove the gag and untie her hands. When he left, the door clanged shut and the night closed in around her.


   Olivia’s heart sank as she listened to the man’s retreat. She wondered where he went. Where he called home. Where Ernesto, Jose and Miguel laid their heads at night. Were they close to a village, a town, a city not far from their encampment? On the edge of civilization or far from its reach? Her mind might have spun on for hours with these pitiless thoughts to keep her company, but her attention was suddenly drawn elsewhere. She detected an unexpected aroma, the scent of something strange and new and curiously pleasing. She immediately thought of home, of baked goods and Christmas and celebrations with her family.


   “My god, I must be hallucinating!” she voiced out loud. It was the only reasonable conclusion. But when the aroma did not abate over the next minute or so, she peered through the darkness in hopes of finding the source of that sweet smell.


   A futile attempt that was. It was much too dark to see beyond her own body.


   Just grateful for this brief moment of pleasure, she sat down with her back against the rough brick and drank it in. If hope had a scent, it would be this.


   Tired to the bone, Olivia might well have fallen asleep right there. But just as her eyes were beginning to close, the cell began to brighten. She looked up through the broken ceiling, seeing the clouds part again and the moon shine down. Though her view of the cell was short-lived, she was able to make out through the murky shadows something not far from her cell door. Crawling along the floor, her hands landed on a linen handkerchief, wrapped inside it a bun or muffin—the clouds returning to cover the sky made it impossible to see for sure. And yet, for several fleeting minutes as she gobbled the confection, relishing every beautiful bite, she could taste a bit of joy bursting through her body.


   The act of kindness crushed her heart. Who would do this? Who would have such compassion on the lowly woman she’d become? Or was it compassion at all? Perhaps the muffin was nothing more than an acknowledgement by those who held her captive that the female in Cell Block 7 needed to eat in order to stay alive.


   She pondered the questions for a time, then decided to believe in the compassionate someone who dared to bring her this welcomed gift. Just this small gesture gave her hope and something positive to dwell on until she fell into a sound sleep.


   Sometime during her night, she was plagued with dreams, terrifying and dangerous dreams that seemed to pull her deeper into this jungle nightmare. There was not an image she would recall when she awoke but the feeling that she’d been brutally violated in that terrible dream world was something she could not shake. She sweated restlessly, tossing and turning against the hard ground. Somewhere in her consciousness she was aware of the gross discomfort, but she didn’t awaken, not even once. After a time, the terror of her dreams began to ease off and the troubled visions began to fade. Other, more pleasant images arose to take their place.




  Chapter Five  


  Day Two


  The sad truth about sleeping in the jungle was the nightmares that invaded Olivia’s sleep. Perhaps it was the cawing nightbirds, perhaps sleeping without a mattress on the cold ground, perhaps just the anxious circumstances into which she’d been thrust that caused such turmoil in her psyche.


   Her dreams took on the same disturbing substance that she experienced between the time she fell asleep on the plane and later awakened in this living nightmare. There were curiously pleasant moments where she dreamed vividly of Miami, its sandy beaches and bright sun—the rising surf, the taste of exotic foods, the sounds of laughter and dancing and midnight revelry—the very things that she should have been enjoying. If only those pleasant thoughts were all that occupied her sleep. However, behind those cheerful images, was all the darkness of her present life—the anxiety, the questions, and the sexual torture, not to mention the torment of a restless mind aware that she was not in a safe place, or with safe people. She lived with an uncertain fate and that truth bled through every dream; the one anxiety that trumped all the rest. Rarely did she dream about the trial—as if she’d already written it off as a wasted ruin of her life. But she did dream of Sanchez and his scowling face, so like Ernesto’s she would swear they were brothers. Perhaps they were. She dreamt of masked assailants, of the men who watched as she was being whipped, and even the unseen man whose voice seemed to take a special place inside her dreams. She didn’t know the man but it seemed as if she’d been hearing his voice all her life.


   Her nighttime hours were so busy with the conflicting images that Olivia began to wonder if it were better to remain awake. But wakefulness was as much a trap as sleep, and it would not be long before she’d be slumbering fitfully again.


  ***


  When Olivia woke on the second day of her captivity, Ernesto was standing at her cell door, watching her silently. When she suddenly felt his presence, she whipped around to see him staring down on her and produced an instantaneous scowl from him.


   “Filthy pig!” he spat, as he surveyed her naked body with a critical eye.


   She scowled back, her eyes flashing their disdain.


   “Jose, take her to the river. But tie her first. Feisty ones like theese like to escape. And we have no time to track her down.”


   “Si, senor.”


   Jose opened the cell door and grabbing Olivia by the arm, he wrapped a rope around her neck and pulled it tight to her throat. He then tied her hands behind her and shoved her toward the door.


   The two walked through the jungle just a short ways to the river and a small pool of water away from the fast moving current. After untying her hands, he led her down a grassy slope to the water’s edge.


   “Clean yourself, chica!” he ordered.


   Unable to see the bottom beyond the first few feet, Olivia slowly tiptoed in, letting the tepid water soothe her aches. Jose kept her on a short tether, making the rope at her neck annoyingly taut. Still, she was grateful for the chance to clean herself and with her hands alone rubbed the mud and dust from her grimy skin. After several minutes, Jose tugged on the rope and pulled her back on shore. There was no towel to dry on, so she marched dripping wet back through the trees, only to have a new layer of jungle dust clinging to her damp skin by the time they returned to the clearing.


   When they arrived back at the cellblock, Olivia was surprised to see Ernesto waiting, sitting on a tree stump smoking a cigar and laughingly joking with two of his cohorts. It took several seconds before he bothered to look her way. In fact, Jose and his captive were almost on him before his gaze finally landed on Olivia’s washed and naked body. He inspected her briefly, then nodded, not suggesting he was pleased, but suggesting that the deed had been satisfactorily done.


   A few comments were rattled off in an obscure Spanish dialect, after which the two men beside Ernesto rose to their feet and began to run their hands over Olivia’s quaking body. She shuddered at their touch, bit her lip and turned her head away—the only means to fend off her embarrassment. Their touch lit unwanted fires and she was determined not to respond, though as one man ran a nail across the small of her back, she could not help but shudder enough to be noticed.


   Suddenly, Ernesto jumped to his feet and swaggered forward. The two men stepped back.


   “Yes, we know all about the slut you are?” he chortled. He took a few puffs on what was left of his cigar, then pulled the butt from his mouth. He was about to squash the glowing end in the dirt, but thought better of it, and with another nasty glower pressed it into the soft flesh of her right tit.


   “Ouch! You goddam bastard!” Olivia shot off, angrily—a comment immediately met with a slap across her face.


   The blow unbalanced her and she stumbled back.


   Ernesto shook his head in warning. “Stupid beech!” He glowered long enough to have her shaking, then seemingly impatient to move on, he motioned to one of his men, who came forward with a black fabric bag and tossed it over her head. Once the drawstring at the bottom was pulled tight, she was shoved into the jungle, forced to navigate blindly on her own. They trudged for several minutes through the dense thicket, Olivia’s body scratched by brambles and her feet bruised from stones. When she wandered helplessly off the path someone’s hand would steer her back. While every step seemed risky, fraught with the expectation of another new hurt to pain her body, she trudged forward until the party of men stopped and so did she.


   From that point, she was moved carefully through a doorway, at which time the black bag was ripped from her face. Another cellblock. Another dank and dreary place—certainly no feast for her weary eyes.


   This cellblock was much newer than the crumbling jail where she’d spent the last day. This one was built of grey cement brick, and unlike her own cell, had a cement floor and was lit with electric lights. A quick perusal of the space revealed a sink in one corner and, most terrifying to Olivia’s eyes, a medical table in the center of the room. A man in jeans and a khaki shirt stood with his back to her in front of a table, busily occupied with what looked and sounded like medical devices. She briefly glimpsed his way, recoiling as she spotted the surgical gloves that covered  his hands. He was tall, with closed clipped dark hair, but she saw nothing of his face.


   “Strap her down,” he said, without needing to turn around. Unlike the other men she’d met so far, he spoke English with no trace of an Hispanic accent. In fact, he sounded like any typical American man.


   Before she had time to appraise the situation further, Olivia was lifted up by two pairs of strong hands and gently placed on the medial table with her back to the gloved man in jeans. She struggled only briefly but then gave up the fight once a thick leather strap was pulled from underneath the table and secured around her torso. Her hands were raised above her head and bound in leather cuffs, while each leg was lifted up and the back of her knee was placed into a metal stirrup and firmly strapped down. The defenseless position left her cunt wide open. There was no point in moving, struggling or crying out; with every new horror the inevitability of her helpless predicament was reinforced. These men were serious in their methods, and the situation was beginning to suggest that her kidnap and confinement was a thought out scheme, and was not the work of mindless thugs or horny sadists, as she first assumed.


   Although her mind burned with a rash of fresh questions, it quickly became obvious what was taking place. As soon as the gloved man in jeans appeared above her with the piercing needle, she flinched. “Oh, no no…please…”


   “You talk I’ll have you gagged.”


   No no! She detested the gag.


   She sensed that he was someone of some importance and was eager to see his face, but he wore a surgical mask that covered all but his dark eyes and the bushy brows above.


   Seconds later, he turned on a spotlight that bore down on her chest. Angled as it was, the light was so fierce that he was virtually removed from her line of sight. Nearly blinded by the intensity of the burning beam, she was forced to close her eyes.


   Her heart beat in rapid time. Her lips were parched, her mouth dry, and she was overcome by a sudden thirst. However, there was no chance to plead for water. A sharp, burning pain suddenly caused every nerve in her body to seize up. The needle had pierced her right nipple. Within in moments, a second sharp burn resulted when another needle pierced the left nipple and the bright shock of pain burst through her body.


   “Oh, dear god!” she gasped, though in fear of reprisal, her outburst was no more than a heated whisper.


    She could feel the man fingering something at her nipples, as if making adjustments or getting rings in place. The pain was all she could handle and she refused to look. While she hoped that the two piercing would be enough to satisfy her captors, Olivia was disturbed to find the gloved man fiddling with her labia just minutes after piercing her nipples. At first he pulled them apart and inspected her inner labia, tugging and jerking the flesh as he made a careful inspection. Despite the fear coursing through her veins, a surge of unwanted lust rose up unbidden, causing her pelvis to sway in an unmistakably erotic manner.


   “She turned on, eh?” Ernesto voiced his hope from the sidelines, but the gloved man just grunted some muffled reply and went on with his work.


   For a moment, he moved away, then after what seemed like some careful consideration—including a bit of hushed discussion with some unknown party—he returned to her side. Convinced that enduring this latest torture was best accomplished with her eyes closed, Olivia remained in her tense repose, determined not to panic no matter what took place. It was, however, fairly easy to assume what the man intended to do. The way he lifted her right labia and stretched it out made the stinging pierce that followed less of a surprise than it might have otherwise been. She gasped, but with this third pierce, she managed the pain and her only reply was a sharp intake of breath. She waited for the next, and was not surprised when the opposite sex lip felt the piercing needle stab through her flesh.


   With each pierce, she silently prayed that it would be the last, but apparently whatever god that was ruling her life went fishing for the afternoon, while she was left with her anxious pleas going unanswered… and the nightmare of her captivity just getting worse.


   Her greatest protest was lodged as soon as the gloved fiend began to fool with her nose.


   “No, no, you can’t!” The impulsive cry screamed from her throat and the man backed off. She felt the heat of the spotlight retreat and when she opened her eyes, she gazed down toward her crotch where Ernesto had a wooden paddle aimed at her crotch.


   “Stupid beech,” he repeated his favorite refrain. Suddenly, the paddle came down against her pussy and the soft cheeks of her exposed ass. Thankfully he hit beneath the two very tender labia piercings, but that did little to quell the biting pain. She clenched in anguish, muffling the cries that threatened to spring from her throat. He continued to spank her privates, until the gloved monster finally motioned him off. The spotlight went on again seconds later, and she closed her eyes against the glaring light.


   “Yes, it’s going to hurt,” she was told, with a twist of mockery, “although pain is something you seem to endure with little problem.”


   Was it her mystery man speaking? she wondered silently. She could only assume it was—given the speaker’s impeccable English, and none of the heavy accents of her Hispanic jailers. Could this be the same man who was calling the shots in the jungle in the night before? Listening to his distinct bravado, she was sure that she’d never forget that voice. However, as soon as the next sudden shock of pain ripped through her body, everything vanished from her thoughts. She felt a fierce ache at the center of her face, and by the feel of the man’s hands working on the fresh piercing, she knew that her septum had been riveted with another stud or ring. With that piercing came a shocking doze of reality to kick her back to the horrifying truth of her situation. Whatever took place next would pale in comparison to this demeaning indignity. Meanwhile, a dozen images of herself passed through her mind… the ringed beast… the lowly animal… the demeaned whore. Though she was truly scared of what might become of her in this savage jungle with these savage men, a kernel of arousal lay behind each indignity, adding shame, remorse and so many layers of emotion that it would take months to sort them out.


   What came next was not another needle stabbed into her flesh. As soon as the five piercings were inspected a second time and doused with alcohol, the spotlight went out, the straps were loosened. Her body was brought upright. Finally pulled to her feet, she was shoved toward the door, where Ernesto stood ogling the scene like a kid eagerly waiting for Christmas to begin. Olivia winced seeing his searing eyes aimed at her and immediately looked away.


   “Ah, si…” he chuckled darkly, noting her wounded expression. Then he rattled off a stream of Spanish that Olivia could not make out, despite her basic grasp of the language. As soon as she was near enough, he bridged the gap between them, reaching out to one of her new nipple rings and giving it a vicious tug.


   “Ouch!” she quivered as pain shot through her body in another fierce wave.


   “Not tonight, Ernesto,” the man behind her shot off crisply. “Maybe tomorrow, but not tonight.”


   “You no fun at all,” Ernesto spat.


   “Yeah, well, neither are you,” the unseen man barked back. Then he added with a very different tone in his voice. “There’s nothing wrong with using the important parts. They’re free for the taking.”


   Olivia recoiled. Whoever the mystery man was, he was not her protector, nor was he there to make her sorry stay in the cellblock easier.


   “Si, senor,” Ernesto’s voice dripped with lust.


   Again the rough hands commandeered her, pushing and shoving her through the door and into the dusty clearing that separated the building from the jungle. The last shove landed her in the dirt, from which she was quickly plucked back upright, although she remained on her knees. A circle of men formed around her, rubbing their cocks through their pants in a prelude of what was to come. Then someone jerked her arms back and tied them off with rope, leaving her back arched, and her mouth at the same level as the five circling crotches.


   The first prick that shoved itself into her mouth went deep. Deep enough that she spit it out gagging, only to have it shoved back inside and work her mouth until the pulsating organ was thick and as hard as steel. Despite her repeated gagging, the man kept shoving himself with the same deep strokes until she felt that urgent rush of energy surge through his body and his seed spilled out in copious ropes, first in her mouth, then on her lips and chest. There was no time to catch her breath before the next man stuffed his turgid member between her lips.


   “Suck!” she heard the man order, and so she sucked, unconscious of her actions. By then, her body was racked with a deep ache, which made it difficult to say which was the worst of her misery—that incessant pain, or giving blowjobs to a circle of horny men.


   She moved from man to man as their cocks came at her in a steady stream, each more turgid and demanding than the previous one. Even though she wanted to spit them out, the darker, whorish piece of her, that had her willingly succumbing to the assaults of dangerous men, fought back and urged her forward.  By the time the men were sated and backed away, she was covered with cum and lying filthy in the dirt.


   “Take her back to the river and wash her off,” the mystery man began yelling out orders. “Then douse the piercings with salt water—clean salt water,” he added for emphasis. “And just in case she thinks she can take them out, you’d better bind her hands behind her for the rest of the day.” Still, she had not seen his face.


   The next hour went by in a daze… as she was led to the river and the pool of clear water… as the jungle grime was washed away for the second time that day… as warm salty water soothed the aching piercings… and finally as she returned to her cell. By then the quiet of her prison cell was a welcome sight.


   Waiting for her inside the dank quarters was a plate of food consisting of fruit and a concoction of rice and beans. She gobbled it down in seconds, bending over the plate like a dog to lap up each precious morsel. With her hands tied behind her, she had little choice but to suffer the degradation. Even though there was no one to witness the humbling sight, she could feel her consciousness slide another step deeper into the abyss of surrender.


   By the time she finished, an enormous wave of weariness flooded through her body and all she could think to do was close her eyes and sleep. Drugged again? she wondered. Her tired body would have been content enough to fall back to the cold earth and drift into a new series of dreams. But just before her head struck the dirt, she spotted something in the far corner of her cell that had not been there before. Awkwardly scooting in that direction, she was surprised to find a pillow covered with a clean white pillowcase. For an instant, she stared at it wondering if it were real or simply a figment of her imagination brought on by fatigue. But finally too weary to contemplate the question any further, her body tipped to its side and her head fell into the sweet-smelling cushion where she relished the simple luxury for several moments before sleep reached out and grabbed her back to the realm of dreams.


  The ocean breeze whipped through her hair, causing stray strands to catch in her mouth and eyes. She brushed them back with a wave of her hand and smiled at a crowd of children playing in the sand, directly in her path. She side-stepped their elaborate sand castle, while for just a moment wishing she could sit down in the sand and join in their fantasy game. So innocent, so precious. To have the feeling for even just a fleeting moment was the most precious treasure to her. Seconds later, she took off jogging on the shore with her eyes fixed on the horizon of water, the waves and the Miami skyline. The feeling was freeing—not a cloud in the blue sky nor a worry to dampen her joy…the exhilaration seemed to be endless… although soon enough the scene dimmed and another one arose to take its place…


   Along the beach… a small café… scrumptious food: fish and crab and lobster inside a bowl of steaming rice and vegetables. The smell was effervescent. The taste like something pure and divine. She’d never tasted anything as delightful… though after lingering on her tongue for a time, the flavors of the spicy dish gave way to new ones—mangoes, chocolate and perfect decadence, lifting her again to a new definition of divine.


   Already she could hear the bands playing in the clubs…strains of music coming from every direction, drawing her into their sexy beat as they tapped into the well of arousal already clamoring through her groin.


   One fuck. Just one fuck… she thought to herself with a smile.


   Just one young stud with muscles, no brains and a long erection to make the evening perfect…and like magic that man appeared.


   The dream continued in her hotel room where, overlooking the beach, she leaned back against her date’s hard body and writhed erotically against his chest, while his hands combed her nakedness with a knowledge of her only few men would possess. How uncanny! How perfect! How he could with just a little simple probing find her ‘g’ spot and set it off for several staggering minutes of pleasure…


   … this was heaven, this was what it meant to relax, and this was why the vacation in Miami Beach …


  In Olivia’s vivid dreams there was no mention of the reality of her life. No prosecution. No defense attorneys. No Sanchez case or missing briefcase. No cell or jungle or pierced flesh. Not a winkle to be found in her idyllic, dreamland paradise. Not a hint that her other life existed at all…


   And certainly nothing like the hard reality into which she would awaken once the drugs wore off.




  Chapter Six


  Day Three


  To their credit, Olivia’s jailers were mindful of their instructions from the mysterious gloved piercer. Once the new day dawned, she was pulled from her cell and led to the river to bathe, then her nipples, labia and nose were carefully inspected and cleansed with salt water—appropriate protocol for fresh piercings. Applied to the freshly washed piercings was a strange-smelling ointment—what appeared to be a handmade concoction of natural substances taken from the jungle. This seemed to numb the constant soreness and even the deeper ache, if only briefly—a small kindness for which she was deeply grateful. She also suspected that she was, at least to some degree, being drugged through her food. Any fierce pain often waned shortly after her meal was over and returned prior to the next. Her mind and emotions were often dulled by the drugs, but on this day she felt surprisingly alert.


   After her morning meal of fruit and flat bread, Olivia was taken from her cell into a clearing outside the prison. Once again, she was marched blindfolded through the jungle with her hands tied behind her back. When the small party of Olivia and the two jailers arrived at their destination, there seemed to be some commotion—angry voices speaking in a local dialect—and what sounded like a few sharp commands, though she heard nothing specific enough for her to understand what the trouble might be. While she waited impassively, her mind fixated on the moment, on the air around her and the feel of her naked skin. Soon, she became convinced that there was no one nearby, certainly not close enough to touch, and likely no one within at least ten feet, maybe more. Since her capture and confinement, her intuitive senses had heightened considerably. However, it took no extrasensory perception to hear the fierce argument that was taking place some distance away.


   Out of idle curiosity she took the chance of nudging the blindfold with her upper arm, dislodging it enough to see that her summation of the situation was correct. While several men were standing by a crude shed some twenty feet away, locked in a furious verbal battle, she stood at the edge of the clearing where she’d been told to wait. No guard anywhere around.


   Impulse struck too fast for her to ponder the consequences. She knew the danger, but without a second thought, she abruptly threw off the blindfold and bolted into the jungle, dashing far enough into the thick mass of foliage so the men would not see her—that is, if she managed to slip their notice in the first place. Believing that she was headed in the direction of Cell Block 7, she made a sharp left that would take her toward the river. She thought nothing of her nakedness or how she planned to explain herself to whomever she might meet. Her sole intent was to follow the river to civilization and pray that someone in her path would rescue her. Nothing seemed more important to her than fleeing the nightmare she’d been forced to suffer. Nothing. Sheer desperation propelled her forward.


   When she reached the river, she was just yards from the pool of water in which she’d bathed the previous two days. Unsure which way to proceed, she turned in the direction of the current, and for a short time picked her way along the river bank. This was hard going, especially with her hands still bound behind her back. Twice, she tried to rub the bindings against a tree in hopes of ridding herself of the rope. But failing that, and with no time to spare, she trekked on awkwardly, too frantic to allow herself more time. Several times, she paused briefly and listened for the sounds of men and footsteps, the rustling of brush, the sound of voices. But the only noise to greet her ears was the buzz of insects and the racket of cawing jungle birds. She felt safe enough and continued her trek.


   When the riverbank became too difficult to navigate, she moved back on shore to more easily navigable terrain, always keeping the river in sight and following its path.


   She paid little attention to the scratches and bruises, or her aching and wounded feet. Panic had numbed her to any pain, and the single thought of freedom urged her past any measure of endurance she’d previously experienced. No threat to her life had ever been this serious or this real, and the terrible chance she took could still have bad repercussions should she be found.


   Though she had no way to gauge time, when she figured that she’d been traveling for nearly a half hour, and with no one seemingly at her heels, she took a longer time to catch her breath. Slumping down against a tree, she curled into the undergrowth and let her racing heart begin to slow. This time, she worked on her bound hands more earnestly with better results. She found that the jagged edge of a broken bamboo stalk was sharp enough to slice through the thick hemp, and within a minute or two her hands were freed.


   Sensing peril all around her, she leapt up to continue her flight with a new sense of urgency, and took off running at a fast clip. But hardly a minute passed before she felt a sharp sting in her back and her body fell to the jungle floor.


   The brief moments between that piercing pain and when she passed out were just long enough for her to realize that she’d been shot—though she had no idea how deadly the weapon was. Either she was a captive once again, or a quick death would finally end the nightmare. Would these labored breaths be her last? she wondered as the light before her eyes dimmed and she was swept into the vast unconscious nothingness.


  Olivia woke from her dreamy sleep to feel her body bound and unable to move. Her arms were stretched out high above her head. So were her feet. All four limbs were staked to the ground and her naked body lay face up to the midday sun.


   “She’s coming around,” she heard someone announce.


   Though she could see no one from her vantage point, she heard the mocking voices behind her, then felt the tickling sensation of something dangling over her naked skin. She twitched though she was barely able to move. A rope, a crop, a bamboo stick? She could imagine them all, however her wondering did not last long. She saw for herself the vicious looking signal whip in the hands of a jailer, and then his face as he moved in above and peered down with a taunting sneer.


   “Where the hell do you think you’re going?” the mustachioed fellow jibed, as he thwacked the stinging end of the whip against her hip.


   “Yeeeeeeeouch!” she seized up. Her muscles strained uselessly against the rope.


   “I should gag you too, punta! But Ernesto like to hear you scream.”


   The whip came down another three times, cutting into her left breast and then the right, then across her heaving belly. She squelched every cry, while reflexively twisting in agony as another new bite of the whip jarred her senses. With no way to protect herself from the next searing strike, the vulnerability and terror of her predicament had never felt more real.


   “You think we didn’t figure you’d bolt?” the whipman mocked.


   Olivia’s eyes remained glued to the jailer as he waltzed around her supine body, erratically flicking her with the whip as he continued with the biting torment. Impatient with his slow pace, Ernesto impulsively swiped the whip from the jailer’s hand and began to strike her with fast and repeated blows that landed on her breasts, her belly and then across her thighs. Her moaning protests soon turned into anguished cries. Then suddenly, one of the men looking on snapped off a terse, “Enough!” with sufficient authority to still Ernesto’s hand in mid-strike.


   An irritated Ernesto scowled down at her, then spat on her tits and walked away.


   “No one damages the merchandize,” she heard the words of explanation from the man in charge. His English was marked by a distinct Texas twang—not a thick Hispanic accent. However, his message was little comfort with her still helplessly staked to the ground. “I do what I can to protect you from these brutes,” the man went on. “But you put yourself in this position, Ms. Bennington. Nothing much I can do right now. You break the rules when you’re in prison, you suffer the punishment.” Though she could still not see his face, she sensed him turn and speak to someone else. “String her up and beat her if you have to. But punish her back, not her front, and no blood, or I void the contract.”


   With the swiftness of a pit crew, four men swarmed around her, removing the stakes and pulling Olivia to her feet, at which point they tied her arms wide apart and above her head, fixing them to a low-hanging branch of a large tree. There she hung, her toes barely touching the ground as the whips and lashes and switches came raining down against her back side with terrifying cruelty. There were at least three men delivering the blows, each with their own style, each apparently intent on causing more pain than the one before. Her eyes closed and her body clenched as she tried to absorb the shock of each painful strike. She breathed in, hissing and moaning as the sounds of her distress grew with the number of strikes, until finally the whips paused simultaneously. Her body had assumed a regular rhythm, and was strangely disconcerted when there was nothing but the humid air ticking her flesh. 


   “Had enough?” She heard the voice before she saw its owner.


   On opening her eyes, her gaze rested on the man’s face, just a foot from hers.


   “Yes, sir, I’ve had enough,” she gasped, as she stared into the man’s blue eyes. Though he was an American, he was not the ‘gloved man’ who pierced her.


   The new man was military starched in everything from his clean pressed clothes to the  buzz cut hair. His cold glance was enough to send chills through her once again.


   “I can only do so much to keep you alive, Ms. Bennington. You fuck up again, these savages may just shoot to kill, forget the stun setting on those nasty zappers.”


   “Oh, please tell me, why am I here? What do you want from me? Anything, please… I know people that could—” she rushed on, and would have gone on far longer, spitting out a flurry of questions, promising the sun, moon and stars if she could be freed, but Mr. Military slapped her silent with the palm of his hand and she clamped her mouth closed.


   “No one here knows a thing about why you’re here, what’s to become of you, or how long you’ll be livin’ in the guest house. So, you might as well stop with the questions, and figure that you are gonna be whoever the hell we want you to be, doing whatever the hell we want you to do. When it’s over, it’s over. You’ll know when the time comes. No more questions. No more asking. No more running off—” he raised his brows as a mocking smirk creased his lips, “unless you want me to take the brakes off Ernesto. I can do that, you know. The poor man and his friends spend their nights playing poker and talkin’ about the nasty things they’d do to you if I weren’t around to stop them.” He shook his head scornfully. “Yeah, you’d better be careful. I might just like to see that myself, you forget yourself again. I may keep ‘em civilized, but that don’t mean I’m a civilized man. Sadists, Ms. Bennington, you’re dealin’ with sadists, and we don’t give a fucking shit how this ends for you—or what you look like when it’s over.”


   Olivia watched as he backed away, still smirking, then turned toward Ernesto. “Back in her cell,” he ordered. “And wash those piercings. I want ‘em to hurt like the devil, not kill her with infection.”


   The saltwater and another application of ointment followed, then it was back in her cell for a long sleep.


  ***


  At first her dreams were filled with the raw images of struggle and her struggle to survive… followed by a long and painful crawl along the forest floor where bugs and rodents came to sniff her body and dine on her flesh. She rocked fitfully as she slept, entangled in a net of horror and anguish—one minute delirious with pain, the next her body soaring to some fantastic endorphin high that transformed into one long, continuous orgasm from which there seemed to be no relief. Suddenly, she crashed landed in her dream, dropping from nowhere into a place of terror… an army of men chasing her through the trees toward the river where she entered the water, drowning inside a deluge of fear…


   For a long while she was suspended between the world of the living and the world of the damned, reduced to sensory input too confusing to comprehend with a rational mind. She drifted in this mindless state, half awake, half buried in a sound sleep… only to be roused from that slumber by the sense that she was being attacked by ravenous hands, tugging and pulling and yanking body parts until she felt as if her bones and blood and living flesh were being torn asunder.


   Memories were hard to grasp, and even more difficult to cling to… though in time the tenor of her visions made a marked shift…


   She rose up from the sea, naked like a water-nymph, a smile as natural as the soft sun against her skin. All around her shimmering young bodies cavorted in the water, laughing and playing; sandy urchins, giggling sprites, and scolding adults who protected this sweet flock with words of warning. Perhaps they did not see her naked body—dreams do juxtapose the most disparate thoughts into one bizarre mélange. Perhaps the children were too happy to care that a naked female sea sprite had just emerged from the waters of Miami Beach. She walked up through a crowd of rabble-rousing youths and languid sunbathers, looking like an elegant bird, smiling with charity, gratitude leaping from her heart. Soon, a throng gathered around her as if she were granting wishes, delivering fondest dreams to the young, the old and the hopelessly restless.


   Although just her imagination, her fantasies played like living memories inside her brain, as tangible as real life, as palpable as her waking state. Somewhere in her psyche she knew that these were just dreams and apt to flee with the first signs of her awakening consciousness. But for a long while she let the sweetness of her visions soothe her as they carried her back to the world she knew…


   Nightclubs beckoned her again into the steamy intoxication of their music… and she drifted in on her dreams, still smiling, still naked, still welcomed by happy vacationers who wished her well. Men swarmed her, took turns dancing to salsa, reggae and rock n’ roll, as her sensuous body moved in slow and sexy rhythms. Some stood back to watch the way her hips undulated to the changing beat, and how she pushed her crotch toward the throbbing organs inside men’s  pants. She curled her finger to their ogling stares, inviting the bravest to dine on the sexual treasure of her moist and throbbing cunt. Soon they came to her with pawing hands, igniting orgasm after orgasm until she passed out from an overload of pleasure… and woke up at last in her hotel bed, having given head to a half dozen, while fucking the rest with a pussy sprung to life with sexual joy.


  The brightness of her dream world vanished into the vast nothingness of sleep, disturbed only by something sharp and hard rising up through her body. Suddenly, her wakeful state returned. When her eyes finally opened, she was in her cell with the grime, the mice and the hard ground beneath her, reminding her that her conscious life and the realm of dreams deal with different realities which are rarely the same.


   Olivia lay on her side, staring into the dank space. The day was nearly gone—this much she could see by gazing toward the hole in the roof above. Through the murky air she smelled something sweet, although this time, she had no problem discovering the source of that distinctive aroma—just inches from her face. The prettiness of that ripe peach, the scent, the feel, the juices running in a river down her hand rivaled any happy moment of her life. She devoured the first half, giddy with the taste, then stopped herself from consuming the rest and slowly savored each last bite. In the corner of her cell near the barred door was a plate of rice and beans and some stale flatbread. Standard issue, she guessed, having become used to the fare. She devoured this too in order to soothe her famished stomach. The peach was another matter, one to buoy her spirits and her heart. For a woman clinging to shifting shreds of hope, she grabbed at this latest one, this peach, refusing to dismiss its promise.




  Chapter Seven


  Day Four


  Pitch black. No need for a blindfold under these circumstances, she could barely see her hand before her eyes. No stars. No moon. No nearby city with blazing lights to lighten the jungle sky. Just the darkness—consuming, overwhelming, invasive, as if it could actually reach to her heart and shroud it in gloom. A sensation of dread darted up her spine and tickled the hairs at the back of her neck. 


   A rope tether had been thrown around her throat before she was led through the forest at a breakneck speed. Sometimes she was pushed and prodded to go faster by the urgent men behind her; the next minute, one of the brutes was out in front and, like a tugboat to an ocean vessel, she was pulled through darkness as thick as water. Stumbling through the night her anxiety rose high in her chest. Her heart beat with frantic speed. Her lips were parched, her mouth dry. She prayed for rain—indeed she could smell the rain in the air not far away. She would lean her head back and catch the drops in her open mouth if that were possible. But no such luck. No prayers answered, not this night.


   When the frenetic pace abruptly halted, the man behind her pulled up short and Olivia was jerked back by the neck and nearly strangled on the rope.


   Hands moved out to hold her steady, while some man behind her pulled in tight and began to speak, whispering in her ear with a low and throaty voice—one she thought she recognized. Even though she couldn’t be sure, she imagined it was the mysterious gloved man who’d pierced her, and something about this made her tingle between her thighs. She could imagine his cock pulsing against her ass, although there was nothing that blatant to back up her theory. Such wishful thinking! How foolish to imagine this particular man a better captor than the crude and bullying others.


   Perhaps it settled her to believe that the captor-in-charge was benign, and not just another of the many thugs who ruled her life. Truth or not, she relished the feel of his body as his groin moved against her bottom and she listened to him speak. For a moment she was lost to him, to his words and the feel of his touch, far from the jungle in an altered state where only they resided… though only while the spell lasted.


   “Hanging in the balance between life and death…” he said, “how does that feel, Ms. Bennington. Pretty Ms. Bennington?” He brought his hand to her lips, and without suggestion she sucked his fingers as they toyed with her mouth. Her body instantly rushed with another, more powerful wave of sexual warmth, only to have her mind pull back the flood and deny the man any influence over her physical response.


   She understood that their crude devices were intentional, a well thought out means of messing with her mind, her thoughts, her sense of order, reason and reality itself. Her very sanity was being tossed to the winds, pushed toward madness by the erratic nature of her imprisoned life. For a few moments, she actually believed that she was dreaming—that this was just another of the many dreams that plagued and pleasured her during the long sleepy nights in her dreary cell.


   “Caught, incarcerated and contained,” the voice continued to purr in her ear, and she was stung with another surge of acute arousal. “What a good victim you’ve become…” she heard him chuckle, “you may rant in defiance of this cruelty, but in your heart of hearts, and down here in your crotch,” he grabbed her pubic mound and squeezed hard, “you savor everything that has been done to your craving body.” He paused to let his hand roam the sensitive places between her thighs. She held back her reflexive gasps, although there was no doubt that everything he said, and every touch of his hand only expanded her arousal. “We know the truth about you—Olivia the passionate, the brave, the stalwart. For all your independence, for all that haughty arrogance that gets you through the day, your soul hungers for a dominant, you hunger to submit.” He spoke softly, his words for her ears only, however, he infused his speech with steely authority. She quaked in reply. “What a wasted effort it is to control and conquer when what you really desire is complete surrender.” His hand moved higher, running deftly over her belly and along the line of her waist. Her body burned with the heat and the eroticism of his words.


   While her mind was nearly delirious, the altered state of her consciousness expanded as the moments in the man’s arms continued. She realized, with what little sanity that remained, that her captor’s monologue was the closest thing that had been said by any of her captors, connecting her present incarceration to the prosecution of Sonny Sanchez. Though it was but a tenuous connection, built on implication not concrete facts, even her dazed psyche could not miss the subtle suggestion that caused another fearful shiver to traverse her spine. Even the slightest input was fuel for her expanding arousal. But why was this so? Her mind had been twisted, her thoughts misshapen, upsetting the natural order for things. Fear turned into arousal, and cruelty became a pathway to sexual pleasure.


   What kind of creature had she become in this jungle? What had become of the Olivia Bennington she knew? Or did she ever really know herself?


   As much as this barrage of questions might plague her thoughts on a normal day—nothing was normal in this place, and what seemed like earth-shattering subjects quickly disappeared from her thoughts. The jungle was no place to sort out her troubled life.


   One minute her mind was lost in thought, the next those thoughts vanished into thin air. Once her mind cleared, the urgent demands of her hungering body prevailed. Her captor’s roving hand drew her back to sex, again and again. To a better place perhaps, certainly a place of pleasure where the rest of the world would drift away.


   His fingers toyed more earnestly with the wet folds of her sex, driving her need to a new pinnacle, until she was rocking hard against his hand, grasping for every bit of physical pleasure to be found from his skillful massage. Another lengthy climax began with more thundering waves of pleasure, and was repeated again and again, until his hand finally fell away and she slumped back against his muscled chest in a near faint.


   Seconds later, he slipped away from her, although his supporting body was replaced by others, circling around her with hands reaching out to paw her flesh and take advantage of her heightened arousal. Several entered her with their probing fingers, bringing her to another erotic climax. As soon as the heat of that orgasm died away, another man confronted her in the darkness with his invading hand, demanding that she open herself wider still.


   “No no no…” she cried out unthinkingly, as the pressure of the hand turned painful. He shoved himself deeper than any of the others had gone, as if he expected to stuff his entire hand inside.


   “Shhhhh…” She could feel his hot breath as he shushed her.


   “Oh, but please…” she let slip.


   “Shhhh…” He soothed her again, although this time, the man behind her clamped his hand over her mouth to prevent another cry.


   Her eyes closed and her head fell idly to the side as all her focus centered on the hand that pushed so deeply into her cunt. She’d never felt a man’s presence so inside her, so invasive, so completely controlling. She knew he would not give up, no matter how she swooned from the increasing strain.


   “You’re taking the whole hand, beech!” Ernesto’s voice suddenly blared, although it was not Ernesto’s hand inside her, nor was it Ernesto standing behind her to keep her drowsy body upright. The one that pushed and shoved and demanded her cunt widen to receive his whole hand was skilled enough to know when to back off and when to insist she open more.


   “I can’t—” she couldn’t stop the cry, however no cry could stop the ruthless pressure between her thighs. She imagined the man kneeling at her feet in order to have the proper angle for the penetration. Whether this was right or not, she hardly cared.


   The stretch was grueling and the sensitive tissue around the opening felt as if it were on fire from the expansion. Every nerve engaged with everything centered on that one place. She was afraid of her body breaking apart, her flesh ripped, her sex torn beyond repair. No! Stop, please I can’t, I simply can’t! she wanted to scream out loud. But despite the fierce passion behind those words, they crowded toward her lips and were left unspoken. Fear and wonder silenced her pleas. Could he actually fit himself…?” she dared to wonder.


   Just as sure as she was that the man’s hand could never fit into a place so small, he continued to prove her wrong as it moved a millimeter at a time toward that unspoken goal. Already he had gone deeper within her than she thought possible, and now he demanded more. Yet, through all her doubts and fears, she held on, secretly praying for that probing hand to finally break through so the whole fist would be buried in her body.


   Even she wanted that now. He demanded entry, and that became her aim as well.


   Perhaps she passed out when his last thrust finally breached the barrier and her muscles slackened enough to grant his entry. However, she hardly recalled the moment when he scored this victory.


   His whole hand… his entire hand… The instant of recognition brought a fleeting feeling of relief, however, as the clenched fist began to move insider her, other urgent needs pressed on her now. She hated every one of the first few thrusts, and her body lurched as if she could throw him out.


   “Relax… relax… relax…” the sonorous words of the captor reached out and infected her brain. Slowly, her clenched pussy began to relax around that impaling hand and the rhythm of his fist began to have an effect. Desire replaced her nagging fears and Olivia began to feel a reluctant orgasm grow from within. As it built in strength, her mind flipped out completely, just as it did on every other desperate occasion in this ruthless jungle. The force of her climax soon took hold, and there was nothing left in her mind to prevent her climax from crashing through her body. She wanted it, badly. Her whole body craved that glorious end.


   In the feverish minutes that followed, she felt wave upon wave of sensation moving outward, through her fingertips, through her feet, her belly, even the top of her head. The energy was so strong, that she finally passed out altogether.


  When Olivia at last awoke, there was no hand inside her pussy making its demands, nor was  she balanced precariously between captors. Instead, her back was pressed against something firm and a man’s hard erection was moving inside her, pummeling her pussy with thrusts that seemed to nail her against the immovable object.


   Her body stiffened as reality broke through her woozy mind, and she cried out wildly. The men came on her one by one and raped her pussy, leaving the remains of their cum dripping from her snatch and onto the forest floor. Only after the last man withdrew did she realize that she’d been tied to the tree with her arms stretched out to her sides and pinioned to the large trunk.


   Although her body was still abuzz from so much forced cumming, she felt no desire to continue. Defeat and triumph laid claim to her emotions, warring inside her for predominance, but she was simply too bone-tired to care about defining her experience.


   She breathed deep as her senses were restored and her body began to revive. Then she stared into the darkness, looking for signs of life, trying to feel a human presence beyond the wildlife creeping in around her. She could see nothing, nor could she feel a soul in the vicinity. Quickly, the weight of her fears returned. Would no one come for her? Would she remain as she was through the rest of the jet black night? Would dawn bring her rescue? She could have easily slipped into panic or despair, but suddenly, there was a rustling in the jungle, and then the flashlight beaming off the verdant green, and at last Ernesto appearing before her with his characteristically sadistic smile.


   “Should leave you to the savages, beech,” he chided as he worked to free her from the tree. With a few quick tugs on the ropes, the knots broke loose. After pulling her from the tree, Ernesto pushed her through the jungle along a well-worn trail, although this time, the darkness was swept aside with the glare from his flashlight lighting their path.


   Was it the end of the third or fourth day in her prison cell? Time seemed to escape all recognition in her beleaguered mind. Sometimes, she could hardly remember the daylight hours as if she’d been sleeping the entire time. The night seemed more in focus, but perhaps that was because she remembered the fisting so vividly after it was over.


   She seemed to move from one event to another, recalling each one, but not the passage of time. Was this her captors’ purpose? To keep her constantly confused and disconnected from reality? Or was her fuzzy state of mind just a byproduct of the circumstances? Perhaps the truth didn’t matter. The end result remained the same.


  ***


  When Olivia was returned to the prison, Ernesto unceremoniously shoved her inside her cell and she landed on her hip, crying out in pain. Looking through the bars, she could see him retreat without turning around.


   Once the pain finally died away, she looked up to see a plate of rice and beans and a mango sitting by the door—all of which she devoured with relish. While every muscle in her body ached, her stomach was nearly cramped with hunger. Overhead the clouds were swirling, the sky changing with the winds. From time to time, moonbeams flooded her cell, and she could see her meager surroundings. At one point the clouds parted long enough for her to spot the ‘present’ left for her on the far side of the cell. She scrambled there and opened the cloth napkin that covered a treasure of foods that were more valuable to her than any pot of gold. The apple was crisp and juicy and the small chocolates were spiced with chili peppers and glided down her throat. Every bite seemed to bring on another wave of arousal. Each morsel was a moment of pure joy manifesting on her lips and tongue and all the way down her throat.


   Enjoy this now… soon enough it will all be over, read the tattered paper she found beneath the welcome food. However the neatly penciled message gave her more reason for concern.  The confections, the peach, the pillow, the food… and now the note. What did they add to the situation but another flurry of questions? What did these odd gestures mean? Who delivered the presents in the first place?


   And this last one, this note… this will all be over…


   The message would haunt her until, too drowsy to consider it further, she fell asleep.


  She walked through the green jungle naked, trees brushing against her limbs, her feet swollen and sore for the barefoot trek… on and on she trudged. Then she began to run, run hard and fast as if she knew where she was going. Behind her were men with whips and waggling cocks, needing her, desiring her, chasing after her… on her heels so close she could almost feel herself dragged back. She ran faster still, sure and steady on her feet, sure of her destination…


   … breaking free of the trees, she was on the beach, running with exhalation, a crowd behind her, running with her, not against her. She was clothed in a flowing gown, a broad-brimmed hat tilting awkwardly on her head. She had to hold it down with her hand, but soon she was laughing, laughing until she couldn’t stop and she fell to the ground, rolling at the ocean’s edge until she was wet and covered with sand.


   When she looked up, a man’s muscled arm reached down to draw her to her feet, and her head sank blissfully into the comfort of his warm chest…




  Chapter Eight


  Day Five


  Olivia woke from her slumber in a strange room, her eyes opening on a grey concrete wall. She saw little else but the shape of a man in her peripheral vision, too vague to recognize before he disappeared from view. She considered that she might be in the same room where she’d been pierced, but there were not enough clues to confirm the fact. There was no medical table that she could see, however, as soon as she got her bearings she realized that she’d been tied chest down against a rather odd contraption. A wooden bench of sorts, and one that had been uniquely constructed, with an open space where her naked breasts hung unfettered while the rest of her body was adequately supported. Her lower torso below her breasts and her shoulders were bound to the hard surface, while her neck rested over the edge of the bench so she was staring straight forward at the concrete wall. The reason for the bench’s strange design was quite obvious. With her breasts exposed her nipples were vulnerable, allowing her pierced nipples to be tugged downward with heavy weights which swung freely from the rings. Even before her consciousness was completely restored, she felt a significant tug at her chest. With every move she made, even a slight twitch, the discomforting stress on her nipples increased.


   “Mymygod!” she heard herself moan. What more could they do to torture her than this?


   But there was no end to her captor’s depravity and more ghastly discoveries followed. Her arms were pulled down and tied to the base of the contraption, as were her legs in a similar fashion—or so it seemed. From her splayed out crotch she could feel a particularly unnerving tug. Heavy weights had been suspended from the rings in her labia, much like the ones dangling from her nipples. Another terrible strain for her to endure and another miserable ache.


   She moaned as the shock of the degrading pose became clear to her battered mind. “Oh, please no! Why do you torture me so…?” she groaned, unable to contain her misery a moment longer.


   From some distance away, she heard a rattling noise, and her head jerked up, only to be immediately jerked back down. The humiliating nose ring had not been weighted as the others were; instead, the ring had been chained to something on the bench. The tether was short, just a few inches and not taut enough to notice initially, but obvious once she tried to raise her head beyond an inch.


   “Oh fuck!” She spoke softly, although her voice seemed to double in volume and fill the entire room. As soon as she made the impulsive remark, she wished she could take it back. She had no desire to feel more pain than she already felt. Hearing shuffling feet behind her, she clenched up afraid, expecting that any second her protest would be met with a swift punishment, however none was forthcoming. She calmed herself, momentarily relieved.


   Until that day, her piercings had been all but forgotten by her captors. They were kept clean, but otherwise off limits to the men attending her. Apparently, that was no longer the case.


   “Uncomfortable, isn’t it?”


   She heard the voice, but was unable to see its source. It might as well have come from some disembodied soul without form or shape.


   When she felt a hand on her ass, she jerked slightly. “You can speak. I have no argument with that,” the voice spoke again.


   “Well then, yes, this fucking hurts!” she complained, the venom behind her grievance was undisguised. Even that did not offend the man. His hand began to gently massage her ass as he continued speaking.


   “I thought rather than keeping you sedated this time, I’d let you experience all the discomfort with a clear head.”


   “This time? You mean you’ve done this to me before?”


   He chuckled darkly. “I’ll leave that for you to figure out.”


   Olivia sighed with weary resignation as she absorbed his veiled reply. Whatever romanticized thoughts she’d entertained about the unseen persona were clearly a wasted effort. She understood that now. Her few small hopes about this mysterious gloved man were obviously born to assuage the terror of her captivity. But all that was swept aside with these insidious comments. The more he spoke, the more human he became, the less of a benign force. The only thing separating him from her other ruthless captors was an urbane manner that made her hope he was a more civilized man. So much for hope.


   “So what are you going to do to me? Why am I here? What do you want?” She could have continued on, but she stopped there.


   “I want to complete my mission here with you,” he said. “Then I intend to leave this ungodly place.”


   “Your mission! I’m your mission?”


   “Yes, you’re my job.”


   Spite ran through her like a runaway train, setting off anger unseen to this point. Until then, she’d been too drugged in her captivity to feel such strong emotion.


   “So why talk now?” she snarled. “Why pretend you’re being gracious? You’re just like the others.”


   “I never suggested anything different,” he admitted.


   Was that self-reproach she heard in his remark?


   With that, his hand lifted from her ass and he moved about the room, fiddling with this and that, and making no further attempts at conversation. The only noise Olivia recognized was the sound of water being poured from one vessel to another. Any other sound was unrecognizable, and the intervening quiet left her feeling ragged and worried once again.


   When the engulfing quiet became too much to bear, she finally asked the burning question: “So what are you going to do to me?”


   “Sorry, I’m afraid that will have to be a surprise,” the man answered.


   In any other position, Olivia might had shaken her head in exasperation, but she knew better than to move too much. As long as she stayed still, she wouldn’t have to be reminded that her nose had been tethered down as if she were a recalcitrant beast. She might have had another snappy answer in place of that exasperated shake of the head, but she had no stomach for more useless conversation with a man she’d come to despise.


   Waiting was an excruciating torture. However, it ended abruptly with the sudden impalement of her ass. Her body instantly seized up, and all of her piercings were pulled to their limits. Only when she relaxed did Olivia realize that her entire body, including her head, had lifted from the bench causing the bright burst of pain that fired off in every direction.


   “I can’t take this, I can’t, I can’t, I swear I can’t!” she screamed, growing increasingly distraught.


   “I’m afraid you will, Ms. Bennington,” the man’s calm voice rose up above her objections. Just the comment had an effect, and she could feel the pain beginning to ebb as the flexed muscles relaxed. “Amazing how you learn what you can take when faced with such extremes,” he went on. “How about you tap into that masochistic streak of yours to see you through, huh? Or does your pussy require some stimulation to make that work?”


   “What a bizarre thing to say!” she instinctively snapped. Damn if he wasn’t mocking her!


   “Sometimes the truth is bizarre.”


   This was not a discussion she wanted to pursue, so she clamped her mouth shut tight determined not to speak again. The man was quite right however. Since the initial burst of pain rocked her body and the pain eased off, she could feel that strange arousal begin again. Whatever was lodged inside her ass was no more troublesome than a dildo. Perhaps a dildo was exactly what it was, and as much as she wished she could will away the sensations the thing provoked, it had a powerful effect on her libido.


   “All right, Ms. Bennington—” This time the man spoke with a bravado she had not heard from him before. Gone was the casual mien, in its place a sterner, more authoritarian guise that captured her attention in a decidedly erotic way. Though she inwardly recoiled when he raised the notion of her ‘masochistic streak’, she knew it was that masochistic passion that had seen her through the worst of the abuse. She could not will away the physical arousal—but why would she want to when it was the one thing she could call on when faced with another unspeakable horror? “You’re going to feel a surging pressure in your bowels as I release the bladder of water. Do your best to relax would be my only advice.”


   The man’s warning about the pressure was right on target. Seconds after he finished speaking, a flood of water rushed into her body in a strong, steady stream, filling her insides until she began to think she might explode.


   Her inner mind grappled with the facts of the enema and what it implied. Though anal sex was not an issue for her, the water surging into her bowels was quite a different matter. The pressure built fast, and quite quickly she wanted to scream. Yet, she was determined not to expose her emotions. She kept her screams to herself and her mind focused on the man’s single piece of advice. Though she tried to relax, the powerful force invading her took on qualities she never imagined possible. Her feelings shifted as the water continued to pour in. One minute she was sure she would burst from the pressure, the next, the trauma eased and a powerful torrent of desire began to rise up through her body. When the water finally ceased to flow, she was briefly relived, hoping that an end to this humiliating nightmare was in sight.


   However, her attentive captor informed her otherwise.


   “You’re going to hold this for ten minutes, Ms. Bennington,” he bluntly stated. “You’re probably going to hate it half the time and love it the rest. But you will suffer through this and hold on. I have capped off the anal plug. It’s going nowhere and neither are you.” He gave her ass a bit of a squeeze, something that felt mildly affectionate, then continued. “I’d resign myself to this—as you’ve done so capably with everything else you’ve been forced to suffer. Like all the other tortures, it will pass, and with any luck, this will not be as painful as you fear.”


   Yes that masochistic streak… he might have mentioned that too, but didn’t.


   The fact that he’d named the strange phenomenon had given it a life all its own. Never would she have considered herself a masochist. But she could not argue with the fact that she sexually flourished on the experience of pain; she’d been doing so to at least some degree ever since the first abuses began.


   When she finally awakened from her disturbing musings, she realized that the man had left and there was not a soul in the room but her.


  ***


  Olivia was unable to tell whether it was ten minutes or an hour before someone showed up to release the enema waters. During that time, she remained intently focused on the rising pressure in her bowels. The urgency to void came on her in waves, only to back off and allow her a brief respite. Then the pressure returned with renewed urgency and she hung on afraid that her body would be unable to stand another moment of waiting.


   When she finally felt the presence of her unseen captor in the room, she breathed deep, thinking her ordeal might soon be over.


   “About to explode?” he asked.


   “Yes, of course, I’m about to explode!” she angrily bit off the remark. Realizing how imprudent her outburst must have sounded, she let her anger abate and returned with a heartfelt plea. “Please, oh please you’ve got to get me down from here…!”


   Despite the urgent appeal, the man went about his business as calm as ever, carefully undoing the tethers, then removing the weights and finally helping her rise to her feet. He sent her off to the jungle to expel her bowels. While she dashed into the trees, Jose, who must had been standing just outside the door the entire time, remained close by while she completed her business. Afterwards, she rose from her squat and awkwardly grimaced at the man. Then with him leading her by the arm, she hiked down to the river where she washed her body in the cool water.


   It didn’t dawn on Olivia until she was back in her cell that she had still not seen the mystery man’s face—despite having been given the perfect opportunity when he came to release her from the medical table. At the time, her mind was focused solely on the task at hand and she rushed so fast from the room that she completely forgot to look at his face. With the enema over, he disappeared, and Olivia had no idea if she’d have another chance to put a face to his compelling voice. Though she tried to write him off as just another mean and vicious captor, there was still something about him she couldn’t shake. In the back of her mind the nagging thought remained that her gloved mystery man was the one bringing the sweet treats and the pillow and the encouraging words. Though it would be foolish to believe in this fantasy with nothing to substantiate it, she still found comfort in that paltry hope.


  ***


  Another meal of rice and beans awaited Olivia on her return to her cell. As usual, she was famished and devoured the food in seconds. As was her custom following any meal, she sat back in her cell and waited for the next horror to arrive. Minutes after her meal ended, she began to feel her consciousness start to unravel—this was normal, too. Soon her dreams began and her body fell into another sound sleep.


   No longer was there any doubt that she’d spend another chunk of time in her mind’s dreamland; it happened too often to be a coincidence. But no longer did she fear her dreams the way she had at the start of her jungle ordeal. They’d taken her on some shocking but increasingly stimulating journeys. At the start, her inner mind danced through the clubs in Miami Beach, swam figure-eights in the hotel pool or body-surfed the gentle ocean waves. She ate designer food in upscale bistros and flirted with cute young studs who hit on her day and night. Life was all smiles, sea breezes and contentment—until the darker side of her dreams returned and strange nightmarish images filled her sleep time thoughts. By the fifth day, she’d had enough of these strange adventures to realize that whatever drugs her captors slipped into her food were responsible for both the frivolous fun and the nightmares from hell. However, in the last day or so, Olivia’s nightmares-from-hell had begun to take an unexpected twist that drew her into their dark spaces with an alluring wink. Something satisfying came from the wicked hours spent in their twisted glory, and she increasingly woke from these strange sleeps with her body craving an orgasm. Twice now, she’d laid in the crude cell with her hand between her thighs, rubbing frantically, in hopes of getting off before one of her jailers arrived to take her elsewhere.


   Going back to that strange realm of her dreams was no longer something to be feared.


  The night was upon them again, and when Olivia was at last awakened from her erotic slumber, she was led through the jungle to a clearing amidst the trees. She smelled smoke from a bonfire and heard its snapping flames long before the small party reached their destination.


   An odd mood had settled over the scene, and her captors and the others mingling in the area were oddly hushed as she emerged on their gathering. None of the usual private jokes and guffawing laughter followed; no humiliating jibes were aimed her way. However, this unexpected scene was troubling too. There was a gleam in the eyes of the men and a look of lust more unsettling than their normal gawking stares.


    “My men work hard,” Ernesto announced to her with a scowl. “You give them entertainment.” He stepped from the circle of men with a bundle he thrust into Olivia’s hands. “They want you sexy, like a real woman, like a real slut. You do that for us, I won’t beat you tonight. Now put these on.”


   Olivia stared at him for several seconds, then turned her attention to the bundle of clothes he’d placed in her hands. With nowhere to put them, she placed them on the ground and pulled out a short, black flared skirt. Pulling it over her head, the clingy fabric dropped to her waist then settled on her hips just below her navel. Next she snatched a sleeveless t-shirt from the ground and pulled it over head too. The shirt was a pale grey, the fabric soft with plenty of give. Even so, it fit snugly around her chest, at least a size too small. Her breasts seemed to burst from the garment with every detail of them in high relief, her nipples particularly obvious; they’d grown erect and now jut out obscenely so that every eye immediately gravitated to the slutty sight. With the shirt just barely covering her breasts, there was a six inch gap between the bottom edge and the top of the hip-hugging skirt, showing off her flat belly and bare navel.


   The last item in the bundle was a pair of red leather shoes. These looked like a throwback to the 1940’s with tall thick heels and rounded peep-toes that showed off her polished toenails. She’d hardly considered her nails in days, but seeing the chipped pink paint, she flashed back to the pedicure she’d had the day before she left for Miami.


   Submerging a well of emotions that threatened to burst from her fragile state, she looked up at the surrounding men knowing exactly how they saw her. While she’d been their naked toy for days, the clothes turned her into a whore in whore’s clothes.


   Ernesto looked surprisingly pleased by her appearance, though he continued to scowl as he spat out his next order. “You dance for us now, punta!”


   As soon as he gave the command, Olivia heard, coming from some distance away, the scratchy noise of a radio blaring a sexy Latin music.


   Dance. She was supposed to dance!


       How was that possible? How could she possibly perform? Her body froze, unable to budge from the spot.


   “Dance beech!” Ernesto demanded. “You make them happy or I will make you regret you didn’t.”


   This was more than a threat; it was Ernesto’s promise. He backed it up by flicking his whip at her feet and forcing them to move as the biting tassel nipped at her toes and curled around her ankles. She jerked like a marionette gone berserk. Soon every way she turned another man with another whip used her dancing feet for target practice.


   Ernesto’s “Dance beech!” played in the background, along with the salsa music and the rising catcalls from her horny audience. In time, her jerking attempts to avoid the whips took on the rhythms of the music and at last her body began to sway erotically in time to the beat.


   As if a new drug had been pumped into her veins, her mind began to blur and the dancing became easier. She let her brain check out, and for a while she closed her eyes, pretending to be in a nightclub where overt displays of sexuality were expected. After being naked so many days, the clothes felt strange. However, she was thankful that she had them for inspiration. Sexy clubs had been an environment she’d conquered years before with her natural sexuality, and she used her memories from that time to lead her through the ordeal.


   Even in a pleasant erotic stupor, she could feel the men around her, the energy of lust and conquering pouring from their horny bodies. In an odd way, they gave her a bit of courage to push the limits further than her more timid mind might allow. She ran her hands over her pushed out breasts, then down her hips, swaying to the syncopated beat. Several minutes passed as she undulated before their eyes. By then, her physical arousal had grown strong, and for a few brief moments, she believed that she had them all enthralled.


   Suddenly, her dance was halted when Jose and Ernesto abruptly moved in and grabbed her. They worked with surprising efficiency as they marched her to a fallen tree stump and laid her down across the smooth, thick trunk. Her wrists were roped together then tied to the far end of the stump, and finally her legs were spread wide so she was straddling the end of the trunk with her ass high and both her anus and pussy blatantly exposed.


   Though she’d been raped by these brutes before, the enema of her afternoon quickly turned the scene into something quite different than her previous forced dates with her horny captors. She expected her ass to suffer the worst of their abuse—and that alone was enough to make her quake as soon as they bent her over the fallen log.


   Her conversations with the mystery man continued to fuck with her mind. Was it really abuse when her body felt such wild surges of exhilaration? Was it abuse, when beyond the constant fear she lived with, her sexual desire began to bloom as such a scene began? Abuse and desire mingled so freely in her captive life that she had no method by which she could tell one from the other. What use was it to pretend that the demeaning treatment actually demeaned her, when it brought her to such powerful orgasms. Her emotions had become a confusing jumble, and the questions would burn in her—but see no resolution.


  While Olivia trembled anxiously waiting for the fucking to begin, her body danced against the tree trunk with the rhythm of the music still fixed in her brain. However, as soon as a hand reached out to caress her bottom, the dancing stopped, her apprehensions fell away and the rumblings of desire began to take over. The first man to take her ass thrust inside her without preamble, sinking his large member into her bottom with unexpected fury. She lurched forward grunting. Then as he gripped her ass cheeks in his fists, he got down to business, pummeling her hard until his climax was nearly upon him. As she expected, feared and eventually welcomed, her own arousal surged forth as soon as she became accustomed to the man’s forceful style. Her arousal built steadily and just as the man began to climax, so did she. A strange feeling of satisfaction took hold. For Olivia, it had become almost a matter of pride, knowing she could endure this without turning into the torn and sobbing female she often became in her captors’ hands.  


   She wondered if her rapists even noticed the change in behavior. And if they did, did they even care?


   After the first man came and withdrew, the many others followed. She imagined there were nearly a dozen in all, though the longer the anal rape continued the more one man blurred into the next. As the blaze roared behind her, she began to sweat, and soon her mind grew tired and all her internal questioning ceased. Her entire focus became fixated on the extraordinary sensation centering in her ass, and that alone. Everything merged into that one place and from that place the most astonishing pleasure arose. It was a triumph for her that she endured the ordeal without suffering, that her sexual juices could be counted on and—whether her assailants knew it or not—she was cumming much of the time, tightening and releasing in huge spasms that resonated throughout her entire body.


   That the scene went on with such unrelenting intensity, without even a single protest from her, could only suggest that she was more than surviving their nasty abuse; she was actually enjoying the brutality. Again, a fact she never intended to confirm for another soul. It was enough for her to accept this curious truth and let the natural eroticism of the moment purge her of everything but its inherent pleasure.


   The last man who used her was perhaps the most brutal of all—saving the best for the finale? she wondered. Obviously they’d saved the largest prick for last. Even with all the ‘foreplay’ of other cocks, his was a tough fit, long and broad and punishing. The nasty prick seemed to have a life of its own beyond the man who owned it, and whatever trick she used to enjoy her way through the other men was severely challenged with this huge cock broadening an opening that had already been stretched beyond what Olivia believed she could endure.


   As the blazing bonfire lighted the scene, at least a half dozen of the jungle rapists watched from the sidelines with leering grins. Olivia struggled to reclaim at least some of the eroticism found in the previous assaults. But the man’s hands clutched her cheeks so tightly and smacked them with such ruthless vigor that she had to wonder if she’d be bloody and bruised by the time he was done.


   He was an angry man, and as his rage poured out on her wasted body, Olivia took it in, becoming furious in return and convinced that she could match every painful thrust of his erection with an angry spasm of her own. The two warred back and forth: the rapist rattling off a string of Spanish profanity; Olivia crying wildly in the throes of her passionate arousal. She shook her head back and forth, her red locks flying like savage whips. She wriggled her ass against the huge invader, mocking his bravado with her own. Finally, he could no longer go on. With another string of profanity rising from his mouth in an angry shout, he came. So strong was the climax that followed that when he was done, he collapsed against her back, and she crumpled beneath him, fainting briefly until the huge body above her finally began to stir. Even after she revived, Olivia could still feel his heavy weight upon her, melding into her body so she could not distinguish where he left off and she began.


   Barely able to breath, she began to choke. Then she struggled for a minute or two, frantically trying to throw him off. There was shouting all around her, a sense of panic sweeping the crowd. Finally the man was lifted away—not on his own strength, but with the help of two other men. She looked back briefly to see the face of the brute with the humongous cock—and found his hulking form almost as placid as his dwindling cock.


   Though she might have been mildly amused by the odd scene, she was simply grateful that the sex had been reasonably anonymous, nothing face to face, and certainly without an ounce of intimacy. At least it was finally over.


  When Olivia was finally untied and pulled from the fallen tree, the bonfire still burned brightly and a half dozen men still mingled in the clearing, their faces sweaty and glowing from the brilliance of the leaping flames. She was as sweaty and glowing as the rest of them, her body in tatters and her ass aching as if it would never be the same again. She had to be carried back to her cell because her legs were too weak to do the job, and some merciful jailer decided that it was too far for her to crawl.


   She remembered being lifted onto a man’s strong shoulders and how that strong man ran through the jungle with her limp body carried like a sack of grain. On reaching Cell Block 7, he opened the barred door and unceremoniously dumped her inside. Soon as the cell door shut with a clang, a feeling of relief swept through her. At least while she was locked in her cell she was safe from the men, their meanness and their horny cocks. Although she might have experienced a year’s work of physical satisfaction in that anal rape, she’d also had enough.


   As soon as she settled some, Olivia felt the lure of her dreams begin to take hold again. She could think of nothing more welcome than the precious hours ahead, absent from the jungle and preoccupied by whatever her mind cooked up to keep her company while she slept. Yet, just as she was drifting off and her thoughts began to wane, something startled her back to the present. She sat up and looked around suspiciously.


   She’d smelled the scent of lemon, surprised by the oddity, then she smiled inwardly as that faint aroma gave her reason to wonder if she’d been blessed by another happy surprise. The night was bright outside the cellblock, moonbeams streaming in from above. When she gazed about for the source of that delicious fragrance, she could almost see her entire cell as if it were day. Suddenly, her eyes landed on a large paper cup, just like the ones that her captors brought everyday with her meal. However, unlike those, this one dripped with heavy condensation.


   She crawled forward and grabbed it, relishing the cup’s cool feel against her sweaty palms. The first precious taste of iced lemonade demanded that she close her eyes and savor every drop. The only water she’d been given so far was warm and stale tasting. This was like heaven on her tongue and she had to stop herself from gulping it down.


   And ice! Oh, so cold inside her mouth! The freshness made her mouth burst with joy. She wanted to save it, slowly imbibing in its goodness over the long night, but even in her compromised state, she knew that the cold lemonade would soon be transformed by the jungle heat. She lay on her side, like she might have on a Miami Beach vacation, and sipped the liquid through the plastic straw, but without stopping, until every drop was gone. Done with the lemonade, she opened the lid and sucked on the remains of the thawing ice.


   Given the stress of her night—the good and bad of it—she was dead tired, but oddly at peace. She still wondered who her mysterious benefactor might be. The unseen captor with the gloved hands and the odd questions had always been her first choice, but maybe her unseen Samaritan wasn’t one of her captors with a conscience. The generous acts had the feel of someone more common, someone who understood the trials she faced, and couldn’t bear to see her suffer without offering some small compensation. Still trying to decipher who her secret benefactor might be, she fell asleep.  


  ***


  The dress sparkled… the cerulean blue shockingly beautiful in contrast to her red hair. She gazed at the mirror in the hotel bathroom and smiled—that smile sultry and beckoning. The same smile she’d use to lure the man she intended to fuck. She could see him now—the tuxedo clad gentleman with the polish of wealth, smooth as his pick-up line; or maybe tonight the beach boy with the sun-dried hair who’d lather sunscreen on  her naked body to ward off the moon burn; or maybe at midnight there’d be a metro sexual stud who’d dance with her until the wee hours of the morning with his pulsing groin locked to her pulsing sex.


   She smiled for the mirror one last time, running her fingers through the bright auburn locks, then she dashed out the door and down to the lobby… then from the lobby to the disco, from the disco to the dance floor, all the while following the intoxicating beat of the music until her hips were in sync with the bodies moving in around her.


   Hummm yesssssssssssss…her murmuring exclamations rose with the feel of a man’s fondling hands…he was close to her now, the man of the night, the man of the hour, already captured by the sultry look of her green eyes – when he could see them – He was at her back now with his crotch pressed to her ass… speaking softly in her ear, just as she imagined her newest love.


   On turning, their eyes met…she caught the gold glint in his, he caught the look fucking around in hers. He was pleased and so was she… better than beach boys, or her tuxedo clad charmers, or even that metro sexual pretty boy bumming meals and sex from edgy sluts like her.  Dreamy with desire, she raised her hands above her head and closed her eyes – a dangerous move in five inch heels. Yet, nothing but confidence oozed from her body, from the curves and valleys of her shapely form… from the flat tummy, and sculpted thighs and the perfect shape of her plush round tits. His hands were the steadying force to keep her upright, and even if she didn’t need the support, she welcomed them with another fresh sigh. The journey his tongue made along the back of her neck sent an electric shock down her spine. When his mouth began suckling her  earlobe, the soft murmur of his arousal threatened to send her spasming into a climax.


   Soon his hands moved along her hips, then circled her from behind, both grabbing for the pulsating vee between her thighs…


   Ooos and ahhs and purring sounds exited her mouth… the lustful music of sex pouring from her insides out to the whole universe of fucking spirits that danced round her in erotic heat. Slowly, her new lover inched the dress to her upper thighs, until his hand slipped between her legs and fished deep for the prize of her moist slit.


   He uttered his intentions using sleazy words that made her smile… and when his mates –the other boys from the Australian boat – began circling around her she laughed in happy abandon, letting the delirium of her senses send her into another ecstatic frenzy…


   So many hands… so much pawing…her mind faltered …and she slipped between the cracks of consciousness into a new land…


   The lights dimmed, and the music retreated to the sensuous gloom of a funeral dirge… the disco became an alley, and the alley a grim reminder of the darkness tramping through her lusty soul. She fed on sex and being slutty, dropping to her knees and taking the men, one cock at a time, until they all spilled down her throat or spewed their cum on the glittering sequins…


   She laughed at their artless style and rose to her feet, throwing off the dress in one swift move and tossing the cum-ruined tatters into a nearby dumpster. Filled with darkness and desire, she ran through the alley reveling in the joy of this unfettered freedom…


   Somewhere from out of nowhere… the dream came to an abrupt halt, when stumbling in her five inch heels, she landed face down in the grimy alley…and was unable to rise on her own. The mates circled her briefly… stunned by the magnificent fall … then they took off like thieves in the night, with the treasure of her lusty beauty lingering in their thoughts, while her fallen body groveled insatiable in the dirt.




  Chapter Nine


  Day Six


  “Wake up, beech!”


   Ernesto’s harsh command began the process of awakening, but it took him shaking her roughly to have Olivia awake enough to respond. When her eyes finally opened, she saw him standing over her with a strap in hand. For one fleeting moment she wondered where the alley was and what happened to the scampering mates who fled the scene at the first sign of trouble.


   “Lazy beech!” Ernesto scornfully added to his wake-up call, then he reached down and yanked her to her feet and shoved her toward the cell door. Her head was reeling, and only as she faced the cell bars and the gleaming jungle was reality beginning to dawn. Within seconds, she put together into a disjointed whole all the fractured pieces of her consciousness. The process was nearly complete by the time her bare feet stepped onto the sun-warmed ground. The red shoes she’d danced in the night before had been discarded during the evening’s activities, but the skirt and t-shirt—torn and tattered as they were—still hugged her body. Despite their bedraggled appearance she would cling to them as long as no one forced her to remove them.


   Before the pair had gone too far into the jungle, Ernesto stopped her—as if this were an afterthought—and buckled a thick collar around her throat. When she reached up to feel the heavily weighted thing, he slapped her hand back and shook his head. “Don’t touch it, lest you want the shock.”


   Olivia opened her eyes in alarm, now fully awake, and watched as a sly smile slowly crept across the man’s face.


   “You love this, huh—”


   “Love what?” she gazed at him befuddled.


   He scowled again and turned her around, then pushed her through the jungle using the end of a stick to urge her on, just for the cruelty of the act. They came to a clearing near a concrete building she recognized, although she hardly remembered when she’d seen it last, if at all. A small crowd of men had gathered in the area, maybe six or seven, including Jose and Miguel and several others she’d seen before. When she appeared stumbling through the trees all eyes seemed riveted on her naked body, focusing on her breasts with their twin nipple rings and the matching ones that dangled between her labia. As if Ernesto understood their interest, he laughingly took hold of the nose ring and pulled her along behind him. Though she tried to wrest herself from his grip, his hold was firm, and she felt a degree of humiliation she’d not felt since the first days of her imprisonment. She had successfully ignored the discomfort from the nose piercing by doing her damnedest not to fool with the thing. Any time she touched that sensitive place, the deep ache would return and might remain for hours, so she wisely avoided that circumstance as best she could. But with Ernesto tugging on the damn ring there was not a thing she could do but suffer the torment and hope for a swift end.


   Something uniquely peculiar about this scene and this particular crowd of men had her worried. As she approached them, Olivia listened to them squabble in Spanish, picking up a word here and there that suggested there was some game about to take place and she was the apparent object of the game. Even though she was becoming surprisingly better at understanding their unusual dialect, she wasn’t sure her increased awareness was a good thing. Pieces of the plan were left out of the broken narrative, and her lack of understanding only increased her anxiety. In this case, she would have been far better to have waited for the scene to play out rather than live with half the story—even if it were just for a few minutes.


  “You want to escape, beech, now’s your chance,” Ernesto announced. Several men let out huge belly laughs following his remark.


   As the knot tightened in her stomach, she looked at her captor too bewildered speak.


   “Si, little punta here gets her chance to escape,” Ernesto went on. Another bout of laughter trickled through the crowd. “But first, take off the clothes.” She shouldn’t have been surprised by the order, and though she was reluctant to give up the only attire she’d worn in days, the t-shirt and skirt were quickly discarded on the dusty ground. With that done, Ernesto motioned to the concrete building just yards away. “Hands on the wall…high… and keep them there.” Again, the rough end of his stick propelled her forward, and on reaching the concrete wall she raised her arms and settled herself against the cool brick.


   When someone stepped up behind her, she was tempted to look back, but before she could venture even half a glance, a hand reached up and shoved her face against the scratchy surface. The man didn’t let go, though he stepped to the side in order for another man to approach her from the rear with a can of paint and thin paint brush—the kind of brush an artist might use for an oil painting. If she hadn’t managed to get a quick glimpse of him in her peripheral vision, she might have wondered about the odd sensations on her naked back. Putting the facts together—the paint can, the brush and the feel of something wet and cold against her skin—she shivered with dread realizing that her back was being painted with a series of concentric circles—a bull’s-eye.


   Any sense of safety that might have lingered in her psyche fled with that realization. Why the target? What game did they intend to play? She quickly deduced the possibilities, and her eyes filled with tears as the reality of this new horror made its way inside her shivering form.


   Since awakening in this miserable place, she’d expected that any moment her life would be snatched away by a bullet, a knife or the sheer brutality of her captors’ sadism. And yet so far, she’d proven to be their toy, a plaything for their amusement, and for many of the men, the source of their sexual pleasure. Could she assume they would keep her alive to fuck and torment her as they had before? Or would this new game be the final act in this absurd drama?


   Tears streamed from her eyes as her speculations continued… until at last the paint was dry and Ernesto was back at her side with the prodding stick.


   “Get on, go on,” he ordered sharply, pushing her from the wall toward the jungle. “Go on, go!” he repeated, though she barely moved.


   “Where, go where?” She looked into his eyes, motionless and perplexed.


   Annoyed, he prodded her further, pushing her into the forest of trees. “Go on, beech, this is your chance.”


   “Si, you run free as bird, punta!” another man called out.


   Hearing the laughter that followed was reason enough to flee the place.


   As Olivia began moving into the jungle, Ernesto moved with her, still prodding her side, her legs and even the bull’s-eye on her back until they were both running at a brisk pace. Though he was hot on her heels, it was not to catch her but to force her deeper into the wilds. He chased her for nearly a minute until she was running for the sake of running, for the sake of getting away, for the vague promise of freedom that lay somewhere in her line of flight. Not for a minute did she believe her escape was for real or that her captors would let her go and she’d ever be safe. But to run gave her body strength and filled her lungs with life and power—the first she’d felt in some time. If this was how she died, she’d die looking toward some unseen horizon with hope in her heart and all her faculties fully engaged. She could not ask for more.


   After awhile, she looked back to find no one in pursuit, no one in the shadows, hardly a leaf was stirring amid the brilliant green. She stopped for a breath of air, but was afraid to rest. She knew that Ernesto and his men were not far away. Even now, so utterly alone, she sensed their presence with every beat of her anxious heart. Their feral heat bounced off her body, their eyes focused on the bull’s-eye. Sometimes she could hear their footsteps in the distance, sometimes the jungle was eerily silent and the only sounds she heard were her own feet slashing through the foliage as she attempted to find an easier path.


   Her feet hurt and she was out of breath when she finally had to stop. But as soon as she paused, it was not Ernesto’s stick that drove her to the ground but a sudden and terrifying shock at her throat emanating from the collar. In that instant, she lost consciousness. Then like a felled deer, she lay on a blanket of vines, dazed, trying to discern what had happened as the sharp tingling in her limbs began to recede.


   Some moments later, Ernesto was on her with two of his accomplices. “Mark her!” he ordered as the three stood over her, looking down. Ernesto’s smile was broad, though the malice in his eyes was as fresh and troubling as ever. “Go on, mark the target,” he ordered one of his reluctant friends. “You got the first hit.”


   A swarthy man with a bald head and grimy t-shirt began to kick her side, again and again, until Olivia realized that he wanted to roll her over onto her belly. Once the bold target was exposed, the man squatted down and she felt something drawn against her skin. As soon as he stood, Ernesto began barking orders.


   “Up beech, game’s not over!”


   For a moment, she was too dazed to respond and twice he had to repeat his message. Twice the prodding stick poked her side until she finally responded.


   When she moved to her feet, Ernesto’s hand was at her throat, yanking on the collar. His lips were just inches from her face, close enough that she could feel his spittle when he spoke.


   “Your only hope is run… run hard and fast and stay clear of my soldiers. Run, beech!” He let go of the collar and shoved her off. For several long seconds, Olivia stared at him blankly. Then the realization began to dawn on her that he would put her through this game again and again and again, until what? She was too tired to go on? They killed her for the sport of it? She gave up and let them have her?


   “You fucking asshole!” she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs. But instead, she began to run like the wind, striding through the forest … frantic, furious and determined, even with the heavy weight of the collar slowing her down, pulling her back, reeling her in for another angry zap to drop her to her knees, she ran on.


   For a time, determination and sheer muscle pulled her away from the hunters. Another hundred feet through the jungle and she could barely hear the rustle of brush and the weight of their footsteps on the ground. She kept her movements erratic, zigzagging back and forth in hopes of throwing them off her trail.


   She knew her efforts were doomed, that she was just one woman faced with at least a half dozen men in pursuit. But in fear of the sudden shock took her down before, she continued on…even as her hopes began to fade with her flagging muscles.


       Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzap!


       Instantly, her body buckled and she fell to the ground.


       The shock was expected, but the heat of it was like no pain she’d ever suffered. At least there were a few merciful moments of unconscious bliss to take away the immediate sting. When she finally revived, following another poke in the ribs from Ernesto’s stick, she was on her belly, with another man placing his mark on the painted bull’s-eye on her back.


       The game repeated in the same hellish way for several more rounds of hunt and chase.


       By her fourth trip into the remote wilderness the life in her limbs was gone. Gone too was the taunting whisper of hope.


   There was no way to escape, no way to outrun thugs in boots, with muscled legs that far surpassed hers in strength. And surely no way to escape the zap of electric shock that ripped through the collar and dropped her in seconds. Better she escape through her dreams than suffer more of this, she began to muse during those semi-conscious moments just before she revived from the collar’s last leveling blast.


   Yes, this was just a game, and she the target of their sadistic treachery. But was there no end to their lecherous pursuits? No decency? No compassion… save that one meager soul with the fresh lemonade and a soothing pillow?


   Perhaps it was compassion or decency that put the hand between her thighs the final time the collar drove her to the ground. A small mercy, yes, but one she welcomed. And though the arousal that ensued did not make up for the terror of her last hours, the result was brilliant, the climax shattering. And even though her mind had already awakened, no stick, no orders, no scowling sadist from above could roust her to her feet again.


   Someone new rushed in and his fresh scent almost made her body orgasm again. He plucked her from the ground with little effort, however even he quickly faded from her consciousness and a slow, meandering dream took the place of the bull’s-eye game.


  The ground was hard…but the steel table was far worse, no give at all and no way to move. She felt the hurt rising through her body and struggled uselessly against the straps that held her down. Someone soothing, someone quiet and kind whispered words of encouragement in her ear, enough to mollify her worries… if it hadn’t been for what her eyes beheld. Rising from her flesh were five chains fixed to the rings on her labia, her nipples and the fifth at her nose, each connected to the ethers above. She cringed as she saw the chains begin to rise higher still, and felt the tug send a wince of pain through her pretty dream world.


   No, no, no! her panicked cries screamed from her throat. But they had no effect. The chains kept up their constant tug until her nipples and labia were stretched taut and the ring through her nose was nearly torn from her body. Never would the scheme work… and yet despite her belief otherwise, her body began to lift off the hard, flat steel and toward the great expanse of nothingness above until she disappeared.


  The beach was hard and cruel that day, the constant torment insufferable. No matter how she squirmed there was no comfort lying on the hotel towel, and not a position that could give her a second of relief.


   The warmth of the sun came to her from above…a small comfort at the start, growing bigger and more beautiful the longer time ticked by.


   She saw a huge clock before her eyes… nearly the eleventh hour… moving rapidly toward midnight.


   But when she blinked her eyes, the clock was gone—as in vanished off the face of her dreams… replaced by better things, margaritas and fresh limes… fried tortillas dipped in salsa…gooey cheese on chili rellenos … the piquant burst of cilantro and peppers on her tongue. She walked from the table and into the crowd of dancing men, who clamored all around her for the feel of her skin, and a feel of her sex beneath the pretty sundress. She lay her head back and came, with her groin bucking hard as the erections entered her body… “yes, yes yesyesyesyes…” she cried for more and more came, a endless stream of cumming until she was too tired to cum again, too tired to dream.




  Chapter Ten


  Day Seven


  When Olivia woke on the seventh morning, she was unaware of the number of days that had passed in her Cell Block 7. Sunrises and sunsets all melded into one, one day indistinguishable from the others. She remembered the moon most often when she happened to gaze up and saw its next phase slowly passing before her eyes. But there was no moon at that hour, just a shard of light that lasered through the trees like a bolt of lightening and blinded her eyes. For a moment, she wondered if she was still dreaming, however when she turned to her side, away from the furious sunbeam, she opened her eyes and smiled at what she saw. Lying just inches from her face was a candy bar.


   A dark chocolate Snickers Bar in fact. She blinked several times to be sure it was real.


   She smiled, then frowned, then smiled again.


   The smile because it was her favorite, the frown because someone in her jungle world must have known it was.


   She would have been kidding herself to think her stint in Cell Block 7 had nothing to do with Sonny Sanchez and his vast organization. But to put an asterisk beside the candy bar, as if it were tainted by that fact, would take away all the sweet pleasure that would burst against her tongue the moment she ripped the wrapper open and took her first bite.  


   She refused to lose the moment, or dwell on its significance, or spend even a second of time tying her mind into a mass of knots as speculations began to surface. No, not today! Pushing her worries to the far corners of her mind, she grabbed the Snickers, opened the end and smelled the fragrance of the candy like she would an aged wine. Then with timid bites and smiling thoughts of pulling her pillowcase around the neighborhood on spooky Halloween nights, she ate the confection with a child’s delight.


   She ate slowly in order to savor the lovely taste. And for a time she even lay back against the pillow, letting the chocolate ooze dissolve inside her mouth and melt through her entire body. The connection between the delicious taste and her reactive body had not diminished, even in this awful place. Soon, soft spasms began to move erotically through her lower regions. When the sensation slowly faded away, she knew it was time for another bite.


   The remainder of the candy went down in the same sumptuous manner, and for just those few minutes, there was no cell or jungle or sadist to dampen her pleasure.


   For just those few minutes.


  ***


  Olivia hardly remembered that she’d awaken to a candy bar for breakfast earlier that morning. The day had been another strange one. It began with the demeaning trip to the jungle to do her morning business under Jose’s watchful eye, followed by their swift trek to the river where she washed away the latest layer of grime. A strange exhilaration, the aftereffects of the candy perhaps, put an unusual lightness in her step and caused her to smile. She noticed small things along her trek, like the sound of the birds overhead and the strange jungle flowers that she usually dismissed in her misery. Even Jose seemed in a pleasant mood—if not pleasant, he was certainly not griping and grumbling under his breath, or yanking her along by the lasso Ernesto often insisted he use to keep her from running off. Although she wasn’t about to repeat her impetuous escape through the jungle, he wanted to be sure.


   While the day began pleasantly, during the afternoon she must have been drugged because she remembered little about those midday hours. But the early evening, as the sun slid toward the western horizon, her world was a far cry from blissful.


   Roused from a fitful nap, she found herself lying on a table that was hard as stone and cold as a glacier. From the five pierced points of her body, she felt a significant tug… and was immediately flung back to the last of her dreams. The table, the tugging… would they actually raise her body by her piercings as had been in that terrible dream?


   Opening her eyes, she was almost afraid to look at what she’d find, and was momentarily relieved to see that her piercings were not strung to the ceiling by chains and she was not being lifted into the air supported by her pierced flesh alone. The tugging sensations she felt were caused by an unusually constricting garment—something more like a diving suit than real clothes. The snug suit seemed to cover her entire body, except for several strategically placed openings at her crotch and breasts. Her head was also encased in the stretchy latex material, although at the moment, her eyes, lips and mouth were left uncovered.


   After so many days naked, any kind of clothing might feel strange. The black skirt and grey t-shirt had seemed odd to her at the time, though nothing like this. The freaky costume fit so tightly to her flesh that she could hardly bear the feel of it against her skin.


   “I can’t breathe!” she cried out.


   “Shush…” she heard the man’s soothing voice, although it did nothing to assuage the feeling of panic that had begun to beat inside her chest.


   “But I can’t move!”


   “No, you can’t,” the man agreed. Again, the voice of the mystery man rocked her sex with its cool bravado. Like no other it seemed to have a direct link to her crotch. Until that moment, she hadn’t realized how much it disturbed her not to associate a face with that voice. She’d come to believe it was no coincidence that she’d never seen the man. Like nearly every other occasion in his presence, he spoke to her from somewhere beyond her field of vision.


   All that aside, Olivia struggled for a time with feelings of panic gaining strength the more she focused on the restricting suit. “Please get me out of this,” she begged.


   “You’ll get used to it…or not, I suppose,” he shot off a particularly brusque rebuttal. “Although, in a half hour or so, it’ll no longer be an issue.”


    “Why? What’s happening!” she called to him in alarm.


   She heard him above her head and strained her neck back in hopes of making eye-contact, but before his face came into view, he pulled the front piece of the head mask down to cover her face, including her eyes. There was a hole for her to breathe through and her mouth was basically free, but that was all.


   “NO!” The shout came from deep in her gut and might have been followed by a whole string of angry wails, but almost the very second that she uttered her protest, she felt the man’s hands come to rest on either side of her face. An unexpected feeling of affection emanated from his warm palms, and an overwhelming feeling of surrender began to move her body sending the panic adrift.


   “You didn’t deserve what happened to you here, Ms. Bennington. But you can be thankful to be moving on from this jungle soon. You’re in a transport suit that is designed to minimize any movement. I’m sure that’s perfectly obvious to you by now. Fighting this is only going to cause you more discomfort, so for your own well-being, don’t bother.”


   As long as his hands rested against her face, she felt a calming warmth flow through her body and ease her fears. His voice soothed her, like it hadn’t before, as if he was speaking with some real affection—or if not that, a degree of genuine concern.


   “The less you feel now, the better,” he continued, his voice growing softer. “You won’t be hurt and you will survive. Anxiety has no place here.” She heard his words and felt the message far beyond her ears and mind. It seemed to settle into her captive body and release the worry stored in her veins and blood all the way to the tiniest cells where the worry hid away unseen. Though this seemed impossible, she found herself incredibly calm.


   But when he released his hands from her face, she instantly grimaced.


   “Shush…” he said, before she could utter a sound. His hand was at her exposed crotch toying with the sensitive place. “You need to come again, Olivia, one more time…” His fingers were working their way into her hole and her slumbering arousal awoke with an emphatic roar.


   “Ohhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, sheeesssshhhhhhh,” the gasp of pleasure filled the room as the unexpected climax burst from her body. He carried her through the strong spasms with a finger pressed against her ‘g’ spot and another pressed to her clitoris. The long string of orgasms seemed to have no end. But when he finally pulled away and placed his hand on her latex covered belly, what remained of her arousal seemed to pass peacefully through her body. She could feel another long sleep waiting in the wings and prepared to walk on stage. At this point she welcomed being drawn down to the subconscious depths where she seemed to spend so many hours. Mindless. Disconnected. Free. Amazingly free of the torment that had driven her life into this living hell. When she heard the man speaking to her now, his voice was so far away that she could barely hear its sensuous timbre… and soon she couldn’t hear it at all… just a memory… and then the memory faded too…


  There was a beach somewhere far away… a distant recollection she could feel inside her gently rocking form… she lay where the surf meets the beach, the water lapping over her body as the tide came in… the foam of the waves gathering at her side. Her consciousness rose and fell… awakening, disappearing … disappearing at last, lost to the nothingness of the deep… every wave reminded her that this was a place of peace.


  Book Two




  Chapter Eleven


  Perched above the ocean, the white frame summer house tenaciously clung to the rocks that supported its sagging weight. Nine-ninety years of winds and storms and summer sun, the occasional hurricane barreling up the Atlantic coast, had taken its toll. The wood was bare in spots with paint chipping on the window frames. Over time, the house’s deep green shutters had faded to a pale wash of color—like watercolors against a canvas of white. The huge two story home was once known as Bennington Mansion. But ‘mansion’ hardly fit it now with the place in such disrepair. It creaked and groaned with every gust of air. During storms its summertime occupants would huddle together worried that it might slide off the cliffs and tumble into the turbulent ocean. The large turret at one end of the two story behemoth rose another story high and acted as a lighthouse in the worst of Atlantic storms.


   However, despite all prognostications of its eventual demise, nothing had shaken the old place from its firm foundations.


   The words of Olivia’s grandmother, Mama Rose, returned to her again and again, about how Rose’s father had built the old girl to last – ‘the damn place is as tough as the old geezer and likely to die as traumatic a death.’ At 84 years old, the old man was in his fishing boat when it was struck by lightening. As the story goes, he went down clinging to the mast, a twisted grin on his craggy face—one would think he’d just seen the ‘Welcome Home’ sign from above and was finally ready to go.


   But now, who would have been there to see that? was the question that always went unanswered.


   Twenty feet down the ancient stairs, Olivia’s Lab mix mutt Daisy bounded out on the open expanse of sand, circling along in her favorite path before she bounded back to Olivia’s side, panting happily.


   “You sweet pooch,” she ruffled the back of Daisy’s head, “looks like it’s just us,” she said with a sigh. Daisy’s littermate Duke would be sleeping on the veranda, keeping one eye open for trespassers, but otherwise enjoying the morning with a long nap. Duke preferred his exercise just as the sun was coming up or going down, times when Olivia often let him run without her until he was ready to troop back up the steps. During the rest of his day, he remained the faithful guard dog at home.


   Daisy took off at a dead run, while Olivia strolled twenty feet to the waterline, turning north toward the rocky cove where she spent so much time. At eight in the morning, the day was still cool, and Olivia clung to her aqua blue sweater, crossing her arms over her chest in response to the chilly air. Her white skirt trailed her in the sand; though at times, she had to hold it down, or it would have been caught by the breeze like a sail.


   Normally at that hour, the beach was free of beachcombers and the sun-worshipping public that later in the day gravitated down to her rocky cove in search of peace and quiet away from the noise of screaming children. Today, however, she was not alone. Some distance ahead was the figure of a man who appeared to have emerged on the beach after taking the steep path from a small cottage above the cove. The weathered structure looked more tattered than the white frame monolith that Olivia called home. In fact, she’d assumed it had been deserted years before, given over to the elements, unlike her family’s stalwart mansion, which refused to be broken.


   The fact of the man’s appearance was a minor annoyance on this breezy morning. Olivia liked to think this beach was hers, especially at this hour. She had no desire for the obligatory conversation that was bound to ensue once their paths crossed. But with the man drawing closer every second, it would have been rude to abruptly turn and stride off in the other direction. If he was a neighbor then she should know who he was and where he lived.


   The two continued in their determined paths until they were each close enough to acknowledge the other. They did so first with a nod, and when the man stopped, Olivia stopped too.


   “You’re new here?” she heard him speak and immediately her ears perked up. His voice, deep, resonant and familiar, forced her to scrutinize him carefully for further clues. This wasn’t unusual these days. When she was still living in the city, this same sort of thing happened nearly every day. To Olivia’s slightly fractured self, almost every tall, dark-haired man resembled her mystery man from the jungle. And this one did too. By then, however, her many false starts with men forced her to sweep aside her speculations and focus on what was real.


   “New? Not exactly,” she replied, smiling. “The old white house has been in my family since it was built.”


   “A Bennington then?”  he acknowledged with raised brows.


   “That would be me.” Although she hadn’t been keen on this sort of conversation, the man’s striking looks kept her in the game long enough to see why he might belong on her stretch of beach. His hair was longish—much longer than the man who’d pierced her— brushing the collar of his white t-shirt in back, and in the front, needing a swipe of his hand to keep it out of his startling grey eyes. Ah yes, the eyes—windows to the soul—were telling in themselves. Not what she recalled from her mystery man, though she could have been wrong. She’d only seen his eyes once, when he looked down at her from above; the rest of his face was covered by a surgical mask.


   Only a few seconds passed as she made her appraisal but she was reasonably certain that this not the puzzling fellow from her days in Cell Block 7. She found herself relieved. “Olivia Bennington,” she further introduced herself, reaching out her hand for him to shake. Just the feel of his warm palm made her tremble.


   After the jungle, relationships with the opposite sex had been uncomfortable for Olivia. In fact, she’d not been alone with a man in some time. In recent months, she’d made it a point to stay clear of them when not in public or in the company of people she trusted. Confronting both her fear of men and her great attraction for them at the same time was more than she cared to handle—at least for awhile.


   His eyes lighted with recognition when he heard the name. “Ah, Ms. Bennington.”


   Already she could see the wheels turning in his brain. “Yes, the former prosecutor,” she confirmed.


   He searched her face a moment. “Tough times, hum?” he said with some kindness. 
        “Indeed,” she agreed.


  Nothing more needed to be said regarding Olivia’s ‘tough times’. The entire story of the painful reckoning that awaited on her return from Florida had been plastered over the papers for weeks, hitting the national press and sweeping the country like a virus. Any hope that she could keep the debacle quiet failed the moment the media bandits covering the Sanchez trial got wind of her reappearance. It was already on the national news that the bright and beautiful Ms. Bennington, chief prosecutor in the mob trial, had been missing for several days, failing to show-up after a three day vacation to Miami Beach. A missing person’s search had been launched immediately. But when rumors of numerous sightings in South Beach and other upscale resorts began to surface, the story rapidly switched from a possible kidnapping/mob hit to a case of a female attorney with the jitters, too afraid to return to her job after making a mess of an important prosecution case.


   The story only got messier when she actually returned home to face a confusing muddle of events that she couldn’t undo. There was no way to unravel the truth, especially when she didn’t know the truth herself. Perhaps, if she’d been upfront with her ex-husband Tony at the start of her troubles, her life might be different. But keeping the first assaults a secret and brushing them aside as if they didn’t matter made the case for her own malfeasance stronger.


   To the world she was a prosecutor who’d run amok, derailed, dethroned, her reputation crumbling into nothing.


   How could she undo the string of lies that began with the first assault? Where would she ever start? How far back could she go? Her credibility was in the shitter any way she tried to find a solution.


   Olivia had sat in the conference room with Tony, Director Munson and two ‘suits’ from the FBI, all eyes blazing as they waited for her explanation. Confirmed sightings of her in the Miami area over a seven day period could not be denied. She remembered details of her room, the hotel, the beach, the clubs, the sexy dresses and risqué swim suits, even the men who swore they fucked an eager Olivia Bennington who was more than willing to lead them to her hotel room, or accompany them to theirs. With her glossy red hair, green eyes and bombshell body, she was too striking for any man to forget the details, down to the small rose tattoo on her upper thigh she had done on a bet when she was sixteen. How could the three perfect studs—a wealthy bachelor from NYC, a blonde surfer from Miami and a metro-sexual hottie—be wrong about the lovely woman who danced and fucked until the early hours, while back home her prosecution team waited in vain for her arrival?


   The memories were as clear to her as any recent memory.


   But how could the details of a Miami Beach vacation be so vivid when they sat side by side in her mind with equally vivid recollections of a steamy jungle and a cell block and a cadre of rough thugs who kept her captive?


   Were there bruises on her body from the beatings? No.


   And the piercings on her labia, nipples and nose? Not a sign that they’d even happened.


   In some ways the memories of Miami were stronger than those from that steamy jungle. But then her recollections would shift and the scenes from Miami would fade away as her consciousness immersed itself in the jungle.


   She wanted to tell the quartet of interrogators the whole mixed-up story, but as soon as she ramped up the courage to open her mouth, words failed. She had no idea where to start. 


   Although her disappearance was enough to cost her her job, the matter of her briefcase was just as troubling. Not more than a day after she failed to appear in court, a whole string of classified information surfaced in the hands of the wrong people, and it was on Olivia where all eyes turned and the blame was focused.


   She could swear to herself day and night that the briefcase had been taken from her apartment the night before the case was postponed—though she couldn’t prove that true. What’s worse, as soon as she walked into her apartment from the trip, there it was intact, sitting on the kitchen counter next to the pizza box. Not one paper had been lifted, nothing missing, no sign that it had been tampered with in any way. No unusual fingerprints. Just hers and those of her secretary.


   The only way that confidential information could fall into the hands of the defense was for someone in the prosecutor’s office to have deliberately leaked it to Sanchez’ attorneys. Given the evidence, Olivia Bennington was the likeliest candidate.


   Going AWOL was one thing, it was quite a different matter for the lead prosecutor in such an important case to sell out to the mob. It did not take much for Olivia to deduce that the four men waiting for her explanation were thinking exactly that.


   She sat in the conference room with her stomach in a knot, and her fingers shredding a Kleenex until a rash of white lint covered the front of her black skirt. Her mind raced to find something to say. She needed answers, but the right ones never seemed to appear. No matter how she tried to come up with a plausible excuse for her erratic behavior, nothing sounded right.


   What was most plausible became the only explanation she would offer the four.


   “This is absurd!” she looked at them incensed. “You certainly can’t believe I would leak that information to the mob!”


   “Then what happened, Olivia?” Munson shot back. “You have yet to explain yourself and right now, it doesn’t look good. So keep talking.” Gone was the professional ‘affection’ she previously enjoyed from The Director. She was just another suspect for the purposes of this interview. Interview? Hell, it was an interrogation pure and simple.


   “Yes, I know that, and I know it looks bad, sir. But to accuse me of being an informant is ridiculous,” she came back forcefully. “You know I’d never do that… certainly you know that!”


   “I’d like to think so.” The man’s grey eyes bored into her.


   “The briefcase must have been stolen from my apartment and then returned once they had what they were after. It’s the perfect explanation; get the information they want and discredit me. Go back to the police reports from three weeks before. Tony knows…” she turned to him then back to Munson. “My apartment was entered. I know it was. There may not have been much physical proof, but it is entirely possible. They did it to rattle me, to cast suspicions on my sanity. I even believe someone might have tampered with my coffee the night before the trial began. I woke up in my office in a fog. Just ask my secretary. You remember that less than stellar court appearance at the beginning of the trial. The same sort of thing happened a few days later. I woke late… I was queasy and light-headed. I know I told you it was a sleeping pill, but I’m not really sure what it was I took when I was stumbling in the dark and grabbed for the aspirin. If they had access to my apartment, then they could have easily slipped some bad drugs into the bottle.” She stared around from man to man, hopeful, but their expressions were unresponsive. “Maybe it sounds farfetched… but it is the best explanation I can give you. They wanted me off the case. You remember Sanchez’ taunts during the preliminary hearing, the way he shrugged me off with that cavalier belly laugh. Then that grandstanding outside the courtroom. The harassment didn’t stop then. I may have been unclear about it at the time, but I’m sure of it now. And what better way than to do it subtlety, leaving so few clues that there’s little way to substantiate my claims.”


   Munson’s gaze hadn’t wavered nor had his grim manner. “I’ve been over Detective Blake’s police report, but frankly, there’s not much there. And you told no one about your further suspicions.” Munson leaned on her hard. “Why was that?”


   “I didn’t know what to do at the time, and I couldn’t be sure of what was happening. The case was too important to let this sort of vague thing get in the way. That’s not my style. You know that; that’s why you hired me. She never cracks under pressure. You said it yourself. Except… except maybe I had some help this time.”


   For a moment she actually thought he might be swayed. But starting in again, he showed little change in mood, tersely biting off his next question.


   “Even if there’s some truth to your story, what about Miami, Olivia?”


   She took a deep breath to calm herself. “I was rattled, and ashamed that I let Sanchez get to me. But I was totally confused about what to do. But I just pushed my worries aside and pretended that they didn’t exist. I thought I could handle the pressure, but they got to me far more than I wanted to admit. When the trial recessed for the week, the timing was perfect for a weekend getaway, so I took a flight to Miami. I figured a few days off would help me relax and focus better. Everything seemed perfectly normal.” Despite her efforts to fight them back, her emotions were on the rise, “but … but something happened there… maybe too much booze… and there was a night I think my date drugged me… yes, Sunday night before I was to leave. I woke up late the next morning, hours late for my plane. Everything was fuzzy; I couldn’t think straight. I still don’t know what came over me, but I knew I couldn’t come back. I couldn’t.” Her head pounded; her heart raced. With two sets of conflicting memories pouring into her mind, the agitation in her belly began to rise dangerously. She took another deep breath to calm herself, but suddenly she felt as weak as a kitten, as if everything in her was draining away. “Yes, I freaked,” she said softly, while a long line of tears quietly streamed down her face. “I broke down,” her voice cracked, “that’s the only way I can explain it. I wasn’t me anymore. The only thing that made sense to me for those seven days was lying in the sunshine during the day and clubbing around all night.”


   If she believed her Miami memories, this was exactly what happened, but she was forced to make up the rest of her story. She needed to find a way to end it and the truth seemed as vague as ever. Turning herself into a nutcase appeared to be the only plausible excuse. “I didn’t even have the will to call you… It’s as if something, or someone was running me… and the woman you know, that I know, vanished…” She sat back in her chair, staring from man to man in hopes of seeing some degree of understanding in their grim expressions. “I don’t expect to have a job after all this. To tell you the truth, I don’t even want it anymore. Whatever happened to me in Miami, well, I have to figure it out before I have a life again. But about my disappearance, you have to believe me. I was dedicated to the Sanchez prosecution and I would never willingly share the information about the case with a soul.”


  The disturbing facts from the harrowing interrogations tore through Olivia’s brain in seconds as she stood waiting for the man on the beach to speak again. Those rocky days were often in her thoughts, however this was a particularly good time to shove them back and focus on something more positive. She was surprised how quickly they drifted away…


   “Well, this is a good place to repair,” he finally said. He offered her a warm smile. “I’m Neil Daltry, by the way.”


   “Nice to meet you,” she smiled back. “Um, you aren’t by any chance staying in the shack?”


   “The shack?”


   “Oh, I’m sorry, that’s what we call that old cliff house.” She pointed to the weathered structure perched between the cliff rocks. He turned to look.


   “Actually, I am living there,” he replied, as he stared almost fondly at the sad-looking place. “I just bought it a few months ago and have been fixing it up.”


   “Really?”


   “I know you’re probably wondering if that’s possible.” He laughed, then he turned toward the cliffs again. “It does look like a wreck. But really, it’s not as bad as you think, at least once we shored up the foundation—my brother’s a contractor, thank God. He thought I was nuts too. But even considering the cost of repairs, it was a good deal for a view like this. My budget doesn’t allow a more pricey option. It’ll be pretty decent inside once I’m done. A bachelor like me with plenty of time on his hands needs a project. Plus it’s a good diversion from work.”


   “I’m surprised you didn’t see the activity, although the weather was pretty bad this spring up until now.”


   “I’m afraid I’ve been preoccupied with my own messy situation. So you work nearby?”


   “No, right at home. Had the internet hooked up; that’s all I needed to be in business.”


   “How nice. Work at home… ocean view…what could be more pleasing than that?”


   “Exactly. So,” he seemed to be fishing for words, “what does a pretty former prosecutor do here now that she’s, well, retired?”


   “Not much right now. I read. I write some…good therapy I suppose.”


   “Penning a book about the case, perhaps?”


   “Oh, heavens no! I can’t take credit for the outcome of the trial. My breakdown (as it had come to be called in the media when all was said and done) did nothing to benefit the prosecution. I’m just glad Sanchez got what was coming to him. I was amazed that the prosecutor’s office could pull it off after the circus the whole thing became. But me? My days as an attorney are over, and I’m content to be right here. The solace, the quiet. It gives me time to think, and figure out what to do with the rest of my life.”


   “Well then, Olivia Bennington, I’m glad you’re here. Since we’re neighbors now, maybe some time you could come up and take a look at the place.”


   “Maybe.” It amazed her that she had talked so easily about the events of the previous months without getting a cold feeling in the pit of her stomach, or a bout of anxious nerves that drove her from the conversation. To be talking to a stranger seemed even more surprising. But what did it hurt? She shared no major revelations—although at this point, there were none to be had. After the way her life had been so thoroughly examined in the press, it was more or less an open book. The fact that this conversation took place at all was a good sign. A sign that to some degree the healing she sought had begun.


   It was quite another matter, however, to consider ‘a look’ at the renovations of the old weathered shack. Just the thought of it was enough to send her on her way. Besides, Daisy was running back from some distance, having suddenly discovered that her Mistress was perhaps in jeopardy and in needed of a rescue. She came in, butting her head between she and Neil Daltry, looking suspiciously at the unknown party while panting happily at her mistress.


   Olivia bent down and patted her yellowish coat, then let her lick her face. “I’m just fine, girl. I believe Neil here is harmless.”


   “Guard dog?” Neil looked at the eager mutt.


   “Yes, Daisy, and she’s vicious,” Olivia joked.


   “But I’m sure she takes care of you.”


   “That she does. But now I’d better get back to my walk. Nice to meet you, Neil. I’m sure I’ll see you again.”


   As she strolled away, she wondered if she’d been a bit too abrupt in ending the conversation, but she’d ventured as far as she cared to go. In spite of the fact that she’d headed out for a long walk, not more than fifty feet down the beach, she turned back toward the old mansion, suddenly very eager to return to the safety of home and sit down with a cup of tea. Daisy would have to wait for another long run by the water’s edge until later in the day.


  Sitting on the broad veranda with her steaming cup of Earl Grey, Olivia looked out to the ocean and took a long drink of air before she took her first sip of tea. On the far end of the beach, she saw Neil Daltry climbing the rickety cliff steps, stopping once to apparently inspect something he saw, though she couldn’t tell for sure what it was at such a distance away. She considered him fully now, recalling her reaction to her new acquaintance, and understanding that the slight agitation that finally drove her away was entirely sexual.


   He was damned good looking, but not in a typical ‘tall, dark and handsome’ way.


  He was tall, yes. In his mid-thirties, she guessed, perhaps just a few years older than herself. He was a robust and vigorous guy, the kind you’d expect to be a carpenter or roofer, or maybe he just worked out faithfully in the gym. There was a studious quality about him too. He observed things, his gaze critical and discerning, which made him challenging, even a little edgy. During their short exchange, he’d demonstrated not just a softer side, but some hardness too, and a brutal grin. This was a lot to remember from so short an introduction, but the details were fresh and this was exactly the time to consider the man carefully. She always counted on first impressions as the best guide to a person’s character. He seemed like a solid, well grounded man, and exactly the sort that turned her on, which made the flutter of sexual arousal understandable and even welcome to a point.


   In a way Neil Daltry was a bit like Tony, which was probably what she found so sexually alluring and why the tickle in her crotch wouldn’t go away even though he’d returned to his rickety house and she slipped safely into hers.


   In her teenage years, she could easily develop a crush on a man like Neil, but a crush would be silly now. She didn’t need a man. She didn’t want a man, at least not at the moment. Perhaps her exchanges with this one would be nothing but platonic. However, their brief encounter did cause her to think, to face reality and accept that she couldn’t go through the rest of her life refusing the company of men. She wouldn’t make a particularly good lesbian, not with a such powerful attraction to the male sex organ. And no, dildos didn’t do it for her. She wanted the physical form and masculine energy as much as she wanted a cock.


   However, to spend time pondering her relationships with men anymore than she already had was likely a wasted effort. She dropped the matter with that thought, picked up the novel she began the night before and sat back to read.


  ***


  Some nights the dreams didn’t materialize as anything more than a vague and disquieting presence. Some nights there were full blown fantasies as vivid as those from the ‘seven day fugue’—fugue being the private name she gave those days between her fated flight to Miami and her troubling return home.


   Whether it was dreams of the terrifying jungle or those from Miami Beach, the result was the same. She woke sweating, sometime terrified, but always with her hands between her legs, frantically masturbating to the last image she could recall. There were always sexual overtones to her dreams, some more extreme than others, but there were none that didn’t stir the sexual darkness from its buried realms. To ignore the feelings was impossible. Her arousal could not be abated; it simply wouldn’t let go until her conscious mind had keyed in on some especially potent aspect of her dream and, taking it to its far extreme, her body finally lifted off into an astounding orgasm. Some mornings when she awakened so ravenously horny, she laid in bed for nearly an hour, coming in frantic desperation, reaching one erotic high after another until she finally exhausted herself.


   Emerging from the sexual oblivion, clarity followed. The division between fantasy and reality seemed the most obvious in those suspended minutes between masturbation and the moment she popped out of bed. Although she wanted to believe otherwise, Olivia had  become reasonably certain that Cell Block 7 was her reality during those seven days, and Miami Beach was just a dream.


   She remembered waking on the eighth day with her mind surprisingly clear of psychic debris. Her world was real and solid. She felt the warm sheets beneath her, saw her clothes hanging in the closet and smelled the breakfast waiting for her by the door, one she apparently ordered up the night before. She looked at the clock seeing the date and time. Yes, seven days had come and gone. She understood that she’d been absent from her life at home, AWOL from her job, and that there’d be the pressing issue of her missing briefcase waiting for her when she returned to the city. But unlike any previous day since leaving on the trip, her mind was clear and she was prepared to take action. In fact, she didn’t give her plans a second thought. Even knowing the weight of her transgressions, the only really sane action she considered was returning home and allowing the events to play out in whatever way fate dictated.


   When her memories of Miami and the strange jungle came crashing into her thoughts, she refused to replay them in her mind. She beat back the powerful surge and stuck to the reality of the current moment. She would have to sort the rest out later. It seemed as if she’d awakened from the dazed lethargy that had plagued her for days. The thought of another Margarita or night of dancing or another day on the beach turned her stomach sour in seconds. Her memories of the steamy jungle and dingy cellblock were there too, but all of them had to be purged from her thoughts. The jungle thing was crazy! It had to be crazy, and she was crazy too if she believed those silly dreams.


   Rising from bed, she found her purse and her return ticket home. Everything set for a flight leaving Miami around noon. A glance at the clock—still plenty of time to make her plane. Although she had no idea when she made the reservation, she was glad it was made and would be glad to be gone. She felt a sudden urgency to flee Miami and the hotel room, even though she wasn’t exactly sure what she was fleeing from. What she was headed toward was certainly another rough nightmare, but it was not the vague and mysterious one she hoped to leave behind.


   She ate her breakfast, showered and packed for her trip, all the while feeling strangely disconnected from her surroundings; they were one moment familiar, the next quite foreign. Again and again, she had to wonder if this actually was where she’d spent her last seven days. The valet, the concierge and the desk clerk all knew her and greeted her with warm smiles, but they were only remotely familiar to her. So many questions lingered on.


   The clutter in Olivia’s mind had no time to clear once she was back home, back at work and attempting to explain herself to Director Munson, Tony and the FBI. The Sanchez trial was proceeding, but she had no hand in that other than answering a few informational questions from her colleagues prosecuting the case. She’d been officially removed from the prosecution and was suspended from her job. Far more pressing was her own defense about the previous seven days. There had even been talk about a grand jury. However, by the end of the initial interrogations, she seemed to have made a crack in Munson’s hard line; even the FBI was left wondering exactly what happened to her in Miami. If nothing else, Munson appeared moved by the sincerity of her arguments. Seeing that she was emotionally shaky at best, and certainly a bit mentally unbalanced, he gave her the okay to leave the city for the Bennington beach house. Tony was given the task of checking in on her periodically, should she be able to provide more explanation or detail. Although Olivia toyed with the idea of opening up and pouring out all her sordid dreams and speculations, she never knew how to begin that conversation. “I still can’t figure it out,” she told him emphatically. “I may never understand it all. I really appreciate your patience, you’ve been so gentle with me…” she rattled on with a long string of platitudes waiting for his every inquiry. Tony came to the beach house twice in hopes that the more casual atmosphere would lend itself to further disclosure. But still she was mum about her experience. She’d shake her head and say, “I wish I could tell you more…” He’d leave with nothing more than a sorry smile. When his repeated attempts to dig deeper into her turmoil yielded nothing, the frequency of his calls subsided and the visits ended. Six weeks after her return, he was given the job of heading up the team investigating recent gang related deaths. With the new case taking all his time, Olivia knew she’d hear little from Tony. She breathed a sigh of relief, knowing that she’d been consigned to everyone’s ‘back burner.’


  Five months had passed, and though she was more settled in herself, the dreams still plagued her… and the questions about those seven days had still gone unanswered. Only recently, she’d been toying with the idea that Sanchez had her kidnapped her off the plane and taken to a remote jungle location. This seemed a stretch; the logistics of such a move wildly impractical even for an operation as large as Sanchez’ organization, but that scenario fit better than any she previously considered. Unfortunately, she had no means by which she could check the facts, and very quickly, she decided for perhaps the hundredth time to forget the whole mess as best she could and resume her life.


   Tony had practically demanded she seek professional help, so she tried several sessions with a good therapist. She talked about the dreams, the conflict between what was real and what was fantasy. Her therapist was quick to prescribe her sedatives and suggested that she had experienced a nervous breakdown. He called it a bizarre but temporary psychotic break. She needed to accept the fact that her strong memories were likely not real at all. Over time, with some serious rest, she would recover. Since he didn’t want to dwell on the meaning of her fantastical memories, she found it pointless to continue the sessions.


  The beach was home now. The old house surrounded her with the comfort she needed. Daisy and Duke were there for safety and she felt secure. Duke guarded the house and grounds, and Daisy was at her side twenty-four hours a day. In time, she hoped the memories would fade into the oblivion of the past and her life would resume on a new page.




  Chapter Twelve


  “Isn’t it time you took me up on my offer?” After kneeling down on one knee to give Daisy a playful greeting, Neil looked up at Olivia waiting for her to reply.


   She was resting on a driftwood log dressed in a pair of khaki shorts and a sleeveless cotton tank. She turned and smiled, glad to see him, but unnerved by the invite.


   It had been six weeks since they first met. Nearly every day they’d crossed paths on the beach while Olivia was walking the dogs, and they’d come to look forward to their meetings. However, it took nearly two weeks before Olivia was ready to strike up a lengthy conversation. On that day, she’d been sitting on the beach watching Daisy and Duke play in the waves when Neil suddenly slipped in beside her, sitting down on the sand—almost too close for comfort. The flutter of arousal she felt in his presence flared up more intensely now that he was so close. And when his tanned arm grazed her side, a shudder of desire moved determinedly through her body. She’d been thinking about him the previous two weeks. Too much, in fact. She worried that she’d developed a schoolgirl style crush. With that in mind, she remained cordial when they met, but avoided anything more than a friendly hello.


   However, two weeks into their acquaintance, she couldn’t get away from him so easily. And by then, she didn’t want to. Their pleasant conversation covered a great deal of ground. Neil carefully ignored touchy subjects, like her last year and the Sanchez case, and settled instead for the kind of basic things they’d done with their lives to that point: the places they’d been, their views on music, food, movies, books—they even touched on religion. All were safe subjects and Olivia enjoyed the company as well as the exchange of ideas.


   In the month since that first conversation, she’d been more openly friendly and encouraged their exchanges as much as he did. She began to look for him when she was out walking the dogs. Despite their initial suspicions, Daisy and Duke warmed up to Neil fairly quickly, especially once he began throwing sticks for them to chase and was willing to go on with the toss and fetch far longer than their mistress.


   Over the weeks, they’d broadened the available topics to travel, beer, their families, favorite toys, pretty much anything that came to mind. They’d even argued about a few touchy political issues and their stands on that year’s best baseball team in the American League. Pretty much everything was open for discussion but the Sanchez trial, her seven missing days, Miami Beach and jungles in general. They exchanged their favorite books, discussed their merits, found a few more things to argue about—although always in playful fun. They accused each other of being stubborn in their entrenched opinions, and later fought over the last piece of the fried chicken Olivia made the day she surprised him with a picnic on the beach. Some evenings when they met, they sat quietly together gazing at the water, while the sun set behind them. One evening in the midst of such a quiet moment, Neil covered her hand with his as it rested by his side. The warmth in his palm spread lower in her body, reaching the heart of her sex with a titillation she’d not allowed herself in some time—certainly not from a man. She refused to encourage any intimacy, so the affectionate gestures were few. And yet, the feel of his hand was one she fondly treasured.


   One morning when she awoke, it was not the darkness of the jungle that captured her fantasies as sleep faded and her morning eroticism began. The masturbation that began at that hour had never veered from its path, taking her toward the darkness of the jungle and the raw savagery it spawned. But on that day it did make a surprising shift. She struggled for several seconds with the images that usually propelled her toward a vicious cum. But when suddenly the image of Neil Daltry appeared before her mind’s eye, her arousal kicked into high gear and the delicious orgasm crashed through her body like a stampeding beast. She was so distraught to have run face to face into her beach friend during that private moment that she refused to meet him later that day. She wouldn’t even venture onto the veranda in case he might stop to see if she was there. Twice she peeked through the curtains and saw him walking along the shore, throwing rocks, kicking the sand, then finally starting off for a jog before she turned from the window.


   Olivia worried for hours that he’d knock on her door wanting to know if she was okay. Part of her yearned for that knock. But that night she went to bed having spent the day alone with Duke and Daisy, reading a new novel and making strawberry jam while trying to push thoughts of Neil Daltry from her mind. The next morning, he didn’t appear during her wakeup masturbation so she was safely back on the beach that afternoon. She could barely recall how she’d stripped him down and fucked him in her fantasies just the morning before, and any lingering erotic thoughts were easy enough to handle. She saw him that afternoon and kept the conversation short—though still pleasant.


   Three days later, Neil brought her a peach pie to share.


   “My favorite since I was a kid,” he explained. “I haven’t been able to get anyone to make one for me so I learned to make them on my own. I just can’t eat it all myself.”


   She loved peach pie and this one looked especially good. However, every time she thought of peaches, the memory of that singular peach in her jungle cell came racing back to her mind like a forgotten child.


   Their beach encounters made few demands on her, no commitments and little intimacy.  In such doses Neil Daltry was easily manageable. But she sensed beneath his companionable personality a grimmer man. He too had secrets, old wounds perhaps. Maybe a lost love… a broken heart. She’d seen his wistful looks, and felt a hardness in his spirit at times—perhaps similar to her own. Whatever was lurking inside him had a dark edge, something she feared, even though it drew her to him. When he smoldered quietly, given over to his own thoughts, she sensed a passion inside him that she burned to know. But as long as she kept secrets from him, she couldn’t rightly pry into his.


   Olivia found it easy to dismiss his first invitations to see the renovations on the shack since she had no intention of risking the intimacy such a move might demand. For his third invitation she was about to decline with another lame excuse, but she hesitated a moment too long before making her reply and surprised them both by impulsively jumping to her feet.


   “Okay. You’re right, it is time I saw your renovations. How about now?”


   Neil stood back stunned. “Now? Sure. Now’s fine with me. Let’s go.”


   As if afraid she’d back out as quickly as she accepted, he grabbed her hand and they made their trek up the beach, then to the top of the cliff stairs, Daisy following along, keeping close to her heels. Duke was still home guarding the house.


   The trek to Neil’s house was a short one, not lasting more than a few minutes, but every second Olivia was aware of his hand against her palm, the warmth, the strength, the firmness of his intent. The flutter of desire in her belly swelled up savagely as the power of the man began to invade her. It soon became so strong that she had to beat back the urge to run from whatever awaited inside the old shack. Thankfully, when they reached the top of the cliff, he dropped her hand and her nervous desire subsided to a more manageable degree.


   Although she never doubted that Neil was renovating the place, she was surprised to see his renovations had completely transformed the old shack into a very livable home. Once years before, she’d seen it at its worst when the old sailor who built it invited Olivia and her brother in for cookies and milk. They must have been in junior high at the time. As kids, they were intrigued by the creepy place, as if they expected ghosts and goblins to pop out from every direction. However, the visit was as harmless as the old man himself. There was nothing haunted there, just lots of books and broken furniture and enough dust and grime and cigarette smoke to send them on their way once they gulped down their store-bought oatmeal cookie. They’d declined the milk and retreated fast, being far too young to appreciate the stories the old man loved to tell.


   In its current incarnation, the old shack was more than renovated; it was completely transformed from its previous rundown condition. The walls and windows were new, the wooden floors restored and the main room was far more spacious than Olivia remembered. The large area served as living and dining room, a fireplace at one end, his galley kitchen at the other.


   “My office is through there,” he pointed to a door behind the kitchen, “that’s all new, and my bedroom, which isn’t usable at the moment, is in the back. I’m sleeping on the couch right now.” He sighed happily as he looked around, obviously pleased with his work. “There you have it. What do you think?”


   “Well… I am amazed. I think you’ve done an awesome job. I mean this is beautiful, cozy like a beach house should be… and I love the stove.” She pointed to the freestanding stove in the corner, next to the sliding door that opened on the deck. “Should keep it warm during the winter.”


   “That’s the plan.” Moving to the kitchen, he opened the fridge. “Want a beer?”


   She hesitated just briefly, then replied, “Sure.”


   Although she’d known Neil long enough not to feel so nervous in his presence, she felt awkward and out of place in his private home. He had suddenly cracked open his private world for her to view, and there was too much to absorb in a few quick glances. If only she had an hour to study every detail.


   Being in his home wasn’t unlike a first time in a new boyfriend’s apartment—even though she never considered Neil a boyfriend. The visit, the beer, the casual banter—these were the typical courtship steps, were they not? Neither strange nor unfamiliar. To Olivia, her behavior that day had seemed rash and unpredictable, when in truth, she was doing something that in prior days she wouldn’t have given a second thought. Pushing aside her nagging fears, she relished the buoyant feeling of doing something so normal for a change.


   Normal felt good, and so did the attentions of a man, particularly this one.


   The first beer went down easily and she accepted another, although this one she drank more slowly while she sat on his couch and Neil in his easy chair. He’d opened the sliding doors, allowing a rush of salty air to sweep through the house. A still silence followed as the two looked out on the ocean and the rolling surf.


   The break in their conversation left her nervous. Neil, too. He seemed to be pondering what came next, and when he finally turned her way, his keen fixation on her made her blush. Self-consciously, she brushed a stray red hair from her face and peered at him coyly, waiting for him to speak. A little more of the flirtatious Olivia returned with that simple gesture, maybe enough to gain some missing confidence. This wasn’t the jungle, this wasn’t Miami, this was life moving forward.


   When he finally filled the uncomfortable silence, she wasn’t surprised by what he said, but it did set her nerves further on edge. “Am I way off base to ask if this… if we… you and I might move toward something less, shall we say, platonic?”


   Her eyes lowered immediately and focused on the beer bottle she held in her hands. She could feel her blush deepen with Neil’s eyes unwilling to stray from her face. Finally, when it was clear that he wouldn’t speak again until she answered, she muscled up a bit of courage and looked up. “Two weeks ago I probably would have brushed you off… but, but not so much now,” she shyly smiled. “To answer your question… less platonic, was it?”


   “Does sound awkward, doesn’t it? But I think you get my message.”


   “Yes, I get your message, and yes,” she took a deep breath, “something less platonic might be exactly what I… what I want.” She was trembling so much that she worried he’d see her shaking hands. “But I am warning you, I’m a little insecure with men right now, so if I get all weird on you, understand that it’s not you, it’s me.”


   She could have kicked herself for saying that; she didn’t want him to think she was weird at all, or nervous, or trembling in the face of something that used to be so easy for her. Neil didn’t comment and seemed to be waiting for her to say more. “Let’s just say that I had some bad experiences with men a while back. But maybe it’s time to try again.”


   “As long as I don’t mind being the guinea pig?” he joked.


   She smiled demurely, wondering how he could be so glib at a moment like this. The playful arousal of their beach meetings had taken a sudden shift toward steamy the moment he took her hand and led her to the house. Suddenly, the arousal in her belly roared like a furnace with every raw and savage feeling she’d purposefully squelched seeming to rise up through her body and pour out on this new man. She stared at him awkwardly, waiting. He stared back with determined lust.


   Soon, the silence between them became deafening, screaming for something to break the awful impasse. Olivia was sure that she couldn’t speak. And Neil wouldn’t be content with words. Instead, he pulled out of his chair and was at her side on the couch. Before she had time to adjust to his closeness, he slipped his arm around her waist, leaned down and kissed her mouth, gently at first. The kiss lingered, filled with brutal tenderness. Every nerve ending in her body seemed to awaken. Then with no warning, the energy behind the simple act exploded in her body and the kiss became wet and deep. Her body begged for more. Their arms entangled as they kissed and kissed again, their passionate clench breaking only when they came up for gasps of air before they dove back again. Neither could quite explain the terrific heat they generated between them.


   When they finally paused, Neil took her face in his hands, revealing an urgency she’d not yet seen. “Too much?” he asked. She didn’t know what to say. “If so, I’m sorry. I’m usually not this… this…” Strange that he too was at a loss for words.


   “Not this forward?” she filled in the blank.


   He smiled, a bit grimly she thought. “Well, maybe I am this forward, just not normally so soon.”


   By then her heart was pounding and the pulse in her groin made her squirm against the couch. “You know, Neil, we’ve come this far… I really don’t care what we do now, how far we go… let’s just…just…”


   “Do it?”


   “Yes.” Her heart seemed to unburden at that point       .


   Without further preamble, he bent her down against the couch where the kissing resumed, where their mouths opened and their tongues played freely and their hands began to search for more skin underneath their clothes. She began to orgasm from his touch alone, from the skillful unbuttoning of her shorts and the way his fingers slid them down her hips, and how he cupped her pubis in his palm and held it as if he were claiming ownership of her body.


   “Ohmygod yes…oh, yes yes yes…” she cried between gulping gasps of air, 
 “more, yes… yes, like that…”  She was practically convulsing on his hand while she frantically tried to strip away his shorts. “You know you can fuck me!” she heard herself cry out.


   He abruptly pulled away and rose to his feet, then looked down on her as he tore his shirt off over his head, kicked off his shoes and pushed down his pants.


   “Exactly my plan, Olivia Bennington.” His fiery eyes gleamed with frightening passion. This was not a Neil she’d seen before, though the depth of his darkness was no surprise. She’d seen it in strangers, men she’d fucked, or at least thought she’d fucked in those jungle dreams. She’d even seen that darkness in Neil when they were on the beach and some passionate subject would set him off on a tirade about politics or global warming. But never had that lusty darkness been aimed at her, or in quite this way. It could have frightened her off, but just the opposite. She was the moth, he the flame. She wanted that darkness once again, wanted back in those savage places.


   She was sick of dreams and dream fucks and dream men.


   While he shed the rest of his clothes, she held his attention with her naked body writhing before him. She could see he was eager but holding back, holding back on purpose—but not because he was afraid himself to take the next step. For the next sixty seconds he deliberately taunted her, making her stare at his nakedness while his eyes were trained on hers. Olivia watched his erection climb from half-flaccid until it was fully erect, urged on as he stroked it methodically with his hand. Yes, taunting her. Goading her. Making her lips thirst with want and her cunt juice.


   To his teasing manipulation she played the vamp, the old game she perfected in her twenties when she roamed the bars with her friends looking for hot hook-ups. Toying with her nipples, pinching the buds, licking her lips and teeth with tip of her tongue. Then her left hand slipped to her crotch… 


   “Don’t!” he stopped her with a firm command.


   “Don’t?”


   “You heard me,” he came back sharply. “I’d like to think your pussy is mine for the night.”


   This surprised her, though it pleased her too. “Well, of course it’s yours,” she answered back. Her green eyes gleamed with the same burning desire that she saw in his.


   “Then why the hell is your hand trespassing on my property?” he snapped annoyed.


   “Ooo, such strong words,” she said, as she pulled her hand from between her legs.


   “You have a problem with that?”


   A sly smile crept across her face. “I just didn’t expect to get this far…”


   “So you want me to stop?”


   “Nooooo,” she purred sweetly. “But you’d better deliver, Mr. Daltry. Because I’m a bitch with men who don’t satisfy me.”


   His brows narrowed, his expression deliberately terse. “’Fraid I don’t take kindly to bitches.”


   Even this made her shudder.


   “Now your lips first, Olivia Bennington.”


   She sat right up with her head the height of his pulsing cock and her lips opening. Neil Daltry took over from there, shoving himself inside her mouth until she gagged, then pulling back. Maybe gagging on his erection wasn’t cool, but she wasn’t about to stop the blowjob. She reached for his balls, rolling them across her palm, while her right hand jacked his rod and her lips and tongue went to work on the crown of his cock, lapping, sucking, taking him deep, then withdrawing, taking him deep again in a rhythm that might have gone on until he shot his load. He let his head roll back as he breathed in seething.


   But soon bigger things intervened. He suddenly pushed her back and his cock slipped from her mouth. Then with his eyes steadily fixed on her, his naked body eased in between her legs. Responding naturally, her thighs opened and her glistening pussy revealed itself to a new lover.


   She was shaved, trimmed neatly as she used to be when she was on the prowl. After the seven days, she’d ignored such things, but as soon as the thought first tickled her brain that it might be time to address the sex thing again, she picked up the razor and tamed the pretty red curls. She was happy to see Neil’s expression as he took his first look, even if it didn’t last but a second.


   As he plunged into the sweltering depths of her pussy, their bodies met skin to skin for the first time. Her soft breasts met the hard muscle of his chest, her two nipples like hot daggers poking into his flesh. The feel of his masculine energy, the testosterone, the bravado, the virile scent of his feral body was an unbearable force sweeping through her, sending old memories of bad relationships and bad men flying from her thoughts. A cloud of desire rose up like a dust storm, consuming them in its heat. As the velvety warmth of her love hole closed in around his aching organ, she drew him deeper still, with her legs opening wider and her pussy tightening relentlessly on his cock.


   “Oh fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” her breathless voice rose into the air on the first shuddering climax.


       He certainly needed no encouragement. The pistoning action of his prick went deep; and the harder he smashed into her body the more she wanted him there… using her pussy for his pleasure, doing what lovers do, doing what sane people do to live in an insane world. Fuck. Grope. Preying upon their lovers like savages until the moment of crisis takes them to the miraculous finish.


   Her pent-up need seemed matched by his own.


   The passionate frenzy could have driven them on for hours in that way.


   But bigger things intervened.


   The orgasm came quick. She felt the force of it as sensations of climax suddenly surged through his cock and into her body. Her muscles clamped tightly around him as his seed shot toward her womb. Pulsing. Throbbing. Ejaculating hard. For a long while they held each other in a tight embrace as the spasms rose and fell and rose and fell until they finally diminished.


   She was still spasming when his erection dwindled enough to fall from her pussy.


   “Oh God! I want more of you!” she quietly cried. She wasn’t even sure she’d spoken aloud. Though she apparently had.


   He came up laughing, sighing heavily and out of breath. “Damn, girl, you don’t know when to stop.”


   “Why stop?” she moaned. This was the happiest she’d been in … in years!


   He chuckled again. “You got a point there. I just need a few minutes to recover.”


   “Well, you needn’t worry. I’ll be here waiting.”


   He climbed off the couch and moved to the fridge. “Another beer?”


   “Sure. But I think I have to pee out the last one.”


   “Right through there,” he pointed to the bathroom door.


  When Olivia returned from peeing, they moved out to the deck and the cool breeze to drink their beer, sitting in bright red Adirondack chairs side by side. Daisy, who’d been sleeping peacefully, raised her head to see what was going on. She finally rose to her feet and padded to her mistress where she curled up at her feet to continue her nap.


   Just beyond the deck were craggy cliffs, below the cliffs the ocean roared. At high tide on a stormy day it would spray against their faces. But today the ocean was calm and the tide still out.


   “You’re okay?” Neil asked.


   “How about more than okay.” She spent several moments getting a good look at his muscled body. A layer of sweat made him shine. The redolence of sex lingered in the air around them and would probably follow them everywhere they went. Still smoldering with lust, she placed her hand on her crotch and absently toyed with her sensitive pubes.


   “Hey there, what did I say about that?” She heard his sudden rebuke and sat up a little straighter, momentarily alarmed.


   “About what?”


   “About that hand on your crotch. Remember it’s mine. I own it, not you.”


   “Still?”


   “You still want to fuck?”


   “Oh my, yes.”


   “Then keep those friggin’ fingers out of your cunt.”


   “Oh, geez, I’m so friggin’ horny,” she whined.


   He smiled devilishly. “Then c’mere.”


   “What? Like…over there…?”


   “Like on my lap.”


   She loved the deep vibrancy of his voice, low and mellow and filled with authority. A bit like Tony, but more than Tony. Plus he was someone new without the baggage of the past to overcome.


   As she made her way from one chair to the other—barely disturbing the sleeping Daisy—she trembled fiercely. This kind of apprehension seemed common, when before she’d dismiss her anxieties with an emphatic boot. Lowering herself onto Neil’s lap, she sank into his chest with her head tucked into his shoulder. His embracing arms held her fast, although he was hardly ready to cuddle. Once his hand slipped to her crotch and began to toy with the folds of her moist slit, another wave of desire caused her body to shudder again. First two, then three, then four fingers began to move like an erection inside her aching portal, diving deeper with every thrust. Her juices poured from her body and covered his hand, while the force of the aggressive fucking only picked up speed. Soon she was gasping for breath and about to climax, however just before the climax thundered through her, he stopped to ask:


   “Ever been fisted?”


   She hesitated  … only if her jungle dreams were actually real was she ever fisted. She was inclined to say no, and yet the memory of that moment came on her so quickly that she was prompted to say, “Yes.”


   “More than once?”


   “No.”


   He sighed. “Humph, I was hoping to be the first, I’ll have to settle for second.”


   “But now?” she asked a little worried. “You’re going to fist me now?”


   “Should I?”


   “I’m sorry but just thinking of it petrifies me.”


   “Even when you’ve done it once?”


   “Even then.”


   “Okay, we’ll wait until you’re ready.”


   “And who determines that?”


   He lifted her chin to see her face. “That would be me.”


   Never had any of her lovers been so forceful on a first date—though it was by a slim margin that she could actually call this sexual rendezvous a first date. Oddly enough, she was not moved to object or even balk at his assumptive manner. Usually there was some playful sparring before she let any man take such control—and then it was only for the kinky sex act itself when she agreed to be submissive and her lover took a dominant role. Sometimes Tony got away with dominating her—but those had been rare occasions when she was confused or distraught and she needed someone to knock some sense back into her addled brain. With Neil Daltry, dominance and submission were entirely different. But then, he was an altogether different sort of man from any previous lover and probably not one she would have chosen in her other life. Much to her own surprise, she slid into the submissive role he offered as easily as a dainty foot would slide into Cinderella’s glass slipper.


   She looked into his face seeing his visage transform from that of her laid-back friend on the beach into that of a sexy, benevolent, but exceedingly demanding lover who took control without asking permission.


   “You’re going to have me any way you want me, aren’t you?” she mused aloud.


   “If you want a sexual relationship with me, yes. Do we have a problem here?”


   “Just wondering what you want next.”


   His eyes lit up, glimmering darkly in a way she loved.


   Then his hand moved from her crotch to her ass where he massaged the exposed left cheek with a vigorous caress. Her arousal bloomed again—in fact, it broke free as a spate of mini-orgasms began to fire off.


   “Oh, my god you turn me on so much,” she gasped.


   “And that’s bad?”


   “That’s me out of control, and I’ve never liked it much.”


   “And now?”


   “Now? How about you don’t stop unless I totally freak out.”


   “That’s a possibility, your freaking out?”


   “I doubt it. But…”


   Though his caressing hand had eased some, he hadn’t stopped squeezing her ass and the fire in her gut was starting to surge once again. When the caress turned into a slap on the same cheek, she buckled against him with her orgasm suddenly springing free.


   “Oh dear god        !”


   “Good? Bad? Tell me.”


   “Don’t stop!” was all she could manage to say. 


   The slaps continued, growing harder with each successive one until she practically shrieked at the top of her lungs.


   Suddenly, he sprung to his feet with Olivia still in his arms and moved inside the house.


   “Something the matter?”


   “If you’re going to scream I rather the neighbors not come running to your rescue.”        “I was that loud?”


   “You were that loud And you might want to keep it down even now—considering that the windows are open.”


   She hadn’t recalled any neighbors being particularly close, but she wasn’t about to argue. Besides, getting spanked sounded a whole lot better if they were behind closed doors.


   Once inside, Neil raised his left foot and rested it on a low stool. Then he carefully maneuvered her body so she was lying over his thigh with her ass end hanging out and the glorious sight of her pink cheeks right there for him to see. The ensuing smacks came down with a force that was difficult to take at the start and she squirmed fitfully until her body became accustomed to the imperious beat. Once she adjusted to the pace, she purposefully stuck her bottom out a little higher than it already was, greeting each stinging smack with a wave of her reddening cheeks. “Yes, yes, yes yes….” seemed to be the only exclamation necessary. She hissed and seethed, with her willing body asking for more with every heated breath.


   Occasionally Neil stopped to caress her sore cheeks. Soon there was more caressing than spanking. Then a more suggestive massage started with his fingers moving deep into her anal crack. Finding her pussy, he inserted two fingers there; at the same time, his thumb began massaging her anus, pressing firmly into the rear hole.


   “Ooo, yes, yes yes yes, fuck it!” she screamed.


   “How about I fuck your ass!” he declared, as his thumb moved even deeper into her backdoor. “That what you want?”


   She breathed in, gasping for air.


   “Answer me, Olivia!” he insisted, his voice gruff and persistent. “You want my cock in your ass?”


   “Yes, sir.”


   “You want me taking you hard?”


   “Yes, sir.” Her reply was firm and clear.


   “You want me to rape it?”


   “Oh, god, please!” she answered without hesitation.


   She had no idea where all this “yes, sir” came from. Obviously there was a place in her from which this term of respect naturally sprung. But she was quarreling with nothing now.


   He spanked her again until all her energy was charged up, then untangling her from his leg, he pushed her to her hands and knees on his couch and settled himself behind her ass. He’d already lubed the rear hole with her copious juices so that the entry would be slick. He then rubbed her juices over the head of his cock. Even with the lubrication, the first ass fuck she had in two months became a painful struggle at the start—although the pain did nothing to deter her. She feasted on the brilliant sensation of his entry. Like in the old days with Tony, rockets flared and fireworks shot before her inner eyes—silly metaphors, but so perfectly appropriate now. Behind the anal taking was a new man who, on the one hand, was unrelenting about his own sexual needs, on the other hand intuitively understanding of hers.


   She did not struggle long. Keeping up with his demands, she bore down on his erection and came herself as he ejaculated in her ass for the first time. An explosive climax tore through them both, then they collapsed together against the couch and lay for a long while panting heavily until their breathing returned to normal.


  Neil was the first to rise from the couch and use the john. Olivia followed shortly afterwards, and in a purely coquettish act, she grabbed his white shirt from the back of the bathroom door to cover herself. She brushed her tangled red locks with a swift comb through, then joined Neil in the living room.


   Seeing her in his open shirt, his eyes narrowed. “I hope you like the look?” she asked.


   “I do, but shouldn’t you have asked first?”


   “Ask really?” She suddenly felt like a naughty kid.


   “Yes, really.”


   She bit her lip sheepishly, finding herself once more thrust into a submissive role, one that hadn’t come easily to her in the past, even though it felt surprisingly genuine.


   “Boundaries, Olivia. You have them and so do I,” he explained.


   “Duly noted, sir,” she said, giving him a playful salute. “Should I take it off?” She started to shrug the shirt from her shoulders.


   “No, I like it. Leave it on.”


   She smiled as she observed him, her nerves all jittery again, but in a good way, a way that made her arousal start to build again. “Can I get you anything?”


   “Just a kiss.” He pulled her down to his lap. “But don’t  you dare get me worked up again. I need some rest. Damn females and their insatiable cunts.”


   She giggled, snuggling into his side.


   A long quiet followed where they rested in a peaceful silence, disturbed only by cawing seagulls and Daisy pausing her nap long enough to bark at them for several seconds before she resumed her sleep.


   “Quite an afternoon,” he said. “Covered a hell of a lot of territory here.”


   “Humm… I guess we have.” She pulled out of his arms but remained close.


   “I was beginning to think I should apologize for being so aggressive,” he went on, “but you seemed to inspire that in me.”


   “I inspired you? That’s good I guess. I kind of wondered how things would be… it’s been a while since I’ve been with any man like this. I really wasn’t sure what I wanted.” She shrugged self-consciously. “Looks as though I’m as kinky as ever.”


   “Kinky?”


   She bit her lip. “Is that a bad word?”


   “Not at all. In fact, I’m rather fond of kinky.”


   “Obviously.”


   “You’ve taken it this far before?” he wondered.


   “With my ex sometimes. As you can tell, that ass spanking thing gets me… shall we say, all riled up. But I was always in charge, ultimately. I’ve never been the type of woman to let a man dominate me. This might have been a first…” her voice drifted away with flashbacks from the jungle quickly coming to mind—no it was not the first time she’d been dominated by a man if those jungle dreams were true—but it may well have been the first time she willingly gave her consent.


   “First time letting a man control you?” he finished the sentence for her.


   She bit her lip as she tried to sort it out herself. “First time a man tried, succeeded and I didn’t want to slap his face afterwards.”


   “Slap his face. Humm. Better not try that with me.”


   “The thought hasn’t even crossed my mind. Although, I kind of wonder exactly what you’d do if I suddenly turned bitchy.”


   “You’d get the ass-blistering of your life—and it wouldn’t be with my hand since you seem to like that so much. Canes work effectively for that. And if not the cane, certainly there’s something that would adequately punish you.” He might have been speculating in a non-threatening way, but she was utterly seething inside just hearing him talk. She tried unsuccessfully to hide the fitful squirming.


   “Do I detect a shudder of desire?”


   She went mute, impishly biting her lip again.


   “So answer the question,” he insisted. He laid his palm against her cheek so affectionately that even that made her quiver.


   “Yes, you detect a shudder of desire, and maybe more than one. It’s just that we’re so new. I’m not used to you or these feelings, even the way I’m behaving. You’ve seem to have tapped into a very submissive side of me. I may have wanted a good rollicking fuck but this I hadn’t expected.”


   He considered this a moment. “I suppose we could retreat a bit, if you like. I could take you out to pizza and to the movies. Or maybe kite flying on the beach. Or we could go into the city for a night on the town. Regulars dates. I’m probably not wooing you properly.” He said it all with a straight face, though she knew he was mocking her.


   “No, I think a month of friendly conversations has been enough courtship. But for tonight, I think I’ll behave myself. We can save the blistering and more domination for another day.”


   He smiled and tousled her hair.


   “It’s getting dark. You hungry at all?” He was on his feet again, heading toward the kitchen.


   “I am, but I need to go home and get the dogs fed. Duke gets testy when I’m late.” On the deck Daisy’s eyes opened, then she perked up and began to whimper. “How about come with me and I’ll cook dinner.”


   “Sounds like a date to me.” His eyes gleamed as he leaned down and gave her a quick wet kiss on the mouth.




  Chapter Thirteen


  Olivia whipped up a fresh red sauce and served it over spinach ravioli she found in the freezer. A salad of fresh greens and a bottle of wine completed the simple meal. They both were famished and ate their meal on the veranda with little conversation, enjoying the silence, the meaningful glances, the momentary pauses when their eyes met, and a self-conscious Olivia nervously looked away. Her bashful sub manner had continued throughout the evening, perhaps a natural extension of their sexual afternoon, but hardly what was normal behavior for her. Strangely, this felt more natural than her old aggressive self—a new normal perhaps? But was it normal as in permanent, or just what would be normal with Neil Daltry? Perhaps a spell had been cast over them by a benevolent witch, and when the night was over they’d awaken with life resuming as before. Olivia dearly hoped not.


   When the phone first rang, she nearly jumped a foot, almost spilling her wine. The answering machine on the old land line kicked in twice with messages from Tony loud enough to hear on the veranda. Apparently he’d been calling all afternoon. Olivia blushed listening to his demand that she call him right away, then she immediately dashed inside to pick up the phone.


   She settled herself with a deep breath before answering, then for several minutes, she listened to Tony ramble—mostly details about personal legal matters, nothing of consequence and nothing important as far as she was concerned. Tony had been worried about cleaning up her life so she could return to the city and land a job, which at the moment was far from her thoughts—and not just because of Neil Daltry. She wasn’t sure she ever wanted to return to her other life; and the longer she stayed away, the more that life seemed meaningless, too filled with old tapes she had no desire to play again. The rush, the agitation, the bustle of the crowd, the confrontations in her legal world were once inspiration that kept driving her forward. But then all of that came to an abrupt halt and she saw it for what it was.


   Though she continued listening to him talk on, Tony and his important message were lost on her. She was at the beach … in a dreamy state of sexual bliss trying to focus on something she hardly cared to discuss. Finally, she interrupted. “Tony, can we talk about this another time? I’m with someone.”


   “With someone?”         He sounded as surprised as she hoped he’d be.


   “Yes, a neighbor. But we’re having dinner and I really should get back to the table.”


   “Understand. But we need to talk about this soon. I’m in the middle of an investigation, trying to get you handled as well…”


   “Yes, I’ll you call soon.”


   Olivia resented the interruption, and the way the call forced her back to matters she least wanted to discuss. But she returned to the veranda with a smile on her face and continued with the last of her ravioli.


   “You’re being awfully quiet,” Neil finally spoke up—not that either of them had been particularly talkative.


   “Yes, I am… just the call.” She shrugged dismissively.


   “Something wrong?”


   “Oh, I left things hanging when I came here… not that anyone really cared. I think the office wanted me out of their hair and I was more than willing to leave.”


   “So, do I dare to ask how all that is going?”


   “All that is still stuck in first gear, idling. I don’t think they want to charge me with anything. But they really don’t know what to do. I’m hoping that at some point I’ll be too far down on their list to worry about. It’s the government, you know. And the Sanchez case did resolve rather well.”


   “Actually, I was wondering about you when I said all that. When you came here you were pretty fragile. How’s Olivia doing now?”


   “Better. Much better.” She had a powerful urge to launch into the whole sordid story of her vacation and disappearance… but the more powerful demand to keep her secret hidden fought back and she kept her mouth shut. She abruptly changed the subject. “Maybe you’d like a tour of the house… since I’ve seen yours, hum?”


  ***


  In the third floor attic, they stood at the dormer window and looked down on the sea, Neil behind her with his arms reaching around to embrace her close and hold her against his chest.


   “I’ve always loved this high perch… the room is a young girl’s dream.” She broke from his arms and turned to gaze around the room, letting out a dreamy sigh. The attic was empty except for an empty bed frame in the corner and a few boxes that had been hauled up there by relatives who’d disregarded her father’s edict that it not become a receptacle for everyone’s trash. The slanted ceilings, which were fine for a child, were a killer for adults who tried to use the room. Only in the dormers and the center of the room could an average adult stand without bending over. The summer she was twelve, Olivia claimed the attic as hers and only gave it up when she got tired of bruising her head on the ceiling when she was sixteen and all grown up. The room still held a magical place in her heart, especially when she thought about how all her life’s dreams found inspiration in the cozy hideaway, far from the uproar of a vacationing household.


   With Neil there, her once private lair seemed to have lost some of its enchantment, though that was not necessarily bad. He wiped the child out of the room with his presence, and brought their steaming sexuality to a place that had once been so virginal.


   The tour of the two lower floors had begun with Olivia rattling off the usual facts that sightseers wanted to know about the imposing edifice that rested so solidly on the cliffs. But as the pair moved from room to room, some of them Olivia had not seen since her return, the flickering fire of lust that burned between them began to flame in earnest. For a moment, he watched her in her dreamy reverie, then moving in close again, he grabbed her back.


   “Trying to get away?” he chided.


   “No, of course not.” Resting her head against his chest, she settled back into his warmth. She could barely think or breathe, but she felt content. However as the flame of desire began to grow her crotch began to ache. Neil’s was a slow almost absent caress, nonetheless it made her shudder so deeply that he was prompted to turn her around inside his arms and lift her face to his.


   They didn’t bother to talk. The kisses began, then the clothes were shed, and before Olivia could suggest they fly down the stairs and find a real bed to screw on, they were on the floor, groveling in the dust with their bodies entwined and his cock pistoning furiously inside her creaming pussy. Something soft to cushion the hard floor might have been nice, but neither one seemed to care until they both came, the fucking was over, and they lay back against the hardwood floor breathing heavily.


   “Whoa. That was something I don’t do every day!” Neil exclaimed


   “Nor me.”


   “Could use a pillow, huh? This isn’t easy on the neck. Didn’t I see a few beds down those stairs?”


   “More than we need. How about you choose… I think there are at least a dozen bedrooms. Maybe we should try out every one?”


   “I wouldn’t mind that in the slightest,” he said, as he hopped to his feet and pulled her with him. “Just not all in one night.”


   “I can’t see why not?” she fumed sweetly.


   “Excuse me, Miss Insatiable, but I’m tired and I’m going to sleep. Grab your clothes. We’ll sleep in your bed tonight, the others can wait.”


  ***


  Weeks passed. They were together most every day and most nights they slept in Olivia’s old house with Daisy and Duke faithfully guarding nearby. Twice they slept on his foldout couch—not comfortable, but his home seemed to bring out the kinkier side of their relationship, while hers inspired a natural domesticity.


   Her first night back in his house, she’d been pent-up, not having seen him for nearly three days when he was at a business meeting elsewhere. When she saw him driving down the road from her spot on the beach, she raced Daisy to the cliff stairs and was on his deck just as he emerged from the car.


   “Is that a frown? Should I not be here?” she asked, seeing his grim scowl.


   He looked up and smiled. “The frown concerns my car. I’m going to have to take it into the shop. The only thing I’m not happy about with you is that you are there and I’m here.”


   Laughing, she jumped into his arms. It didn’t take long for the kisses to start, then the mad groping as the clothes came off. Quickly at a peak of passion, they moved inside the house to his couch. She was down to her t-shirt and panties, but with Neil in a torrid rush, he didn’t bother undressing her further. He pushed the crotch of her underwear aside to get where he wanted to go then plunged into her aching pussy.


   She could feel the thunder of his body as if a storm was about to strike. His mood was dark and forbidding. A little sharp. A little steely. He slapped her ass with no provocation—something he’d not done in the last two weeks. He slapped her harder and she urged him on. The longer the spanking went on the more his agitation built. It churned beneath the surface for a time, but not for long.


   Suddenly he broke from their clench and stood up.


   “I don’t think my hand is enough tonight.”


   Olivia looked up. “No?” A little worried.


   He moved to his closet, fishing for something in the back that was difficult to reach. When he finally emerged, he held several items in his fist—a bamboo cane, a riding crop and a short single tail whip.


   She silently gasped and covered her open mouth with her hand, eyes wide and brilliant. From the East windows, the low glow of the setting sun sent streaks of amber light across the room, one particularly brilliant shard lighting her face and her eyes and her stunned expression.


   “Too much?” he asked, although he really didn’t want her feedback. He’d likely do anything he wanted with her, understanding that she would surrender because surrendering was far more thrilling to her than the aggravating struggle to succeed had once been.


   She shook her head no, then bit her lip, while smiling coquettishly. Her green eyes danced with lust. Her heart had already began to race. She wasn’t sure if it was the items in his hand or the sudden attitude of domination that fueled her excitement. She imagined both, yet without Neil’s steely authority she doubted the cane, the crop and the whip would mean much.


   “I have a confession to make,” he announced, “since the first time I slapped your ass, I’ve been wanting to tie you to my whipping post and work you over.”


   “Good God, Neil, you have a whipping post? Where?”


   “Go out the door and around the corner.” One place in his domicile she’d not yet seen.


   “You want me there now?” While she trembled before him, he raised his brows and peered at her without saying a word.


   She waited several seconds still stunned, though not necessarily unwilling. “Balking now will only aggravate me,” he finally warned, “or maybe you want me aggravated?”
        “Oh no,” she shook her head again. “I’m just wondering what brought this on. Me? Something else?”


   “Does it matter?”


   “It matters if you’re punishing me. If you’re unhappy. If I’m doing something wrong.”


   “How about we call it a nod to the sadistic streak you’ve resurrected in me—having a whipping girl on which to vent my frustrations is what I need right now.”


   Something about being Neil’s whipping girl pleased her—in a masochistic way. She’d never thought of her surrendered body as a gift to a dominant lover; she’d thought only of the endorphin rush that would send her into sexual ecstasy. These feelings were entirely new but not unwelcome. Bizarre as it seemed, just the thought of being Neil’s whipping girl sent a thrill through her body that drove her to her feet and out the door. Turning left as he indicated and around the side of the house, she found discovered an unused area of the deck, a 12 x 12 foot space bordered on one side by the house and on two sides by huge cliff rocks, rising higher than the roof. Some years ago to shore up the rock several massive beams had been fixed in concrete to the bedrock below. The one in question, what served as Neil’s whipping post, had hefty iron rings at the very top and another two feet below.


   Hearing Neil’s footsteps behind her, she whipped around just in time to see him pull out a pair of leather cuffs that were dangling from his back pocket. He expected her to hold out her hands. Trembling with fear, but thoroughly turned on, she thrust them toward him. The moment the steel clasps clicked into place around her wrists, her arousal magnified. Then as his eyes darkened, her racing heart began to calm to the same deep beat of his own. He didn’t speak, nor did she. Everything that needed to be said required no more than a nod or a shove or a look of eager consent.


   Her lips thirst with a hunger that wouldn’t abate in any way but through a good hard whipping. Did he know that? Did he have some sixth sense about her own inner turmoil? Thoughts of the jungle and painful beatings had been annoying her for the last few days, almost begging to be addressed in some tangible way. She would have liked to think his intuition about her drove him to this dark place, but she also realized that this particular whipping was more about wrestling with his demons than dealing with hers.


   With her wrists cuffed, Neil stretched her hands high and attached the rings on the cuffs to the ring in the post.


   She was still dressed in her panties and t-shirt, and although neither item would provide much protection from his whip, when Olivia turned slightly, she saw the gleaming blade of a long thin knife slipping under the bottom of her shirt. With one swift jerk, he drove the sharp tip through the fabric, then with another few swipes what remained of it was on the ground, stirring with the breeze and about to blow away. The pieces of her white panties soon joined the tattered remains. Her naked backside had been suitably prepared.


   Neil was not as methodical with the beating as she would have expected from a man so typically in control. He had no system, no rhythm, no method behind the madness that for several minutes took charge of his behavior and in particular his powerful arm.


   The cane, the crop, the whip were interchangeable pieces in the powerful thrashing. She took blows to her shoulders that streaked them with red. Across the fleshy expanse of her round ass cheeks there were distinct red stripes and would eventually reveal bruising wounds. However, despite the erratic nature of the punishment, the two seemed to be in sync from the start. His sadism poured out on her as the endorphins began to rush through her body and she reached that boundless high of pain and pleasure where everything fed her body’s powerful lust.


   Spasms tore through her in a continuous stream that went on for a long while—though no one was marking the passage of time. The pair had seemed to transcend everything in the corporeal world but the execution of their shared need for these sadistic acts. The symbiotic moments lasted for a long while until their need for the beating finally lost its strength. The final cut—this from the bamboo cane—landed across the center of both ass cheeks with the red stripe standing out luridly amongst the rash of red welts already there.


   Tossing the cane aside, Neil moved in behind her with his enveloping arms scooping her up in a fierce embrace. Her body continued to spasm for several moments more until it finally calmed.


   Minutes passed and their breathing eased, and an awesome quiet settled around them.


   Neil was the first to break the silence, “My dear girl,” he said, affectionately ruffling her disheveled red hair, “I think you needed this as much as I did.”  


   “Hummm, maybe,” she spoke from a state of dreamy resignation, purring like a sleepy kitten, “It was wonderful.” Her mind and body remained in the state of surrender—reminiscent of so many occasions during her jungle incarceration, although this was nothing like waking up from a beating delivered by her jailers. She eased back into her consciousness, and soon slipped effortlessly into the present moment. The feel of Neil’s hands as they re-awakened her senses were as gentle as the beating had been fierce.


   “Maybe we should hang out here more…?” he suggested.


   She breathed deep. “That would be up to you, Neil Daltry, but it’s certainly fine with me.”


   She was back inside herself in a way she hadn’t been until that moment. Since her seven day fugue, she’d been tentative with herself, unsure of her desires, her needs, often feeling disconnected from the real Olivia. She’d come to doubt who the real Olivia was. With Neil tying her to the whipping post, her doubts began to fall away. Until that moment, she hadn’t realized how much she needed the harsh beating, how she craved the intense sensations, the heady emotions, and the sub-space high that fed off the startling pain. What she hadn’t experienced in the jungle were the embracing arms and the soft kisses and the generous understanding of the man who held her close until her body at last recovered.


   Without needing to back way, Neil reached for the upper ring on the whipping post and dislodged the cuffs. With her hands still bound in front of her, Olivia turned inside his arms and tucked her head against his shoulder. There she rested until he finally led her back inside.




  Chapter Fourteen


  Late on a September afternoon, Olivia heard a knock on the front door of the big old house. It had been months since she’d had a visitor other than Neil. He was no visitor; when he wanted to see her, he walked right in through the kitchen door off the veranda.


   “Tony!” The sudden shock of seeing her ex-husband’s face took her breath away. Choking on the flood of memories he brought with him she had to stand back and let her emotions settle. She was over the relationship stuff of their shared past, but not over the wild memories from her seven missing days and the miserable weeks after her return. Just his face brought back the horror. She thought it regrettable to associate him with all that had been terrifying in those troubling weeks—especially since he’d been the one person who determinedly stood in her corner through all the grueling interrogations. But to interject the painful memories into the middle of her blissful life with Neil Daltry was a shock she had not expected.


   Tony looked at her mystified. “Am I that hard to look at…?”


   “Oh no…” she tried to smile. “Just so unexpected.”


   “I was going to call, but then I got to thinking about the beach and the house and suddenly I’m in the car heading north.” He moved inside and pressed a bottle of wine in her hands.


   “What about your cell?” she asked.


   “On the fritz again. You know me, I’m a dunce when it comes to this new tech stuff.”  “So why—other than an afternoon away from the city—would you be coming here?”


   “To see you.”


   “Well, I figured that. But certainly there’s a reason.”


   “Hey there, Red, don’t look so upset. I’m not going to bite, and the news isn’t bad. How about we break into that bottle of wine and we’ll talk on the veranda. As long as I’m here I’d love to gaze at the ocean awhile.” He moved past her and toward the kitchen as if he thought the old house was still his home.


   “Sure,” she said, but he obviously didn’t hear. She followed him into the kitchen where he was already pulling out wine glasses. Still dazed by the abrupt visit, she let him walk her out to the back porch; though he paused again, rifling through a drawer for the corkscrew. He couldn’t help but notice the evidence of her half-eaten lunch with Neil clinging to the dirty dishes on the counter. They’d shared a bottle of red wine. What Tony didn’t know is that before Neil left that day, they’d aborted their meal in favor of a painful wooden-spoon spanking over that kitchen counter—the result of a meaningless battle that in typical fashion left her tail end hanging out red and glowing as he pumped his seed into her pussy from behind. The lingering effects of the explosive moment were still working through her body in a pleasant way when she found Tony standing at the door.


   At least Neil was gone. Or was that a good thing? She supposed they’d eventually meet, and this might have been a good day. However, he’d taken off right after the quick fuck was over saying he’d be back later in the day. She didn’t expect him until after supper.


   “Still hot and heavy with the new guy?” was Tony’s first remark after they sat down in a pair of rockers. “What’s his name?”


   “Neil.”


   “That’s right. Neil Daltry, I remember now.”


   “Remember what?”


   “I looked him up. What good is it being a cop if I can use a little influence now and again. By the way, he comes up clean. No record, good driver.”


   “You looked him up!”


   “Of course. After what you’d been through with all that Florida business and Sonny Sanchez, you think I was going to let you start dating a stranger without at least making sure he didn’t have a record?”


   “But what business of it is yours?”


   “Livvy, I’ve never stopped caring. I never will. Sorry I mentioned it. He came up clean, I backed off and let it go. I figured you probably needed someone and you have every right to choose whomever you want.”


   “As long as you check it out first.” She pursed her lips, annoyed.


   “So, can we drop it now?”


   “Sure we can drop it. As long as your investigating stops there.”


   “It did.” He threw his hands up. “I wouldn’t tell you a blessed thing now even if there was something to tell.”


   She gazed at him suspiciously. “So why are you here?”


   “Mostly to pass on some info. I think you’ll be pleased. There will be no grand jury, no further investigation. Munson cornered me yesterday with the news. In fact, if you want to venture back to the prosecutor’s office, he’d be open to some discussion.”


   It took a moment for her to reply. “Well, you can tell him that’s very forgiving of him, but I have no intention of returning to the city. Ever. At least not to live or work.”


   “You mean that?” His look of surprise quickly morphed into a knowing smile. “Oh, it’s the new boyfriend. You’re really that serious?”


   “Neil or no Neil, I’m not going back. I like it here, I feel like myself here, no pressure, no weighty demands. There’s no compelling reason for me to live elsewhere.”      


   “Well that’s an Olivia Bennington I’ve never seen before.”


   “The new me,” she said proudly.


   “And exactly how do you expect to support yourself. You have the house but…?”


   “Not sure yet,” she jumped in. “I have savings enough for at least another year. Although long before that I intend to be gainfully employed, even if it’s waiting the lunch counter in the village drugstore.”


   He whistled, shaking his head in amazement. “Now this is an unexpected surprise.”


   “Good. I’m glad something I’ve done surprises you.”


   “You surprise me all the time, gorgeous, but maybe not as much as this. However, if you don’t mind I’ll wait to let your old universe know that you’ve dropped out.”


   “No, go ahead and tell them. My mind’s made up. I’m not going back.”


   The back and forth banter went on for another several minutes until they seemed to have talked their way around the one issue that still hung around like a yawning old elephant.


   “So, Liv, have you been able to sort out that mess in Miami? Does it make anymore sense than it did before?”


   She smiled kindly. “No. Sorry. Nothing about my memories has changed. But I have moved on. The psychiatrist that you recommended was quite sure my fugue could be explained by your run-of-the-mill nervous breakdown, nothing more than that. Without another plausible explanation that’s the story that works best for me. I try to keep my mind off the whole thing, and you know what? It’s actually working. Memories fade and life goes on, if you let it. For the last couple months with Neil in the picture I’ve finally put that horror in its proper place. And that’s where it’s going to stay.”


   She might have overstated her claims—Tony certainly didn’t look convinced—however, Olivia had already decided that the matter was closed and she had no intention of taking more questions about the issue. Tony got the message.


   His feathers seemed a little ruffled at the moment, but he’d get over it in his usual way.


   “Have I disappointed you?” she asked.


   “No, not really.” He shrugged. “I guess I’d wondered about us…if maybe there’d be a chance after this whole scene was finally resolved for us to resurrect a bit of the old chemistry.”
        “Ah, Tony, chemistry was never the problem. In fact, if I weren’t deliriously happy screwing Neil, you could probably land me in bed again. But not now. You need to find yourself a new girl. Since you no longer have me as an excuse anymore, you’re free to do that.”


   “I hadn’t realized you were my excuse.”


   It was her turn to shrug. She couldn’t remember when she’d been so offhandedly glib with her ex-husband. So sure that she was finally over the man. In fact, whatever chemistry that kept her returning to his bed seemed to have vanished and she could hardly dredge up that old ticklish feeling in her loins.


   “Hey, sorry. I shouldn’t put that on you… I’m probably not an excuse at all. I may not be cured or perfect or found my happily-ever-after, but I have made an important move I know is in my best interests. Staying here may be the sanest, most enlightened thing I’ve ever done. All I need from you is a little trust.”


   With little more to be said, the conversation soon petered out, and Tony finally stood up to leave. He refused to miss the generous hug. He even demanded a goodbye kiss. Both were tender and loving but they lacked the spark that could so easily have propelled them to bed. He held her for a long while, until she finally broke the clinch, though she clung to his hand a minute more staring into his kind face and smiling.


   “Thank you, Tony. I probably don’t say that enough, but I’m saying it now. I don’t know how I would have gotten through those weeks if you hadn’t been around and I’m sure I never expressed my gratitude. If I can ever return the favor…”


   “You return the favor by remaining as sane and happy as you are now.”


   Bittersweet was the feeling that remained in the air, that left with him and accompanied her through the next half hour…


   … until Neil Daltry suddenly burst through her door and shattered the sentimentality into a thousand pieces.


  ***


  “Who the hell was that?”


   His voice came out of the blue just as the porch door banged back on its hinges.


   She was washing lettuce in the sink and immediately whipped around.”


   “Who?”


   “The guy in your arms on the veranda?” Neil peered at her grimly.


   She wanted to smile, finding this display of jealousy rather sweet, but she kept a straight face and simply answered the question. “My ex-husband, Tony. He likes to check in on me from time to time; I suppose it’s the detective in him.”


   “You two looked awfully close for ex’s.”


   This time she couldn’t resist the smile—or jibe. “And you’re sounding jealous.”
        “Jealous no, but if you were glancing out your door and saw me in the arms of another woman wouldn’t you be wondering why?”


   “You have a point there,” she conceded. “His visit was really quite sweet. It covered quite a bit of territory we hadn’t had a chance to discuss.”


   “Like what? Anything I should know about?”


   “We discussed my not returning to the city.”


   “That was in your plans?”


   “It was a maybe, never been decided on—until now.”


   His bristling agitation suddenly fell flat, replaced by curiosity.


   “You care to explain?”


   For the next several minutes, Neil listened in earnest to a long monologue about Tony’s visit and the snap decision—that had been brewing in her for weeks—to remain at the beach rather than return to her apartment in the fall. When she finished with the explanation she waited for what seemed like an interminable time for him to speak.


   “So, until today, you were planning to return to the city, don the clothes of a respectable attorney and get back to work?” Sounded like an accusation.


   “No, I’d planned nothing, nothing but staying here with you… Just how long I intended to stay here hadn’t quite reached my internal radar. But the decision has been made now. I’m not leaving.”


   This was supposed to be a good thing, but Neil’s ire hardly seemed assuaged. In fact, a perturbed look settled on his face.


   “You don’t look very happy about this?”


   “I’m happy you’re staying, though I might have been happier if I’d been the first to know. I didn’t realize a move to the city was even in the cards. I’ve invested a lot of my time in us the last few months. Getting that ripped out from under my feet with little warning would have not gone down well. Maybe if you’d brought the subject up sooner.”


   She felt the weight of his emotions pushing her back toward the kitchen counter until her ass rested on the cabinet and she could go no further. Her head throbbed, while her heart ached for some speedy resolution to this strange impasse. He hadn’t advanced a step at that point, but that changed quickly as he abruptly strode forward and made up the distance between them in about five steps. He placed his hands on either side of her face and pressed his lips against her mouth in a bruising kiss. The desire to melt in his arms was strong, but he wasn’t in the mood for tender affection.


   “This isn’t just about Tony, is it?” she finally asked.


   “No, I don’t think so. But he reminds me—and should remind you as well—there are subjects we never discuss. That’s something I’d like to end, and the sooner the better.”


   The anxiety burning in her gut was all about the very things that scared her most rising to the surface again. After a few blissful weeks without the threat of the jungle crowding into her dreams, she hoped that well of fear had been dammed up for good. How naïve she was to think that possible!


   “You’re right, it should end… but…but,” her chest felt tight and her head was hurting again, “could we take a piece at a time? Sort of tiptoe in?”


   In a move she didn’t expect, Neil reached out and tenderly caressed her face. With the caress, the piercing intensity of the moment suddenly disappeared. “You’re scared, aren’t you?” She liked this Neil better than the bitter one, but the shift in his manner negated nothing. And he was quite right, she was scared. The secrets still burned within her, closer to the surface than they’d been in some time.


   She nodded, snuffing back tears. “Yes, I am, I’m petrified.”


   “Then I’d suggest you loosen your grip on whatever is eating at you and be done with it.” 
        If only I could, she wanted to say, but he wouldn’t understand… no one would understand. “A piece at a time, maybe.”


   “Then a piece at a time.” He exuded a fatherly sort of compassion with a bite of reality behind it. A piece at a time… he’d hold her to that. In the past few months she’d learned that Neil would lean on her hard about important matters and wanted no less from her in return. Although there had been few real issues between them, the matter of the missing seven days had still not been discussed. “And, since we’re taking this a piece at a time, I’ll share my secret first.”


   “Oh?”


   He smiled broader now. “This should be interesting for you. A little known fact about your own house that I discovered quite by accident. I’ve never mentioned it to you. I really should have when we ran into each other that first time.”


   “What are you talking about?”


   “Just wait and I’ll show you.”


   “Show me now, Neil. If it’s about my house—”


   “Not yet in the mood… but I will be soon.”


   “Mood, what mood do you need?” She was completely baffled.


   “As long as we’re taking a bite out of our deep dark secrets we might as well go where the secrets lie.”


   “Hold it, Buster,” she pulled from his grip and moved a few feet away. The sudden chill that shook her created a rash of goosebumps across her flesh. “You’re getting weird on me.”


   “Not anymore than I have been, Ms. Bennington,” he came back with his eyes glowering darkly. She’d seen the look plenty of times but there was something behind it at that moment that was peculiarly disturbing.


   “You’re frightening me, Neil.”


   “Maybe so. However the fear is making you hot, and that you can’t deny. I’m thinking it’s time I take you down a peg, and I’m getting that’s exactly what you want too.”


   She took a deep breath then closed her eyes, feeling the strange goings-on inside her sexual body. A tight knot resided in her belly—she recognized the feeling and what it would take to undo the knot. How Neil knew the state of her sexual need before she did had bothered her for weeks. But this was hardly something to criticize. In fact, whenever he suggested they spend a little time at his house, it was clue enough that something dark and forbidding would send her headlong into subspace before the night was over. Even given the obscure inferences, she could already feel the ropes closing in around her. She could almost taste the ozone in the air with the first snap of his whip. Her body yearned for the pain.


   “Why do you always have to be so damn right,” she fumed.


   “I’m not always right, but why does it matter when I am?” he returned.


   She thought a moment. “It doesn’t, I guess.”




  Chapter Fifteen


  After dinner that evening, Olivia and Neil sat on the veranda finishing off his bottle of wine. Her head was a little woozy but she could still think straight, and she could certainly feel the tension between them that had been building since their conversation about a piece at a time, had unsettled her so. Despite the gnawing anxiety, the meal had gone rather well. Neil put on a sunny face and the conversation never veered toward the darkness that was seething beneath the surface. She knew the pleasant veneer would soon be ripped away—the sooner the better, she believed as she sipped her wine. As the meal continued, the long silences were increasingly frequent and each more difficult to endure.


   “You know it’s going to be a good night, don’t you?” Neil finally declared.


   “I’ll have to trust you about that.”


   “Let me assure you, your trust is not misplaced.” He suddenly rose from his chair and grabbed her hand. “Come on, I have something to show you.”


   He led her down the cliff stairs, but only as far as the first landing, where he slipped through a break in the railing and hiked out along a rough but passable path that led around the base of the mansion. When almost at the far end of the house, he turned left back toward the house along an even narrower pathway that brought them to base of the foundation and an impenetrable looking wall of stone. The wall jutted out at one point, and on moving around that spot through a thick growth of weeds, they came upon a weathered door embedded in the wall. The door had been padlocked, although Neil had the key.


   “What is this?”


   “Shush,” he looked back with his finger over his lips, as if they were creeping in like thieves.


   The padlock gave way with the key, then he turned the knob and the creaky old door opened to a dark realm beyond.


   “A root cellar,” he said.


   “Really, I never knew…”


   “Shuuuuuuuuush.” Again he silenced her as he led her into the shadows and closed the door behind them.


   “It’s so dark and damp,” she barely whispered. She shivered with the chill.


   She heard a match strike and suddenly Neil’s face was lit by the eerie glow.


   She jumped back. “Now you have me spooked.”


   “Shuusssh,” he tried again to calm her with his soothing voice. Then he reached toward the wall, pulled out a sconce and lit the candle inside.


   The one light was enough to illuminate the entire space, but what gloomy place she found. Though she tried to push them aside, memories of Cell Block 7 were surging forth at a maddening rate.


   “I’m not at all comfortable about this…” she couldn’t stop herself from saying, despite his efforts to silence her.


   “That’s obvious, how come?”


   “I had some bad experiences in a place like this…” she started in but couldn’t continue.


   “I’m not surprised,” he said. “But is it ever comfortable treading in places you fear?”


   “You knew I’d be freaked?”


   “Just a hunch, but a good one I think… you talk about kinky things and bad relationships—I know it’s not your ex. So putting two and two together…”


   “You pretty much hit the nail on the head.”


   She stared around in an attempt to dispel her fears, but nothing seemed to be working. Standing next to her, Neil reached out to soothe her, stroking her shoulders and back, then leaning down to kiss her mouth and her throat and along the back of her neck. Her rising sexual need suddenly leapt over her fear as a surge of desire sprung forth from her crotch. She breathed deep, absorbing the strong sensations that made her knees weak and her heart race.


   When Neil pulled away, he grabbed for something unseen hanging on the stone wall. She felt its influence before she actually saw the whip. The tasseled end teased her about the ankles, then he aimed higher, flicking her legs and thighs.


   “Pull down your shorts,” he commanded, the authoritarian Neil firmly in charge.


   She didn’t hesitate. Any misgivings she had at the moment seemed to have vanished in the flames of her ravenous lust, and she nearly buckled over when the whip struck her naked ass.


   “Stay on your feet, Olivia,” Neil ordered, “And take off the blouse.”


   He didn’t wait for her to undo the buttons, but continued striking her body at will while her fingers flew to the task. Once she was naked, he seemed to charge after her with his weapon. Although he basically remained in one spot, he moved her around the dreary room with the tip of his whip, striking erratically, sending her this way and that. The faster his strikes, the more she jerked like a marionette. Pain and confusion rained through her mind, tossing up memories right and left, sending her body into convulsive spasms that quickly dropped her to her knees.


   “Crawl, Livia!” he shouted.


   And she crawled, waving her naked ass as she was driven with the whip from one side of that damp, dusty floor to the other. The air was close and hot, breathlessly humid. She didn’t want to move but she had little choice but to follow the path of the whip. Twice she had to stop and take the blows just to feel the bite of his vicious tool. And when it struck especially hard, she scrambled on, looking for a safe place in this sizzling nightmare. In some quirky moments when the worst of the pain receded briefly, she taunted him with her lewdly moving body. The spontaneous display rose up unbidden, though something in her welcomed the raw exhibition of her dark soul. Her conscious thought soon gave way…her mind surrendered and she felt so lost and vacant and nearly delirious that it seemed as if she’d been drugged.


   “Tell me you don’t want this and I’ll stop,” she heard Neil’s voice above her own mewing groans. He punctuated the question with another vicious cut right down the center of her anal crevice.


   “Yeeeeeeeeeouch!” she shrieked.


   “Enough?” he asked.


   “No, no nonononono…don’t stop!” she shouted.  


   He kept on, flailing her until she was trapped in a corner with nowhere to go, with Neil and his wicked whip barreling down on her.


   “This what you deserve?” He stood over her with a nasty glare, whip momentarily stilled.


   “Yes!” she heard herself scream, though she couldn’t understand why.


   “This what you want?” he asked again.


   “Yes, yes, yes, yes!” Tears streamed from her eyes and slid down her cheeks. Her chest was heaving, but the savage spasms ripping through her belly would not stop.


   He beat her more, striking her shoulders and back, and when she rose up, marking her breasts when she deliberately pushed them out.


   “When did you learn to submit this way?” he demanded.


   She knew he wanted answers but she couldn’t tell him the truth.


   “I don’t know,” she sobbed.


   “No?” He didn’t believe her.


   “No!” she shouted this time.


   “But you like it here?”


   “I must,” she sobbed. She put her hands over her face prepared to let him beat her forever if that’s what he chose. She would have orgasmed with every strike. But Neil’s hand rested at his side.


   They breathed deep and the passionate frenzy seemed to die away, leaving them both exhausted. Olivia collapsed against the hard stone floor, then Neil sank back on the only piece of furniture in the room, a worn wooden stool.


   She was curled up in a ball, hugging her knees with her arms. Crouched against the floor, she felt all tingly inside and very small. A strange resignation seemed to have invaded her very being, along with it a curious sense of peace.


   “You didn’t drug me, did you?” she finally looked at Neil.


   “No I did not. I’m afraid it’s all your libido. Why would you think I drugged you?”


   She shook off the question. Her body came down from the terrific high, plunging her mind into the past… marching through dreams she only vaguely remembered and events she’d taken great pains to forget. But she hadn’t forgotten. It was all Technicolor clear to her as she lay on the cold floor and felt the steamy air close in around her.


   “It’s so cold and dark… and against my bones,” she voiced thoughts she remembered thinking in her jungle cell. “I can’t even see the stars.” As if that would make sense to him.


   “What do you care about the stars now?” he wondered, befuddled. His voice was gruff, his manner agitated. “What do you want? A pillow to rest your head? A cup of tea to make it civil? A blanket to ward off the chill. Maybe I should knock out the wall so you can see the stars?” he chided.


   “You don’t understand…”


   “I understand that you loved the last fifteen minutes and now you’re someplace I’m not following. Tell me what you’re feeling, Olivia?”


   “I don’t know,” she wanted to shout, however her voice just sounded sad and defeated.


   “Maybe I should leave you here to figure it out,” he bit off tersely. “You can be my captive slave—how about that for an S&M game?”


   “Stop… stop!       ” Her voice was so urgent that he immediately paused. Pulling off the stool he stepped closer to her squalid corner and peered down at her through the darkness.


   “Stop what? We’re getting to the bottom of things here and you want to stop.”


   “Why is this so important to you?”


   “Because I know there’s stuff lurking in your psyche you’re not confessing to me. I’ve confessed this much… how much I loved driving you to this lowly place. It riles me, charges me up, and you’re the first woman I’ve ever been able to confess this to. But I need know from you what it feels like to be cornered this way… I need to know, Olivia… I need to know what you feel… what you’re thinking, what you think of me… how far you’re willing to go. You scare me a little when you suddenly stop talking, like there’s some horrible thing you just can’t say. Well you can say it to me. You can tell me, you just won’t.” Their eyes met in the shadows between them. He waited a long while for her to say something, and when she didn’t, he shook his head wearily. “I’m sorry, Olivia. I shouldn’t have done this. I’ve gone too far. It will never happen again.”


   Without waiting for a response, he walked out, leaving her in the darkness.


  The strange twist this night had taken didn’t hit her fully until Neil was gone. She lay in the corner, staring out through the door he’d left wide open. The evening light was enough to cast itself across the floor, although it wasn’t strong enough to reach her gloomy place.


   Her body was sated from the whipping and the repeated orgasms, but her mind was a tangled mess.


   Slowly she rose from the cold floor, and after quickly dressing in her discarded clothes, she left the hidden room and took the cliff steps to the long back porch.


  ***


  At first, Olivia thought Neil had left and returned to his house, but then as she moved across the veranda, she saw him in the kitchen cleaning up the dinner dishes.


   “Neil,” she said, her voice quiet but firm, “I need to talk to you.”


   “Soon as I finish this up,” he said without turning around. She eyed him carefully, trying to determine his mood. If only she could see his face. A bizarre shiver climbed up her spine like a timid mouse, but she shook it off with the next breath.


   “No, now. Please,” she countered. She moved directly to the fridge for a glass of water then retreated to the veranda, waiting there gently rocking on the swing until he emerged from the house and sat in one of the rockers across from her.


   “You okay?” he asked.


   “Sure, I’m fine…” she took a moment to gather herself. “You’re going to get more than a piece of me, Neil. A lot more. You might as well hear the whole story—the big secret I’ve been clinging to.” Just thinking of her nightmare, she could feel the anxiety rising to her throat. She stopped to settle herself again, then dove back in. “It’s about Florida and Sanchez and that missing seven days. I haven’t discussed it with anyone—for good reason. Quite honestly, I don’t know what happened, not exactly. The shrink said I had a nervous breakdown, but I don’t buy that. It was too real to be all in my imagination. But the exact truth? I doubt I’ll ever have all the answers, but what I’m going to tell you is what I think happened. At least this is what I recall.”


   Neil watched her apprehensively. “You sure you want to go there?”


   “Yes, yes, I’m sure. It’s time I finally told someone. I’ve kept this in too long as it is” At that moment there wasn’t a doubt in her mind that this was the right thing to do. All the usual excuses didn’t apply here. She had far more to gain than she stood to lose. “You’ll probably think I’m crazy before I get this all out, but then, sometimes I think I’m crazy.”


   “Crazy? Not you,” he shook his head.


   His brows had narrowed with worry and she could feel his concern. She knew he wouldn’t write off her story as her silly imagination, but how he would see it had her heart racing so fast that she needed a few more moments before she finally jumped in with the gist of matter.


   “When the Sanchez trial recessed for a week—it was about two weeks into the trial—I took off for Florida on a three day vacation. Those are the facts you already know, after that it all gets very fuzzy. Far-fetched as it seems, I believe I was drugged on the plane and then kidnapped and taken to some jungle compound. Where, I have no idea. I remember being held in a crude cell. I was drugged a good deal of the time, but I also remember a lot. My jailers were brutal sadists, and although I never knew exactly who they were, I assume the kidnapping had something to do with Sanchez. He wanted me out of the way… and this must have been the last resort.”


   “Last resort?”


   The question stopped her momentum. “Please Neil, don’t interrupt. Question me later, but I need to spit this out before I get cold feet.” Her palms were sweating and her voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, a last resort. I don’t want to go into details now, but I was sexually assaulted several times during the opening weeks of the trial. I’m sure I was drugged then too… but my memory falters and some of what happened was just too vague to know what actually too place. At the time, I was the kind of woman who refused to let things like that bother me, and since the incidents were fuzzy anyway, I never told a soul. The longer I went without saying something, the harder it got to open the conversation.


   “Anyway, I’m sure the attacks and the jungle were Sanchez’ scheme to get me out of the way…” she continued in a halting voice. “While I was in their hands, they tortured me. My nipples, my labia, even my nose was pierced. Unlike my jailers the man who did the piercing wasn’t anything like that scruffy band who held me. Most of the men were Latino, but this man spoke in flawless American English. That really doesn’t matter since he didn’t do a thing to save me, but it does suggest that the plot was more complicated than just holding me in a cell. Anyway, the brutes whipped me and taunted me and sexually used me to satisfy their lust. I could recount all the terrible things they did to me—I will if you want at some point—but the specifics are not as important as the fact that I survived—in part, because there’s this masochistic gene in me that was able to find some inglorious pleasure in their sexual abuse. I’m sure it showed. I don’t know if that really helped me or just inspired their abuse, but it was obvious to most of them, including the ‘gloved man.’


   “Every day of my captivity, I wondered if it would be my last, but I was often too drugged up to really care. And I slept, oh how I slept, and the dreams… all so confusing. Some were terrifying like their demented abuse, but others were about Miami and the vacation I was supposed to have. The dreams seemed so real, like I was actually in Miami, drinking shots, dancing at night, sunbathing during the day. My recollections of the vacation are so vivid… which is why it’s taken me so long to sort this out. I’m still not sure. But as the months have passed, I have to believe that the jungle was real and all those horrible things really happened. The dreams of Florida must have been my psyche’s way of dealing with all that terror.” She shook her head, still mystified.


   “You know how I respond to pain? It was the same way in the jungle. And now, when I dream of it—which I occasionally do—rather than being horrified, I’m turned on. I start reliving it as if I want it to happen.” She sighed again. “I’ve had to accept the fact that the dreams turn me on, that rough sex turns me on. The good thing, though, since I’ve been with you, since you’ve taken me back down those masochistic roads in a more conventional way, the dreams have dwindled off and the jungle has faded from my thoughts.” She took another deep breath. “But then tonight…” She could feel the shiver all the way to her bones.


   She suddenly stopped talking and the silence that followed turned deafening in seconds.


   “But tonight I took you back there, didn’t I?” Neil finished her thought.


   She nodded. “It wasn’t bad though… not at all. It was unbelievably erotic—you must have seen that. It just shocked me back to that surrendered place and my mind went all crazy, as if I’d been transported to that miserable cell. When you finally left and I was lying there in that corner, all I could think of was Cell Block 7. The details were as vivid as ever, the truth like a neon sign blinking on a gloomy night.” Her voice trailed away as the memory returned, but she soon revived. “I finally realized what I had to do. I had to tell you the truth.”


   As Neil stared at her soberly she could see he was moved. Abruptly he reached out his hand and grabbed hers, drawing her from the swing and onto his lap.


   “I’m sorry about this, Olivia. I’m so sorry.” He caressed her hair and kissed her cheek, and wiped the tears from her eyes with his hand.


   She wanted to say, it’s okay, but she felt so comforted inside his arms that for a long while they said nothing and were content to rock on the veranda listening to the surf pound against the beach. The tide was in and the crashing sounds made it difficult to hear anything but the roaring sea.


   “You okay?” he finally asked. Nearly fifteen minutes had passed since she finished her story and she was starting to get restless. She sat up so she could see his face.


   “Okay? I’m fine, especially after having told you the story. Do you believe me?”


   “I believe something awful happened to you. I can’t imagine what it’s been like…” he shrugged as if he didn’t know what else to say. And the tear in his eye, that wasn’t her imagination, but very real. “I love you, Olivia. I’m sorry this happened.”


   “I’ll tell you more, I will…but…”


   “Shhhhhhhush. It’s okay. You don’t have to say another thing tonight. Not a thing.”


   With that, she managed a faint smile. “Do you mind if I ask you something?”


   He shook his head.


   “How did you know about that weird cellar?”


   “I was out hiking around one afternoon. I’d been here about a month. I confess, I was intensely curious about your old house, so I was just poking around to see how the foundation was secured to the bedrock. We hadn’t met yet, in fact, I think you’d gone back to the city, because I hadn’t seen any activity for a few days. I found that cellar door ajar, so I looked in. What you didn’t see tonight is the trap door in the cellar ceiling that opens into one of the downstairs bedrooms. Your family must not have known that the cellar opened up the whole house to anyone who knew it was there. You’re probably lucky there wasn’t a family of vagrants living inside. Anyway, I had a padlock at the house, so I locked it on… I admit, I inspected the house first—just to make sure that everything was all right inside. I have no idea how long that door has been standing open. Here,” he fished through his pocket and pulled out a key, “this fits the lock. It’s yours.”


   “So you find my cellar, don’t bother to mention it when we first meet, then start getting ideas once we start getting kinky?”


   “Something like that. But the omission was inadvertent. I swear. I had no intention of not telling you—just looking for the right time.”


   “And tonight was the right time?”


   “The cellar served its purpose, didn’t it?


   He was right about that. “And this was just to be another nasty scene between you and me?”


   “That was the idea, sort of… I was kind of pushing you, too. To see how far you’d really go. I got into it and the energy just took over. I guess I pushed you right where you least wanted to go. I’m sorry… ”


   “It’s okay, Neil. It is. I’m starting to wonder now if I was frightened over nothing.”


   “Hummm,” he looked doubtful. “We don’t need to discuss it now, but even if keeping it to yourself was a huge mistake, I can see why you were reluctant to tell that story, especially to your boss.”


   She winced. “It doesn’t make sense, does it?”


   “I wouldn’t say that. It’s perfectly possible that everything you’ve told me is true. I have to think that you must be close—obviously whoever was responsible did a good job of confusing you; they must have gotten exactly what they were after—except an acquittal. As far as discrediting you, they did a good job with that.”


   “So I don’t sound crazy?”


   “Not in the slightest, Olivia. Not by a long shot.”


   She sighed with relief, cuddling in against him, letting the warmth of his body dispel any further misgivings. “Will you take me to bed, Neil… in the golden room?” she asked at last.


   “More than happy to sweetheart,” he replied. He lifted out of the chair with her in his arms and carried her into the ‘golden room’—the downstairs bedroom that always gleamed like fire when the sun was on the rise. Now it was cool and dark, the sun long since gone. She wanted to sleep there, knowing in the morning she’d awaken to that golden glow.




  Chapter Sixteen


  A week later…      


  First there were the busted pipes in Neil’s house, then his urgent business trip into the city, followed by Olivia’s two day trip to see an aging aunt who she’d not seen in months. She simply had to go. There was no conspiracy to keep them apart but it certainly seemed that way. They hardly had a chance to talk following her huge revelation of the previous week. The scene with the cellar, her bold confession, followed by Neil’s overwhelming compassion—there was a lot to absorb and a need to be with Neil again—for confirmation, reinforcement, to answer the questions that must still be left hanging in his mind.


   When Olivia returned home from visiting her aunt late Friday afternoon she was determined to see him right away. As soon as the taxi pulled away from the house, she carried her overnight bag inside, dropped it in the hall and then went back outside, taking the cliff path to Neil’s beach house, seeing him the only thing on her mind.


   “Hey there!” She knocked on the door, then entered when she heard a voice from the other side.


   She found him with a hammer in hand and scowl on his face. Ignoring both, she moved into his arms for a long hug and a wet kiss. Already she could feel the sexual flames lighting up her body. “I know it’s only been five days, but it seems like forever,” she exclaimed.


   He sighed heavily when they broke their clench.


   “You look…what? Troubled is it?” she said, noting his unusually dour expression.


   He expelled a breath of air. “I’m fine, just too many things stirring the pot and I haven’t slept very well.”


   “Why? Cause I’m not around?” she joked.


   “Maybe. I am glad to see you though.”


   “Came here first thing.”


   “And your aunt?”


   “About the same. She’s old and forgetful and though I love her dearly, I feel like I’ve fallen off the planet into another world when I’m in her old house.”


   “Not the world you want to live in?”


   “Hardly. And now that I can take the straightjacket—” she beamed.


   “Perhaps I’ll help you with that later.” His eyes almost gleamed sadistically, but she loved the look.


   “Later? You’re not going to make me wait, are you?”


   “At least until I get back from the hardware store. I’m still trying to sort out the plumbing.”


   “More leaks?”


   “I hope not. But I really should take care of this before we start something…”


   He moved to the door about to leave.


   “You want me to stay here?”


   “Sure. I won’t be long.”


  For nearly a half hour, Olivia sat back on Neil’s couch and rested. But then too restless to sit, she got up and tidied the kitchen—didn’t look as if he’d cleaned a thing since she’d been there last. With that done, she wandered around studying his life’s artifacts hanging on the wall and in the bookcase… what she’d wanted to do months before when he first showed her his renovations. Until then she’d never taken the time.


   Since she started coming to his house, the bedroom had been finished. She’d even helped with the decorating. Peeking in, she saw that the bed was made. When she turned around, she noticed the door to his office open and she wandered inside. She’d rarely been in his inner sanctum—so much computer equipment with lights blinking and machines whirring. Always made her head spin. Even then she was feeling a little queasy, but she continued her thoughtful study, wondering if she could make sense of what she saw.


   All she knew about his job was that it involved a lot of complex computer programming which held no interest for her. Still, her eyes darted from place to place, from machine to machine as if there were a computer running inside her head picking up every detail and making conclusions from what she saw.


   In the midst of her reverie, she heard Neil walk in and his footsteps in the main room.


   “Olivia?” He called to her, but she didn’t respond. “Olivia!” his voice a little louder.


   “I’m in here,” she said almost absently.


   “What are you doing in here?” He was at the door and she turned around.


   “Is it a problem?”


   “Not at all, but you’re usually not interested in this stuff.” He peered at her with concern.


   “I’m not, usually.” She turned back to gaze again at the computers… the drawings and schematics… she couldn’t help the feeling that some of this seemed familiar, but then not… “So, what’s all this?”


   Neil ambled in and stood beside her as they both looked at a computer screen showing the image of some strange contraption Olivia couldn’t quite grasp.


   “It’s virtual reality technology, Olivia. My specialty.”


   Her eyes continued to dart from here to there, her mind beleaguered with the immensity of what she saw and what it might mean. She didn’t understand the technology, but something about this was curiously troubling. However, it was not the pictures before her that finally put the last piece of the puzzle into place; it was something rather ordinary, a Snickers bar sitting in a woven basket on his desktop.


   A raw feeling grabbed at her gut. “You were there…” her voice came out barely above a whisper. Then she turned and stared into his solemn face.


   He waited a moment to answer, though he hardly needed to confirm the truth. She knew. “Yes, Olivia, I was there,” he said, taking a deep breath.


   “The gloved man?”


   “Gloved man?”


   “Was it you? The man with the surgical gloves in the medical room? You pierced me… the enema?” The truth hit her all at once. Everything seemed to drain from her body in a split second and for a moment a wave of vertigo nearly made her faint. If it hadn’t been for the chair behind her, she might have fallen to the floor. Instead, she backed into the chair and sat down, her eyes scanning the equipment with a little more knowledge than she’d had just minutes ago.


   Neil sat too, in a chair near by, but several feet away as if he was afraid to touch her or be too close.


   “This isn’t exactly how I planned to break the news to you, Olivia, but I guess it’s as good a time as any for my confession. I warn you, it’s not going to be pretty and some of it might sicken you. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if you blow me off and never see me again. But please, please hear me out.”


   When she suddenly burst out laughing, he looked back at her baffled.


   She was light-headed and a little giddy, like a woman gone mad. “Oh, don’t get me wrong… I might want to despise you and never see you again, but you have my answers, don’t you? You have the answers. You know the truth. You’ve known it all along.”


   Neil nodded grimly. “Yes, I think I have your answers.”


   “So tell me.” Already, two fat tears of relief were making their way down her flushed cheeks.


   “You are quite right. You were drugged on the plane and taken to a remote jungle by Sanchez’ army of foot soldiers. I was hired by the organization because of my expertise in certain mind altering technologies, this virtual reality stuff is just part of it. In addition to the Miami dream sequences, which were programmed into the virtual tech software, there were drugs and hypnosis used on you. That part of the plan was managed by me. Although the sadism, the abuse, the sex, none of that was in my plans. In fact, I thought it was a bad idea, that it might actually screw with their scheme. But they scoffed at my reservations. I think Ernesto had in mind to rape you from the start. There wasn’t much else on his mind. A beautiful captive, lots of time on his hands, what else do you do with a half-crazed libido?”


   Hearing Neil confirm her suspicions took a while to process. She was anxious, afraid, her heart racing, though at the same time she felt the huge knot in her belly begin to unravel. Her mind darted from place to place, not knowing what question to ask first. At last she simply shook her head in wonder. “I can’t believe I was such a threat to them.”


   “You were a threat, but so was strong case again Sanchez.”


   “But why, why take such measures… Wouldn’t arranging some untimely death have done just as well?”


   “Maybe, but they didn’t see it that way—which, as it turns out, was good for you. I never met the man, but I listened to plenty of stories during those seven days. Sanchez doesn’t like to do anything the easy way… I guess he had a real thing for you… maybe he wanted to screw you for real, but with him in jail this was the only way he could. I know he liked the idea of manipulating you. He might have even kept you if Dunnigan hadn’t stopped him. You remember the guy with the Texas twang? He ran the operation, hired me… I thought he was a straight up guy. So much for my gut feeling. The entire ‘mission’ as they liked to call it, was to confuse you, to prevent you from ever prosecuting the case, while discrediting the prosecution altogether. There would be no credibility left by the time they finished their scheme. Their ultimate hope was an outright acquittal.” He stopped talking long enough to assess her confused expression. “Are you okay? Am I moving too fast…?”


   “No.”


   “I mean, I’ve been holding this in too long…”


   “Just go ahead.”


   He flashed a terse smile then continued. “You have to trust me on this, Olivia … and I know you probably don’t have any reason to now, but I had no intention of ever using my talents to twist a woman’s brain in a steamy jungle and send her back to her world with a shitload of fear and uncertainty to deal with the rest of her life.


   “It began because I was starving for cash to complete my research. Grants were drying up all over the place. The university was cutting back. I figured I’d have to fold up and go home within six months. Then this guy, Dunnigan, came to me, saying he needed some help with a project and would I be interested. Maybe we could make some money together. Sure, that interested me. Then he named a price, a hefty price, and my eyes got so big I thought they’d pop from their sockets. I certainly couldn’t turn him down. I dismissed every red flag and gut feeling that threatened my saying yes. The fact is, I didn’t know who was hiring me or what I was getting into. I heard what I needed to hear, that was it. I was told that I’d have a chance to experiment with my findings… with real subjects. That was what I needed at the moment, and that’s what he was offering. The fact that it might lead to some commercial applications just made the deal sweeter.


   “The really bad vibes didn’t begin until we were on the plane to the godawful jungle. Dunnigan’s associates looked like criminals, and I sure didn’t like the way they talked. I held back, what else could I do? I certainly had no power to turn the plane around. When we finally landed on the airstrip, all I wanted was to get back on the plane and head for home. But I hadn’t any excuse I could dare try.


   “When I saw what they planned for you—you the only subject—I started to balk, though I was wise enough not to voice my concerns. I was dealing with dangerous men who wouldn’t hesitate to put a bullet in my head and my body in some remote location no one would ever find. Since I have a strong instinct to survive, I did what I needed to do. I knew I might not survive to cash the check, but I did have a mission…


   “I don’t mean to sound noble here. There’s nothing good about what I had to do. But after it came clear to me that my survival was in jeopardy, my only goal was to stay alive and do my job so well that you survived too. I convinced myself that altering your mind was the only way I could do that. I clearly didn’t have the means or the knowledge to affect a James Bond style rescue, or I would have. Even now, I’m not exactly sure where the compound was—Mexico, Costa Rica…any one of a dozen islands. Escape was off the table as far as I could tell.


   “The only way I could do my job believably was become as hard and unfeeling as those who took you. I needed to be a co-collaborator in their scheme, as much a sadist as they became. It disturbs me that there is a piece of me that dark and cruel, that sadistic. But I guess, like you, I’ve come to accept that it’s there, in me, just like your dark passions are in you. And you…” He shook his head in wonder. “You blew me away. I saw in you a capacity to survive that was amazing. I’ve been playing with my inner sadism all my life—during sex. So that part wasn’t new to me. However, what they did to you was inhuman. The fact that you could call on that masochistic streak to get you through… that was amazing. I admired your courage, that unbelievable toughness. How you willingly exposed yourself …


   “Willingly exposed myself…I don’t think so,” she objected.


   “But you didn’t fight it.”


   “How could I? I was drugged.”


   “To good effect, I think. But it wasn’t just the drugs. I was continually astounded by your resiliency. You kept hanging on… I could see that, I could feel it from you. You have no idea how much I wanted to clue you in on my secret, but I couldn’t risk it.


   “I imagine that would be dangerous…” she agreed.


   “Right… but don’t go thinking I’m some rescuing angel. I thought of a few atrocities on my own…the piercings for one. They loved that.  And the enema. Oh, they liked that one a lot. The more humiliation the better. Even the collar and that zapper…”


   “You did that too?”


   “Actually, that one was not my inspiration, but I created the toys they used. The rest was up to them.” He thought a moment. “And it was me who dressed you in the latex travel suit and sent you back to Florida. What they did with you after that, I didn’t know. Although I was glad to see you alive when the news finally hit the papers, because up until then, I wasn’t sure you were meant to survive. Although I don’t know why they would go to the trouble of hiring me if they didn’t want you alive when all was said and done. But I wasn’t exactly dealing with sane people.


   “After it was over, I received a check in the mail—I’d almost forgotten that I was actually paid. I wanted to send it back—by then the money stunk too much to use it.  I ended up donating it to the university. I quit my research, and almost immediately was hired by a company that was working on a similar technology to the one I developed. Ironic, isn’t it? If I’d only waited a couple of weeks. Anyway, I have been working for them ever since. The money is not particularly good at this point. But at least it’s clean. I don’t know what else you want to know, but I’ll answer any question you raise.” He stopped there to take a breath. “I hope what I’ve said will give you some kind of closure. I was kidding myself to think I could keep this from you…”


   He might have continued with this monologue, but the anxious Olivia jumped in with one pressing question as soon as he paused long enough to break in.


   “Did you know about the attacks in my office?”


   “I heard about them after the fact, when I was in the jungle. Like ghosts stories before the bonfire. But as far as who perpetrated the attacks, that information was never shared with me. They kept their secrets well. They let me know only what I needed to know and nothing that directly pointed to Sanchez. His name was never mentioned. I knew him only as The Boss.”


   When he finished speaking, Olivia sat back, her mind spinning. Despite a fresh flurry of questions barreling into her brain, she determinedly beat them back. She needed her mind to clear and her thoughts to settle. She made him wait for nearly a minute before she finally spoke. 


   “I don’t know what to say. You explained yourself well. I think it’s just going to take some time to absorb. Time to think of you as the ‘gloved man’. And the weird coincidence of you and me being here…” she looked away for a moment, obviously puzzled, then her gaze returned to his face “… but it’s not a coincidence, is it?”


   He shook his head.


   “So you came to live on my beach, knowing I’d be here. Why?”


   “To say that I feel a lot of guilt and shame isn’t quite right. I’m not sure I feel that way. But I do feel a responsibility to you, to see that you’re safe and to hopefully have this conversation at some point… if I didn’t think it would hurt you more than help. That was one consideration that became painfully clear as soon as we met. I certainly didn’t want to do you any more damage. I saw what the press did to you, which only compounded the horror. If I could make it right for you in some way that was my hope. I looked you up, I found your house, and suddenly I was moving to the beach with a new mission in mind. I told myself it was to protect you.


   “But that’s not all that’s been going on for me. I was deeply moved by the struggling woman I saw in you. Your beauty, your strength, even that masochistic streak. You gave rise to feelings in me that I hadn’t felt in some time. You actually validated my feelings by using the dark side of your self to survive. I was smitten with you in the jungle and I was even more so when I saw you on the beach. Selfishly, I wanted you. I kept telling myself to not make it about me, not to make it sexual… but I’m just not that good a man.


   “I had no clue things would play out as they have… that we’d end up lovers. Sure I wanted that, and as it was happening, I kept telling myself, you wanted it as much as I did. That made it okay to keep my secret—okay but not right—at least until your confession made it imperative I say something. I didn’t realize until then how deeply you’d buried that nightmare. I didn’t realize until then how badly you needed the truth. I couldn’t let you go on without knowing. I couldn’t let us go on without the truth on the table.


   “If this dooms our relationship, I understand. I’d understand perfectly, if you walked out the door and refused to see me again. I’d even sell the house if that would make it better for you. I just hope that I’ve been able to give you some closure, and enough knowledge about your seven days to finally put it to rest.”


   The restless silence that followed his last remark swirled about them for a time, finally driving Olivia to her feet. She strolled absently around the office, hugging her arms, trying to think. For a moment she stood by the windows and looked out on the ocean. She expected to feel wounded, betrayed, hurt by the knowledge of his artfully executed ruse but that was not the pressing emotion. Her relief seemed to trump even the darkest elements of Neil’s story.


   “I don’t know what to think, Neil,” she said with a bewildered shake of her head. “It’s such a paradox, isn’t it? You hurt me to save me. I save myself by relishing the pain inflicted on my body. We’re brought together by the most extreme and devious schemes, and yet we make something good come from that. You know, part of what kept me going was clinging to the hope that the ‘gloved man’ was different from the others. I wavered back and forth on that point. Sometimes you were almost kind. Other times, I decided you were as nasty as Ernesto. But you never quite succumbed to their level, even when you were trying to. You gave me the gifts, didn’t you?”


   “Physically give them to you? No. An old native woman helped with that. She came to me the first day you were there saying that you should have something for good luck—some superstition I never quite got her meaning, but it was important to her. So I agreed. I even gave the woman some ideas. I suggested the pillow and I wrote the note, and of course the Snickers bar. Dunnigan questioned my motives, but I assured him that a few small kindnesses would make you more cooperative and fuck with your brain even more. He bought the idea, but then the sadism wasn’t really his thing in the first place. My hope, however, was that the gifts would do exactly what they appeared to do… remind you that a better world did exist and not to give up hope. They wanted to break you further, and these small things were all I could do to keep that from happening.”


   Neil waited again for her to speak, and when she didn’t, he prompted her. “Ask me anything you want to know. No more secrets. I mean that.”


   “Yes, I know.” She nodded, still thoughtful, still a bit confused. “It’s just that right now, I’d rather have your arms around me than ask you questions. I need to feel you close.”


   He seemed surprised, and yet he got up from the chair and moved to her side. They hugged in his office amid all the whirring computers, then they moved to the deck and down to the beach, where they strolled toward her house, arm in arm. They didn’t speak at all until they were at the veranda door.


   “Come for dinner tomorrow night, will you?” she said.


   “You sure?”


   “I’m sure. I just need to get a few things straight in my mind, then I’ll want to talk.”


  The following evening…


  The meal was simple. The wine quite good—a bottle of cabernet he’d picked up in the village that afternoon.


   Olivia said nothing about the amazing revelations of the previous day until they were on the veranda, she sitting on the railing, he in his favorite rocker. She sensed he was nervous. Why wouldn’t he be with a question mark hanging over his head? But she needed a little normalcy with him before she jumped back into the matter that was on both their minds. She had a dozen things she planned to say, and yet Neil jumped the gun and spoke first.


   “Well, Ms. Bennington, are you going to keep me in limbo forever? Or do I find out if it’s time to sell the shack and move on?” He said it with a detached sort of air, a degree of resignation in his voice as if the decision had been made.


   “Sell the shack and move on?” She laughed. Her eyes lit with a singular affection aimed entirely at him. “Not unless moving on means moving in with me.”


   He looked back startled. “You’re serious?”


   “Yes, I’m serious. I hope you don’t want me to hate you, because I don’t. I tried dredging up that feeling last night and it just wasn’t there. I’m going to take what you told me yesterday at face value. It all sounds perfectly plausible from what I know of Sanchez—and I probably know more than you think. Remember I was once the lead prosecutor at his trial. I know you’re not a saint, but neither am I. Even if you’ve pulled the wool over my eyes, which I don’t believe you have … I like believing that you tried to keep me safe. I felt that, and that is not a manufactured feeling.


   “The important thing now is that I don’t need to cling to you. I’m not a desperate woman anymore—that’s probably the biggest thing I need to get used to. But the reason I’m not desperate is because you dared tell me about the jungle. You gave me back my sanity.


   “It’s all about paradox, Neil. I found unspeakable physical joy in the worst of torture, peace in a locked prison, and now unbelievable freedom to be a new person out of a crap hand I was dealt. Without my seven days in Cell Block 7, I wouldn’t be here and I wouldn’t know you. And even after all you’ve told me, you’re the only man I trust to know what I need, really need.


   “Without those seven days, I’d still be prosecuting the bad guys… I would have risen like a shining start after I put Sanchez away, but that would have only entrenched me deeper in that world. Right now that seems so miserable and so sad. I know some see the work I was doing as a federal prosecutor as noble work, for a just cause. But I’m glad I got out when I did. Am I glad I had to live through that miserable jungle to get where I am now? No. Would I ever want to repeat it? No. But I’m not going to spend anymore time dwelling on it. I’ve had enough of it. You answered my questions and gave me back my sanity. You want to know what I want now? You. I still want you, Neil. I want you to love me. I want you to beat my ass… I want you to make love to me like you own me.”


   He looked just a bit suspicious. “No doubts in your mind?”


   “No doubts in my mind,” she confirmed.


   “And should you change your mind?”


   “I’ll be sure to tell you. But don’t spend time worrying that I will.”


   She moved off the porch railing and into his lap, putting her arms around his neck and kissing him hard on the mouth. Then she pulled back with a big smile.


   “You’ve changed overnight.” He viewed her, shaking his head in amazement.


   “Have I changed?”


   “Yes, a lot more confidence. A lot more sure of yourself.”


   “Hey, the fog has lifted. You have no idea how light and free I feel. I just found out I’m really not crazy and I’m ecstatic about that.” She let her feelings bubble over and into him. “And now, if it’s okay with you, I really think sometime soon we should explore that old cellar again. After all this, I could use a good session with you and your nasty whip.”


   He raised his brows, a bit surprised.


   “Yes, the old cellar…” she smiled rather wickedly, “and just to show you I’m serious,” she dug into her pocket, “here’s the key.” She dangled the padlock key before his face and saw that his amazed expression had darkened considerably. It certainly didn’t take him long to adapt.


   “You want to go their now?” he asked, the edge in his voice unmistakable.


   Already certain of her answer, Olivia moved erotically against his lap, her green eyes starting to spark. “That’s your call to make, sir, not mine. But we seem to work out our demons in that sort of place…don’t we?” She was coy and mischievous, confident and surrendering, all at the same time.


   He paused to absorb the message, then with his eyes narrowing on her in an authoritative way, he snatched the key from her hand and stuffed it into his pocket. Pushing her off his lap and to her feet, he stood. From there, the two walked off the veranda hand in hand, then down the cliff steps to the grassy path and cellar beyond, where their unpredictable relationship would begin anew.


  Daisy and Duke, who lay stretched out on the veranda floor, didn’t bother to follow them down. They would still be sleeping there when the two returned. Even Olivia’s screams from the cellar would not stir them. They’d be screams of joy not terror. Their instincts told them that their mistress was happier than they’d ever known her. They needn’t understand anything more.
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