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Enthralled

The following morning, I wake late. The bed beside me is unoccupied and cold. Very hungover, utterly ashamed of myself, what was I thinking? All that drink, not even wine, but whiskey, and behaving like a complete trollop with a stranger.

Slouching through to the bathroom, I take a couple of paracetamol, reflecting on the previous evening’s events.

Still, the ‘upside’ is that I am still alive. Is that an upside? I wonder about that. Have I proved to myself that I don’t actually want to jump off that bridge?

Miserably, I take a shower. Nothing has changed except that I now know I have the morals of an alley cat.

As I towel myself off, it dawns on me that there is a clattering coming from downstairs, and the smell of cooking drifting past; a very appetizing smell of cooking. Then my stomach rebels and I feel suddenly queasy.

A bathrobe wrapped around me like armour, but now more hopeful, I go down to the kitchen to find Brin with pancakes, bacon and eggs cooking away. It looks good but my stomach says otherwise, churning at the sight of all the food.

“Hope you don’t mind me making myself at home,” he grins. “I thought a decent breakfast would be a good start to the day.” He looks at me, staring me in the face. “Hangover? Hardly surprising really. You’re not used to that amount of alcohol. Here, I’ll mix you up my patent remedy. It never fails.”

Lost for words, I sit at the table while Brin concocts a cocktail of eggs, tabasco and who-knows-what-else. Wordlessly, I knock it back. Astonishingly, within minutes, I do feel better.

Brin serves me with a mountain of food. It never occurred to me that he would be able to cook. Tom always expected that the food was put in front of him and would get angry if his meal was not on the table as soon he arrived home from work. I thought that women cooked and men ate. That was just how things were done.

Alternating speech, with spooning mouthfuls of pancake, bacon and syrup into his mouth, Brin says “I’ve got to go out today. Probably won’t see you until later in the week, but I’ll catch up with you in a few days.”

Disappointed, I stare down at my food, shoving it around the plate with my fork. Brin notices it, grabs the fork from me, shovels up a mound of bacon and egg and thrusts it at me. “I didn’t say I won’t be back, but I’ve got things to do. Now eat.”

I force the food down, feeling sick with disappointment. After the glorious ride this stranger took me on the night before, the wonderful sex, my first orgasm, I had hoped we would be spending the day together.

He glances up at the wall clock. “Gotta go. I’ll catch up with you.” And just like that, he leaves.

Taking myself in hand and determined now not to fall into depression again, I decide to take a walk. Wandering down the leafy avenue, I try to think of something nice to do to cheer myself up. Brin promised he would be back in a few days and I cannot make myself dependent on him. He’s clearly not the type to tolerate that. Definitely a free spirit.

I settle on buying myself a picnic and taking it down to the park. The weather is lovely and I can feed the ducks. Calling by a supermarket, I buy myself some sandwiches, cakes and other treats. I push the boat out and choose a bottle of wine. At the last moment, I remember to buy a corkscrew and a plastic wineglass as well.

Bag loaded, I set off for the park, taking a shortcut through an old factory yard. Perhaps this was not a good idea. Broken glass and beer cans, graffitied walls and litter, all contribute to an air of desolation. Two men hanging around the gate make me nervous and I step smartly, wanting to get past the area as quickly as possible.

It dawns on me that the men are walking a couple of hundred yards behind me and have been there for a while. Glancing over my shoulder I see them, apparently nothing to do with me but maintaining a steady distance. A bit un-nerved I step up my pace, keen to reach a more public area.

As I walk a little faster, I hear them, also moving more quickly. Glancing back again, yes, they are definitely following me.

Thoroughly alarmed now, I break into a run. So do my pursuers. It is only five minutes to the park area and there will be hundreds of people milling around there. I'll be safe then.

It’s no good. I can’t outpace them. Dropping my picnic bag, I simply run as fast as I can. Heart pounding, sweat streaming cold down my spine, I race to reach the gate of the parking lot.

Closer I hear them, and closer still, until, with a scream, I am dragged back by a hand grabbing my wrist, and another clapped over my mouth. A car pulls up, squealing to a halt beside us and I am bundled into the back seat. As the car pulls away again, strong arms hold me down, a cloth is shoved into my mouth and tied in, gagging me. Another strip of cloth binds over my eyes, blinding me.

Screaming through the gag, I struggle against hands pinning me down. A voice hisses in my ear “Shut it, or you’ll really regret it.”

Shaking in terror, I fall silent. What do they want? If it were just my purse, my money, my credit cards, they could have taken them already. There are only so many reasons that men kidnap women and the thought of any of them is terrifying.

We pull to a stop. I hear the screech of hinges and machinery. Electric gates? A garage door?

We move again, for seconds only and with another mechanical squeal, silence falls.

Hands lift me out of the car. I struggle, but cuffs click around my wrists. I am picked up, lifted under the arms and around the knees. I can’t contain myself, screaming through the gag.

I am dropped onto something softish but unyielding, some kind of mat or carpet. The hands undo my gag but leave the blindfold and cuffs in place. I scramble to my knees, hampered by my cuffed wrists.

“Oh God, don’t hurt me. Please don’t hurt me.”

Fingers caress my neck and face.

“I’m going to enjoy fucking you. Nice set of legs there. Wonder what it’s like underneath?”

Panic-stricken, still kneeling, arms clutched to my chest, head tucked down, I curl myself up small. “Please don’t hurt me,” I repeat.

“We won’t hurt you, so long as you do as you’re told......”

A voice interrupts, a familiar voice.

“Okay lads, that’s enough for now.”

Unbelieving, my head jerks up. “Brin? Brin! Is that you? You bastard! What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

The fingers continue to stroke my face, and this time I hear Brin’s voice close by my ear.

“I said you needed to live in the fast lane a bit more....”

“Fast lane? You kidnapped me! These men. Who the fuck are they? They scared the shit out of me.”

Brin chuckles. “Well, you took the words out of my mouth there. Their exact instructions were to ‘scare the shit out of you but not hurt you’.” He pauses. “Are you hurt?”

“Well, no....”

“Heart racing?”

“Yes, but....”

“Any suicidal tendencies? Or were you going to promise to do anything these guys wanted if they let you live?”

How do I answer? Yes, I would have promised anything, done anything to stay alive.

“You see.” he continues. “Like I said, you do want to live.”

I stay silent. What’s coming next? I take his point. Yes, I want to live and, after the past twenty-four hours, I know that I want it. But Brin’s methods of making his point are.... unsettling.

He speaks up again. “So how do you fancy being banged by three men, eh?”

“What!” I splutter. “You can’t be serious... You can’t...”

There is a pause and the blindfold is removed. Hands fumble at my wrists and the cuffs click open. As I rub life back into my fingers, hands grab me from behind, hauling me upright, then hold me in a loose lock, arms behind me. I don’t see Brin and I twist to see the men at my back, but I am grabbed by the chin, pulled back to face the man before me.

He is huge. Well over six feet tall, brawny and burly. Good-looking in a hard kind of way; he looks perhaps Jamaican, deep brown eyes, black-skinned and with long dreadlocks rambling down his shoulders.

“Still holding my chin, he says, “Like I said before, I’d really like to fuck you. What do you think?”

I start to panic again. “Brin, Brin. Oh, God. What are you doing? I try to twist backwards again, trying to see who is holding me, but am firmly held and cannot see.

Brin’s voice rasps by my ear. “Oh, don’t worry about us. We’ll take our turn with you. But I promise Keenan there that he’d get first turn. He fancies the idea of a blow job from you. I told him all about how eager you were to learn last night.”

“Brin. You can’t do this. Please, you can’t. Just because you and I... Well... Because I....” My voice trails off. 

The arms release me and I am suddenly free. Brin steps into my field of view. Holding me by the eye, he walks forward and opens a door, gesturing outwards.

“Alright, go if you want to. If you really want to. No-one’s going to make you do anything you don’t agree to. But I told you the rules. Either you do as I say, or it’s off.”

Trembling like a racehorse, I hesitate. Bright sunlight beckons me through the door. But now I know I have a choice, the beginning of arousal smoulders, fanning brighter with each
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