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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To my true fans,

      Thank you so much for your continued support! I would probably be dead without you.

      Love,

      Nikki Crescent
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      Dale has pulled off a few big jobs before, but none this big. Carson Edwards’s estate is massive—naturally, as he’s the father of thirteen children. The Edwards are wealthy, and they’re all going on vacation in Africa together. The house is going to be empty, and Dale intends to take everything.

      But his plan runs into a big hiccup when he arrives on day-one of his big heist, only to find a pretty girl skipping around the house… at least she looks like a girl. It turns out, one of Carson’s sons decided to stay home at the last minute, pretending to be sick so that he could have some naughty girly time alone in the massive Edwards mansion.

      NOTE FOR READERS (AND ESPECIALLY CONTENT REVIEWERS): All sexual acts in this story are totally consensual. Dale, our main character, definitely signed a consent form before entering the Edwards house.
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      I moved slowly, knowing these girls were in complete control of my fate. I definitely didn’t consider ‘biting’ her penis—not even once it was big and hard and throbbing; I wasn’t going to take a stupid risk like that, or they would surely keep me locked in that room until I died of dehydration—or maybe they would find some other way to torture me, something more horrible than shrivelling up in a little projection booth tomb.

      Her cock wasn’t big. Fully erect, it was only about four inches. Because it was so small—and because it smelled like perfume and floral moisturizing lotion—it was actually kind of… girly. And maybe those soft little moans helped too.

      “He’s being gentle,” I heard her say to one of her friends.

      “I can’t believe you’re getting head through a glory hole,” giggled one of the girls.

      This was so humiliating—so emasculating. Maybe I was better off in prison… but the girls weren’t exactly giving me that option. They made sure that I had no way of contacting the outside world.

      I was a prisoner.

      I kept sucking.

      Then, I heard Erica speaking, loudly so that I could hear her. “We’ve been watching you for a couple of days now,” she said. “You really shouldn’t steal. It’s not nice.”

      I will admit that I was tempted to chomp down in that moment. I was tempted to stand up and shout, ‘You’re slime-ball father is the one stealing! And his insurance company is stealing from its millions of customers!’ Who was the real victim here?

      “Oh God,” the girl groaned as her cock twitched in my mouth.

      “Is he going to make you cum?” one girl asked.

      “If he keeps going.”

      “Good job, thief,” Erica said. “Swallow her cum and we’ll let you out of there.”

      “Wait. I want a turn too!” said another girl.

      “Don’t worry. You’ll get your turn,” I heard a whisper. My gut turned.

      I bobbed my head faster. I could feel her cock throbbing harder, warning me that I was getting closer. Maybe—just maybe—if I did everything these girls said, they would let me run free. Or maybe, if I kept playing along with their game, they would let their guard down: leave a door unlocked that I could sprint through to gain my freedom.

      I kept sucking that cute little cock. I bobbed my head fast on her tip. I heard her straining, groaning. Her cock was twitching. I kept my eyes closed. I knew what was coming. I knew I was about to make that ‘femboy’ nut in my mouth.

      And then it happened. I thought I was prepared for it, but somehow I was still caught off-guard. A creamy gush streaked across my tongue. I tensed up, freezing all over. Another warm, gooey blast coated the inside of my mouth, and then another.

      “Oh my God, I’m cumming in his mouth,” she said with a stuttering voice.

      The girls all giggled. I didn’t move. Now, I could taste it: a bitter, milky flavour that made me want to spit it all out—but I remained strong. I took it all—and she spilled a lot of cum into my mouth. Then, she slowly retracted her cock out from my mouth, and away from that hole. I closed my lips, and with a lot of hesitation, I swallowed her creamy load.

      The girls giggled and ran off together. I waited for them to return. I waited a few minutes before going to that hole, which still smelled like her perfume. I peered out and called to them: “Hello? Are you going to let me out now?”

      My heart raced. I was still trapped.

      I don’t know how long I waited. Maybe an hour… maybe four hours. But finally, there was a loud clunking sound at the door that made me jump. I sprung to my feet and stood still for a moment before rushing the door.

      It was unlocked!

      I rushed out, panting, feeling free, even though I was still in that basement compound. I ran out of the theatre, into the hallway. I rushed around, hoping to catch an opened door.

      The vault door was still locked.

      The basement door was still locked.

      “No!” I shouted, pounding on the door. But there was still a strong sense of relief, knowing that I wasn’t locked in that tiny room any longer.

      I had a renewed sense of urgency. I was convinced that I could figure out how to escape this dungeon—and then maybe I could even get away without being arrested. I just had to outsmart these ‘girls’ (and I know that they weren’t really girls, but it just felt wrong to think of them as boys). I could outsmart them; I was a smart person, and this was just some spoiled rich kid and her friends.

      “Let’s make a deal,” I called out at the door. I had no idea if anyone could even hear me. “We can come to an understanding… and maybe I can even make it worth your while to let me out.”

      But there was no answer. I was going to have to be smarter than that.

      I tried to think. I explored that basement. I was becoming much more familiar with the layout. That layout was totally strange. I tried to piece it all together in my head, and I found that it wasn’t a square-shape like most basements. It was like a big Z-shape, with that long hallway jutting out at the bottom right corner of the Z.

      And that got me thinking that there were probably rooms that I wasn’t finding: rooms that were in those spaces in that Z-formation… because surely, when they dug the foundation, they didn’t dig a bit Z-shape. Surely there are rooms to fill those voids…

      And sure enough, after making that hypothesis, I started looking around where rooms should have been, and I ended up finding an entire hidden hallway.

      That basement was, after all, an emergency bunker, so it made sense that it was filled with hiding places. This particular hallway was hidden behind a bookshelf (cliche, I know). It was long with two doors on the left and two on the right. I carefully stepped down that hallway, assuming the girls were watching me from some hidden camera. I checked the first door and found a bedroom. It had its own bathroom. The next room had a big radio system. I was starting to wonder if Carson was a ‘prepper’, thinking some apocalypse was heading our way.

      That curiosity was confirmed in the next room: a room filled with rations and medical supplies and oxygen tanks. There was a whole fridge filled with various antibiotics.

      I went to the final room of that hallway and found a large armoury, filled with guns and ammunition. I perked up, eyes widening.

      Maybe I could shoot my way out of here.

      I went to open the glass door covering all of the weapons—but it was locked. There was a keypad, so I tried some of the codes that I remembered. None worked. So I went and grabbed a chair from that bedroom and I threw it into the glass, only to discover that it was thick plexiglass and wouldn’t budge. I tried for another thirty minutes to break that glass, but was only able to leave a few small scuffs.

      “What the fuck?” I groaned. I sat down on the floor. Lack of food was starting to get to me. Also lack of water. I went to that bathroom, but the sink was off and the toilet was drained. In the rations room, everything was behind the same plexiglass, including flats of water bottles. I spent another thirty minutes trying to bash down that barrier to get a bottle of water.

      No luck.

      I was really starting to assume that I was going to die in tat basement.

      I was tired, so I went to that bed. It was comfortable—surely a mattress worth at least a few thousands dollars, knowing that Carson would never be caught dead buying anything cheap. I got under the covers and let myself fall asleep, knowing that I would be able to come up with a solution to this problem if I had a rested brain.
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      I woke up to a sound: a pattering of feet, and giggling. It took me a moment to realize that it wasn’t the tail end of some dream, but a real sound coming from in that basement.

      The girls were in the basement. I jumped out of bed and scrambled towards the door. I fell on my way, but quickly picked myself up. I heard a door shut from far away. I rushed towards that sound, but now, the basement was empty. I went to that vault door: locked. I went to that basement door: locked.

      I spun around and started hurrying down the hallway—and then I felt my foot slip slightly as I stepped on a piece of paper: a new note.

      ‘You’re not as good at this game as we thought you would be. We waited for you, but you didn’t find us.

      ‘But we’ll give you another chance. You have an hour to find us, starting now. If you don’t find us, we’ll surely be bored and we’ll just leave you down here until my parents are back from vacation, and then they can deal with you—if you’re still alive.

      ‘Or, find us, and we’ll keep the activities going.’

      I spun around, already feeling a sweat forming on my forehead. I would surely die if they left me down there. I felt like I wasn’t going to make it another day without water. And the Edwards were going to be gone for… another ten days? I’d lost track of the day.

      I frantically checked all of the rooms that I knew of in the basement. It seemed like the blink of an eye by the time my first thirty minutes was up. I felt along walls, looking for secret entrances. Then, I remembered that mental layout I had of that basement.

      There was still that one section that was a void in my brain. Across the hallway from the movie theatre, there should have been an entire wing, with at least three or four large rooms in it. That’s where the girls must have been hiding.

      I walked to the wall where I believed that hidden space was. I felt along the wall carefully. I could hear a clock ticking in my head, reminding me that my time was running out. I had to find those girls before it was too late.

      “C’mon,” I groaned, feeling along the chair-rail for some hidden switch or button. Then, I saw one of those little hidden cameras: the real camera, not the fake one. I saw where it was aimed, at a curious spot on the wall, where a small side table held a potted fake plant.

      I went to the plant and lifted it up. The table had nothing on it… nothing under it… nothing on the side of it. The plant was just a plastic plant: nothing in the pot, nothing under the pot.

      My heart was racing. I was sure that there was some secret hidden here.

      Then, I noticed a seam in the chair-rail along the wall. It was hard to spot in the dimness of that piece of hallway. I walked to it and felt it. No buttons, no switches… but there was something curious about it.

      I pushed on it and felt the wall move ever-so-slightly. I gasped and pushed harder, and then I felt the wall pushing in: a whole section of wall that was on some sliding rail.

      Now, a dark void was before me, and hope was filling my heart. I stepped into that voice. “Hello?” I called out. The place was so dark. I felt the wall for a switch, but found nothing. I had to give my eyes a moment to adjust.

      I noticed what looked like three little green dots. I stared at them for a while, wondering if they were buttons, but then they suddenly moved. I heard a giggling.

      It occurred to me that I was seeing night-vision goggles. One of the girls was wearing them, and she was in the room with me. But when they were turned away from me, I could see nothing. I tried to run to where the green dots were, but I bumped into something hard, like a sort of gurney.

      “Please,” I said. “ Just give me a chance to explain myself.” I heard footsteps in the room. There was a second girl—and she was working on closing that door I came in through. It shut with a dull thud, and I heard the turning of a bolt.

      I tried to rush back to the door, but now it was locked. “No!” I cried. “Not again. Come on. Let’s talk! Please!”

      The girls were still in the room with me, giggling as they moved around. It was hard to spot those dim green dots. It was, otherwise, pitch-blackness.

      “Please,” I said again, but nobody was listening to me. I lost sight of the green dots. I stumbled around, banging into tables and heavy things that were swaying on chains. I knocked over a number of things on a table. And then I heard a door shut behind me. I spun around, feeling hot all over (it was very warm in that room). “Please. Let me go. I’m really sorry about what I did, and I won’t do it again. Let the police deal with me. I’ll face my punishment. But just… let me go.”

      Then, a light turned on. It was dim, but blinding after seeing only blackness. I covered my eyes and gasped, turning away from the light, which was shining down on a table.

      I blinked a few times and then realized that I was in a sex dungeon. The room was filled with sex toys, various sex chairs, beds with chains and hand-cuffs, a pole on a stage, a sex-swing, tables covered in sex toys. There were shelves with various BDSM ‘torture’ devices, like whips and gags. There was a shelf dedicated strictly to body paints, and another shelf with various lubricants.

      And then there was a padded gurney in the middle of the room with padded wrist cuffs and ankle cuffs. It was a fancy unit that looked like some sort of transforming robot. On it was a note, so I approached.

      ‘You can imagine that I was pretty horrified when I found out my parents had their own sex chamber in the house,’ it read. ‘Whether or not they use it, I don’t know, and I don’t want to know.

      ‘I’ve gotten my use out of it over the years. And now you’re going to get a bit of use out of it as well! To start, put on the blindfold and get on your stomach. Feel free to strap in your wrists—and make the bindings tight. Don’t try anything funny. Make sure the straps are tight, and don’t try to jump out when we come to tie up your ankles. Either submit to us, or you can stay locked in this room until my parents are back from vacation.

      ‘Oh, and obviously take off your clothes. Let’s have some fun!’

      My heart was in the pit on my stomach. I looked around. I saw a door, so I went to check it. Of course it was locked. I could heard giggling on the other side. “I know you’re in there,” I said.

      “No, you don’t,” one of the girls replied with a giggling voice.

      “You can’t do this to a person.”

      “Just admit you like it,” one of the girls replied.

      “You’re all sick.” I took a deep breath. “If I do this, will you let me go?”

      There was no reply. I sighed. It’s not like I really had a choice. So I awkwardly undressed, down to nothing. I walked to the table and climbed on. I settled down onto my stomach and I reached my first hand through the cuff. When I tried to pull my hand back out, it cinched around me like some sort of primitive animal snare. It was tight. My hand was stuck.

      I hesitated before putting my other hand in the other cuff. I thought about ‘faking’ it, and then attacking the girls when they came out. But I knew I had to play along while I thought of a better solution to my problem.

      I locked my other wrist. Then, the light suddenly went out. I was engulfed in blackness again.

      I heard the door open. I turned my head to look at the noise, and could see three sets of three green dots. They spread out and encircled me.

      I wanted to plead with them, but I knew it was pointless.

      I heard them giggling. Then, I heard the ‘snap’ of a rubbed glove. “Nurses, we will now begin the procedure,” she said with a grin in her voice.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, straining to look up, onto to see those faint green dots. This must be what it feels like to be abducted by aliens.

      They didn’t answer me.

      “Nurse: the lube, please.”

      “You’re going to let me go after this, right?” I said.

      They ignored me. The girls took the straps and closed them around my ankles. Then, I felt a cold wetness between my butt cheeks, and I gasped. I pulled on my wrists, but that just made the straps tighter.

      I felt a rubber-clad fingertip working between my cheeks, pushing a gushy lubricant into my butthole.

      “Oh God,” I groaned in humiliation.

      The finger pushed in. I clenched.

      “Patient has a powerful clench,” she said in that fake-doctor tone. “Patient’s tightness is around… a nine. I would surmise that the patient is, indeed, a virgin.”

      “I’m not a virgin,” I groaned.

      “Anal virgin,” she corrected. The girls all giggled. “Okay, nurse. If you could, please pass me the cute four-incher. Yes, that’s the one. That will do. Thank you, nurse.” She cleared her throat. “Now, if you will observe, I will penetrate the patient with the false penis. This process is vital to prepare the hole for greater penetration later in the operation. Now if you will be silent, we can begin.”

      I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes. I felt the phallus against my hole. I felt that pressure. I tried to clench it away, but I was too lubricated to stop it.

      I kept my teeth clenched firmly together. I drew a breath in slowly. I accepted the whole length, which seemed like a lot more than four inches. She twisted and turned it inside of me. Then, she began to gently pump me with the toy, making my legs tremble. It didn’t hurt—but it was humiliating, knowing they were around me, watching.

      “Wonderful. Nurse—would you be so kind to fetch the six-inch.”

      “Yes, doctor.”

      “Other nurse—move the patient into a more bent position.”

      The gurney moved, bending me into a triangle-shape. I groaned, feeling my limbs being stretched slightly. Then came the new dildo. “Inserting six-incher now.”

      I groaned loudly.

      “Patient is accepting penetration just fine. Nurse, start to prepare the ten-incher.”

      “Yes, doctor.”

      While the one girl fetched the larger toy, Erica pumped me with that cock, which was about the same size as my own. It didn’t hurt; it just felt… weird. I felt it in my whole body. It seemed so deep. I couldn’t fathom an additional four inches!

      But it came. The six-incher was pulled out and then came the very-thick new dildo. She had to twist and push, ramming it into me before it finally popped into place. I gasped loudly, and the girls even let out small gasps, watching my humiliation.

      They fucked me with those toys for at least fifteen minutes. I hate to admit it, but the pumping created a pleasant tingling inside of me, which made my cock quite hard—and then I even caught myself a few times letting little moans slip. The girls noticed one of the louder moans, so Erica said, “I believe the preparation is complete. We can move onto the operation. Nurse, I’ll need you to deliver the first dose.”

      “Yes, doctor.”

      The girls giggled, and then there was a silent. I heard tiptoeing up behind me, and then I felt another phallus sliding up between my butt cheeks—but this one was warmer, and it felt… alive. I felt it slide around my hole before the tip found its destination.

      I knew it was a real cock. The crossdresser was about to fuck me.

      No—not about to: she was fucking me. I could feel her pushing into me. I could feel her foreskin pulling back from the tightness of my anal walls. I tried to pull my hands free, but I was trapped.

      She pushed deeper and deeper and deeper.

      I let out a loud moan when her tip mashed right into that sweet-spot. The girls all giggled. One of them leaned in and spat right on her friend’s cock before she pushed in the last few inches. I felt that warm spit squishing into me along with that hard shaft—and then she began to pump me.

      My own cock was in a sort of opening, like where a face goes in a massage chair. Now, one of the girls was touching me with rubber gloves. She was manipulating my penis in a way that felt quite nice; it was a moment before I realized she was attaching it to a sort of device.

      “Collect the sample, nurse,” Erica ordered, and then a humming started, and I felt a warm, pleasant pumping: they’d put my cock into a sort of automatic-fleshlight. The girls all giggled.

      They kept fucking me.

      The first girl finished, pouring her load inside of me before pulling out slowly. Then, another girl took her place.

      It was ten more minutes of being fucked before the second girl finished inside of me. Then came the third.

      “Ew. I can feel your cum,” she giggled. “It’s so… warm.”

      “I liked it,” said the other friend. “It was so… cozy.”

      “It’s just so… wet!”

      It really was wet. Now, every pump made a loud gushing sound. I felt cum spilling out of me, dripping down my legs.

      The device on my cock made me cum. I let out a groan. Then, one of the girls took the toy off of my cock, and a minute later, Erica said, “Time for your medicine!”

      She her cock into my mouth—which wasn’t quite like the other cock I sucked. This one was coated with something slimy… and it took a moment to realize she’d poured my cum onto her dick before pushing it into my mouth. She was making me taste myself.

      I groaned in disgust as the third girl finished in my bum.

      “Is it my turn?” Erica asked.

      “Go ahead, doctor,” giggled one of the ‘nurses’.

      So she pulled her cock out of my mouth and pushed it into my stretched asshole. “She’s no longer tight, so it seems the operation has, thus far, been a success,” she announced.

      Then, she ruthlessly fucked me: pumping hard and fast, slapping her pelvis against my ass, making all of that cum gush out and spill out and splash out.

      It was humiliating… and messy—but never painful. It actually felt really… really good. I tried so hard not to let out any moans, but I failed. I ended up caving to the desire to cry out for more. I even caught myself saying, “Harder!”

      She pushed deep, making me tense up all over. I heard her let out a soft moan of her own. She was enjoying this too. We were both enjoying it—but I wasn’t about to admit it.

      I just took it. I let her fuck me, and I let her finish inside of me. And to be honest, I totally forgot that I was still a ‘prisoner’ in her basement.

      The room became silent. Erica’s silence seemed to carry a weight of guilt—and maybe a little bit of remorse. I could feel her looking down at me.

      “Doctor?” one of the girls said after a moment.

      “H—Huh?” she said. Then, she cleared her throat. “O—Oh. Right. Um. Yes. The, uh, operation is complete. Uh, nurse, get the patient some water, and… maybe some almonds or something.”

      Then, Erica seemed to rush out of the room, back out to the main hallway. Her friends, giggling, rushed to keep up with her.

      “Wait!” I called out. “You have to unlock these straps!”

      But they didn’t come back—not for a few hours. My whole body was numb and sore from being stuck on that table when a figure came into that dark room. She click a button on the table, making the wrist straps release.

      She ran out of the room while I was yelling, “Wait! The ankles too!”

      I was able to slide my body down slightly to reach down and find the panel of controls on the gurney. It took about fifteen minutes to actually find the right button, which made the straps around my ankles pop off.

      Then, I stumbled off of that gurney and out into the hallway, but the girls were gone, and the doors were locked.

      “No!” I cried, turning left and right. I searched that whole basement before returning to that sex room, now with a bit of ambient light spilling in from the hallway. I saw that they’d put down a small bowl of almonds and a bottle of water. I can’t tell you how fast I downed that water. Still, it didn’t seem like enough… but I felt like I was going to live for a bit longer.

      Still, I was a prisoner in that basement.
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      I had to get out—and I had to get out without going straight to prison. I’d endured too much to just go straight from one prison to another.

      But if I was going to pull that off, then I needed to start using my brain. I needed a better plan. I couldn’t just keep hoping that some door would be left open, or that I would be able to overpower one of the ‘girls’ holding me captive.

      I had to think.

      I knew that they were watching me. I felt like I couldn’t think with them watching me. I’d figured out where about ten of those cameras were, but there were still many more waiting to be found.

      Now, I was gazing around as I paced the hallways. I knew what those little cameras looked like. They weren’t easy to find… but there! There was another one! Okay, so I was up to eleven. I was fairly sure that I’d found all of the hallway cameras.

      I needed to figure out how to disable them. I casually sauntered up next to one of the cameras. It was in the wainscot, buried in there. I knew that if I tried smashing it out, I might annoy the girls, and they would punish me. But I had another idea…

      I remembered the body paint in the sex dungeon.

      I went to that sex room and sauntered around, grabbed the black body paint quickly, clutching it in my hand. It was a small tube, so I could conceal it easily.

      Then, I started to carefully approach those little cameras. Without making big moves, I managed to squeeze a bit of black onto my fingertip, and then I smeared the paint onto the camera lens.

      I went to all eleven cameras that I knew of and smeared the lenses—and then I found a twelfth camera near that vault door, and then I found a camera in the movie theatre room.

      I kept searching for the next couple hours, finding a couple more cameras to blot out. Now, I was starting to feel like I had a bit of privacy. I knew there were spots where they couldn’t see me: entire rooms that were cut off from their view.

      And I knew that they were probably onto me by now.

      I hid near the middle of that maze of a basement, out of their sight, knowing that they were going to have to make the next move. I heard the basement door creak open, so I ran, but by the time I was coming around the corner, the door was being slammed shut. I heard giggling as they scrambled to flick the lock. My God, had I been two seconds faster, I would have gotten my hand on that handle, and I would have pulled it open, and then I could have stormed past them.

      But they’d left a note on the floor, which was now under my foot. I snatched it and read.

      ‘Bad boy, vandalizing my daddy’s cameras. Cut it out or starve—that’s your only warning.

      ‘Our next game is a fun one! Go to the breaker and turn the power off to the whole house. Then, in the dark, try to find the secret message hidden on one of the walls. We wrote it in glow-in-the-dark ink, so you can only see it in the dark! Isn’t that fun? That message will give you your next objective. But you only have thirty minutes to find it, so look hard!’

      My heart was racing. I had a feeling that there was no end to this; they were going to keep these ‘games’ going until they were bored, and then they would either have me arrested or allow me to die—but there was probably no chance that they were going to let me go free.

      So I had to find a way to outsmart them.

      I went to that breaker box. I popped it open. I was about to shut off the power, but I hesitated. It was going to be dark: absolute darkness, without the tiniest little glow. Sure, I knew that basement fairly well after being trapped for a couple of days now, but I couldn’t navigate the massive labirinth without sight⁠—

      And the girls knew it.

      It suddenly occurred to me that there was probably a reason they wanted to take my vision away from me. I took theirs away from them… was it revenge? No—they weren’t interested in revenge. They needed to be able to see me so that they could continue this brutal game. They had night-vision goggles. They were going to sneak in while I was blind so that they could clean off their camera lenses. Maybe there was some hidden message on a wall somewhere that would only glow in the darkness—but why would I need to flip the breaker to find it? I could just turn off lights to find it… But the girls wouldn’t have freedom to move about the basement undetected if I could just turn on lights.

      I tried not to crack a grin, realizing I was onto them.

      But I had to play along.

      I knew that they were going to sneak in through the basement door once the power was out. I’m sure that those cameras were probably equipped with night vision—but I knew that I’d disabled all the hall cameras, including the one by the basement door. So I just had to move quickly to that basement door once the power was out. Sure, they would see me with their night vision goggles, but if it looked like I was just wandering aimlessly, looking for a hidden message, they would probably ignore me.

      Before flipping the power, I closed my eyes and tried to think of the exact route to that basement door. There were a few turns and a couple long hallways. I went out to the hallway where I was safe from their view. I traced that path a few times, trying to commit it to memory. Then, after about ten minutes of going back and forth, I felt ready.

      I flipped the power off and I moved fast. Everything was black. Sure, I bumped into a few walls and even stubbed my foot so hard that I nearly yelped loudly. I made the turns. I kept my left hand against the wall, feeling the wainscot, counting the decorative ‘knots’ in the moulding, knowing there were six knots in total before I had to take my next right. I kept moving. Then, I reached that basement door. I felt the knob. I turned it carefully, and it was locked, which I expected.

      I knew that they had no idea where I was, with those camera lenses covered with paint.

      I made myself small, shrinking into the corner behind a small table and a potted plant. I remained still—as still as I could—hoping that I was making the right choice.

      They only gave me thirty minutes to find that ‘note’, and I was gambling on the girls opening that door.

      My heart was pounding. Sweat was trickling down my back. This had to work; my life was literally riding on this working!

      And then, the door creaked open. A tiny bit of residual light poured down that hallway entrance as a figure stepped in, wearing those night vision goggles. Then, another figure came in behind her. It was the tiniest bit of light—but to me, it was tons because my eyes had adjusted to that pure-blackness. I could see that the first two girls were holding rags—probably to clean the camera lenses.

      A third girl stepped in. She giggled and then her friends shushed her. Then came the fourth—and I was fairly certain there were only the four of them.

      “I thought I was going that way,” one whispered.

      “Shh!”

      “You’re going that way. Just focus on the hallway cameras,” one whispered.

      There was another giggle—and then another shush.

      “Which way should I go?” Asked the fourth girl.

      “You stay and guard the door.”

      “Shh!” one hushed again.

      That fourth girl bent down and placed her rag down, presumably so she could close that basement door behind her. This was my chance; I had to move.

      I sprung up and charged that door. I heard a gasp from her lips, but she was too slow I slammed the door with my body, knocking her over. Then, I grabbed the door handle and pulled the door closed. With a trembling hand, I reached for the deadbolt. I felt her tugging at the door. “He got out!” she screamed. “He’s out! He’s out!”

      I managed to turn that lock with one hand while holding the door shut with the other.

      I backed away from that door as I heard the pounding of a fist against the dense metal.

      I couldn’t believe it… I was… free.

      I don’t know why I kept standing there, holding the door knob as if they were going to throw the door open.

      I should have just started running, before they could get out and squeal to the cops.

      But I stood there. I listened as they all gathered at the door. They all tried the handle. “The fucking door is locked!”

      “He pushed me!”

      “Please tell me you have a key.”

      “The key is up in the fucking living room!”

      My eyes widened. I rushed up to the living room, and there, on the coffee table, were their phones and a set of keys, as well as a note pad and a pen, which they’d been using to make the notes they were leaving for me. I walked up and saw that one of their phones was lit up. On the screen was a view of the basement door where the girls were all standing; one of the girls must have cleaned that lens before I rushed out.

      I could see them all tugging on the door knob with their night-vision goggles on their heads. I sat and watched for a few minutes, even heard a feed of them bickering.

      “You had one fucking job.”

      “What was I supposed to do!?”

      “I don’t know—not let him out?”

      “Seriously though… Is there a way out of here?”

      “Not without the fucking key,” Erica said.

      “There must be some way out!”

      They pounded on the doors. “Let us out! We’ll let you leave, just let us out!” I could hear the desperation in their voices.

      I looked to the window and saw that it was now dark outside—but still, seeing the outside was such a massive relief. I wanted to just fall to my knees and cry with joy.

      I was a free man.

      I looked out and saw that my van was still there. It was still loaded with the family’s belongings.

      I grinned. This was all too good to be true.

      I checked that basement feed again, seeing the girls still standing in the dark. Now, they were talking about the power. “Do you even know how to use a breaker panel? Like—how do we even turn the power back on?”

      “Why would I know?” Erica growled. “Do I look like a fucking electrician?”

      I had to admit that it was funny, watching them fight after they’d been so brutal to me, even threatening to essentially kill me by starving me to death.

      I loaded a few more things into that van, knowing that I wouldn’t be back. I figured I should get my money’s worth after what I went through. I loaded that van with artwork, antiques, jewelry, watches, designer purses and handbags, fur coats, and finally the signed guitars on the upstairs wall, some of which had supposedly (according to the little plaques under them) been played in concert by Kurt Cobain, Jimi Hendrix, and Eric Clapton.

      Then I checked the basement feed again. Now, the girls were in that breaker room, staring at the panel with absolutely no idea how to get the power back on. I was starting to feel a bit bad for them; two of them were crying. Finally, after forty minutes of trying different things, one of them located the large switch to power up the lights again.

      “Now can we get out?” One of the girls asked.

      “No, you idiot. We’re still stuck.”

      I quickly wrote a note and ran it down to the basement, keeping the phone with me so I knew they weren’t close to that door. I put the note on the ground and then I shouted, “Hey, girls!”. I shut the door and watched on the cameras as they came running.

      They found the note. Erica read it out loud.

      “If you don’t want to starve down here, then have a little taste of your own medicine. Strap Erica to the sex table and spit-roast her. Double-anal, ending with two anal creampies and one in the mouth.”

      I blushed watching them all as they turned red.

      “Who’s Erica?” Erica said.

      “I’m guessing you.”

      “Why does the creep know my name?” She groaned. “Double-anal? I—I can’t fucking do double-anal.”

      “You have to,” said the friend.

      “You’ll break my fucking asshole.”

      “Just do it. I want out of here. I’m starting to feel claustrophobic.”

      I giggled to myself, watching them. They argued for about thirty minutes before heading down to the hidden sex room. Erica flipped off the little camera that was up in the top corner of the room (I never did find that one). I caught myself waving at the screen, as if she could see me.

      She undressed and her friends helped her onto the gurney. Then, the show began. One of her crossdressing friends slid a cock into Erica’s mouth. Another squished a ton of lube onto her cock and then slowly pushed into her friend. The fourth friend stood nearby, stroking herself to prepare for her role as the second anal.

      Maybe my task was a bit cruel, but I needed to put them somewhere far from that basement door, so that I could have some time to prepare a little survival kit for them.

      I wasn’t going to let them out—of course not. I needed at least a couple of days to gather everything that I’d stolen. I needed a couple of days to get far, far away from that house… from that town… from that province. So Erica and her friends would just have to wait for Erica’s parents to come home. It was going to be a long nine days.

      I checked the feed and saw that fourth friend now trying to push her cock into a moaning Erica, whose ass was already filled with a cock. “It’s so tight,” she cried.

      She was quickly muffled by the cock sliding into her mouth.

      I did have to admit that she looked good as a girl—and she was submissive like a chick… at least for her friends.

      I watched for a few minutes as they pumped her, making her fragile body wobble on that creaky table. Erica’s face was dark red. She was moaning with pleasure, but it was obvious that she was embarrassed: embarrassed that I was watching and seeing that she liked being gang-banged like that.

      While she was getting a hard-fucking, I crept down the stairs and left a huge box of food by the door. Then I dropped off a flat of water bottles and locked the door again. When I checked the feed, they were still fucking her brains out.

      I spent a good hour looking around to see if there were any more small valuables to take with me. I found a few things, which I loaded into the van. Then, I saw the girls on the camera feed discovering the food.

      “Wait. Is he not going to let us out?”

      Erica pounded her fists against the door. “You fucker! Let us out!”

      It’s not like they would be bored down there. There was a movie-theatre, a golf-simulator, an arcade, a sex dungeon (they seemed to love sex), a library, and even a jacuzzi. Nine days would fly by.

      I left their phones on the table and I took off.

      THE END
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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share
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        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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