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Sophie: Nightmares
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The nightmares refused to stop. Nightmare images of the kidnap that I couldn’t remember or seemed disjointed reoccurred every night. Did they happen? Did I paint my mind with ‘what if’ possibilities? Part of me knew that the evil Sophie thrived from this type of experience. The evil one saved me by cocooning the encounter and taking on the challenge. The challenge! Fuck many men each day, make a few dollars and enjoy. And I had done it. Perhaps this is a side benefit from a porn star’s career? 

Cameras, multiple men, penetration and oral sex were familiar to me, so the five days melded into a porn shoot. This didn’t cause the nightmares. Too afraid to show their faces these men had small dicks, anyway. Even fear of death didn’t create the terror because the evil one laughed it off and hovered in protection. The only reasons came from the drugs and the absence of two people who I loved. Did I fear what might have happened? A manic fear arose when I first awoke in that dark room. Where I Sam? Where is Maren? Strange menacing voices and hidden faces. Words came as taunts not affection. Did the terror come from my beloveds absence? An offer of payment relaxed me so, while pissed off yes, fear vanished. 

So did I concoct a horror? Maren and Sam expressed the fears and anxieties they had while I was missing. In a single moment, I knew they loved me with all their hearts. To be loved is powerful and to lose a person you love is life changing.  

The body repaired itself, but wear and tear had taken its toll. No longer did I lubricate enough, so the body required rest. A dry vagina during sex had come with painful friction. The examination results took time. When the doctor contacted me, he stated I checked out okay for STDs. Bruises would disappear in time and the muscles will recover. But the internal examination had revealed micro tears lining the walls of my vagina. These had been there a while and not as a result of the kidnap. Too much sex both in the vagina and the anus. Haemorrhoids had emerged, and creams managed toileting. Drugs and painkillers will help in the short term to ease the pain, but time will heal your physical injuries. I couldn’t understand the damage to my body. The kidnappers used lubricant, and I remembered it. Anal sex? When? 

“No sex for six weeks,” the doctor stated. 

“Now you have traumatised me,” I smiled. 

The doctor didn’t return the smile. 

Like perfect friends do, Maren and Sam fucked every day while I watched. Orgasms annoyed when other people have them. Ha! I never thought I would think that. Six weeks would pass and in the meantime, I filmed them and wrote parts of the book series. Not bad Sophie. Nice tits, fabulous legs, an excellent fuck, producer extraordinaire, director and camera operator and now author. 

Sam and Maren described their own trauma. Fears and anxieties like my own, and perhaps worse. With my fate unknown, the anxiety and stress tore at them.  

“We felt helpless and could do nothing but wait. Without information, we filled in the gaps and braced ourselves for the worst.”

Sam told me that Maren didn’t sleep or eat for many days. She didn’t cope at all. Humble and grateful, I understood how much they loved me. Despite fucking before me, Sam and Maren provided satisfaction ... in a non-penetrative way.

Each day, the body improved, but it took time. The internal protector retreated, her services no longer required. But this retreat manifested the anxiety. Frightened of my own shadow would be an appropriate description of my mindset. Any sudden noise or action made me jumpy, and my reaction alarmed others in the room. Sam, Jake, and Maren let me shower and use the toilet alone, but otherwise, someone always remained with me. At night, alone with my thoughts, the anxiety returned. Had I brazened it out while imprisoned? Why did I seem more worried now that I came to be safe? The evil Sophie seemed more important than ever and her passive aggressive approach provided a veneer of fighting back. Now gone, the fears faced scant resistance.

An old friend helped me. Sasha had left Vietnam not long after us the first time, but had returned to live in her French colonial mansion. 

“Where else was better?” she smiled when I sighted her.

Sasha inquired about Sam and our relationship before I spoke about the kidnapping. The encounter rushed at me again, but under her guidance she confirmed my enjoyment of the sex had become a defence mechanism controlled by the inner demon. But how to move forward and block the fear when the evil one hid away in the recesses of the brain? Recovery seemed too slow. Too much had happened over the five days, and Sasha’s probing brought out the details of it. 

“Strange, but I loved the sex, and I recalled thinking about how poor their PR turned out to be. They could have engaged me as a professional without resorting to kidnap.”

“Sophie! Your other side saved you. Brazen and arrogant, the evil Sophie manifested herself as protection. However, with her withdrawal, you encounter a form of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. The money they paid you is irrelevant and didn’t provide a justification for kidnap.”

How ironic! Yet another mental health problem. Like an overqualified entity, I considered all the letters for my disorders lined up after the name. Ha! I will produce a business card with BP DID PTSD after my name. 

“Why are you smiling, Sophie?”

Unaware I had drifted off into my fantasy, I realised it showed on my face.

“A sick joke ... my name followed by the acronyms of mental health disorders on a business card. Sorry, Sasha.”

“Don’t be Sophie. This is a good sign. An ability to protect yourself through dark humour is important. But you need help.”

Sasha led me through the process of rehabilitation. 

“Time heals Sophie. Best thing is to talk about it and bring out the details. You described multiple men and multiple encounters, so try to break each one down.” 

Why didn’t I remember the details? Drugs? Or have I had so much sex I couldn’t remember? Sasha recommended I visit an asylum in Da Lat for a month. The asylum provided rehabilitation after trauma and came recommended by foreigners and wealthy locals who sought the asylum for counselling and ways to live and move on. 

After discussing the options with Sam and Maren, we agreed to travel to Da Lat and book me into this asylum. $10000 for a month. Wow! Sam and Maren didn’t hesitate.

“Aren’t asylums for lunatics? I mean it fits, doesn’t it, Maren?”

“Fuck off, Sam!” 

A jab to his arm accompanied a scowl, but I knew what he tried to do and that’s why I loved the man. Damn him. Sam sounded correct, though. The word asylum reeked of lunatics tied down and sedated in case they flew into a murderous rampage.   

At a slight pause, Maren dropped a bombshell. She would remain in Da Nang with Jake. Silence replaced frivolity. Stunned, Sam and I gazed at Maren. What could I say except be honest?

“Do you love him?” I asked. 

Maren nodded. 

“Jake asked me to move in with him.”

Two days later, Maren moved out to live with Jake, but not before Sam and Maren exchanged harsh words. She left in tears and the apartment seemed like a wake after a funeral. Numbness at a loss of a friend and lover but happiness for a person I loved fought an unceasing battle inside. Maren lived close by and might still see us ... perhaps. Life remained the same except for Maren’s absence from our bed and lives. None of this made sense and while I chided Sam for his outburst, I understood his frustration. The suddenness of her announcement and then her departure poured fuel on my already delicate psyche. 

Recovery from the kidnapping trauma would take time and every ounce of energy so Maren’s departure set me back. Sam harboured anger toward Maren and regret at how he spoke to her. Don’t get involved in emotional discussions with women ever came to be his rule. Not this time, though. Sam continued as normal and seemed the same man, but now and then I noticed Sam’s distant, faraway expression. He missed Maren like I did and he told me his regret at the words he spoke.

With our lease expired, Sam and I travelled to Dalat. Dalat is a mountain city once favoured by the French because of its cooler climate. The trip seemed an opportunity to recharge and take a break. The vista of Dalat revealed colonial-style buildings dotting the hillsides alongside European-style gardens and tea plantations. A mini–Eiffel Tower explained a lot about the city. 

Reception at the asylum called ‘Happy Gardens’ appeared over staffed but overly friendly. Two staff gave us a tour of the room, treatment areas, restaurants and the outdoor areas. Oh god! What a place! 21st century technology, a dinner menu that would shame Michelin-star restaurants, gardens to die for and endless recreation and healing areas. Part of the arrangement for the healing process required ‘no physical contact’ to be in place between the patient and family or those part of the trauma. 

Time came for Sam to leave, making the absence of Maren seem even more acute. A crutch, a support removed left a gaping void. Sam and I swapped awkward goodbyes. A month apart seemed like forever, but Sam stood bravely while I quivered. Lips met and fingers moved through my hair and over the scalp. Eyes met and Sam smiled that damn disconcerting smile I never understood. 

Fear crept into the mind and I worried his smile hid inner thoughts. Doubt, fear and a million other emotions rushed, and self confidence drained away like water pouring down a drain. I couldn’t understand the smile. Shit! What is he thinking? Would Sam leave me for another? Was he content with me in his life? Was he mischievous or just playful? Did he plan on replacing me once and for all? Is there disdain for my past actions? God, after thirty years, I couldn’t read him. Life had changed so much and perhaps past mistakes had caught up. 

Perhaps the answer lies amongst all of those and more, but in a blink Sam had gone. A cold sweat and a wrench in the pit of my stomach provided an answer. Everything about him, even the damn smile made me realise I loved him. 

Treatment began the next morning. Three sessions a day, meals in between and opportunities for walks and exercise. The cooler air in Da Lat helped me relax and through discussion and therapy the nightmares stopped. Discovery helped me deal with the issue. One therapist used an example called ‘closure’.  

A woman had lost her daughter. The girl disappeared aged twelve, and the woman searched for her and never gave up hope until rock climbers discovered the girl’s body down a mine shaft fifteen years later. Fifteen years the woman dealt with the trauma by locking it away in the hope of a miracle. Aware her daughter had died in an accident, the mother started a process of healing and honouring her daughter’s memory. The woman now had a place to visit, a place to talk to her child but get on with life. 

I must confront my doubts, remember the experience, and deal with it. The vital part of the therapy included gruelling sessions that brought out memories, detailed each one, and then provided answers. What answers? Ways to deal with it? Sessions provided ways to understand trauma and that healing isn’t forgetting or forgiving, but accepting the trauma happened. Accept the hurt, the pain, and the danger. These are part of life as much as pleasure, happiness, and love. Minimise one and maximise the other. Accept you cannot insulate yourself from life and so live with the memories. 

Small incremental improvements culminated in the one event I had experienced that mattered. Yes, the initial fear and terror came in the period from the fear in the shopkeeper’s eyes to after the assurances by the gang of payment. In those moments, terror reigned and the mind shut off. The evil Sophie emerged as protector after the leader’s assurances, but the kind gentle Sophie first had to deal with the trauma and fear.

Emotions burst forth when confronting this experience buried deep within my mind. Each day I cried or couldn’t sleep or sat slumped in a chair and sometimes all three. Therapy required me to meet the evil Sophie face to face. The evil Sophie knew the answers having protected me through the trauma, so through hypnosis, the evil Sophie returned. Vivid images rose from the recesses of the brain until I played the scene out like a movie. The therapist asked me to articulate what I observed and out of body I listened to the droning monotone. Hollow sounds echoed from a disembodied voice while I recalled the terrors in minute detail. Even impressions and feelings resonated from the incident.

Soon I learned to deal with the fear of what might have happened. It didn’t seem like my freedom solved anything except free the physical body. The mind remained in the dark room of a prison. 

Discussion around the sex caused the therapist’s eyebrows to reach for her hairline. Shock didn’t describe the jaw hanging like a bunch of grapes as I described the experience. Never had she heard a description given with such pride. Did she expect this represented my trauma and fear? Gang bang, cum showers, double penetration, masks, spanking. I explained it all and sensed a stirring from the memories. The therapist had to take a break unable to comprehend such detail. Apart from the sex, I noted to her that men used brutality toward each other. Perhaps it is status. The more important ones go first and the others wait with a fear of missing out. A free slut ... big tits and ugly. Fuck the slut ... my turn. Masked men laughed and fought, smacked and punched. But not at me. They fought over me. 

Amongst the maelstrom of angry testosterone-driven men lay me. Helpless and unable to defend myself, the men could have hurt me but instead used each of my holes and both breasts for their needs. These were rough, brutish men desperate for sex with a big-breasted white woman. The ultimate humiliation for the white slut, they thought, but I loved the escape, the pressure inside, the climax and satisfaction. Little did they know! After all, I worked in porn and have experienced ‘all holes filled’. If done not to cause pain, the experience is intense, erotic, submissive and dominant all at once. 

A woman washed me and I recalled the concerned eyes. Yes, she cared. A doctor examined me and the next day, the older man took me. Oh god! Oh god! A part I forgot! No! No! The older man paraded his men before me. Bellowing in Chinese, an interpreter asked me which men had brutalised me. Not brutal, but rough, and it didn’t matter. The older man confronted his subordinates. Heads bowed, none of them spoke. The old man screamed. A gun in his hand and he shot three men dead. Just like that! Blood and brains. Ow fuck! It came back ... all of it. The smell of faeces, blood and gunpowder. Ears rang from the deafening blasts. The evil part of me buried everything deep. Perhaps terror even frightened her. Oh God! Is it my turn next? Please no! This is it. Witnessing such a brutal act of murder had traumatised me to a point where I hid the images.

A strict regimen of diet, exercise and therapy brought changes. After the full month, the asylum offered two further weeks at half rates. A plan incorporated into my life gave me strategies for dealing with future trauma. I agreed to the extension and texted Sam the news. Sam seemed okay with my absence, but by now fears of him leaving me had evaporated. He had returned to Dan Nang and had started work. I didn’t pry because of the contact with the outsider’s rule. 

For the first time in months, the mental state became positive. Fitness returned through gym workouts and the serenity of the garden provided relaxation and comfort. 

In the last week, the therapists encouraged me to reengage with the world. Phones and computers became available, and I threw myself into catching up with all the gossip. Maren sounded content and apologised to Sam and me. Maren loved me and became upset because I hadn’t replied to her posts. One post told me Sam had contacted her to explain the situation. 

The elephant in the room, however, must be addressed. When will I renew my love of sex? For over two months, I remained abstinent. This emerged as the longest period in five years. A question to answer bothered me. Has menopause taken my libido? Fantasies had stopped and urges seemed dormant or dead? The Chinese experience seemed to satisfy all sexual needs so it can’t be over! I love it too much! 

One day I explored Sam’s adult website to find out. This inquiry prompted me to recall Shelly’s setup with young boys. Images of naked young men energised the soul. Signs of healing grew as fantasies returned and sex emerged as appealing. Tears of joy welled at each image and story that made me horny. Small steps Sophie ... small steps. The therapist agreed and smiled at the enthusiasm for rekindling my sex life. This woman knew it all. An open marriage, the adult industry, and the relationship with Maren. Now I expressed the fantasies I held both lived and future. Explicit and erotic, the therapist blinked at each vision, image and explanation as I gushed each out. The poor woman shook her head unable to understand the libido of a large ugly western woman.  

That night, a knock on my door at 8 pm showed Albert standing in the doorway. Also, an inmate, as we called ourselves, Albert was gay. Stories of his exploits explained how his fetish had got him in trouble. Beaten close to death, Albert spent months recovering from the attack. 

“Wrong place,” he suggested. “The two boys were scammers and set me up.”

“Sam, my husband is bisexual and loves to be with men for a hookup. I will introduce you.” 

Tonight, though, Albert whispered he had arranged a breakout. Giggles floated down the corridor and soon attracted a nurse. 

“Planning another breakout, Albert?” 

“Only until midnight. Then we come home.”

The nurse nodded and left. Impatient while I dolled myself up, Albert bundled me out to a waiting taxi. Top, three-quarter pants, panties, and bra would have to do. An absence of makeup worried me. Aged, lined, pallid and ugly stared back from the driver’s mirror. In shame, I turned away. The driver took us downtown and dropped us off on a street full of clubs. Albert knew his way around and guided me down a side street. No anxiety or fear had yet manifested despite the noise and smells. Albert knocked on a door to a small ramshackle building and we waited. A voice called in Vietnamese. Albert spoke English. The door opened and a young man greeted him. They kissed, and he pulled Albert inside and left me out on the street. Now anxiety rose, but moments later Albert rescued me. Inside, I found a modest apartment. 

The boy’s name was Dai. Albert told me he had met him at a bar, and they loved one another. Albert wasn’t naïve, but accepted Dai as his lover despite the awareness that Dai’s love hinged on Albert’s money. Dai spoke broken English, and Albert explained my situation to him. He nodded, picked up a phone and typed. Dai checked me up and down and texted and then peered at me again followed by another text. He asked to photograph my body, face hidden of course. Dai sent texts with pictures of my cleavage, bottom, and legs. Again we waited. Bored. Albert led Dai into the bedroom. Sounds of sex soon bounced through the thin walls. 

Had they finished? The apartment became silent before the door opened and Dai emerged. Dressed only in briefs, he told me two boys were on the way. Yes, the libido had returned and so I checked him out. Petite, his cock a mere pinpoint by Western standards. Still, Dai presented fit and handsome ... in a girlish way. The next sentence stunned me.

“You must negotiate with them.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sex for money. You pay them. Neither are hookers, but neither are they free,” explained Albert, standing naked in the doorway.

Stunned about paying for sex or seeing Albert’s large, half erect cock muddled my thoughts. Never had I paid for sex. Am I offended? Yes! Am I desperate? Oh, Fuck yes! 

“How much?” I asked. 

“Two hundred thousand each ... not a penny more,” stated Albert. “Dai cost three hundred thousand for two days.”

Fuck me, the amount sounded like a fortune. About to refuse, Albert explained.

“Ten dollars each Sophie. Ten dollars only.”

Remembering my cash stash, I nodded in agreement. Still, these boys had better satisfy me. Paying for sex! This seemed a story for Sam. He would laugh at my predicament and start charging me. 

Albert and Dai disappeared, and the sounds of sex returned. A cry, a groan, and then silence. Dai emerged in briefs sweaty and dishevelled and sat on the couch in front of the fan. Albert staggered out, cock swaying in front of him to each stride. 

“Westerner has a big dick. His I love. It is fun,” giggled Dai. 

“These boys come. Smaller than Western man. Do not be upset, they are good.”

Holy shit! What am I doing? Boys! For god’s sake, younger than my son. Why do I fantasise over them? Is it a longing to feel young again? An object of desire to young males? 

I recalled Shelley’s home and the young men recruited to please us older women. A cougar in the genuine sense of the word I am. Maren and I marvelled at the boy’s ability to finish and then moments later be ready to go again. However, my cravings preceded further back. Way back! Even before my sexual awakening. Fantasies about young men never left me. Whenever I dreamt of sex, it is always with young men and the younger the better. In the early days after my affair with Tom, three boys, with one perhaps sixteen, took me in a car one day. Fuck me! Bent over, the boys stuffed my holes, orgasmed, and then took me again. Three times each orgasmed before they fell away exhausted. After the second time, I reached satisfaction but a man pumping me when I felt tired fed further lust. Ha! I remembered them one after the other thrusting into me and boobs hitting my chin and each cock stuffing my pussy again and again. Wow! 

A soft rap on the door, and Dai answered it. Two boys appeared who seemed to be twelve years old. 

“Albert! These are children.”

“They look it, but pubic hair is a giveaway.”

“Not twelve, eighteen, said Dai. I know. Same school together. Eighteen!”

The boys studied us and frowned at Albert until they understood. One boy sat next to me and put a hand on my thigh. What am I doing? Sick old bitch! But the recurring fantasy about young boys had returned and today became my only fantasy. Perhaps experience and age gave me control over the situation. I don’t know, but control is what I needed. Flashbacks to the experience at Shelly’s brought a pulse between the legs. Yes! Fuck me! I’m back. A throb replaced the pulse. Oh, nice! The first in months. Mmmm, the boy smiled and checked out the boobs. A smile crossed my face, and the boy kissed me. I kissed him back.
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Sam: Fresh challenges
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Despite long discussions about a possible return home to aid Sophie’s recovery, we stayed and renewed our visas for another ninety days. Local officials expedited the renewal for all three of us due to the circumstances. Even though suspicions cast themselves on the local police authority’s involvement, the Asian requirement to save face showed its importance. Reputation damage to their country would not do, and the visa process and passport return seemed almost ceremonial.

Other difficulties, however, grew out of nowhere. Sophie couldn’t sleep and suffered recurring nightmares. Doctor’s visits, appointment with Sasha and even a return to hospital solved nothing. At any moment, Sophie might panic and scream. Even the most innocuous sound or situation could bring on a stutter or a shake. Sasha brought hidden stories out of her subconscious. Stories Sophie locked away for self preservation. These experiences came over in monotones while Sophie’s eyes darted, seeking the next horror. 

Such hideous tales just scraped the surface and whenever Sophie processed the memories, she became agitated because she knew of more hidden away in the mind. A recommendation from Sasha to attend an asylum in Da Lat became a hope for a way to heal and move forward. 

While Sophie rehabilitated and Maren spent time with Jake, I sought solace with Sandra, the mother of my child. Named Sam jr., I mentioned Ju and another Sam jr. and how I missed them. Sandra understood and soon visits to the child became the highlight of the day. Walks along the beachfront and times for coffee and ice cream brought peace. The tiny face gazed back. Eyes widened and flashed to the shock of a touch of cold ice cream on the lips. A tongue licked, and the eyes shone. Is that a smile or a burp? So much to learn and so much to experience, young man, I thought. 

Now and then Sandra walked with us, and we talked. The closer we grew and the more times we met the growing closeness of our relationship became obvious. 

“Sam, be in my life, if only for a few days a week. All that time Bonnie and I deceived you I wondered where you were. Sam, I dreamt about you and your skill down there and would get wet and masturbate.” 

Sandra giggled and then flirted. In broad daylight, strolling along a busy footpath, Sandra described what she thought about when masturbating. A wide grin and a gushing explanation forced me to hush her. Giggles and fidgeting replaced the description because discussion of these matters seemed unwise. Public morals were an important foundation of a Socialist paradise. The government reminded us daily through broadcast TV and radio. 

On one occasion, after returning from a walk and putting Sam Jr. down to sleep we became involved. A moment’s passion and then we were in bed naked. 

Sandra sucked me like a woman deprived and who intended to make up for it. God, she remembered I loved to stand. On the knees and by the window, Sandra bobbed. Yes, people watched. Fifty metres separated apartment buildings, and I caught a young couple watching and even filming. Shit! The combination of a wet, warm, slippery mouth, a submissive woman and two voyeurs rushed me to the conclusion. A rapid build! The edge! Eyes gazed above the cock stuffed mouth and I jerk and released. The balls surrendered their contents and Sandra showed me her smiling empty mouth. 

“No tricks this time, all gone to stomach acid.” 

After capitulating, I raised her to the bed and ate the mango. Sandra squirted and screamed loud enough to wake the dead. Bathed in sweat despite the air conditioning’s cooling air, we took a break. The voyeurs had vanished, and I surmised fun times happened across the way. 

After cooling down, I dressed to make my way home. Neither Sophie nor Maren were in the apartment, so I showered and wandered down to the bar. 

The moment I wandered in the eyes spotted Sasha. Despite Sophie seeing her as a patient, we had not met in the two months since returning to Vietnam. Over a drink, we caught up and spoke about life, fun and of course, Sophie. Sasha reinforced the necessity of visiting the asylum.

“The therapy will help Sam. Sophie is strong, but cannot process part of her trauma. There are memories hidden I couldn’t find.”

“Yes. We will go, but I understand I cannot stay. They even discourage visits.”

“A necessary part of the therapy. Total immersion. Look, people get distracted in relationships. The isolation helps; besides it is only temporary.” 

Thoughts swirled, and Sasha must have read my mind. 

“So, Sam. Where will you live? Sophie told me about your renewed visa, but you didn’t renew your lease.”

“Yes, true! I don’t know where to stay. With Sophie in the asylum, Maren and I will search for new accommodation.”

“Don’t forget my place in the mountains. The house should be occupied. Feel free to stay. You might paint a room for me.”

While Sophie convalesced and I visited Sam jr., Maren disappeared and spent days with Jake. Caught up in Sophie’s trauma, the closeness between Maren and Jake did not register as a potential issue. So when Maren explained she would not come Da Lat but stay with Jake, shock added to the stress. Perhaps experiencing a deeper hurt than Sophie, I moped and wandered through the motions of life. Focus on anything became difficult while the mind processed this change. How could this happen?

During Sophie’s kidnapping, Maren and I sensed a closeness that bordered on infatuation. Maren needed me and the strong bond with her grew to where she became the focus of my life. Now she would leave! Just like that! Confusion built resentment and on the eve of Maren leaving I exploded in vitriol. Anger tore at the gut, which refused any possible justification for this
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