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To Silence.

Not always the enemy of communication.
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ONE

 


The first day of my captivity was like being born . .
. or dying. They’re both kind of the same thing with the long
tunnel and the bright light at the end. Maybe it wasn’t like
either, actually. Maybe I’m remembering it wrong because for me
that day all there was, was darkness.

I was blindfolded, sitting in a hard metal chair,
with each of my legs bound to a chair leg and my arms tied up
behind me. The sharpest bit of sensory input I had was the silence.
It was a suffocating blanket from which there was no escape. Unless
I started talking just to hear my own voice, a desperation I
refused to display in the first five minutes of consciousness.

I remember thinking this was how spy movies often
started, with sensory deprivation: the first step to get the
prisoner to spill his secrets. I had no secrets. I was an open
book, and maybe that was the problem. I was a minor celebrity on
the public-speaking circuit, self-assured, articulate. The
poster-girl for everything others wished they could become. Not a
threat to anyone really.

I’d written a few books and had started to grow a
following of loyal devotees. Someone would notice I was missing, at
least by the time my next speaking engagement rolled around in a
couple of weeks.

The day had started at one such engagement. A very
nice luncheon, in a very nice restaurant in downtown Atlanta had
been booked for the event. I usually started and ended my book
tours in Atlanta because it was close to my home in the
suburbs.

The audience was mostly comprised of women, my
primary demographic, though I’d never set out to become some
voice of women. There was a smattering of men, but I wasn’t
paying much attention.

Women go through their lives a bit differently than
men. We’re always cautious. It’s not that we live in abject terror
twenty-four hours a day thinking some random man is going to come
along and rape or kill us. Only the most neurotic of us think that
way.

Still, you never know what kind of wacko out there
has become fixated on you. And despite all the empowering speeches
and the women’s movement, in the grand scheme . . . women are
prey.

This was the place I was at, the almost complete
denial it had happened to me. Me, who is always so careful. Locks
her doors, doesn’t walk or jog with ear buds in her ears, doesn’t
take candy from strangers in vans. You know the drill.

I was listening to the silence and wondering how the
hell this could be happening. Other things were running through my
mind as well. Things that had me hoping maybe I did have some
government secret and once I shared it, I could go on my merry
way.

Rape. Death. Dismemberment. Maybe in that order,
maybe not. Though that order would be preferable to Dismemberment.
Rape. Death. Or Rape. Dismemberment. Death. You always want your
dismemberment to happen after the death.

Death first would be the absolute best-case scenario.
I’d seen enough woman-in-peril movies, and I was no MacGyver. I
didn’t really have any kind of ballpoint pens on me that I could
somehow get out of a pocket and turn into a ballistic missile.

My mistake was a stupid one. I’d left my drink
unattended. Men never have to worry about this shit. I guess
because statistically speaking there are fewer female psychos
stalking men than the opposite, and most confrontations between men
are pretty straightforward.

Like all women raised in the current climate of fear
and loathing of men, I was taught never to leave my drink
unattended. All women know this. We do. Even if we aren’t
explicitly told, it seems to come with the packaging and wiring of
being female. Just common sense in the age of the date rape drug.
Expecting even the most sensitive male to truly understand any of
this is like expecting a wolf to understand the finer points of
being a rabbit.

Still. We seem to think there are exceptions. Like my
luncheon.

There are no exceptions. If there were, I wouldn’t be
sitting tied to a chair listening to the questionably comforting
sound of my breath going in and out.

I couldn’t stop thinking about how my parents were
going to react to all this. My sister, Katie, had died several
years ago in an accident. She was deaf and hadn’t heard the car
barreling around the curve. The driver wasn’t used to ice on the
road. No one in the south is. My parents hadn’t spoken about her in
years because they couldn’t deal with it. I couldn’t imagine how
they’d cope with my disappearance and wondered if they’d curse God
for doing this shit to them twice in a row.

The door creaked open then, exactly like doors do in
scary movies. At least now I knew what kind of story I was in, no
sense fooling myself about it. The sound of his boots echoed eerily
loud on the concrete floor as he approached me. He stopped maybe a
couple of feet away as the silence stretched on for a small
eternity. Finally, I felt compelled to speak.

“Why are you doing this?” My voice shook when I said
it, and I hated that. I sounded weak. I’d never sounded weak before
in my life.

It was such a cliché question. If these were to be my
last words, they felt like stupid and unimportant ones, but I had
to know. Why had he taken me? Did I send out a vibe or was
he just obsessed? Was there something about me that screamed
Victim?

I’d always tried to give the impression that I wasn’t
easy prey. I’d been fooling myself. It had been ridiculously easy
for him to take me.

Then again, maybe I was being all wrong-headed in
assuming right from the start my captor was male. Theoretically, it
could just as easily have been a woman.

Somebody jealous of my professional success. Someone
who hated me for some imaginary reason, like that her husband
thought I was pretty or something. As if I can control who thinks
I’m pretty. There was always that one-in-a-million reason for some
woman to go apeshit psycho on you.

And I don’t hate men. There is a very small
percentage of men who choose to perpetrate violence against women,
despite the ease with which they can do it. Most women don’t hate
men. Those that do, though, probably do so not because most men are
violent towards women, but that they could be, if they wanted to.
This knowledge sets up a kind of helpless rage in some women. One
I’d never succumbed to until today.

He still hadn’t spoken. I was carrying on this
internal monologue in my head because I was afraid I might say
something that would get me killed. Or worse. It was naive, but I
wanted to believe I could somehow alter the course of events here
by saying the right thing. My words, the thing that had made me so
compelling to people, were more useless than I wanted to admit. My
only weapon had the efficacy of a squirt gun.

I could feel the heavy lump forming in my throat as
he stepped closer. I couldn’t see him because of the blindfold
still covering my eyes, but I knew he was observing me, probably
taking me in with amusement. It pissed me off that he held my life
in his hands, and yet he might be amused with me.

I continued to wait for him to answer the why are
you doing this question, but the answer didn’t come.

There is a standard victim/victimizer protocol, an
etiquette if you will. Why are you doing this? is the
introductory question, sometimes followed by screaming or crying. I
wasn’t screaming or crying. I wanted to conserve my energy for my
one possible moment of escape. Eventually he’d do something stupid.
He had to.

After the victim’s opening line, the victimizer
usually says something so terrifying the victim wishes they’d never
opened their mouth. This man, however, seemed to be capitalizing on
the terror of uncertainty.

After all, if he spoke to me perhaps there was
something human in there, something I could reason with, some tiny,
frail hope I could bargain somehow. A large, cool hand rested
softly against my cheek.

There was no violence or threat in the way he touched
me. It was my cheek, so it certainly wasn’t an overly sexual touch.
Still, it was a threat to me. It said, I have no problems
breaching your personal bubble or touching you at any time.

His hand remained pressed solidly against the side of
my face like that for a couple of minutes at least as my heart
continued to hammer in my chest. That huge, strong hand. He could
easily beat me to death with it, or he could be gentle. Although at
this point, even gentle was an act of violence. I didn’t know which
I preferred.

With violence I could have the appropriate
socially-approved victim response. I knew from experience anything
else could produce a very different physical reaction.

 


 


At seventeen I’d gotten involved with my first real
boyfriend. He was cute and had that edge of danger that girls of
that age are so fond of. He gave off an air of something wild and
frightening, and I’d been along for the ride

We’d fooled around a lot. My strict religious
upbringing didn’t allow for more without fear of God’s wrath coming
down on me, and orgasms weren’t worth an eternity in hell. Though
in hindsight, the idea that some deity could be bothered to punish
any one individual for what they chose to do with their clothes
off, seems stupid at best.

He’d pressed me down on the bed, my legs hanging over
the edge. We were in his room; his parents were downstairs. The
sounds of the nightly news drifted up to the bedroom. I was lying
there, my pants forgotten on the floor, though I was still wearing
a shirt.

He wanted to go down on me. It was more than I was
ready for at the time, and I was paranoid about getting an STD,
the STD. Yes, this was how empty my education in sexually
transmitted diseases had been in the abstinence climate. Still, I’d
said no. I’d meant no.

He’d ignored me, spreading my legs wide for his
perusal, gripping my wrists tightly against my thighs as he held me
down. “You’ll like this, I promise,” he said.

I struggled, but he was too strong, and I didn’t have
the proper leverage to shove him away. He buried his head between
my legs, slowly laving the bundle of nerves there. I wanted to cry
out, but I couldn’t face the shame of his parents running up there
and finding me half naked on his bed.

Somehow it was worse knowing I could have stopped
him. It was one violation or another. His tongue on my clit, or his
parents knowing what we’d been up to, thinking I was a slut.

“Please, please don’t.” I’d begged him, and yet he
hadn’t stopped.

It was incredible how little time it took for my
resolve to melt, for “Please, no” to turn into “Oh God, don’t
stop.”

When he was finished, I just laid there, my legs
shaking from the force of my orgasm. They’d turned to jelly, and I
felt weak, drugged in the post-orgasmic afterglow euphoria. The
orgasm I couldn’t possibly go to hell for. He looked up into my
eyes, a self-satisfied smirk on his face and said teasingly, “I
told you you’d like it. Now, what do you say?”

“Thank you.” It was our little inside joke. It had
never previously been applied to anything sexual. The words had
slipped out of my mouth before I could stop them, and on some level
they were true.

He and I never talked about the incident after that,
and he never directly forced me again. He never had to. I didn’t
give him the opportunity because it was too confusing. In his mind,
I’m sure he believed he hadn’t done anything wrong, since he’d
successfully changed my mind by turning my body against me. In the
end I’d liked it. The entire sordid event from start to finish.

The juxtaposition of fear and helplessness, set up
next to complete pleasure and eventual surrender. I’d masturbated
for months afterward to the memory of the event. It was several
years before I mentioned it to a friend.

She’d insisted it was no different than rape. I
suppose she was right, but I’d never seen it that way. I’d for some
reason never had the normal emotional response. I’d gotten off on
it. Something was different in the way I was wired and that,
perhaps, was the only thing that had saved me. Over time I
developed an intense shame about it, not because I’d been violated,
but because I wasn’t properly traumatized by what had been done to
me. Because I sometimes still touched myself thinking about it.

 


 


I thought he’d left me alone again, but then I heard
another metal chair scrape against the floor. His heavy weight fell
into it, and he placed something on a table. My breath hitched.

Moments later, a spoon was prodding at my lips. I
opened my mouth, and warm chicken noodle soup slid down my throat.
Comfort food. Oh, sweet irony. I wasn’t worried he’d drug me. Why
would he?

Drugging had been a convenience of transport. He had
me where he wanted me, no doubt in some eerie sound-proofed
basement cell. I heard him crumble crackers into the soup before
feeding me another bite. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was.
Intense fear tends to shut down the hunger response.

After the second bite, his hand gently fondled one of
my breasts through my clothing. I stiffened and flinched away. He
didn’t yell or hit me. He simply placed the bowl back on the table
and got up. Then his footsteps started to recede in the direction
they’d come from.

So this was the game he was playing? Either I would
accept his touch, or he’d starve me to death? I hear it’s a
horrible way to die, second only to drowning or suffocation. Those
things could still be on the menu. It was early yet.

“Please . . . wait.” I hated myself for saying it.
Hated myself enough that had my hands been free and a razor been
nearby, I might have pressed the blade into my skin and bled out
right there in front of him.

I was already bargaining, doing the appease the
captor and maybe he won’t hurt you too bad thing. In turn, he
would show a small kindness here or there to gain my total
dependence on him And voila . . . instant Stockholm Syndrome.

His footsteps stopped, and I heard him turn, still as
silent as ever. After a moment, he returned and sat back down in
the chair.

I was trying not to hyperventilate. I wasn’t sure
what I’d have to allow him to do to let me breathe into a paper
bag. This was how our agreement began. He never said a word, never
made any kind of verbal threat. He didn’t need to.

It was a tacit agreement. I would give him what he
wanted, or else. Right now the bargaining chip on the table was
food. I was still arguing with myself over that one, berating
myself for not being stronger, not holding out longer. He hadn’t
tried to fuck me yet. Having my breast fondled was a small price to
pay to eat.

The spoon prodded at my mouth again and I opened up
for the warm liquid. He’d gotten the good crackers. The oval-shaped
Townhouse kind. The kind I liked. I had a moment of almost hysteria
wondering how long he’d watched me, how much he knew about me. Did
he know this particular food somehow idiotically made me feel
safe?

I tensed as I heard the spoon clank into the bowl
again. I knew what that meant. Every cell in my body felt poised,
on edge, trying to inch away as his hand closed over my breast once
again. He hadn’t moved to take any of my clothes off. He seemed to
want me to agree to every step of my desecration.

I didn’t want to respond, but his thumb caressed over
my nipple through the layers of clothing so gently, so enticingly
that I found myself arching toward him. I wanted to jerk away, but
if I did he’d leave and take the food with him. This time my
begging might not bring him back.

This pattern repeated itself over and over. First a
bite, then a fondle, until the soup was gone. He wanted to make
sure the conditions were clear to me, that nothing would be given
to me freely. I would pay for it all.

I kept rewinding the day in my head. What if I’d done
something differently? What if I’d never left the table? Had it
been necessary to reapply my lipstick that close to the end of the
day? Had a tube of waxy color called Sassy Vixen really been the
catalyst to take my freedom from me?

I knew it was crazy to think that way. He would have
gotten me sooner or later if he was determined enough. That moment
in time wasn’t the definitive moment. I would have had another
unguarded moment later and would have paid for it then.

We’d gotten through the bowl of soup and an
awkwardness descended. It was as if he’d only planned this far and
had no idea what his next step should be. Maybe he was waiting for
me.

Okay.

“Please tell me why you’re doing this.” My voice was
stronger now. Maybe it was the captive/captor alliance we seemed to
have formed. He didn’t seem the kind to lash out with no planning.
He instead seemed the type who could wait multiple eternities for
everything to work to his desire.

No reply.

He placed his fingers on my lips, gently silencing
me. He had no intention of answering the question, and I had no
power to make him do so. He knelt on the ground beside me and I
heard the knife as it cut through the ropes binding my legs to the
chair.

I had the urge to kick him in the face, but I didn’t.
If I kicked him, I was escalating the situation to real physical
violence, and he would no doubt retaliate. This wasn’t someone with
gentlemanly scruples. Before I could make a solid decision against
kicking him, my chance slipped away, as he moved behind me.

He sliced through the ropes around my wrists. I
hadn’t realized how much they’d cut into me, but they burned now
that the air hit them. He came back to stand in front of me,
bringing my arms around with him, placing my hands primly on my lap
like I was a posable doll. I could barely feel myself
breathing.

I have a deep and abiding fear of knives. Honestly, I
don’t know many people not afraid of knives. For most, a knife is
scarier even than a gun. If someone kills you with a gun, it can be
quick, painless. Knives don’t offer that possible luxury. They are
intimate and violent in a way a gun could never hope to be.

Despite my hands and legs being free, I still didn’t
fight back. He had a knife, and I was blindfolded. It didn’t take a
mathematician to work out those odds. Before I could reach up to
remove the blindfold, his hands were encircling my wrists, rubbing
them, as if he were actually concerned he’d hurt me.

But I knew that wasn’t the case. Anyone who drugs
you, kidnaps you, and locks you in a cell doesn’t care if they hurt
you. Maybe he just didn’t want to hurt me, yet. In one quick
movement, he ripped the blindfold away.

Although the scrap of dark fabric hadn’t been
pleasant, it had acted as a sort of safety, a filter. Now there was
nothing between us. I looked into the coldest, blackest eyes I’d
ever seen, fathomless pools of something I couldn’t quite recognize
as human. There was an otherness about him, something that made him
different from me, from anyone I’d ever spoken to before.

I expected him to start the verbal threats now that
the mystery of my captor was over, but he didn’t. He just stared. I
was his science project.

In another situation I would have found him
attractive. He was muscular, had a firm jaw, great hair, not an
ounce of body fat. I imagined this was what Ted Bundy’s victims
felt at some point, that it was utterly impossible he could want to
hurt them and be so beautiful at the same time. The unbelievable
shock someone so attractive could be a predator.

Why would he have to be? Didn’t women just fall at
his feet automatically? I had the sudden bone-chilling terror that
this man wanted something he couldn’t get from a date, perhaps my
body chopped up in little pieces and arranged in neat white paper
in the freezer. I shuddered at the thought and quickly tried to
block it out.

Monsters aren’t supposed to be beautiful. It’s the
rule. The Hunchback of Notre Dame was ugly. Frankenstein’s monster
was ugly. Nosferatu . . . ugly. Ugly was in the rulebook. And yet
the man kneeling calmly before me wasn’t ugly. Not on the surface.
Look anywhere but into his eyes and he was the man women fantasized
about from puberty onward.

He stood and backed away from me then, his gaze
pinning me to the chair. He wasn’t holding the knife in a
threatening way, but he still held it. He started toward the door,
then thinking better of it, he turned, came back to me, and pulled
me out of the chair. I was almost to the begging point again, but
he wasn’t interested in me.

He stacked my chair on top of the one he’d been
sitting on, folded the card table, and took the bowl and spoon.

I could have spent hours, days even, berating myself
for not at least trying to run past him for the door, but I was
glad I didn’t. There was a combination keypad on the wall. Leaving
required a retina and thumbprint scan. Whoever had me, had some
discretionary funds. Maybe I was part of a secret government
study.

The door shut loudly behind him, and I was alone in
the cell with nothing but the clothes on my back. Concrete floor,
concrete walls, unknown ceiling composition, all gray. A toilet sat
in one far corner with no lid and there was an odd drain in the
floor a few feet from the toilet. It was like prison without bars,
or windows, or a bed.

I didn’t know what time it was or why this mattered
to me, but there was something disconcerting about not knowing
whether it was day or night. When would I sleep? Not that it
mattered. There was nothing to do but sleep.

In the movies, there’s always a way out. It doesn’t
matter where the bad guy traps you, there’s a way out. You can pick
a lock, or use some kerosene, a match, and some sort of fuse and
make a bomb to blow the door off. You can crawl out through the
ceiling tiles, or smash a window, or find some weak point in the
wall and start chipping away at it with a sharp tool you just
happen to have in your pocket.

My cell was a fortress. It made the movies seem very
contrived. It really isn’t that hard to create an inescapable
fortress if you stop to think about it. All you need is a solid
floor, walls, and ceiling, and one exit using fingerprinting and
retinal scans.

 


 



 


TWO

 


I once read somewhere that predators conduct
something called the interview with their potential victims
so they can determine if their intended prey is worth the risk. Of
course they don’t call it the interview; that’s criminal
profiler talk.

I wondered if I’d been interviewed. I was known to
give several talks a month. Had he been at one of them? Pulled me
aside? Asked me charming, disarming questions? Pegged me as a lamb?
A Red Riding Hood?

I didn’t know. But surely I would have remembered
those eyes. And if I hadn’t seen him for the predatory animal that
he was, I would have noticed his good looks. Would I have gone to
dinner with this man if he’d looked at me a fraction less
coldly?

I wondered how long he’d stalked me and how easy I’d
made it. Had I been careless with door locking, thinking no one was
watching and just this once it was okay? Had he been in my home,
rifling through my underthings? Making a checklist of all the items
in my cupboards?

I had a lot of time to think about these things but
not that first night. After being left alone in the cell, I escaped
to dreams. I could feel the drugs still swirling around in my
system, so despite the circumstances, it hadn’t been that
difficult.

I dreamed about the luncheon, that he’d been there.
We’d made eye contact, and he’d flirted with me. I don’t remember
if in the dream I flirted back.

When I woke, it took me several minutes to separate
fact from fiction. Waking in the cell was the real nightmare. The
dream had been so vivid. Colors, sounds, and smells more alive and
immediate than I’d ever remembered them in life. I drank them up to
hold onto them, somehow knowing it was the only sensation I would
get for awhile.

The cell was kept at a steady temperature, never too
hot or too cold. There was a vent in the ceiling, but it was too
high to reach even standing on my toes or jumping. I stood under it
a few days in a row, just waiting for some temperature fluctuation,
anything that felt like something.

Everything was too constant here. The vent existed
only to taunt me over what I couldn’t have: a simple brush of air
on my face.

The second day set up what was to be the routine. I’d
been up for what felt like several hours, pacing back and forth.
Part of it was the fact that I had no idea what was in store for
me. This man held the power of life and death and everything else
in his hands, and he wouldn’t even make verbal threats I could
psychoanalyze.

I decided this was by design. If he’d stalked me for
any length of time, he knew how I craved social interaction. To
speak to me would be to give me something he didn’t want to give.
Toward what purpose, I didn’t know. If his intention was to drive
me insane, he had a winner of a plan.

It wasn’t until the second day that I noticed the
lighting. It wasn’t bright or super dim; it was this monotonous low
illumination that stretched evenly over the ceiling. Like
fluorescent lighting, but not quite bright enough for that. Maybe
fluorescent lighting that had dimmed some. I couldn’t begin to
guess at the psychological makeup of someone who would buy lighting
and run it constantly til it had dimmed to just the right level to
torment me. Maybe that part was all in my head, and I was already
going crazy.

Finally, I drifted to sit in one corner of the room,
farthest from the exit. I pulled my legs up against my chest,
resting my chin on them, and watched the door like it was going to
do a trick. It was. Eventually it would open. Some part of me
wanted it to because then at least whatever fate awaited me could
happen and then be over.

When the door opened I changed my mind, silently
begging for more time alone. My heart hammered in my chest so hard
I was sure it was going to burst out. I took slow, measured
breaths, trying to keep a level head. I’d considered rushing the
door, but I had no chance of getting there quickly enough.

The door shut behind him with finality. That was it.
Game over. That shot was gone. Not like I had any real shot, but
when you’re in no-win situations, you have to play this imaginary
game in your head, the fantasy where you beat the bad guy and
escape.

The bad guy stood watching me with a metal tray in
his hands. For a moment, I imagined beating him to death with it.
But then I was back to how I would get his finger and eyeball up to
the keypad. Plus there was the combination. I could starve to death
trying to figure it out.

He smiled at me––not a friendly smile––as if he knew
exactly what I was thinking. He probably did. I’d always had an
incredibly expressive face; it’s hard for me to mask my emotions
even under the best of circumstances. If I have a nice fantasy, my
lips curl in a smile. If I’d done that, I was sure he knew what it
meant, that I was running through various grisly murder scenarios
that didn’t feature me as the victim.

He crossed the floor and sat Indian-style across from
me on the very edge of what I’d always deemed my personal bubble.
Chicken noodle soup. Again. I stared at the bowl trying to
determine what his game was. If it was time for breakfast,
shouldn’t he be feeding me something breakfast-like? Or was this
another effort to confuse me on the time of day?

Did he seriously think soup was going to make me
forget he had me locked up in what was basically a sensory
deprivation tank? Or was this just a way to deaden the sense of
taste so it was as deprived as my other senses?

He crumbled the crackers and lifted the spoon to my
mouth. I’m not sure where my courage to speak came from. I was far
past scared, but I was also angry, probably as much at myself for
sitting and doing nothing as I was at him.

“I can feed myself!” As soon as I’d said it, I
flinched. So much for bravery. I guess I expected him to hit me.
Your average psychopath isn’t known for his restraint. I braced an
arm over my face as if it would stop any blow he decided to
deliver.

Nothing happened.

With slow wariness, I lowered my arm. He sat mildly
waiting with the spoon in his hand. I looked for anger in his eyes,
but all I saw was calm, and the slightest tinge of amusement. I
amused him. That made me angry enough to stop being scared
again.

I wanted to lash out, fight. At that moment I didn’t
care if he killed me. I’d gotten it into my head that whatever he
had in store for me would be worse the longer it took him to mete
it out, and I saw no escape. If he killed me quickly, that would be
better.

I was also more clear-headed than I’d been the day
before. The drugs had worked their way for the most part through my
system, and I wasn’t so hungry I’d do anything. I cringed as I
remembered letting him touch me through my clothing just to eat.
There would be more of that and much worse if I didn’t act now.

I slapped the spoon out of his hand and threw the
bowl across the room. The glass shattered against the wall,
breaking the silence. My mouth followed suit. “I don’t want fucking
chicken noodle soup! I want you to let me go, asshole!”

I was sure that would do it. Someone as anal as he
appeared to be would snap under the strain of my rebellion. I was
adorably naive. He stood with the tray in one hand, picked up the
spoon, and left the room.

That was when it occurred to me how unbelievably
stupid I’d just been. Yes, he was anal, and yes my little outburst
would likely make him angry. But the amount of restraint he’d shown
so far made me realize it was unlikely he’d offer me a quick death
no matter how many outbursts I displayed. He’d spent too much time
on this plan.

He was only gone a few minutes, but during those few
minutes, I ran through at least twenty possibilities of what he
might do next. He might starve me was one option. I’d managed to
get some bravery due to the fact that I’m not usually that hungry
when I first wake up, but starving wasn’t something I wanted to do.
I was reminded of this fact because I’d just the day before allowed
him to fondle me once for each bite of soup.

He could kill me. A part of me wanted him to. It
would be easier than living with what I would no doubt become if he
kept to the same MO. He could have gone to get some dramatic
implements of torture, or just the knife he’d used the day before
to cut my bonds. I shivered at the last option and scooted back
into the corner as if I could press myself through the wall to
freedom on the other side. Maybe he would be quick about it.

The door creaked open again and my eyes shot up to
meet his, terrified to see anger, but afraid not to know the status
of my situation. He still had that calmness. He shook his head and
grinned. If he hadn’t been a sociopath, he would have been
appealing. He had one of those boyish lopsided grins that tried to
inch a little way up his face and made him look safe. It didn’t fit
with his eyes.

Instead of knives or guns or a million other nasty
options, he had a broom, a mop, and a pail. He dragged a small
trash can into the room behind him, and the door slammed shut
again. I watched as he swept up the solid pieces of the soup and
the glass from the bowl and dumped them into the trashcan. Then he
mopped the floor, and without a word, took everything he’d brought
into the room out again.

A few minutes passed before he returned to the cell;
this time he wasn’t carrying anything. He strode too fast across
the floor toward me, causing me to cower in the corner like a
wounded animal. He stopped just short of reaching me and crossed
his arms over his chest. He looked like a parent disappointed in a
child, as if I had been petulant and not within my rights and the
bounds of normal human behavior to react in the way I had.

His cold gaze compelled me to speak. “I’m sorry.” My
voice trembled and sounded foreign to my ears.

Could this weak, helpless creature really be me? I’d
spent the past five years giving speeches on empowerment and
self-improvement and here I was, reduced to this. And so
quickly.

I looked up at him, and he continued to regard me
with something like interest. I could practically feel the violence
curling within him, waiting like a viper to strike, but it never
did. Instead, he stared at me as if he expected me to continue
speaking. So I did.

“Please talk to me. Why won’t you speak to me? Are
you going to hurt me? Are you going to kill me? Please . . . ”

He smiled. I don’t know why I asked why he wouldn’t
speak. I knew why. It was becoming increasingly clear. I didn’t
know exactly why me, but I had a good idea why he wasn’t
talking.

He’d studied me, stalked me, knew everything about
me. Human contact, speech, words, music. I needed stimulation. And
he wasn’t giving any of it to me. I was pretty sure he was trying
to break me, and considering my lack of escape options, I was
pretty sure he was going to succeed.

People always think they’ll never break. They’ll
never give in. CIA operatives somehow crack, but not them. We live
in this world where everybody watches so much TV, it makes them
think they’re superheroes. I’m strong, but anyone can be broken. I
knew this. It’s only a matter of opportunity, will, and
persistence.

What prevents it from happening most often is most
people sociopathic enough to break and condition someone properly
don’t have the level of self-control required to do it. Most with
the control aren’t big enough sociopaths. This was why I feared
this man so much, not because I was his prisoner, but because I saw
in him the blending of these qualities, which made the
possibilities of what could happen endless.

He continued to watch me, cruel amusement curving his
features, as if this was so much more fun than he’d ever
anticipated the long nights he’d probably jerked off to the
fantasy. Then he turned and left. The room felt quieter without him
in it, as if his presence could somehow equal words for me.

Several hours passed, during which I paced the floor,
and danced. I know that sounds insane. It is insane. It was day
two, and I was flitting across the floor like a prima ballerina.
But you don’t understand how desperately I needed sensation, any
sensation to make me feel like something rather than nothing.

When I was a little girl, I took ballet. I was pretty
good, going all the way to acceptance at a major dance academy in
New York. But in the end I decided against it. A ballerina’s career
is often over by twenty-five. By the time I was imprisoned in the
cell, it would have been over for five years already.

I was glad I hadn’t made a career of it. It would
have ruined my feet. Although, I couldn’t help but think ruined
feet was better than being the prisoner of a sociopath.



So I danced. To distract myself, to move myself out
of this plane of existence and into another, one where I was free.
The cell was a perfect stage, plenty of room to pirouette
and tour jete across it.

Even though the room was a static seventy-something
degrees, I could feel the air move on my face as I whipped around
and spun in circles. I felt my feet touching the floor with
precision I’d never lost since giving it up. I heard the music in
my mind as memories of old skipping records from the dance studios
of my childhood played inside my brain.

I believed I’d won a round. I’d beaten the system
he’d so carefully set up. When I couldn’t dance any longer I sank
to the floor. I was thirsty and getting hungry, but I wouldn’t
scream for him to feed me.

Screaming would have been normal; I knew that. But
I’d already seen the way he didn’t react when I’d smashed the bowl.
Everything would happen on his timetable according to his wishes,
and anything I did to try to goad him would make it happen that
much slower. Of that I was certain now. Besides, my throat was too
parched to scream; it wouldn’t help.

I didn’t know when he would return with more food for
me, or water, and I needed to conserve energy. Within minutes of my
sitting on the floor in my corner, the door clicked open, and a
bottled water was placed on the floor next to it.

It was cold, fresh out of the fridge, and I was
profoundly, indescribably grateful for it. I was also suspicious.
Had he been sitting outside the door listening to me? Were there
listening devices? Something else? As I drank the water, I scanned
the top of the walls.

This was an area I hadn’t paid much attention to.
After all, I couldn’t reach the ceiling. What was the point of
lying on my back all day analyzing it?

Then I spotted them. In the ceiling, at various
points, were what appeared to be smallish black dots. On first
glance, from the distance I was from them, they would look like
random markings.

Pinhole cameras.

The son of a bitch was watching me. For all I knew,
he had sound attached. He’d watched me dance and brought me water
afterward. What the fuck did that mean? One thing was becoming
clear, though. He’d entered the room three times since I’d been
conscious. Each time I’d been sitting in the far back corner. That
probably wasn’t a coincidence.

If I was right, he wouldn’t enter the room unless I
was sitting in that spot. How could I use this information to my
advantage? Obviously I had to eat, so I’d have to sit in the corner
at some point, but I might be able to prevent extra unwanted visits
by staying closer to the door when I wasn’t hungry. Sleeping closer
to the door was probably a good idea too.

Now I was back to trying to figure out the water. I
had a clear enough idea of what was going on; thank you Psych 101.
Behavioral conditioning and studies of Stockholm Syndrome had not
gone to waste. Though I was aware that even with knowledge of what
he was doing, it wouldn’t stop him from succeeding, eventually. Or
sooner, rather than later, since he’d known my weakness going into
things.

I should have learned to be alone with myself, to not
have to have noise or company or stimulation. I should have learned
to meditate, taken up yoga or deep breathing practices.

I had fleetingly thought earlier about masturbating.
I know that sounds wildly inappropriate. When you’re in this sort
of situation you don’t want to do anything even vaguely sexual; it
looks like an invitation. But it wouldn’t have been sexual to me,
not really. It would have just been comfort, stress relief, so I
could avoid having a panic attack.

But there were cameras, and I knew it now. So no
matter how much I wanted that release, I wasn’t going to do it. It
was tactile stimulation of the best kind, a weapon in my arsenal
against the insidious plans already set in motion against me, but
the risks weren’t worth the payoff.

After I’d finished the water, I placed the bottle
back beside the door and went to sit in the corner. I wanted to see
if he was watching me closely enough to take the bottle right away,
or if he’d wait. He was studying me, but I was also studying
him.

I wondered if he’d tie me up to keep me from dancing,
or doing yoga, or just plain moving in any way that had meaning
besides mindless pacing. Tying me up would require violence on his
part, something he didn’t seem willing to bring into the equation
just yet. Of course, he could always drug me again.

I stared at the empty bottle, my eyes widening. I
couldn’t remember if the safety seal had been on or not. I’d just
unscrewed the lid and drank; I’d been too thirsty to think about
it. Most mundane safety issues weren’t concerning me right now.

Several minutes of paranoia passed, and I didn’t feel
myself getting sleepy. Finally, I relaxed and slumped against the
wall.

I didn’t remember falling asleep, but I knew I’d
slept when the sound of the door creaking woke me. The dream had
been loud and colorful, my subconscious mind flooding me with the
sensations I needed to keep me reasonably sane, to help me hold out
through my waking hours.

I panicked for a second, thinking I’d been drugged
and tied up, but my arms were free. I was alert, and sitting up,
watching him warily as he came into the room. I could smell the
chicken noodle soup coming out of the bowl and found I was hungry,
much hungrier than I’d thought.

He placed the metal tray on the ground and sat across
from me in the same manner as before. He arched an eyebrow as if
questioning whether I’d learned my lesson or not. Would I throw my
food again and be sent to bed without supper? My mouth remained
shut but my eyes told him I understood. Throwing the soup was
pointless. It wouldn’t result in a reaction; it would only make it
longer before I could eat again.

He crumbled the crackers in and lifted the spoon to
my mouth. It was still soothing, despite everything, a microsecond
of safety and warmth in every bite, my mom taking care of me when I
was sick. I tried to shut out those thoughts.

The soup wasn’t for my benefit. It was for his, to
more easily break down my defenses. The water had been the same.
Small kindnesses. So I would come to trust and depend on him. I
couldn’t forget what he was, that I wasn’t his guest.

I’d been afraid he would fondle my breasts again, but
he didn’t. Instead, every few bites he trailed his finger down my
cheek. I fought hard not to flinch and equally hard not to lean
into his touch. I tried not to react at all. I just sat there and
let him do it, and then it was over and he was feeding me
again.

Every few bites he’d do that same comforting gesture
as if I were a wild cat he was trying to tame. As if he were
rescuing me. Sometimes he stroked his hand through my hair, and
once, in a moment of weakness, I leaned into the touch. It was
stimulation, connection, communication. It was something. But every
time I leaned in, I hated myself just a little more.

When the bowl was empty, he left the room. I sighed,
leaning back against the wall, trying not to hold onto memories of
his hand on me as if it were a good thing. A few minutes later, he
was back, and I tensed again. Was this when it would start?

He held a strip of black cloth in one hand and moved
slowly toward me. I struggled to my feet and backed away to a
different part of the room. He advanced. Finally, I was backed into
another corner and had nowhere left to go.

My eyes pleaded with him not to do it, but I didn’t
fight him. I didn’t waste words because I knew he wouldn’t answer
them. I was shaking as he tied the blindfold around my eyes.

But I let him. I let him because I knew he’d do
whatever he wanted anyway, and I was developing a sense of
gratitude that he hadn’t physically hurt me yet. He hadn’t hit me,
or cut me, or any of a million other things he could have done. He
hadn’t raped me, yet. And he seemed disinclined to do those things,
at least in the classical way.

When the blindfold was in place, he took me gently by
the arm and led me from the cell. We went down what I perceived to
be a hallway, and he took me into another room, locked the door,
then removed the blindfold.

We were in a large but plain bathroom. All
decorations and pictures had been taken off the walls, if they’d
ever been there in the first place. The mirror had been removed,
and there was a faint outline on the wall where it had once
hung.

There was a sink with toothpaste and a plain white
toothbrush and a shower with a plain white curtain. On the toilet
seat were clothes in my size: gray sweatpants and a white top that
buttoned up like an art smock. No panties or bra.

There was a chair in the bathroom where he sat and
regarded me.

“Please turn around,” I said. I didn’t believe he
would do it, but he did. He turned his chair to face the door, as
if he were a gentleman. I thought for a brief moment about wrapping
my hands around his neck and squeezing, but I knew I wouldn’t be
able to kill him before he could break my arm.

I turned on the water, quickly shucked my clothes,
and got under the spray. I drank in each sensation, the hot water
spraying over my body, the floral scent of the soap and shampoo.
After I’d finished, I rested my forehead against the cool tile and
let the water run down my skin. I was afraid at any second he’d
jump up and pull me out of there, but he didn’t.

When I stepped out, I noticed he’d taken my old
clothes away from me. Of course, I couldn’t keep those. Those
clothes would make me feel too much like a person. I slipped into
the sweats and shirt, buttoning it quickly, and picked up my
towel.

The towel was warm, fresh from the dryer, and it
smelled like a spring meadow. Well, not really. It smelled like
what we’re told by the dryer sheet people that a spring meadow
smells like. But I believed it right then. I resisted the urge to
put the towel against my nose and inhale.

“Okay, I’m finished.”

He stood and turned, giving me a once-over before
replacing the blindfold. This time I was less afraid because it had
become part of a routine, a natural continuation of actions before.
He led me back to my cell and then was gone. That was the second
day.

This pattern went on for seven days. I knew the time
that passed because I used my fingernail to scratch a mark every
day into the concrete behind the toilet. Three meals and a shower
equaled a day.

He never tried to stop me from dancing. He must have
known I’d eventually break anyway. There’s only so much pleasure
one can derive from even a well-loved activity when it’s the only
thing to do.

On the seventh day after my shower, he returned me to
my cell. He removed the blindfold and stared at me, as if he could
read my thoughts, or was trying to gauge his progress. He reached
out and started to unbutton my shirt.

I pushed him away, but he didn’t try to force me. He
didn’t start yelling; he did nothing but shrug and then turned
toward the door. I panicked. I couldn’t be left alone like this, in
this endless routine of nothing.

“Wait. Please don’t go.” It had been a week. He
showed no signs of releasing me. On the first day I’d been willing
to trade groping for food. I needed to be touched now.

Dancing wasn’t enough sensation, hot showers weren’t
enough. I had started to crave the gentle caresses that accompanied
meals. I knew it was sick, twisted, but I needed to connect, to
feel some sort of communication with him.

He stopped next to the door and turned toward me.
There was something almost like pity in his expression. It was the
closest thing I’d ever seen in those black eyes, and I wished
suddenly that I could read his thoughts, so I’d know what to do. He
pressed his thumb up to the fingerprint scanner.

“Please! Please don’t leave me here. I’ll do anything
you want.” I moved to him and reached out and touched him for the
first time of my own volition. My hand gripped his arm; I couldn’t
let him leave me alone again. I couldn’t keep up this maddening
pattern forever. It had to stop, anything to make it stop.

My mind was going down trails I wished it wouldn’t.
His soul was ugly, but physically, he was beautiful. I could give
in to that. I could let that touch me without feeling the need to
vomit. And I wouldn’t be blamed for it. I was the victim here.

He firmly, but gently removed my hand from his arm
and walked me to the other side of the room to my corner. He shook
his head at me, his eyes serious.

He turned again, and this time I didn’t follow him.
He left me alone in the cell, and I slid to the floor and
cried.

 


 



 


THREE

 


Another week. That’s what pulling away cost me. He
didn’t beat me or throw me down and force me; he just gave me
another week. This time it was worse. It was worse because he
denied me his physical closeness, touch.

For the next seven days he fed me three meals a day,
chicken noodle soup, no deviation. I wanted real food and I was
willing to do just about anything to get it. Soup is great, but
three meals a day and it becomes less filling. You start to feel
full but hungry at the same time.

He didn’t come into the cell at all. He just opened
the door and slid the tray in at regular intervals. He didn’t touch
me or physically feed me. I felt completely bereft. I couldn’t
believe I’d become so attached to my captor’s presence until I
experienced the absence of it.

The hot showers became a distant memory. Instead,
once a day he’d send in a large pail of tepid water, a sponge,
soap, and shampoo. And of course a clean towel and a new set of the
exact same boring clothes he’d been dressing me in for a week. And
a comb as well as a toothbrush and toothpaste.

Now the drain across from the toilet made sense. When
I dragged the heavy pail to the corner to bathe, I was aware of how
completely exposed I was. If he wanted, he could watch me clean
myself, and he probably

did. I was careful to ration out the water so I had
enough to bathe, and also to wash and rinse my hair.

I’d stopped dancing. I didn’t want to hold out
anymore. I didn’t want to hold onto whatever I could because I knew
he was breaking me and succeeding. Dancing just made it take
longer. I wanted to be done with it so I could move on to the next
thing I would have to endure in his care.

Only in my dreams did I feel anything. I’d started
dreaming about him, his hand on my face, feeding me. Even my
subconscious mind had turned against me. Instead of dreaming in
vivid bright colors and loud noises and vibrant tastes, I had begun
to dream about the cell with him inside it.

My desires had shifted from wanting the outside world
to just wanting him to come back into my cell and for my punishment
to be over. I wanted to prove I could be better. I could obey and
do what he wanted.

Finally, on the seventh day he stepped inside. He sat
across from me as if nothing had happened, as if we hadn’t had a
period of non-communication for days, and he started to feed me.
When he touched my face, I leaned desperately into his hand. I
wanted him to be pleased with me, to know he could trust me
now.

When the soup was gone, he took the tray away. I
experienced a moment of panic, fearing I’d done something to upset
him, that he would abandon me for another week, but he returned a
couple of minutes later. He approached me and started to undo the
buttons of my top. I didn’t pull away this time.

 


 


. . . She didn’t resist as he removed first her top,
then her sweatpants. She stood naked and shaking, self-conscious.
She wanted to cover herself but was afraid if she did he’d punish
her again. So she stood there, looking down at the ground as he
observed her. She knew he must have watched her on the video
monitors while she bathed, had probably stroked himself to the
sight of her. And yet, it was different for him to be so close.

He raised her chin so their eyes met, and he smiled.
He was pleased, and she couldn’t help the tiny flush of pleasure
that went through her body at that idea. Then his mouth caressed
over hers, an echo of everything he’d been from the beginning . . .
gentle. As if everything he did, he only did it for her own good.
To teach her.

She responded, her mouth hungrily accepting his
touch. His hands drifted to her breasts, fondling her. She didn’t
think of pulling away. Instead, she thought of how she could get
closer and pressed her breasts harder into his hands, her body
screaming for more contact with his.

He put the blindfold over her eyes and led her to the
door. She was terrified of where he was taking her. Were there
others in the house?

She found she had little to worry about as he took
her into another room. The combination keypad went off in a series
of nondescript beeps, and then he laid her back on a bed.

She’d forgotten beds, what they were like, what
pillows felt like against her flesh, or soft mattresses. She still
wore the blindfold as he spread her legs apart, his fingers dipping
into her and grinding against her heat. She was wet, so wet for him
that she could hear it as his fingers pumped in and out of her in a
chaotic rhythm. Then his mouth was on her sex, driving her on until
she screamed.

“Yes, please, please don’t stop touching me.” Her
breathing became erratic as she crested over the wave of her
orgasm. Release, sensation, pleasure after so much nothingness.
Then he was inside her, still gentle, thrusting in a steady
soothing rhythm, like the ocean waves beating on the shore. She
felt his release and then he pulled out of her . . .

 


 


I laid on the bed panting hard as the door clicked
shut. The blindfold he’d used to transport me still covered my
eyes. I didn’t remove it. I was afraid if I did, he’d take me off
the soft warm bed and put me back in the cell. I didn’t want to go
back there. If I had to be his whore to stay out of there, I would
do it.

I had the sudden urge to cover myself, but resisted
it. I refused to move one inch from where he’d left me. I would
move when he allowed me to move and not before. I needed him too
much to make him angry with me now.

Maybe half an hour passed before the door opened
again, and immediately I could smell food. Not chicken noodle soup.
Real food. He removed the blindfold.

Complete sensory overload.

There was roasted turkey, dressing, sweet potato
casserole, corn, those great fluffy homemade yeast rolls. I dug
into it as if I’d been starved, and in some ways I had been.
Everything tasted so good, so much better than it normally did when
I had these things at Thanksgiving. There was sweetened iced tea
and a small plate to the side that had a warm slice of pumpkin pie
on it. A can of Reddi Whip sat at attention waiting to cover the
pie.

I was probably eating like a pig. He didn’t seem to
care, so I didn’t care. He didn’t appear to be conditioning me to
have proper table etiquette. When he’d been stalking me, he’d
probably watched me eat at dozens of functions, and this wasn’t how
I normally ate, the shovel-in method.

Once I’d convinced myself the food wasn’t going
anywhere, I slowed down and started to look around the room. The
first thing I noticed was sunlight. I had a window! It was
bulletproof glass (something I found out later) with bars over it.
Still, it was a window. There were light, gauzy curtains to soften
the starkness of the bars. The sun was shining, and the sky was
blue, and I could see it. I knew what time of day it was,
finally.

The room was lush with bright, rich colors, like
those from my dreams. Fabrics hung on the walls and draped from the
ceiling. It felt like being in a genie’s bottle, only much roomier.
There were several floor lamps and a few comfy chairs, the kind you
could sink into and then have trouble getting out of.

Next to the window was a calendar with the date
circled. June 3rd. It had been mid-May when I’d had my last
speaking engagement. The room was even larger than the bad cell,
and it had almost everything one could think of. There was a CD
player and hundreds of CDs. There was an ornate desk and
comfortable-looking swivel chair. A beautiful red leather journal
sat on the desk with more pens than I could count. There was a
clock on the desk that told me it was three-thirty in the
afternoon.

One wall was all bookshelves with more books than I
could read in a year. Scanning the titles I noticed some of them
were old favorites of mine, and others were books I wanted to read
but had never found the time. A few were books I’d never heard of
but in genres close to the others.

He watched me as I ate and took it all in, then
crossed to a small table, lit some incense, and put a CD in the
player. Rich, classical music filled the room.

The bed I was sitting on was piled high with pillows
and had a gold satin comforter on it that somehow didn’t look
gaudy.

When I’d finished eating, I cautiously got up. I was
aware of and self-conscious of my nudity but I didn’t dare try to
cover up for fear he’d take everything away again. My feet sank
into the softest, thickest carpet I’d ever felt, and I had to
physically stop myself from lying on the floor and rolling around
on it like a puppy.

On the far end of the room was a large walk-in
closet, almost big enough to be its own room. The closet was filled
to the brim with gorgeous clothes, all in my size.

“Can I . . . ?” I asked, reaching for a pair of
designer jeans and a plum-colored cami top.

He nodded and crossed the room to open a dresser
drawer to indicate bras and panties, all matching and from a
high-end designer. I quickly dressed, trying not to let it upset me
that he watched every movement I made. I’d just had sex with him.
He’d touched and looked at every inch of my body. Now was a stupid
time to be getting modest.

When I was dressed, I padded back to the closet to
look at the shoes. There must have been a hundred pairs. I wanted
to dive into them and try them all on, but not until I was alone
again. Instead, I went through a few boxes until I discovered some
silvery wedge sandals and put them on.

He watched me for awhile longer as I went through the
room pawing through things, quietly ooohing and aaahing,
momentarily forgetting I was a prisoner in a nicer cell. Then he
got up and took the tray and silently went to the door.

“Wait,” I said.

He stopped in the doorway and turned to me, his eyes
questioning.

“Won’t you speak to me now? Please? I did what you
wanted.” I cringed even as I said it. What he wanted had been to
break me so utterly that I would beg him to rape me, and I’d
followed his plan to perfection.

He placed the tray on the floor and crossed to me.
Then taking me in his arms like a lover, he kissed me again on the
mouth and left. I don’t know what I’d expected. If he’d spoken to
me I would have believed I could start bargaining. I could have
read him better, dissected him.

If I could communicate with him in any other way
besides letting him use my body, would I still so willingly allow
him to do what he wanted with me?

After he’d left me to my own devices, I explored the
rest of the room. There were two other doors, both without a
keypad. I tried the first one, and it clicked open.

There was so much power in that moment. So much that
I felt breathless with it. To put my hand on a doorknob and have it
click open, to submit to my desire to go through it. It was almost
more exciting than what was behind it.

A ballet studio.

The wall was lined with mirrors, though I couldn’t
bring myself to look too hard at my reflection. There was a closet
with leotards and ballet shoes, all in my size. In one corner of
the room nearest the door stood an old-fashioned record player and
stacks of records, many I recognized from my time dancing.

There was a lot of Tchaikovsky. I thumbed through the
records and put one on to play. I did a tour jete and then a
grand battement. There was a fan in the corner of the room
and Degas prints on the walls, perfect for spotting when I did
turns across the room. I would definitely use the studio, but I was
curious about what was behind door number two.

The same excitement as before hummed through me as I
placed my hand over the second doorknob. There was a momentary fear
it might be locked, but it clicked in my hand and relented as
well.

It was a bathroom, and not just a bathroom. It was
The Bathroom. The kind of bathroom you’d find in Architectural
Digest. There was of course a toilet, sink, and a mirror. I
practically ran to the mirror and wished I hadn’t. My eyes looked
too haunted to be mine.

Where did my soul go? I couldn’t see it anymore. In
the cabinet were piles of make-up, all in my brands and colors.
Surely I could put enough of it on to hide the look in my eyes.

In the center of the bathroom was the king of tubs. A
giant whirlpool, the kind that could double as a hot tub, if not a
small swimming pool. There was a cart next to the tub filled to the
brim with loofahs and bath gels, body scrubs and bubble baths.
Unlit vanilla candles lined the wide brim of the tub, and a box of
matches sat in a tiny tray on the cart. I could hardly believe I
was allowed to take a bath anytime I felt like it. A bath. I could
light the candles and soak in the bubbles, and read as long as I
wanted.

A large shower stood in one corner of the bathroom,
and next to it there were cabinets with stacks of fluffy bath
towels, the kind so large you could wrap them around an elephant.
And they all smelled clean and fresh from the dryer. A couple of
white terrycloth bathrobes hung from hooks on the wall.

I went to the adjoining room and scanned the bookcase
briefly before picking a classic and then running water in the tub.
I poured some vanilla bubble bath in and lit the candles. I wanted
to do everything at once. It hadn’t occurred to me yet not to be
happy.

I hadn’t sat and thought about the fact that I should
want out, not better accommodations. I was still his prisoner,
still completely at his mercy and whims. He could take it all away
at any second and put me back in that bare cell, that limbo. But I
refused to think about any of that. Instead, I sank into the tub
and turned the jets on and began to read.

I was in the middle of the third chapter when he
entered the bathroom. I hadn’t heard the door click open; I’d been
so engrossed in that other magic place you go to in books. I
dog-eared the page and closed the book, letting it fall to the
floor and looked up at him.

The jets from the tub had made more bubbles, a false
covering for the modesty I’d recovered after an hour in my new
cell. He stood in the doorway naked and more beautiful than he had
any right to be considering the circumstances. Since we were in the
bathroom, and not in the bedroom where there was a keypad on the
door and bars on the window, I could pretend things were
normal.

I was his wife or girlfriend. He was rich––something
obviously true beyond my fantasy life. He paid for everything while
I did what wives and girlfriends of rich men did, pampered myself.
I could pretend I’d given consent, that we had a relationship.

I wasn’t sure if the music in the other room had gone
off on its own or if he’d turned it off, but suddenly the only
sound in the room was the water bubbling furiously around me, and
my own ragged breath, part from arousal, part from fear.

He crossed to the tub and turned off the jets, and
once again the room was cloaked in silence. I watched him
cautiously as he got into the tub with me, disturbing the private
sanctum I’d created because I’d created it with things that
belonged to him.

The thought flitted through my mind that in some
sense I belonged to him. I’d sold myself for pretty things, though
at the time I had thought my price was much lower, since all I’d
wanted was for anything to happen but him to leave me alone. For
someone to communicate with me some way. Any way.

 


 


. . . He slipped his hands underneath the water to
caress her skin and she let him. She knew she would either be his
prisoner in a bare cell, or in here, these three rooms where she
could pretend everything was okay.

His dark eyes drank her in as he pulled the drain on
the tub. It took several minutes to drain out and while it did, he
stroked her underneath the surface of the water. He dipped his
fingers inside her and she found herself arching into his touch,
grinding against his hand, begging for the contact that would get
her off.

The water swirled away, leaving a mass of leftover
bubbles. He rubbed her clit in light circles as she gripped his
shoulders and whimpered against him.

“Please . . . ” she said. She was sure she was
begging him to stop, to not do this to her, let her keep her soul.
But her body kept moving up to meet his touch, and some dark part
of her feared she was begging him never to stop. Wetness pooled
between her legs as the last of the water drained out and his hand
started grinding harder against her while she panted.

He was beautiful, and he smelled good. He made her
body hum with pleasure, and he gave her everything. She didn’t have
to worry about the things others did: bills, jobs, social pressure.
All she had to worry about was pleasing him.

She couldn’t decide if she wished he would speak to
her. On the one hand, if he chose to speak, his words could be
cruel and demanding and her fantasy would be shattered. With only
her soft sighs and whimpers as a background track, it was easier to
pretend.

He ran his tongue over her belly and up between her
breasts before latching onto one nipple. His grip dug almost
painfully into her hip as he fucked her harder with the fingers of
his other hand. He didn’t let her come. Instead, he took her just
to the edge, that maddening place when you’ll do nearly anything to
achieve release, when you are beyond the capability to reason.

He lifted her out of the tub and carried her back to
the other room while she clutched at him, panting into the warm
soft hollow where his neck met his shoulder. He set her down on her
feet and wiped the bubbles from her body with one of the towels.
Then, while she was still half crazed by the lust he’d created in
her, he gently, but forcefully pushed her down to her knees.

The room seemed to narrow. It was suddenly too small,
cramped, and claustrophobic. She wanted to scoot away, but he’d
linked their hands in a mockery of love and he held her in place,
patiently waiting.

He could take the fantasy away at any moment. All he
had to do was yell at her, or physically hurt her, push her down
and rip through her without regard for what tore or bled. But he
didn’t.

“Please . . . don’t . . . ” She looked up at him,
wanting to find humanity somewhere buried inside his eyes,
something to back up the almost civilized way he’d behaved with
her. But he just watched her, and waited, knowing his lack of words
took all of hers away.

She couldn’t bargain with him, and so she bargained
with herself instead. If she did what he wanted, things would go
easier for her.

Her mouth latched around him and she sucked. He
released her hands to run his own gently through her hair.
Caressing, reassuring, comforting.

She’d had a boyfriend a few years before who had
taught her how to deep throat. It wasn’t a wasted tutelage because
his breathing was getting heavier and louder. Then he came. He used
one hand to massage her throat and help her swallow.

She wanted to die, but he wouldn’t let her. He lifted
her off the floor and laid her out over the bed. Then he held her
wrists against her thighs and returned the favor.

Her eyes drifted shut and she pretended it was her
boyfriend, back when she was practically a child and he’d held her
down to make her orgasm. She thought about all the nights after
when she’d masturbated and made herself come to that memory. And
she writhed against the tongue of her captor and came again . .
.

 


 


He let go of my wrists and went to the closet. I laid
there, not daring to close my legs, trembling. He picked out
another pair of designer jeans, and a black baby doll crop top and
laid them on the bed, then he left me alone.

My hands shook as I put the clothes on. I didn’t
bother with a bra or panties, I just wanted to be covered, and I
thought he probably preferred me without underwear. I hated myself
for taking that into consideration even for a moment.

I was thirsty, but he’d thought of that. I hadn’t
noticed it when he’d carried me into the bedroom, but he’d brought
me a large bowl of fruit: grapes, blueberries, strawberries,
mandarin oranges, and pineapples. Sitting next to it on the side
table was a bottle of water.

He was setting it up so he didn’t cause me pain; I
caused it. I caused it by rebelling. All I had to do was give in,
submit in mind and body and I would never be hurt again. He’d see
to my every need and give me the best of everything. He’d be better
in bed than most men who take women willingly. He said it with
everything he did, every touch, every caress, every physical
pleasure he bestowed upon me. Give it all to me. Give me your
will.

And that was when I knew. I had to kill him.

 


 



 


FOUR

 


I was falling too far, losing bits and pieces of my
mind. If I didn’t escape soon, I knew I wouldn’t be able to. In the
other cell there was no hope because there were no weapons. Now, I
found myself surrounded with them. Not traditional weapons, of
course, like guns and knives, but makeshift weapons that would do
the trick.

Suddenly everything my eyes touched held a dark
purpose. Shower curtain? Strangle him. Pen? Jab him in the throat.
Lamp? Knock him out. I cataloged at least fifteen different ways to
incapacitate him and then still more creative ways to finish the
deed.

I couldn’t let him live. He knew too much about me.
He could hurt my family or friends, use them to lure me back. No,
he’d signed his death warrant by taking me and even more so by
giving me the tools with which to end him. He wasn’t as smart as he
thought. If he were, he never would have put me in the nice cell so
soon, when I had some small piece inside me that was actually still
me.

I’ve always been a squeamish person. The tiniest drop
of blood freaks me out. It was the thing that had held me back.
Besides my fear of not succeeding and being hurt or tortured to
death for my crime, I was too squeamish.

Before, if I’d succeeded in killing him, I’d have to
know the combination, then pop out an eye at the very least to get
through the security. The fear of starving in a cell with a corpse
had stopped me cold.

There were no pinhole cameras in the ceiling here. He
must have thought I wasn’t a danger anymore. He must have thought
lack of dancing meant he’d broken me completely, that I was so
desperate for his touch I would gladly stay in my pretty crate like
a good dog.

He was wrong. I waited though, formulating my plan,
calculating. I didn’t want him to suspect, so I let the new routine
settle in for a few days. I ate the fantastic food he brought me; I
spread my legs for him, let him do what he wanted. I read and took
bubble baths and painted my nails and tried on outfits.

I pretended I was okay. I was docile, submissive,
pleasing. My eyes lit up when he entered the room, and I eagerly
did whatever he guided me to do. Thankfully his tastes weren’t too
exotic. I’d gotten through the first times, and nothing had
changed. I could handle it until I could make my move.

It got to a point where my acting became almost too
good. I leaned into his kisses just a touch too eagerly, sighed a
little too deeply when he brought me off with his mouth or fingers.
I was falling for my own seduction. So it was now or never, while
my desire for freedom and escape still meant something to me.

I still understood his touch wasn’t the only touch in
the world, and the pretty things he lavished me with weren’t the
only things in existence. There was still a world outside that
room. So the fourth day in the new cell, the first day clouds
darkened the window so the sunlight couldn’t stream through, I was
standing by the door, waiting.

I intended to kill him and run for my life, in case
any other dragons guarded the castle. I had a pen and a sock in my
pocket, and the heaviest table lamp in the room held in my hands in
a death grip.

The lamp normally sat on the desk beneath the window,
so his eyes wouldn’t find it missing in time to stop me. I stood,
tense, waiting. I’d decided his mistake was conforming too closely
to a routine. He always brought my breakfast at nine am, according
to the clock on the desk. It was no trouble at all for me to be
standing crouched by the door at 8:55.

I knew I had exactly one shot at this. My intention
was to hit him the second the door opened. Then if he fell forward
into the room I could use the sock to keep the door from sealing
shut, jab the pen in his throat to finish him off, and run for
it.

The keypad clicked to life on the other side of the
door. When people have these moments they believe are big, they
often speak of time standing still, how it dragged on forever in
slow motion. But for me it didn’t drag. It was so fast I almost
missed it. The door swung open and I pounced.

There was no time to be precise. The fraction of a
second I took to aim, would be all it would take for him to stop
me. I wasted no energy on that; I just swung out. His hand gripped
my wrist so hard I knew if he twisted just slightly he could break
it.

That was it. My big escape plan. And it was over
before it even started. I searched frantically for something,
anything to use as a weapon. It couldn’t be over this quickly.

There had to be a way to beat him. He couldn’t have
shut off all my routes of escape. Criminals always made a mistake.
Didn’t they? Maybe his mistakes would never make a difference to me
one way or the other. My sole source of help might be some random
stranger noticing something shifty about this guy and following
him.

I released the lamp finally, and it crashed to the
floor. My eyes met his and instead of the anger I expected, they
held disappointment.

Something inside me died.

If I didn’t get out now I would lose myself entirely
to the beautiful monster in front of me. I dug into my pants and
pulled out the pen. He still stood partially in the doorway. If I
could get past him before he stepped the rest of the way into the
room, I could still escape.

The pen plan was even less successful than the lamp
plan. I just wasn’t fast enough or strong enough. I had a moment of
absolute shame over that, shame that I wasn’t a superhero, or one
of those girls on TV that somehow manages to overpower someone
three times their physical strength. Fiction had sold me pretty
lies, and none of them did me any good now.

He moved the rest of the way into the room, and the
door clicked shut. I knew he wasn’t going to give me another
opportunity like that. I’d had it and lost it. He released my arm
and instinctively I backed away from him. The disappointment he’d
had in his eyes was replaced by some indefinable hardness.

It wasn’t quite anger. It wasn’t human enough or
uncontrolled enough to be anger. And he was always in control.

“I’m sorry. Please, I’m sorry. Please don’t hurt me.”
I moved backward until the heels of my tennis shoes hit the wall
behind me.

He calmly held his hand out to me, and I took it.
What choice did I have? He led me to the door and then produced the
blindfold from his pocket. I didn’t try to fight him; I
complied.

Whatever he had planned for me would be worse if I
kept fighting. After the blindfold was in place, I heard the
electronic beeps of the keypad, and then the door lock released. He
took my hand gently and led me from the room. My arm still tingled
where he’d gripped it to prevent me from hitting him with the
lamp.

I was crying as we walked down the hallway. I knew
he’d restrained himself from harming me. It was confusing to a
degree I couldn’t handle. It made me feel ridiculously and
inappropriately grateful to him, and I knew that was what he
wanted.

We didn’t go far, so I knew we weren’t going back to
the bad cell just yet. In fact, I was sure we were next door. He
closed the door and removed the blindfold. It was a plain gray
room, much like my cell, only there were screens everywhere. Half
of them showed the cell he’d kept me in originally. The other half
showed my new suite of rooms. I didn’t know where the cameras were
exactly, what they were hidden in, but the point was they were
there.

He’d known I was waiting for him with the lamp. I’d
had no chance. Satisfied with my new understanding of reality, he
put the blindfold back in place.

When the next door opened, I heard birds and felt a
warm breeze on my face. He removed the fabric from my eyes and we
were standing outside. The sun was starting to peek through the
clouds.

I shouldn’t have been shocked by what I saw. I’d seen
something similar staring out the window of my room, but I just
hadn’t thought it would be like this on all sides. He linked his
fingers through mine and led me around the house, as if we were
lovers or friends, his grip never tightening or becoming
threatening.

I could break the hold at any time and run, but to
where? From the outside I could see my assumptions of his wealth
weren’t idle. He had money, possibly never-ending pots of it. The
house wasn’t a house, it was a fortress, a mansion. In another
time, with slightly different architecture, it would have been a
castle.

There were trees in the front yard and then what felt
like a vast nothingness that stretched as far as my eyes could see.
There were woods in the distance, but it was so far off I thought
it might be a mirage. His house was situated on what felt like a
grass-covered desert that seemed to roll on forever in all
directions.

We could be literally anywhere. The driveway went on
for what appeared to be several miles. And what then? He led me
over to the large garage that housed his cars, plural. No surprise
that there was a combination keypad over the door.

He released my hand and sat on the grass, staring up
at me, that look of mild amusement on his face, as if to say:
what now? What now was right. I spun slowly in circles
trying to grasp how far out we were, the vast nothing.

If there had been lots of trees I could have believed
we were close to a main road somewhere and I just had to find it,
but we weren’t. I wanted to run. I should have, but I couldn’t help
but believe running would make my punishment worse.

There was nowhere for me to hide, and without a car,
nowhere for me to go. He wouldn’t go to all this trouble just to
release me. I fought with myself over what I should do. I’d been so
ready to kill him and now, faced with such a long trek to even a
deserted road, I was giving up?

I found myself walking down the driveway, toward the
vast nothing that I hoped eventually would turn into something. I
felt his cold eyes on me, sending a chill over my skin. I knew he
was toying with me, and I was buying into it, but I couldn’t just
stand there or go back to my cell.

He was there, ready at every turn. He’d known I would
try to kill him, and he’d been prepared. He knew I would do what I
was doing now, and he was mocking me. But to react any other way
would have been unnatural for me. It would be to give in. He won
either way. It was a game stacked against me on all sides.

I walked until I was a good bit away from the house,
if one could call something that imposing a house. I didn’t look
back. I was afraid to see him following behind me at some kind of
perceived safe distance. Eventually I did turn back because I
couldn’t stand the way my stomach clenched at the idea that he was
close behind me, playing with me and waiting to pounce.

He was still sitting there, casually in the grass. I
was too far away now to see his face, but I could make out his
shape. And then he stood. My heart dropped into my stomach. I
imagined he was smiling, a hunter intent on outrunning his prey,
though I was too far away to see his mouth to find the truth of
this theory. He started to move toward me.

I turned and ran. I’d always been in great physical
condition, but I couldn’t run for distance worth shit. I just never
built up that kind of endurance. It didn’t take long before I was
winded, and he was close enough for me to hear him running up
behind me.

I couldn’t outrun him; I knew it. I’d known it from
the beginning, but if I didn’t make at least the token effort I’d
be beating myself up over it for as long as he let me live. If
there had been trees, I could have zigzagged between them and
hidden. It was just too open here.

His feet pounded closer and closer to me against the
ground, dry and packed hard from lack of rain. Before he caught up
to me, I stopped, turned around, and held my hands out in
surrender. He stopped running a few feet from me and smiled that
unfriendly smile, then nodded. Then he turned and started walking
back toward the house.

I stood there for a moment, gawking after him. I
wanted him to physically drag me back kicking and screaming but he
wasn’t doing that. He seemed so sure I’d follow. Well fuck that.
He’d had me almost three weeks. I wasn’t that far gone.

I stood defiantly with my arms crossed over my chest.
He turned and when he didn’t see me following right behind him, the
smile left his face, and his eyes narrowed. He started to stride
purposefully toward me, and I found my feet defying my desires and
moving me back toward the house.

For all my tough thoughts, I didn’t want him to hurt
me. At root I was a coward, and I knew it. I didn’t take enough
risks, never had. I was just the kind of girl men like him dreamed
of taking. The kind that was too afraid of pain to rebel in any
meaningful way.

I’d stopped running because I was terrified of him
knocking me physically to the ground. I was afraid if he did that,
if he got a taste of violence toward me, he wouldn’t stop. We were
in the middle of nowhere, and he was my only hope. Keeping him from
turning on me was the only thing that mattered.

He slowed his strides to match mine as we walked
together to the house. If the situation were different, it would
have been companionable silence. I didn’t know how he managed the
willpower to not reprimand me. But he’d managed the willpower to do
every other completely calculated thing he’d done. So why not?

He was the most terrifying person I’d ever
encountered, like a wild animal, and yet he reasoned. Predatory
animals are so frightening because you can’t speak or understand
their language. You can’t reason with them.

As we got closer to the house, I kept thinking of the
ramifications of its size. Surely a house that big, there had to be
servants at some point. He couldn’t possibly do everything himself.
So people came to the house, and if they came to the house, I had a
chance. If I screamed my head off someone would hear me.

He pulled out the blindfold, and I let him put it on
me. When the cloth was removed from my eyes again, the fear I’d
been secretly harboring was realized. I was back in the bad
cell.

“Please, take me back to the other room. I’m sorry. I
won’t try anything again. I won’t try to get away.”

He skimmed his fingers lightly over my face, cupped
my chin, and brushed his lips softly against mine. I leaned into
the touch because I knew it was the last one for awhile. I hated
myself for trying to savor it. I should be happy he wouldn’t touch
me, that I’d have a fucking break from his constant ministrations,
but all I could think about was that I’d have to dance again in
order to feel anything at all.

It didn’t matter what I did or didn’t do in that
cell. I would be there until he thought I’d properly learned my
lesson. He turned and left me alone, that deafening door click
sealing my fate. Would it be a week? Two weeks? Surely a murder
attempt, no matter how lame, would require more than one week’s
penance.

I pounded on the door until my knuckles bled,
screaming and begging for him to let me out, to not abandon me
again. I couldn’t be alone like this again. Being in the cell now
was worse than the first time. Seeing how bearable my imprisonment
with him could be, and what I was getting instead.

I pushed down the feelings of shame at having
displeased him enough to warrant punishment. Some part of me still
knew it wasn’t true, or thought it might not be true. I wasn’t sure
anymore, but I was starting to feel like I deserved the bad cell
now.

He’d given me everything, and I’d tried to kill him.
I finally moved back to my corner, cradling my injured hands. I
soaked in the stinging feeling because it was something, and it let
me know I was still real.
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