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He was lying in a strange bed when his eyes fluttered open, familiar and unfamiliar at one and the same time. A warm breeze rolled off the beach from the crashing sea and into the bedroom where the woman watching him. Still, silent, and calculatingly.

Her hair was as red as the lava of an active volcano and he knew that if he were to switch on the light atop the cabinet next to him, her eyes would be the most feline green; though how he knew it he couldn’t say. She was not beautiful, but she was sexy in a cold kind of way, he thought; knowing instinctively that it was not the first time his mind had framed such a reference. As she took a few steps towards him he saw the fullness of her lips as they drew back over slightly oversized white teeth in a smile of what he took to be triumph of some kind, but any attempted rationalization on his part was forgotten as she flipped a robe drop from the rounded and alabaster softness of her shoulders. 

“You have been returned to me,” she said in a low voice that was no less... authoritative... for being melodious and unmistakably feminine. 

Then, reaching out to take his fingers in her own, she drew them to the curve of her thigh and the coolness of the skin soon turned to heat as she added:

“You will never escape me again.”

Seemingly without conscious volition, his fingers began a gentle kneading of her flawless skin and her smile of triumph broadened, her eyes seemed to intensify in the glow of the moonlight through the open doors leading to the deck, and he felt himself drawn upwards from the bed towards her waiting and, it seemed to him, mockingly amused lips.

A sudden terror gripped him and he sensed the woman, whoever she was in reality, did not have his well-being anywhere near the top of her priorities. He tried desperately to place her – her connection to him and their history with each other. And failed miserably.

Without being aware of the transition, he was now on his knees upon the bed, his own lean and lightly muscled frame as naked as her own as she gazed down into his eyes with what seemed to him an unholy possession. As if ritualistically, his hands placed themselves at his back, each clasping the other, and he lowered his head with what he described to himself as humiliating submissiveness; fighting the movements of his own body, even as it ignored him totally.

“That is the good obedient boy I have missed so much,” the melodious but commanding voice gave praise as if to a five-year-old, while his cheeks coloured at hearing himself referred to in such terms. He was kneeling before her like a penitent with head lowered, eyes at a level with a pair of magnificent breasts that, like the voice itself, seemed to invite obedience.

“Mummy has missed her little boy and has taken steps to ensure he does not go walkabout without her permission again,” she went on as his mind went into a whirl.

“Mummy?”

Even without asking, he knew he had to be at least a decade her senior.

“But that is for later,” she told him, reaching out none too gently to take a handful of his hair and drawing his head to her hard and impatient nipples. 

As if they were the recipient of an unspoken but irresistible order, his lips opened that his tongue might protrude and please her in the way he knew she wanted.

“That’s my good, good boy,” she told him and he felt a shiver of unfathomable pleasure travel the length of his spine for having pleased her. “I knew you hadn’t forgotten how to show your mummy your respect.”

He felt her hands rest upon the top of his head for a few moments as she savoured the sensations of his tongue over her engorged nipples, then felt her exert pressure as she withdrew her breast from his mouth and forced him down and over yielding firmness of her stomach and beyond towards the epicenter of her womanhood.

The scent of her was already in his nostrils as his chin, and then the tip of his nose made contact with and utterly hairless and utterly perfect slit he knew would prove as moist as any his limited recollection of other women in another life could provide. He felt his senses, his resistance, being overcome and closed his eyes to the unmanning and emasculating use she was preparing to make of him. Even as a part of him glorified shamefully in the control she exercised so effortlessly.

“Now, be the good boy for mummy she knows you want to be and worship her the way she likes to be worshipped.”

As his tongue left his mouth instantly and inserted itself into her sopping labia before making the first of many upward sweeps, all thoughts other than those of pleasing this... stranger... receded other than a lingering recall of her last words before he became insensate with his own lust.

“You never know, if mummy is very pleased with her little boy’s efforts and contriteness, she may be persuaded to make his punishment for being naughty and running away a little less... painful.”
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The moment his eyes fluttered open he sensed something... everything... was different. There was flame and there was smoke and he felt the curious sensation of somehow having been born again as a fully formed adult.

Around him lay thick forest of laurel and brush and, scanning the wreckage from whence sprang the flames, he realised it was some sort of plane that was burning nearby and he had either been inside it or in the near vicinity when it had crashed.

On the edge, it appeared, of the valet that sprawled out below him.

His mind refused to provide an answer and he was not to know if he had been thrown clear of the wreck or been knocked unconscious when it crashed.

The dusty and slightly ripped cloth of what was a grey two-piece and a white shirt and burgundy tie beneath it gave no clue either but something seemed to be telling him he was the pilot of what he took to be a single-engine Cessna.

Had he been inside it? Piloting it, even? In his mind there was a flash of something that told him this was most likely, but he remembered only the blinding flash of white light before a sea of darkness had crashed over him. Whether he had been thrown clear of the wreck, or whether he had crawled, he didn’t know, but that “flash” convinced him that he had once been airborne in that battered craft.

And he had been alone.

Besides a ripped pocket, the grey business suit underneath appeared, with a little dusting over, to be presentable and the thought brought a fatalistic grin to his face.

Presentable to who? 

Suddenly realising his thirst and knowing water usually ran through valleys and ravines, he began the descent, using small saplings for handholds while his head thumped and thundered wildly and his thirst grew. He wished it would rain that he might fill his mouth with its hydration. But the clear and starry sky made such a hope forlorn. 

Some discomfort at his most northernmost point sent probing fingers upstairs where they found a lump beneath blood matted hair that was sensitive to the touch. There was a scratch on his cheek, sealed with dried blood, and his hands were skinned as though he had broken a fall in cinders with them. All in all, he decided as he continued his descent, it was both strange and amazing that he had survived a plane crash with so little injury.

And, with that thought, he suddenly had a feeling that stranger things than this miraculous escape were in store for him.

There was a run at the bottom of the hill, one of those leaf choked, meandering little creeks that become stagnant pools in summer but seem to flourish at all other times. Lying on a sloping, flat rock he thrust his face into the stream and drank deeply, feeling the life flow from the water into the weariness of his body. Thought he vague sense of unease that hung over him was not lessened in the least.

He washed his face and splashed the creek water over his head until his mind began to function with a semi-familiar clarity.

Which was the very point at which he first realised he had not the first clue who he actually was...

Attempts to locate his past took him no further back than a white flash and then darkness. 

Out of a sense of dislocation he suddenly felt fear.

It was as though someone had opened up his head and wiped his memory clean of anything pertaining to a past life. 

Halting his progress to - who knew where? - he fumbled through his pockets and found a wallet and a key-ring with a small pen-light attached to it. 

But no sign of a cell-phone.

Flipping on the light, he searched the wallet and read the cards inside.

An identification card tagged him as Shaun Patrick Yeats and stated that he lived at 23 Pilgrim Beach, in Mid-Coast Maine. The memory struck a chord and he knew the location as being about a two hour from Portland and the same again to Augusta the state-capital There was also a social security and driver’s license inside together with several membership certificates to various clubs and organizations. 

Finally, there were several pictures of himself and a woman.

In fact, there were a great many pictures of the woman. 

One was a portrait of her, inscribed
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