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chapter one


          

          Ines

        

      

    

    
      Where am I?

      That’s the first thing I’m thinking as I open my eyes all the way. Or, to be precise, try to manage the feat for the first time.

      Until now, it’s been like my eyelids were stuck shut. I’ve only been aware of a glaring brightness – but could never make out anything more than blurred, shadowy outlines. How long was it like that? I have no idea.

      Now, though, the outlines turn out to be figures. Actual people.

      A horrific thought runs through my mind: what if I’m lying in a coffin somewhere? And what if these people all around me are saying their last goodbyes?

      Stop! Don’t let it be that!

      Being buried alive is my worst nightmare – and I feel like it’s coming true. I’ve got to give some kind of signal. Make them notice me! But my body won’t listen. It’s refusing to make even the tiniest twitch. Is it even mine anymore? Or is it in fact a corpse already?

      The grim thoughts fade as I’m drawn back into the darkness.
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        * * *

      

      Where am I?

      It feels like I’ve gone blind this time. Even though I’m pretty sure I’ve got my eyes open, it’s dark.

      Shit, they’ve closed the coffin lid! They actually did it!

      I had my chance to grab someone’s attention the last time I ‘woke up’ – and I blew it. I was too weak.

      Even now, my body refuses every request I make of it. My feet feel like they’re miles away from me. I’m not connected to them at all. I’m aware of my arms resting against my body, but one palm is turned upwards and the wrist seems to be bound in some way. Bizarre. Why tie it? So I can’t get away? What terrible movie am I stuck in?

      I shift my focus to my head. It’s slightly raised and has a tight bandage. Or at least that’s how it feels. I can only turn my neck by fractions, and even that feels like a major achievement. As I move my head, I perceive tiny lights, red and green. Thank God, they installed emergency lighting! And if they were thoughtful enough to do that, there has to be some kind of sensor to pick up movements. I just have to figure out how I can get my sluggish and possibly dead body to actually move. How to kick and scream until they know I’m trapped in this casket.

      But once again it feels like I’m being pulled deeper. I don’t resist. Resigned to my fate, I abandon my thoughts and drift back into the void from which I just awoke.
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        * * *

      

      Where am I?

      And why is everything bright again?

      If this is the light at the end of the tunnel, I’m disappointed. It’s nothing like as remarkable as the near-death experiences you hear about. I can’t see any spongy figures this time, but I can see further than I could the first time around. And the fogginess has subsided just a little.

      I’m not really locked inside a coffin – what a relief! I’m actually in a room with some kind of electric light on the ceiling. In front of me towers what looks like a gallows. But in fact, it’s one of those swinging stands they put over a hospital bed. Yet a gallows would be so apt for the morbid state I’m in.

      Then I notice something else. All around me, there are beeping, sucking and pumping sounds. A clear indication that wherever I am, someone’s taking care of me. My body still refuses to work, but at least my mind is waking up. And knowing that is enough for the moment.

      This time there’s no sense of panic as I float out of consciousness.
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        * * *

      

      Someone’s touching my left arm.

      My eyes fly open and meet those of a man. He’s very close to me. My heart leaps into my throat with terror. But I know there’s nothing I can do other than hope he’s actually here to help me.

      So I try to put that recurring thought into words: “Where am I?”

      Shit, my mouth won’t even open! It’s stuck shut. The only sound I can produce is a muffled gurgle.

      He wets my lips with water. And then, just at the moment I’m finally able to part them, he puts a finger across my mouth.

      Next comes a glass of water and a straw. A drink seems like an excellent idea right now. Only when I swallow do I understand that my throat is completely dried out. My tongue is stuck to my palate too, and releasing it takes an enormous effort. I’m pulling greedily at the straw, which makes him withhold it.

      “Drink slowly!” I’m told.

      Yeah, yeah, okay, just bring back the wet stuff!

      I thrust my chin forward to show that I’m ready for more, and I get my wish. After a few more pulls on the straw, I manage to turn my attention to my fundamental question once again. And this time, I actually manage to say the words. Which means I get an answer at long last.

      “You’re in the intensive care unit at the hospital,” he says, evidently in a hurry. “You were attacked, assaulted and discovered in the woods. Actually, I was the one who found you. You’ve had multiple operations. Do you feel any pain?”

      Bewildered, I stare at the man who is telling me these things. Things that tumble out of his mouth far too fast for me to reconcile or process. Attacked? Me? Why?

      The questions he’s only just answered whirl through my brain.

      Where was I assaulted, again?

      Where was I found, again?

      Who found me, again?

      “Who…what?” I stammer, forcing my eyes a little wider open.

      “Yes…” The man pauses. He looks broody and distraught, momentarily unsure of what to say.

      It’s strange. Aren’t I meant to be the one who doesn’t know how to respond? The one who can hardly talk?

      Then he seems to wake up.

      “Can you tell me your name and where you live?” I’m asked.

      Aha! They’re testing whether my brain still works!

      I open my mouth to give him an answer.

      But I’ve got nothing. I don’t know my name. And I don’t know where I live.

      I shake my head in despair. Tears begin to flood my eyes. I just want to know what’s going on here! It’s not just my body that’s refusing to react: my brain seems to have downed tools as well. Unable to comprehend and deeply ashamed of my state, I can only stare at the ceiling.

      “It appears that your head injuries have led to amnesia,” he says with the authority of someone who knows what they’re talking about. “There’s no need for panic – it can happen. Your memories will come back. So relax. Your body needs to recover. What about the pain, then?”

      Pain? I’m little more than a head at the moment. And I have to gather information. I need to know how I got here. My thoughts are a jumble. Who am I? Where do I live? And who is this man at my bedside?

      “No. I can’t feel my body at all,” I stutter.

      “Good, then the morphine’s still working. But it will gradually leave your bloodstream, and the pain will come back. Be prepared.”

      From the corner of my eye, I see the man – is he my saviour or my doctor? – checking the drip. I want to ask another question, but suddenly my eyes tumble closed. I fall into a deep sleep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
chapter two


          

          Simon

        

      

    

    
      I wake up with a terrible thudding in my head.

      There’s no chance to get out of the bed or prepare in any way before I vomit a torrent. The contents of my stomach spew onto the rug, where it seems I carelessly flung my shirt before going to bed. And it’s a lot.

      Worse yet, I lose my balance when I stand up and fall torso-first into the puddle. What a horrible, nasty way to wake up.

      What happened yesterday?

      Ah, that’s right – the massive fight with Babs. That terrible scene. Which ended with my making off with the whiskey bottle and driving away in a rage. I notice the bottle as I pick myself up and out of the disgusting mess on the floor. It’s open and it’s empty. I really hope that’s simply because it fell over. I desperately want to believe that as little of it as possible went through my system.

      As I haul myself up onto my shaking legs and start to roll up the rug, complete with the shirt and the contents of my stomach, in the hopes of getting it all directly into the rubbish skip, I try to reconstruct the events of last night.

      I was with Babs, just like almost every Saturday. She was chattier than usual, and we had a pleasant conversation over a bottle of wine. So good, in fact, that I revealed to her that I had just started seeing a new submissive. A second submissive: Babs had had me to herself for the better part of a year. Yep, that was the turning point.

      Being told that she was no longer the only one was the start of a terrible, jealousy-driven fight. One that made both her and me increasingly aggressive. We started shouting at each other. And then? How did the whiskey bottle get involved? How did I get back home? At night, that drive takes around 45 minutes! I dread to think how I reached the house. I’d better check on the car right away.

      My vehicle is parked in front of the garage. Thank God it’s not damaged. Not so much as a scratch. And apart from the usual display of dead flies on the windscreen, a cursory glance reveals no corpses.

      Still, I feel awful for having driven a car in that state. Completely drunk. I’m a doctor! I’m meant to be responsible!  

      A glance at the clock tells me it’s exactly 5am. Dawn is breaking…no, wait, the sun’s already up! And it’s probably going to be just as warm as it was yesterday. It’s been quite a summer already. I get into the shower and enjoy the feeling of its cool, refreshing water. Then I decide to take the dog for a walk.

      Shit, the dog! Why didn’t he notice that I was awake? That’s not like him. Panic takes hold of me once again. I jump out of the shower fast, drying myself on the run. I grab a clean t-shirt with one hand, and with the other I reach for yesterday’s trousers, which still look to be in a passable state. Then I walk – no, run – to the driveway. This time I look under the car.

      There’s no dog there. Relieved but still worried, I widen my search. I call his name softly – I don’t want to wake anybody up. Then it occurs to me that I put him in the top garden yesterday. I’d planned to spend the night away from home, after all.

      I swallow two painkillers, grab my somewhat surprised pet and leave the property. We set off towards the edge of the forest. Only then do I let him off the leash. He trots ahead of me, staying in sight. This is his time and I know I can trust him. I can let my thoughts off the leash too.

      That argument was toxic. Babs hit me! Wait, no, not exactly…she was lashing out in every direction, and caught me whilst I was trying to restrain her. That put me into a rage, and I tied her up. That was the biggest mistake I made. The act of tying her wound me up, and I kept pushing things further. That’s when the whiskey bottle came into play. That’s it…I found it next to the ropes and whips! I never drink hard tack. I can’t stomach it. What devil talked me into picking up that bottle?

      My dog barks in the distance. Where is he? I’ve totally lost sight of him! Worse yet, I haven’t been following our usual route at all. For some reason, I’ve taken the shortcut we usually only use when time is limited. The dog seems to have done the same, judging by the direction his voice is coming from. I quicken my step and discover him in the undergrowth beneath a copse. He’s barking at something.

      And it’s the last thing I expect. Something horrific. A seemingly lifeless woman. Curled up, naked and smeared with blood.

      I stare in shock for a moment before my professional instincts click into gear.

      I check the pulse immediately. And to my surprise, I’m able to establish a weak beat.

      Now my wits sharpen. Did some wild creature do this? No, that’s madness. The woman is naked: the only animal involved here is the beast lurking within some sick mind. The skin is scratched. And the deep welts on the hands and wrists are clear indications that this was a crime. In which case, I shouldn’t touch her. But I can’t not administer emergency care, otherwise she might very well bleed to death before my eyes.

      My thoughts come thick and fast. Just don’t make any mistake. One thing at a time. I call an ambulance. I ask for an emergency doctor and a car, and give them directions to a nearby spot accessible for vehicles. I hurriedly take photos of the scene from every possible angle. Next, I carefully start to unroll the body from the foetal position. My eyes fall upon the face at last, and I stare.

      I know this woman!

      It's Ines. She lives at the other end of this section of the forest. We cross paths now and then when we’re out walking. And yes, we had a short affair last year. Only a few weeks, but it was intense. She was curious about submission, power, violence and lust. About the games you could make out of them. Until then, she had only known the swinger world, with its wild parties and events. She wanted to dive into the BDSM world with me. For that short time, she played the role of my slave.
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