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      I had no idea my life would lead me to this captivity, or to this beast of a man.  That week ended so normally, too.  It was a typical Friday night where a bunch of my girlfriends and I would hang out at the club until we dragged each other home.  Usually I was the designated driver because I was less likely to get a guy to buy me drinks.  Most men were into the thinner girls, and there were enough of those in the bars they didn’t have to stoop down to my short height to get some.  We wandered into one of the popular bars, and I took my usual seat at the table while my girlfriends took the arms of men.  Nothing weird, creepy, or abnormal.

      Nothing until I spotted him.

      It wasn’t that he was creepy-looking or anything.  Actually he was incredibly cute, what with his dark black hair and those dazzling, crystal-clear blue eyes.  He was average height and a little older than me, maybe thirty.  He wore a pair of faded jeans and a white polo shirt.  There was an old air about him, like you’d expect him to hold the door open or watch him sweep off his hat for you.

      None of that was really weird, not when I saw piercings and mohawks all around me.  What was really weird was the way he was staring at just me.  He wasn’t looking around and just passing me over, he was staring straight at me without blinking.  I glanced back to see if there was something exciting behind the table I was sitting at, but there was just the usual crowd laughing, drinking, and having fun.

      I was even more surprised when he got up off his seat and went over to me.  “Mind if I sit here?” he asked, and indicated the chair beside me at the small, round table.

      My friend had vacated the seat a few minutes ago, and from the way she was wrapped around a guy across the room it didn’t look like she was coming back any time soon.  “Sure,” I replied.

      He got comfortable on the chair and looked at my glass that was mostly empty.  “Can I buy you a drink?”

      I shook my head.  “No, but thanks, anyway.”  My girlfriends and I made it a habit not to take drinks from strange men.  It was safer that way in case they wanted to spike our drink.

      “That’s fine.  You can never be too cautious,” he agreed.  I blushed because he’d seen so well through my refusal, but he didn’t seem to notice my embarrassment.  Instead he glanced around the room.  “A lot of people here.  Any of them your friends?”

      That was a good question.  While I had come to the club with half a dozen girls, in that big of a crowd I had a hard time finding any of them.  Some had slunk out of the club with their regular boy toys and others were dancing on the floor.  Glancing for them made me look away from the stranger, and when I stared back at him I swore he’d moved his chair closer to me.

      “So what’s your name?” he asked me, ignoring the fact that I hadn’t answered his earlier question.

      “Oh, Becky.”  Last names were never given out until I approved of the guy.  So far this one was just friendly.  “What’s yours?”

      He smiled.  “Luke.”  Apparently he didn’t believe in last names, either.

      “Well, Luke, I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.  You just move into the neighborhood?”

      Luke shook his head.  “No, I’m just a little out of my hunting grounds.”

      I blinked.  That sounded weird.  “Hunting grounds?” I repeated.

      He laughed at my expression.  “Yes, and I’ll let you in on a secret.”  He leaned over toward me.  I would have leaned back, but then I couldn’t have heard what he was saying because he spoke so low.  “I’m actually a millionaire looking for a prospective mate.”

      I smiled, thinking he was playing with me, though I had to admit this was a new pickup line.  “That’s a strange way of putting it.  If you’re a millionaire don’t you have women falling over each other trying to get at you?” I teased.

      He leaned back and gave me some breather room.  “Yes, but they don’t suit me.  I want one that’s real and feisty, and has the right scent.  Those types of women would walk naked through Grand Central Station if it would mean marrying me.”

      I wasn’t sure I believed his story about being rich, but I decided to humor him.  I put on a mockingly serious face and looked around the room.  “I don’t know if you’re going to find any real women here, either.  There’s a lot of makeup on them, and I think most of the breasts are on mortgage.”

      Luke barked out a laugh.  “Now that’s what I’m talking about.  A natural wit and humor about you.”

      Stranger or no stranger, I blushed at the compliment.  “I think maybe you’re just easy to make laugh,” I teased.

      He shrugged his shoulders, but looked me over with that careful stare of his.  “Maybe, but that wasn’t too bad of a joke.  Your boyfriend must be madly in love with you.”

      I smiled and shook my head.  “If I had one he might be, but I don’t.”  I took a sip of my drink and wrinkled my nose.  There was a funny flavor to it.  “Besides, I don’t really have that good of luck with men.  They always seem to want a one-night stand and be off to the next girl.”

      “Sounds like they don’t stick around to get to know you,” he pointed out.

      “More like they go for the stick women first, and me never.”

      Luke leaned forward, and his voice dropped low and deep.  I detected a faint tinge of sultry need in his tone.  “Maybe if you and I got together for a bite to eat then we could get to the night part.”

      “I don’t know, we only just met and-”  I jumped when I felt something prick my hip.  I glanced down and saw his hand disappear into his pocket.  “What did you just-” I swooned and clutched at my head.  I felt very dizzy; the room around me spun.

      Luke gently took a hold of my shoulders to steady me.  Suddenly his smile didn’t look so friendly.  “Are you all right?” he asked me.  “You look ill.”

      “I-I think I need to go.”  One of my friends just stepped outside.  If I could catch her I could have her drive me home.

      I slipped off the stool, but standing only made things worse.  Luke caught me before I dropped to the ground.  “Whoa there, I don’t think you need to be going anywhere,” he scolded me.  I waved my hand at him to brush him off, but he only tightened his grip around my arms.  “Let’s get you some fresh air.”

      He half dragged me through the crowds and to a side door that led to an alley.  If he meant really fresh air this wasn’t it because a dumpster stood nearby and had all the smells for creating life out of rotten meat and empty beer bottles.  Luke set me up against the wall opposite the door, but I still didn’t feel any better.  To the contrary, I felt a lot worse.  My vision was blurred and I had trouble staying awake.  The only two things that stood out was the mostly-full moon in the sky and Luke’s face hovering over me.

      His voice was soft and sounded as though it came from far away.  “The drug won’t take much longer to travel through your system.  Then you’ll sleep,” he told me.

      That scared the hell out of me enough to give me one last push of adrenaline and energy.  I tried to push past him and run toward the opening to the alley.  He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me back against the wall.  The bricks dug into my back, but my body was growing numb.  My vision was leaving me, too, and all I could see now were distorted lights and shadows.  His face loomed up from the shadows and his bright eyes stared at me with that hungry look.  I blacked out.
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      The next thing I knew I woke up with one hell of a hangover.  My head throbbed and my body was stiff.  I popped open my eyes and took in an eye full of a bright light hanging over me.  With a groan I rolled over and grabbed at the covers to my bed.  My fingers clasped a pillow, then another.  I flailed around and only found the edges of countless pillows.  That’s when I realized this wasn’t my bed, and I remembered that guy standing over me with that look on his face.

      I shot up on my arms and looked wildly around myself.  I was in a large, square room with tall, white walls.  I lay on a mountain of soft pillows, and the wood floor of the room was covered with soft, expensive oriental rugs.  In front of me was a large bed against the wall, placed between two tall, narrow windows that were boarded up and blacked out with paint.  To my right was a small table with two chairs, and to my left was a wooden door.

      Confused and terrified, I ran for the door.  I saw there was a slot at the bottom where food could be delivered, but I jumped at the knob.  I tried to turn it, but the door was locked.  In my panic I wouldn’t give up that easily, and so I pounded my fists against the door.  “Help!  Help!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.  “Somebody please help me!”

      I paused when I heard a noise on the other side.  They were footsteps.  My eyes caught movement at the knob, and since the door swung inside I stepped back to avoid being hit when it opened.  I was so happy to see a short, older man of fifty with silver, slicked-back hair, a stranger, standing there and not that man that kidnapped me that I practically lunged at them and wrapped my arms around their shoulders.

      “Thank god!” I sobbed out.  Clinging as I was to the stranger, I could see over him and into the hall.  The floor and walls were much the same as the room, and the place made itself out to be a normal, albeit large and fancy, home.  However, my mind wasn’t thinking about that at the moment so much as about the man that stood at the end near a winding staircase that led downstairs.  It was the same man from the bar, Luke.  “Please save me from him!” I pleaded with the stranger.

      The older man gently extracted my hands from his clothes with a strength I wouldn’t have given him credit to own, and he didn’t let go of my hands.  The stranger held me close beside him, and that’s when I realized he wasn’t going to help me.  He was holding me still while Luke walked closer and closer toward us.  I thrashed and pulled trying to break his hold and dash down the hall, but nothing worked.

      Luke came up to us and smiled down at me.  “Good morning,” he greeted.

      I glared at him.  “Fuck off,” was my dainty reply.

      Luke only chuckled, which was probably better for me.  I couldn’t have defended myself if he got mad and struck me.  “Such a feisty personality, don’t you think so, Alistair?”

      “Very feisty, sir,” replied the man who held me.

      “I’ll take this young woman, and could you make breakfast for two?”

      “Certainly, sir,” Alistair agreed.

      Luke reached out for one of my hands while Alistair released his hold.  In their trade-off I pulled my arms against me, eluding Luke’s hand, and shoved my shoulder first into Alistair and then Luke.  The force of my push and their surprise meant I was able to knock them into opposing walls and dash down the hall.  Their pounding feet chased me to the winding, circular stairs where I took the steps three at a time as it wound its way downstairs.  At the bottom I slipped on a rug and toppled to the ground, knocking my shoulder hard on the wood floor.  Pain shot through my arm and I cried out.

      The two men were on me at once, but they didn’t haul me to my feet.  Instead Alistair held me still while Luke tore open my shirt and looked over my shoulder.  “Nothing broken, but it’s bruised.  This will take a day or two to heal.”

      “Perhaps the girl is too feisty, sir?” Alistair commented.

      Luke shook his head.  “Nonsense, she’s perfect, but not quite ready for freedom outside the room.”  He pulled me to my feet while I clutched at my pained arm.  I was shaken and scared, and tears ran down my face.  I shuddered when Luke brushed his hand against my cheek to wipe away the tears.  “None of that now.  You’re safe with us, and we won’t hurt you.”  I turned my head away and tightly shut my eyes.  I wanted to wake up and have this nightmare end.  “Can you walk?” he asked me.  I still didn’t reply, I couldn’t.  My voice was choked up with sobs that wanted to escape and show the world my fear.

      My eyes shot open when I felt myself lifted into Luke’s strong arms and carried up the stairs.  I instinctively clutched onto him to keep from falling, and he chuckled.  I scowled at him and would have broken free if he didn’t have such a tight grip on me.  Luke pressed me tight against his body, and through his thin shirt I could feel his muscles ripple with each step.  He was a powerful man, one I probably couldn’t escape from without the aid of surprise.

      Luke carried me back to the white room where he shut the door behind us and laid me on the bed.  The moment I hit the covers I pulled away from him and swung my legs over the bed.  I tried to make a dash for the door, but he was fast, very fast.  He was around the bed before I reached the foot of it, and I stumbled backward away from him.  “I’m afraid I can’t let you out for a few days, not until I can trust you.”

      I narrowed my eyes.  “Then I’m never going to be let out.”

      He smirked.  “I very much doubt that, but right now wouldn’t you rather rest on the bed?  That shoulder bruise must hurt.”

      It hurt like hell, but I didn’t care.  “I’d much rather be home, so just let me go,” I ordered him.

      Luke shook his head.  “I’m afraid that’s just not possible.  You see, I’ve chosen you to be my mate, and once chosen there’s no going back.”

      The finality in his voice scared and infuriated me.  “I don’t care what bullshit you say!  Just let me out of here!”  I rammed into him, but this time he was prepared.  He caught my upper arms and pushed me onto the bed.

      I glanced up and shrank from the wild look in his expression.  His eyes were bright and wide, and his lips were curled back in a grin that showed off some long, sharp teeth.  When he spoke his voice was more growl than human, and the feral noises in his words made me shudder.  Admittedly, it wasn’t from fear so much as from a small thrill of desire in me.  Everything about him told me he wanted me, and a little wildness deep down in me told me I wanted him.  “You shouldn’t fight me.  It only makes my Beast want you more.”

      “B-beast?” I shuddered.

      Luke slipped onto the bed and I scuttled back to the head.  He followed me and placed his hands on either side of my body while he leaned forward so our faces were only a foot apart.  “It’s what controls me, and chose you as my mate.”   He glanced up and down my body.  I felt stripped naked by his thorough, unblinking eyes, and covered myself with my arms.  “I must admit it chose very well.”  At that moment there was a knock on the door and Luke pulled back.  I realized I hadn’t been breathing and swallowed a big gulp of air.  “Come in,” Luke called out.

      Alistair came in with a large tray in his hands.  He set it down on the small table beyond the mound of pillows and turned to us.  “Would you be needing anything else, sir?”

      “Just some privacy,” Luke replied.  The color drained from my face at the subtle context in those words.

      Alistair frowned, but gave a bow at the waist.  “Very well, sir.”  He left the room, and I heard the distinct sound of the door being locked behind him.

      Luke slid off the bed and wandered over to the table.  On the tray I noticed all kinds of fruits, juices, and cereals, and my stomach betrayed me by growling.  Luke picked up an apple and grinned.  “You must be quite hungry.  Take what you want, there’s plenty for both of us.”

      I turned my face away, but the gnawing in my stomach wouldn’t leave.  “Not until you let me go,” I insisted.

      Luke tossed the apple at me and it fell at my feet.  “At least eat enough for you to escape.  You’re going to need all your strength and wits to get away from us.”

      “I almost did,” I shot back.

      “I must admit you gave us a merry chase, but that wouldn’t have lasted long.  Alistair and I are proficient hunters, and even if we had lost sight of you we wouldn’t have lost your scent.”  I wrinkled my face.  He made himself out to be some sort of an animal.  “What an interesting expression on your face.  Do I really disgust you that much?” he asked me.

      “I don’t care, just let me go!” I repeated.

      “I’m afraid I can’t let that happen, but why don’t you have a taste of that apple?  I can guarantee you’ll like it.”  I was so mad and afraid that I grabbed the apple and chucked it at him.  He effortlessly caught it in one of his hands and grinned.  “Nice throwing arm, and a good aim.  Yes, I can see how you would make a good mate.”

      “Stop calling me that!” I shrieked at him.

      He shook his head.  “I think not, at least not until you start behaving.”  He paused and rubbed his chin.  “Perhaps that would be a suitable punishment.  For as long as you disobey me you won’t have a name, but you’ll still be my possession.”

      “I’d rather not have a name than be your possession!”

      Luke tossed the apple onto the tray.  “You’ll change your mind.  Until then keep your strength up and fight me all you want.”  He strode to the door, unlocked it with a key from his pocket, and left me alone in my white dungeon.
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      I pressed my back up against the wall behind the bed and hugged my legs to myself.  Tears rolled down my cheeks and all I could think about were those plain walls around me, trapping me in this horrible place with this insane man and his servant.  Only yesterday I’d been a happy college student with my biggest worry being if I was going to miss my friends’ calls and if that stupid geology teacher was going to give us homework.  Now here I sat in this strange room threatened by these men and with no chance at escape.

      Still, there were lingering hopes for escape even in the confines of that white room.  I glanced up and looked over the boarded windows.  They looked secure, but where there was a will there was a way.  I slipped off the bed and hurried over to the window on the left to try to pry the boards off; no luck.  They were nailed on with thick nails that resembled railroad spikes, and the other window was the same.  I’d need something heavy or sharp to break the wood, or at least to pry the boards loose with leverage.

      I looked around the room and spotted the food tray.  My stomach growled, reminding me that fear, my earlier mad dash, and trying to pull off the boards had given me an even greater appetite than before.  I slunk up to the table and inspected the food.  It all looked perfectly normal to me.  The apple he’d tossed to me lay beside the other fruit, and I grabbed that and sat down for a breather.  I intended to eat only as much as I needed and nothing more, but when I bit into the apple and chewed on the piece I was overcome with this strange, overpowering urge to eat more.  My body flushed with a desire to savor everything on the tray, to have all those textures roll across my tongue and slide down my throat.

      It wasn’t the flavor of the apple that made me grab another apple.  It was more like an added spice brushed over the food that created a sensual, overpowering need to consume it all.  I dug in like an animal and devoured fruit, juice and cereal.  My hands clawed off fruit skins and I drank down the juice, and I relished every moment as my body heated up with each bite and drink.  My clothes were splattered with food, but I didn’t care.  There was only that burning inside me that demanded I feed the fire.  I finished off the last of the food and drink, and found myself craving more.  My tense, flushed body ached for another bite, another drink, and I whimpered when I found I couldn’t satisfy my need.

      It was at that moment the door to the room opened and Luke stepped inside.  His eyes fell on the empty tray in front of me, and then to me, covered as I was in the remains of my breakfast.  He smirked, and shut and locked the door behind himself.  “It seems you enjoyed your breakfast,” he teased.

      My anger was rekindled by his smirk, but only partially.  The need inside of me dampened the flame of ire.  “You put something in it, didn’t you?” I accused him.

      He walked over to me and picked up the apple core.  Even that was partially chewed.  “Only a little wolf’s bane.  It adds a unique flavor for our kind that is similar to an aphrodisiac.”  I didn’t understand what it was or what kind about which he was talking, but I understood the second part about the aphrodisiac.  That explained the sensual need inside of me clawing to get out.  He tossed the core back onto the tray and turned to me with those bright eyes.  “It seems to have affected you quite well.  How are you feeling?”

      “Hot,” I hoarsely whispered to him.  I couldn’t help myself when my hand reached up and brushed the naked skin of my long shirt collar.  My flesh was hot and wet from sweat, and I shuddered at the feel of my own fingers caressing my skin.

      Through the lens of my sensual emotions I saw his grin take on a more feral appearance as his teeth shone out beneath his lips.  His eyes brightened as they had before, and I swear they changed color from blue to yellow.  “You look very flushed.  Let me help you to your bed.”  I was languid and submissive as he picked me up in his arms and carried me to the bed.  He set me on the soft covers, and my hands grasped them when a wave of heat swept over me.  I shuddered, and he sat down at my side.  His hand came up and brushed aside wet strands of my hair, soaked as they were in my hot sweat.  His touch lit a fire that I couldn’t quench with food; I wanted something more.  “You look ravishing,” he whispered to me.

      I gasped for breath.  His voice was deep and sultry, and there was a tremor in the tone that told me how badly he wanted me.  I wanted the same, and I purred and moaned at every touch of his hands against me.  His right hand slid down my soaked shirt and over my heaving breasts.  He paused over the pert peaks and teased me with promises, but his hand kept going down over my stomach to the waistband of my jeans.  They felt tight, too tight, and I strained to break free of them.  It was his pleasure to pop open my pants button and draw down the zipper, but it was all so tantalizingly slow.

      I whimpered, trying to tell him that I wanted faster, that I wanted him.  He chuckled and buried his face into my neck, nuzzling me while his hand toyed with my underwear.  I cursed it for being there and for keeping his fingers from touching my naked skin.  He toyed with the waistband of those before his hand slipped inside.  I wanted him inside me, but his fingers danced soothingly over my skin and rustled into my thick bristle of hair.  He navigated the jungle and brushed across my folds, and I jumped when he ghosted over the sensitive spot between my legs.

      His breath against my throat was harsh and raspy.  He strained against his urge to ravish me like we both wanted.  “Do you like that?” he growled.

      “Y-yes,” I stuttered out.  I couldn’t lie to him.  I wasn’t thinking enough to say anything but the truth.

      “Do you want more?”

      “Y-yes.”

      “How badly do you want it?”

      “Badly.”

      “Good.”  Luke pulled his hand away, and I cried out in agony and disappointment.  He sat up and smirked down at me.  “Remember how badly you want it.  Next time I might oblige you.”  I whimpered and squirmed, but he stood and stepped over to the door.  His eyes smoldered with need, but his mind was too strong to overcome the sensual demands of carnal desire.  “Good morning.”  He gave his farewell and left me lying there covered in sweat and with my thighs soaked with my own need.

      I grasped the covers and kicked my legs, throwing a tantrum like some child punished for disobeying their parent.  This child wanted, no, needed her desire quenched.  I craved his fingers against me, touching me and pleasuring me like no other man.  Unbidden my hand reached down and dipped beneath my underwear.  I gasped when my fingers brushed against my sensual nerves, sending a shiver up my body.

      It wasn’t like his, though, and that frustrated me.  I wanted that same pleasure of a man touching me and toying with me, but I had to settle for this.  My finger dipped between my wet, hot folds and rubbed the bundle of delight between my thighs.  I groaned and squirmed above the covers, and my hips rocked in rhythm with the beat of an erotic dance.  Little shots of delicious pleasure pulsed out from between my thighs and swelled over me, penetrating my mind with thoughts of him on top of me.

      I imagined his strong muscles pressing down against my bare breasts, and our groans filling the air as we thrust against each other.  His arms would be wrapped around me, holding me to him as he penetrated me again and again.  Our sweat-covered bodies would writhe and squirm together trying to become one as we reached the height of carnal lust.  His grunts and groans would echo in my ears, and when my body couldn’t take any more I would scream out his name for the world to hear.

      “Oh god,” I moaned out loud.  My finger brushed harder and faster against me.  My other hand massaged the bed covers and my back arched to push my pert buds into the air.  All I could think about was him; inside of me, pressing against me.  My carnal thoughts were unfulfilled with his absence, and that drove me to the brink of insanity.  I needed him, desired him, and he had left me.

      I was in a frenzy to free myself and find some solace in my solitude.  My free hand wrenched at the buttons of my shirt, tearing them away and opening my breasts to the stifling air.  They were swollen and pushing up against my bra.  With a flick of my fingers the strap was undone and they were freed.  With a wild toss the shirt and bra flew across the room while my finger worked its magic between my thighs.  The thrills of pleasure ran through me, but it still wasn’t enough.  I needed one last push to make up for his being gone.  My free hand grasped one of my breasts and massaged the pulsing, swollen mound of flesh.  It was slick and round, and I milked myself for sensual fulfillment.

      “Oh god, please.  Please.” I moaned.  So close, oh so close.  The heat was unbearable, the tension strong.  I could feel myself creeping closer to the edge of bliss.  Almost there.  I tossed back my head and cried to the heavens my satisfaction.  “Oh god, yes.  Yes!  Yes!”  My world burst into a million lights with a million tingles of pleasure.  I shook and shivered, and squirmed atop the covers.

      For all its buildup the moment was gone in a flash.  The pleasure faded and I slumped down atop the covers, my body covered in sweat and myself.  I gasped for breath and my body tingled with delight, but there was still something wrong.  I’d reached satisfaction, but that wasn’t enough.  I needed him to reach the full height of my sexual potential.  He needed to be the one to take me to heavenly bliss.  I whimpered and brushed a hand through my hair.

      That’s when I froze.  What the hell was I doing?  This man was my jailer, my kidnapper, my enemy.  I shouldn’t have wanted him that way.  I should have starved to death rather than follow this path of almost unbearable aphrodisiac-induced sexual arousal.  I would have smacked myself if I’d had the energy, but all I could do was lay there and let the effects of the poisoned food wear off.  I berated myself a thousand times over, and promised myself a million times to let myself starve.  He wouldn’t want to have sex with a skeleton woman, not if he’d chosen my plump body.

      A sudden thought struck me.  What if I did displease him?  What would he do to me then?  Would I be tossed out on a pile of corpses made up of the other girls who’d displeased him?  My heart thumped fast and I found the energy to sit up.  There wasn’t any evidence of other people in the room, but psychopaths were clever, and this guy was definitely a psychopath.  I needed to escape, but I needed to bide my time and make him think I was following his orders when I was really planning to undermine him.
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      I had another look around my cage and noticed a door on the wall behind the small table.  I scuttled over to it, and was relieved and overjoyed to find it was unlocked.  The door opened, but my hopes were dashed.  Inside was a simple bathroom made in the same bland style as the larger room.  Still, I wouldn’t let a little disappointment slow me down.  If there was anything college had taught me, there was always a way out with some excuse or escape route.

      I stepped inside and inspected the walls for a window.  There was a small one opposite the door, but that was bricked up.  I’d have better luck with the boarded up windows, so I went back into the large room and took another look at those ones.  The railroad spikes stared back at me, mocking me with their strength, but there were ways to get past them.  They weren’t screwed in, at least not as far as I could tell, so maybe I could pry them loose bit by bit.

      My fingers danced over the rough edges of the boards looking for a handhold, but they were nailed too close together.  I’d need something thin and tough to wedge between them if I was going to pry the boards loose.  I glanced over my shoulder and my eyes fell on the tray that man Alistair had brought in.  That looked sturdy enough, and it was the only thing in sight to help me.  I dashed over, quietly removed the remains of food and dishes, and ran back to the window.  The tray was made of some sort of sturdy metal, and thin enough I could slip it between a few of the wider gaps between the boards.

      When it was securely wedged at the height of my chest, I put my hands on the tray and pressed down with all my weight and strength.  The tray creaked and the wood groaned, and little by little, inch by inch freedom appeared behind the board.  In a few minutes, and after a few breaks, I managed to loosen the board enough that I could pry my fingers into the hole and yank on the wood.  In an hour my hard work was rewarded when the board and its stubborn nails came off in my hands.  Victory was accompanied by a loud wrenching noise when the wood pulled from the wall, and I froze with the board tightly gripped in my hands.  I listened for sounds of footsteps and voices, but nothing came to my ears.

      I softly set aside the board and glanced at the hole.  There was only a glass window, and beyond that was the world.  Unfortunately, it wasn’t any world I knew.  The forest of city buildings was replaced by a forest of tall trees, and the streets were now an expansive lawn that stopped at the edge of those trees forty feet beyond the house in which
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