CHAPTER 1

WEDNESDAY DECEMBER 6TH 1996, MORNING, FOUR DAYS LATER

What kind of man would do this? 

They were seated in Lydia Foster's cramped office on Lafayette Street in downtown New York City. It was jam-packed with overstuffed filing cabinets and a dark wooden desk topped with a beige computer monitor. File folders of pending cases covered every available surface. Two chairs and a water cooler filled the rest of the space. A window faced west, showing the skyscrapers downtown.

The thought ran through her mind as Lydia scanned the police report filed by the young woman seated in front of her.

Emily Rose, a petite, twenty year old Barnard College freshman, with blonde hair and bright blue eyes sat across from her, a victim of a night of horrors inflicted on her by a man she'd met and developed a relationship with. Their initial encounter hadn't been in person though; she'd met this man online. 

With the presence of the young woman before her, Lydia felt her early suspicions about the Internet were being confirmed; like the personal ads, it was simply another means by which predatory males could hunt for young, unsuspecting women whose only crime was the desire to meet a decent guy.

Foster was a no-nonsense woman of forty-one with ash blonde hair and dark brown eyes, dressed in a tasteful rust colored business suit; her matching shoes were low heeled and sensible. She wore minimal make-up, a pearl necklace and earrings.

 The thought kept going through Lydia's mind:

What drives a man to inflict such torment on a woman? 

Unfortunately, as supervisor of the New York County Sex Crimes Prosecution Unit, she had helped put away hundreds of men like this man described in the report, the one who had struck such fear into the heart of the woman sitting across from her. Still whenever the question popped into her mind, she could never come up with a satisfying answer. She knew that most rapes weren't even about sex; they were about control. Rapists were threatened by women and wanted to exert their strength over them. What made the man Emily was reporting different and more repulsive to Foster, was the sado-masochism ruse. He had humiliated and degraded this young woman slowly and systematically, over a period of twenty hours. Lydia grimaced inwardly at what a nightmarish ordeal Emily Rose had been forced to endure.

She thought of her own husband, a kind, gentle man. Thirty years older than she was, more a father figure, really. Their sexual encounters were few and far between and she was thankful for that. He was content to just hold her late at night when she came home from her long hours prosecuting animals like the one that had tormented Emily Rose.

"You reported this crime to your college security office on Monday; why did you wait so long before you came forward?"

 
"I was afraid." Emily was covering her face with her hands. " He told me if I went to the police, he'd kill me!"  

"Tell me everything that he did to you, take your time. Would you like some water?"

"Yes, thank you." 

Lydia went to the cooler and filled a paper cup. She handed the water to Emily.

The first time had been to her campus security officer, the second to the police detective at the precinct, now for the third time, Emily recounted her tale…

"He picked me up from my dormitory. He drove there in his car. We had arranged a date. We went to a restaurant in the village. Then we were supposed to go see a movie. He persuaded me to go to his apartment instead…"

He took her coat and hung it in the closet next to the door.

"Would you like some tea?"

"Yes. That would be nice." She sat down on a black futon.

He brought her out a cup. She sipped at it but thought it tasted a little odd. She put the cup and saucer down on the coffee table.

"Showtime." he announced as he popped a tape into the VCR."

"What's this called?"

"'Meet the Feebles', it's somewhat bizarre."

That was an understatement. For the next hour and forty-five minutes they watched muppet like characters shooting heroin, vomitting and engaging in intercourse.

"Well, what'd you think?" he asked her.

"It was pretty strange."

He handed her a picture book. 

"If you think that was strange, take a look at this." 

The pictures were pretty shocking. Corpses, men masturbating, dwarves dressed like queens.

"Who are these by?"

"Witkin, I told you about him."

"Oh yeah. I must have forgotten."

"Now it's time to play."  He had a strange, penetrating look in his eyes. 

"I'm really kind of tired; I'd like to go back to my dorm."

 His voice was changed now too. He sounded hardened.

"You're not going anywhere. You're going to be my slave now.  Take your sweater off."

Emily was frightened. She looked at him; the eyes that stared back at hers were not kidding. She pulled the pink cashmere sweater over her head revealing her white bra. She looked at him again. He was leering.

"Now the pants" 

She stood before him in her bra and panties, her hands holding her elbows. 


"Slave, I want to see you with all your clothes off. Get those panties and that bra off."

 Emily did as she was told. She undid the bra straps and bent down to step out of her pink cotton panties. As she stood up to face him, a hard slap across her right cheek took her by surprise and knocked her backwards onto the futon. He reached behind the back rest and lowered it flat like a bed. From behind it, he pulled out four black nylon scarves and tied her arms then legs tightly to the metal frame.

"There, that should hold you. Now don't go away!"

He turned and went into the adjacent bedroom. When he came back, he was holding a thick, lighted candle. 

"What are you going to do with that?"

"You're about to find out." He turned the candle sideways over her breasts and spilled the melting wax on them. He continued to spill the hot wax over her stomach and down to her crotch.

Emily screamed in pain,

"HELP! SOMEBODY HELP ME PLEASE!"

"Shut up you stupid little slut. No one can hear you and no one cares about you anyway. You shouldn't have come here."

As he spoke he unzipped his pants. He pulled out his penis. She looked up at it and saw that he was very aroused. 

"Suck this, you worthless slave."

"I'll go to the police."

"What if I killed you?"

"You'll have to because I'm going to report you."

He reached down and held his hand over her mouth and nose pinching the nostrils shut. Emily felt her chest constricting, she needed air. Her eyes widened. She looked into his and saw that he was smiling, a cruel twisted smile. He meant to kill her!

She felt as if she were about to black out. Then he let go of her face. She gulped in air.

"Now, are you going to do as I say or would you rather die? Suck it, bitch, if you know what's good for you!"


While she complied, he leaned over her and roughly shoved his fingers into her vagina." 

"Yes you're doing well, slave."

He lowered his head to her chest and bit her nipples viciously until they were bleeding…


Foster inwardly winced as she imagined this man hunched over this defenseless woman, the blood from her breasts dripping from his teeth.

Abruptly, he untied her and dragged her into his bathroom. 

"Time for your shower now."

 He pushed her down onto her knees in the shower stall. He held her by the back of her head and urinated in her face.

  When he was done, he dragged her back out to his bed and tied her up again, this time face down. With her head turned sideways, she saw that he was holding a black nightstick, slapping it into his hands. Now he was lying on top of her and she felt her anus being penetrated…

"A nightstick, like the police carry?" Foster asked.

"Yes. It was black, either that or his penis."

"You're not sure which it was?"

"No. He was holding a stick but I couldn't see"

After that, he brought out a whip. He proceeded to beat her buttocks and the backs of her legs. He fastened a leather collar around her throat, attached it to a leash and dragged her into the bathroom again. This time he made her drink from the toilet.

"Drink it, you thirsty dog! Bark for me, you little bitch." He kicked her in the ribs while she was crawling on the floor. He spit in her face; then he untied her 

"Please let me go."

"I'm not letting you go until I'm finished with you!"

"Safe word, safe word!"

"There is no safe word. I decide when you've had enough..."

"What did you mean, what is 'safe word'?"  Foster asked.

"In our emails, we talked about how in S&M you have a safe word to tell someone to make them stop; to let them know that you've had enough. But we never had any safe word because I didn't know he was going to do this to me. He ignored me anyway. He said, 

"You should be used to this."

"Please don't cut me up. HELP ME! PLEASE SOMEBODY HELP ME…"

Lydia Foster briefly scanned the Barnard campus infirmary's medical report. 

Student:  Emily Rose, Freshman Year

Minor abrasion w/ slight purple discoloration approx. 2 cm to the patient's left breast aureole.

Patient evidences no other visible bruises, cuts, or marks. 

No indication of forced vaginal or rectal penetration.

The report only mentioned a "minor abrasion" on her breast.  

"He left no marks?"

"After he burned me with the candle wax, he brought in ice cubes wrapped in a face cloth and rubbed them where he'd just burned me. He must have known just how to hit without making marks; he's going to be a doctor. They know all about the body, don't they?"

"It is also possible that your campus infirmary medical personnel missed something as well. We'll have to get you another examination."

 At the mention of another exam, Emily looked scared. Probably the thought of another doctor poking and probing her, Foster thought.

"And this went on all night?"  the older woman asked.

"Yes. He didn't stop. He just kept tormenting me."

"How did you get out of his apartment?"

While he was in the bathroom, Emily twisted at the scarves holding her until her wrists finally slid free of them. She quickly sat up and untied her ankles as well.

He came into the room.

"What do you think you're doing?"

 He staggered after her, slowly, making grabs at her as she picked up her panties. She stepped into them, pushing him away as she did so. She ran around the room grabbing her other pieces of clothing, simultaneously pushing him back from her.

Finally, she was dressed and at the door. He was behind her. She pulled open the door and was out of the apartment. He stood in the open doorway laughing maniacally as she ran down the hallway to the elevator.

"You can run, but you can't hide! HA HA HA HA!" he yelled after her. 

 As the anger and indignity for what Emily Rose had been forced to endure welled up in her, Lydia knew she would see to it that this young woman's attacker was put away for a long, long time. By the time he was released, sex, of any kind, would be just a vague memory.

 A doctoral candidate? 

He was the worst kind of predator, one who hid behind respectability.

A sadistic older man who had won over the trust of a naïve college freshman, lured her to his apartment, then acted out his sick, demented fantasies on her. The only variation on what he'd done was the unconventional method of contact; he'd used the Internet. This was a first, Foster thought, He was a cyber-rapist.

Foster wondered if there were other young women  who had fallen prey to this man and if so, how many?

In that moment, Lydia Foster, supervisor of the New York County Sex Crimes Prosecution Unit, decided she was going after this man with everything she had. She was going to make damned sure that his actions did not go unpunished. She also needed to send a message out to other would-be online predators.

The first thing she was going to do was to get a judge to issue a warrant for his arrest. An animal like this should not be allowed to freely roam the streets.

****
Emily walked out of the building into the sunny December morning. 

The black Camaro drove up and honked its horn. She saw him and ran to the car. 

"How did it go?"

She smiled and said, "She was all concerned, nodding her head and speaking softly to me. She got me water."


"So? What did she say is gonna happen now?"


"She said that they're going to go arrest him."


"Good. Let's see how Dr. Dickhead likes it behind bars!"

Emily felt a slight twinge of guilt over what she had done.  She knew she was destroying Oleg. Gray, who'd been her cyber mentor. Gray who she had learned so much from. Still, he had treated her badly. He had made her feel worthless and cheap. He also tried to be her Master, how ridiculous! She had only one Master, the man sitting across from her, Lucien. Now Gray was going to pay for all of this; with his freedom.


Lucien drove her over to his place.


"This calls for a little early afternoon celebration, my sweet slave!" he slid his hand over her ass.

He and Emily went upstairs to his apartment. She was so delighted that she had pleased her Master.

CHAPTER 2


WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON, DECEMBER 6TH
Oleg was wearing a black gi. He was at the Police Athletic League gymnasium, in a smaller room that had been modified into a dojo - a karate gym. On Wednesdays, he taught a dozen area teens the art of TaeKwonDo, a Korean style of Karate.

His classes began with warm up exercises, leg stretching, pushups and sit-ups. Oleg always performed the exercises right along with his students. Some of the girls in the class had crushes on him. They thought he was handsome and loved the way he always spoke to them with respect. The guys in the class admired him for the same reason; unlike most other authority figures they encountered, he never spoke down to them

"OK. Now everyone sit in a circle. Today we're going to learn how to defend ourselves from an attacker with a knife."

He took out a rubber knife. 

"I need a volunteer attacker"

Ronald, a giant fifteen year old, who stood six feet four, wore size thirteen shoes, and towered over Oleg, ambled to the front of the gym where his instructor stood. 

"I'll be the attacker, gimme the knife"

"Here you go, now come at me with it."

The tall teen lunged at Oleg with the knife. With speed and precision, he grabbed the young man's hand, then forced his wrist inward and down, causing him to drop the rubber knife. He followed this with a simulated knee kick to the behemoth's ribs.

The other teens made assorted whoops of approval.

"Oh shit, you got that knife fast!"

"Well, you have to be fast or you'll wind up getting cut. You also have to remain extremely calm and be extremely careful. The body is all about mechanics. If you understand them, then you have the advantage over the attacker."

"Yo, Mr. J, is that taekwondo?"

"No. It's a martial art called aikido, but the side kick to my attacker's rib cage that I followed up with, was."

"Why'd you make him drop the knife, why ain't you just make him stab hisself?" Tyrell, another student, lanky and thin asked.

"I'm teaching you how to defend yourselves not to be killers! But Tyrell brings up a valid point, so let's take a look at that again in slow motion. He returned the knife to Ronald and walked slowly through the motions of what he'd just done.

"Now, you'll notice that when I grabbed the wrist holding the knife, I pushed in and turned his hand downward and forced him to drop it. But if I turned it backward, facing my attacker, then his own weight would have forced it into his chest. Now I've just become a killer. Do you lower yourself to the same level as some street thug?"

"If he was gonna kill you, then you should kill him! That's survival!" 

"That's a tough call to make, Tyrell, just remember, you have to live with that for the rest of your life."

"I won't lose no sleep 'cause I wasted some punk, that's word!"

Some of the others mumbled agreement.

"Now let's move on, I want you all to come up and try this two at a time. Switch between attacker and victim"

****

CHAPTER 3

WEDNESDAY EVENING, December 6TH
It was a frigid night for early December. Men and women hurried home from work along the crowded New York City streets, their breath vaporizing before them. The strong, icy winds whipped between buildings, and made an eerie howling sound.

Assorted containers from the Chinese take-out were spread out on the table in Oleg's apartment. Peter, Oleg's father was setting up chess pieces on the game table. Helga, Oleg's mother was in the kitchenette, loading the coffee maker. Alongside her, Oleg rinsed plates in the sink.

His younger sister, Alexa was sitting on the futon. She tossed back her shoulder length blonde hair as her dark blue eyes scanned the pages of a copy of The New Yorker. She had always admired her older brother Oleg even more than her oldest brother, Peter Jr who was living in California. 

Helga and Peter cherished their weekly Wednesday night visit to their son's apartment. They shared a warm relationship with their thirty year-old son. He made them so proud of him with his numerous achievements. Both parents marveled at what a full schedule their younger son had. As he prepared for his doctoral degree, his course load became increasingly demanding. There was also the long hours he was required to spend in the laboratory. Still, he set aside time and was so patient with the kids at the PAL where he taught karate. 

 His family shared his enthusiasm as he prepared his doctorate thesis in microbiology, which would enable him to immerse himself into his medical studies and isolate cures for the viruses that plagued people. 

Still, he made it a point to have them over for dinner and to talk about their lives.

Oleg was still feeling guilty about Emily. She'd been right here. He'd brought her into his inner sanctum. Neither his parents nor Alexa must ever know; it would hurt them all too much. The things that had taken place in his apartment would remain locked in his mind; the only question was:

Had he quieted the beast of his desire?

Peter spoke up,

"Oleg, how is the thesis coming along?"

"I'm doing very well with it father. I defend it before the board of review on the twentieth"

"That's just a little over two weeks. So soon?"
 


The phone rang. Oleg picked it up. 

"Hello?"

"You fucked up, big time, Dr. Dipshit! Now you're gonna see, firsthand, how the other half live!" the man on the other end hung up. Oleg recognized his voice though. 

 Helga and Peter had been watching their son on the phone. They noticed something about the telephone call had troubled him. Alexa noticed too.

"Who was that Oleg?" she asked.

"Just some joker."

Minutes later, the good feelings and the warm spirit of the dinner were blasted apart by the loud banging on the front door.

"POLICE, OPEN UP!"  Detectives pounded on the door of Oleg's modest, one bedroom apartment.

Helga, was frightened as her son went to answer the door. She followed behind him. Standing on the opposite side was Detective First Grade, Vincent Leone, a tall solidly built man with dark brown hair and dark hazel eyes. Two other detectives accompanied him.

"What is this all about officers? We're having dinner."

"We have a warrant for the arrest of Oleg Johannsen for the charges of first degree assault, kidnapping and rape.

His mother felt her heart begin hammering rapidly in her chest. She grew faint and leaned on the door frame for support. 

"Mom! Are you all right?"

"Are you Mr. Johannsen?" Leone asked Oleg.

"Yes I am."

"You're under arrest." 

 "We also have a search and seizure warrant for your computer and personal effects."

"YOU CAN'T DO THIS!" Helga screamed.

"Oh yes we can, we got a warrant!"

Peter stood. Although physically he was there in his sons' apartment, in his mind he was going back to his own boyhood in Germany during World War II. 

The seven year old Peter stood by the window, watching the German soldiers banging on the door of his friends' house. 

"DORT HERAUSGEKOMMEN, JUDEN!"
He heard the screams and saw Mr. Schulman, Mrs. Schulman their daughter, Rebecca and her little brother Isaac led away from their house with bayonets pointing at their backs. All of them had the stark look of terror in their eyes. Peter never saw them again.  Rebecca had been his friend. The two of them had played together. They had raced to school every day.

His father spoke "Officers, this has to be a mistake, my Oleg never raped anyone, he's getting ready to present his Doctorate at Columbia University; he teaches Karate to teen-agers. He spends all his time helping people."

Alexa was stunned. Oleg, her brother, a man she thought she knew so well, was being arrested for rape! Her eyes met Oleg's for a fleeting few seconds, she saw embarrassment and shame in them as he hurriedly looked down. Her mind was flooded with questions.

"Sir, I have my orders. They clearly state to arrest one Oleg Johannsen at this address. The rest is for a judge to decide."

 "MY SON DIDN'T RAPE ANYONE! HE'S A GOOD BOY! A COLLEGE STUDENT, HE STUDIES MEDICINE! YOU ARE WRONG!"

Clearly, through the thin walls of his apartment, Oleg's neighbors, the Phillips, heard Helga's scream and their hearts went out to her. 

At that moment the two parents caught the eyes of their son, pleading with him for some explanation.

"Oleg, why are these police here? Who is this woman they're talking about? What happened?" Helga asked.

"Silence woman!" Peter said,  "This is Oleg, I know he would never do anything like that!"

"It's all right father, please don't yell at mom. Mom this is all a big mistake, I'll get it all straightened out, don't worry." Oleg said.

Alexa was on her feet from the dining room table. She ran to her brother, and hugged him tightly. Tears streamed down her cheeks. 

"Oh Oleg. What happened? What is this all about?  

Oleg choked on his words. "It's going to be okay, I didn't rape anyone! I, she, uh…"

Two of the detectives disappeared into Oleg's bedroom. Shelves heavy with books lined the walls on three sides. 

Detective Vincent Leone absentmindedly ran his fingers through his hair as he scanned the numerous titles, medical texts, guitar and music theory, and…what was this? 

"Sado Masochism, An Alternative Lifestyle" Hello! This one's coming with us. He pulled down an artsy looking picture book too. "The Photography of Joel Peter Witkin" Bingo. He opened it to the dust jacket and read, 

"True perverts are born, not made... those who have a deep impulse to stick pins in their scrotums and hooks in their nipples or be tied up and caned by mean women in tall boots, are slightly different from other people…"

 This was some really sick shit. Pictures of fat women dressed like royalty, dwarves, deformed people and corpses throughout the book. 

He looked through the assorted videocassettes lining the bookshelf.  "Meet the Feebles". This one was named on the warrant too; this guy has some creepy tastes, Leone thought.

The third detective, Scott O'Toole was pulling open Oleg's desk and dumping the contents. Papers, pens computer discs and assorted magazines spilled all over the floor.

"I'll unplug this computer."

In the other room, the remaining cop, Detective Ramon Ortiz, approached Oleg. 

Ignoring Alexa, who was hugging her brother, he said, 

"Let's go, rapist!"

He grabbed Oleg's right hand and slammed the cold, hard metal handcuff on. He jerked Oleg's arm behind him then pulled his left arm around, jamming the other cuff on it and squeezing the metal tightly against Oleg's wrists. 

The detective thought very little of men who beat and raped women. The fact that this guy wasn't some street hood punk made it even worse. Ortiz had three daughters at home. Guys like this disgusted him.

Oleg thought how easily it would be to do a spin around jump kick right into this cop's face. It would break his nose at least; he restrained himself and offered no resistance. This was all a ridiculous mistake and he wasn't about to make things worse than they already were. 

"You're not so tough around men, eh?!  

"Do you have to put them on him so tight?" Alexa glared at Ortiz. She could see he was trying to hurt her brother."

"Don't tell me how to do my job, OK?"

"You're treating my son like he's a common criminal! He's NOT! Why can't you understand that?" Helga pleaded through her tears. Peter watched helplessly as his son was handcuffed.

Detectives Leone and O'Toole returned. Leone had a box of books, video cassettes and assorted file folders. O'Toole was lugging Oleg's computer and monitor. 

Ortiz asked, "Didja find the stick?"

"No. no stick, he probably got rid of it."

"What stick? What are you talking about?" Helga asked. Don't take my boy away! PLEASE!" Tears were streaming down her cheeks. Peter had his arms around her. He gently let her go and walked to Oleg.

"Son, don't worry, we'll get a lawyer for you right away! We'll straighten this whole thing out. OK?"

"Yes father, I know you will. Oleg hung his head his eyes were welling up and there was a knot in his throat making it difficult to speak,

"I'm…uh…I'm very sorry for putting you all through this"

 "We'll come with you, Oleg!" Helga was pulling her coat on. Peter and Alexa were putting theirs on too. The family filed out after Oleg and the detectives. 

As the detectives led Oleg from his apartment, neighbors had cracked open their doors to see what was going on. Mr. Phillips closed his door and turned to face his wife.

"Are they arresting him?"

"Yes. The detectives are taking him away in handcuffs. His whole family is with him. I never thought I'd see Oleg getting arrested, he's such a fine young man." 

"That must be mistaken identity! He's a mensch! He insisted on carrying my groceries for me the other day when he saw me schlepping them down the block."

 In the cramped elevator, Detective Leone spoke up. "Folks you can't come down to the precinct with us."

"Why not?" Helga asked "We want to make sure my son is not mistreated."

"Ma'am he won't be mistreated in any way. You should try and find a lawyer for your son now."

