5:20 PM on 12/29/03  I arrived home and let myself into the locked basement door. On closing it behind me Brian  XXXXX surprised me from behind an other internal door of the basement and forcibly moved me upstairs into the first floor of the house. He was verbally abusive and threatening, telling me that he intended to spend one last night together, as he was facing arrest on a traffic warrant that he told me would return him to prison as it violates his parole. I was coerced into agreeing to permit him to have sex with me, the first step of which was showering together.  He had walked me through each room of the house prior to this and gathered up my cordless phones and cell phones. He made my bedroom/computer room his base of operations. During the course of things there was much talking on his part and it became evident that he had been keeping tabs on my whereabouts and had often let himself into my home when no one was there. He spoke much of having nothing to lose by killing me since the parole violation was already sending him back to prison ( he told me he had been in prison. for burglary and trying to defraud the system)  He was also contemplating suicide versus a return to prison where he had been raped. He mentioned a handgun- “I hope my mom doesn’t notice the gun is missing.” He then talked of disappearing, his plan was to take my ATM card, get cash and secure the plane tickets he had reserved for 6:00 am flight out of Boston.
His plan did not go smoothly when I advised him my ATM card had a $100 a day withdrawal limit. By this time he had bound me to the frame of the futon by both hands and feet using the rope and plastic cable ties he had brought with him. He also had brought a roll of duct tape, and he affixed few strips over my mouth. He had become upset that I wasn’t  in  an amorous mood, and once bound he sodomized me with a sex toy whose location in the house he had learned in one of his solo visits to case out my home. Other sex acts with him before and after being bound involved no condom. His coercion of me was based on him threatening to kill me. I had told him that I could write him a check and he could proceed with his plans to travel in the morning. He could leave me bound and I wouldn’t be discovered until he was long gone. He spoke instead of killing me and putting my body into the chest freezer in the basement but I was too large or disposing of my body in other ways to give him more time to get free. By this time I was begging for my life around the duct tape and saying I would help him with his plans in exchange. The only thing that seemed to reach him thru his rage was my begging him not to leave my 8 yr old daughter with this kind of legacy. Many times during the course of these talks he would sit on my chest as I lay there bound and
Actively strangle me. He would let off only to begin again One time I blacked out from the pressure of his thumbs on my windpipe and I came back to myself because of the warmth of my own urine.  He had said he was considering solving things- by method of a murder-suicide. He took a bottle of oxycodone from within my bathroom cupboard and counted the pills and was weighing the effect they would have with the alcohol he had already consumed from my refrigerator. Prior to his 11:00 PM curfew he had phoned his parole officer from my home phone and left “Trish” a message stating he would be out all night because of a dispute with his mom (whom he resided with-said she had kicked him out) He told me he would kill me by 4:00 AM unless I helped him come up with a good plan to get away and not have me able to report him on him until he was long gone. To this end he did untie me, allow me to shower and dress and then sit down at my computer to book him flights to San Diego. He had me phone my estranged husband to alert him that I was home that morning to feed the dog after all, so that my husband and daughter would not come to the house. But he was still nervous of their arrival so  we got into my jeep at about 8:00 AM to go and retrieve his luggage from his truck which was parked behind the Jaffrey Pizza Barn. I was driving. I tried to get away by
Backing my jeep out of there honking my horn. He threw himself on top of me, mauling my face with his hands, climbing over me and into the passenger seat. I was threatened with renewed violence for my stunt and we went back to my home to regroup. I did order airline tickets on line which I  later was permitted to cancel when the time frames did not jive ( on my credit card, of course)We then returned to my jeep (failing transmission now thanks to my escape attempt )
We retrieved his luggage and did a drive by of my mother in law’s house in Mason NH to see if that was a better site to bind and leave me.  She was home, so back to Jaffrey we went.. This is now 11:00 AM or so. Brian is back on line searching for workable flight tickets . He gets to being apologetic and emotional. It comes to light that the traffic violation that was to have gotten him arrested was dropped days ago. He really had nothing to run from and had done all of this out of bitterness that I had been slowly terminating our 3 month relationship because he had had a prior violent episode with me on 12/19/03 that also involved strangulation attempt. In the midst of his apologizing and talking my husband and daughter arrive. My estranged husband was not pleased My estranged husband was not pleased that I had violated his homestead by permitting Brian in. Brian was standing next to my daughter at this point, so I lied about the condition of my face, citing an automobile accident and I didn’t offer up any info on why I had not gone to work that day. It is now 12:30 PM on 12/30/03. My husband departed and left my daughter in my charge. Luckily she and Brian are fond of each other and he visited no violence upon her nor me and continued apologizing. He gave back the cash he had taken from me. He told me it had all gone overboard, he had simply wanted to scare me and use fear as a leverage to keep me dating him. He said that is why he had stopped sort of burning my breasts with a lit cigarette as he had tried to do while I was bound. He asked me to forgive and not to call the police. I was still busy saying and agreeing to whatever I felt was necessary to keep the situation at the docile level that the introduction of my daughter into it had caused.. But all through his words I was remembering him sitting on my chest, telling me how easy it would be to kill me and that he wanted to watch my eyes while he squeezed the life from me. At about 2:30 PM we all got into my Jeep and took him to his truck and parted ways. My daughter and I went straight to my mom’s house in Peterborough and then came to Jaffrey to alert the police.
