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Chapter I

Cold Water

 


The naked woman could not avoid the blast of
icy cold water, the reason being was because she was tightly bound
with ropes into a hogtie. The stream of water was forceful enough
to sting by itself, but not enough to cause any harm. It was mostly
the freezing nature of it that caused the woman to utter a
surprised shriek. Her body jerked at the sudden shock of that
glacial and forceful blast, and she tried to roll away from it. The
ropes, however, held her tightly and all she could accomplish was
to roll over onto her side, with the effect of presenting her front
to the icy stream. When the water hit her breasts, she cried out
and tried to roll back onto her stomach but, although she jerked
her body sideways, she could not gain enough momentum to roll back
over. The man holding the hose grinned and delighted in spraying
the stream across her front from breasts down to her furry patch
where he let it linger, enjoying the agony he saw on her face.

Puddles formed on the concrete floor, growing
until the whole bottom of the cell was covered with a layer of
chilling liquid that deepened slowly. An inch deep only touched her
side as she lay there, but as it crept up, more of her nudity was
submerged. Eventually, the shivering and pleading woman had to
struggle to hold her head above the rising water.

The man standing beside the sunken cell
laughed and sprayed her from head to knees, that laugh echoing off
the concrete walls of that underground dungeon.

“I’m out,” came a voice, intruding into
Walter Allan’s daydream.

From the bathroom, his wife emerged, the
towel wrapped around her body a towel too small to hide the quality
of that damp body. The twenty-four year old woman had a fine, firm
and curvy body that made men’s mouths water. Walter felt his penis,
already at half attention from his fantasy of hosing down his wife,
stiffened more. He rose from the bed where he had been sitting and
moved to take his wife in his arms.

“No, I’m all damp,” she protested.

“I don’t mind,” he told her.

“And I have a headache. Not now.”

It was the classic rejection of a husband’s
amorous approach. Walter was about to protest but the words stuck
in his throat.

Robyn picked up her nightie from the dresser
and returned to the bathroom to dress for bed.

Walter sighed. After a year of marriage, one
that had begun in a blaze of passion and wild lovemaking, his
beautiful wife had turned into a creature that rarely allowed him
to touch her. She even preferred to dress and undress out of his
sight. To say that this was frustrating to Walter was a gross
understatement. Here was this beautiful, youthful, athletic woman
who he had every right and privilege to bed down whenever he
wanted, living with him, sleeping in the same bed only an arm’s
distance away, yet becoming more and more distant as the days and
weeks passed.

That sigh was the only outward expression of
his dismay at another rejection. Inside, the emotional reaction was
much stronger. So close to paradise and he could not touch it.

Robyn emerged from the bathroom again, this
time dried off and wearing that sheer fire-engine red baby doll
that made her sexier than nudity would have. Walter stood and
turned to leave the bedroom, the only way to remove that agonizing
frustration from his sight.

“Aren’t you coming to bed?” she asked in that
husky voice he had come to love from the first moment he had met
her.

“I’ve got some reports to check over,” he
said and walked out, struggling to keep the disappointment from
showing.

For a while, he stared at the reports on his
laptop, but finally turned the machine off after realizing that he
was not really seeing what was on the screen.

His fist banged down on the desk, surprising
him.

At first, when the ardor of newlyweds began
to wear off, he wondered if she were seeing another man, one who
was satisfying her sexual needs better than he. Being a wealth man,
mostly through massive hard work to turn the small inheritance from
his father into a large, thriving business, he hired a private
investigator to check on her. The results came back negative. She
went to the Shadow Hills Country Club often but apparently was not
seeing a man there. In fact, she had stated to the employees that
her massages should be given only by a female attendant. She had a
few friends that she played tennis with twice a week, and a couple
girlfriends that Walter already knew about. But apparently none of
them were lesbian lovers. There was no man, at least not that the
PI could find.

Then, just in case that not-too-bad looking
PI had been bribed by Robyn’s wonderful body to turn in a negative
report, he had another PI investigate the first one as he
investigated Robyn. Again, negative results.

So, if she were not seeing another man, why
had this gorgeous woman changed? During their dating and early on
in the marriage, she had been a hellcat in bed; imaginative,
energetic and playful. She taught him some variations of the
doggy-style and loved to be kneeling over him, bouncing her body
against his while his penis was embedded in her wonderfully hot and
tight vagina. It was an eye-opening lesson in sex but not one that
Walter took to. It bothered him that his wife – his own wife –
acted like a whore and slut in bed. Still, at least they were
having sex regularly.

All that changed – slowly, but inexorably. At
first, he thought it was because they were now living together and
becoming familiar with each other. Then he wondered if she were
pregnant – something he did not want – and that was changing her
hormones. But, no, she was not pregnant.

Twelve months later, just five days short of
their first wedding anniversary, it had reached the point where her
constant headaches were keeping his lust at bay. And frustrating
the hell out of him.

He turned off the computer and sat back in
his chair. She would be asleep by now. He debated creeping into bed
with the intent to arouse her body by gentle kisses and caresses.
Might get her juices flowing, as his father used to describe the
condition of sexual excitement in a woman. Might work. Did a few
times. But the last time it had earned him a slap on the face and
her grabbing a blanket off the bed and going to sleep in the guest
bedroom. The way things were going, he figured that this time she
might order him out of their conjugal bed.

Maybe he would sleep in the guest bedroom. It
was so damned hard to sleep only an arm’s distance from a beautiful
and drop-dead sexy woman, and not reach out.

The thought occurred to him: something has to
be done. But what? He had been patient, considerate, even to the
extent of buying her expensive presents. What man usually gives his
wife a diamond necklace equal in value to several new Mercedes Benz
as a Fourth of July present?

When he tried to bring the subject up, she
was evasive and put him off with vague promises she never kept. It
was a poorly hidden secret that she really did not suffer from so
many headaches. She was, as so many other women did, simply saying
that she did not want sex right then. Unfortunately, the “right
then” occurred more and more often.

And there was the increasing credit card debt
she was racking up. Not that he could not pay it, but it bothered
him because it seemed she was buying things she really did not need
just to needle him.

Something had to be done. Walter, being a
properly brought up man, refused to consider finding another woman
to satisfy his sexual urges, which at the age of only thirty-three,
were still powerful. He feared that were he to find a “woman on the
side,” Robyn would find out. Then, the excrement would certainly
strike the air circulation device. She was that kind of woman.
Probably demand an immediate divorce. Walter had seen how nasty
that could be when it happened to other men he knew. Messed up
their lives and drained them financially.

Their country club was filled with divorced
women with plenty of money and leisure time, drinking and playing
with the handsome, young tennis instructors.

Something had to be done.

But what?

Tying her up and hosing her down with icy
cold water was a nice fantasy and, were it to be done in real life,
might just force her to being a more cooperative sexual partner.
More likely though, she would run screaming to the police and bring
ruin down on him.

But, that type of fantasy was becoming more
frequent in his mind. Not as sexual fantasies, but as revenge
fantasies. As ways to make her become what he wanted: a good,
obedient wife. But they were just an expression of his inner anger
and frustration, he told himself. Not something he would or could
ever make really happen.

Still, something had to be done.

 



Chapter II

An Idea

 


Walter Allan’s office was in the twenty-first
story of the Amalgamated Industries building in downtown. It held
the usual perks for the company owner: well stocked wet bar,
commanding view out over the city, thick carpets, warm, glowing
wooden walls, a few tasteful paintings of nature scenes, a massive
desk and a padded throne-like chair. It also had hot and cold
running secretaries, some rather beautiful and tempting, which
Walter enjoyed looking at but never touched since becoming a
married man, although a couple made it clear they would not mind
playing around with the boss. Great career advancement ploy, if
nothing else.

On that bright summer morning, Walter had
turned his chair around and was looking out past the office
buildings in the crowded downtown section, past the surrounding
light industries, across the vast fields of suburban track homes
with the occasional oasis of shopping malls, to the distant
mountains, barely seen through the haze of smog. There was still a
cap of white on the highest, something that would disappear a
little later into the summer. He was thinking of those distant pine
forests he enjoyed and the not too small cabin he owned above
Shadow Lake, when the sweet voice of Miss Hendricks, the secretary
he called “Legs” for obvious reasons clearly on display with that
very short skirt, came in.

“Leslie is here to see you, Sir.”

Turning back to duties of the company, he
told her to send him in, and watched her swaying bottom and the
legs that were as nice going away as coming. He sighed, and
prepared himself for business talk.

As he expected, they had a problem, a
competitor who was undermining their efforts to exploit a newly
discovered area of mineral deposits in a country so poor that they
could not even set up their own mining. They discussed the problem,
planned a strategy Walter was not sure would work, and were about
to conclude when Leslie made a comment.

“The Williams guy that heads WMC, we could
get rid of him,” he said in a conspiratorial, lowered voice. “I
know man who would remove Williams from the picture – for a
price.”

Walter was about to reject the idea when he
paused. Normally, he tried to stay away from really dirty business
practices, and it was not the removal of a competitor that grabbed
his interest.

“A man willing to do dirty work, huh?” he
said.

“Shit, yeah! Slash will do anything. For
enough money, he’d slit his mother’s throat.”

“Slash?”

“A nickname. I don’t even know his real name.
And it’s better that way.”

Walter leaned back and stroked his chin with
his hand. “Have you used this man before?” he asked.

Thinking that his boss might actually be
contemplating such a dirty task, he said, “Damn right! When I was
working for Carlson they had me use him to remove a few roadblocks.
He’s good. Not cheap, but good.”

“You trust him?”

“As much as you can trust a man who would do
anything. He’s proven reliable and efficient. You want I should
contact him?”

Walter thought for a moment. “No. But can you
tell me how to contact him myself? I might have need of such a
man.”

Leslie did not want to give up his advantage
but had no choice. He told Walter the email address he used to
contact “Slash.”

“He’ll call you. And he’ll make sure you
can’t trace his phone. He’s good.”

After Leslie left, Walter swiveled his chair
around and stared at the distant peaks. A plan was forming in his
mind, and it was not to get rid of that bastard Williams.

Later, after things fell into place in his
plan, he went to the public library on the way home. He knew that
an email message could be traced and did not want any trail leading
back to his company. And most public libraries had computer
terminals on which you could connect to the Internet. Using an
anonymous service, he sent a simple message: “I have a job. Call,”
and added a time and the phone number of a cell phone he purchased
minutes before. It was one of those cell phones that you bought a
certain amount of connect time with the purchase. They expected you
to buy more time from them, but for that first thirty minutes of
talking, there was no charge and no way it could possibly be
traced. When the time was up, he would simply throw away the
phone.

Walter’s mind was a whirl of emotions, with
this plan increasingly taking a hold of his imagination; there was
great hope and expectation, but also trepidation. What he was
planning was illegal, to say the least. It all depended on this man
“Slash.” Could he be trusted? Walter certainly hoped so.

When the time stated in the email came,
Walter stepped out into the patio of his home and walked casually
to the far corner of the large yard. There, well beyond any chance
of being overheard, he pulled out the cell phone and waited.

Within a minute of the proper time, the phone
chirped.

“Yes,” he said.

“How did you get my email address?” came a
man’s voice. It was strangely devoid of emotion; just a deep male
voice speaking in a monotone.

Walter told him. Leslie’s name apparently
satisfied the voice.

“A job, you said. What kind?”

“It is not lawful.”

“Yes.”

Walter took a deep breath, and then launched
onto a journey he hoped would lead to a more pleasant world for
him.

“I want a woman snatched and held for a
while.” Then he added, quickly, “Not killed or harmed.”

There was silence for a few long seconds.
Then, “Any particular problems in this snatch? Like her being the
President’s wife or something?”

“No, she is just a normal woman. No guards or
anything like that.”

“Do you want her held some particular
place?”

“No. You pick where. Just make sure that she
cannot escape, and be ready to turn her over to me when I say so.
Can you do that?”

“Ransom?”

“Do you care? I just want her out of the way
for a while. Maybe a couple weeks, but maybe as long as a
month.”

“I can do that.” Then the voice named a price
that was steep but that Walter considered reasonable. He
agreed.

“I’ll need details.”

Walter gave them in a rush, listing Robyn’s
address, description and habits.

“Can you send a photo?”

“Yes. I can. As an attachment to an
email.”

“Yes. Do you know how to use PGP?”

As it happened, Walter knew of “Pretty Good
Privacy,” software that encrypted any kind of data. The only person
who could decrypt it was someone with the proper key. Actually, it
took two keys, one from the sender, one from the receiver.

“What key?” Walter asked. He was told and
repeated it. Then he gave Slash a key of his own. “I’ll send a
photo tonight.”

“Good. When do you want this done? I’ll need
a couple days to get in place.”

Must be far away, thought Walter. Then he
named a date, and even told the man what Robyn would be doing that
day.

They talked for another minute, arranging the
electronic transfer of funds to an overseas bank account.

Walter hung up and fell strange, an odd
mixture of happiness and dread. He had just arranged for the
kidnapping of his own wife.

 



Chapter III

The Snatch

 


Robyn was becoming bored with tennis. One
day, while sweating in the hot sun to lob that fuzzy little ball
back over the net, she suddenly wondered why she was doing this.
Oh, sure, it had been fun and a form of socializing with her
girlfriends, but lately her enjoyment in such social occasions had
been fading.

Maybe, she told herself, she needed a new
game to play. She could take up horseback riding. She would get to
dress those tight riding pants and high boots, and meet a whole new
crowd. But then she remembered how stuck up the horsey set was and,
although she did not mind a little feeling superior to the lesser
endowed or wealthy, she did have her limits.

Later, in the patio, under the cool shade of
a large umbrella over her table, she sipped a mint julep and
thought about the lack of excitement in her life. It did not take
her long before she realized that a good part of it was her
increasing dissatisfaction with her sexual life. Walter had been so
nice at first, a considerate and gentle lover. But after a few
months, she came to realize that he had only one way of making
love, and it was getting boring. It always had to be the missionary
position, just enough toying with her breasts and grabbing her sex
to get her juicy, then the old “in and out,” resulting in his
satisfaction after a minute. During the honeymoon, it seemed as if
he had tried to prolong the sex until she had an orgasm, but after
that, it rapidly became only an exercise to gain his satisfaction.
She had tried to teach him new “tricks” but he always reverted to
the plain, vanilla sex. She had not felt a good orgasm for months,
and would have settled for a mediocre one.

Heaven knew that she could have gotten most
any man into bed with her, she was that good looking and was lucky
enough to possess a highly desirable body. But Robyn had been
brought up properly by a strict mother, and felt that it was her
obligation to remain true to her husband. She turned down numerous
offers, some rather blatant, and remained true. True to her
husband, but not satisfied.

What the hell can I do? she asked herself.
She had tried getting him to engage in some sex games, even kinky
ones. But the idea anything but vanilla sex seemed to put him off.
She finally gave up the night he had ordered he to removed the
nylons, garter belt and high heels she had bought just to tempt
him. He told her it made her look like a slut. Well, what the hell
is so bad about looking like a slut, she wanted to ask him. So long
as you weren’t one…

Robyn finished her drink and set the glass
down. With a sigh, she rose and made for her car, a fancy little
red Corvette convertible Walter had bought for her right after the
wedding. Maybe she would stop at the mall and do some shopping. New
clothes always brightened her up. Maybe a nice, tight, black dress
with a very high hemline, she thought. But then, she decided to
hell with it. Walter would just tell her to take it off because it
made her look like a streetwalker.

Why can’t I have some excitement in my life?
she asked herself again. Just a little.

 


* * * * *

 


Robyn did not notice the eyes watching her as
she got into her car. And it never occurred to her that the black
Ford could be tailing her.

 


* * * * *

 


That night, Robyn was alone in the house.
Walter was off in some other city for a business meeting of some
kind. She never understood that kind of stuff. She ate a simple
dinner and tried to watch some TV. Everything on the television
seemed either bland or ridiculously stupid. She turned it off.

She paced the den some, pausing to look out
at the yard with its massive pool, rock waterfall, restaurant sized
barbeque, and a full poolside bar. The lush greenery beyond the
pool, kept green by large amounts of water in a land that was
semi-arid desert if not watered constantly, did not look as
pleasing as it had at first.

It was a hot summer evening and a humid one.
Above the mountains she could see tiny flashes of lightning where
the humid air was pushed up the mountainsides into cooler altitudes
and condensed into clouds and occasional heavy rain. Maybe, she
thought, it would come down here and cool off the heat. But that
kind of summer rain never seemed to make it more bearable; it only
increased the humidity.

She went into her bedroom and took off the
tennis shorts and blouse. Figuring she would take a shower, she
added the panties and bra to the pile of discarded clothing. On the
way to the bathroom, she paused before the large mirror of the
closet wherein were dozens of expensive and rarely worn dresses.
Placing her arms over her head, she stood on tiptoes. The woman who
did the same thing in the mirror was a fine looking woman. Her
long, blonde hair fell straight behind her to mid-back; her body
was firm and trim without being skinny. Those breasts were a goodly
handful each and quite solid. The nipples pointed just the
slightest bit upward. She hoped that age would never make them
droop but knew that eventually time stole away every woman’s
beauty.

Stepping closer, she looked deeply into those
blue eyes, blue the color of a high mountain sky, a dark, intense
blue. The small nose had just the slightest up turn. She often
wondered if there were any connection between that and her perky
breasts.

Her hands came down her sides, smoothing her
skin all the way down to the golden patch of curls guarding her
sex. There her fingers lingered, lightly pushing their way between
the curls, gently parting the labia to caress the soft, smooth
flesh within.

Robyn sighed and closed her eyes. For a
moment, she imagined those fingers were a man’s, even her
husband’s, touching her to tingle the nerves and excite her into
passion. But they were not. He had never had that skill. Nor had he
ever even considered using his tongue to give her body pleasure.
Like so many men, a woman performing oral sex on a man was fine,
but that favor was never returned.

Robyn pulled her fingers away with a jerk. It
has always been drilled into her head by her mother that you should
not masturbate. It was not natural, she had been told. But it felt
so good!

She took her shower but could not help
squeezing her breasts and fingering herself under the streaming hot
water. Toweled off but still warm from the shower, she went into
the bedroom and threw herself down on her bed. Naked and still
slightly damp, she closed her eyes and imagined that she was in the
presence of a handsome, strong male standing over her bed. His dark
eyes looked down upon her, taking in her perfect body, his strong
lips smiling faintly at the thought of what he would do to her.
Then his hand was reaching for her. He stroked her hair once, then
took her breast in that strong hand and gently squeezed. She felt a
tingle race into her from that breast, and she sighed. Then his
hand was touching down there, gently but firmly pushing her legs
apart until they were spread wide and her sex totally open to him.
He touched her there…

Robyn, lost in her fantasy, was not aware
that a pair of male eyes were watching her as she squeezed her
breast and fingered her clit. He heard her moaning with pleasure,
and watched as she slowly brought herself up to an orgasm. When she
gasped and curled up, he smiled and continued to watch as she
turned on her side and, in the warm night air, fell asleep.

The watcher waited until he could hear her
even breathing, then entered the room through the open patio door.
In the dim light from the bathroom light she had left on, he looked
down at her body, at the smooth skin, the wonderful curves, and the
still erect nipples. He could smell her woman-scent in the room,
enticing and strong. He felt his manhood respond, and had to force
himself to attend to business.

Sliding off his backpack, he lowered it to
the floor and opened the top flap. From within, he pulled several
lengths of rope, small diameter white nylon cord. He set those on
the foot of the bed. From his belt sheath, he pulled a wicked
looking hunting knife. He placed that on the bed next to her, in
easy reach. Then he took her hand and gentle placed the end of the
rope over it. There was a loop tied into that end, and the rope had
been pulled back through that loop to make a sliding loop. That he
pulled down until it was snug around her wrist. Taking her in his
strong hands, he slowly rolled her onto her stomach. Robyn moaned
and stirred but did not become fully awake. Pulling her other hand
back, he placed it over the first and began wrapping the rope
around both of them.

When Robyn became awake enough to know
something was wrong, he had her wrists bound and was cinching then
knotting the rope down.

“What…? Who…?” she cried out, becoming
rapidly awake as she realized that she was being tied up. She tried
to roll over, but strong male hands prevented it. The man knelt on
her ass with one knee to hold her down while his hands took her
feet and wrapped rope around the ankles.

Robyn struggled for a second, then called
out, “I’ll scream! Let me up!”

The knee came off her ass, and for a second
she was free of the contact. In that brief moment, it flashed into
her mind that Walter had come back early and was tying her up!
Maybe he had taken her hints to try kinky sex after all! That
thought sent a thrill racing through her body.

But when she rolled onto her side, she saw a
stranger standing over her. In his hand was a wicked looking knife
with a six-inch blade gleaming dully in the bathroom light.

“Don’t scream,” a deep voice told her. “Be a
good girl and I won’t have to hurt you.”

“I… What do you want?” she asked in a
trembling voice.

He did not answer. Instead, he placed the
knife next to her where she could see it plainly, then took her
already bound feet and pulled them towards her wrists.

Robyn, who had never really been tied up
before, was trembling and very much afraid. Wild thoughts raced
through her mind. What did he want? Rape? Ransom? Yes, Ransom! Her
husband was rich; this had to be a kidnapping for ransom. She
wanted that to be the case; desperately wanted that.

“Whatever you want, my husband will pay you,”
she managed to force out.

He did not answer, but wound another length
of rope between her ankles and wrists. Then he was pulling on that
rope, which forced her feet to approach her hands. When she was
arched into a fairly good hogtie, he tied the ropes off, placing
the knots on the other side of her ankles where her fingers would
have trouble reaching.

She gasped when she saw the rubber ball with
a strap through it in his hand. “What is that?” she said. A moment
later, she found out as the ball was forced into her mouth against
her will. That strap buckled tightly behind her head to hold it
in.

“Ammmuupphh!” came out but not words. She was
not sure what to say anyway. To her, it was obvious that she was
being kidnapped and would be held for a ransom. She only hoped that
Walter’s paying whatever they asked would buy her freedom without
any harm being done to her. Even though faced with a lessened
probability of immediate rape and harm, she was still scared and
shaking.

“Stay here,” he told her. Picking up the
knife, he left the room.

What? thought Robyn. Is he leaving the house?
Is that all there is to this? I get tied up and left alone
here?

She began to struggle against the ropes. It
did not take her long to find that she could not pull her hands out
of the loops, nor break the cord. She felt desperately around with
her fingers but could not find a knot to work at. When he came back
in, she had rolled onto her stomach, still tightly bound.

Grabbing her by the bound wrists and ankles,
he lifted her from the bed and carried her out of the room. Hanging
bowed down, rather uncomfortable hanging like that, she whined into
the gag as she was carried into the garage. The man apparently had
opened the door from the inside and brought his car in, shutting
the garage door again. The trunk of the older car was gaping open.
Into it, onto a blanket spread out, she was placed. Then the trunk
lid was slammed shut.

Robyn nearly panicked. Her immediate fear was
that she could not get enough air in the closed trunk if the trip
took very long. She jerked against the ropes and almost screamed in
frustration when they continued to hold her prisoner.

She heard the car start up. Then she felt
motion and knew she was being driven off to some terrible fate.

 



Chapter IV

Prison

 


There was enough air in the trunk for Robyn
to stay alive, but it was a hot, bumpy and scary ride. All this,
plus the tight ropes, she had to endure for well over an hour,
maybe two, before the motion ceased, followed shortly by the motor
being turned off. It was, however, another ten long minutes before
the trunk opened and fresh air washed over her naked body.

Blinking because of the bright light after so
long in darkness, Robyn turned her head and tried to look up, but
all she could see was the dark shape of a man standing over the
trunk. Then his hands were gripping her bound wrists and ankles and
lifting her from the trunk. With no apparent strain, he carried her
a distance before placing her on something soft. From the view with
her head hanging down, she assumed that she was taken from a garage
into a house and deposited on a bed.

The ropes were uncomfortable, but she could
still feel her hands and figured that this discomfort was the least
of her worries. What was going to happen now?

She expected to feel his hands on her, either
to untie the ropes or to begin the assault of her body. Instead,
she felt nothing. Twisting her head around, she found that she was
alone in a bedroom. She wiggled a bit but knew that nothing had
changed with respect to her bondage and she still could not
possibly free herself. She had been trying all during the trip.

Looking around, she found it a very barren
bedroom. There was the bed that she was lying on, a single mattress
supported by tubular steel frame with minimum head and foot rails.
There was no furniture whatsoever, just the light blue painted
walls. A pair of sliding doors marked where the closet was, but
they were closed so she had no idea if anything was within. There
was also a window, but it was covered with plywood boards.

Twisting around a little more, she saw that
the door was standing open and a lit hallway beckoned. She pulled
at the ropes holding her wrists together but it was only an
emotional bid for freedom. She knew that the ropes would stay on
until this stranger removed them.

She might have been able to wiggle and roll
until she fell off the bed and was on the bare wooden floor, but
what would that gain her? She sighed, and tried not to be afraid,
something she was not achieving very well. There was a cold knot of
fear in her stomach, even though she kept telling herself that it
was just a kidnapping for ransom and as soon as her husband paid
this man, she would be set free. Doubts nagged at her mind but she
pushed them down, wanting very much to believe that story.
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