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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  GAME ON!





  This is one married couple whose appetites for each other grow ever stronger with each passing year. They thoroughly enjoy discovering new ways to keep the spark alive and thriving. Allowing another couple to share in their fun only seems to increase the possibilities. Keeping the love alive is certainly not a problem for Mac and Jenney, which makes their escapades deliciously fun to read.




  ~ Coffee Time Romance




  ENGULF – NEW WORLD BK 5




  Abri is a strong female heroine. She didn't let deafness define who she is. Raiden is a likeable guy. Why? Even though Abri is deaf, Raiden picked her for his female.




  





  C.L. Scholey has done a terrific job of creating this futuristic romance series. We have action, romance, adventure & mystery all in 102 pages.




  ~ Romance Bookaholic Traveler




  THE BRETHREN OF TAVISH – VAMPIRE COVEN BK 1




  The Brethren of Tavish is a wonderfully written book. The characters are well rounded and bring you into the story as if you were really there. The story flows smoothly tying one part to the next. The plot is well thought out, giving you plenty of action...




  ~ Night Owl Reviews




  Other Books by Author Available at Whiskey Creek Press:


  www.whiskeycreekpress.com
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  Back to Our Beginning




  I’d like to thank my readers who boldly go with me, so to speak, in my adventures in writing. And Julie, my sister, my rock.




  Prologue




  The soothing sounds of Beethoven reverberated through her mind, courtesy of her pink iPod, as her feet pounded down the gravel and dirt road. Her long hair swished back and forth with each step, tickling her shoulders. Carrie cherished the solitude of the long, winding country roads. She loved to jog without the threat of the encroaching public. The smells of early spring were like an intoxicating drink, the sights before her more engulfing and uplifting than an artist’s most inspiring painting.




  A deer broke through the lush foliage not far from her and Carrie pulled up, startled. They assessed one another in the harmony of their surroundings, regarding each other without fear. She smiled at the beautiful, majestic animal. The doe stood completely still. Dark brown eyes, picture perfect, gazed at her.




  “Hello, sweet thing,” Carrie said in a hushed whisper.




  The doe’s ears twitched at her words. Her tawny flanks quivered. Turning, she moved back amidst the foliage, her gait unhurried. Carrie bent forward, resting her hands on her knees. She glanced at her watch. She had been running for an hour. Feeling invigorated, she straightened and removed her water bottle from a case strapped behind her back. After taking a long, leisurely drink, she once more began to move at a steady pace.




  Today was her day off. University was hectic. Her classes were intense, yet she knew once finished, her determination would pay off. Her tenacity would then abound as she set off for foreign countries to aid suffering children. At twenty-one she had one year left on her generous scholarship. It afforded her a nice apartment and decent spending money.




  Carrie had grown up in the foster care system. She had been to eight different homes before the age of nine, until an older couple had taken her in. They were unable to have children of their own, and were reluctant at first to take in a child of her age, a decidedly rebellious and angry young child. She had tested them beyond the extreme, waiting for them to hand her back, as all the others had done.




  Their tenacity seemed to far outweigh her own. Or perhaps it wasn’t tenacity. It had been conviction; they honestly wanted to help her. Carrie had stood smugly one day when she broke a charming figurine of mother and child she knew her foster mother loved dearly. Her arms crossed petulantly over her small chest, glaring, waiting for the command to start packing. Sue, her foster mom, picked up the small pieces and held them in a loving fashion to her breast.




  “My own foster mother gave me this. I’m sorry it’s broken; it holds great sentimental value for me. I would have liked for you to have it.”




  Sue merely informed her, her gaze and tone so sad Carrie hadn’t felt as smug after that. Sue hadn’t yelled or cried or screamed at her. She placed the pieces on the counter, voicing hope that her husband, Will, could glue it.




  Carrie had by no means become the model child afterward. She remained unruly and obnoxious and angry, but decided she didn’t hate Sue and Will. Over time her foster parents helped her learn to trust. It was a long grueling process, but in the end they were part of the reason Carrie decided on her profession. She stayed with them until she turned eighteen.




  Their home had been the only one to provide a stable, nurturing environment, and she felt a great deal of gratitude toward them. It was with sadness she reflected on Sue’s death. She died of cancer not long after Carrie’s eighteenth birthday. Thankfully it hadn’t been a long, drawn out illness. A friend of the family, whom Carrie never met, held Will together through phone calls and a little help with finances.




  Sue’s glued figurine still adorned Carrie’s nightstand in her apartment, where it was a visible reminder of not only her worth, but others’. A stranger could make a difference in your life, a profound difference. Will moved away to a different country, wanting to be close to his sister, the only living relative he had left. His wife’s demise came close to destroying him. Occasionally, he did send Carrie cards and letters. She cherished each one.




  Carrie had been on her own for three years. She loved her independence and felt victorious every time a professor raved over her work. She was at the top of her class and knew she would stay there.




  A dark blue van in the distance stuck out like a sore thumb on the lonely country road. For a brief moment, Carrie thought to turn around and head back in the opposite direction. At a closer look, she could see a large man off to the side, struggling with his tire. He was alone and it was apparent he might be able to use some assistance. Hesitant, yet wanting to offer aid, she approached with caution.




  “Need some help?” she inquired. Her hand rose to brush a lock of wispy, windblown hair behind her ear.




  The man stood and Carrie could see he was indeed a big man. Standing at least six foot three with a burly build, barrel chest and beefy arms, he towered over her petite five-foot-one frame. His short dark hair was just starting to grey at the temples, and she guessed him to be in his early to mid-forties.




  “Thanks, that’s real friendly of you, honey. My tire seems to be leaking air, and I need to change it,” the man replied, standing upright and resting the tire against his legs.




  His tone was deep though tempered and suited their surroundings. He looked Carrie over intently with deep, dark brown eyes. For the briefest of moments she felt a compelling urge to turn and run. He smiled brightly at her.




  “Would you like some help?”




  “Really appreciate your offer, honey. But the other tire is useless. I’m not old by any means but have been feeling a bit off. I seem to be struggling with this one. No matter, I’ll get it. Enjoy your day.”




  Carrie was about to leave, but when the man went back to struggling with his tire he gasped; for a split second his mouth opened wide, and then suddenly he placed a large hand to his broad chest, his fingers squeezing into the material of his shirt. His face contorted in agony. He groaned and slowly lowered himself to the ground, the tire resting on his legs. Wariness forgotten, concerned, Carrie raced to him. She shoved the tire off him.




  “What is it? Are you all right?” she asked. Carrie squatted before him, placing her hand on his shoulder.




  “My heart,” the man groaned, clutching lightly at the hand held to him. “Haven’t been well. My pills. Please...help me.”




  “Where are they?” she asked fearfully; she recalled he mentioned he’d been feeling off. It was apparent he was more than simply off, he needed medical aid. The hand gripping hers seemed so frail for one so large and powerful looking; it was unnerving. She noticed he was sweating profusely, the front of his shirt saturated. The exertion must have proven too much for him. She didn’t want to see him die right in front of her. They were in the middle of nowhere. They were completely alone. She would be unable to lift him into his van and drive for help; she couldn’t abandon him out here all by himself. Help would be too far away, and she knew nothing of first aid.




  “My van...inside...glove box, hurry...please,” he rasped, his face slowly turning red with his gasps of obvious pain.




  His hand dropped from hers to languish limply at his side, his head leaned to rest against the van. His eyes closed tightly. He moaned deeply in the back of his throat.




  Carrie leaped to her feet and raced to the van. She climbed inside the open back doors, heading toward the front. The interior was empty. Only two seats up front. She spotted the glove compartment, it was open and she immediately saw the small bottle of pills.




  Poor man he must have anticipated needing these.




  An empty bottle of water rested in a cup holder. She clutched the bottle of pills and frowned. For a man who was sweating as badly as he was he didn’t reek; in fact, his aftershave was pleasant. His shirt was saturated in sweat, but not his underarms. The hair on Carrie’s nape came to life and she shivered with a thought. He had doused his shirt with the water and laid his pills out. She was in his van.




  What if I was set up?




  Not one to trust by nature, she meant to flee when she felt herself grabbed from behind. Carrie tried to scream, but her mouth was securely covered over with a large, hand smelling of diesel and fumes. The pill bottle dropped to the van floor. She lifted both arms to grasp tightly at the man’s huge forearm and felt her water bottle ripped from her back to clatter off to the side. Her feet were kicked out from under her and she dropped to the hard metal, pinned to the floor of the van beneath the man’s heavy body.




  Oh God, he’s going to rape me.




  Her arms were captured at her wrists and jerked up behind her back as the man settled his large frame firmly over her. She struggled, to no avail. He was too powerful, too big, at least two fifty to her one hundred pounds. She tired quickly. Soon her body lay beneath him, motionless; the unwelcome feel of the coldness beneath her cheek caused a deep shudder. She whimpered, and felt her eyes fill with frightened tears. Carrie had never been with a man before. This man was too big, he’d kill her. Her attacker turned her beneath him and, using his legs, pinned her arms to her sides while still keeping a firm grip over her mouth. He smiled down at her.




  “Easy, little one, I’m not going to hurt you,” he soothed. The man she thought at death’s door was now the picture of health and looking very pleased.




  Carrie whimpered up at him, silently pleading with him in confusion and fear. She had only wanted to help. Why would he do this? She wanted to save his life. Was he about to take hers?




  The man reached for a syringe he had in waiting. He expelled a small amount of the fluid, gazing at the contents critically. Carrie again struggled, realizing his intent. He sat motionless, and her struggles subsided. They were on a deserted road; it was obvious he was in no hurry. He could afford to wait for her to wear herself out. She once more whimpered up at him, her tears flowing freely. Her words were muffled against his hand, and she tried to shake her head.




  “It’s all right; I’m not going to rape you. Just relax. This will only make you sleep. I promise you will wake up again in a little while, unharmed,” the man said. With an easy, practiced move, he inserted the needle into her vein, expelling the liquid.




  An odd taste filled her mouth and it took effort to keep her eyes open. She blinked rapidly, her entire body relaxed; she could no longer struggle, her arms and legs felt like dead weights, she couldn’t wiggle her fingers or toes. She battled between an induced sense of complete calm and the terror that overwhelmed her. The man removed his hand from her mouth; she was unable to scream.




  “Please.” Carrie wept. She felt cold, her chin quivered. She glanced around frantically, seeking an escape as the darkness began its claim on her.




  “Don’t fight it, you’ll be fine.” The man reached up a large hand and gently stroked her forehead with the back of his fingers. “I won’t hurt you.”




  “Who are you?” Carrie whispered. Her voice was almost inaudible.




  “Roll.”




  “What do you want?”




  Her tongue felt thick. Her frantic breathing slowed and she could no longer keep her eyes open. An ocean wave was flowing through her mind, rolling in with the wind. The smiling man before her blurred, his image shimmering, until he no longer existed. Her head rolled to the side as oblivion claimed her.




  * * * *




  Roll eased off her. He lifted her tiny form, hefting her slight weight in his arms, guessing her to weigh no more than ninety-five to one hundred pounds. He placed her into a thickly padded box that looked like ordinary spare tire holders fitted to the wall of the van where the wheels would indent from outside. Undetectable to the naked eye or an innocent. He positioned her slumbering body onto her side in case she vomited. He didn’t want her to choke to death; she was too valuable. Roll studied her features critically. Her hair was thick and full, falling to mid-back.




  He lifted the luxurious length of her locks between his meaty fingers, admiring the silky softness, the random natural curls. Her complexion was unblemished. With a careful thumb he lifted her eyelids, checking her pupils. He noted her eyes were a crystal blue, gorgeous. Deftly, with practiced ease, he undid her shirt and gazed at her high, full, beautiful breasts for a moment; she wore no bra.




  His hand lifted to squeeze first one, then the other, testing their ripe firmness. The padding of his calloused thumb slid across one dusty rose-colored nipple, smiling as it hardened. He resisted the urge to taste. He placed his hand over her left breast, feeling to see if her heart was still pounding or was slowing, before doing up her buttons.




  He pulled her tiny blue shorts down and looked for any imperfections. There were none. Her mound was colored only slightly darker than the hair on her head; she was a natural blond. A very cautious, gently probing finger determined she was still a virgin; this was an added bonus. His hand remained for a moment, fondling her, exposing every inch of her to him. He groaned while trying to control his growing erection.




  Roll re-clothed her. He preferred to assess his victims while they were unconscious. It caused them the least distress. Also he could gain a better idea on how much he should charge for them. This girl would definitely bring a high price.




  Smiling happily, Roll fit the lid of the bench closed. Checking first to make sure nothing interfered with ventilation, he snapped the three locks into place. He climbed from the van and tossed the old tire back inside then closed the back doors. Whistling, he jumped into his seat, started the van and drove off down the road. It wouldn’t take him long to reach the airstrip, where the plane waited. He needed to get the girl out of the country immediately.




  The timing for the next dose of medication had to be precise. He didn’t want her coming to while he was flying. He wouldn’t be able to soothe her fears if she woke bound and gagged. If she vomited, he would be unable to assist her.




  She certainly was a pretty little thing. Feeling very pleased with himself, Roll turned on the radio and sang along with a heavy metal song. Today was definitely a good day.




  Chapter 1




  Carrie woke, dragging her mind into the here and now. Her heavy eyes fluttered, closed to rest from the extreme effort, and then fluttered once more, pulling her out of the induced sleep.




  I’m late for school, I better get up.




  She exhaled and tried to raise herself into a sitting position. For a moment she fumbled. Confusion set in as she became aware she was unable to move her arms and legs. Absently she wondered if she trapped herself in the sheets. She turned awkwardly from her side and gazed up at the ten foot ceiling, a slow panic growing within her belly.




  This isn’t my room. Where am I?




  The off-white, dull paint was chipped and cracked above her head. The one small, curtain-less window on the opposite side of the room was barely large enough to let light in and closed. The bed she lay on was metal; the mattress was small but soft, and it squeaked as she flailed. A ratty but clean smelling, scratchy blanket had been thrown over her. There was no pillow.




  Images in her mind were foggy, her hearing invaded by her heartbeat, slow and steady in her ears. Swallowing hard there was the after taste of something unpleasant, her mouth was dry. She tried to speak but her scratchy throat protested. A slow panic was setting in.




  “Well, there she is,” came a gruff voice.




  Carrie cowered back as the man Roll entered the room and moved to sit his bulk beside her. Her memory of what had transpired hit her like a locomotive. She was kidnapped, stolen, and the man before her was her captor and enemy. She scooted as far away from him as possible, but the bed was too small; he was too big, and she shivered when her hip touched his.




  The pounding of her heart picked up a staccato, and she knew she would soon hyperventilate. That always led to an inevitable asthma attack. A violent tremor raced down her spine making her stiffen. If the attack was too bad, she would die of fright. Her soft expelled puffs hurt her chest as she tried to gain control.




  Roll was studying her. He splayed his hands and promised he wasn’t going to hurt her. His tone was even and smooth, not harsh. Carrie had no choice tied as she was, except to wait and see what he was going to do to her.




  * * * *




  The girl lying vulnerable before him was pale, her breathing erratic. Roll didn’t want to scare her to death; he had experience dealing with terror of others. He knew from dogging her routine she was a tough little thing, but everyone had their limits. Roll settled a splayed large hand to feel her forehead. Two fingers gripped her chin and gazed into her frightened eyes. She whimpered; her mouth opened to expel a substantial amount of air as he settled his hand over her chest between her rapidly rising and falling breasts, feeling her heartbeat. His fingers lingered to trail over her left breast, then down her tiny waist to settle onto her hip. Roll chuckled down into her terrified expression.




  “Don’t be afraid, little one. If I planned on raping you, I would’ve already. I admit the idea was tempting, very tempting; you’re worth a great deal more to me intact. Breathe little one. Just breathe, you’ll be fine.”




  Her eyes widened in understanding and a slow blush crept over her face as she realized the insinuation. Instinctively, her legs clamped together as he knew they would. Roll never understood why, there was nothing a victim this helpless could do.




  “Are you thirsty?” Roll asked her.




  Her gaze settled onto the water bottle he held in his other hand when he tilted it back and forth; condensation dripped down the bottle’s sides, and he saw her dry throat constricting as she comprehended its icy coldness. She nodded stiffly.




  Roll pulled her into his arms, cradling her head, and held the bottle to her eager lips. Once the cool, inviting water reached her mouth she gulped at it greedily, thirstily. She coughed, then choked, gasping for air, and Roll removed the bottle, waiting until she caught her breath. He tilted her head back, forcing her to gaze up into his eyes.




  “You can drink what you want. But drink it slowly. I promise I’ll let you have your fill,” Roll said. She nodded. Once more, Roll let her drink.




  She sucked at the contents, her eyes slipping half closed. She stopped for a breath, inhaling a large amount of air, then once more drank at a slower rate. True to his word, Roll didn’t take the bottle from her lips until she was satisfied. He wanted her to understand he meant what he said.




  When finished, he lay her back down. He again felt her heart, then pulse. He slipped his fingers between her skin and the bindings, making certain her bonds weren’t cutting off circulation. When he finished, she was still watching him with trepidation.




  “You didn’t kidnap me for ransom.” It was a statement said tightly.




  “No,” Roll concurred.




  “What are you going to do with me?” Carrie asked.




  “I think you already know, since you haven’t been raped or beaten. You, my pretty, will bring a high price,” he replied.




  Moment of truth. Roll waited to see her reaction.




  * * * *




  Carrie closed her eyes and shuddered. She rolled to her side away from him and buried her face into the mattress. Yes, she knew. She’d heard horror stories of white slavery, sexual bondage. She would be forced to serve her master or masters for the rest of her life, any way he or they chose, always fearful of punishment or death.




  She wondered if she were in her own country anymore, though she doubted it. Carrie didn’t know what day it was. No one would be looking for her. She wouldn’t be missed, help wouldn’t come; she was all alone in the world. Carrie turned her head and looked up at him, angry.




  “You won’t get away with this. I have friends and family who will come looking for me. I bet they already called the cops. Your ass is in so much shit.”




  Roll chuckled. “Try again. You were a foster kid. Foster mom’s dead, foster dad’s in another country. No boyfriend, no real girlfriends. I believe you have trust issues. Where you’re going it won’t matter.”




  Carrie blinked. Roll must have been watching her. She frowned and he laughed.




  “I’ve seen you before,” she whispered.




  “You may have seen me, but you never noticed me. Why would a pretty thing like you give me a second glance? Unless I made you. You trying to help me was commendable, but I figured you would.”




  “Please, Roll, I want to finish school. I want to help children who have nothing. Let me go, please give me back my life. I won’t tell. I swear. If you know me, have followed me, you know what I want to do and why.”




  Roll rubbed her back. “Pleading won’t help either. Except I know this part of you is real, the hard ass act doesn’t suit you. This is always the hardest part; it’ll get easier. Once you’re forced to accept, you won’t be scared. Don’t be afraid. Not all masters are cruel.”




  Carrie realized it wouldn’t matter how hard she begged or pleaded or threatened, or what she promised, he wouldn’t relent. She felt doomed; it was the same panic that settled over her each time she was abandoned, except far worse. Her body began shaking in despair. Her eyes filled with tears, she would be beaten like she was beaten as a child until only a shell remained. Only this time there would be no escape—ever.




  Her sobbing was leaving her breathless and she found it hard to breathe. A tight, aching crept into her chest and she groaned, knowing what was to come if she wasn’t able to calm down.




  It’s so hard to breathe, oh, not now, please not now.




  A moan escaped from deep within her throat. Her eyes widened; her mouth opened wider, trying to expel air as her lungs constricted. He would think she was acting, like all the others. She felt Roll’s hands tighten on her and she cried out as she felt a needle inserted into her arm.




  “Please no more, no more,” she gasped. “I’m trying to stop. I don’t mean for this to happen.”




  “I know you’re not lying. Hasn’t anyone ever told you about asthma? That’s what you have, the meds will help.”




  Carrie blinked rapidly. Asthma? The irony of her situation, the one person to believe her when she had an attack and not brush her off as a drama queen was her kidnapper. Someone who shouldn’t care.




  “It’s better this way, little one,” Roll told her.




  His gaze was centered on her with concern at her obvious pain. He pulled her body against his chest; his large hand cupped the side of her face while watching her struggle for breath. She tried in a last effort to make him listen.




  “You don’t understand...what you’re taking from me. I want...a real family. I deserve a real...family...after living without one for so long. I want...my own children. I want...someone who...loves...me. I want...I want...” Carrie quieted slowly, her mind clouded; her thoughts became jumbled and she faded into nothingness.




  * * * *




  Her breathing steadied as Roll continued to rub her back. He offered her soothing words while holding her, warming her. After one last shudder, she drifted off while in his arms. Two last tears slid down her pale cheeks. Her even breathing held the harsh hint of a noticeable wheeze, which made the large man scowl. He hadn’t anticipated asthma. There was nothing in her background, except she was a little actor at times. The idea made him mad. A little kid labelled a drama queen when all she needed was a damned puffer, idiots.




  Feeling a certain degree of compassion for the girl, Roll laid her back down and pulled the blanket up under her chin. He knew what she meant about family, her despairing ramblings. He did a great deal of research on his victims before moving in on them.




  He’d been gathering information on Carrie for nine months. Roll knew her history, her jaunts. Hell, he even knew what she had for breakfast the day he grabbed her. One of the reasons he grabbed her was because she had no one.




  Not all of his clients were interested in blondes or even beautiful women. They preferred the women to be unknown. No one would even know she was missing. Oh, a few might ask, but after a while the questions would stop. It would be as though she never existed. Just another missing person’s file that would gather dust in a randomly labeled cardboard box in the deep bowels of some stone building’s basement. Or better yet, the information would crash on the police computers during a hack. Roll had interesting friends.




  Roll knew his business well. He had been at it a long time. Though he possessed a certain amount of empathy, he never let it interfere in a done deal, although her degree of asthma came as a surprise. It was obvious she hadn’t been faking to elicit more sympathy. The condition itself caused her apparent concern and a degree of fear. Her expression of shock when he told her he understood, almost made him feel sorry for her. She’d need a gentle handler or she’d spend the rest of a short life in pain. Some masters were real assholes.




  Roll decided he would change contacts. He’d been freelancing when he grabbed this one. A side job for extra cash. He could approach the buyer of his choice. He had a certain buyer who wasn’t as well off as the others. The man had compassion. An older gentleman who loved training the new ones; he would be patient. He wouldn’t beat her or allow others to. She was, after all, very small. Her china-doll appearance and dainty features would entice the man into paying more than what he could afford. Although he could no doubt find higher paying customers, Roll was feeling charitable. Nodding to himself, he rose from the bed and left her to sleep.




  * * * *




  Carrie lay quietly on the small bed, staring up at the ceiling. A tear slid from the corner of her eye. Roll stood in the doorway for a moment then moved toward her with a small tray. After setting it down on a chair he dragged closer, he settled himself next to Carrie. She wouldn’t look at him, her jailer, the man who stole her life; she had yelled at him, then stopped talking altogether. He reached out to stop the flow of another tear.




  “I brought you some soup, little one.”




  Carrie sighed. Roll was getting annoyed with the silent treatment. Three days she’d clamped her mouth shut, refusing to eat anything. She blinked, nothing more, refusing to acknowledge his presence. She stared right through him. Stubborn little thing.




  “You’re going to have to learn to take commands readily and eagerly. You best start with mine. Right now, you belong to me. I own you.”




  When she first refused to eat, he told her she would when she became hungry enough. All the others had. As the days passed, it soon became apparent to him she’d be willing to starve to death. Roll was dismayed at the thought.




  The weather was too inclement to fly. He could hear the rain battering at the front window and the howl of an unrelenting wind. He couldn’t hand her to a buyer half-dead. Usually his marks were gone within forty-eight hours. If they still weren’t eating, it was their new owner’s problem, not his. But from the looks of the storm raging outside, this one might be in his possession for a few more days. If she truly intended to starve herself, she’d be half gone before he could deliver her to her destination.




  His mind set, Roll propped her up against the wall; she slumped. He tried to spoon a small amount of the liquid into her mouth. Her teeth were clamped tightly shut. He gently, but firmly, pried her mouth open and poured a small bit onto her tongue. It dribbled down her chin, mixing with her saliva. Becoming angry, he again pried her mouth open and pinched her nose and forced liquid past her lips and quickly clamped her jaw shut. She struggled weakly with him and gagged. Overpowered, she was forced to swallow, but when he released her mouth and nose, she vomited.




  “Damn you. I went to a lot of trouble and effort to get you. You’re worthless to me dead,” Roll snapped. He could see all of his efforts, his hard work and money going down the toilet.




  Over the course of three days, she had become listless and pale. Her eyes dulled and her hair lost its sheen. She was starting to look like a mindless shell. Deep shadows were forming under her sunken eyes. She was dehydrated and cried out when cramps became too much in her legs, still she wouldn’t eat.




  Roll held her jaw determinedly and spooned more liquid into her mouth and forced her to swallow some. She again vomited the moment he released his grip. His patience was spent. Roll backhanded her. The force of the blow sent her flying from the bed, landing heavily onto the cold wooden floor. Her hands still tied, she was unable to protect her face. She hit the ground with a solid thunk, and began screaming in terror. Furiously, Roll rose and, grabbing an arm and a leg, he hauled her up off the ground and threw her back onto the bed. Carrie pulled herself into a small ball, as if to ward off another blow. She squeezed her eyes closed.




  “Shit. Now look what you made me do,” Roll raged out, frustrated and annoyed with himself and her.




  He ran a quick hand over his hair breathing deeply, trying to control his temper. When he regained control, he gripped Carrie and turned her over to inspect the damage he caused. Her nose was bloodied and her lip was split and already swelling. He felt her jaw and cheekbones with a practiced hand. Relieved, he realized he hadn’t broken bones on her slender face. Her fall caused more red marks to her arms and legs that would no doubt bruise, but the buyer would be unconcerned.




  It was often a noticeable condition with the new ones until they settled. Carrie was sobbing hysterically, trying to cower away from him, but he held and shook her, not violently, but enough to illustrate his growing intolerance of her disobedient behavior. He hoped that by exercising his complete dominance over her, he could force her to comply and quash her rebellion.




  “You need to eat. You need to at least drink,” he told her. After her first initial thirst had been satisfied, she refused even a sip of water.




  “I want to sleep,” she whimpered. Her cries had begun to slow to a soft weeping; the wheezing had once more started. She coughed, and sucked air in raggedly.




  Roll realized she was asking to be drugged. He realized with dismay she wasn’t being defiant; in her depression it appeared she was giving up on her life. This wasn’t a good sign. He released her and she flopped onto her side like a rag doll.




  “If you eat something, I’ll put you back to sleep,” he said, grasping for even a compromise at this point.




  “You should...have...hit me...harder. I could be...dead...already.”




  “You’re not going to die,” he snarled. She was right, though. If he hit her too hard, he could kill her.




  He ran a frustrated hand over his face. Carrie was shaking, her teeth chattering. She was muttering to herself; Roll heard her pitiful, rasping words. She was afraid to die, she was afraid to live, her chest ached so painfully, why was he doing this to her, why had he hurt her, she had never hurt him.




  “Why is this happening to me?” She was sobbing louder, fighting to get her words out. “Haven’t I suffered enough in my life? Haven’t I been through enough?” Her head dropped to her chest. She ceased her rambling. It was too much, and it appeared she needed to concentrate on her ragged breathing.




  Roll rose from the bed and went to the bathroom. He returned with a warm, wet cloth. He cleaned the blood from her face. She lay submissively beneath him, her eyes closed. He looked at her thoughtfully, deciding on another tactic, hoping to play a last devious hand for compliance.




  “If you’re going to die anyway, I might as well get something for my trouble. You shouldn’t die a virgin,” Roll said.




  Carrie’s eyes snapped open and she looked up at him, horrified. She understood the implication clearly, as he suspected she would. He was a very large man, and it would be her first time. He narrowed his eyes on her shaking form to express his annoyance. He clenched his massive fists, hoping to add to his sinister appearance.




  He purposely allowed some of his muscle mass to press her into the mattress; she groaned in discomfort. He wanted her aware she would be hurt if he became brutal. Her chin quivered and he grew hopeful for a split second, until her face grew fiercely alarmed with a clear revelation.




  “Whether you do it or not, it will be done to me. Now or later, what’s the difference? Will you please be gentle, and kill me when you’re finished?” she begged up at him in earnest.




  “Damn you.”




  Roll rose from the bed and slammed his fist through the wall.




  * * * *




  Roll sat in the chair watching Carrie as she slept. She remained completely motionless except for the slight rise and fall of her small chest. He hadn’t drugged her. She was getting weaker. Her chapped lips were a sure sign of dehydration. When he pinched at her skin, the elasticity was gone.




  She hadn’t had anything to eat or drink in four days. Roll removed her bonds to aid her circulation, though her limbs were unmoving, and he placed her arms by her sides. He settled another blanket over her as her teeth chattered and she whimpered of cold. Her flesh was icy to the touch. She hadn’t asked to use the bathroom in the last twenty-four hours.




  Roll had never come across such a stubborn female. Usually his victims were begging for food before he handed them over. For water, a gentle word or kind touch he offered willingly. Carrie had only asked that he hit her harder.




  Sighing heavily, he rose from the chair and went to lie down on the couch in the other room. His mind was tired of thinking of ideas. It no longer mattered; the weather finally calmed enough for flight. He needed to get her well before someone would take her. He couldn’t fly her out while she remained conscious, and he was afraid to drug her, fearing without enough sustenance in her system she could become comatose.




  Most of his buyers demanded a three-day waiting period while certain tests could be run. He wouldn’t be paid if she didn’t wake. Roll was at a loss. Threats hadn’t worked. Compromising hadn’t worked. Bribery hadn’t worked. What the hell was he to do? Roll honestly didn’t want her to die. He couldn’t simply return her, she would talk. He didn’t want to kill her, and he loathed the idea of watching her die right in front of his eyes, day by agonizingly slow day.




  The area he had flown them to was completely secluded. You needed a seaplane to enter into it; the only communication available was on his plane. The cabin he constructed was small, yet convenient for his needs. Disposing of her body wouldn’t be a big problem if the need arose. Angry at the thought, he closed his eyes, not wanting to think anymore. Nine months of hard work for nothing. Side jobs weren’t all they were cracked up to be. Roll slept.




  * * * *




  Carrie opened her eyes with caution. She watched under lowered lashes as Roll rose from the chair to settle onto the couch just visible in the next room. From her prone position, she remained unmoving, watching him as his large chest rose and fell. As his sleep deepened, he began the loud, telltale, chainsaw-like snore which kept her awake night after night until she could’ve screamed in frustration.




  She was starving and parched; her body felt so weak and tired. Carrie had been deprived of food before; she knew the signs of dehydration and made it work for her. She played her part well, she knew he was convinced she was at death’s door, though the lack of food and water was catching up to her. She waited until she heard Roll’s snoring increase dramatically; no other sound would be heard within the small cabin while he caused such a ruckus.




  Trembling and rising carefully she grabbed the ratty sheet off the small bed and rolled it into a tight ball; she stuffed it up her shirt, leaving her hands free to steady herself against the walls and doorframe. On shaky feet, she headed for the tiny kitchen. She opened cupboards, grateful the hinges didn’t offer a squeak of protest. She pulled a tinned can of brown beans and a large box of crackers down. Working swiftly, she stuffed those items and a few other things into a small backpack of Roll’s. Then, grabbing up Roll’s windbreaker, she stealthily made her way to the wooden door.




  Trying the doorknob, she turned it and felt elated. It wasn’t locked. Carrie exited, closing the door behind her. Stumbling from lack of food and water, she made her way out into the pitch dark, densely forested area. She ran for her life.




  Chapter 2




  The blackness soon closed around Carrie until the small light from the cabin became nonexistent. She moved with caution, tripping often on the ground still slick with rain. Once out of sight of the cabin, she opened the box of crackers and stuffed one after another down her throat, trying to remember to chew first before swallowing. She gagged often, as her tummy was not used to food after being deprived.




  She opened one of the bottled waters she had grabbed, fumbling for a brief moment with weak hands on the tight cap, and drank, the water spilling from her mouth to drip from her chin onto her shirt. She shivered from the coldness inhabiting her body, and threw Roll’s jacket on. She scrunched her nose up, noting it smelled like him. A necessary evil, she surmised. The jacket was huge on her slight frame, hanging well past her hips and behind. Its warmth and protection were welcome against the bitter chill in the night air.




  Carrie walked steadily, unsure where to head, knowing she couldn’t be caught. The many branches she moved from her path showered her with water; the ground foliage soon had her socks and running shoes sodden. She was fearful of what lay around each turn, behind each tree. Though exhausted, she was driven by determination.




  Roll would be furious when he woke. If he found her he would hit her again, or far worse. His single backhand not only felt like he cracked her head, it brought terrible images to mind from an early childhood best forgotten, fearful memories she couldn’t face while feeling so alone and desolate. Her face still hurt, her lip swollen. Three nasty bruises adorned her body from her impact with the hard wooden floor; small abrasions on her ankles and wrist were visible from her bonds.




  Carrie could hear movement in the brush ahead of her, and she swallowed nervously. The barest glimpse of the moon shone down, casting an eerie shadow in front of her, right before its illumination disappeared behind a dark cloud. She stopped to listen, frozen to the spot, her heart pounding; the sound gradually faded until gone. She wondered where she could be. The air didn’t smell like home. It wasn’t any one thing she could put her finger on, yet she knew Roll had smuggled her out of her own country and into the unknown—she was doubly lost.
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