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Sophia had just finished a lengthy photo shoot for the Bergdorf Goodman winter catalog as she emerged from the photographers studio onto the streets of New York’s Lower East Side in the late afternoon sun, and looked around for a cab. 

She was 27 years old, and she’d been a top model for a decade. A few short years ago, catalog work would have been beneath her, but a girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do, and living in New York City sure ain’t cheap. Her career wasn’t exactly over, but she was on the downhill side of its trajectory and she knew it.

She’d recently been in a relationship that she’d had some high hopes for, but he’d just dumped her for an up and coming runway model, a Brazilian teenager. That had been a most unwelcome shock. 

At that moment, a young man suddenly appeared beside her, she had not noticed his approach. 

“Hey Sophia,” he said. 

She ignored him, this was not an uncommon occurrence in her very public life, and continued searching for a cab, raising her hand, her eyes scanning the sea of traffic on 2nd Avenue heading uptown. He reached up and took her outstretched hand and she tried to pull away from him but his grasp was very strong, and as she looked at him angrily and protested, he started to disappear before her very eyes and then her arm began to disappear and then the rest of her body vanished, the whole most unusual occurrence caught on a bystander’s iPhone camera. 

All of  sudden, she found herself in a spacious log home. There were large windows in the log walls, and she could see that the cabin was sited on top of a heavily wooded mountain overlooking a river valley. It reminded her of someplace familiar, but in her panicked state she failed to recognize it. She also noticed that somehow both she and her assailant had lost all of of their clothing.

He put his hands on either side of her head, held her closely, and looked deep into her eyes. She struggled, but then she felt the tiny tendrils painlessly penetrating the skin at her temples and then she screamed and fought even harder but it was all in vain as the microscopic filaments went through her skin, her skull and then into her brain, and then she felt herself relaxing, and waves of pleasure and contentment surged through her mind and body.

“What are you doing to me?” she asked, no longer anxious but very confused.

“I’m giving you a brain massage,” he replied calmly, “it’s the least I could do after scaring you half to death.”

“What the fuck?” she murmured, trying to summon an ounce of righteous anger and somehow failing to do so.

“Well, first of all, I kidnapped you off the streets of New York City, 2nd Avenue to be more precise. That was the scaring you half to death part of the story.”

“But how...?”

“Oh, that was just some advanced yoga techniques that I’ve been working on for a long time.”

“You should be ashamed of yourself,” she announced, once again vainly attempting a note of conviction in her voice.

“Yes, you’re right, I suppose I should, I had absolutely no right to do that,” he replied, “I am sorry.”

He withdrew the microscopic filaments from her head and they retracted back into his fingertips. She noted that with curiosity, but, oddly enough, no fear.

“Well, you can take me right back,” she said with no note of urgency in her voice whatsoever.

“I could,” he said, “but we’re both naked.” 

“Very good point,” she said, somehow feeling no embarrassment at all about that circumstance, “what’s up with that? Are you planning to rape me?”

“No!” he exclaimed, “I’m crazy about you, I would never hurt you!”

“But you’d scare me half to death, that was okay,” she said, sarcastically, regaining a bit of her spunk.

“Unfortunately, that was unavoidable,” he said, “I had to seize the moment.”

“The moment?”

“I kidnapped you because I just had to meet you, and I did the tentacle thing to you, because I’d scared you with the kidnapping. You’ve been under so much stress lately and I thought you just might be open to a radical change of lifestyle.”

“Why would I be interested in a ‘radical change of lifestyle’?” she asked, “I’ve worked very hard to get where I am!” 

“Because you are a very sensitive woman who’s been deeply hurt by that dirt bag hedge fund guy who dumped you for the little Brazilian chica. Also, you’ve been working very hard for a very long time to pretend that everything in your life is just peachy keen, which it really isn’t.” 

She would have responded angrily, but really, he definitely had a couple of good points there. He seemed to know her better than she she knew herself.

“Please, forgive me, you had no choice about what I did, the next time you will have the choice, I promise you.” 

“The next time?” she laughed. 

“Well, hopefully” he replied, “I’d like to think that just maybe, you’ll find yourself wanting another one of those brain massages?”

Sophia admitted to herself that he just might have a point there, she really did feel wonderfully content and relaxed. 

“You are Sophia, you are still one of the top fashion models in the world, you are an icon, you still command very decent modelling fees, you have over 8 million Instagram followers, and many of the most famous and wealthy men in the world compete for your attention.” 

Her kidnapper continued, 

“But there are perhaps, other aspects of you yet to be discovered.” 

“Like what?” she asked. 

“How many times have you gone to a fashion shoot and looked at the clothes they wanted you to wear, and said to yourself, ‘That's really quite nice but I know I could do better?” 

She looked at him, shocked, 

“What, you can read my mind?” 

“No, of course not,” he replied, “it was just a good guess. I’ve admired your personal wardrobe choices for a long time. Speaking of which, we’re both still naked here, come, let me show you to your room.”

“My room?” she mumbled, thoroughly bewildered but at the same time oddly content. 

They walked out of the living-room and down a wide hallway together, natural honey toned wood paneling on either side, and he opened a door. 

The bedroom was quite spacious, with large windows framing spectacular vistas of the river valley as well as the surrounding mountains. There was a king sized bed topped with colorful handmade quilts between twin rustic night stands with pottery lamps on top, and books below. A sliding glass door opened onto a small deck with a lounger and a couple of rustic chairs with cushions. 

“And this is your bathroom,” he said, sliding open a knotty pine barn style door.

It was spectacular, with an oversized white porcelain claw foot tub, a huge shower stall of  polished granite, and another window that looked out on pine trees and still more spectacular mountain vistas. 

She was speechless.

“And here’s your closet,” he continued proudly as he opened yet another door to reveal a very good sized walk-in closet with jeans, khakis
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