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Enchained

Chris Lange




Chapter One

Her stalker was crouched in the shadows.

Jany Reed’s heart never missed a beat. Although she had only caught a glimpse of him, she knew who it was.

Here we go again. What’s gotten into you, Billy? You’re acting like a moron.

The breakup had been bad. The following weeks bordered on ugly. Wherever Jany went, Billy Carter lurked. His car had been parked two rows behind hers at the supermarket, at work, and at her friends’ house, his tall shape looming in the distance. His letters filled her mailbox; his messages expended the batteries of her answering machine, yet he didn’t push for another painful, pointless face-to-face. Their relationship was history.

For the moment, Billy didn’t seem to think so.

Walking out of the alleyway leading to the store’s parking lot, Jany wished he would get over her. Though she did her best to ignore his presence, his stupid peek-a-boo games were getting on her nerves. When would he understand they had nothing in common? Apparently not any time soon.




While looking straight ahead, Jany heard a shuffle behind her. Coming after me, Billy? Ballsy enough to talk to me this time? She wasn’t enthusiastic about a confrontation. Still, if she could hammer into his brain that their sex story was over, they both might find relief. Billy had been great in bed, on the living room table, and in an elevator twice. Yet once out of the sheets, he grated on her nerves. Truth be told, he totally belonged to the happy family of human nerds.

With Anchor Town’s main street on her right, Jany blinked. Since her eyes adjusted to the gloomy alleyway, the harsh neon signs felt like burns on her retinas. Holding her handbag in one hand, she dug the car keys out of her pocket with her other, and turned left toward the parking lot.

No strange noise followed her. She figured maybe her ex had decided to split. Typical of you, Billy. Come on, lover. Let’s get this over with so we can move on. Only silence welcomed her thoughts. She hadn’t expected anything else. Keeping her head high, Jany reached the entrance of the parking lot.

Then she felt a sting on her neck. A familiar smell wafted to her nose. A hospital smell. Her vision instantly blurred, her body slackened. She opened her mouth, drool on her chin. Her heavy eyelids wanting to be shut. Her car key clanged on the sidewalk. Her handbag slid down her shoulder.

Then darkness.

***

At first, Jany couldn’t get rid of the murkiness obscuring her brain. Given a few seconds, her mind tore the jet-black veil. Through a hazy blur, she discerned the light blue spotless carpet. She was standing, and raising her head hurt. The pain in the side of her neck told her to quit trying, to sink back into oblivion.

Craving water, her mouth dryer than the damn Sahara desert, she pictured a mountain waterfall raining down on her. Her eyes at last adjusting to brightness, she blinked, and her surroundings came into focus. Apart from the blue carpet, there wasn’t a touch of color. No windows. White, bare concrete walls formed an enclosed space that looked like a basement or a well lit bunker.




Set against the wall opposite her, a television’s blank screen stared back. There was a cupboard next to it that had seen better days. To her right, the bunker door was closed. To her left and only a foot away, a high bookshelf filled with books. On the middle shelf, the sight of a much desired object made her tongue cluck. A bottle of water sat next to a glass.

As Jany realized she was alone in this strange place, she stifled a scream. Her head must have been lolling for too long. When she strained it to have a look around, a stinging ache shot up her spine, stiffening her whole body. She wished for a bucket of painkillers served with a large pitcher of water if possible.

Gosh, Billy, I’m gonna kill you for this. If I get my hands on you…

She wouldn’t, at least not for the time being. Her mind alert, her vision clear, her neck on the verge of fully functioning, she looked at her hands. Metal rings locked around her wrists, Jany was reminded of the kind of horror movies she loathed. Friday the 13thh-like.

Heavy chains ran from the iron bands to two bars about five feet apart fixed to the ceiling. Jany looked down. Her ankles were fastened too with similar chains linking the rings to handles sticking out of the floor. A little loose, the chains allowed some tiny measure of movement.

She yanked on them, arms and legs yearning for freedom. The chains rattled, the clinking noise making her cringe. The harsh pull hurt her wrists and ankles. The pain brought her around for good, her exact situation finally hitting her. Spread-eagle, she was in chains, jailed in a basement without windows, the door probably locked. And…

Oh shit.

She was naked.

What the hell?

The door opened, and Billy Carter entered the basement. Jany stared at him not unlike a child spotting a strange glimmer inside the furry belly of his oldest teddy bear. Wearing a rigid plastic white mask with two narrow slits for the eyes, her ex-lover approached her with slow steps. She waited until he stood opposite her before lashing out at him.

“Are you insane, Billy? Why did you lock me up? And why are you wearing that ridiculous mask?”




Reaching out to the bookshelf, he brought the glass of water to her lips. Although Jany felt like shouting and maybe spitting at him, the temptation was too strong. She shut up and drank the proffered water, gulping life like a dried, untended plant. He put the empty glass back beside the bottle.

Jany’s anger returned full force. “Unchain me, Billy. Your little game isn’t funny.”

He didn’t reply, just kept on looking at her. Through the slits in the mask, she could make out his gaze. What’s wrong with him? But he stood motionless, watching her face, watching her naked body. For the first time since she had met Billy, his stare disturbed her. He could be a pain in the ass sometimes, but he had never unnerved her before.

He did now. Nailed by the green eyes, Jany blushed. Her whole body tingled, her heart taking on a different beat, her blood playing hide-and-seek in her veins. Holding on to his intense emerald gaze, she cocked her head right and left, shivering from a new, bewildering sensation.

In spite of his tendency to stalk her, Billy didn’t frighten her. He never had. Right now, his unusual silence and unbending eyes weren’t frightening but arousing. Impossible. That couldn’t be.

Okay, let’s get some perspective here. I’m chained up in a basement, naked, and I’m having the hots for Billy Carter again. Oh this is so not good.

“Stop staring at me, Billy. Come on, untie me. I’m uncomfortable, and the chains hurt.”

Her request seemed to get through. Breaking eye contact, he walked to the cupboard against the wall to retrieve a small jar. He removed the cap. Fishing a little key out of his jeans pocket, he came back to her and set the jar beside the empty glass. Jany wasn’t sure what the jar was about, but somehow she knew the little black key meant freedom.

She didn’t move as he unlocked the metal ring around her right wrist. When he grasped her hand, she noticed he was wearing opaque, skin colored, latex gloves. His creamy, long-sleeved shirt must have been a factor in her not noticing the gloves earlier. Before she had time to give it thought, he dipped his fingers in the jar and spread some kind of ointment on her wrist. He rubbed it in. Despite the medical gloves, his touch felt soft.

“Thanks, although you can do that later. Let me go first.”




Unwavering, he greased her skin. Jany wondered if by any chance he had turned deaf and dumb. Though unlikely, his lack of response still struck her as unusual. True, Billy had been a nuisance these past weeks, but he used to be a talkative nuisance. Playing the role of this stony, mute, masked character was quite a performance for him. Only when the metal ring closed around her wrist again did Jany realize something was amiss.

“What are you doing?” She could hear the surprise in her voice as she shouted at him. “Get these chains off me. Do it now!”

He dipped his fingers in the small jar. Then he went around her to open the lock binding her left wrist. Taken aback, Jany struck him. Her arm pushed a brick wall. Actually, she believed her arm hadn’t moved at all, her wrist blocked in an iron-like grip. Inches from her face, she looked at Billy. His masked head moved twice from right to left in a negative motion.

The simple, silent gesture constricted her stomach. Up to this moment, she had taken Billy’s fancy as a sick joke, but she was beginning to wonder. What if he really wanted to carry out his private, sexual fantasy? What if he didn’t let her go until tomorrow? Her boss would have her hide for being late.

“That’s enough. Let me out, Billy.”

He applied some ointment on her left wrist, taking time to rub her skin with care before shackling her. Stunned, Jany watched his gloved hands as he knelt in front of her and repeated the process on her ankles. She didn’t try to kick him. She knew it was useless. Once she was greased like a lamb about to be impaled on a roasting spit, he put the cap back on the jar.

When he had refilled the glass, he brought it to her lips. Still thirsty from whatever kind of drugs he had used to knock her out, she drank. Delicious water splashed her mouth, her tongue, and her throat. Billy, my friend, don’t expect a thank-you for that ‘cause you won’t get it. You can go to hell.

As drops of water spilled down her chin, he leaned in to wipe them. So close to her, his natural scent reached her nose. She gasped. Her heart seemed to come to a standstill, her breath trapped in her lungs. The man holding her in chains wasn’t Billy Carter.








Chapter Two

“Who are you?”

The question flew from her lips as soon as he moved the glass away. Jany stared at the white mask, at last assessing the finality of her position, of her nakedness. This time she blushed for good.

He set the glass down on the middle shelf. He backed away to retrieve a DVD case from the cupboard and switch the television on before he inserted a disc into the player. The large screen came to life. Pointless images swirled in Jany’s numb mind. The masked man fiddled with the remote control, turning the sound up. Then he walked to the door and closed it quietly behind him. She was alone again.

Oh, boy, what have I gotten myself into? That guy isn’t Billy. Same height, same athletic build, same green eyes although the shade might be a little different. But for Christ’s sake, he isn’t Billy!

Panic bubbling up, Jany took a deep breath. She was a rational, level-headed girl. She wasn’t going to sweat bullets, but she just needed a little time to focus, to think it over. She pulled on the chains and yelped when the metal ring hit a bone in her wrist.




Damn it, that hurts! Okay, what now? How am I gonna get out of here? Think, girl, think. If he wanted to rape me, why hasn’t he done so already? Why did he undress me? Maybe he’s a serial killer, and he likes to torture his victims. Maybe he just escaped from a loony bin. Wow, wouldn’t that be smashing? And for the love of God, why does he want me to watch that goddamn movie?

She looked at the large screen. Long tools hanging from his belt, a naked to the waist and sturdy plumber rang a doorbell. Wearing some piece of clothing way too small to be called a bikini, a beautiful woman opened the door. She nodded when the hot plumber asked ‘Sarah Conner?’ Letting him in with a big grin on her face, they both went into the kitchen.

A porn movie? He’s making me watch porn? I don’t believe this. Someone please, wake me up. Tell me it’s a nightmare. And Sarah Conner? What’s this film? The Fuckminator? Shit, I missed the credits.

In the kitchen, the beautiful woman named Sarah Conner was sweating. She told the plumber she couldn’t stand the terrible heat. Inviting him to remove his pants, she wiggled out of her bikini. He didn’t seem to mind and stripped before sitting on the floor. His back to the sink cupboard, he leaned back to plunge his head between the malfunctioning pipes. She knelt in front of him to plunge her head between his spread legs.

Oh, yeah, as if anyone would swallow such a dumb-ass scenario. Come on, people. Be realistic. That doesn’t happen in real life.

In real life, when they allowed a stranger in their house, women usually got kidnapped, beaten, raped, and killed. Sometimes, they also ended up buck naked and chained.

The screenplay was in dire need of editing as the hot plumber somehow managed to “fix” the pipes without any tools. Hands on his thighs, head bobbing, the beautiful woman provided him with a vigorous blowjob. Moaning like a cow about to give birth, she looked dopey, her cheeks bloated by the plumber’s private pipe. He finally emerged from the sink cupboard to push her head farther down.

My God, she’s gonna choke on it. The way he’s holding her down, how could she not choke? Who does he think he is anyway? A master of the kitchen universe? Has he even fixed the pipes? Shit, he’s coming on her face now, and she still smiles like the big jerk she is. The whole thing is pathetic. How can people watch that crap?




Probably because ‘that crap’ worked. In spite of her sensible viewpoint, a familiar sensation stirred her up like a python’s uncoiling after a long sleep. To Jany’s dismay, the blunt images were arousing her. Had she been safe at home, lying on her couch, she would have masturbated. Gooseflesh rose over her body. Nipples erect, she watched the screen.

The plumber told the beautiful woman that he had to go somewhere else, and asked if she cared if his colleague finished the job in here. Of course she didn’t, as long as the job got done. As he left the kitchen without his tools, Sarah sat on the edge of the table, legs open, semen glistening on her face. A new muscular plumber entered the room. This one didn’t even bother with the sink.

Belt unbuckled, pants down, he shoved his sex into Sarah Conner’s pussy. It must have been a first time for her because she screamed her lungs out. She seemed to enjoy the big dick’s comings and goings so much, it was a wonder her sink didn’t get clogged more often. She would think about it now.

As the new plumber grabbed the beautiful jerk’s waist to bang her harder, Jany licked her lips. Gaze riveted to the screen, she gave up trying to control her body. Her nipples wanted to be twirled, her belly wanted to be stroked, and a light moistness seemed to come out of her.

This isn’t happening. This can’t be happening. Bad actors, no script whatsoever, and I feel like a horny teenager. Dear God, what’s wrong with me? It’s so hot in this room. Is there no air-conditioner?

The pretty jerk squealed each time the new plumber thrust his thickset pipe into her. Lying on the kitchen table, legs spread so wide a truck could have made his way into her dark tunnel, she started calling him names and demanding more, more, harder, harder. As the woman’s shouts penetrated Jany’s brain, her abductor entered the basement.

Without looking at the screen, he stood in front of her. Having no idea what he had in store for her, she should have been scared. But the plumber’s grunts of pleasure echoed off the basement’s walls, and she was too turned on for that. A single thought running in her mind, she cocked her head. Move aside, pal, I can’t see Sarah and her handyman anymore.




He didn’t move an inch, blocking out her view of the characters on television. Jany looked at the white mask, wondering if he was smiling at her silliness. Well, why did he play that movie if he didn’t want her to get excited? A private game of his? In that case, he ought to teach her the rules.

The masked man reached out. When his middle finger moved toward her belly, all thoughts of plumbing fixtures left Jany. Incredulous, she watched the gloved digit as if caught in a slow-motion sequence. Yet, this was no Hollywood movie, no make-believe production.

Randy or not, she had no intention of letting him touch her. The mere idea of his latex finger on her skin repelled her. She wasn’t going to let him put his sterilized paws on her body. No way.

Disregarding the metal bands locked around her wrists as well as the binding chains, she leaped backward. Except that she didn’t move much. At the very best, she managed to stick her butt out a little, the rings biting her flesh in the process. Raising her face, she met his gaze. Under that white mask, she just knew he was smiling. She spat on him.

Her saliva hit the mask. The green eyes didn’t flinch, just kept on staring at her. Then he casually wiped the spittle with a gloved hand, as if she hadn’t treated him with contempt. Frustrated beyond measure, Jany braced herself for whatever was coming her way.

“What do you want with me?”

Without a word, the masked man turned around. He went to the cupboard where he kept jars of ointment along with porn movies and opened one of its doors. What else had he stashed in there?








Chapter Three

On television, Sarah Conner and the new plumber were still having a go at it, but she had wrapped her legs around his waist.

Unable to move, muscles tensed, Jany watched the masked man. Taking his time, not even bothering to turn the television off, he came back with an unmistakable object. Raising it to eye level, he switched it on.

The sex toy wasn’t shaped like a penis. Light blue, elliptical, about four inches long to fit the batteries, topped with a small dolphin, the dildo purred. Lips dry and tight, Jany stared at the vibrating dolphin. Now that she knew what was going to happen to her, she wished she had let her abductor touch her. She might have fought off a finger, but she had never been able to resist that kind of dildo. Not a woman on this Earth could.

God, help me, he’ll get what he wants. He turned me on with that crappy movie of his, and now he’s gonna finish me off without breaking a sweat. That’s too easy, that’s not fair. I should file a complaint.




The masked man slowly lowered the blue dildo, aiming for the inside of her thighs.

No, don’t do that. Please don’t.

Rattling the chains, Jany tried to bring her legs together. Her non-move seemed so useless, she felt like crying and laughing at the same time. Instead, she moaned as soon as the stimulating dolphin touched her clitoris, already knowing she wouldn’t last a minute.

Cheeks hot, angry and ashamed to let a total stranger give her pleasure, a stranger she couldn’t even see, she submitted herself to his desire. Head down to hide her embarrassment, her whole body quivered when the dildo settled on her excited flesh. But the masked man wanted something else.

Gripping her chin with his free hand, he raised her head, forcing her to look into his eyes. His hold on her was too strong to break. She could have looked away. She didn’t. Somehow, his emerald gaze mesmerized her.

Then a harsh moan escaped from her lips as the vibrating dolphin titillated her clitoris, efficiently rubbing her flesh. Behind the mask, his eyes narrowed when her grunt of pleasure resounded in the basement. Keeping a firm hand on the sex toy, he moved close to her ear.

“Come for me.”

Only a whisper, and she did come for him. As the dildo extracted a long orgasm from her body, she cried her pleasure. Panting and moaning, she barely noticed he had put the toy on the nearest shelf, allowing her to catch her breath. The buzzing noise having stopped, the new plumber’s grunts reached her ears again. In all likelihood, Sarah Conner was more resistant than her.

Vision blurred, Jany watched her tormentor switch the television off. No need for porn anymore. Then he replaced the DVD in the cupboard and the Vaseline jar along with the dildo on the middle shelf. A neat man indeed.

I’m thirsty, I’m hungry, I’m tired. What time can it be? I stayed at work late tonight, I left the store just before closing time, I was out for a while, I bet it’s around eleven o’clock. How long am I gonna hang here? What’s he gonna do? What’s on his mind?

She didn’t have to ask. Grateful, she drank the water he gave her before leaving her alone once more. What was she supposed to do? Shout for assistance? She had the funny feeling nobody would hear her desperate cries. She pictured herself bound in chains and yelling for help, but the image struck her as wrong. The image or the word “desperate”?




He came back too quickly for her to ponder more about her situation. This time, he carried a large plate, delightful smells wafting past her. Her stomach grumbled. Her mouth watered at the welcome sight of buttery mashed potatoes, peas, small onions, and roasted chicken cut into small pieces and soaking in a brown sauce.

Food, I need food. He’s got to release me now. I can’t eat with my hands tied. Dear God, I don’t care if I’m becoming his willing captive, his sex slave, or whatever he has in mind. I just want to eat.

He fed her like a baby. She swallowed every spoonful, ravenous, until she had emptied the plate. The food was delicious, filling her to satisfaction. She drank again as he brought the glass to her lips. Behind the white mask, the green eyes seemed a shade darker. Putting the plate down on the carpet, he took the small key from his pocket.

Damn, he’s gonna grease me like a pig again. I don’t need ointment, I’m fine. I wanna get out. Could he be…? Is he setting me free?

He bent down, and the metal rings around her ankles fell open. He moved to release her wrists. With a loud noise, the chains just hung loose. The masked man pointed to the place situated behind the high, packed bookshelf. The part of the basement Jany hadn’t yet seen.

What could she do? Knock him out and run outside in the buff? The guy was twice her size, her clothes were nowhere in sight, and besides, she had never taken kickboxing lessons.

Play it cool, girl, play it cool. Your time will come. At some point, he’s bound to make a mistake.

Brushing past him, very conscious of her nakedness, Jany took a few steps to discover what mysterious territory lay behind the bookshelf: a bed, a coffee table alongside a shower cubicle, and a toilet. Seeing the john, a sudden, urgent need demanded to be taken into consideration.

There’s no way I’m peeing in front of him. Shame doesn’t kill, oh yeah, but I don’t give a rat’s ass about that. I am not peeing in front of him. I’m sure he’s gonna watch me, just like he watched me come.

She recalled the vibrating, purring dildo in his hand and the firm grip on her chin as he lifted her face. Something inside her gave a little nudge. Was it the sex game they had engaged in, the fulfillment she got from a good meal, or the allaying feeling of being relatively free?




She couldn’t say, but for the first time since she had woken up in these chains, she wanted the masked man to look at her. She wanted him to feast on her naked body.

Taking a deep breath, Jany slowly walked to the shower before casting him a sideways glance. With a quick nod, he gestured to the contents on the coffee table: a new bar of soap, a full bottle of shampoo, and a folded, clean bath towel. Then he crossed his arms over his chest.

Sure he doesn’t talk much, but his meaning is clear, loud and clear. Oh well, I’m stuck in this damn basement anyway. Why not get cleaned up? I guess I’ll feel better after a good shower.

Grabbing the soap and the shampoo, she stepped inside the stain-free, white cubicle. Now in a hurry, she turned the water on to mask any incongruous noise and stretched her legs. Peeing felt like a liberation, much like uncorking a long-awaited bottle of French wine.

Tears in her eyes from the much-needed release, Jany let go of her pent-up feelings. Hot water raining down on her, soap all over her body, she washed away her frustration, rinsed off her distress and helplessness. Strangely enough, fear didn’t come up on her list.

She had no way to keep track of time, but she must have stayed in the shower for at least twenty minutes. Not bad for a single woman in her thirties. When she opened the cubicle door, he hadn’t moved at all. Standing tall and masked, arms crossed, he only approached to hand her the bath towel. Glad she kept her hair short, she was dry in no time, the room being warm anyway. When she was done, he gestured toward the bed.

Is it bedtime or fucktime, my friend? By no means, surprise me, although I know the answer. After chains, porn, and dildo, what’s it gonna be now? Haven’t we already tried everything?

She laid down on the crisp sheets. Watching the tall man come to her, her thighs and belly tingled in anticipation. Did she want him to touch her? Did she really think of having sex with him? Hiding his face meant he looked ugly or at the very least strongly not attractive.




Yet, the white mask and the latex, surgical gloves excited her. The mystery behind the mask requested to be solved. The green eyes called to her in the strangest way. More than a little aroused by her train of thoughts, Jany watched him kneel beside the bed.








Chapter Four

He retrieved long strings of rope from under the bed. Sighing, Jany let him tie her feet and hands to the four corners of the bed. Spread-eagled on the crisp sheets, she was back to square one, his prisoner again. Did he really need a bound woman to get his kicks? Were chains and ropes such a big turn-on for him?

To her surprise, he covered her body with a light bedspread before walking back to the basement door. On his way out, he turned the lights off. Then she heard the lock click into place.

Alone in pitch blackness, Jany pulled on the ropes to set her mind at ease. The ropes were without doubt secure. Pretty tired, she closed her eyes. Refusing to sleep just yet, she tried to estimate her chances of escape. So far, not very good. Quite poor, to be honest. If she couldn’t escape, she might be able to figure out his intentions and his motives.

Okay, let’s take this from the beginning. He drugs me to keep me locked in chains, but he doesn’t hurt me. Oh, boy, that dildo was something. He kidnaps me like serial killers do, but he takes good care of me. I bet he cooked that meal himself, too tasty to be frozen food. He hides his face behind a mask, yet he seems confident and self-reliant. He obviously brought me here for a reason, so why doesn’t he come out with it? Am I supposed to take a guess? Sure, I’ll give it a try.




Jany heard a muffled noise, a thud coming from the ceiling. So she was alone in the basement but not in the house. He lived upstairs. Had he taken his mask off now that she couldn’t see him?

Let’s focus on facts. He’s a silent man, but he can talk. He must live on his own because he’s very neat and clean. This basement is some kind of headquarters. He had everything prepared in here, well equipped to accommodate a visitor, more likely a victim. Yet, I don’t feel like a victim at all. How come I don’t feel threatened? Because in spite of the chains, he treats me like a guest. Hold on a minute. Who receives guests to give them a good orgasm in lieu of an appetizer?

Her analysis of the situation didn’t make much sense. Try as she might, she couldn’t work out the mystery. At any rate, her mind had drastically slowed down, turning her thoughts into fuzziness. Fastened to a strange bed, she nonetheless felt warm, carefree, and safe.

Jany woke up to a familiar smell. Bright lights on, the basement looked just as it had when she had fallen asleep. She couldn’t sit up, but she smelled coffee and saw the masked man carrying a tray. More to the point, she saw the basement door behind him. Open.

Today, he was wearing black jeans and a light brown, long-sleeved shirt. Couldn’t he feel the heat in this place? Well, she wouldn’t complain as she wasn’t likely to get her clothes back anytime soon.

He placed the tray on the coffee table by the bed. Black coffee, butter, marmalade, and croissants: her favorite breakfast. How did he know? Could it be a coincidence? As he began untying the ropes, Jany recalled her trip to Paris thirteen years ago.

Taking a break in the middle of her senior year at Berksons College, she had lived in Paris for six months. In the most romantic city in the world, she had learned to fall in love. He was a young artist, handsome, exuberant, passionate, self-centered, and broke. By night, he painted caricatures on the steps of the Sacré-Coeur Basilica in Montmartre. By day, he made eager love to her.




As he slept throughout the morning, she had paced the city up and down. On the third day, she had discovered what French breakfast was all about. Sitting outside a nice café, sunshine on her face, newspaper in hand, hot coffee in a large mug, crispy croissants on a white side plate, she had spent the most enjoyable times of her stay. Even better than having a bit of rumpy-pumpy with her French artistic lover.

The masked man set her free, allowing her to stretch her limbs at leisure and to sit on the edge of the bed. As he turned sideways to pick up the tray, she didn’t miss her opening. She bolted for the door. Heart thumping, ears ringing, she rushed for the rectangle that represented freedom.

She didn’t make it to the door, not by a million miles. So close, so out of her reach. Two iron-like arms grabbed her middle. Then she was floating, carried back, thrown onto the bed. She landed on her back, the thick mattress cushioning the blow. Lying flat, a little breathless, she shot him a furious look. Standing up by the bed, he looked tall, powerful, invincible.

The plain white mask moved twice from right to left. His gaze never leaving her face, he grabbed a rope and tossed it to her.

All right, big guy, I get you. Either I eat breakfast like a good girl, or you’re tying me up again. My call.

Jany sat on the edge of the bed and waited for him to place the tray on her knees. Although a small knife was at her disposal, she knew better than to attempt anything rash and impulsive again. Instead, she used it to spread butter and marmalade. When she bit into a warm-from-the-oven croissant, images of Paris at the height of summer swirled around her mind.

“You made this?” Pastry in hand, an orgasmic mouthful sliding down her throat, her eyes opened wide. “I’ve never had such a good croissant since I went to Paris. This is outstanding.”

He didn’t answer, but she fancied she saw him tense. Last night’s dinner had been delicious; this morning’s breakfast was excellent. Once more, Jany was touched by the way he treated her. If she didn’t look at the chains hanging from the ceiling, she might even feel like some kind of honored guest.

Come on, girl, you’ve never been a guest. You’re a prisoner, that’s all there is to it. Don’t get all sappy because he reminded you of good times. Next thing you know, you’re gonna trust him. That would be a huge mistake.




Two croissants sated her hunger, yet she ate a third because she couldn’t let go of the wonderful taste. As she finished the pastry, he reached out to her. In a casual manner, he bent over to flick a crumb from her cleavage with his gloved finger. As light and brief as his touch felt, she froze.

Her blood seemed to be stricken by Saint Vitus dance, her guts constricting without her permission, her nipples stiffening, extending toward the retreating hand. Rooted to the spot, breath caught in her throat, her instincts shouted something she wasn’t ready to acknowledge. To her utter dismay, undesired warmth moistened her pussy.








Chapter Five

Hang on, this is ridiculous. This is unbelievable. I can’t be turned on by a nutcase who’s keeping me locked up in his basement. Is he aware of it? Does he know I want him to jump me right now? Tie me to that bed and do me. Yeah, I bet he does. Dear God, what’s going on? I’m in deep shit here. Someone help me, please.

Nobody would. She was on her own; she had to make do with it. Jany held her breath when the masked man removed the tray from her lap. He didn’t touch her this time, and she almost sighed with relief. She watched him go out, listening for the click of the door. The lock clicked.

Damn it, what was that? Why did I react that way? He’s an ugly, insane bastard. How can I begin to think of sex with him? Maybe he put some kind of drug in my food. An aphrodisiac?

But he was gone, and she was free. With probably no time to spare before his return, Jany hurried to the toilet. Done, she wondered about having another shower, about letting hot water soothe her afflictions. Cutting her musing short, he came back to stand by the metallic bondage device. Then he raised his right hand to show her the little key.




Not the chains again. Shit, what did I do to deserve this? I’d be perfectly happy lying on the bed. Can’t you see that, you great big lummox?

But she walked to him. Head high, shoulders squared, breasts thrust out, the beat of her heart quickening with each step, Jany approached him. He fastened her wrists first, followed by her ankles, the latex gloves brushing her skin. With a sidelong glance, she spotted the dildo on the middle shelf. The blue dolphin seemed to stare at her.

Here we go again. All aboard the merry-go-round. A little buzzing, a little rub rub, and Jany girl will shoot to the stars. What about you, pal? What’s your thing? Is there anything in it for you?

“What do you want?”

The sound of her voice almost startling her, she realized she needed an answer. She waited while he switched the television on, retrieved a DVD from the cupboard, and inserted it in the player. A different soundtrack filled the room, yet not unlike the previous day’s movie. Then the masked man left the basement without a single look at her.

Holy Jesus, look at me! Naked, in chains, spread-eagle. What else can I do but watch porn?

The new actress looked as dopey as Sarah Conner. Also wearing a tiny bikini, she was in dire need of an electrician to fix her circuitry. Against all odds, a hunky professional happened to be in the neighborhood. Knocking on her door, he was promptly ushered into the bedroom where lamps and lighting fixtures looked just fine.

On second thoughts, watching porn proved to be much more entertaining than Jany expected, funnier than worrying over her absence at work, over the earful she was sure to get when she came back. If she ever came back. On the bright side, her parents had gone on a seniors boat cruise, so she didn’t have to call them until next week.

Mom, Dad, I hope you enjoy your cruise. Meanwhile, your only and favorite daughter is having a hell of a time.

On the screen, Brenda and Brandon were fucking like bunnies. They had devastated the bed, the desk in the corner of the room, the en suite bathroom. Satisfying sex yet not unforgettable. They ran for the balcony. After all, the neighbors might also appreciate a live show.




Very much like the previous night, Jany reacted strongly to the crude, colorful movie. As if her mind had taken a day off, her body betrayed her. A particular heat coursing through her, sweat breaking out, and she willed the masked man to come back, to touch her, to stroke her, to do anything he pleased with her as long as he appeased her burning desire. He did.

He might have just meant to check in on her, but one look at her face, and he was standing by her side. Jany saw his gloved hand move toward the shelf, toward the dildo, and a ferocious sensation wrenched her guts.

“Don’t!”

Her vibrant plea seemed to break the walls down. He halted. He looked at her. His deep, green eyes nailed her, crucified her. The chains rattled, the metal rings jarred against her limbs.

She shook her head. “You do it.”

For the first time since she’d found herself in that basement, the masked man seemed surprised. Although Jany couldn’t see his face, she was by now attuned to his impassive stare and to his body language. She knew she had startled him.

Holding his gaze, she expressed her desire. “Touch me.”

For a second, he remained motionless. Then he moved, and she repressed a cry. Hands on her breasts, he rubbed her nipples with his gloved palms, his slow, burning circles making her want to touch him. When he pinched her nipples, she felt like grabbing the part of him she now craved.

He pinched them, he stroked them, he twirled them. She sighed, she hissed, she moaned. She’d never felt that way. As he silently squeezed her nipples, her body yearned for more, for a deliverance that had nothing to do with locks and chains. She closed her eyes.

The delicious sensations abated, and she experienced his hands over her body, her belly, her hips, her thighs. Arousing as his caresses were, the cold gloves felt wrong. She hungered for the touch of his warm skin inside her, the touch of him. She opened her eyes.

“Take off the gloves.”

The motion of his hands ceased. Arms dangling, he looked at her before taking a step back.




What now? Did I say something wrong? Well, what did you expect, pal? You can’t kidnap a woman and assume she’ll just shut up. You can’t turn her on and have it your way. That’s not in the book.

Whatever he had assumed, he’d made his mind up. He killed the movie. A short trip to the kinky cupboard, and he raised a blindfold before her eyes. The sight of the black fabric sent her pulse wild. Without the slightest hesitation, she nodded. He tied the blindfold tightly around her head.

You really don’t want me to see you, do you? Not even your hands. Why? For the love of God, why?

Shrouded in darkness, Jany heard a distinctive plastic sound. He was taking the gloves off. After that, she only listened to the thudding of her heart as the invisible man touched her. Warm skin on her pussy. Lively fingers cuddling her lips, breaking them open, ferreting out her clitoris, fondling it until her moans changed to deep-throated cries.

“Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God.”

Abruptly, the fingers left her. The wild sensations faded. Blindfolded and helpless, Jany stopped breathing.








Chapter Six

She thought she heard a sound, like a quick, shifting noise. Body tensed, hands balled into fists, legs taut, she felt at a loss. What was going on? Why had he stopped? What was coming?

Two hands began stroking her thighs. Up and down, the gentle caresses on her skin made her legs quiver. Her body relaxing, she relished the soft grazing, the exciting touch aiming for the heart of her bush. Mouth dry, pussy wet, she moaned again when he applied pressure on it.

As fast as they had faded, the torrid sensations she had experienced rushed back, fiercer and deeper. This time, he inserted a finger in her. She jerked from the amazing feeling, astounded by the force of her reaction, unable to bear the pleasure he was giving her.

He wouldn’t fool her though. His finger had nothing to do with her burst of joy; his tongue had. He had penetrated her with his tongue, and he was licking her core.




He had removed his mask.

The thought of his nameless face buried in her fanny made her skin tingle. The foraying tongue set her ablaze; the sucking mouth liquefied her. She felt like an ice cream under a scorching July Nevada sun. Her insides melted. Everything she was dissolved into a single point of her body. Nothing else existed but the torturing fire he was fueling with his mouth.

When his tongue reached her clit, she yanked on the metal rings. The chains jangled, deadening her unbridled yell. The fiddling tongue seared her oversensitive flesh, breaking her apart, propelling her mind into a world of ecstasy. Manacles biting her skin, head rocking, face contorted, her whole body taut as a bow, she let out a long, gut-wrenching wail.

A sweet-and-sour smell abruptly reached her nose. A sudden emptiness between her thighs, and she felt a presence beside her face. A finger stroked her cheek, a light touch caressed her lips, blossoming fragrances nuzzling up around her. Her scent on his mouth? Then a warm breath against her cheek and a whisper in her ear.

“Come for me.”

Blind, she wondered if he observed her features strained with pleasure. Then she heard a shifting noise again, and she stopped wondering because between her thighs, the fire raged anew. Relentless and nerve-shattering, the sweet, abrasive tongue snapped her up, snared her, enslaved her. The heavy, easy strokes bowled her over, hurled her to the edge of herself. She came. Quick, violent spasms ripped her body, drawing forcible wails out of her. The chains rattled in unison, tugged by her twitching limbs.

Life rushed back, yet she couldn’t think; she couldn’t breathe. Totally drained, she barely felt a touch on the back of her head. A harsh light stung her eyes as the blindfold fell off. She blinked. A faint ache toyed with her wrists and ankles as the manacles came off. She sagged.

White mask secured on his face, the silent man helped her to the bed. Around her waist, his arm felt solid and hard. She collapsed on the mattress, the soft sheet welcoming her exhausted body. Breathing hard, she watched her tormentor go for the little jar of Vaseline.

Sitting by her side, he greased the skin that had turned red. He rubbed her ankles and wrists, his gloved fingers light and gentle. As he applied the last touch, Jany placed an impulsive hand on his forearm, enjoying the mellowy feeling of his shirt.




“What do you want?”

He slowly removed his arm to put the cap back on the jar. Getting up, he gave her a long, unfathomable look before replacing the jar on the shelf and walking to the door. He opened it, his back to her, and stepped out. The lock was already clicking into place when Jany realized he had spoken to her.

“I don’t want anything.”

Shocked, she propped up the pillow and sat up. She hadn’t expected him to finally answer her question. Now he was gone before she could attempt to start a conversation. Relaxing, her body relieved from tension, Jany pondered on the words she had managed to extract from him.

You lying shit! You do want something, I just don’t know what it is yet. But give me time, and you’ll see.

The guy was a lying shit all right, but one who had the power to turn her inside out. Recalling the violent sensations he had ignited in her, a new heat wave threatened to take possession of her body. In Jany’s vocabulary, the word “awesome” sounded damn feeble compared to the shattering sensation she had experienced at his hands and tongue.

He’d enjoyed giving her pleasure without asking for anything in return. Unfortunately for him, Jany didn’t believe in selfless acts, least of all since she had happened to see the bulge in his jeans. When he had brought the jar back to soothe her skin, the unforeseen protuberance had caught her eye. Even if he wouldn’t acknowledge the fact, her cries of raw pleasure had turned him on. He wasn’t an asexual entity after all. He was a man.

Upstairs, a door banged. Had he gone out? Had he left her alone? Or was he playing a practical joke on her?

Jany got up. First, she checked the basement door. No luck there. She tried the television but only got a snowy, crackly screen. Turning the water on, she stepped into the shower.

She knew the sound of his voice now. Low-pitched and smooth. He hadn’t talked much, yet enough for her to know he was a complete stranger. She had a good ear for music. If she had met him before, his voice would have rung a bell. No bell, no alarm, no recognition.




Water drenching her body, Jany closed her eyes. Something was happening to her. She had felt the first nudges; she had repelled them to the back of her mind. Although sheltered, warm, fed, and taken care of, she couldn’t afford the luxury of indulging in denial. She was having feelings for a ghost. For a faceless man who had kidnapped and chained her.

Oh boy, that can’t be possible! How did this happen? How could I let it happen? Goddammit, I wanna wake up. I wanna die.

Water pelting down on her, she pressed the sides of the shower cubicle and let out a long whine of despair. She stayed in the same position for a while, conflicting thoughts seething and churning in her mind, vibrant emotions raking her heart.

He will take off the mask. At some point, he has to. What if his face makes me wanna puke? What if it scares the hell out of me? What do I do then? Turn round and say ‘Thanks a lot, pal. That was fun, but I gotta dash now. See you around.’

Jany stopped the water. Sooner or later, she would have to get out of the shower. Once dry, she looked around for her clothes, operating on automatic pilot. Sighing, she went to the high bookshelf separating her “bedroom” from her “torture chamber.” Ignoring the blue dolphin, she browsed through the collection for items of interest. She needed to take her mind off the masked man.

By some extraordinary coincidence, her favorite books were lined up on one of the shelves. Right now, she wasn’t in the mood for anything familiar. Looking down, she picked up a thriller. The cover featured a running woman, face contorted in fear, chased by a man holding a gun.

Run, lady, run, but don’t be scared. You’ve seen his face. There’s nothing to be afraid of, lucky you.

Book in hand, Jany squatted. The lower shelf was devoted to music. Along with an MP3 player and headphones, dozens of compact discs lined the shelf. Without the energy to look through them, she just grabbed the MP3 player and went back to the bed. Propped up against the pillow, bedspread over her legs, she opened the thriller. Come on, running lady, humor me.

Fourteen chapters later, and in spite of a great love story, the words seemed to jump out of the book. She let the novel fall on the carpet and put the headphones on her head. The first song was on the top ten list of her favorite ballads. Yet another coincidence? Hey, what are the odds? Sure, my friend. Take me for an idiot while you’re at it.




Jany kicked the bedspread away. The heat must be pretty intense outside because it was getting hot in here. Lying down, she closed her eyes to listen to Bon Jovi’s “Bed of Roses.”

A caress on her cheek woke her up. Eyes flying open, she saw his tall shape looming over her, his white mask hiding the face she now longed to see, the face she feared so much. He stepped back quickly and with a nod indicated the tray on the coffee table.

She took the headphones off and sat on the edge of the bed. Her stomach leaped with joy at the sight of the beautiful plate. He had cooked different types of pasta in a rich, creamy sauce, sprinkled with grated cheese. Delicious aromas floating around, she realized hunger was gnawing at her. How long had she napped? What time could it be?

“What time is it?”

Picking up the fork, she dived into her meal, the first mouthful almost causing her to sigh. Absorbed as she was by the wonderful food, she still wasn’t about to let him build a wall of silence around him.

“I know you can talk. I believe I asked for the time.”

Refusing to raise her head, she focused on her plate. Admitting to herself that she had never tasted anything so good, Jany let him brood while she ate her pasta with great enthusiasm. Only then did she notice he was barefoot. Definitely a hot day. He had two feet, ten toes, ten toenails, the whole usual package attached to his ankles.

“Nineteen hundred hours.”

Although he talked like a regular G.I. Joe, she had goose bumps when she heard the velvety voice. Her appetite now gone for a ride, she sensed an opportunity, a breach in his bunker of silence and loneliness. Dropping the fork, she stood up slowly. Head high, fists on hips, breasts out, she challenged him.

“Look at me!”








Chapter Seven

Behind the mask, the green eyes stabbed her, yet she could tell he was having a hard time avoiding her naked body. He wanted her as much as she wanted him. She took a step toward him. He stepped back.

“Talk to me.” Keeping her voice leveled, she squared her shoulders. “I’ve had enough of this little hide-and-seek game of yours. I want an explanation now. You owe me one.”

“Didn’t you enjoy it?”

That low-pitched voice was so arousing that Jany had difficulty stifling a burst of desire. The velvety tune sounded like the feel of a fleece jacket on a winter’s night. Holy Jesus and all his saints, he’s talking. The guy is talking! Good work, Jany girl. Keep it up. Don’t falter now.

“That’s not the point. The point is: why am I here? I know you planned all this….” Her gaze encompassed the room before coming back to him… “So don’t tell me you went through all that trouble just to give me orgasms.”




He flinched. Not much, barely a slight shifting, but he flinched. She heard him sigh, but no words came out of his mouth. If she didn’t high-pressure him now, she would blow her chances for good. She took another slow step toward the masked man.

“You know what?” She pointed at the metallic chains. “When I woke up in there yesterday, I mistook you for a friend of mine. Hey, don’t get me wrong. I’m not a big fan of the guy, but I wish I had been right. ‘Cause right now, I’d be dressed, blissfully alone, and safe in my house.”

“Right now, you’d be dead.”

What? Why dead? What’s he talking about? Is he trying to upset me? Is he making fun of me?

“You’re a funny guy, aren’t you?” Jany’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “Is it a new game? I hope you didn’t waste your day devising it because I’m not interested. Actually, I’m so not in a playful mood at the moment. I think you should watch your tongue.”

She regretted her words as soon as they came out of her mouth. The reference to the way he used his tongue didn’t escape his notice either because he briefly clenched his gloved fingers.

Without warning, vivid sensations gripped her. Reminded of his provocative tongue, desire shot through her, hardening her nipples, tightening her belly. This can’t go on. Get a grip on yourself, girl, ‘cause right now you’re just a horny bitch. Look at him. He’s nothing but an ugly bastard.

Oh yeah? Honestly? But if she considered him a “good guy,” how was she to fight her natural instincts? To refrain her immoderate lust for her captor? How was she supposed to tell her body to shut the fuck up? Was there a psychology textbook available on Amazon.com?

He gestured to the chains. When he opened his mouth, the worst part was that he sounded sincere. “This device isn’t meant for you. I thought you might find it interesting, but I’m not playing.”

Although the white mask concealed his expression, Jany knew he didn’t belong to the frolicking kind. No, not that guy.

“Aren’t you? Then tell me the truth.” The outset of a smirk lifted her upper lip. “Because so far, all I’ve seen of you makes me think of a sex maniac.”




“You’re wrong.”

“Sure, I am.” The smirk on her face deepened into a scorn. “Prove it. Come on. Convince me I’m here for a reason. I mean, apart from testing your sex toys.”

“I’m saving your life.”

He was unbelievable. That was just pure wishful thinking on his part as her life didn’t need saving. From what? From whom?

“By keeping me chained up and naked?”

This guy must have the hots for her, so he had concocted a mystery story to back up his lack of courage. He had probably seen her in the street, felt attracted her, but never dared ask her out. As a result, he had kidnapped her. What a lot of guts that must have taken.

Then he had put a mask on to spur her curiosity. If she could lift it off, even for a second, she felt certain she would see a regular guy. Probably not a Brad Pitt lookalike but regular. Was he aware of the consequences of his actions, or did he believe his own crap?

“You have to stay here, it’s a…”

He didn’t finish his sentence. Instead he stood there, his intense gaze burning her bare skin, her naked heart.

“A what?”

Silence settled between them. Not a wall yet but a strong barrier. Conscious they were tearing down whatever connection they had begun to build, Jany went for the oldest trick in the world.

“Look me in the eye and tell me you don’t desire me.”

Stiff as a lamppost, he strode to the basement door as if she had slapped him or humiliated him. He was running away, and she had lost, for now. She called out to him when she saw him grab the door handle.

“Hey! If it’s not too much trouble, I’d like a coffee and my clothes.” Before he had time to vanish upstairs, she added as an afterthought. “Please.” Then the lock clicked.

Bye Bye Birdie. Go, have a cold drink, cool yourself down. You can’t belt me, and you can’t get rid of me. I guess you’ll be back soon. Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be waiting. My patience knows no limit.

Jany had time to finish her pasta, to find a comfortable position on the bed, and to read five more chapters before he came back. Eyes locked on page one hundred and eighty-seven, she listened to the soft shuffle of his bare feet on the carpet, to the tap of a coffee mug on the tray. 




No way I’m breaking the ice, pal. You have something to say to me, you act like a man. I’m reading my book.

He moved out of her peripheral vision. Judging by sound, he hadn’t gone very far. Seconds ticked away, maybe a minute, and still not a word from him. Jany was staring so hard at page one hundred and eighty-seven, the words started knitting together. Knitting and weaving.

“I brought you a coffee.”

In a stupid, childish, teenage-like way, Jany’s heart collided with her ribcage. She raised her eyes to find him looking at her. He was leaning against the opposite wall, arms crossed over his chest.

“Oh, there you are.” She offered him a cute smile and casually put her book down. “Sorry, I didn’t see you come in.”

“Who’s playing now?”

Well said, big guy. Throwing her legs over the bed, she sat to enjoy her fresh coffee. Holding the mug with both hands, she took a few sips before engaging in probable hostilities.

“Thanks for the coffee. Where are my clothes?”

“Upstairs.”

He could be so irritating at times. Banging the mug on the tray, she stood up to face him, not sure how this was going to end up. Before she could give him a piece of her mind, he uncrossed his arms, and raised a conciliatory, gloved hand.

“I lied when I said I didn’t want anything from you.” He stuffed his hands into his pockets. “The fact is I’m very attracted to you.”

“You see, there are other ways to seduce a woman.” Perceiving his admission had been a hardship, Jany tried to keep laughter off her voice. “Like approaching me. Maybe inviting me to dinner. You know, the usual. I assure you, most of the time it works.”

“You don’t understand.” He shook his head. “I don’t want to touch you. I can’t…” He seemed to be looking for words. “I can’t be inside you.”

Does he take me for the Virgin Mary? That would be a first. Damn it, is he a eunuch? Can’t he get it up?

Although his words could be easily misinterpreted, she knew he wasn’t being harsh on her. She also sensed they were going straight to the wall if she didn’t act. Besides, his velvety voice was working its mojo on her, and she wanted him. I might regret this later, but to hell with his ugly face. Holding on to the fierce green gaze, she came up to him.




“That’s too bad because I’m gonna unbuckle your belt now.” Closing in on him, she paused inches from his tall body. “And if you want me to stop, you’re gonna have to make me.”








Chapter Eight

Her hand hadn’t yet reached his belt when Jany noted the front of his jeans pushing outward. So he could get it up. As she unfastened the buckle, a gloved hand gripped hers. She raised her face to see the white mask moving left to right.

“I won’t do this.” His deep voice rumbled.

Her spine tingled. Regardless of his assertion, his obvious desire swept away her last reservations. Hand held but within stroking distance, Jany gave in to the irresistible impulse bidding her to devour the forbidden fruit. Or to be devoured. Pulling her hand free, she threw her arms around his neck and pressed her body against his.

He seemed to be hit by a jolt of electricity. He shivered, wavered for a second, then seized her fiercely. An urgent, aching moan filtered through the mask as he crushed her body on his chest. Arms around her, his grip was powerful, almost painful.




Encased in his tight embrace, she couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t control the erratic flow of her pulse. She felt his heart beating, drumming against her cleavage. Standing on tiptoe, she brushed past his mask to bury her head in his neck, eliciting another poignant moan.

His profound cry from the heart moved her. He was holding on to her as if he needed to be rescued, as if she was an anchor in a raging, dissevered ocean. An unexpected emotion gripped her throat, wrenched her stomach, and weakened her legs. For a shattering moment, they clung to each other.

He released her only to slide down in a slow motion. Timid hands outlined her figure, nervous fingers delineated her breasts, her waist, her hips. Without a word, he knelt. When he raised his head, his intense gaze pierced her heart.

“Close your eyes.” He murmured.

The mesmerizing stare felt like an urgent plea, a fervent prayer for safekeeping and salvation. He was going to remove his mask, and he was placing his trust in her. She closed her eyes.

Once more, she heard a slight, shifting sound. In the silent bunker, life seemed to forfeit its clutch on reality. Nestling between her thighs, a warm mouth drew her lips in, gently licking them, nibbling, nipping.

Opening up like a sunflower in July, Jany sighed when his mouth licked her, when his tongue lapped its way into her. Her blood bounded in her veins, connected to the rushing sensations dizzying her. Eyes shut, she swayed from side to side, immersed in the steady beat of his staggering tongue.

She wanted to open her eyes; she longed to look upon the unmasked man. Yet they had a tacit understanding, an implied promise she was reluctant to break. Her lids rippled.

Jany girl, you’re such a hypocrite. You won’t open your eyes because you’re scared shitless of ruining one of the best moments of your life, because you’re terrified of what you might see, because you will cower and shut down if he’s not what you expect. You know you have it in you, but this is no effing game, so don’t fuck around. You think you’re brave, but you’re just pathetic.

She sealed her lids tight. His hands on her thighs, she felt his tongue move back to find her clitoris. As he caressed and licked, a surge of pleasure rocked her, quelling her fears. Even in the way he sucked her, she sensed thoughtfulness and respect. At that precise instant, she craved his touch and strength. She yearned for his love inside her needy body.




Eyes closed, she rested her hands on his head. Soft hair tickled her fingers, and his darting tongue slowed. The sudden change of rhythm spurred another burst of pleasure, driving her heartbeat wild.

She had to catch her breath before expressing her desire. “Put your mask on.”

The avid licking stopped. His hands left her thighs; then she heard the same noise as he concealed his face. Even though Jany figured he didn’t know what to expect, he respected her wish.

At last opening her eyes, the sight of the familiar white mask gave her comfort. Still, she wondered about his feelings. Was he disconcerted? Relieved? Annoyed? When he stood up, she took his hands in hers. Walking backward, she led him to the bed.

Facing each other, he let her unbuckle his belt. His jeans and underwear fell down without any reaction on his part. But as she twisted her fingers around the top button of his shirt, his eyes seemed to burn through her mind. He grabbed her by the shoulders.

“No.”

So she slid her hands down his shirt, feeling firm muscles and warm skin underneath the thin fabric. Down she went in a slow motion, her light fingers encircling his hard-on, enclasping it.

He gasped. Jolted, electrified, his erection stiffened like iron. His hands on her shoulders, they stared at each other, his heavy breathing muffled by the mask. As she relinquished her grip on him, he turned her around in a swift move. A slight pressure on her back, and she bent over, hands on the mattress to catch her balance.

Dear God, he’s gonna do it.

Breath caught in her throat, pulse pounding in her ears, stomach cramped from anticipation, she stretched her legs and stuck her butt out. Offering him her most intimate part, she tensed. Dear God, he’s gonna do it!

He pushed his cock into her. Seizing her thighs, he penetrated her in one go. She was so ready for him, he just sank in. As their bodies connected, his harsh grunt enfolded her irrepressible moan of pleasure. Then he moved.




Nails digging into the mattress, she huffed when he withdrew only to plunge into her again. Tightening his grip on her thighs, his unequivocal tension exalted her, his cock inflamed her, his passionate stabs robbed her of rationality. Unable to restrain her excitement, she started whimpering as he brought her to him again and again.

As if her cries struck a chord in his heart, he rammed into her. After that, all heaven broke loose. Grabbing her waist, he ravished her. His quick, powerful thrusts sent her mind reeling. His rapid, violent shoves had her teetering on the brink of orgasm. His heart-bleeding, raw grunts pushed her over the edge. Crying out, she climaxed full force, feeling his cock buried in her, feeling his body trembling from the ferocity of his own pleasure.

Panting and sweating, flesh into flesh, they slowly came back to themselves. She loosened her hold on the sheet. He withdrew.

Slumping on the mattress, head down from weakness, she attempted to structure her scattered thoughts. So many things she wanted to tell him, to hear from him, to share with him. Distraught but not lost in the workings of her mind, she realized their lovemaking had changed everything. Now more than ever, she had to talk to him.

When she heard the sound of his jeans being clumsily pulled up, she raised her head. A little confused, not quite out of the bliss he had given her, she wavered. Before she had time to keep him by her side, he was out the door.

He fled.








Chapter Nine

Jany dragged herself to the shower. Inside, she turned on the water and sat on the white, stainless surface. Legs drawn in to her breasts, arms around her knees, head resting on her kneecaps, cool plastic under her buttocks, water cascading down on her hair and back, she withdrew into herself.

I’m in deep shit. Way shittier than I ever was with Billy. Gosh, if you weren’t such a nerd, Billy, I’d miss you. Okay, you’re boring, but with you at least, I know where I stand. What now? What should I do? That guy is a real person with real feelings. Dear God, I need a little help here.

She wasn’t fooled. Although he had jumped her bones pretty roughly, what they had just shared couldn’t be called sex. Not in a million years. Like two souls in desperate need of a haven, they had made love. Real love.

Out of the blue, Jany was reminded of a true story she had read a long time ago about a woman who had fallen in love with her abductor. Not only had the psychopath kidnapped, beaten, and raped her, but he had held her prisoner for weeks before she was finally rescued by the police. As unconceivable as it sounded, the woman had claimed to be in love with him.




There’s a name for that, the what-do-you-call-it syndrome. Well, screw you damn syndrome, I don’t wanna be that woman. Do you hear me? I don’t want to and I won’t. Oh yeah, it was all nice and easy for her. She knew the face of her tormentor. Mine is wearing a freaking mask. Sure, she got a bit roughed up around the edges, but so what? She got rescued, didn’t she? She got her happy ending, didn’t she?

Unlike the tortured woman from the true story, Jany had been treated with respect and kindness, the recent lovemaking being an obvious conclusion to her non-victim condition. Water raining down on her, she closed her eyes and squeezed her knees, gently rocking back and forth.

He’s not a psychopath. For God’s sake, he’s just a loser probably stranded by his lousy girlfriend, and now he’s unable to ask someone else out. I bet women scare the shit out of him, so he goes to buy sex toys and blindfolds thinking it’s an awesome way to score. It kinda sets him apart, doesn’t it? But what if I’m wrong? What if he’s no oil painting under that frigging mask?

Eyes shut, lips pursed, she recalled his hands gripping her waist, his powerful thrusts inside her body, his impelling grunts as he wrung unrivalled pleasure out of her. An unsettling image, a distressing sensation that her mind couldn’t yet process with any kind of efficiency. Hunkered down, rubbing her hands on the length of her arms, Jany started crying.

Why can’t I be happy, carefree Cinderella? One thing’s for sure, I wouldn’t be trapped in that bunker. I’d be smiling, dancing in a beautiful clearing, singing my head off, waiting for Prince Charming. That’s what life is about, isn’t it? Birds, songs, Goldilocks, and the Seven Dwarfs. Maybe if I stay in the shower long enough, an unmasked Prince Charming will break the door down to ravish me out of this basement. Then he’ll kiss me, and we’ll live happily ever.

Her tears dried out. Jerked out of her daydream by a startling thought, Jany’s eyes flew open. A kiss? Standing up, she realized she had never had sex before without kissing her partner. How was that for a revelation? A tune began spinning round her mind, an old Meat Loaf song, the lyrics coming back to her as she started humming ‘A kiss is a terrible thing to waste’.




Grabbing the bar of soap, she set about washing her body. Getting out of the shower, she shook her head, dried her hair as best she could, wrapped the bath towel around her, and jumped on the bed.

How come I didn’t think of the towel before? Sure as hell, it doesn’t look like a ball gown, but I wouldn’t have been so naked. Has my common sense gone AWOL? Am I losing my marbles? Am I that desperate to display myself? For Christ’s sake, I’m not a cheerleader anymore.

Whatever. The headphones lying by the pillow, she considered passing time with music in her ears, but the thought of listening to all of her favorite ballads didn’t appeal to her. The mystery novel felt like a better shot. Head cocked, she was bending to retrieve the book when she saw it. The basement door was ajar.

Her heart missed a few beats. She must be having hallucinations because no other explanation made sense. Transfixed, she stared at the door, waiting for him to push it open, waiting for the mirage to be dispelled. She remained in that frozen posture until her heart rebooted, her stomach unclenched, and air rushed out of her lungs. Inhaling, focusing, Jany regarded the enigma with clear, unbiased eyes. The door was ajar.

Okay. Don’t fret, Jany girl. He’s gonna push that door in a second. He has to; he’s never left it open before.

She sat on the edge of the bed. Nothing happened. Only a drip from the shower, the soft sound of her fingers crumpling the sheet, the loud thumping of her heart. What now?

Then again, he left in such a hurry he might have overlooked the door. Have to say, that was one hell of a session.

She got up. Moving quietly, she went to the door. Nobody seemed to be standing outside. Edgy fingers on the handle, she poked her head round the door. An empty, lit stairway stared back at her. The way looked clear. Still half-in, half-out, she hesitated.

What’s the risk? Getting caught? Even so, you know he won’t hurt you. This is your chance. Go for it!

Unless the risk had never been about getting caught. Unless it now came down to not getting caught. What then? Walk out the front door, run to the nearest populated area, get in a taxi, reach home safe and sound wearing nothing but a towel. Out of the basement, out of the house, and free. Yet freedom also meant never seeing him again.




Come on, girl. You’re turning into a real drama queen here. Enough of that schmaltzy crap. Just because he rocked your world doesn’t mean he’s your soul mate. Get a grip, would you?

Taking a hushed breath, Jany got out of the basement. Step by step, crouching, she worked her way up. Thanking the heavens the stairs didn’t creak, she squatted on the landing. Ears pricked, fearful the beating of her heart would muffle noises, Jany observed her surroundings.

Straight ahead, about thirty feet away, the front door looked ominous. Between there and Jany, two doors on the right stood closed. Bedroom? Living room? Kitchen? He could come out of there anytime. The longer she waited, the easier for him to stumble upon her and drag her back downstairs.

On the left side, the nearest door was open. Before making a run for freedom, she had to make sure he wasn’t in that room. With stealth and a little bit of luck, she felt confident she was about to hit the jackpot. Standing up, shoulders hunched, she inched her way forward. Caution foremost in her mind, she almost made it to mid-landing. The front door appeared so close she might have touched the handle.

Then she heard it. As she took another step, the distinctive sound of running water reached her ears. Heart messing with her sense of hearing, she halted. The masked man was in that room, and he wasn’t going to spend the next few hours in there. If she didn’t act fast, he would lock her up again.

Which way? The basement or the front door? I’ll never make it outside, not if I have to go past him. Downstairs is much safer. I’ll just have to bide my time, but downstairs is a way more sensible option.

Jany crept forward. Catching her breath, enraptured by the gurgling water, she stopped by the door frame. He believed himself to be alone; he must have removed the mask. Repressing a shiver, she realized she wanted to see his face. She needed to see his face. She squatted. Keeping her head as low as possible, she peeked into the room.

Still barefoot, his back to her, he was standing in front of the bathroom sink. Except for a small, bright light above the mirror, the room lay pretty much in shadows. Still, Jany could view most of the bathroom. Glancing up, she saw the brown shirt and the dark hair without the elastic black band holding the mask in place. Then she looked directly into the mirror. Head tilted to the other side, foam on his cheek and chin, he was shaving.




Fully revealed, the green eyes pierced her heart. In them, she could sense pain, loneliness, and despair. Yet they weren’t seeing her. Focused on the movement of the blade, the mesmerizing gaze seemed a world away. Stroke after stroke, the unmasked face appeared in the mirror.

Crouching in the shadows, Jany barely suppressed a cry of surprise. Eyes wide open, riveted to the naked face, she discovered the most handsome man she had ever seen. Stunned, drained of strength and sense, her mind unable to understand what her eyes were seeing, she froze.

Holy shit, this is impossible! I don’t get it, I can’t get it. What the heck is going on here? The guy’s a freaking hottie. He’s a dream stud. My God, he’s so gorgeous I could eat him up. Wait a minute, I kinda did. Wish I had taken the mask off sooner. Oh boy, I’m gonna pass out. Did I really make love with Mister Hunky here? Wow! Call me Daisy and spank me! On second thought, I think I’m gonna stick around for a while. I might even chain myself up in that cozy basement. What on earth was I afraid of?

Cheek fresh and smooth, he tilted his head to the other side. The right side of his face invaded the mirror, and Jany recoiled in horror. She fled.








Chapter Ten

Sprawled on the bed, flat on her belly, head buried under the pillow, Jany let out the terrible disappointment clutching her chest. Although she had been preparing herself for the worst, deep in her heart she’d had hoped for the best. Eyes squeezed to drive off the nightmarish vision, legs kicking the mattress, arms clenching the pillow over her head, she cursed the day vanity had taken over her sensibility.

But she hadn’t been dreaming. She had seen the ghastly face in the mirror, and no amount of eye-squashing would make reality go away. Because she had witnessed the deep, puffy scars covering the right side of his head, crisscrossing his entire cheek, slashing half of his chin. They must be knife injuries; however, they looked more like trenches than gashes. How could she ever get rid of that dreadful sight? The face of a monster.

Yet in the middle of her shocked and jumbled thoughts, a truth showed its own monstrous face: where had her compassion and sympathy gone? Had she lost them during her teenage years when her world revolved around cheerleading and being popular? Had she ever had them in the first place?




I can’t think about that now. I want my mom. I need you, Mommy. Please come get me. I don’t wanna be here.

Unfortunately, right this minute Mommy was cruising the open seas with Daddy. More to the point, Mommy would never have to deal with such a frightening encounter. She would. Right here, right now, and as an adult. In need of air, lungs hurting from refrained sobs, Jany quit kicking the blameless mattress and breathed. Why had she fled downstairs? Why not go for the front door? Sure it would have been locked but at least, she could have tried. Too late to figure it out.

I panicked. I ran away like a terrorized kid. He must have heard me, and he’s gonna come down here. Oh, shit!

Hugging the pillow like a safety blanket, she rolled to her side and stared at the opposite basement wall. Despite the turmoil in her mind, she began to perceive an upside to her desperate situation. Now she knew where she was but more importantly who he was.

Compared to dazzling, huge cities, Anchor Town could only be classified as a small settlement. About ten thousand strong, people enjoyed living in this charming, peaceful area. A few months ago, their routine had been disrupted by the arrival of a stranger. He had bought a house on the outskirts of town and had settled there alone.

Keeping pretty much to himself, he was rarely seen in town. Had he been different, people wouldn’t have noticed him, but the provoking scars on his face had instantly set him apart. People averted their eyes in his presence, picked up their phones with an industrious attitude, crossed the street to avoid him, and turned their children’s faces away from the monster.

Nobody knew where he came from, how long he planned on staying, or what he was doing. Nobody knew his real name, but in Anchor Town, he was known as “Scarface.” Not very clever or imaginative for a nickname, at least from Al Pacino’s fans, yet true to life.

Searching her memory, Jany remembered seeing him from afar a few times. Just like everyone else, his face struck her as scary and repellent, abruptly urging her to go into the nearest shoe shop whenever their paths crossed. She hadn’t done it though. Instead, she had stared hard at the awesome sidewalk intricate and colorful designs. Not everyone is a hero.




So here I am, scared out of my wits, and locked in Scarface’s basement. Dear God, I don’t ever want to see that face again.

As forcefully as she had slumped onto the bed minutes ago, she sat up straight, eyes wide, mouth dry. A single thought striking her brains, she grabbed the pillow and clung to it. Oh boy, I had sex with Scarface. Holy shit, cows, and rabbits, I had the most amazing sex in my whole life with a monster.

In an ironic kind of way, she felt cheated. By the universe, by destiny, by karma, by whatever the name applied to her condition. She had been dealt a piece of heaven, only to find out rot pitted the scrumptious apple. And she felt utterly played. Dear God, how could you do this to me? Why send this man to me if I can’t look at him without throwing up? It’s not fair.

Somehow, she believed God had more important and urgent things to do. Like it or lump it, she would have to deal with her misery. Although the day had turned out to be eventful, she waded through despair, frustration, anger, guilt, and inequity. But obviously that wasn’t enough for a single day because the monster came into the basement.

Jany let loose a silent sigh when she saw the mask on his face. She had no problem looking at the mask. No problem at all. Then she noticed the bundle in his hands. Arms stretched, taking slow steps toward the bed, he carried the package almost like an offering. On second thought, more like the bundle was about to jump down his throat. Moving carefully, he deposited her folded clothes and her sneakers at the foot of the bed.

My clothes? Is he letting me go or toying with me? Did he spot me upstairs? I’m sure he did. I can identify him now. I can report him to the police. Oh boy, he’s gonna kill me and bury me under a maple tree.

“I’m sorry for the inconvenience I caused you.” He nodded to the bundle. “I’ve washed and ironed your clothes.”

Way cool, pal. What do I care? Did you have a little sniffy-jerky before you dumped them in the washing machine?

“Thanks.”

Jany was aware silence could be oppressive, but the stuffy atmosphere gluing them down bore a strong resemblance to mortar. Before it solidified into stone, she had to break the silence. And why stroll along the open road when she could run head on into the wall?




“I saw you in the bathroom.”

“I know.”

His voice made her shiver. Despite the painful image his disfigured face carved in her mind, her heart lurched each time he spoke. To her stupefaction, gut reaction stood more powerful than reason.

“Are you letting me go?”

Shoulders rigid, he crossed his arms. White mask blank, he looked like a stone statue.

“I guess that’s a no. Lucky me!” Jany lowered her lids and rubbed the sides of her head before renewing eye contact. “You know what? It’s just as well. Because if you did let me go, I’d tell my boyfriend. Believe me when I say, you’re no match against him.”

What’s this bragging all about? Come on, Jany. You sound like a brat just out of kindergarten. I’m gonna tell Daddy, na nana nana na, I’m gonna tell Daddy. And Billy? That jackass couldn’t punch a hole into a Japanese house paper wall if it was standing in front of him.

“His name’s Billy Carter, and he’s not your boyfriend.”

“How…?” Her mouth felt so dry, she had to swallow hard. “How do you know about Billy?”

“I know he won’t come for me.” He sounded so sure of himself, so confident. Even if he had it right, the desire to prove him wrong gripped her.

“If I ask him to, he will. Trust me.”

“Billy Carter is currently in the intensive care unit of Anchor Town’s hospital. I can assure you he will stay there for a while.”

The masked man delivered his speech with clear, straight-to-the-point words. No ambiguity there, no partiality, only facts. As much as she would have liked to dispute his allegation, Jany recognized the ring of truth in his voice. In his damn seductive voice.

“Billy’s in hospital? What happened?”

“I broke his legs and his left arm.”

Lower lip dropping, Jany stared at the screened monster. Arms folded, as inflexible as a rock mountain, he reminded her of a block of granite waiting to be carved by a dedicated sculptor.

“Why?”

“Because he’s right-handed.”




The granite block had a sense of humor. True, a little on the wry side, but a sense of humor nonetheless. Too bad she wasn’t in the mood for tongue-in-cheek remarks.

“You know what I mean. Why on earth would you hurt Billy? He’s done nothing wrong to you.”

“He wronged you.”

Is my personal life an open book to this guy? How deep has he pried into my affairs? Okay, Billy isn’t the faithful type, but we never made a commitment, and he can screw the whole cheerleading team for all I care. Even if I cared, the jackass doesn’t deserve such a beating anyway.

Jany held a hand up. “Look, I don’t mean to sound ungrateful when I say this is none of your business. Yes, Billy’s been stalking me for some time, but I’ll deal with him my way. All right? My way, not yours.”

At last, her brief discourse elicited a reaction. He uncrossing his arms to grip the bed frame. Knuckles white, neck stretched toward her, eyes boring into hers, he uttered implacable words.

“Billy Carter has put out a contract on you.”








Chapter Eleven

“A contract? What are you talking about?”

Eyebrows knitted, Jany pushed herself up and went for her clothes. She turned her back on him to get dressed, letting the useless bath towel drop to the floor. As she put her jeans and top on, a nice, floral odor caressed her nose. What kind of softener does he use? As soon as she felt secure in her clothes, she grabbed her sneakers.

“I need you to trust me.” His voice had taken on a grave tone as he watched her lace her sneakers. “Billy Carter has dispatched a hit man to dispose of you.”

Fully dressed with her shoes on, Jany faced her kidnapper. “You’re serious, aren’t you? You really believe a hammerhead like Billy is capable of devising a cunning plan to kill me? Why would he anyway?” She took a step toward the masked man. “Listen, Billy isn’t the brightest man in the world. Even if he wanted to, he doesn’t have the means to carry out a murder.”

“Correct.”




That’s it? This is all I get? No explanation, no clue, no hint. Just “correct,” and I’m supposed to be satisfied?

Long, itchy seconds ticked by before he came to stand between her and the basement door.

“Billy Carter made a mistake. Being dumped was hard to take for him, so he hired a man to scare you. That night, Billy left work with a month’s worth of cash in his pockets. Instead of going straight home, he went to the bad kind of bar. He got completely wasted, talked to the wrong person, gave him your name, and paid him to ruffle your feathers. But the hit man misunderstood his gibberish and now you’re his target.”

Speechless, Jany could only manage to stare at him. Although she didn’t believe a word he said, a lump grew in the pit of her stomach, taking up the space she needed to breathe.

“Let’s pretend you’re not making up this sordid story. Surely, Billy would have gone back to stop the man.”

“You know, a professional killer doesn’t wait around to see if his clients might have a change of heart. He’s been paid. He’ll do the job. Besides, Billy isn’t aware of his mistake. His recollection seems to be fuzzy.”

The stationary lump became heavier, weighing on her stomach like a corrupt organism, dragging her down to a bottomless crevasse. Sniffing for air in the stuffy basement, Jany licked her lips.

“How come you’re so familiar with Billy’s recollection? Is that why you broke his legs? To torture him? To make him talk?”

“I didn’t have to. Your brave boyfriend spilled the beans before I laid a finger on him.”

Contempt flooded the velvety voice. Something else too, some kind of emotion Jany couldn’t quite put her finger on. I’m in the middle of a damn peeing contest. Hey, who’s got the longest? Male ego? Jealousy? Anger? Even so, why would the masked man be hacked off with Billy?

“If Billy told you everything you wanted to know, why did you beat his brains out?”

Jany could have sworn he wavered. Had she touched a soft spot? Had she stumbled on a sensitive subject? Bracing herself for another unpleasant silence, her heart sped up when he did answer her question.




“Because he had earned his punishment. He didn’t treat you with the respect you deserve.”

Oh boy, I didn’t see that coming. What could have possibly distracted me? Hey, looks like I got myself a guardian angel. What’s next? Dinner and a movie? A ring and a proposal? Please, please, please, let’s not go down that road. My God, I’ve got to get out of here.

Still barring the way to the door, the masked man looked somewhat less stony than a moment earlier. “Now do you understand why you’re safe here?”

“I understand you have a vivid imagination. I understand you’re lonely, you’re attracted to me, and it’s much more convenient with Billy out the way. That’s what I understand.”

He reached out to her. “You’ve got to believe me.” All of a sudden, he sounded both frustrated and pleading. “It’s very dangerous for you outside. Here is the only place I can protect you.”

“And do me.”

She could have slapped herself. They were back on safe grounds, and she had ruined the moment in a heartbeat. How could anyone in his right mind be so dumb? She had to muzzle her big mouth if she wanted the monster off her body. Yet she knew it was already too late.

As she uttered her quirky line, he seemed to be punched in the chest. Exhaling loudly, he stumbled back a step, his gloved hands going to the sides of his legs and balling into fists, his eyes glowing behind the mask.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…” Jany’s voice trailed off. Adopting the attitude of a sculpture in a history museum, barely breathing, she watched him try to regain control of himself.

Didn’t I? Honestly?

Part of her did. The part able to overlook his ravaged face, to sense his deep kindness, to feel his touch. The human part commonly called the heart. His firm grip on her waist as he had pushed his cock into her. His excited grunts when his thrusts had taken her breath away. His quivering hands on her flesh as they had both rocked from the violence of their orgasms. That moment in time had been true. Wish as she might, her heart and soul would always remember.

Upstairs, a phone rang.




Gaze clouded, chest rising, the masked man extended an arm in a peremptory “don’t move” gesture. “I’ve got to take that call. I’ll be back in a minute.” Then he strode out of the room.

The call must be important. For him to leave her so abruptly only meant top priority. He would rush to pick up the phone. He wouldn’t look back. As he hurried upstairs, she took off in his wake, focused on a single notion. This was her chance. Her real chance.

When she reached the top of the basement stairs, the ringing stopped. The first door on the right stood open. She heard a clicking sound coming from inside the room followed by a firm “Yes.” She didn’t think. She didn’t weigh the pros and cons.

She darted for the front door.








Chapter Twelve

For the first time in the past twenty-four hours, fate recalled Jany’s existence. She had been running along the main street for less than a minute when she spotted a cab coming from the other side of the road. In the still night, its yellow roof lights couldn’t be mistaken.

As Jany rushed toward the taxi, the driver stamped hard on the brakes. A screeching noise escorting her, she leaped inside and gave her address. Breathless, heart pumping enough blood to sate a vampire, she cast quick, backward glances. Darkness outside. No sign of pursuit. No monster.

Slumping back on the seat, she took long breaths, waiting for her heartbeat to slow down. She should have been proud of her escape, happy to be free. Instead, the lump in her stomach shifted. Whatever she believed to have achieved, she felt utterly cornered.

How can this be? I’m free. I’m out of that damn basement and out of his life. Why do I feel trapped? God, I’m in urgent need of a shrink.




The cab pulled over in front of her small house. Along with her car keys, her handbag must be either in the store’s parking lot, in the back alleyway, or somewhere in the masked man’s house. She had never thought of asking. But her house key was still in her jeans pocket.

When he had brought her clothes back, the key had been the first thing she had checked. He obviously overlooked that detail when throwing her stuff in the washing machine, and why wouldn’t he? Women always kept their secrets in their handbags. Jany dashed inside, found enough money in her desk drawer, and paid for the ride before the driver grew restless. As the cab disappeared round the corner, she shivered.

After locking her front door, Jany trampled into the kitchen, her body heavy, her feet unwilling to move. She sank on a chair, elbows on the table, face buried in her hands. Images flashed in her mind. The spotless basement, the hanging chains, the metal rings around her wrists, the gloves on his hands, the white mask, his ravaged face in the bathroom mirror.

Pushing the chair back, she stood up. She grabbed a mug, filled it with coffee, and stuck it in the microwave. Then she opened the refrigerator and looked inside but didn’t take out anything. The microwave beeped. She sank back down onto the kitchen chair. The television, the shower, the bath towel, the porn movie, the blue dildo, the bed, the gloves on his hands, the white mask, his ravaged face in the bathroom mirror.

She stood up again. She retrieved the mug from the microwave, then dropped a spoon inside but didn’t pick up the sugar. Then she sat down, stirred the coffee, stared at the wall, and stirred some more.

Up again. Pulling the chair behind her, she shuffled to the phone. She sat, picked up the receiver, and dialed her best friend’s number. When the familiar voice greeted her, a long whistling seemed to deplete Jany’s chest. Although thousands of miles away, surrounded by the blinding lights of Sin City, Melissa sounded like an angel watching over her.

One word at a time, Jany recounted everything. She spoke for over an hour, soothing her tense muscles, relieving her lumpy stomach, decompressing her tightened heart, clearing her fuddled mind. Tears wetting her cheeks, tongue licking dry lips, she talked well into the night. Melissa listened, sympathized, consoled, and concurred. Then she listened again, up to the point where Jany asked for her advice.




“Let me get this straight, Jany. He cooks like a French chef, he can teach the Clean House team a thing or two, he has a sense of humor, he compiles your favorite songs and books, he gets rid of that freaking goofball ex of yours, he treats you with kindness and respect, he obviously covets your rack, and he’s the best sex you’ve ever had. Right?”

“Right.”

“And you’re telling me that you bailed because he played too close to a knife?”

Jany had to smile. Soothed by Melissa’s melodious voice and always at the ready humor, her fears had gone back to the closet.

“Well, when you put it that way…”

“There is no other way, Jany. Your guy may look like a scarred toad, but he’s Prince Charming.”

“He’s also a mythomaniac. I mean, he made up a crazy story just to get me down into his basement.”

“So? Come on, girl. Aren’t you sick and tired of the insufferable ‘Do I know you from somewhere?’ At least, your monster is imaginative.”

Jany had to admit her friend had a point. “Sure, he is. Freaks tend to be pretty creative, you know.”

“You’re telling me? Hey, I live in Vegas, baby. One thing I’ve learned, real freaks rarely come with scars on their faces.”

“Listen, Melissa, I’m tired. I’m going to bed. Thanks for putting up with me tonight. I really appreciate your concern.”

“You’re ditching me? I can’t believe my ears. You’re actually ditching me.” Her amused tone filled the receiver. “All right, my girl, I’ll stop torturing you now. Curl up in your bed and keep dreaming of handsome knights.”

“What do you mean?”

Melissa laughed, her good mood genuine. “Nothing. Get a good night sleep. I’ll call you tomorrow. Okay?”

“Okay. Bye, Melissa, and thanks again.”

Hanging up, Jany wished they could see each other more often. She missed Melissa. Tomorrow morning, I’ll book a flight to Vegas. I need a vacation. I need to relax in a comfortable hotel, flirt with the clerk, drink cocktails, get a massage, drop a few quarters in the slots, and empty my mind. I don’t want to think anymore. I just wanna be a vegetable sunbathing by the pool.




She carried the chair back to the table. Sitting down, she put both hands around the mug. The coffee had turned cold, and she winced when she tasted the bitter liquid. Yet she remained there, staring at the window, the bright lights in the kitchen blinding her to the outside world.

The window exploded. Behind her, well above her head, Jany heard something shatter. Heart in her mouth, brain out of order, she felt rooted to the spot. A cool breeze invaded the kitchen. Like a wake up call, the gentle tap snapped her out of her stupor. Relying on her instincts, she did the only thing that made sense to her. Toppling over, braking her fall with her hands, she lay flat on the cold floor.

Right cheek pressed on a tile, arms folded over her head, body rigid, Jany waited for the second bullet. What else could it be but a bullet? The masked man had warned her, he had told her about the contract, he had asked her to believe him, Hell, he had almost pleaded, but she had refused to listen. So wrong of her.

Eyes shut, lips tight, hands embedded in her short hair, she waited for the second bullet. The monster had actually tried to save her life. He had locked her up in the basement to keep her safe, and she had fled a sanctuary to throw herself in the face of danger.

Don’t ever call Billy a jackass again. God, he’s a rocket scientist compared to you. You think you’re so smart, but you’ve been a real jerk. You knew. You saw his eyes in the mirror. The pain in them. The loneliness. The clarity. Deep down, you knew he was telling the truth. You turned your back on him. You freaked out because you’re an insecure, ungrateful, snooty little bitch!

In an odd kind of way, self-lashing felt reassuring. Her whole body tense, ears turned into sonars, on the verge of standing up to end the unbearable wait, Jany opened her eyes. How long had it been since the bullet whizzed above her? Seconds? Minutes? Way too long for a hit man to fire again. Something wasn’t right, and if she wanted to live, she’d better be prepared.

Barely lifting her head, she managed to glance toward the shattered window. Shards strewn all over the floor, large fragments of glass jutting from the frame, the big gaping hole that had been her window exposed the black void outside. No hit man. No sniper rifle.




Avoiding abrupt movements, she got on all fours, looking around for the best place to hide. By now, he must know he had missed his target. In any case, it could only mean one thing: he would come to get her.

To reach the front door, she had to go across the whole kitchen. Not a bright idea. Then she spotted the closet, very close and away from the shooting range. Sliding on the smooth tiles, she crawled to the hiding place. Staying low, she turned the knob, opened the door, and wriggled inside. Although hindered by the brooms, buckets, and mops, she managed a standing position. She was pulling the door shut when she heard the noise. Like crunching underfoot, like heavy steps too close to evade.

Locked in the dark, still as a lamppost, Jany listened to the grinding sounds. Without any discretion, the hit man was trampling on the scattered glass shards. He had entered her house through the window. He was inside. He was coming for her.

Jany panicked. She thought the hit man banged the kitchen wall with his fists until she realized she was only hearing the wild thumping of her heart. The ringing in her ears preventing her from catching outside sounds. She stopped breathing. If she prayed very hard, maybe her life would be spared.

Dear God, I promise to be a good girl. I’ll never cheat or deceive again. Let me live, and I promise to do anything for you. Please, don’t let me die. I don’t wanna die.

The closet door flew open.








Chapter Thirteen

She screamed.

Reaching in, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her out. Stumbling, she was flung onto his chest, wrapped into his strong arms, and pressed against his knocking heart. Dazed, she quivered under the soft caresses on her hair, the whispers of his velvety voice.

“It’s over. I promise you he can’t hurt you anymore. You’re safe. Don’t be scared. It’s all over.”

She shuddered. She cried. Tears spilling down her cheeks, she seized his waist and held on to him. She clung to him like an anchor in the storm, whimpering like a lost, terrified child. Still, she felt his hand stroking her hair, her brow. She also felt his relief in the intensity of his embrace, in his slowing heartbeat. Submitted to his soothing, tender fondling, her tears dried up, her muscles loosened up, her pulse slowed to a regular pace. Breathing deeply, she raised her head.




His face turned away from her, she could only see his perfect profile, the pure beauty of his features. She sensed his grip slackening, his hands sliding down her body to let her go. Yet she remained pressed against him, touching him, gripping the back of his shirt.

“Look at me.”

He blinked. He dropped his arms. His chest rising too fast, his jaw hardening, he kept on staring away from her.

“Please look at me.”

Ever so slowly, he did. Devouring the other half of his face, the scars loomed at her. Carved in his flesh as if with a butcher knife, entangled, jumbled, distended, they cut across his skin to form a grisly patchwork. From up close, the horrid mutilations looked even worse.

Jany recoiled. Hardly a step back, yet a world away. Their bodies parted. Unable to find words, she watched him place an envelope on the table, walk to the broken window, and step over the ledge. Then he spoke without looking at her, his ravaged side turned toward the warm night.

“Don’t call the cops. I’ll take care of everything. The contract is null and void. You’re safe now.”

He vanished. This time, she believed him. She went to the window. Mindful of the glass chunks, she poked her head out. The street was dark, quiet, and deserted. Retracing her steps, she glanced at the envelope he had left on the table. Fingers pulsating, she ripped the white wrapping.

Dear Jany,

My name is Cole Johnson. I work for a special branch of the government, and if all goes well, my mission in Anchor’s Town will end tomorrow. I’m breaking rules in writing this letter, but I need to explain my actions, and I trust your discretion.

We should never have met. If not for Billy Carter’s error of judgment, we wouldn’t have. When I got word of the contract on you, I had very little time to act, and my house seemed the most secure place for you. I used the mask because I didn’t want to frighten you. Please understand I never meant to harm you in any way.

Since I moved here, you have been in my dreams, day and night. Months ago, you stood up for me, and I want you to be sure, I’ll never forget your act of kindness. Still, I apologize for how I treated you. My behavior was out of line, but I couldn’t help myself. I’m not looking for excuse or forgiveness, and I’m deeply sorry for what I put you through. To me, the moment we shared is sacred. For the rest of my life, I will carry in me the pleasure and happiness you gave me.




Yours faithfully,

Cole Johnson

The letter fell from her hands. Legs shaking, throat locked, heart in tatters, tears in her eyes, Jany extended her arms to grip the sides of the table. Holding tight, she opened her mouth. Breathing, panting, gasping, she stared at the flat, brown surface. Memories of him clashed in her mind and burned her trail of thoughts. Jabbed by his passionate words, she allowed in all the emotions she had fought so hard to repress.

Self-reproach high on her list, guilt pierced her guts, regret mutated to loss. Most of all, she felt ashamed of herself. He had feelings for her; he had saved her life in spite of her own stupidity, and now he was leaving forever. Meanwhile, she was gaping at the kitchen table, clinging to the wooden piece of furniture like Dopey the Dwarf on his worst day.

Twice she had recoiled from him. She wouldn’t make the same mistake three times in a row. Grasping at all the courage she could muster on such short notice, she stifled the scared, stubborn, vain, self-centered child living within her. By force of will, she commanded that inner little girl to shut the fuck up and become a grown-up. Her mind made up, Jany hurried to the phone and called a cab.

The taxi dropped her off in front of the small gate. Pushing it inward, she advanced to the front door. Lights were on in the house, curtains drawn. Although the distance to cover seemed short, it took her an eternity to reach the door. Finger on the bell, she hesitated.

What if he didn’t have time to get back? What if he’s held up somewhere? What if he came back to switch the lights on then took off again?

Too many possibilities. Too many uncertainties when the real question never changed. What if he was home? Faltering, she withdrew her finger. A weird weakness suddenly claiming her body, she just stood there, arms dangling along her sides, heart knocking in her ribcage.




I can’t come in. I’m not strong enough, I’ll never make it. Dear God, whatever possessed me to come all this way in the middle of the night? Well, now that I’m here, I can’t turn back, can I? How about a quick glance? Come on, Jany. There’s no harm in that. In and out, just a peek, a tiny little peek.

The tip of her tongue sticking out, she seized the knob, inching it to the left. Without the slightest noise, the door breathed in. Adopting the pace of a sedated snail, she poked her head through the crack. Silence in the empty hallway. Coming from the closest room to the right, the lights took on a beckoning glow. Jany entered the house.

Drawn to the warm radiance, she moved toward the brightness. Decorated in brown and creamy white hues, the living room looked inviting and comfortable. At its center, a long, black leather couch competed for master of the room. On the wall a watercolor painting blended light and dark with a pastoral scene. Opposite the couch, a big screen took second place in the furniture contest. Behind the television, someone moved.

As if somebody had called out “red light,” Jany froze. Heart alive and kicking, eyes wide open, she saw him stand up. Naked to the waist, short hair tousled, focused on the screwdriver he was holding back to front, he scratched the handle of the tool.

Stripped from his shirt, muscles slightly bulging, skin glowing in the bright lights, he resembled a mythological demigod. If not for his arms. Covered in nasty scars, gashed, sliced, slashed, sewn from shoulders to fingertips, his arms stood out like angry clouds in a clear blue sky.

He raised his head as Jany realized the extent of the damage, the horror of the full picture. For the third time, she recoiled.








Chapter Fourteen

The pain in his eyes stabbed her. An ancient hurt flaring up for a flicker of an instant and dwindling. Then resignation. Although she was ready to flee, the deep ache in his green gaze stopped Jany in her tracks. A few feet away, the front door stood open. Opposite her, the man paused.

“What happened?”

Her words sounded like a croak, yet he didn’t seem to notice. In a flowing movement, he put the screwdriver on the nearest table.

“I figured you’d go home, but I didn’t want to follow you, so I wrote you a letter. Then I got restless. I guess you’d call it a hunch. When I parked near your house, I spotted the hit man across the street. He was hiding behind the fence in your neighbor’s garden, aiming at you. I ran just in time to deflect his first shot and to knock him out.”




Keeping his distance, her disfigured savior picked up his shirt from the back of a chair before slipping it on. “I turned him over to my backup team. This hit man belongs to a large organization we’ve been tracking for years. We knew he’d end up in Anchor Town at some point, so I settled here and waited him out. Don’t be afraid. He has no connection to you. The contract on your head was just a side dish. You’ve nothing to fear from anyone.”

As he lowered his head to button up his shirt, Jany took advantage of the moment to look at his scars. “I mean, what happened to you?”

He fidgeted with the buttons. Then he raised his face, his riveting gaze taking her breath away.”I used to be in the army. Ten years ago, we were sent overseas to secure a perimeter. I was captured and tortured for months.”

She didn’t hear resentment, coldness or anger in his smooth voice, only his flat tone delivering facts. Her stomach constricted, a bitter taste rising up her throat. “For information?”

The outline of a smile curved his unspoiled lips. “For pleasure. We weren’t officers, just soldiers. We had no information to give, and they knew it. They came every day with long, carving knives. We bled. They slashed and threw salt into the wounds. One scar for each passing day.”

A tear rolled down Jany’s cheek. Rubbing the sides of her arms, she listened to the end of his tale.

“Most of us died. I was rescued just before they began cutting my legs.” As if the experience belonged to a different person, he shrugged before concluding. “They maimed my face and my life.”

She wiped the tear on her chin with the back of her hand. Swallowing hard, she stared at him. Jailed, tortured, mutilated, cast out, he had managed to retain a goodness she rarely saw in people. Despite a life of hardship and loneliness, he had held on to his soul, his humanity.

Instincts pushing her forward, Jany came up to him. He didn’t move as she raised quivering fingers to his face. She expected roughness; she felt misshapen softness. She heard his intake of breath as her hand touched his cheek, sensed a new tension in his body. Yet he let her explore his face.

Gently brushing his marked cheek, her fingers slid down to his perfect mouth. She caressed the full, sensual lips, a sudden lash of lust whipping her. An uncontrollable tremor running her through, she looked up to see his eyes widening, a wild dream springing up from their emerald depths.




Heart about to burst, she longed for his powerful arms around her, capturing her. Blood plunging ahead, she wanted to lean in, to come to know the feel of his mouth on hers. Removing her fingers, she stepped back as he spoke.

“Close your eyes.”

His gaze burning holes in her soul, his voice compelling her to obey, she lowered her eyelids.

Then his beautiful lips touched hers. A fluttering of wings, a cry of angels, a single beat of two hearts. His soft flesh on her mouth, she yielded to his firm pressure. As he cupped a hand behind her head, she blossomed under his desire. Parting her lips, she sought his intimacy. Their tongues met, discovered, caressed, reveled in the fierce sensations they brought to life.

Heat swelled up in her. His hands dug in her hair, immobilizing her head, he deeply penetrated her mouth. As if their pasts had never existed, as if he had all the time in the universe, he kissed her.

Lips locked, breaths melting, he reached inside her, opening her up, bringing her toward the abyss of a virgin life. Long, hot shivers of excitement blazing hard, their wanton mouths made love, their tongues entangled, ensnared. They kissed until she couldn’t stand it any longer, until she thought she would surely faint from hunger.

Opening her eyes, drawn into the place where the eye doesn’t see, she didn’t heed the scars on his face, but the naked passion in his gaze. When she pulled away, he just stared at her, his chest heaving. She reached out to the top button of his shirt. As she undid it, he placed his hand on hers. Raising her face, she smiled.

“Make love to me.”

Her resolute words unlatched the last lock. He lifted her up to carry her to the bedroom, her face resting beside his ravaged cheek. Pulling, tugging, discarding their clothes, they fell onto the bed, his heavy body covering hers.

Although she hankered for his kisses, his mouth on hers, his hands touching her, she felt consumed by an unfamiliar, urgent fire. An overwhelming need she couldn’t control, a devastating want screaming to be fulfilled. She snapped. Grasping his arms, she spread her legs.




“Now, Cole, now.”

He must have been under the same urgency. As soon as she let out the words, his cock touched her. Hard as iron, he captured her gaze and drove himself into her in a single push. They both cried out, hearts pumping, pelvis uniting, flesh swallowing flesh.

Her mind gone, she surrendered to her darkest desires. Slave to the green eyes, she called for haste, power, and brutal strength. In a swift move, she wound her legs around his waist.

“Please.”

Resting on his hands, his face above hers, he banged her like a pounding machine. He moaned when she groaned, shoving his cock inside her, again and again. He groaned when she cried out, his hard thrusts driving her to orgasm. He burst out into her when her climaxing muscles clamped on him. Then he collapsed on top of her.

It must have been the briefest intercourse Jany had ever had yet by far the most powerful. As he lay atop her, his face in her neck, she wondered about what had just taken place. They had joined like primitive cavemen, both overruled by the imperious need to come. To not think and come.

They dozed for a while, his body pressed against her side, his head on her shoulder, his scarred arm across her belly. On the fringe of a satisfied, pacified slumber, she floated on a bubble of happiness. A crystalline circle protecting her, a limpid shield embracing her. Weightless, her mind drifted to the portent letter he had written to her. The letter that had changed so much for her.

“Cole, are you sleeping?”

As soon as she spoke his hand slowly grazed her belly, moving up to her breasts, stroking the sensitive skin. Enticing tingles spread through her, igniting warm sparks in the pit of her stomach.

“Who do you work for? What’s this special branch you mentioned?”

“As they say in action movies, that’s classified. If I told you, darling, I’d have to kill you.”

She grinned, his sense of humor agreeing with hers. Still, she needed him to clarify certain event. “In your letter, you wrote about an act of kindness. I’m sorry, but I don’t know what you mean.”




He took her right nipple. The tingles became delicious prickles when he grasped the erected flesh between two fingers; when he began twirling it, his touch and whisper aroused her. “You don’t remember, do you?”

Pinned down by the slow revolving of his fingers, speech eluding her, Jany shook her head.

“Months ago, I went to Walmart. I was looking for canned goods when I saw you for the first time. You were alone in the aisle, busy reading a label and humming a tune. You stopped me dead in my tracks.”

She gasped. As if reminiscing triggered off pent up emotions, he started rubbing her nipple with the palm of his hand.

“It’s just the way you looked, you acted…” He sighed against her breast. “I sensed loneliness in you, the kind of solitude I live with every day. I couldn’t stop staring at you. You moved me so much, I felt thunderstruck. I just prayed you wouldn’t turn around and see my face.”

Drawing in a long breath, she tensed when he sucked her other breast into his mouth. Licking her stiffened nipple, his lascivious tongue made her shiver from excitement. Only when he released her did she breathe again.

“Then three youngsters hurtled into the aisle. Probably cheerleaders from the nearest school, all shiny make-up and boobs out. They were giggling, elbowing each other, calling me Scarface. Then you did turn around.”

He seized her nipple with his lips, licking the pink skin, sucking it till she began panting. Tongue and mouth working to give her pleasure, his hand took on a different direction, gliding down her belly. All her senses aroused, she uttered a loud sigh as he let go of her nipple.

“You glanced at me. I expected to see you shocked or at least startled. Hell, I even expected you to join the giggling, although it would have hurt. But you didn’t. You looked at the three girls in such a way they quit making a monkey out of me. I think that’s when I fell in love with you.”

Listening to his beautiful words, her heart misbehaved. Beating loud and clear, it rattled in her chest, attuned to the man’s hand now reaching her bush, brushing past it, settling on the taut lips.




“You glared at the girls. You took a mirror from your handbag and brought it up to them. Your eyes were so cold, so condescending, I’ll never forget that moment. Believe me, your tone would have frozen an Eskimo. Then you asked them, ‘What do you think you look like’?”

Caressing her pussy, his hand parted her lips. A finger went in, his palm rubbing above. Body stiffening, she gasped under the stirring pressure. As the finger moved inside her, as the palm drew small circles on her clitoris, the lost memory rushed back to her. How could she have obliterated such an episode?

How could you know? You didn’t startle me that day because I had seen you coming. I grabbed the nearest can and pretended to read the label. Humming is useful to repel people. What else could I do to avoid you? Still, the little sluts irritated me. I gave them what they deserved. And you fell for me on a false impression? Dear God, I’m sorry, but it’ll stay this way. The truth would only hurt you, probably worse than anything else, and you’re worthy of so much more than a petty excuse from me. You have suffered enough. You deserve my love and my highest respect. From now on, I swear that’s what you’ll get.

Against her leg, his erection raised tiny hairs on her thigh. His wet finger glided out of her to settle on her clit. His touch gentle and provocative, he concluded his story.

“They walked away, very pissed off with you. I guess I wanted to talk to you, but you didn’t hang around, and I didn’t dare. Later, I used my resources to learn about you. When I realized I’d have to keep you safe in my basement, I collected your favorite books and music. I thought you’d be frightened so I tried to recreate a familiar environment.”

“Do you really think I’m familiar with being locked up in chains?”

His sudden grin made her long for more smiles. “No. The chains were there in the first place. That’s actually why my team rented this house. It’s always useful if we end up with an unexpected prisoner. But when I understood you’d be here for a while, I looked at the chains and I figured…”

She loved his clear, resolute look. Without fear or hesitation he was about to unmask his real self, to disclose his hidden motives for her sake. In a way, she was now grown-up enough to say it for him.




“You figured chains, porn, and a dildo would help me respond to a masked man holding me captive. You believed I’d be better disposed to see the truth if you first had me sexually attracted to you.”

His finger stroked her clit as he let out a soft “Yes.” Shivering from his intimate caresses, intense desire melting her body, she whispered in his ear.

“What do you want to do now?”

Removing his fingers, he hoisted himself on top of her. Sliding his hands under her shoulders, he looked at her.

“I want to make love to you.”

He entered her, seemingly taking his time to feel her moist tightness. An inch at a time, his rigid cock penetrated her. He didn’t push, he didn’t press, he just let himself sail in, swallowed by her expectant flesh. Once deep inside her pussy, he withdrew. As slowly as he had gone in, his rod kneading her, he let himself out.

They moaned, his slowness exacerbating their senses, intensifying their mutual desire. He did it again, and they both gasped, locked in inescapable pleasure. As his long thrusts deepened without quickening, her limbs throbbed, and a single tear burned the corner of her eye. He kissed it, his inflamed gaze demanding violent release.

Body pulsating, heart bumping hard, nailed down by the torrid sensations he was drawing forth, she felt herself waiting for something she couldn’t name. As he wracked her once more with devastating slowness, she grabbed his buttocks and pushed his cock down into her core.

His sudden harsh grunt almost brought her to orgasm. Lost in the green gaze, suspended to his impending passion, she finally heard the words she had been expecting all along.

“Come for me.”

He drove himself out and inside her for the last time before they exploded together, quivering, crying out, shutting their eyes to sustain the power of their release.

Time moved on. Bodies and minds unwound, hearts settled down. Fulfilled, Jany opened her eyes to look upon his cherished face.
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