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KIDNAP LOVER


Dominique James


The van drive had been cold, noisy and uncomfortable. Not a word had been spoken since all those hands had grabbed her as she came out of her house, shoved a smelly cloth bag over her head and bundled her into the back. She probably screamed, but nobody had come to her aid. They didn’t mess about, either, screaming off in a shower of gravel as hands held her and ripped her clothing from her. So many hands. When all she had left on were shoes, she felt rough ropes encircling her wrists and her ankles and hands holding her upright as the other ends of the ropes were fastened to the sides of the inside of the van, meaning she had to stand despite the tilt of the van each time they careered around a corner.


She was due at work. They would miss her when she didn’t turn up. But straightaway she knew that was a forlorn hope. Emma was always an unpredictable rebel, and this wouldn’t be the first time she’d simply not turned up for work. She always had some credible excuse. Even if they did sense something wrong, what could they do? They knew nothing. Then again Emma knew nothing; only that she was being taken somewhere unknown by someone unknown for purposes unknown.


Things did not look good.


Whoever had been there with Emma wasn’t letting on to their identity. Emma’s eyes were well and truly sealed from the blindfold, but that heightened her senses of smell and hearing. She listened for familiar noises and smells she could recognize. A whiff of perfume perhaps, or a cough. A simple clearing of a throat that could help pinpoint the identity of her abductors.


Surely it had to be her friends. Anything else was too scary, too unthinkable. She’d never made any secret of her kidnap fantasies but now it had come true she was less sure. The fact it was her birthday tomorrow gave her a hope that this could be some kind of birthday treat. If it was fantasy, if her friends cared about her enough to go to all these lengths, then good on them. It beat the hell out of zip-lining.


But would they go to these lengths? If it was her friends then Anna would have to be one of them, and she’d spent so many hours tasting and smelling and touching and kissing every last millimetre of Anna’s body that she should know the scents there – her perfumes, her perspiration even.


Infuriatingly, bound and gagged, Emma was evaluating the pros and cons of her situation; weighing up the odds of whether she was in for a treat or something far, far worse.


The van had been travelling for maybe two hours, with her falling this way and that until the ropes that held her ankles and her wrists to the rails along its wall pulled her back upright. Now and then female hands – she hoped they were female hands – would touch her. Sometimes roughly, sometimes gently, but always in such a way as to degrade her, to make her feel like an object. Now and then she suffered slaps and strokes from what felt like a riding crop. She tried not to yell; whoever was doing this would probably get off on it if she yelled.


She knew the journey was coming to an end when the van bumped up a muddy drive full of potholes and rainwater puddles. She sensed, rather than saw, it was now dark outside. A sheep bleated somewhere among the rainfall. Her darkened eyes could almost make out – in her imagination only – a bumpy off-road farm driveway, fenced at each side with sad, wet sheep penned in behind the wire. To assist the vision, smells of farms – mostly sheep’s droppings, drifted on the air. Distant white noise suggested rolling surf on a beach.


The van screeched to a stop and smells of hot oil permeated the air. Suddenly, she heard the van doors open and she was being untied and bundled out of it onto soft, muddy ground. She tried to reach for the blindfold but her hands were quickly retied in front of her and she was dragged by them along wet ground into some echoing, cavernous building, its only saving grace from Emma’s viewpoint being that it was out of the fierce rain that now coated every inch of her naked body and ran down her skin, making her shiver. She gave a moment’s thought to the Jimmy Choos she’d saved up for and were now almost certainly ruined.
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