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A Final
Hope

(Kidnapped yes,
abducted yes; but is it for the reasons that she fears – or could
it be something more that he wants from her?)

 



Chapter
One

“Is it ready
yet Jacob?”

The man in the
white coat looked over his shoulder at him and blinked his hazel
coloured eyes in an owlish fashion, behind those thick glasses of
his.

“Sorry Gideon,
what was that?”

Gideon sighed
impatiently as he strode across the room towards the smaller and
more slender man.

“I said, have
you finished that serum yet?” he demanded.

Jacob look up
at him nervously, the boss was a big striking looking man but with
a bit of mean temper if pushed.

“It’s almost
done...” he dripped a bright red liquid into a beaker and the
yellow fluid that was already in there, turned murky for a
moment.

He stirred it
with a long thin glass spoon and after a moment the liquid began to
clear until it was completely transparent.

“There now!” he
sighed in satisfaction. “I think that it’s ready for testing
now.”

“Who?” Gideon
demanded. “Who will you test it on?”

Jacob pulled a
clipboard towards him and scanned it quickly.

“I think...” he
murmured, “I... well... Isobel has been too overwrought and could
really do with calming down... and let’s see... Penelope has been
nothing but aggressive and hostile... but then there’s
Cassie...”

Gideon held his
breath.

Jacob gave a
little sigh. “I guess it’s down to who is prepared to test it with
one of them.”

“I will do it.”
Gideon stated firmly. “I’ve decided that I shall be matched with
Felicity, and so I will test it with her.”

“But you are
the leader!” Jacob protested. “If something goes wrong...”

“That’s all the
more reason for me to do it first!”

“I’m not so
sure that this is the best way to proceed…” Jacob murmured
doubtfully.

“I thought that
you were confident in your formulae?” Gideon challenged
impatiently.

“Oh I am, the
serum is sound and will do what we need it to do,” Jacob nodded
earnestly, before frowning and showing his concern. “But I cannot
vouch for the disposition of the women and how much they will react
to it.”

“Well, how bad
can they be?” Gideon laughed as he tried to get a handle of the
surge of excitement. He pictured the woman he’d been lusting after;
ever since he’d first laid eyes on her, and ordered that she be
brought into their citadel... her friends had just been a bonus too
good to pass on.

“Get the serum
into a form that can be administered and I’ll see that it is tested
with due precautions to mine and her safety.” Gideon instructed as
he grew impatient with the delays… he was so close now, so close to
getting his dream girl.

**

Felicity had
spent the last two days locked in this strange room. She was trying
desperately to remember what had happened, but it all came out
fuzzy and disjointed.

Her last clear
memory was of leaving her workplace on Friday afternoon – all fired
up for her week with the girls…

 


“See you all
next week – have a great weekend!” she grinned brightly at her
colleagues.

“Someone’s got
plans!” one of them muttered enviously and Felicity couldn’t stop
the little laugh that bubbled up her throat.

“Absolutely
I’ve got plans – and not just the weekend but the whole week!”

“Hot date with
some gorgeous guy?”

She blinked her
grey eyes in surprise. Why was it that they always seemed to assume
that she must have some hot stud waiting somewhere for her?

“I wish!” she
muttered under her breath. “No…” her smile was a little more forced
even though she was still excited for her weekend, “Just with the
girls… a girly week with lots of wine, giggles and hopefully
chocolate!”

“Where you
going then?”

“Oh, Cassie has
this house in a nice isolated spot by a lake… she inherited it when
she turned eighteen and we try to get over there at least once or
twice a year.

“Nice,” someone
said grumpily.

“Well I must
get on,” she gave a casual wave and turned for the door. “See you
all a week on Monday!”

She had to walk
around a man standing in the hallway – he was playing around with
what looked like a fancy mobile phone, and for some reason she
thought that he looked a bit lost.

“Excuse me,”
she murmured as she manoeuvred herself around him. She stopped
though to look back at him questioningly. “Are you looking for
someone, do you need any help?” she asked courteously.

He shook his
head and smiled a bit vacantly at her. “No, thank you…” he trailed
off as his brown eyes met hers and he seemed to see her for the
first time. “Beautiful!” he muttered almost to himself – but she
couldn’t help but hear him.

She blushed as
she studied him discretely, now here was a stud!

“Well… if
you’re certain that there’s nothing that I can do for you?” she
couldn’t resist, could not stop herself, as she batted her lashes
at him provocatively, and she saw with a little thrill as his eyes
dilated and he licked his lips – without even realising what he was
doing, she thought.

He didn’t
reply, just began to thump into his fancy little phone, in an
urgent kind of way.

Felicity gave a
little shrug as if to say well suit yourself, and turned on her
heel to stride from the building.

She swatted at
the fly or whatever it was, that had just bitten her arm, and then
rubbed the sore spot absently.

She had
forgotten all about him by the time her feet hit the pavement
outside. Her mind was so much on her plans for the week, that no
mere man could distract her for long – however stud like he might
be!

**

They reached
the cabin by the lake just as it was growing dark, but they didn’t
mind that.

Cassie pulled
out her little torch and went ahead to switch on the lights, and
brighten up the place.

“Filly – can
you give me a hand with some of this luggage?” Isobel asked with
her sweet little smile that had everyone rushing to do her
bidding…

“Sure thing,”
because after all, Felicity was no different to anyone else!

They pulled a
couple of the holdalls out of the boot – just as the lights came on
inside the cabin and streamed out to light the way down the
path.

“Here let me
get those for you Bel,” Penelope had been the one doing all the
driving, but she was not about to let delicate little Isobel start
lugging heavy bags around, and of course Isobel rewarded her with a
grateful little smile, as she released the bags without
argument.

*

The first
evening was spent catching up and settling in; they were all a
little fatigued from a full day at work and the two hour drive, but
a good meal and a couple of bottles of wine, and they were all on
the way to feeling rejuvenated.

The four of
them had spent their teenage years in a shelter for orphaned girls,
and being of similar ages they had quickly bonded and become a
unit.

Penelope was
the eldest and had been cut loose first, but she was strong and
clever; and had got herself a good job, which had very quickly
turned into a great career.

She inherited a
trust fund on her sixteenth birthday, with a solicitor acting as
her guardian, and advisor.

Penelope was a
smart cookie and invested a good deal of her money in a nice
apartment, something which her guardian could not argue with, and
as each of the other girls reached their sixteenth year, she gave
them a bed and a roof and time to find their own feet and their own
homes.

Each of the
girls loved the others, but they all valued their independence –
even timid little Isobel, and at no time had any of them
contemplated sharing a place.

Growing up in
homes, and shelters, had given them a value of their own space; as
well as a need for independence.

They kept in
touch religiously, and met up every week or so, but not always all
of them together at one time.

But they made
sure that they all gathered together for each of their birthdays…
and these weeks away.

**

It had been a
long day and the wine and the food had revived them nicely, but
finished them off as well, and so not much beyond eleven o’clock,
they were all making their way sleepily to bed…

 


And that was
the last thing that Felicity could remember with any sort of
clarity.

She looked
around this large bedroom, with its massive bed and silken
sheets.

She looked down
at the simple silk robe that she wore, and snorted in disgust.

When she had
first woken up here with a mouth as dry as old parchment, and a
thumping headache, she had been disturbed to find herself naked and
lying between those sheets.

There was a
tray on one side of the bed with fruit and bread rolls, and a heavy
looking jug with a crystal glass beside it.

She sat up and
reached for the jug – praying that it was water.

It was.

It was cold and
sweet and so refreshing that she drank down three glasses greedily
before she felt she’d had enough.

She was alone
in the room, but all the same she kept the sheet pulled up to her
chin, even as she nibbled on some of the food.

As she ate she
looked around her anxiously.

There were some
lacy looking curtains hanging down in front of what looked like a
very large window.

The curtain
fluttered and billowed lightly as though the window was open, and
Felicity’s anxious nerves gave out a silent plea.

The big heavy
door was closed and for some reason she felt sure that it was
locked.

There was a
large padded chair which sat before a dressing table complete with
vanity mirror, and a whole host of cosmetics on the table, as well
as a hairbrush and comb and other hair accessories.

Felicity
swallowed a grape, which seemed to lodge in her throat.

She did not
know why – but that dressing table and its contents, scared her
more than anything else so far.

Someone wanted
her to look beautiful it seemed, and had left her the tools to
achieve that.

Her eyes darted
around the room frantically and for the first time she spotted the
white cloth laid out at the foot of the bed.

She leaned
across and snatched it up – to slip it over her shoulders and
pulled her arms through the three quarter sleeves.

The thick belt
cord for the waist made her think of a Roman toga, and she pulled
it and knotted it with savage hands.

Only when she
felt at least partially protected did she let one smooth leg slip
from beneath the sheet to find the floor.

The rug that
her toes encountered was thick, and fluffy and somehow
comforting.

She climbed
from the bed and walked straight over to the fluttering
curtain.

As she looked
out of the window her lips parted and her eyes filled with
tears.

The landscape
outside was dry and rocky and barren looking, burnt to a crisp by
the intense sunlight that seemed to be only partially muted by the
thick darkened glass.

Nothing stirred
out there, and she felt sure that nothing could survive out there –
in that furnace.

That was not
her sun; this sun was too large, too swollen and angry looking. She
stumbled away with a muffled cry.

This could not
be earth; this was not her home in any sense of the word!

**

She fell back
onto the bed and curled up into a tight little ball as the tears
streamed down her cheeks.

She was so lost
in her misery that she did not hear the heavy door open, then close
again a moment later.

“Ah good you’re
awake!” the masculine voice brought her bolt upright on the bed and
Felicity glared at the giant standing there.

She blinked her
grey eyes as she studied him.

“You… I know
you – I’ve seen you before!” she accused. “Who are you and where am
I… and why am I here?”

He smiled a
crooked little smile as he sat on the edge of the bed.

“My… such deep
questions for so early in the morning,” he mocked gently.

She scowled at
him irritably.

“How would I
even know what time it is?” she snapped resentfully.

“The food
should have given you a clue,” he looked pointedly across at the
tray and jug.

“I didn’t
realise that I was supposed to be playing, ‘follow the clues’!”

He laughed
lightly and Felicity felt a warmth in her belly that tingled down
to her thighs.

She tugged at
the robe self-consciously, and saw how his eyes darkened as they
followed the movement and then continued to travel beyond the
fabric over the smooth pale skin of her leg and thigh. A look of
almost animal hunger came to his face, and Felicity knew exactly
what he was thinking at that moment.

“Oh god!” she
whispered as she lurched further away from him to bring her knees
up protectively.

She looked at
him with almost blind terror, and he gave a little sigh of
regret.

Yes, she had
followed the clues allright… too well! She had guessed more than
he’d wanted her to at this point, and now she was afraid of
him.

He had hoped to
gain her trust – to give her the chance to get to know him and let
things happen naturally… but now that would be impossible.

She would never
relax around him of her own accord.

He sat back a
little and took something from the pocket of his lightweight
slacks.

“Such a shame
really,” he muttered.

He moved so
fast that Felicity didn’t even get a chance to defend herself.

But as fast as
he was – the little jab of the needle was efficiently done, so as
not to damage her.

The room began
to sway and spin almost immediately and she cried out.

“Hush now!” he
murmured soothingly, as he pulled her into his strong embrace. “No
one will harm you; it’s just a little something to help you
sleep... you need to get plenty of rest for a few days, and let
yourself acclimatise to my world.”

“But why?” she
whimpered tearfully, as she fought a losing battle to keep her eyes
open.

He didn’t
answer her immediately. He waited until she became slack and heavy
on him and he knew that she was asleep.

He kissed her
hair tenderly and stroked down her arm.

“Because my
love – we have need of women here… and I chose you!”

As his hand
drifted back up she gave a little whimper and he felt the swell of
excitement. Yes, she liked his touch!

Unable to
resist he allowed his hand to stroke lightly across the fabric
covering her breast.

He felt her
nipples spring to attention like hard little pebbles beneath the
satin material, and she gave a groan as she slept.

Her unconscious
reactions to him spurred him on – like a drug to his brain – and he
found that his touching and stroking became a little more
demanding.

Maybe if he
pleasured her now – as she slept – something of it would stay in
her subconscious, making her more amenable toward him.

He pushed her
down onto the bed and gently pulled the robe apart.

As he looked
down at her smooth pale skin, the soft swell of her full breasts,
and the dark pink of her nipples, he actually stopped breathing for
a moment.

She was so
perfect, not a mark or blemish on her.

It had been a
long time since he’d been with a woman, his mate had died eight
years ago, and lovemaking had always been a fairly timid nervous
encounter – since she was so easily hurt or damaged.

All the same he
had loved her – had valued her in a way that only his kind could,
since they knew only too well how precious – but fragile, the
females were.

He stroked his
finger down through the valley of her breasts and down her abdomen
to her navel.

She squirmed in
her sleep and her lips curved into a smile, as she giggled
dreamily.

“Don’t do
that!” she murmured on her laugh even as her hands came up to push
at his arms.

His felt the
rush of his emotions, and his dick swelled in the confines of his
trousers.

He knew that he
should stop, that this was against everything that he believed in
and valued. It was wrong, it was immoral; however he might want to
sugar coat it, it would be rape… but he could not seem to stop.

He would not go
all the way – he would not rape her whilst she slept, but what harm
could come from giving her a little pleasure? And she did seem to
be enjoying his touch…


Chapter
Two

The next time
that Felicity woke up, her mouth still felt dry, but her headache
was more like a dull throbbing now.

She sat up and
looked around her cautiously, only to find the room empty and
apparently undisturbed.

He was no
longer in the room; she looked down to find the robe still on her,
and a light sheet thrown across her.

He must have
put the cover over her, before he had left.

She wondered if
he’d done anything else to her – after he’d knocked her out with
his drugs.

She mentally
reviewed her body, stretching out her arms and her legs. There were
no sore spots, no signs of being messed with, other than a faint
throbbing around her groin and her clitoris, and her breast felt,
almost full, her nipples almost as if someone had suckled on
them…

“Oh god!” she
whimpered as she ran a shaking hand through her tousled hair, he
had! He had touched her when she had slept, and what was worse –
there was a feeling of lethargy to her that she only felt after
sex, and more than one orgasm.

For long
moments she just sat on the bed with her head in her hands as she
wept.

The need to
soothe her dry throat became more pressing though, and so with a
hiccupping sob, she turned to where the tray with water and fruit
had been before.

The jug was
still there, but the crystal glass looked clean, the fruit looked
fresh, and there was a covered plate beside it which she discovered
had fresh bread rolls on it, along with several small squares of
butter and some small cubes of cheese. And there was a second
larger plate with a dome shaped lid over it.

She lifted the
jug to find it full and heavy, and poured a glass full of
water.

It took two
glasses to quench her thirst – and it was only then that she
realised that she was absolutely famished.

Felicity lifted
the plate carefully and rested it on her lap, and then she lifted
the lid hopefully.

The aroma’s
that hit her nose made her mouth water, even before she had seen
the meat and potatoes and mixed vegetables, all covered with thick
gravy that smelled divine and looked as fresh as though it had only
just been poured over it.

It was probably
one of the best meals that Felicity could remember eating, and she
only just stopped herself from licking the plate clean.

She opted
instead to tear of a piece from the one of the bread rolls and used
it to mop up the last bits of gravy from her plate.

She was dabbing
at her mouth contentedly – when the door suddenly swung open, and
he walked in.

Felicity looked
away from him as the colour burned her cheeks, he had touched her –
she just knew it, he had… pleasured her whilst she slept!

She should have
been furious, outraged… angry? She should have felt violated, but
for some reason all she could summon up was embarrassment,
humiliation, and a real sense of awkwardness…

Dear god what
had he done to her!

“Did you enjoy
the meal?” he asked courteously as he closed the door and strode
over to the bed. “How are you feeling now?”

She looked down
at her hands as she fought to regain her composure.

“Did you enjoy
touching me… after you had drugged me?” she accused not able to
even look at him.

Had she looked
at him she would have seen his own embarrassment, she would have
seen a look of such longing on his face, of lust of hunger; but she
did not look and so she did not see.

He was silent
for a moment as he remembered her lying asleep as he had touched
her...

 


He had touched
her breast and she had whimpered and groaned, he had stroked down
to her navel and she had giggled and squirmed as she slept.

He had gently
parted her thighs, and she had frowned in her sleep, sensing that
something was not quite right, but as he stroked the small springy
triangle of her hair, she had pushed up on her legs, and invited
his attentions.

He could see
her arousal as he looked at the tell-tale glisten – the hard nub of
her excitement, and the way she opened up to him.

He could smell
her arousal – and he didn’t think he’d ever smelled anything quite
so wonderful, he reached out a shaking hand and tentatively stroked
down that hard little nub.

She gasped and
gurgled in her sleep and he took his finger away immediately.

He brought it
to his lips and his tongue popped out to taste her.

“Oh… Please,”
she whimpered in her sleep, “don’t stop… don’t… don’t leave me… so
alone… so alone!” she whispered tearfully.

He knew that it
was wrong – but he leaned down and his tongue followed the journey
that his finger had taken.

She rewarded
him with another gasp and a little, “Oh yesss – like that!”

It was enough
for him – he could not stop – would not even attempt to – it was
what she wanted – even if she didn’t quite realise it, when she was
awake!

He began to
lightly lap at her and she writhed and arched and groaned in her
sleep.

Her first
orgasm had almost caused him to explode in his own trousers, she
had been so vocal.

He had to step
away for a while, he had to pace around the room and not look at
her as she lay naked and brazen, and totally vulnerable on the
bed.

He would leave
her now, and he would not come back until he could control himself
– or she was healthy, and acclimatised enough not to need the
injections.

But that would
be a few more days yet, and he just knew that he could not stay
away from her for that long.

He would not
let anyone else come into this room – not at this delicate stage of
her adjustment, and so he took care of her – he took care of all of
her needs.

He frowned as
he looked down at her, she had needs now.

He walked
across the room to the door in the corner – a part of the room she
had not had chance to explore yet; he opened the door to reveal a
bright tiled bathroom – complete with all mod cons!

A few moments
later – he walked up to the bed with a bowl of soapy scented water
and a cloth and a couple of towels slung over his shoulder.

He put the bowl
down on the floor, careful to keep it just out of the way of his
foot, and then spread the larger of the towels out onto the bed,
like a sheet.

He reached
across and with great ease he scooped her up and then laid her
gently on the towel

He spent the
next five minutes in absolute heaven as he gently soaped down her
skin.

He cleaned her
face first, brushing the tangles of her hair out of the way.

Then he moved
to her hands, being careful to clean between her fingers, and
taking time to dry her before moving on to the next bit.

He gently
mopped up her arms and across her shoulders and her chest bone.

Then he stopped
again to dry her with the other towel.

He moved down
to her delicate little toes, and as he cleaned her feet she giggled
again in her sleep and jerked her foot away.

“Don’t do
that!” she muttered and gasped dreamily.

He moved up the
calf and down the shins of her legs, and then stopped to dry her
again.

He stopped to
look at her again – this vision of perfection – with her sandy
blond hair which curled around her shoulders, those incredible grey
eyes of hers were concealed at the moment – but he just knew that
he would never forget that moment when he had first looked at
her.

“Are you
looking for someone, do you need any help?” she had asked
politely.

She was
stunningly beautiful with her little up tilted nose, and her large
grey eyes. She was of average height he thought, with a curvy, hour
glass figure that had him wanting to just sweep her up and carry
her off somewhere.

Then she had
batted her eyes at him in a way that could only be described as
provocative and flirtatious.

He knew then
that he had to have her – and had begun to arrange the taking of
her.

She had stormed
off, obviously feeling like he’d just snubbed her, and he’d had to
act fast, firing the tracker dart into her shoulder had almost been
a mistake.

For all its
smallness, it had hurt her and she had slapped at it, as though
swatting a fly or something, and almost knocking it out before it
could embed itself.

He stood over
her now, and knew that he had to finish what he’d started, and so
with a deep sigh and a shaking hand he had gently soaped across her
breasts…


“Well did you?”
she snapped again as he remained silent, “did you enjoy touching me
while I was drugged!”

He blinked as
he brought himself back to the present and crossed his legs in an
effort to hide the bulge in his trousers.

He could not
seem to be around her without getting an erection that was fit to
bursting.

“Yes,” he
murmured in a quiet husky voice. “I enjoyed touching you very
much... and you enjoyed it too.”

Felicity sat
blinking those incredible eyes at him for a moment – but then
slowly the colour rose up into her cheeks and she looked down at
her hands

 


“Why?” she
whispered tearfully, “what do you want from me, and where am
I?”

He gave a
little sigh as he looked at her, her skin was drawing across her
cheekbones, and she had a greyish tint to her complexion.

He felt for the
syringe in his pocket and stood up suddenly.

Felicity might
have been feeling out of sorts, as this planet began to affect her
once more, but she was smart enough to know his intention.

She scuttled
off the bed, and cowered on the other side.

“Not again!”
she cried out tearfully. “I won’t let you do it to me again!”

He walked
around the foot of the bed, but stopped several feet away from
her.

“You’re dying,”
he whispered regretfully. “This climate will kill you without this
medication, but one of the side effects, is that it acts as a
sedative to you.”

He took the
syringe from his pocket and held it out to her.

“I promise that
I will not touch you while you sleep, I will watch over you for a
while and I shall dream of a time when you will invite my touch,
but I will not touch you.”

She looked at
him and saw the absolute sincerity in his eyes. He meant what he
promised and... she believed him.

Her eyes filled
with tears as her temple began to throb and the room began to spin,
her legs buckled and she blindly stretched out to grab onto
something for support.

"I don't want
to die!" she whispered tearfully.

Her hand
encountered him, as he pulled her into his arms for support.

He slid the
needle in smoothly and all she could do was give a hoarse little
groan.

“You won’t,” he
murmured as she became heavy in his embrace. “As long as I have any
say in it – I won’t let you die!”

He scooped her
up and gently laid her on the bed.

She would sleep
for several hours or more, a deep dreamless sleep.

He settled down
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