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Chapter 1

Amy Dellacroix scanned the room, trying to determine the energy level of
her students this quarter. Well, technically, they weren’t her students —she was
the low-paid graduate assistant, teaching in place of Everett Birch, the well-
respected anthropology professor at San Francisco State University. The
esteemed professor wouldn’t be caught dead here, she mused. Being July, he was
out on another dig.

Amy saw several sleepy students in the back of the class. College students, as
everyone knows, are nocturnal. Because it was just after 9 a.m., most of the
students would prefer to remain in bed.

Taking her class roll book, she casually strolled up the wide passage
separating the two groups of seats to the top row. “Asher,” she said, getting a
quick response from her left. She ran down the roll call, walking back down the
passageway toward the lectern. From that point on, they were hers.

Today’s lesson centered on the Piltdown Man Hoax, an incident that had
been perpetrated by English anthropologists and exposed in the early 1950s. She
explained how the promised glory of a new discovery can corrupt those without
unbending integrity. Amy told them this rogue incident occurred when an
unknown person or persons had placed a human skull with an ape’s jaw in a
gravel pit near Hastings, England in an effort to make the “missing link”
discovery credible.

A student in the second row raised his hand. She fought hard not to roll her
eyes. “Yes, Mr. Binder?” she asked dryly.

“Isn’t it true that all of the findings of early man were faked in order to
propagate the lie that we developed from apes?” he said challengingly. “To
thwart the truth-that God created man in His image?”

Amy sighed. “I teach anthropology, Mr. Binder, based on science. I make no
judgments about evolution versus creationism, okay? They aren’t mutually
exclusive,” she said emphatically. “I'd prefer that you concentrate on the course
material as presented.”

Fortunately for Amy, there were no further outbursts. It was as if he had said
his piece and now was happy to have it on record —again — that he didn’t believe
a word of her lectures. With an attitude like that, she expected him to fail the
exams.

Amy continued the lecture, trying to put scientific discoveries in perspective
in a history that was dusty and irrelevant to them today. She knew that the only
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way they would learn was by rote memorization. Few would understand how all
the pieces fit together. That would take at least one summer on a dig.

She wished she could have gone with the professor this year. Amy had spent
five weeks in Montana’s badlands last year and Birch convinced her that it was
best she stayed behind to teach. “No one’s better qualified that you, Amy.
Besides, think of how it will look on your resume,” he had said.

Amy was no fool. She knew the real reason. The professor, in his late 40s,
had an eye for the youngest students. Amy was last year’s model. Their brief but
torrid affair burned out on the slopes of the badlands, hip deep in T. Rex bones.
Amy wasn’t the wide-eyed student she used to be, so it didn’t really bother her
to be replaced. Besides, the sex wasn’t all that great. She needed a younger man
in her life, just as the age-defying Everett Birch needed a younger woman in his.

After class, she graded papers for a little more than an hour, then headed out
to meet her friend Christy for lunch at Magoo’s, a trendy bistro on San
Francisco’s north side. In the parking garage, she absently noted that a white van
was parked next to her car.

She looked closer. There was a dent in the right rear quarter panel. Could it
be the same vehicle that had been parked outside of her apartment house most of
the week?

Her breathing stilled. Was it just a coincidence that it was here now?

Holding her lesson plan to her chest, Amy shakily reached into her purse for
the pepper spray she always carried. She walked around the far side of her car,
checking the cab of the van. It was empty.

Sighing with relief, she dismissed her fears. She replaced the pepper spray
with her keys and approached the driver’s side of her car, mumbling to herself
that she couldn’t wait to get to Magoo’s.

A sliding door opened behind her. She whirled, startled, a scream in her
throat.

A body pressed up against hers. A damp cloth was forced over her nose and
mouth, cutting off her air, instinctively making her gasp. Her heart thumping
like mad, she inhaled sharply, trying to unleash her scream. But the futile effort
came too late.

Amy breathed in cloying fumes as the world went dark...
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Chapter 2

Amy awoke in a bed in an unfamiliar room. She tried to remember how she
had gotten here, but her mind was fuzzy. One aspect of her condition was
immediately clear, however —she was naked under the covers. She peered out,
looking for her clothes. They were nowhere to be found.

She fought panic. Okay, there’s a good explanation for this. Maybe I'm dreaming.
Maybe I'm —

She swallowed against the lump in her throat. She was fooling herself and
she knew it.

Amy looked around. Besides the bed, the room held very little furniture: a
chair, a small table, a lamp. Mounted on one wall was a flat-paneled TV screen,
turned off. In one corner, she spotted a camp toilet. A porcelain washbasin sat on
a shelf beside it, with a china pitcher. Nothing else.

No wait—that wasn’t true. Above the TV screen, she spotted a camera,
recording her every move. She bit her lip, her heartbeat kicking up. Oh, please,
God, get me out of here!

There was one door, but no windows. To reach the door, she’d have to get
out of bed, exposing herself to the camera. “That’ll be the day,” she muttered to
herself as she sat upright, pulling the sheet tight around her. She yanked it free of
the bed and stood up, wrapping it around her like a toga. She strode to the door
and tried the knob.

It was locked, of course.

“Damn it,” she said softly, looking up at the camera. She wanted to smash it.
She went to the chair and tried to pick it up instead, surprised to find it was
bolted to the floor. So was the table.

“Hello, Amy,” a voice said, startling her. She jerked around, trying to find
the source. It must be coming from a speaker hidden somewhere on the walls or
ceiling, she thought, wide-eyed. “Do not be alarmed. No real harm will come to
you,” the voice continued.

No real harm? What the hell did that mean?

“You've been invited to play a game with us. Regardless of the outcome, you
will be returned to your hometown safely. Please allow me to explain the rules.”
The voice was soothing, almost hypnotic. The man was well educated, she could
tell.

Her anger boiled up. She supposed she should have felt fright instead, but
there it was. “Stop! I want to go home NOW! You've kidnapped me. That’s a
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federal offense. Twenty-five years to life. If you return me now I might not press
charges. But I want my clothes back and I want to go home, do you understand?”

The voice went on, ignoring her. “The rules are simple. You are to be the
prey in a non-lethal hunt undertaken by six men who have paid me a certain
amount of money to participate. I emphasize ‘non-lethal.” The object is to capture
you, not to harm you.

“In the morning, you are to be released, out the front door of this hunting
lodge. You will find that this lodge is in the middle of a large wooded area,
approximately three miles in any direction from the borders. Somewhere out
along that border are two “safety boxes’ that are similar in appearance to London
phone booths —you know, those large bright red enclosures? They are easy to
spot. You will be given a five-minute head start. If you reach one of the boxes
and manage to get inside before you are captured, you win. If you fail to reach a
box before the men capture you, you lose.”

Amy stood there listening, her anger quickly turning into fear. Why did they
want to hunt her? What would happen to her if she was captured? “No,” she
said quietly to the walls. Her throat was dry, parched. “I won’t be chased down
like an animal,” she breathed out.

“That, of course, is your choice. But please let me continue. If you win, you
will take home fifty thousand dollars in cash. If you lose, you will still go home
five thousand dollars richer —after the men extract a small penalty.”

She blinked. Was this some kind of sick joke? “What do you mean, ‘a small
penalty’?”

“The men will have won the right to have sexual relations with you—with
condoms, of course. We don’t want any surprises. The first man who reaches you
will be given first dibs, so to speak. The others will follow, if they wish.”

She stood there, numb, as the voice continued.

“They also will be awarded your pelt. In other words, they will be allowed to
shave all the hair from between your legs. In the event you lose, the hunters like
to leave here with a little reminder of their adventure after you've been returned
home.”

My god! These men are crazy!

And that quickly, her fear again evolved into anger. “No way! I refuse to
play your stupid, sick, illegal game. And I can assure you, you all will be charged
with kidnapping, assault and battery, and, if necessary, rape. I hope you all end
up in prison for the rest of your lives!”

“I doubt you will be able to identify us. We will all be wearing masks. We've
done this a number of times and no one has ever been able to find us, let alone
charge us with anything. But please, there’s more. If you choose not to
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participate, you will forfeit all money. In that event, the men will be allowed to
have sex with you and shave you. And, as an additional penalty, they will shave
your head.”

His words stunned her into silence. She could see how carefully they’d
thought this out. Who wouldn’t run rather than have six men rape you, then
come at you with razors? The very thought made her privates tighten up. Amy
reached up and touched her hair protectively. They wouldn’t, would they?

She fought her panic with cold, calculated anger. “How many times have
you done this?”

“That’s confidential. I can say that it's proven to be very popular.”
“You just find some poor girl, kidnap her and bring her here, just like that?”
“Yes, that is correct.”

She realized she didn’t have much choice if she was going to get away from
here. Running was better than being trapped in this room any day of the week.
Besides, she reminded herself, she just might be able to escape. Run for the fences
and keep going, flag down a cop. She was a strong, athletic woman. She could do
this.

Then a thought struck her. “Where are my clothes—I need my clothes for
this.”

“Oh, no. That’s part of the game. You are to run naked. However, we will
give you a pair of tennis shoes to protect your feet. We want to give you a fair
chance after all. Not much fun otherwise.”
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Chapter 3

Amy couldn’t catch her breath for a moment. Naked! Just like that movie she
saw on TV one day when she was at home sick. What was it? “Naked Man” or
“Naked Runner”? A man was stripped by natives and given a head start before a
group of African natives came after him, intent on killing him. Somehow, he had
managed to survive. Of course, it was just a movie.

Amy thought of herself as in pretty good shape. She had played volleyball all
four years of college. She ran regularly. Her body could be called lean and
muscular. Her breasts were not so big as to get in her way. So could probably
outrun some rich yahoos, she figured.

“I also need to inform you of the capture devices the men will employ.”
Capture devices? “1 thought you said I wasn’t to be harmed!”

“These are non-lethal weapons. Two of the men will have tranquilizer rifles,
with a range of about fifty to sixty yards. They will be given just two darts each.
The dart contains a mild, quick-acting sedative that is not intended to knock you
out, but it will slow you down so that you can be captured. It should wear off
within a half-hour or so. The prey often find that it makes the experience of their
capture that much more bearable.”

She just bet it did. Amy felt a ripple of fear go through her as she imagined
being drugged, then held down, unable to defend herself as the men assaulted
her.

“Two of the men will carry bolo guns,” the voice continued. “These look like
shotguns. They fire three rubber balls connected by strong cords. They have a
range of about thirty to forty yards. The object is to fire at the legs, causing the
balls to wrap around them and trip the prey. These men also will have two
cartridges each.”

She stood there unmoving, not knowing what to do or say.

“Finally, two men will carry net guns. They are like oversized, short-barreled
shotguns. They fire a netting material that harmlessly wraps you up for capture.
It's a short-range device, good for about twenty-five yards. For that reason, the
men are given only one cartridge. The weapons are handed out in a blind draw,
so no one can claim the advantage.”

She stood there, wrapped up in her sheet, imagining it was a netting, fired
from a gun, enclosing her, trapping her. She didn’t want to be here, she didn’t
want to run naked through the woods for the twisted sexual gratification of a
bunch of horny rich men. She was more scared than she had ever been in her life.
But she wanted to go home and it seemed the only way out was through.
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The fifty thousand dollars would help her out quite a bit right now, she
knew. She hadn’t been able to find a job in her field since she graduated and was
resigned to waiting tables and teaching an odd class or two until something came
along. With the money...

Oh Christ, who cared about the money? She just wanted out of here. She was
scared, but determined. She desperately wanted to win this sick hunt. Then she’d
see the men arrested, if she could.

“It is now 7:15 p.m. Dinner will be brought to your room shortly. You will be
awakened at 7 a.m. for breakfast. The contest will begin promptly at eight.”

“Wait,” she said, hoping he hadn’t already cut her off. “How do I know
you’ll keep your word. About the money or anything else? How do I know you
aren’t just saying all this to get women to cooperate?”

“Ah, a skeptic. Not surprising, considering. To ensure we play fair, we
record our hunts. You may observe.”

With that, the TV on the wall flickered to life. There were shots of masked
men running through the brush, carrying strange weapons. She quickly
identified the tranquilizer rifles. She saw one man with an almost comical
weapon and surmised it was the net gun because of the oversized barrel.

His voice carried over the noises on the tape. “Each hunter has a small video
camera mounted on his shoulder. The images are radioed to the lodge, where
they are captured on videotape. The pictures you are seeing were culled from
several hunts.”

On screen, a naked blonde woman bolted from the bushes screaming and ran
across the screen. A man aimed something at her and fired. She heard a strange
fluttering noise and saw the girl stumble and fall, legs pinned together. That
must’ve been the bolo gun, Amy thought. The men closed in quickly on their
prey.

Another scene, another girl—a brunette. She seemed far away, running hard
through a meadow, heading for the safety of the trees. A man in the foreground
aimed and fired. The girl jerked but kept running. After a few minutes, she
slowed and the men began to catch up to her. She tried to climb a tree, but her
limbs became uncoordinated. Finally she fell, screaming, into the arms of her
captors.

Another blonde woman was seen running toward a hidden man, his camera
viewing through wind-swept leaves. Amy could see she had large breasts that
were flapping as she pumped her arms and legs, terror written on her face. Amy
watched two other men closing in behind her, both wearing strange masks. The
woman was startled when the man jumped up from his hiding place and fired
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his gun at her. She screamed as a net closed around her, dropping her to the
ground.

There was another scene of a girl being held down as the men wielded safety
razors, squirting shaving cream, shaving her pelt, laughing and joking with each
other. The woman struggled at first, then lay still, clearly afraid of being cut. The
camera caught several close-ups that made Amy cringe and involuntarily
squeeze her legs together.

The scene shifted quickly to something behind some bushes. As the camera
approached, Amy could see it was one of those phone booths the man had
described. It had glass walls, but appeared to be rather sturdy. Outside, a knot of
men tried unsuccessfully to get in. Inside, a naked woman, sweating, scratched
and panting hard, watched them.

“Once inside the booth, the woman is safe from the men. It locks
automatically, only I have the key. I will be following with a bloodhound that
will be tracking your scent. He will be on a leash, so you don’t have to worry
about being run down by dogs.”

The scene showed a man wearing a bushman’s jacket and a Lone Ranger
mask parting the men, then turning to talk to them, telling them the game was
over. The men cursed and pushed each other in frustration. Amy imagined that
was the man on the intercom. She wondered if the men ever overpowered him
and had their way with a girl, even if she had won.

As if reading her mind, the voice came again. “You don’t have to worry
about the men violating their agreement because they’ve pledged a considerable
sum of money to participate. They may complain for a while, but I make sure
they honor their word.”

The video shifted again and Amy was looking at the woman from the phone
booth, now dressed, accepting an envelope full of money. She was smiling. The
camera panned in for a close-up to see her thumbing through several hundred-
dollar bills. Later, that same woman was seen being led blindfolded from a van.
Two men seated her on a park bench and left. The camera followed the men into
the van and shot out the window back toward the woman. She was pulling off
the blindfold as the van sped away.

Amy wondered if that entire scene had been faked. It easily could have been.

The last shot was of a map of the property. The hunting camp was roughly
square, with the lodge placed just north of middle, she noticed. That meant it
was a shorter distance to the north fence. The safety booths weren’t marked, of
course, but she wondered where they might be and how long she’d have to find
them before the hunters closed in.
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“The fence is slightly electrified, to prevent prey from climbing it. You
wouldn’t be killed, but you might be dazed, which would result in your
immediate capture. You'll also notice the road to the lodge connects to the west
side of the property. I can tell you that there are no booths in the area near the
road. That’s the only hint I will give you.”
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Chapter 4

Amy ate her dinner in silence, trying to figure out a way to escape before
dawn. If she had a piece of metal, she might be able to jimmy the door. If she had
a comb or a brush, she might be able to fashion a weapon.

She sighed. Hell, she might as well wish for a cell phone, so she could call
the police. The room was devoid of anything she might use.

She looked at the plastic spoon he had given her. Hardly an effective
weapon. The man who had brought the dinner was indeed the Bushman. He
wore the same vest and Lone Ranger mask as in the video. He spoke only a few
words to her, but she recognized the voice.

Amy was angry at herself for begging the man to release her, promising not
to file charges if he would just let her go. Her words had fallen on deaf ears.

Now she sat, wrapped in her sheet, eating a TV dinner from a plastic plate,
trying desperately to figure out how to survive this experience. The idea of men
chasing her down terrified her.

A distant memory surfaced: A girls’ camp, many years ago. She was 13 or 14,
in the first blush of developing womanhood, experiencing a lot of strange new
feelings. The girls decided to play a game, truth or dare. She had accepted their
challenge and was asked some embarrassing question she was afraid to answer,
so she chose “dare.”

Susan —that was her name. Susan had organized the game. The counselors
had gone to bed, leaving the girls alone in their tents. Susan came up with the
dare for Amy —she would have to run naked from their tent to the latrine and
back. To prove she had been there, she was to bring a handful of toilet paper
back with her.

Amy hadn’t wanted to do it. She refused at first and was hooted down by the
other girls. “You picked! You chose dare!” They squealed. She said she wouldn’t
let them see her naked, no matter what the game was. So they agreed to stay in
the tent and not look. To ensure she ran naked, she had to agree to let one girl go
outside with her to collect her clothes. She would hold her hand over her eyes
and Amy would drape her clothes over her arm.

“Just bring back the toilet paper and we’ll believe you,” Susan had said.

The challenge, which was designed to be humiliating, had excited Amy far
more than she let on. But then that had been a child’s game, whereas this new
game was so much more than that.

Anyway, the latrine had been about a hundred yards from their tent—an
easy jog, she’d figured. Being naked had been beyond naughty. It had made her
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tingle inside in a way she’d never felt before. But again, these circumstances were
different than those.

Amy had gone outside with Diane, a friend she could trust. They walked
down the path a short distance, then stood behind a tree. Diane, true to her word,
put one arm out and closed her eyes, clasping the other hand over them to
ensure she wouldn’t peak. Amy had quickly stripped off her shorts and tee-shirt.

“The bra and panties, too,” Diane had said, feeling the garments Amy had
given her. Reluctantly, Amy had complied. She had already been barefoot.

“Okay —go!” Diane said, dropping her hand from her eyes and looking
boldly at the naked girl.

Amy gasped and took off running, trying to get away from the girl’s gaze.
Cheater! You peeked! She ran like the wind toward the latrine, which sat away
from the tents so the smell wouldn’t bother anyone. Amy felt free and open as
she ran. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before. She was practically
giddy.

She approached the latrine and was about to go inside when she heard a
toilet flush! Oh my god! She had forgotten that it easily could have been in use!
Somehow, she had assumed, because it was so late, that no one would be there.

Quickly, she ducked down around the side of the structure, breathing hard.
Her nipples hardened in the night air. She had odd feelings in her groin—Ilike
she had an itch between her legs. As she squatted there, waiting for the person to
leave, she reached down and touched herself.

God! She was so wet! How did this happen? Why? She jerked her hand away
as she heard the door open. She peered around the corner and watched as one of
the counselors walked away toward their tent, her back to Amy. That was close!

Amy waited a few minutes, her ears straining to pick up any other noises
from the latrine. There was silence.

With a sudden boldness, she ran around the corner and threw open the door.
Thankfully, the structure was empty. She grabbed a handful of toilet paper from
the nearest stall and bolted out the door and down the path.

She felt liberated! She had done it! Amy jogged back like a victorious knight
returning from battle. When she approached the tent, she was not surprised —
nor disappointed —to see all the girls outside, waiting for her.

She waved the toilet paper in her hand as they hooted and jeered. Amy
didn’t care. She’d never felt so alive as on that night. It was as if she had passed
through a barrier into adulthood. She quickly snatched her clothes from Diane
and ran inside to put them on.
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The girls considered her a hero after that night. Not only did she successfully
complete her dare, but she seemed unconcerned about her nakedness. Many of
the other girls still hadn’t made that transition and they admired Amy’s bravery.

Now, sitting in the stark room, Amy considered the parallels. This was just
like that night in camp, all over again. If that counselor had caught her, it would
have been very embarrassing. But she had escaped and it made her stronger,
bolder. She was determined to escape again.

Later, when she went to bed, she felt that same itch she had experienced as a
young teen. Amy reached down and touched herself. Her clit was aroused, her
labia wet.

But she knew that the stakes were different this time. Very different indeed.
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Chapter 5

The next morning, Amy was up before she was called, stretching out her leg
muscles. She felt exposed and imagined the man was getting an eyeful through
the camera, but she no longer cared. She was angry —and she was in this to win.
She’d show those bastards.

At 7 am., the door opened and the man she thought of as Bushman walked
in. He was wearing the same bush jacket and mask.

At his side, in a leather holster, he was carrying a Pistol. That sobered her.
Would they just kill her at the end, rather than risk having her as a witness? The erotic
thrill of the hunt diminished in the sober light of day.

She couldn’t help but cover herself with her arms. The man paid no
attention. He carried in a tray. She could smell coffee, scrambled eggs and bacon.
He set the tray on the table and she jumped on it, devouring the food, slurping
the coffee, her shyness forgotten.

“What shoe size do you wear?” he asked.
“Seven,” she said from around mouthfuls.

He left, and returned a few minutes later with a shoebox. Inside were some
rather expensive running shoes and a pair of low-cut white socks. “These are
yours to keep, regardless of the outcome,” he said. “I will come for you at eight.”

He left without another word. He didn’t seem to get any thrill from her
nakedness. He must be used to it by now, she thought. Or maybe he’s gay. She
allowed herself a bit of nervous laughter at that thought. Her bravado was a
mask, however. Inside, she quaked with fear.

% & % X

The six men milled around nervously, even a little embarrassed, as if they
had been caught peeking into their neighbors” windows. A few hung out around
the coffeemaker set up at one end of the rustic lobby, waiting for the clock to
strike eight.

Roger Bollinger entered, dressed for the hunt. His bushman vest and hat
might've caused snickers in another setting, but here he seemed aptly dressed.
Besides, the gun on his hip dissuaded any jokes. “Just a few more minutes,
gentlemen,” he said, then strode to the coffeemaker.

Andy Reed stepped aside to let the man pour a cup. Of all the men in the
room, Andy felt the most out of place. He was pudgy, with dark curly hair that
always looked like it needed a wash. He was only here because his friend and
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business partner, Jake Neely, had practically dragged him along. Jake said he
needed to live a little, spend some of his money. God knows, they had plenty.

Jake and Andy had been friends since high school, which surprised everyone
because they were so different. While Andy was the classic nerd, Jake was tall
and handsome, with blue eyes that made high school girls a little weak in the
knees.

Growing up in Silicon Valley, Jake lived two doors down from Andy, so they
managed to find common ground for their friendship early.

Jake was impressed by Andy’s grasp of computers and enjoyed going over to
play the latest games. Andy’s parents had been hopelessly lost when it came to
what their son did, which allowed the boys a great deal of latitude.

Jake was as outgoing as Andy was shy. How he managed to stay friends
with the withdrawn Andy, no one could figure. But Jake saw something in Andy
that few bothered to look for: Andy was going to invent something BIG
someday. Jake was sure of it. By age fifteen, the boy had seemed to know how
everything worked. What would he be like when he was in college?

“With my salesmanship and your brains, we can go far,” he used to tell him.
They jokingly called themselves “The Two Steves” after Jobs and Wozniak, the
founders of Apple Computer and kings of Silicon Valley. Jake admired Jobs’
ability to reinvent his company’s products to take advantage of new trends.

Sure enough, Jake was right. He had followed Andy to Berkeley, where he
could keep an eye on his friend. Berkeley was a great place for both boys. Andy
had the top-notch computer lab, led by the best instructors, while Jake had the
girls and frat parties. Andy got “A’s” and Jake got laid. He was unconcerned
about his middling grades. Jake encouraged Andy in his work and looked for
commercial possibilities.

The breakthrough came when both boys were juniors. Andy developed
software that doubled the speed of dial-up connections just as the FCC relaxed
its rules on signal restrictions that had kept speeds below 53K.

Jake wisely secured a patent on the invention and formed a small company.
Both young men dropped out of school to grow the company. Within six months,
the young men were being courted by giants of the industry, all eager to buy out
DialSonic Software.

At first, Jake wanted to keep their company and convinced his reluctant
friend to reject the early offers. For Andy, the thrill was in the invention. He was
ready to move on to the Next Big Thing. Jake came around quickly —he knew
better than to try to hold Andy back.

They sold DialSonic to Qwest for $45 million—a bargain, no doubt. After
paying off their seven employees, Jake and Andy split $36 million. In the eight
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years since, Jake had nearly doubled his share with additional investments in
Andy’s work, plus a few lucrative real estate deals.

Andy was richer, as he had invested in another company that Jake had taken
a pass on and reaped $25 million on a $4 million investment when the company
went public.

Now the young men could indulge themselves with the biggest houses,
fastest cars, and the best-looking women around. Andy, still awkward, preferred
the company of his computers. Jake was much more the ladies” man, always
searching for the “perfect” woman. It was his idea that they go “on safari” after a
naked woman. The idea titillated him no end. Andy was just here to please his
friend.

Across the room, Levon Jackson looked around at his fellow competitors. He
was the only African-American man in the room and he liked that. Jackson —no
one called him Levon—enjoyed sticking his black head into good ol” boys clubs
like this one. Of course, to call these men competitors was a stretch. In this game,
if one won, they all won, for the reward was nearly the same.

For Jackson, however, winning was everything. Six years in the NFL will do
that to a man. He had been a star cornerback for the San Diego Chargers until a
knee injury ended his career. After recovering, he switched to business, earning
millions for his astute investments.

Next he targeted hunting. The wall of his den at home was filled with the
heads of prize-winning rams, bucks, and bear. Today, he wanted to bring the girl
down and he wanted first crack at her, simply because that was the game. No
sloppy seconds for him. Let the others wait in line.

At 44, Jackson felt his life was slipping away, though he worked out
regularly. Every year, it got a little harder to hike up to the good hunting sites, or
chase down a wounded buck. He was still ruggedly handsome, with smooth
dark features under a thinning cap of hair. But for a fiercely competitive person,
it was tough to lose a step.

To him, this hunt was a dream come true. It had all the elements — the thrill
of hunting a very clever prey, plus the instant gratification in the win. Not only
did it have the echoes of the game he used to play, it was combined with the
sexual release that comes with the mounting of a good-looking woman. It was as
if, after a touchdown, his team had been allowed to pull a woman out of the
crowd and fuck her. What a TV ratings boost that would have been.

Nearby, two older men sat drinking coffee. One was fidgeting, spilling sugar
as he broke open a packet. “So, you nervous?” Phil Simmons finally asked his
older brother Steve. Steve looked up calmly from his Styrofoam cup. He could
see that Phil was still rattled. He was so predictable.
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“Look, Phil. For the last time, we won’t get caught. Bollinger’s done this a
dozen times. They’'re drugged when captured so they don’t know where they
are, and we wear masks so she can’t recognize us. No one will ever know. Heck,
we even wear rubbers —no DNA!”

“I know, I know. It just seems so wrong, you know.”

Of course it’s wrong —that’s the point! Steve sighed. “The girls aren’t really
hurt. We get a little show and they take home some money. What's the harm?”

Phil hung his head. Steve wondered how two such different people could be
brothers. We look similar, but our personalities are poles apart, he thought. Steve was
the adventurer, always looking for new challenges. Phil was the cautious one,
afraid to stick his neck out.

Steve took a gamble on an untried business and made a fortune, while Phil
went to work for a corporation and made a salary. Now almost half of their lives
were gone.

Steve enjoyed a rich, full life, drinking the best wines, traveling the world.
Phil worked for a faceless corporation all day and went home alone to his small
apartment every night. Since his divorce last year, Phil felt that his life was over
at age forty-seven. His older brother was determined to pull him out of his
doldrumes.

When Steve heard of this special hunt, he had to participate. He thought it
would be the perfect gift for his brother, something to wake him up and make
him appreciate life more. God, he was such a worker bee!

Now, as he looked across the table at him, he realized that Phil would
probably wet his pants before the day was over. Or be too shy to “partake” in the
reward.

“It’s going to be okay, Phil. Trust me on this.”

The last man in the little group sat apart from the others. Dirk Bowman was
the only one who wished they could use real weapons. He would even prefer
that the prey be a man — that would be more of a challenge.

As it was, this was going to be too easy. Chase a defenseless girl down and
fuck her. Big deal. He'd rather give the victim a knife and make it a little
sporting.

Dirk was ready for the next level of hunting. Like Jackson, he had all the
right trophies. Frankly, it had begun to bore him. Chasing down a human, now
that had exciting possibilities!

When Bollinger had first approached him, he had in mind a serious hunt. He
felt this would be the perfect swan song to his youth. Dirk would be forty in one
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month. He had been so enamored by the idea, that he signed on before he fully
realized what a cakewalk this was going to be.

Dirk figured they’d be done by 9 o’clock —maybe even sooner. They’d each
paid fifteen thousand for this hunt. If they won, they’d get back seventy-five
hundred, plus have a quick fuck. If they lost—well, that was impossible, wasn’t
it? That’s why Dirk wished it could be made a little more challenging.

Hell, if I ran this hunt, things would be different, he thought. And maybe I should.
Bollinger doesn’t have a patent on hunting humans for sport.

“Ready for this?”

Dirk was startled to see Bollinger standing over him. “Uh, yeah, Roger, I am.
Although I think it could be a little more sporting.”

“Yeah? How so0?”

“Well, how about we give her something to fight back with—say a net gun?
Make it a little more evenly matched.”

“Uh, no, Mr. Bowman. I've carefully studied this and found that this way is
the best. You get the prey fighting back like that and people can get hurt.”

Dirk decided not to press it. “Yeah, okay. Just wondering.”
“Hey, I'm sure you'll have fun. It's a very stimulating game.”

Dirk just nodded. Bollinger looked at his watch. “Gentlemen,” he told the
room. “Let’s attach your video equipment.”

The men stood still in turn as Bollinger snaked the small video camera about
the size of an eraser from a fanny pack to their shoulders where they were
pinned into place. The whole operation took just a few minutes. Afterwards, he
showed them how their actions could be seen from the monitors in the office.

“Remember, gentlemen, you’ll be monitored, so follow the rules.” He
glanced at his watch again. “Now it’s time to draw for your weapons.”

He strode over to a steel door set into a wall. Brandishing a key, he opened it.
Inside the narrow closet a row of weapons gleamed. “Here they are: Tranquilizer
guns, bolo guns and net guns.”

Dirk recognized some paint guns along the bottom row. He knew the ranch
was also used for corporate outings. Anything for a buck, he mused.

From inside, Bollinger pulled out a large coffee can. “Now you all know the
rules—no one can select his weapon. All are given out in a blind draw.”

Bollinger handed out slips of paper to each man and told them to write
down their names. He collected each one and dropped them all into the can.
Making a show of it, he rolled up the sleeve of his shirt. “The first two names will
be for the net guns, with one cartridge each.”
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He reached in and pulled out a name. “Jake.”

Inwardly, Jake groaned. He considered the net gun the most useless weapon.
Nevertheless, he put on a brave face and collected it from the man.

Bollinger drew again. “Phil.”

Phil actually looked pleased. Having a net gun would probably mean he
wouldn’t be needed during the hunt. He could just hang back with the crowd.
Phil took the weapon gratefully.

“Now the bolo guns, with two cartridges each.” He drew. “Jackson.”
Jackson shrugged. He had wanted a tranquilizer gun, but this would do.
llAndy./I

Andy wasn’t even sure how to operate the gun, but he wouldn’t admit that
in front of Steve. As he walked back to his seat, he opened the breech and
studied it, taking it apart in his head. Within a couple of minutes, he not only had
figured it out, he saw ways to improve the design. If I could take one back to my lab,
he thought, his mind elsewhere.

“Finally, the tranquilizer guns, with two darts each, go to Dirk and Steve.”
He handed them out. “Now, gentlemen, it’s time to put on your masks. I will go
get the prey.”
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Chapter 6

Promptly at eight, Bushman returned to Amy’s room. She had used the toilet
and had freshened up as best she could. Her new shoes were on her feet, laced
tight. Her stomach churned. She would rather be any place—the dentist, the
gynecologist — than here.

“This way,” he said, gesturing to her and standing aside. Amy tried to put on
a false sense of bravado. She deigned not to cover herself this time. She went
through the portal ahead of him, swaggering just a little for his benefit. At least
she knew her ass looked good. Inwardly, her heart thumped in her chest and her
breathing felt restricted.

In the lobby of the lodge, she met her hunters for the first time. Some
whistled appreciatively as she walked in, nude except for her shoes. The false
swagger went out of her. These men were out to hunt her down and rape her.
Amy was mortified.

The men were an odd mix—made even odder by the different masks they
wore. All of the masks were spare, covering just the eyes and, in some cases,
forehead, leaving the nostrils, mouth and chin open. The better to breathe, she
thought.

She’d have them gasping soon enough.

From their eyes and the lines around their mouths, she guessed two were as
young as thirty, another two were a little older, perhaps in their forties, while
two more appeared to be well on their way to fifty. Some were outfitted for the
full safari, with bush jackets and silly bush hats, while the younger ones
appeared to be dressed for a pickup game of basketball, wearing shorts, tee-
shirts and baseball caps.

Each of them was carrying a weapon, she noticed. She tried to memorize the
masks of the men with the tranquilizer guns, as they’d be her most serious
opponents. A man in a feathered mask and streaks of gray in his hair had one, as
did a 40-something man with powerful arms. His puffy mask made him look like
a gargoyle. She didn’t like the man’s eyes, she decided. They had a hard, flat
look. She returned their gazes, trying not to show her fear. Unconsciously, she
found herself trying to cover her nudity.

“Gentlemen, you know the rules,” Bushman said. “The prey gets a five-
minute head start. I will fire two shots from my Pistol to let her know when
we’ve started. My dog handler will trail her with the bloodhound on a leash to
give you her direction.

“You may go ahead of us, of course. If you capture her, you may partake in
your first reward —just be sure to use the condoms you’ve been provided. We
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wouldn’t want any DNA mishaps, would we? When I catch up, I'll bring the
shaving materials.”

Amy took a deep breath.

“If she makes it to a booth, don’t try to break in. Observe the rules and play
fair. Remember, gentlemen, all of your actions are being recorded.”

Bushman turned to Amy. “Prey, are you ready?”

It irked her that he didn’t use her name. She tried to use her anger to steel
herself for the ordeal ahead. “I'm ready —and my name is Amy. You should
remember it when you're all arrested.”

Bushman led her out to the porch. In her head, she could see the map and
knew she was looking north, the shortest distance to the fence by about a quarter
mile. Another man waited there, with a sorrowful looking bloodhound on a
leash. This man was armed with a Pistol as well, she noticed.

Suddenly, something else diverted her attention. Parked out front were three
dark blue golf carts. A fourth golf cart, painted white, was parked beyond them.
Their reason for being there was quite clear to her.

“Hey,” she said. “You didn’t say anything about the men being allowed to
ride!”

Bushman smiled. “Oh? Didn’t I mention that? Well, I wouldn’t want any of
my guests having a heart attack, now would I? But don’t worry —they only have
enough gas for three miles. It's carefully measured. If you stay ahead of them,
they’ll eventually have to go on foot as well. Besides, I think you should be able
to outrun the carts. Their top speed is only about ten miles per hour.

“I'll be riding in the white cart, acting as observer.” Without waiting for her
arguments, he held up a stopwatch. “Go,” was all he said.
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Chapter 7

She stared at him for a full three seconds, not wanting to believe that the
hunt had already begun. Her muscles galvanized her into action. Amy leapt off
the porch and immediately cut right. She knew that most of the women would
run for the closest fence, which meant she shouldn’t. It was too obvious.

She had a crude strategy planned out in her head: she would run southeast,
trying to meet the perimeter at an angle, then run along it to the southern border,
searching for a safety booth along the way. She planned to use every minute of
the five minutes she had been given. Amy decided not to zig-zag or otherwise
try to fool the men or the dog. The shortest distance to the nearest booth was a
straight line. She only hoped that one would appear in her path soon.

She set out on a determined lope, trying to place as much distance as
possible from her hunters while not wearing herself out. The wind felt strange on
her naked body, especially between her legs. It was very much like that night at
camp, SO many years ago.

Amy tried to gauge her direction from the sun through the trees, keeping the
mental picture of her position on the map. She had covered less than a mile when
she heard a shot behind her, then another. Amy figured she was still about two
miles from the fence, maybe more. She kept running.

Sweat poured off her body from the heat and the exertion. She was slowing
now, despite her fears and determination. She angled her direction a bit more
east, so she could find the fence. She wondered now if she could outrun the men.

Amy knew that they would stay in those carts as long as possible, until she
was nearly exhausted. Then it would be easy to surround and capture her. It's a
rigged game! She wondered how many women actually won—or if there really
were these so-called safety booths?

She heard the distant growl of golf carts behind her when she first spotted
the fence, well off to her left among the trees. It was tall, about ten feet high, and
the chain links held green, opaque strips to prevent prying eyes. Every fifty feet,
a sign warned of danger. Even if it weren't electrified, it would be difficult to
climb with men hot on her trail.

She jogged south, keeping her eyes out for a booth ahead of her and her ears
on the men behind her. Amy heard the whir of an approaching cart almost too
late and dodged, just as a dart flitted through the bushes to her right. Luck was
with her —those guns were nearly silent.

One dart down, three to go, she thought.
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Behind her, Steve cursed as his perfect shot went wide. “Faster,” he shouted
at Phil.

'//

“I'm flooring it as it is

Amy was convinced that these carts could go faster than ten mph. The
asshole’s a liar, besides being a cheat. Women stood almost no chance out here. She
would liked to have seen those guys run through the trees instead of ride—she
would run them into the ground.

Now she would have to change her strategy in order to win.

She turned and saw two carts bearing down on her, one in front of the other.
Although the first cart was faster than she was, the cart had trouble negotiating
the ground through the trees. The driver constantly had to jerk the wheel to
dodge debris, throwing off the aim of his passenger pointing a tranquilizer gun
at her.

“Take it easy! I can’t aim!” Dirk shouted to Jackson over the noise of the cart
engines. He was grinning despite himself. This was fun!

Ahead, Amy spotted a small section of a log on the ground ahead and got an
idea. Bending over as she approached, she scooped up the log, stopped and
flung it in front of the cart. Jackson jerked sideways just as Dirk fired and another
dart shot just wide of the mark.

Two darts down. Amy turned and ran again.
“Dammit! I gotta get outta this cart before I risk my last dart,” Dirk said.
“You'll get your chance soon,” Jackson replied. “We're almost out of gas.”

Well off to her right, the third cart containing the younger men pulled ahead,
using an open area between the trees to gain speed. She knew they were working
to outflank her. She guessed correctly that they had the bolo gun and the net gun,
because she knew two of the men behind her had tranquilizers.

For a brief moment, she imagined her and some of her girlfriends chasing
down naked men through the woods, armed with similar weapons. “It'd serve
them right,” she muttered through her teeth.

The carts behind her began to close, forcing her to zigzag. That allowed the
third cart to move up on her right. Her breath burst from her lungs now. She
didn’t know how much longer she could run like this. Amy figured the men
probably had been driving for more than two miles now. If she could hang on for
another mile —

She heard a strange noise that outwardly she didn’t recognize, but found
herself cutting hard right. It was only after she heard the whistling of the bolo
balls through the air where she had been running a second earlier that she
remembered the noise from the video.



The Hunted Jaid Black & J.W. McKenna 27

Thank god for quick reactions, she thought.

The cart on her right moved just ahead of her now and veered left, closing
the gap. Jake, steering with one hand as the cart slowed, aimed that strange
large-bore gun at her with the other. Instinct took over and she scooped down to
grab a long branch.

She ran right at him, with the stick held out. When the man fired, the net
caught the point of the branch and wrapped around it. It was jerked from her
hand, but she was still free.

She was so close now, Jake jerked to a stop so Andy could pull up his
weapon. She jumped sideways in the air and aimed her right foot squarely at the
driver’s face, hoping to knock him into the second man. He yelled and held up
his hands, partially deflecting her blow.

Amy hit him and fell painfully on the ground, then bounced up. It had
worked: the passenger’s unused bolo gun had fallen out of the cart. She grabbed
it and spun away.

A dart meant for her struck Jake in the upper arm. He shouted and jerked
about, yanking the dart from his arm.

Amy felt like Joan Wayne. Only one dart left. She looked over and saw a
Caucasian man riding with an African-American man throw away his
tranquilizer gun away in disgust.

“T can’t believe I missed her!”

“Well, then, you drive. I've still got a shell left,” Jackson braked the cart so
they could switch positions.

Amy turned and saw one of the older men climb out of the second cart and
raise his tranquilizer gun in her direction. The last dart! From her hip, she fired
the bolo from about forty yards away and watched as the line tightened around
his legs. He fell down, dropping the gun in the dirt.

Amy spun back around as the pudgy passenger behind her climbed over the
groggy driver and tried to grab her. She drove the stock of the weapon into his
face, splitting open his nose. Blood gushed forth from under his mask as he
stumbled away, holding his nose with both hands, crying.

Amy grinned ferally. I'll bet that guy thought this was just a game!

The last cart was closing fast— Amy knew she would be overrun in seconds.
Suddenly, it jerked to a halt. The passenger jumped out and picked up the fallen
man’s long gun.

“What the hell are you doing?” Steve shouted, still struggling with the cord
around his legs.



The Hunted Jaid Black & J.W. McKenna 28

“You're not using this,” Dirk replied and jumped back into the cart.

The delay gave her the reprieve she needed. Amy yanked the stuporous
driver out of his seat, jumped in and hit the gas. The cart roared forward. Now
she was on a more even keel with these bastards.

Amy realized she was still holding the empty bolo gun and the injured man’s
last shell was probably in his pocket. She held onto it for a few more seconds
before chucking it out the side, hoping it would get lost in the bushes.

“Dammit! She’s gotten a cart!”
Dirk smiled. “Maybe this will be a real contest after all,” he murmured.

One cart was about forty yards behind her, the second cart, farther behind.
She knew one man still had a dart in his tranquilizer gun. Amy figured the man
she’d hit with the bolo gun was probably out of the game, unless he could get
untangled quickly, along with the two hunters from the cart she’d stolen.

She didn’t have time to congratulate herself on her accomplishments. Amy
began to zigzag slightly, just enough to throw off his aim. She kept looking for a
damn booth, but she saw nothing but trees and bushes and dust.

She risked a look behind her and saw the cart of her closest pursuer sputter
and die, even as hers continued to run. That surprised her until she remembered
that it had been idling for a short time, using less gas.

The men jumped out, guns in hand and followed her. One of them held a
long gun. She recognized a bolo gun in the African-American man’s hands. Just
as she approached the southern border, the gas engine on her cart sputtered,
caught, sputtered again, then died.

Shit.

She didn’t even wait for it to stop moving before she jumped out and ran.
She had gained a little distance, but not nearly enough.

The last cart was farther behind, but still running. It had to be nearly out of
gas by now too.

The brief rest in the cart had energized her, although she knew she had to be
much more tired than her pursuers. Sweat poured off her body in sheets. She ran
along the southern wall and was stricken to see the two men gaining on her
already. The speed of the African-American man astonished her. He was leaving
his partner behind.

Jackson enjoyed the pounding of his feet as he closed on the girl. He carried
the bolo gun like a football. He didn’t think he needed it now —he’d just come up
behind her and tackle her, remind himself of old times.
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Amy ran on, desperately looking for the stupid booth—if one even existed.
Amy looked back and was dismayed to see that her pursuer had closed the
distance between them considerably. Yet he made no effort to shoot her.

She zigzagged again, vainly searching for a booth. Just when she was sure
she had been played for a fool, she spotted one ahead, a red flash between the
trees. Just one hundred yards or so, she thought.

I could win this.

Dirk came out of the trees and saw the girl just ahead of Jackson. Jackson
was just about to catch her. At that moment, he knew he didn’t want to be
second. He thought of himself as a winner—at any cost. Instinctively, he
stopped, brought the gun up and fired.

Jackson never heard the whizzing of the dart that struck him in the back, just
below his shoulder blade. He cried out, startled, and turned to see Dirk standing
about fifty yards away.

'II

“Sorry, man—1I was aiming at her!” he shouted unconvincingly.

The bastard! I'll kill him! Jackson didn’t want to let the girl go now. He turned
and ran after her, fighting the heaviness in his arms and legs. I'll deal with you
later, he mentally promised Dirk.

The booth was just forty yards away now, but Amy’s legs felt like lead and
her lungs were bursting. She didn’t understand why the African American man
hadn’t caught her yet. She looked back and was startled to see the leering mouth
of the hard-eyed man as he jogged past the faltering black man.

At that moment, she tripped over a log and went down hard on her side. She
lay motionless, gasping, unable to move. Every muscle in her body hurt. Her
remaining strength ebbed. She heard the man’s heavy breathing as he
approached her.

“Got you, dammit, I got you! First dibs!”

God, he sounds like a junior high school kid! Amy opened her eyes and spotted a
rock near her outstretched arm. Quietly, she lay her hand next to it and waited.
Come on, you bastard, come on! The man approached her. “Hey, little missy, you
really gave us a fight.” He leaned over her, breathing hard, his hand brushing
her breast. “I'm really going to enjoy fucking you!”

With all of her remaining strength, Amy swung the rock at him, catching
him a glancing blow on the side of his head. He fell with a guttural cry and lay
on his back, moaning and cursing.

She struggled to her feet, running on pure adrenaline. She looked back to see
the African American man staggering his way toward her, closing fast, his
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mouth set in a determined grimace. Right behind him came the two older men,
puffing hard.

She turned back and saw the booth less than twenty-five yards away. She
didn’t have any energy left for outsmarting the men behind her or dodging their
weapons. She only had a single-minded goal to reach the booth. She clawed her
way toward it, half upright and half on all fours.

She had just reached the door when she heard the whizzing of the bolo and
wasn't surprised when it wrapped around her legs, dropping her to the ground.
Still, she didn’t give up.

She crawled the last few yards, using her legs to push her torso forward.
With a final burst of energy, she pulled herself over the open doorway, thrust
herself inside and slammed the door with her bound-up legs. The lock clicked
into place.

Immediately, there came a pounding from the outside. She was safe.

Exhausted, she let herself drift into unconsciousness.
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Chapter 8

“Wake up, Amy, wake up.” She thought she was home again, in her own
bed. She expected her father to greet her, but the voice was wrong. She came to
slowly and opened her eyes. Bushman’s mask loomed over her. She recoiled and
tried to get away.

“Relax, Amy, relax. You won. You're going to be fine now.”

She looked around. She was back in her cell, on the bed. Small bandages
covered the cuts and scrapes from her ordeal. A robe was draped over her. She
pulled it around her. “I won?” she managed.

“Yes. You reached the booth safely. Of course, we have several men outside
who are crying foul. You hurt one of them rather badly. And some are saying
you shouldn’t have been allowed to use a gun or drive a cart. For some reason,
they didn’t think that was part of the bargain. But as far as I'm concerned, you
beat them, fair and square.”

He took an envelope from his jacket. “Here. Your winnings. You've earned
it.” She opened it, not trusting him. Inside were dozens and dozens of one
hundred-dollar bills. No, she realized, there must be five hundred of them. It was
a fortune to her.

Her tongue was thick, but she had to ask: “How often do women win?”
Bushman laughed. “Actually, you're the first.”
“But, the video—"

“Yes, that part was staged, I'm afraid. Otherwise, the girls would feel they
had no chance at all and might quit. That wouldn’t be sporting. But you've
changed all that. You've proven to be a formidable opponent.”

She sank back down and closed her eyes. She was exhausted. “I still think
you should all be arrested. When can I go home?”

“Uh, anytime...” He paused.
She opened one eye. “What?”

“Well, the men—or I should say four of them; two of them just want to go
home —wondered if you'd be willing to have a rematch. For one hundred
thousand dollars.”

She laughed derisively. “Not a chance in hell...”

Amy caught herself. A hundred grand? She bit her lip. She imagined what she
might do with another hundred thousand dollars on top of the fifty she had
already won. She was probably an idiot for even considering it, and no doubt the
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thrill of victory was still rushing through her veins, but she heard herself say,
“Unless...”

He leaned forward, eager. “Unless?”

“Unless they agree to run naked too. And no carts.”

He smiled.
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Chapter 9

Bollinger gave Amy a day to rest up. It also gave Andy with his broken nose,
and bookish Phil, a chance to make their escapes. Steve and Jake watched them
go, each saddened that their efforts to spice up their lives had failed so
miserably. Each also admitted to himself that the men would not be missed.

Wet blanket, Jake thought of his long-time friend as he waved goodbye.
Pantywaist, thought Steve of his brother.

“Come on, gentlemen, we're going to have a tremendous dinner tonight. I've
flown in a top chef to cook —spared no expense!”

Jackson knew that he could afford it—they were paying for it. Because only
four were playing, Bollinger had upped the cost to thirty thousand per man.
After expenses, including the payouts if they won the game this time around, he
calculated Bollinger would take home thirty thousand as well, if the men
received their agreed-upon payout of twenty grand each and the girl got her ten-
thousand-dollar consolation prize.

If the girl won and took the hundred-thousand-dollar prize, Bollinger’s total
would drop to twenty thousand, minus expenses. Jackson wondered if the
ringleader might tip the scales their way in order to pick up an extra ten Gs. Not
that it mattered.

Jackson, of course, had another agenda. He was gunning for Dirk Bowman.
Cheap shots, whether in the NFL or in life, were not to be ignored.

Amy was not invited to join them for dinner at first, but Jake and Steve
insisted. “Come on, she’s agreed to this, it's not like it was before —where she
was being held against her will. She signed the contract, didn’t she?”

Yes, she had—a 17-page document that outlined the hunt, the methods of
possible capture and the penalties therein. Because there were only four men, she
agreed to one change—there would only be one safety booth this time. In
exchange, she got them to agree to pass out only one tranquilizer gun. A net gun
would also be eliminated from the selection of weapons.

She had to absolve the men of past “activities,” which Amy knew was a
euphemism for felonies. It was not an easy decision for her. Forgiving a
kidnapping and assault takes some serious thought.

Still, she had fifty thousand in hand and a chance for a hundred thousand
more. Amy felt her chances were excellent. She’d show these bastards who could
run. She’d run circles around these overfed fat cats with their silly little weenies.
I hope their dicks get sunburned!
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As a final precaution, Amy was not to know their names. Each man had
chosen a color that he would be identified by, an idea stolen from a Hollywood
movie. Jackson had naturally chosen “Mr. Black.” Steve was “Mr. Blue.” Jake
was “Mr. Green” and Dirk was “Mr. Red.” Bollinger, the referee, chose “Mr.
White.”

By signing the contract, Amy released the men from having to wear the
unpopular masks. They were too sweaty in the heat and limited the vision.
Because it didn’t matter that she saw them, the other men saw no reason why she
couldn’t join them for dinner.

Amy, however, refused until they gave her clothes. “No way I'm parading in
front of them naked while they're fully dressed,” she spat when Bollinger came
into her room. “If they’re dressed, I'm dressed; if I'm naked, they’'re naked.”

The men, already a little embarrassed by the thought of them running naked
tomorrow, agreed instantly that she should wear clothes to dinner. The
alternative was unthinkable. She was given back the blue dress she was
kidnapped in, plus her bra and panties.



The Hunted Jaid Black & J.W. McKenna 35

Chapter 10

Striding into the dining room, shoulders back, just as she had the morning of
the first hunt, Amy met the gazes of the men defiantly. She wanted to spread
doubt in their minds. She studied the faces of her pursuers.

Amy was introduced to the men. There was a surreal quality to the civility
present at dinner. Here she was, being welcomed like an invited guest, when
tomorrow they would be hunting her down like a pack of wild dogs, with the
goal of raping her.

Why did I ever agree to this? Am I a fucking idiot? Don’t answer that...

Associating the faces with their colorful names wasn’t difficult. Amy next
tried to gauge the men to determine their level of threat to her.

Mr. Black had been the one who she thought was going to reach her first, she
remembered. She still didn’t know why he faltered at the end. Ran out of gas,
probably. He looked as athletic as she did, only fifteen years older. She hoped he
had lost some of his wind or she would be in trouble. Amy wondered what he
did for a living.

Mr. Red possessed a cunning, feral look. She remembered his eyes just before
she conked him on the head at the end of the hunt. Amy felt like prey when he
fixed his steely eyes upon her. There was a savageness to him that none of the
others possessed. She guessed that he would want revenge.

Amy realized that if either Mr. Red of Mr. Black got the tranquilizer gun, the
game could be over quickly.

She did notice that Mr. Black let his eyes slide in the direction of Mr. Red
more than once and the look on his face puzzled her. It was almost as if Mr. Red
was the prey, not her.

Mr. Blue seemed like someone’s uncle—maybe one with a secret life. He
didn’t seem entirely harmless. He must’ve been one of the older ones who had
fallen behind as she had neared the booth. Though older, Mr. Blue had an
intelligent look that indicated he might be able to outsmart her if he couldn’t
outrun her.

Mr. Green, however, was another story. Just looking at him, Amy felt a
familiar heat in her loins. My god, can I be attracted to this man? She colored
slightly. This man was young, tall, and had the most amazing green eyes. Aptly
named, she mused. His hair was a disheveled dark blonde mop —he looked more
like a surfer than a hunter. It was a shame they had to meet under these
circumstances.

Sorry, cutie, she thought, but you're going down.
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Amy was escorted to the large table, where six place settings had been
arranged. They deferred to her to choose her seat, which added to the false
politeness of the evening. After she sat down, the other men scrambled to find a
spot, like a grown-up version of musical chairs. She was pleased to see Mr. Green
had managed to grab the chair immediately to her right. Mr. Black sat on her left.

Drinks were ordered as small talk commenced. Some men ordered bourbon,
others beer. Amy was careful to limit herself to one glass of Chardonnay. She
wasn’t about to be slowed by drink. She hoped the men all got sloshed.

“Amy, you proved to be a formidable opponent last time. You must work
out regularly,” Mr. Blue was saying.

Amy thought he was looking for an edge. She wasn’t about to tell him she
still plays competitive volleyball and runs five miles a week. “Oh, it must be my
youth, I guess. I never was all that athletic in school.” Hah, take that!

“Huh,” he responded, nonplused.

“Amy, do you have a plan in mind for tomorrow?” Mr. Black filled in
smoothly.

“Um. No—not any more than I had last time,” she replied.

She felt something brush her leg. Amy glanced down and saw Mr. Green'’s
left hand rest on the edge of his thigh. His knuckles touched her leg. She knew it
was no coincidence. She wondered if she should object and embarrass him in
front of the others.

“Why would you agree to do this again?” Mr. Red spoke from her left,
distracting her. “You know your chances of winning this time around are slim.”

“Maybe I just wanted to see you guys run naked for a change.”

Mr. Red colored slightly. “You know what will happen when—uh, if —you
lose...”

“Don’t worry,” she said dryly, “I've had sex before.” Not that she was
looking forward to being raped by these four strangers.

Well, three of the four, anyway, she mused. This Mr. Green is a hunk. She
could imagine what would happen if he won. Amy could picture him over her
naked body, sweat dripping off his coiled muscles, grasping her upper arms,
thrusting his hard cock into her again and again—

“...experience?”
“What?” Someone had been talking to her and she hardly had heard a word.

“Was it the money that made you come back—or the chance on taking part
in such a primal experience?” Mr. Blue repeated.
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The question stirred her emotions. When she first agreed to participate in the
second hunt, she had convinced herself that money was the primary factor. Deep
down, she knew that the chase excited her like she had never been excited before.
Something about running through the woods, being chased, knowing that if she
failed, these hard men would hold her down and fuck her like the animals they
all were. It was her camp experience times ten.

Amy could feel the wetness spread along her clit. Involuntarily, she
squeezed her legs together. “Primal experience? Yes, I suppose it is—but I'm in
this for the money, Mr. Blue,” she said. It was half true.

He seemed to read her mind. He just smiled and returned to his dinner.

“Gentlemen,” Mr. Red spoke up suddenly. “I propose a change in the hunt
tomorrow.”
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Chapter 11

Conversation ceased in the room. Five pairs of eyes focused on Dirk.
Bollinger seemed particularly distressed.

“I say it’s time we stopped this ‘Earth games’ nonsense, where every hunter
wins equally,” Dirk said. “What kind of a contest is that for competitors like us?”

The other four hunters stared at him silently. No one objected. They seemed
willing to hear him out.

“Let’s face it,” Dirk continued. “If this is a sport, where’s the thrill of victory?
We all chase her, someone catches her and goes first, then we all dive in. If we
win, we basically get the same prize.”

“Now wait a minute, gentle—” Bollinger began.
Jackson cut him off. “What do you propose?” His eyes narrowed.
“I'd like to see winner-take-all.”

“No—no way,” Steve put in. “You have the advantage over me due to age
anyway. This way, I'd stand almost no chance.”

“Hear me out,” Dirk said. “I've thought this through. If the girl wins, she
gets a hundred grand, right? I say the first hunter to reach her gets a hundred
grand — plus he’s the only one who gets the girl.”

“That still doesn’t—* Steve cut in.

“I know, I know. I've thought about that as well. Because you're older, we’d
give you the tranquilizer gun,” he told Steve.

Steve opened, then closed his mouth. He sat back, his lips pursed.
Dirk looked at Amy. “But that still doesn’t make it completely fair —to the
prey.”

Amy sat up. She hadn’t really been a party to this conversation up until now.
“Wh-what do you mean?”

“Mr. White has some paint Pistols in that locker,” Dirk pointed. “I say we
give you one with, say, eight rounds. If we get painted, we're out.”

Dirk could see them all thinking hard. He felt he nearly had them.

“That way,” he continued. “It won’t be the fastest man who wins —it will be
the cleverest. It also means the contest will last longer than a lousy forty-five
minutes, like the last one did.”
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The men said nothing as each considered Dirk’s proposal. It made good
sense. The contest becomes a real battle of wits, with everyone on an equal
footing.

“Now, gentlemen, the rules I've develop —” Bollinger tried again.
“Can it, mister. We're thinking,” said Jackson.

Amy sat stunned. From her point of view, it was a much better deal. With a
weapon, she stood a far better chance of keeping the men at bay until she
reached the safety booth. And if she lost, god forbid, instead of four rapes, she’d
only have to face one. And one might not be so bad —if it was the right one. She
glanced over at Mr. Green.

“There’s one final point,” Dirk added. Again, he had their full attention. “If
we agree to arm the girl, then there’s no need for a safety booth. To win, she’d
have to paint us all.”

So much for my advantage, Amy thought. “What’s the range of a paint
gun?” She asked.

“Twenty yards max, maybe less,” Bollinger answered dully. He could see the
tide turning against him.

“Well, gentlemen, what do you think?” Dirk asked finally.

“Ilike it,” Jackson said immediately.

“If I'm getting the tranquilizer gun, then so do I,” Steve piped up.

“I could go along,” Jake said slowly, eyeing Amy. “But what about her?”

“I'm-I'm not sure,” she said slowly. “Without the booth, I'm at a real
disadvantage. My weapon has a very short range. I don’t like it.”

There was a silence. The men felt they were close to an agreement, they just
needed something to sweeten it for the prey.

“How about this,” Dirk spoke up. “The booth stays—but it’s locked for the
tirst half-hour. You survive thirty minutes, then you can head to the booth.”

Thirty minutes! Could she survive a half-hour out there with these four men
after her? It was a tremendous concession. She searched for flaws in the hunt.

“The rules could be hard to enforce,” she said. “For example, if I get hit by a
dart and I manage to paint the, uh, Mr. Blue in return, I still lose because I'll fall
unconscious, but Mr. Blue can’t win because he’s been painted. How do we
resolve issues like this?”

Dirk shrugged. “The first one who reaches you who isn’t marked wins,” he
said. “Mr. Blue will have to be careful after he darts you.” He looked around.
“Agreed?”
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Heads nodded.

“But without a referee right there on the scene, I can see disagreements over
that,” she pressed. “And I can’t very well have Mr. White follow me on the cart
— that would give me away.”

Surprisingly, Bollinger came up with the answer. “Well, I wasn’t going to do
this because this was a special hunt and everyone was going to be, uh, unclothed.
But we could outfit everyone with the video cameras. If there was a
disagreement, we could go to the tape.”

Heads began nodding all around. “Wait,” put in Jake. “Are weapons
transferable? In other words, if Mr. Blue here gets painted, can one of us pick up
his weapon?”

Bollinger nodded. “Good point. What's the consensus?”
“Transferable,” Jackson and Dirk said simultaneously. Jake nodded.

“Okay, then. Weapons can be picked up—but only to a man who’s
unmarked,” Bollinger said. “I think we have an agreement.”

“Um,” Steve broke in, embarrassed. “What about the shaving part? Are we
still going to do that?”

The men smiled a little at Steve’s apparent fetish. “What, like second prize?”
Jackson said derisively. “In a winner-take-all contest? Let the winner do that—if
he wants to.”

Amy reddened as the men discussed what was to become of her private
parts.

“Tell ya what, Mr. Blue,” Dirk put in. “Let’s make that the booby prize. First
one eliminated gets to shave her — after the winner is finished, of course.”

There was laughter all around —and instant agreement.

“Wait—one final point,” Amy jumped in before they could finalize the new
deal. “The bloodhound stays home. I don’t want my position given away.”

“Of course,” Dirk said. “Agreed?”

Everyone nodded. Even Amy thought it was more than fair. She planned to
put as much distance between them and her as possible and stay hidden. Once
the half-hour was up, she could look for the booth, and use the paint guns to
keep them at bay. She was still at a disadvantage in weaponry, but overall, she
felt she had a much better chance.

“That will change the equipment requirements, you realize,” Bollinger said.
“If Amy is going to be returning fire, all of you must wear goggles to prevent eye
injuries.”
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The men weren't thrilled by the idea of wearing goggles in this heat, but they
understood it was necessary.

A new agreement was drawn up and signed. Bollinger didn’t like it, but he
had to admit it was more because he hadn’t thought of it himself. In retrospect, it
was a solid plan. He made a mental note to steal the idea for himself later.

After dinner, Bollinger took Amy aside and suggested that too much
familiarity might affect her chances tomorrow. She didn’t disagree and slipped
away as the men retired to the den to smoke and have their after-dinner
brandies.

Jake caught her eye before she left. “Good luck tomorrow,” he said softly.
She thought he really meant it. She nodded shyly in return.

The men stayed up for awhile, swapping hunting stories and sharing jokes,
drinking nightcaps until 11 p.m. They studiously avoided talking about their
failed hunt of the day before, as the one tomorrow was completely different in
scope and rules.

All in all, they were a very confident bunch who said their goodbyes that
night.

Jake retired to his room and stripped off his clothes. He wanted to get right
to sleep, so he’d be sharp tomorrow, but there was something eating at him. That
woman — girl, almost—had a hold on him. He wished he had met her somewhere
else. Chasing her down like a deer would probably ruin his chances of ever
getting a date with her.

Duh — ya think? He snorted at himself.

Unconsciously, his hand drifted down to his cock, which was swelling even
at the thought of her. He touched the shaft gently, stroking it as he let his mind
wander. He could imagine a date with her easily. A quiet dinner at his favorite
spot, Splash, along the waterfront, followed by some after-dinner drinks. Jake
knew the chef there. He’d ask him to make up something special for them, just to
impress her.

He knew they’d hit it off. Talk would come easily, as if they had been friends
for years. He thought of afterwards, as he drove her home. She’d be feeling good.
They’d stop outside her apartment—no, he’d want to show her his place. She’d
be curious as to what a dotcom millionaire’s house looked like.

His hands wrapped around his shaft as he imagined her expression when
she saw his house. “Oh, my, Jake, you have excellent taste,” she’d say.

“I know what I like,” he’d respond, taking her hand and kissing it. She’d
blush, knowing what he meant.
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They’d have one more drink by the fireplace in the library. An educated
woman like Amy would love the library. He’d lean in close and touch the side of
her face, telling her how pretty she was. She’d smile and look down, trying to be
modest.

He stroked himself harder now as he pictured himself lifting her chin to kiss
her on the lips, just gently, like a butterfly’s kiss. Her mouth would open to his,
sucking at him hungrily. He’d kiss her hard, letting his hand come around to
unzip the back of her dress. Her clothes would slip off easily.

The sight of her naked for the first time would pierce his heart. Not like on
the hunt, which was crass and crude by comparison. No, she’d be willing,
wanting him. He would reach down and touch her bare breast, listening to her
slight intake of breath. He’d kiss her neck, let her feel his fingers tracing a light
pattern down her stomach to her secret garden.

He’d gently kiss her stomach, listening to her sighs. Fingertips would dance
across her heated skin. Moving lower, he’d inhale the aroma of her womanhood.
It would be intoxicating, he knew.

She would be wet, of course. When his tongue first touched her, she’d arch
her back and make keening sounds deep in her throat. He loved to bring
pleasure to a woman this way and he’d found women really appreciated it. Not
all men enjoyed oral sex—a concept he couldn’t fathom.

He would bring her to her first orgasm gently, licking her, flicking her clit as
she wiggled and gasped until her release took hold. He'd let her rest a few
minutes, enjoying the glow.

She would want him badly now. As his hand pumped his cock, Jake
imagined her hands on it, finally. Amy would have a delicate touch, as if she was
unsure what to do with it. As his fingers slid along her wet slit, she would
become bolder and wrap her hand around his cock and begin stroking harder.

He would press her down onto the couch. Her legs would fall open for him,
giving him complete access to her core. He’d be gentle at first, easing the head of
his cock between her labial lips, gazing into her eyes. When she was ready, he’d
plunge in with one stroke, feeling her tight, wet cunt drawing him in. He’d begin
moving back and forth, increasing the pressure on his hard cock...

With a groan, Jake came in a spurt, white cream flying over the bedsheets.
His thoughts of Amy faded. Embarrassed, he grabbed a tissue and mopped up.

“Jeez, gal, I'd give you the hundred grand if you'd go out with me,” he
murmured. He was sure after tomorrow, she’d never want to see any of them
ever again.

He sighed, the long overdue guilt settling in. He could hardly blame her.
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Chapter 12

Amy was up at 6:30, nervously pacing the room. She had slipped on the
dress she wore the night before, leaving the underwear on the bed. She felt more
comfortable with some clothes on, at least for a while.

Bollinger came in at 7, as promised, and brought her a plate of food. He paid
no attention to her dress. “Are you ready for the hunt, my dear?”

“Yes, as ready as I'm going to be.” She looked at him sharply. “This contest
had better be like we agreed.”

“Of course, my dear. I have a reputation to maintain.” He excused himself.

The group ate breakfast silently, thinking about the hunt. Truth be told, they
were more worried about running naked than winning. What seemed like a good
idea in the heat of the moment last night now caused acute embarrassment. Most
felt like a schoolboy who had agreed to appear in a play, only to develop severe
stage fright on opening night.

Three of the four men had dressed for breakfast. Only Jake, “Mr. Green,”
came dressed in a robe and tennis shoes. Everyone assumed he was naked under
it. The other men felt he was showing off a little because he was the youngest.

Bollinger tapped his empty orange juice glass with a spoon. “Gentlemen,
we're going to draw for weapons. Because of the agreement last night, we’ll only
be drawing for the net gun.”

Jake, Jackson, and Dirk put their names in the coffee can. Bollinger picked a
net gun out of the rack and held it up, then reached into the can with his free
hand. “Jackson,” he said.

Jake and Dirk breathed sighs of relief. Jackson, however, wasn’t concerned.
Now that Amy was going to have a weapon, they all had to change their plans of
attack. Jackson wanted to make sure she ran out of ammunition before he moved
in. The net gun wouldn’t be a disadvantage. Besides, I may end up using it on Dirk
anyway, he mused.

Bollinger passed out the bolo guns, then took out a paint pistol for Amy. He
counted out eight paint balls and loaded them into the hopper. He looked at his
watch. “It’s 7:30. I suggest you all get undressed for the hunt and return here. We
still have to outfit you with the video gear.”

The men nervously retired to their rooms, except Jake, who simply dropped
his robe, unabashed. “I'm ready when you are, Mr. White.”

Amy was escorted out of her room about 15 minutes later. She was again
naked, dressed only in her running shoes. Just before Bollinger arrived, she had
looked down and said a silent goodbye to her downy hair.
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Chapter 13

The men were ill at ease even before Amy walked in. They were all naked,
but where they were lumpy and bumpy, she was all smooth curves. Steve turned
aside, embarrassed, trying to hide his limp cock and flabby belly. The others
used their guns to cover themselves. Except Jake. He just stood there, taking her
in and letting her see his nakedness.

Amy laughed silently at the other men’s discomfort. Serves you right, you
perverts!

Her eyes were drawn to their limp cocks—she couldn’t help herself.
Mentally, she wondered if the size of their cocks had any bearing on their
hunting ability. If so, Mr. Red would be the one to watch out for —his soft penis
hung down a good two inches beyond the others. Mr. Black’s cock was above
average, staying true to the stereotype she’d heard about black men’s big dicks.
Mr. Blue’s was all shriveled and surrounded by gray-white hair. Ewww! Mr.
Green’s, she was pleased to see, was a close second to Mr. Red’s. For the briefest
second, she imagined it sliding into her.

She shook her head to clear the image and scolded herself. You have work to
do, Miss Dellacroix!

They had to stand quietly while Bollinger strapped the video gear on them.
It consisted of a small video camera the size of the cap to a cheap pen attached by
cable to a fanny pack containing the battery and the transmitter. Each signal
would be transmitted to a separate video recorder in the main house.

Bollinger ran the cable up between their shoulder blades to baseball caps on
everyone’s head. Amy wrapped her hair up and tucked it underneath her cap.

She couldn’t help but notice a few minutes later, when Mr. White silently
handed each man a flat foil packet —condoms. They slipped them into the fanny
packs, keeping their eyes averted from her.

Bollinger passed out sunscreen and urged everyone to slather it on. “You
might be out there for hours, you never know,” he said.

“Hah! You white boys shore look like you could use it,” Jackson laughed.

Reluctantly, the other men passed around the tube, keeping their eyes on
Amy as she rubbed the liquid onto her shoulders, breasts and the rounded curve
of her ass.

“Want some help?” She turned to see Mr. Green standing there, nodding at
the tube she held in her hand.
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Amy blushed. “Um, just on my back, okay?” He took the tube from her. All
the other men eyed him with envy. Jake rubbed it into her shoulders, moving
down her back to the soft curve of her ass.

She reached down and lightly touched his hand. “Careful,” she said. “I think
I can take if from here.” The other men snickered.

Amy tried to hide it, but she could feel herself growing wet. She wasn’t sure
if it was Mr. Green or the upcoming chase. Her attraction to the man was
physical, yes, but there was something primal about this hunt that affected her as
well. It seemed to go beyond her memories of camp. Perhaps they were reverting
to the caveman in all of us, she mused. Was that how it was for a female
Neanderthal? Getting chased down by the strongest man in the tribe, then
dragged off to be mated? It probably was. Now history may repeat itself.

By 8:05, they were ready to go. Amy led them out on the porch this time,
unwilling to act the part of the victim. She cradled the paint gun against her left
forearm. The men trailed behind, getting a good look at the firm globes of her
ass. Three of the men wished they were ten years younger again.

Bollinger passed out the goggles. “Gentlemen —and lady —you’ve all agreed
to the new rules. My assistant left earlier this morning in a cart to secure the
booth. He will listen for my shot, telling him that Amy’s five-minute head start
has begun. He will check his watch and exactly thirty minutes later, he’ll unlock
the booth and start returning to the lodge. He won’t fire immediately, however.
That’s so he won't give away the exact position of the booth. Once he’s safely
away, he’ll fire two blasts of his shotgun, letting you know the booth is open.

“Amy, after you've started, I'll wait five minutes, then fire two shots to let
you know that the men have been released. Gentlemen, if the prey is captured or
if she reaches the booth, I'll fire three shots to let the rest of you know the game is
over. Is everybody ready?”

The men nodded, hanging back under the porch. Amy stood near the front
steps, again visualizing the sweep of property before her. One booth. It could be
anywhere. If she guessed wrong, she probably would lose. Last time she went
south and found one. Is the only booth north this time? She debated.

Behind her, Bollinger raised the Pistol. “GO!” he shouted, simultaneously
firing a shot into the air. The noise again galvanized Amy into action. She
jumped off the porch and cut left, heading straight down the gravel road toward
the gate.

All eyes watched her until she ran around a corner out of sight behind the
row of trees, her athletic body making the men ache with desire.

“Four minutes, thirty seconds,” Bollinger said.
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Chapter 14

Amy ran straight for the gate. She hoped that by running along the well-
worn road, she might add a few precious yards between her and her pursuers.
She had nearly three miles to the gate.

Amy had a crude plan—she didn’t even know if it would work. She wanted
to find the booth, then look for a place to hide for thirty minutes, paint gun or no
paint gun. She knew that if she got into a showdown with the four armed men,
she would lose. Mr. Blue, for one, could just stand off 50 yards and pick her off
with his long gun.

When she was a half-mile away from the lodge, she turned south, making a
large looping turn 180 degrees back. She wanted to come in well behind the
lodge going east just as the men were heading in the opposite direction on her
false trail. Then, she’d continue east until she neared the fence. At that point,
she’d have to decide —north or south?

“Two minutes, gentlemen.”

The men on the porch were agitated now, ready to go. They gathered near
the steps, their nudity forgotten as they visualized the running woman in their
minds. They gripped their guns tighter. Everyone was thinking about winning
and what that would mean to him.

To Steve, it would show that he still has what it takes, even though he’s
much older then the other men. To Dirk, it would vindicate his suggestion that
they change the rules. Winner-take-all was much more appealing to him. To Jake,
it meant he would be able to have his girl. The money was secondary. He saw the
way she had looked at him.

Only Jackson had an ulterior motive today. He still burned over Dirk’s
“accidental” shooting, just as he was about to claim his prize. He knew it was no
accident. Jackson wanted the girl, sure, and the money—but what he really
wanted was to see Dirk go down in defeat. If he needed a push, he’d be happy to
provide it.

“One minute,” Bollinger said.

Amy’s breath came in gasps. She had tried to cover too much ground too
fast, she realized —and now she was almost back where she started. From her
position, she couldn’t see the gravel road through the line of trees, but she
thought she might be able to hear them pounding along it. She knew the
gunshots would be coming any second now.

There were plenty of bushes and trees to cover her position, although there
were also plenty of gaps. She would have to be careful not to be spotted. She
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jogged on. Ahead, through the trees to the northeast, she spotted the lodge. She
slowed now, conserving her strength, waiting for the men to be released.

“GO!” Bollinger shouted, firing the Pistol in the air twice. The shots echoed
over the property. The men all jumped off the porch and gave chase, heading
west down the gravel road. Only Steve hung behind, already trying to conserve
his energy.

Amy heard the shots clearly, then hunkered down behind a large tree. She
knew she should keep running, but she was afraid someone would catch a
glimpse of her. Her plan would be ruined then.

She didn’t have to wait long. The pounding of feet alerted her and she hid,
breathing hard, trying not to panic. She risked a peek through a gap in the
bushes and spotted Mr. Red jogging by, his dick flapping as he ran. Right behind
him came Mr. Black, then Mr. Green, and finally, Mr. Blue, holding the
tranquilizer gun across his chest. Amy ducked again and waited until the
pounding of feet passed by.

She got up and ran.
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Chapter 15

Roger Bollinger turned on five of the seven TVs in the den and watched the
sha