
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	 

	AWAKEN

	     Seven Everson

	I awoke, groggy. I couldn’t place my surroundings. 

	I was on a bed, naked. There was a print of flowers on the wall and some elegant furnishings. It looked like a hotel room.

	Across the room, an expansive window looked out across the city. Sitting at a small round table in front of the window was a man, dressed in a black suit. He was looking at me.

	Cold fear shot through my body. I sat up, fast. 

	What the hell?

	The last thing I remembered was being in a bar with Georgie.

	My first thought was that we’d been Roofied.

	My dress lay on the floor beside the bed. I snatched it up and struggled into it. Whatever the hell was going on here, I was out.

	The man watched me, silent.

	I picked up my shoes and handbag.

	“Where’s Georgi?” I asked. My voice cracked.

	“She’s gone.” His voice was deep.

	She left me? That was hard to believe. I went for the door and pulled hard.

	It didn’t open. I tried again, wrenching the handle. 

	It stayed shut.

	“You can’t get out,” he said quietly. “Not if I don’t want you to.”

	I wrenched the door a few more times. I haven’t been in very many hotel rooms, so I didn’t know whether or not there was a lock on it, but I couldn’t see one.

	“Let me out,” I ordered.

	The man watched me impassively, as if I were nothing more than a curiosity. 

	I looked at the window. Maybe someone on the street might see me wave for help. I slid along the room towards it, keeping my back to the wall, eyeing the man. He didn’t stop me as I reached the window and wildly scanned my options. 

	“No latch,” he said. “High tensile glass. Even if you could break it, is the fifteen-story drop really less terrifying than me?”

	I looked at him, really looked at him now. He was good looking, with a day’s growth on his arrogant chin. His shoulders were broad; under his suit jacket was the clear bulge of muscle. His eyes were dark. His mouth curled up a little, mocking me.

	Whoever he was, however I had come to be here, this man clearly held all the cards. 

	And yes, the fifteen-story drop was less terrifying than him. But it wasn’t an option. 

	I’ve always been a confident person: maybe I could talk my way out of whatever this was.

	“Why am I here?” I asked.

	He shrugged. “Because I’m full.”

	That made no sense. “Where’s Georgie?”

	He smiled. “She’s the reason I’m full.”

	His words still didn’t make sense, but there was no denying the underlying threat in them. Whatever he was talking about, it wasn’t good.

	“How did I get here?” I asked instead.

	“You made a bad choice,” he said simply. “It wasn’t your fault - making people choose badly is my special skill.”

	He motioned to the table. “Why don’t you sit? I’ve called breakfast up for you.”

	I stayed where I was against the wall, clutching my bag. When room service came, I would bolt for the door.

	He rolled his eyes. “It’ll be at least five minutes and you’re perfectly safe, for now.”

	Safe or not, I didn’t join him at the table. Instead, I edged over and sat on the corner of the bed, closer to the door.

	“Do you Roofie us?” I challenged. “I don’t remember anything.”

	He smiled. “I made you forget. If you could remember, you would have woken up screaming.”

	I twitched uncomfortably. I could feel it now, the pain in my body. The pain down there. God only knew what we’d done. My arms and legs hurt too. My throat was sore. My hair hurt. 

	I won’t deny that I’ve had rough sex before. I quite enjoy it, actually, with the right person. But this man was not the right person, and I would never have given him permission to do those things.

	“You have good survival instincts,” he said appreciably. “But sadly, not the skill-set to back them up. Which is why you didn’t get away.”

	I said: “If you’re full, whatever that means, and you’ve clearly had your fun, why keep me here?”

	He nodded. “Good question. I’m unsure of the answer myself. Possibly its better the bird in the hand, so to speak.” He paused, looking inward. “Although I’m not entirely sure that’s the answer.”

	He waved his hand. “There’s a chance I might let you go.”

	Hope flickered, but I didn’t let it get the better of me. “And what does it take to get let go?”

	He smiled. “You ask all the right questions . . ?” He eyed me, expecting a name.

	“Laura.”

	He rolled his eyes. “Lying aggravates me. If I wanted you dead, you would be dead.”

	“Sophie.”

	He nodded. “Nice to meet you Sophie. I’m Drake . . . today.”

	I looked about the room. There was a small black leather travelling bag on the desk; nothing else in the room that might tell me who he was or what he was there for.

	Clearly, Georgie and I had been tricked, probably with some kind of drug, into joining him here. And clearly, he had enjoyed his fill of us for quite some time.

	I hoped Georgie was okay. I didn’t like the way he implied that harm had come to her. I wondered how he managed to lock the hotel door: as far as I knew, hotel doors weren’t supposed to lock from the inside. I was sure it had to be some kind of fire hazard.

	That made me wonder if I could start a fire in the room. The sprinkler would go off, security would be alerted, and he’d have to let me out before they came up to open the door.

	Trying not to look obvious, I scanned the ceiling for a fire detection device.

	“I seriously misjudged you.” He was watching me, amused.

	I looked away.

	“Fire?” he said. “Very clever. What else might you use to escape? Please, feel free to look around. Divert me.”

	He’d seen right through me. It made getting up and looking around pointless: what did I think I’d find in a hotel room? I folded my arms and chastised myself for being so obvious.

	He looked a little disheartened that I wasn’t going to take him up on his offer.

	There was a knock on the door and a muffled call.

	Room service. This would be the break. I tensed to run.

	“Come in,” Drake called. He looked at me. “You’ll be staying.”

	The door opened and a young man pushed a cart through. I tensed to run but nothing happened. My body wouldn’t move.

	I tried to shout. My mouth wouldn’t open. I could only watch, helpless, as the server offered me a pleasant smile and pushed the cart over to the table.

	Drake optioned the empty seat. “Just here.”

	The server neatly set out three covered plates on the table, arranged the cutlery, and put down a white jug and a cup.

	Drake handed him a fifty-dollar bill. The server accepted it with delight and left the room.

	Only when the door closed did my body jolt into action. I stood up sharply.

	But there was nowhere to run.

	Drake motioned toward the table. “Please, eat. You must be hungry.”

	I didn’t want to eat his food. What I wanted to do was stage a silent protest. The problem was, I really was starving. Whatever we’d done the night before had left me tired and hungry. I walked over and slumped into the other chair. 

	My gaze fell on the silver knife.

	“Don’t,” Drake sighed. “I’ll drive it through your skull. Such a waste.”

	He regarded me impassively. I didn’t doubt that he could. 

	I abandoned the idea and lifted the lids from the dishes.

	Crepes, eggs, sausages, toast, muffins, muesli  . . . it was a veritable buffet.

	It occurred to me that this was possibly the last meal I might ever eat. It made me both want to choke on it, and enjoy it all the more.

	I set to it. 

	Drake watched me eat. He seemed to enjoy my honest pleasure. The ceramic jug contained hot chocolate; I poured a cup.

	“Would you like any of this?” I thought to ask. He was paying for it, after all.

	He shook his head. “Full, remember?”

	Whatever that means.

	I was pretty sure I didn’t want to know what it meant.

	When I finally began to slow, I said to him: “You know, you really can’t do this - keep someone prisoner.”

	He was ambivalent. “I really can.” 

	“Well . . . you shouldn’t.”

	“Shouldn’t?” He seemed amused.

	I looked at him. “Because it’s cruel,” I said honestly. “Because it’s against my will. Because it’s against the law.”

	He nodded. “All those things, yes. But they’re only relevant to you. For my part, I’m enjoying it.”

	“Well, I’m not.”

	“I know.”

	I put down my hot chocolate. I was full now. It should have been satisfying, but it felt like the last meal of a condemned woman.

	“Do you get off on this?” I asked. “Keeping people hostage?”

	I knew I shouldn’t poke the bear. What I should do was plead for my life. But, under all my fear, I was angry. Perhaps, like a rat backed into a corner, I was ready to come out fighting.

	I certainly wasn’t going to lay down and take it. Whatever else happened, I would fight him.

	He shook his head. “Not at all. I mean . . .” he thought for a moment. “It’s amusing, but no more amusing than watching a mouse in a wheel. You can run all you like, but you won’t go anywhere. I’ll get bored, after a while.”

	“And then you let me go?”

	He smiled. “Perhaps.”

	I frowned. “Then why don’t we just skip to the bit where you’re bored already, and you let me go?”

	He pursed his lips and leaned forward. He pointed one perfectly manicured finger at me.

	“And this is why I kept you,” he said. “You have an uncommon mind.”

	I eyed him. “Uncommon how?”

	“Stoic in the face of doom.” He was appreciative. “Clever, rather than panicked. Disarmingly amusing. You don’t run and scream like the rest do.”

	The rest? Jesus, how many people had he done this too?

	The calm surety on his face made me think that he’d done it to a lot.

	Because he could. Because there was something that set him apart from -

	From what, Sophie? From people? From Humans? Is that where you’re going with this train of thought?

	But it was, I couldn’t help it. On the face of it, he seemed like a regular psychopathic serial killer, if I should ever be so unlucky to fall into the clutches of one.

	But there was something beyond that. His ability to lock the door and remove my memory, to freeze my body against my will. To do whatever he had done to poor Georgie. His certainty that he was the absolute ruler here, that his words, his very thoughts, were law.

	“And there it is,” he murmured. He was watching me intently.

	I snapped back to focus.

	“Go on,” he said. “Keep thinking what you’re thinking.”

	He can read my mind, now?

	But of course he could. I very much suspected that he could do anything.

	He sat back and looked at me. “Most people don’t get it,” he said blithely. “They clutch at straws and beg and plead and never stop to really think about what’s happening.”

	He leaned forward. His dark eyes were compelling. “You, though,” he said softly, “you are a different thing altogether.”

	I met his gaze. He was a different thing altogether; I understood that now.

	If I left, it would only be by his word. If I stayed, I would be subject to whatever he wanted for me.

	Something twitched deep inside me. A dark hint of desire. 

	I sat back, disgusted with myself.

	He smiled at me. He knew.

	“You did that to me,” I growled. “I would never think it.”

	“Oh, but you did,” he said softly. “All by yourself.”

	“No.” 

	But I couldn’t deny that I had. 

	I was repulsed by the thought. This man had done who knew what to my friend and I was his prisoner. He was clearly dangerous and clearly meant harm for me.

	But his power. The sheer overwhelmingness of the power that he wielded. It spoke to some primal, dreadful part of me. 

	Some part that wanted the caveman to throw me over his shoulder. That wanted a King to send forth armies to retrieve me. A power that would lay waste to cities in order to keep me safe.

	All these things I sensed, lay inside him. The ability to do anything, if he so chose, to and for anyone.

	“Who are you?” I asked.

	“Irrelevant.” His eyes locked on to mine. “The question is, Sophie, do you want it?”

	I drew back. 

	No, was the answer. Of course it was the answer. Whoever he was, whatever he was, he was capable of great and terrible things. To say yes to him was to say yes to them. 

	I sensed he would let me go, if I asked. I could walk out that door and go right back to my life. Back to waitressing because I hadn’t been clever enough for university. Back to the dreams I knew were hopeless because I’d never be rich enough or smart enough to make them come true.

	Back to rent and food bills and petrol money and paying insurance.

	Georgie wouldn’t be there, I understood that now.

	But regular, safe, ordinary life would. No strange, otherworldly men who used my body without consent. No being exposed to perhaps the worst things that a person could know.

	All through this he sat and watched me. Reading my thoughts, waiting.

	I looked at the door. He would let me walk through it. I knew this, too.

	“Why me?” I asked.

	He shrugged. “Why not you?”

	“Is this why you let me live?”

	“No,” he said truthfully. “But perhaps an inkling, a suggestion. Something told me to wait. I generally follow my gut.”

	He looked at me. “Will you follow yours?”

	“Will I be safe?” I asked. “From you? You won’t hurt me?”

	Seconds past, seconds in which I wished I could reach his mind.

	Finally, he said: “I won’t hurt you. Not to say that you won’t be hurt.”

	“And I can leave any time I want?”

	“Mostly.”

	“Mostly?”

	He shrugged. “It’s the best I can offer.”

	I sat back and looked at him.

	Who was he? What would happen to me if I went with him?

	Why would I even think it?

	But I did think it.

	And I liked it.

	Finally, I sucked in a deep breath.

	He looked at me and he knew.

	“Welcome,” he said. And he smiled.
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