Note to Reader
 
This book is intended for adults only. It contains explicit sexual scenes and descriptions of BDSM acts and abduction which some may find extreme.  If you are underage, or do not wish to read this kind of material, please go no further.
 
 
Copyright © 2024 by John Gemini. All rights reserved.
 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher. For permission requests, please contact johngemini.author@gmail.com .
 
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products are intended or should be inferred.
 
Book Cover by John Gemini
 
First Edition 2024
 
 
 
CAPTURED
 
 
CHAPTER 1 Abduction
CHAPTER 2 New Home
CHAPTER 3 Training
CHAPTER 4 Playtime
 

CHAPTER 1	Abduction
 
 
In the murky depths of London's underbelly, a realm teeming with illicit desires and dark fantasies, Tiffany Thompson stood tall amidst the shadows. The yellow streetlights cast an ethereal glow upon her flawless visage, revealing her long, golden locks that danced in the evening breeze. The glimmer of her sapphire eyes reflected the flickering neon lights, illuminating the dim corners of the seedy street corner where she awaited her next punter.
Dressed in a provocative manner, her figure adorned with a minuscule leather skirt and towering heels, Tiffany's attire screamed out a message to all who dared approach: "I am a woman of sinful desires and untold pleasures, and I am available for all who wish to pay for my services."
A cloud of smoke enveloped her as she took a drag from her cigarette, the scent of tobacco mingling with the musk in the air. Her lips pursed and released a stream of smoke into the night, a dance of mist that coiled and twisted before dissipating into the ether.
Tiffany was no stranger to the sinful nature of her profession, nor was she unaware of the dangers lurking within the labyrinthine depths of this criminal underworld. Yet, despite the inherent risks, she revelled in the forbidden thrills it offered. For, as a seasoned pro in the art of BDSM, she craved the sensation of surrender that transcended mere physical pleasure.
As Tiffany's gaze swept across the decrepit surroundings, a peculiar feeling began to stir within her. The familiar feeling of anticipation swelled in her chest, accompanied by a faint sense of trepidation.
A sudden chill ran down her spine, causing her nipples to harden beneath the thin fabric of her top. It was a sensation she had grown accustomed to, the intoxicating blend of fear and excitement that engulfed her whenever she offered her body to be used in return for money.
A cruel game, one with stakes so high she never knew if she would survive the encounter. She did know it was this exact danger and the enticing fear that kept her coming back for more. The huge amount of money she earned from it helped a lot too. She could make more in a week than most girls of her age earned in a year.
As she lit another cigarette and exhaled a plume of smoke, she felt the strain of the high heels she wore. They were impractical and uncomfortable, but she knew they made her legs look even more tantalising. She shifted her weight onto one foot, allowing the other to rest. In this game, image was everything, her punters wanted a tarty slut to use as they wished to, and she was only too happy to provide them with exactly that.
Her appearance was always deliberately slutty - short skirts, revealing tops, fishnet black tights, high heels, heavy makeup. She smoked constantly, blowing clouds of smoke as she watched casual passersby stare at her, mostly lustfully, some with disgust and indignation. The latter could go fuck themselves. The worst were the snooty women, but thankfully there weren’t too many of them in this seedy region of the city. It was below them and they steered clear.
The light of the nearest streetlamp flickered overhead, casting harsh shadows across Tiffany's face. She looked around, taking in the sights and sounds of the depraved corner where she plied her trade. The smell of fast food, cheap perfume, and unwashed bodies assaulted her senses, reminding her of the sordid reality of her life. There were three other girls working her patch tonight. They were friendly enough and chatted occasionally, but their trade was vanilla, and they had no wish to do the kinky stuff Tiffany was known for, so there was no competition.
Her fingers tightened around the cigarette as she tilted her head back, letting the smoke escape in a slow, seductive motion as a white van pulled into the curb next to her, its engine idling loudly. Tiffany turned her head, her eyes narrowing slightly as she appraised the man sitting inside, a predatory gleam in his eyes.
She stubbed out the half-smoked cigarette as she strutted over to the driver’s open window, wiggling her hips as she moved. "Looking for company?" she purred, her voice smooth and honeyed, designed to lure in unsuspecting prey. He hesitated for a moment as he unapologetically looked her up and down, appraising the product that he was considering purchasing.
He was a ruggedly handsome man, early thirties, with a strong jawline and piercing blue eyes that seemed to penetrate directly to her soul. "You’re the one that does the kinky shit aren’t you? I’m looking for someone to tie up,” he said matter-of-factly.
Tiffany nodded, her heart pounding against her ribcage. This was what she lived for, the moment when she surrendered control to a complete stranger, it was so dangerous and the fear consumed her, but it was the fear and uncertainty that she loved. She had done bondage modelling before, but this was different. There was something primal and visceral about the prospect of being bound and dominated by a man whose intentions remained veiled behind a facade of cold detachment.
“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.
"Get in," he commanded, his tone devoid of emotion.
Tiffany didn't hesitate. With a sultry smile, she slid into the passenger seat and closed the door. “Business first, what exactly would you like to do to me?” she asked, her voice quavering slightly. The man smiled. She let her eyes meet his, a challenge in her gaze.
“Tie you up with rope, then you can suck my cock, nothing more, shouldn’t take more than half an hour and we can use the back of the van,” he replied.
She was a little disappointed and had somehow expected a longer session with this guy. But hey, she could get back and earn some more later.
“Five hundred pounds up front and you’ve got a deal,” she said confidently. She noticed the way his eyes roamed over her body, scrutinising every curve and contour as though assessing her worth.
The man shrugged nonchalantly, his gaze lingering on her breasts. “Cheap,” was his one word response as he reached in his pocket and removed a wad of notes, He counted out the five hundred pounds and handed them to her. It hardly made a dent in the wad of money, there must be thousands there thought Tiffany.
"Yeah, well I’m a cheap kinda girl, where are we going?" she asked, running her tongue along her lower lip as she took another cigarette from the packet and searched for a lighter among the clutter strewn across the dashboard. He leaned over, flicking a flame toward her, and she inhaled deeply, savouring the taste of nicotine.
"Just round the corner. I know a nice, quiet place," he replied cryptically, his eyes locked on the road ahead. Tiffany couldn't help but feel a frisson of unease creep through her veins. An unfamiliar apprehension gripped her, threatening to unravel the carefully constructed façade of confidence she projected.
She knew the dangers of her chosen profession well enough to understand that entering the vehicle of a stranger who wanted to tie her up carried huge inherent risks. Still, the thrill of the unknown and the allure of forbidden pleasures often blinded her judgment and she’d been okay, so far. Her heart raced, and she tried to calm herself as she stared out of the window, watching the grimy alleyways and abandoned buildings blur past.
"So, you're into this sort of thing huh?" Tiffany attempted to strike up conversation, her voice betraying an undercurrent of nervousness.
"I've done a bit," he responded curtly, his knuckles whitening around the steering wheel. Tiffany arched an eyebrow, curious to learn more about this stranger.
"Is this just a kink or do you have deeper reasons for wanting to tie up a woman whilst she sucks your cock?" she asked, shifting in her seat to get comfortable. The man's grip on the wheel tightened further, his knuckles turning a shade paler. She couldn't tell whether he was growing agitated or aroused, but either way, the tension between them was palpable. He ignored her question, and soon the van came to a stop in a deserted industrial area.
He stopped the engine, got out and walked round to the passenger door, which he opened and ushered Tiffany round to the rear doors. When these were opened Tiffany noticed nothing but a double mattress on the floor with a closed box at the end of this. “In you get,” he muttered, smiling.
Alarm bells started to ring, this was different to her normal punter who was usually much older, or young and ugly and would take her to a seedy hotel room. This guy could walk into a pub and virtually every available woman would be all over him. Suddenly she realised that something was very wrong, how could she have not noticed this before? Tiffany hesitated, her gaze darting nervously from his steely expression to the mattress in the van. She suddenly went to make a run for it, but how could she in these bloody heels?
He grabbed her arm and manhandled her swiftly into the back of the van, his other hand wrapped firmly over her mouth, muffling her screams. As he held her hands behind her with one hand a large ball gag appeared from nowhere and was rammed into her mouth and within minutes, she was bound securely with rope in a hogtie position on the mattress, the gag firmly secured between her lips. She had tried to struggle, scream and escape, but he was simply too strong for her and had restrained her effortlessly.
His blue eyes held a menacing glint, as he sat back and stared at his now helpless prey. Tiffany's eyes widened in terror, her breath ragged and uneven as she struggled futilely against her bonds. The man leaned in close, his warm breath fanning her cheek as he ran a finger lightly down her neck. Her skin crawled, but she refused to cry, clinging desperately to the remnants of hope that this man would have his way with her and then release her, but she knew in her heart that wasn’t going to happen.
"You now belong to me slut," he chuckled, a note of malicious glee evident in his tone. Without a further word, he slammed the van doors shut behind him and a few seconds later Tiffany heard the engine start and felt movement. Wherever he was planning to take her, she feared the worst now. Despite her struggles, the ropes binding her remained painfully tight, cutting off circulation and leaving her vulnerable to whatever fate awaited her.
Her stomach churned, bile rising in her throat as panic surged through her veins. She strained against her bindings, the pressure building until tears welled in her eyes. Her lungs constricted, oxygen scarce as she whimpered softly into the gag, a pathetic sound lost in the cacophony of her own fears and the noise of the van taking her to who knows where. This was it, the inevitable had happened and the sheer stupidity of placing herself in such a dangerous and vulnerable position finally dawned on her.
The panic was almost overwhelming, her breathing became erratic, her heart hammered wildly, and adrenaline coursed through her body. All of this heightened her awareness and fuelled her desperate attempts to break free. She bucked and writhed, the friction burning her flesh against the rough ropes binding her. But it was all useless, her efforts only served to tighten the already unforgiving knots. She whimpered pitifully through the gag as the realisation of her predicament began to sink in.
Hours ticked by and the van rocked gently as it sped along country roads under the cloak of darkness. Wherever she was being taken, it was miles away from the city. Tiffany's panic subsided, replaced by a numbing dread. The thick silence pressed down on her, amplified by the relentless creaking of the suspension. The hum of the engine reverberated through her bones, a constant reminder of her plight. Desperately, she squirmed, writhing against her bonds. The pain intensified as blood flowed sluggishly through her swollen limbs. Each jerk of the van sent new waves of discomfort coursing through her, but the bindings refused to budge.
Eventually, the pattern changed. The van seemed to be now going much slower and the ride was bumpy and changed direction frequently as if it were trying to dodge potholes. She heard mud being splattered into the wheel arches.
It felt like they were driving through a field. The vehicle slowed noticeably again, then stopped completely. The engine switched off and Tiffany whimpered pathetically as she realised they had reached their destination. What sick bastard would want to kidnap a sex worker? It almost certainly wasn’t for money; this guy probably just wanted a personal sex slave. The idea terrified her, and she let out a loud moan of despair, muffled by the gag.
Her mind reeled at the horrifying implications of her situation. There was no escaping the grim truth: she was captured, restrained, and at the mercy of this ruthless stranger in the middle of nowhere. The realisation hit hard and left her paralysed with fear, her body trembling uncontrollably.
The man exited the van, leaving Tiffany alone, bound and gagged. She listened intently, straining to make out the slightest hint of movement outside. The eerie silence of the night enveloped her, amplifying the distant rustle of leaves and the occasional chirping of unseen creatures. Her heartbeat echoed in her ears, a rapid rhythm that matched the accelerating pace of her thoughts. Time seemed to stretch and contract, each second a lifetime in itself. The dampness of perspiration dampened her clothes, a tangible testament to the mounting tension that suffused her entire being.
Eventually, the man returned, carrying a lantern that cast long, dancing shadows across the interior of the van. Its soft yellow glow illuminated the darkness, bathing Tiffany in its gentle warmth. Her heart raced, her pulse throbbing in her temples as she waited for the man to approach. He positioned himself before her, studying her with a mixture of curiosity and anticipation. The flickering light played against his sharp features, casting grotesque silhouettes on the walls of the van.
"Ready for our fun?" he grinned sardonically, the light reflecting off his ice-blue eyes. The gagged Tiffany obviously said nothing, her gaze locked on the man before her. Her chest heaved as she prepared herself for the unthinkable. Her attacker loomed over her, his presence a constant reminder of her vulnerability. He grabbed one of her tits and squeezed hard as she instinctively recoiled, her muscles contracting involuntarily.
"Relax," he sneered, cupping her chin and caressing her cheeks with the tips of his fingers. "We're going to have some fun together." 
Arsehole…How the fuck was she supposed to relax? She badly needed a cigarette and a piss, then she had to figure out a way to get out of this shit. He untied her ankles and pulled her from the back of the van to stand beside him. The rope from her ankles, he used to tie around her neck to form a leash and he started walking towards a dark, solitary building, surrounded by trees, pulling her behind him.
Tiffany struggled to maintain her footing, her stiletto boots slipping on the wet muddy path. With each perilous step, she grew weaker, her will eroding under the weight of her captivity.
"Welcome to your new home!" he announced jovially, his laughter echoing ominously against the silent forest. Tiffany swallowed the lump forming in her throat, her chest constricting with dread. The large structure loomed before her, its silhouette punctuating the velvety black sky.
As they approached the huge house, Tiffany could discern the ivy-covered facade and the neglected windows, which bore the scars of no maintenance and decay. Her captor led her to the side entrance, which was hidden from view by the tangled vines of ivy. The door creaked open, revealing a dimly lit hallway that stretched endlessly into the distance. Tiffany stumbled forward, her eyes adjusting to the light while the damp air hung heavy with the scent of mould and rot.
She trudged along the hallway, her high heels sinking into the dirty carpet beneath her feet. Each step brought her closer to an uncertain fate, one that she could only begin to imagine.
Her captor led her through a maze of twisting corridors, the walls lined with peeling wallpaper with the occasional dim wall light which cast eerie shadows, transforming the once grand residence into a twisted and grotesque spectacle. Tiffany's eyes darted nervously from side to side, seeking any possible opportunity for escape.
Eventually, they reached what Tiffany assumed must be the kitchen. It was a huge room and there was an old-fashioned range type cooker, some kitchen units that looked like they had been made in the 1950s and a huge pine table with wooden chairs around it. She was seated in one of these chairs, her hands still bound behind her, as he removed the gag from her mouth. “There’s no point in screaming, we’re miles from anybody,” he informed her, “and if you try to escape, trust me, the punishment will be severe. You wouldn't want that, right?"
Tiffany could only nod weakly, her eyes darting from side to side, searching for any sign of hope. The room was oppressive, its walls closing in on her as she fought to regain control of her emotions. She knew that she had to remain composed, to gather her strength and plan her escape. But as she stared into the cold, dead eyes of her captor, she understood that her chances of breaking free were slim to none.
The man took a seat and lit two cigarettes, placing one between her lips. “I guess you’ll be needing that,” he said helpfully, although she couldn’t reach it with her bound hands. She took a deep drag, savouring the comforting burn of nicotine filling her lungs. She nodded in thanks, her eyes never leaving his. It was hard to smoke a cigarette with no hands, but she badly needed the nicotine hit so puffed at it until it was burned down to the butt. The man sat silently staring at her as she smoked, removing the finished cigarette from her mouth and throwing it into the fireplace.
“What are you going to do with me?“she asked tentatively and was rewarded with a harsh slap across her cheek.
“Okay, some ground rules. You are now my slave; I own you and you are my property. I gather you know something about M/s relationships, but rule number one is that you speak only when you are spoken to, and you address me as Sir at all times. Is that clear, slave?” he said calmly. Her suspicions and dread that she was to be held as a sex slave were now confirmed.
“Yes ,Sir,” she muttered weakly
She was a captive now, forced to endure the whims of one who had claimed ownership over her. She wondered why he hadn't stripped and raped her yet, perhaps he enjoyed the tease, or maybe he relished the power dynamic that arose from her remaining bound in her slutty clothes.
She realised that her phone was in the small handbag that she had with her when she was abducted. He had grabbed that and taken it with him back into the cab of the van. If he had forgotten to turn it off and remove the battery, it could probably be traced. It was a dim hope that she had to cling onto.
"Now, let's see what you're capable of," he murmured, reaching for a knife resting on the countertop. Tiffany stiffened, her eyes widening in horror as the cold steel glinted in the dim light. With one stroke he sliced through the flimsy material of her crop top, and her tits fell free, He tweaked at her pierced nipples, pulling the rings embedded in them harshly away from her, causing both tits to stretch forward. She moaned from the pain but said nothing.
“Good girl…. I think I’ll have that blowjob we talked about earlier now. On your knees!” he ordered.
Tiffany knew better than to disobey, her heart pounding furiously as she slid off the chair and knelt before him. He shifted in his chair, making sure that the front of his jeans was right in her face. She hesitated for a moment, her eyes scanning the coarse denim fabric of his jeans, before focusing on the bulge straining against the zipper. A wave of nausea washed over her at the sight of it, the repellent nature of the situation hitting her full force.
Before she knew it, his cock was out and standing to attention in front of her face.
Tiffany stared at it, feeling repulsed by the idea of having to pleasure this man, but knowing that resistance could lead to consequences worse than anything she could possibly imagine. She had performed countless blowjobs in her line of work, but those encounters were consensual, a service offered in return for payment. Now, however, she was being coerced into servicing her abductor and it was an entirely different scenario.
She hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest as she weighed her options. But in reality, there were no options. The man watched her closely, his gaze unwavering as he anticipated her compliance. He was revelling in the power dynamics of the situation, enjoying the control he exerted over this woman. Tiffany desperately needed to piss after the long journey bound in the back of the van, but that would clearly have to wait.
She couldn’t afford to disappoint him, as the consequences would be dire. Reluctantly, she leant forward and started to lick around his mons. She could smell the musky aroma wafting from his sweaty pubic hairs, mixed with the scent of semen. This caused her queasiness to increase tenfold. Her heart pounded violently in her chest, and each agonising second seemed to slow down, stretching into eternity.
"Suck it," he growled, grabbing a fistful of her long blonde hair and yanking her head closer. The tip of his penis grazed her lips, a cold sensation that instantly turned her stomach, but she opened her mouth obediently and allowed him to pull her head further forward as his whole length plunged within her.
She gagged slightly as the head of his dick hit the back of her throat. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she struggled to breathe. He didn’t seem to care and continued to thrust, forcing her to adapt to his demands.
"Faster, Bitch!" he barked, his fingers tightening around her hair. Tiffany coughed and sputtered, her throat burning from the abuse. She managed to increase the speed, bobbing her head rapidly, her jaw aching from the strain.
Despite her best efforts, the man seemed unsatisfied, his grip on her hair tightening with each passing second. He demanded faster movements, and Tiffany could feel exhaustion beginning to set in. Each thrust felt increasingly painful, but she knew that challenging him would only serve to worsen her situation.
Her abductor watched her intently, his piercing blue eyes boring into hers as he thrust inside her mouth, his smug grin a stark contrast to the torment she endured. Tiffany gagged and retched, her eyes watering relentlessly as she worked to appease his demands. His cock pulsed rhythmically, the veins protruding like tiny rivers beneath the surface, a gruesome testament to the violence inflicted upon her.
"Faster, bitch!" he roared again, pulling her hair tightly. Tiffany whimpered in response; her cries muffled by the intrusion in her throat. Her gag reflex kicked in, her throat convulsing as she desperately tried to expel the foreign object. Her vision blurred, and her thoughts swirled like a whirlpool, threatening to consume her. She gasped for air, her eyes pleading for mercy. But mercy was not forthcoming, she suspected that he didn’t even know the meaning of the word.
"That's it, whore," he growled, his grip tightening. "You love it, don't you? Being face-fucked like the true slut that you are."
Tiffany shook her head, tears streaming down her cheeks. She was trapped and defenceless. No amount of begging or pleading would sway this man. He groaned loudly and pushed her head forward even more until her breathing was cut off completely. This was too much for her strained bladder and piss started to stream down her thighs and pool on the floor beneath her.
She looked up at him with begging eyes as his cum was pumped directly down her throat giving her no choice but to swallow it all. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her vision fading as she succumbed to the unrelenting assault. She was barely conscious when he finally withdrew his cock from her mouth, allowing her to gasp for air.
Tiffany coughed and wheezed, her lungs struggling to recover. She collapsed on the floor, lying in her own piss as tears streamed down her face. Her abductor watched her with satisfaction, his cock still erect, despite the brutal encounter. She lay motionless on the cold and wet tile floor, exhausted and defeated. She coughed and spat, the taste of his seed lingering in her mouth despite her best efforts to wash it away.
After around five minutes, he helped her to her feet, and she was sitting back in the chair. He produced a heavy stainless-steel collar, which he showed to her before it was fitted. It had rings on the front, back, and both sides clearly meant for restraint purposes. “This will be a permanent fixture from now on. Make sure that it reminds you of your position in life,” he said sternly. After the collar was locked around her neck, he produced a tube of superglue and squirted drops of this into the keyhole. He attached a dog lead to the front ring and led her upstairs.
They entered what was clearly his bedroom. This room was in a better decorative state than the rest of the house with a huge double bed and tasteful furniture. There were two doors leading from it but what drew her attention was the long cage at the base of the bed. it was long enough to lie in, but only around fifty cm high so it would be impossible to sit up. For the first time since she had been abducted, her hands were untied, and she flexed them trying to get the circulation going once again. He removed her boots and then instructed her to get into the open door of the cage. She obediently crawled in and lay on the faux leather padded base, looking out into the room through the sturdy metal bars, as the door was padlocked behind her.
“Don’t even think of disturbing me during the night,” he said as he disappeared towards the bed, the lights went out and five minutes later she heard gentle snoring.
 
 

CHAPTER 2	New Home
 
Tiffany stirred awake, her consciousness gradually returning like a ship emerging from foggy depths. As her mind cleared, the realisation of her situation hit her once again with the force of a tidal wave.
Rays of sunlight streamed through the grubby window. She couldn’t see much outside due to the location of the cage, just the tops of the trees surrounding the house and blue sky. She had experienced a fitful night, falling in and out of sleep as she thought about the predicament she was in. She was now nothing but a captured sex slave in the hands of a man who terrified her.
She had known many men in her short life, but none had ever frightened her quite like this one. Even in her chosen profession, where men frequently tied her up and dominated her, she hadn’t encountered anyone like him. 
She had always relied on herself to navigate the world and find her place within it. But that was before, before this monster had come and stolen her freedom, taking her far away from everything she knew. He was nothing but a cruel and merciless creature, driven by a hunger for control and domination. And she was his prey.
How could she have been so stupid? She had known the risks but had felt invincible…. nothing like this would ever happen to her…. But the inevitable had happened and now she was going to suffer for her stupidity.
She assumed that she was alone in the room, there had been no noise from the bed since she had woken up. She reeked of piss from her lying in it the night before and now desperately needed to pee again. Since waking, her bladder had been bursting, a persistent discomfort that gnawed at her every moment and she shifted uncomfortably in the cage.
She looked around and noticed a plastic bottle that she hadn’t seen before close to her feet. Was she supposed to pee in that? it was certainly big enough.
Tiffany cautiously reached forward and picked the bottle up. Pissing into a bottle whilst being forced to lie down was going to be a challenge but she managed to position the neck at the end of her urethra. It wasn't easy but she finally succeeded, a warm jet of pee hitting the bottom of the bottle.  She sighed with relief as her bladder emptied.
All of a sudden, she noticed noise coming from what sounded like the room below. A few minutes later, the door of the bedroom opened, and the man walked over to stand in front of her.
"Good morning, slave," he sneered, his tone dripping with condescension. "I trust you slept well." His voice reverberated in the silence, a mockingly sweet melody that echoed through the room. Tiffany remained silent, the humiliation of her predicament weighing heavily on her. Her muscles visibly tensed, her body bracing itself for whatever cruel game he planned to play.
The man leant down, unlocked and opened the cage door, and ordered her to get out. She stood unsteadily, her legs trembling from the unfamiliarity of moving upright after hours confined in the cramped confines of the cage. He reached down into the cage and grabbed the bottle which he handed to her.  
“Drink it,” he commanded as he stepped back expecting immediate obedience. 
 She recoiled at the thought and her stomach heaved at the prospect as she looked down at the still warm, clear yellow liquid. He smiled cruelly, enjoying her discomfort. And the smile broadened as he saw the look of terror rising in her eyes.  He wanted to see her beg, to hear her plead for mercy.
At that moment, she made a split-second decision. She dropped the bottle and made a run for it but only got as far as the door, which wouldn’t budge. She hadn’t noticed him locking it when he came in. The man walked slowly over to her, grabbed her by her hair and pulled her back to the cage, picking up the bottle on the way.
“I said, drink it!” he said much louder now and with anger in his voice, as he handed her the bottle once again.
She reluctantly took it, feeling the weight of it in her hands and the warmness of the liquid within.  She hesitated briefly, casting a sideways glance at him, and took a sip. The liquid trickled down her throat, sending a wave of disgust coursing through her body. The bitter taste of her own urine clung to her tongue, seeping into her taste buds.
"Drink it all," he persisted watching her struggle to swallow the repugnant fluid. Her resolve faltered, and she gulped down another mouthful, tears welling up in her eyes and she gagged as it nearly came straight back up again.
The man smirked, his blue eyes gleaming with malicious delight. He enjoyed her discomfort and tightened his grip on her hair, yanking her head back.
"Finish it," he commanded, his voice laced with a sinister edge. Somehow, she managed to finish the bottle, The taste and sheer humiliation of the act causing her to gag repeatedly, but she eventually swallowed the last drop. She felt utterly degraded, her self-worth shattered beyond redemption.
“Welcome to the first day of the rest of your life, slave. I want you to remember this moment, a moment where you dared to defy me, but I made you do it anyway. As you become trained, you will learn to obey me without hesitation, whatever I ask of you. You will know that the consequences of not doing so will always be far worse than the act I am ordering you to perform. Is that clear?”
“Yes, sir,” she whispered weakly as he ushered her out of the bedroom and gestured towards the stairs, indicating that she should go down. At the bottom, she could see her platform stiletto boots laid out neatly for her.
He nodded at them, silently ordering her to put them on. Tiffany didn’t hesitate, slipping her feet into them and zipping them up. He immediately produced two ankle straps made from thick leather that had loops that went under the arch of each boot. When these were fitted, using small padlocks to lock them into place, there was no way she would be able to get the boots off until he chose to unlock them.
She normally wore these boots knowing that they accentuated her legs and increased her attractiveness to her punters, but now they were more akin to shackles, restricting her movement and leaving her vulnerable. He knew full well that there was no way she could make a run for it whilst wearing them, that had been proved at the back of the van.
The man was now walking off towards the kitchen, and she assumed that he wanted her to follow. Her heels clicked on the hard tile floor as she walked quickly, trying to catch him up. She still wore the short leather miniskirt and black fishnet tights she had put on the night before, when she had been free to decide these things, but her top was naked.
Her breasts jiggled slightly as she walked, her nipples erect and sensitive to the cold.  The man turned around and gestured for her to enter the kitchen.
"Make breakfast, slave," he barked as he sat at the kitchen table and lit a cigarette.
Tiffany glanced nervously at him hoping that he may clarify what he wanted, but that was not forthcoming. There were eggs in the fridge and a loaf of bread, so she decided to do scrambled eggs on toast.
"Well, hurry up!" he snapped impatiently. He sat patiently at the table, smoking his cigarette as Tiffany cooked the eggs. The smell of the cigarette smoke drifted over, she really needed one too, but daren’t ask.
She placed the plates on the table. "Sit down. Eat." He said gruffly. Tiffany did as she was told, the meal tasted surprisingly good. The eggs were soft and creamy, and the golden toast added a pleasant crunchiness that contrasted nicely with the smooth texture of the eggs.
"You're lucky I don't make you eat my leftovers from a bowl on the floor." he said. Tiffany had actually been expecting to be made to do precisely that and had been surprised when he had allowed her to sit at the table with him.
“Thank you, Sir.”
After the meal, she was ordered to light him another cigarette and was told that she could have one too. She lit two and passed him his. She inhaled deeply, savouring the familiar taste and grateful that he had offered her one. As she exhaled, a plume of smoke rose into the air, swirling around her. The man watched her closely, his eyes narrowing as he scrutinised her every move.
Tiffany tried to appear calm, but her hands shook slightly as she brought the cigarette to her lips and the sensation of his gaze upon her made her feel uneasy.
"So, tell me slave, you worked as a pro sub, knowingly putting yourself in considerable danger every day. Did it not occur to you that this may happen? Or perhaps you wanted it to?" he asked abruptly, his tone laden with curiosity. Tiffany's heart raced, yet she attempted to maintain composure.
She was caught between fear and curiosity, her morbid fascination wanting to understand the twisted mind of her captor. Had she actually wanted to be taken? In her early teens, her first sexual thoughts had been abduction fantasies. 
She had dreamed about being kidnapped by pirates and tied to the mast of their ship or being taken by gangsters and ravished by them without mercy as they waited for their ransom to be paid by her rich father.  She had often masturbated to these scenarios, imagining herself as the helpless victim, tied up and succumbing to the desires of her captors.
These fantasies had been a source of comfort for her, helping her escape the reality of her life.  They had provided her with the sense of excitement and danger that she craved, and she had found herself becoming increasingly obsessed with them.  She had even considered acting out her fantasies but had never found the right person to do this with.
This had led her to explore different aspects of BDSM in her late teens and ultimately to becoming a professional submissive. It seemed ironic now that she found herself in exactly the situation she had fantasised about, albeit in a much darker and more terrifying context.
The man watched her closely, his eyes boring into hers as if attempting to uncover her deepest secrets.  He was aware of her history as a pro sub and was determined to exploit it to his advantage. This one was different, deep down he knew she wanted this.
"Tell me about your fantasies, slave," he demanded, reading the thoughts in her head. Tiffany hesitated, her heart pounding against her chest.  She knew that the slightest sign of weakness would be exploited, but something compelled her to respond. 
 "I used to think about being abducted Sir," she admitted quietly, her voice barely audible as she exhaled smoke.  The man grinned wickedly, his eyes sparkling with glee. He had successfully uncovered Tiffany's secret desires, and now he held the key to her ultimate submission.
 
Two hours later, Tiffany was alone cleaning the kitchen. Her collar was attached to a sturdy ring on the ceiling by a long length of thick chain. Her captor had disappeared, saying that he needed to go into the local town to buy supplies.
She had spent the time scrubbing the greasy pots and pans clean and her bare breasts bounced gently as she washed the dishes, her long, stiletto-clad legs now aching from standing for so long. Her next task was to wash the floor, especially the part that she had pissed on last night.
This was a stark reminder of her status as a captive slave and was far from the fantasies she had thought of earlier. In those, she was never used as a domestic slave.
She had always hated cleaning but had to make sure that she finished everything she had been ordered to do. She still had to wash the floor and clean and dust the entire room. Whilst putting things away, she’d noticed a packet of cigarettes and a lighter in one of the drawers. Did she dare have a cigarette break?
She had been working hard and felt that she deserved it, so she took one from the pack, lit it, and sat at the table. The nicotine calmed her nerves, and she started to feel a little better. She leaned back in the chair and closed her eyes imagining she was sitting in the kitchen of her apartment, having a cup of coffee and watching daytime TV rather than chained up in a dirty kitchen in a remote decaying mansion.
The sound of a door closing and footsteps coming down the hallway brought her back to reality.  Fuck, he was back already and had chosen the exact moment that she was taking her first rest. Her heart pounded against her chest as she focused on the cigarette in her fingers, which she had taken without permission. 
It was pointless trying to hide it, he would smell the smoke. Trying to appear calm she took a long drag and exhaled a plume of smoke as he appeared in the kitchen doorway.
He stared at her, his expression unreadable.  For a moment, time seemed to slow down, and she wondered if her life was about to end right then and there. But instead, he merely snatched the cigarette from her hand and dropped it onto the floor, grinding it beneath his heel.
"What do you think you're doing?" he growled, his voice low and ominous. "Do you think you can stop work and take anything you wish?" Tiffany hung her head, her cheeks flushing red with shame.
"I'm sorry, sir. I just needed a minute to rest." She glanced nervously at the man, whose face was darkening with anger. "And I thought maybe a cigarette would help."
"Thought?" he spat; his voice laced with scorn. "Who gave you the authority to make decisions, slave?" He took a step closer to her, towering over her petite form. "You forget your place; you aren't entitled to any luxuries. You are here to serve me.”
He grabbed her arm tightly, pulling her roughly to her feet. “Now, get back to work. Clean the floor, you have just earned your first punishment, which will happen when you’re finished.”
As she mopped the floor, she couldn't shake the thought of her impending punishment.  She imagined the man's whip cutting into her skin, leaving welts behind. Each stroke of the mop became a metaphor for the pain she was about to endure. The humiliation of being punished, coupled with the knowledge that she had brought it upon herself, weighed heavily on her shoulders.
Her captor just sat at the table and watched her work until she was finished. Tiffany had done everything she could, washing the floor, dusting the furniture, and cleaning the windows. When she was done, she was exhausted, and her feet ached even more.
The man rose from the table and walked towards her, carrying a set of heavy-duty steel manacles. He pulled her arms roughly behind her and locked the manacles onto her wrists. Next, he unlocked the chain from her collar, and this was replaced by a dog leash.
He tugged on it gently as he guided her out of the kitchen and down some steps into the basement. The first room that they entered was a massive dungeon filled with a huge array of BDSM gear and furniture. The room was in decidedly better condition than the rest of the house, which clearly demonstrated where his priorities lay.
"You will become very familiar with this space, slave, but today’s punishment will not be in here," he explained calmly as he walked over to a cabinet and chose a harness type gag with a thick, but short rubber penis.
He fastened the gag securely around her jaw and then pushed the phallus into her mouth, holding it firmly in place until she began to breathe properly. The rest of the straps were then tightened and locked into place with padlocks, leaving her incapable of expelling the rubber penis filling her mouth. She looked at him with pleading eyes as a small stream of drool escaped her lips and dribbled down her chin.
He removed her leather skirt and started snipping off her fishnet tights with a pair of scissors, leaving the locked-on boots in place. She was now completely naked other than her footwear as she was led out of the dungeon and into a corridor.
What she saw made her gasp with amazement, it looked like a scene from an old prison. There were cells each side of the corridor, separated by sturdy bars with solid locking doors. Each cell was just big enough for an uncomfortable looking narrow single bed and there was what looked like a camping toilet by the side of the bed.
The first cell was occupied by a very attractive redhead who looked up as they walked into the corridor. She looked to be in her early twenties, her auburn hair came down nearly to her bum and she had a stunning figure with long legs, thin waist and massive tits. She too was naked except for the sturdy metal collar identical to Tiffany’s, and she stood up from her bed as she watched her being led in but didn’t say a word.
She was pulled into the cell next to the redhead’s and was told to lie on the bed where the leash was removed. Her collar was attached to a D ring that protruded from the thin plastic covered mattress with a very short chain, making it impossible for her to stand up. Finally, the leather straps that held her boots in place were padlocked together and attached to yet another D ring the other end of the mattress.
The redhead had just stood there, watching through the bars that separated their cells. As Tiffany was being restrained, she couldn’t help glancing at the girl’s tits, they were huge but pert and had pierced nipples with thick silver rings in them.  They must be false but combined with the rest of her body she looked stunning, and Tiffany imagined men being drawn to her like moths to a flame.  
“So, this is your punishment slave, you will have no food tonight and you will remain like this until tomorrow morning. I hope you have time to reflect on your wrongdoing," the man said sternly as he left the cell, locking the door behind him. 
 Tiffany lay there, unable to move, her hands bound behind her, and her body stretched between the two D rings holding her to the mattress. She could taste the rubber phallus which was stuffed in her mouth, and she felt humiliated and terrified as she lay there, fully exposed to the woman in the adjacent cell.
It was now clearly this woman’s turn to receive a visit from their captor. She fell to her knees as she heard the door to her cell being unlocked and soon the man appeared standing in front of her.
“You know what to do slave,” were his only words as she started to unbuckle his jeans to free his erect cock.
She leaned forward and took it in her mouth, sucking gently as she wrapped her hand around the base. As she continued to blow him, she occasionally glanced at the other cell where the newly delivered blonde was lying restrained to her bed, watching intently.
Soon, the man was harshly face fucking the redhead just as he had done with Tiffany the night before, His hands entwined in her hair, pulling her head in to the point she couldn’t breathe.
Tiffany felt herself getting wet as she watched the show, the helplessness of being bound and gagged, increasing her excitement.
The redhead moaned loudly, and Tiffany could see she was loving it. Tiffany's heart thumped against her chest as she realised that she was excited by the sight of another woman being treated like this.
The man suddenly stopped thrusting into the redhead's mouth and withdrew his engorged member. He swiftly lifted her onto the bed, bending her over and positioning her on all fours. Tiffany could see her pussy glistening with arousal, begging for attention. The woman let out a muffled scream, her eyes wide with pleasure as she was penetrated from behind.
Tiffany squirmed uncomfortably in her restraints, her heart hammering against her chest as she listened to the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and the woman's muffled cries.
As the man continued to thrust violently into the redhead, Tiffany could feel her own body betraying her; her cunt grew wetter with each passing moment, her desire growing stronger despite her predicament. Watching the woman being violated was incredibly erotic, and Tiffany found herself wishing that she could join in, experiencing the same pleasure that the redhead was feeling.
She writhed on the mattress, her hips bucking wildly as she struggled futilely to free herself from her restraints. Her mouth was filled with the rubber phallus and drool now streamed from her mouth, forming a puddle on the plastic beneath her.
The man continued to fuck the redhead mercilessly, his powerful thrusts driving her deeper onto the narrow bed. Tiffany could hear the woman's guttural groans of pleasure and she desperately wanted to touch herself, to relieve the building pressure inside her own swollen cunt, but that was impossible bound in the way that she was. Soon, the man groaned as he released his load deep within her. There was no attempt at pleasing the woman, he simply withdrew, pulled up his jeans and left the cell without a word, leaving the quivering girl in a heap on the bed. Tiffany heard his footsteps leave the corridor and head away.
They were now alone.
Tiffany lay motionless on her mattress, her heart pounding furiously. The sounds of the previous encounter echoed in her ears, and the scent of sweat and sex lingered in the air. She could hear the redhead breathing heavily, still recovering from her intense experience. Despite the physical discomfort of her restraints, Tiffany couldn't help but feel an overwhelming urge to reach out to the woman next to her.
"Uh, umm," Tiffany managed to utter, her voice strained and muffled by the gag. She wriggled her body, trying to gain the redhead's attention.
The redhead turned her head, peering through the bars separating their cells and saw Tiffany struggling with her restraints, her eyes pleading for recognition.
"Hey," the redhead responded, her voice hoarse from her intense encounter. She was now standing by the bars once again.  "Are you okay?"
Tiffany nodded vigorously, her eyes widening. She attempted to speak again, but the gag prevented her from forming any comprehensible words. Instead, she grunted through the thick rubber object obstructing her mouth, hoping that the redhead would understand her. It was a frustrating and useless conversation.
"I’m Lucy…. I can’t do anything to help you, I’m afraid, but we’ll talk when he takes that gag out," the redhead said. Her voice trembled, reflecting the uncertainty of the situation. "I hope you’re ok," she smiled and went back to lying on her bed.
Her hands reached underneath her body and stroked her pussy, she then started to finger herself, spreading her pussy lips apart and rubbing her clit.  Tiffany watched through the bars as Lucy looked up and winked at her, a silent invitation to watch.
Lucy arched her back, pressing her fingers harder against her swollen clit. With each passing moment, Tiffany could almost feel the pleasurable friction herself.
"Can you cum like that?" Lucy asked softly, her voice, a husky whisper echoing seductively through the bars.
Tiffany nodded. She wasn’t sure, but she was going to have a good try. She rolled her hips, ground her thighs together, arching her back and mimicking Lucy's movements as much as her bonds would allow her, sending a surge of pleasure coursing through her restrained body.
Suddenly Lucy screamed and her body jerked as she came hard. As she did this, she was staring intently into Tiffany‘s eyes, and these actions sent Tiffany over the top too. She also screamed through her gag as an intense orgasm hit her.
The captor smiled as he watched the live CCTV from the cells on a giant TV in front of his comfy armchair. He was going to enjoy his new addition and would give it a few months before he went out to acquire a third.
 
 

CHAPTER 3	Training
 
The night passed slowly, and the girls saw nothing from their captor until the next morning. Tiffany was uncomfortable in her bound position and spent most of the night lying on her front. She did have limited movement and was able to move onto her side, but that was it, she couldn’t bend her legs, and there was no way she could even attempt to get off the bed.
The lights in the cell had remained on all night, and she looked over to see Lucy sleeping peacefully. They hadn’t been provided with any bedding, but thankfully it wasn’t too cold down in the cells. She had managed to get some sleep, but not very much.
She’d badly needed to piss again in the night, but had somehow managed to hold it back, not wishing to be laying in a pool of urine and also not knowing if there would be punishment if she released her bladder on the bed.
The next morning, Tiffany woke up to the sound of the door opening. The man entered the cell, his face impassive as he surveyed the two women. He approached Tiffany's mattress, checking the restraint system that secured her to the bed. Satisfied that she was still secure, he undid the padlocks holding her ankles and collar to the bed.
"Get up, we're going to start your training," he commanded coldly. Tiffany staggered to her feet, her muscles stiff from having been immobile for so long. Her arms were still manacled behind her, the gag still in place and the high heel boots still locked to her feet.
She shuffled toward the toilet, nodding her head towards it and wiggling her thighs hoping the man would understand that she needed to piss. He lifted the lid and gave her permission, so she sat down, her gaze lingering on Lucy who was silently observing the whole scene. 
The man stood back and folded his arms, staring at her as the piss started to flow, causing a loud echoing noise as it hit the plastic of the empty bucket beneath her. Humiliation was clearly part of her training, and she blushed as she was forced to use the toilet in full sight of them both. 
The man snapped on her leash pulling her out of the cell and leading her towards the dungeon once more.
"Today, we begin your training in earnest," he declared, his tone authoritative and unwavering. Tiffany could feel the walls close in around her, the weight of her imprisonment bearing down on her. She swallowed her apprehension, forcing herself to follow the man's lead.
They entered the dungeon, and Tiffany's eyes widened at the sight of the imposing equipment and devices arranged meticulously across the room. The man gestured towards a St. Andrew's cross positioned prominently in the centre of the space.
"First, I want you to learn how to accept pain," he explained, his voice devoid of emotion. "I am unsure of what impact play you have done in the past, but you will need to become accustomed to suffering, both as punishment and for my enjoyment." Tiffany's pulse quickened, her palms sweating involuntarily. She knew that she was being pulled into a realm of depravity where the line between pain and pleasure blurred.
Her captor had already shown her that he enjoyed inflicting pain and making her submit to his whims. Now, he was about to push her boundaries further. He stepped towards her and removed the penis gag from her mouth, throwing the harness onto a nearby table.
Tiffany‘s jaw was stiff and ached. It had cramped several times during the night. She opened and closed her mouth several times like a goldfish, trying to get the muscles working again.
"Please Sir," she pleaded weakly, "I don't think I can handle this." Her captor chuckled maliciously; his piercing blue eyes boring into her soul.
"Oh, but you will," he retorted, his tone laden with sinister confidence. "You will learn to love pain, to crave it, to seek it out. That is the true essence of submission," he preached, his tone firm and resolute. Tiffany shivered, her fear manifesting itself physically as goosebumps prickled her skin.
She actually hadn’t done much impact stuff, most of her punters just wanted to tie her up and either fuck her, have a blowjob or wank, shooting their cum over her face or body. She had allowed some to give her spankings or light floggings, but impact and pain weren’t really her thing, she preferred the bondage and control side of BDSM.
"But why Sir?" Tiffany implored, her voice trembling. "Why must I suffer if I am obedient and do as you ask?" The man paused; his gaze fixated on Tiffany's vulnerable form.
"Trust me, slave, you will find joy in your agony. You will learn to appreciate the exquisite sensation of pain intertwined with pleasure," he whispered conspiratorially, his breath hot against Tiffany's ear.
Tiffany shook her head vehemently, tears threatening to spill down her cheeks. "No, please, I beg of you Sir," she whimpered, her voice cracking under the strain of her desperation.
Her captor regarded her stoically, his eyes devoid of empathy. "Begging is futile," he intoned gravely. I will do as I please, you belong to me now, and I shall train you in whatever manner I deem fit." Tiffany quivered in fear, her plea rendered ineffective by her captor's indomitable resolve. Forced to succumb to his demands, she reluctantly surrendered to her fate.
Inwardly seething, she prepared herself for the inevitable torment. She didn’t know it now, but her trepidation would eventually morph into an insatiable craving for pain and suffering. Her twisted captor would mould her into a submissive vessel, eager to appease his cruel desires.
"Come," he demanded gruffly, waving her towards the cross. Reluctantly, she walked over, her heels clicking against the cold concrete floor. The scent of leather and sweat permeated the air, and the sight of various sinister implements hanging on the walls increased the sense of dread within her.
Her manacled wrists were unlocked from behind her only to be refastened to the uppermost points of the cross, her ankles followed, ensuring that she was spread eagle with her exposed back vulnerable. The front ring of her collar was locked to an eyelet, anchoring her head to the centre of the cross, effectively rendering her completely immobile.
"Relax, slave," he cooed reassuringly, his warm breath brushing against her neck. "This is going to hurt, but remember, you will come to enjoy it."
Tiffany's entire body shook, her fear palpable as the man circled the cross, admiring the gorgeous and trembling blonde attached to it. She noticed the large bulge in the black trousers he was wearing, confirmation of his enjoyment of making helpless girls suffer.
He moved to the wall and chose a large flogger, which he swished through the air a few times in front of her. “We can use this to start with,” he informed her calmly.
Tiffany flinched visibly as she watched him brandish the intimidating tool. The thought of the cold leather straps colliding with her bare flesh sent chills down her spine. She struggled internally, she was sure that she did have a masochistic side, she certainly liked to be made to suffer, but could she actually learn to enjoy pain?
Just try to relax into it and breathe…. she told herself.  She took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling in sync with her racing heartbeat.
"Yes, Sir," she murmured, her voice barely audible. "I am ready Sir."
His eyes narrowed, assessing her sincerity. "Good girl," he said, swinging the flogger overhead. The leather straps whistled through the air, cutting through the silence between them. Tiffany tensed, bracing herself for the first strike. 
The man brought the flogger down, striking her mid-back with a resounding thwack. It was a lot heavier than any flogger she had been subjected to previously and the force reverberated through her body, knocking the breath from her lungs and feeling like a hundred wasps were stinging her skin simultaneously.
Tiffany gasped, a low moan escaping her throat.  The man's eyes gleamed with satisfaction at the sight of her reaction.
"Good girl," he praised again, raising the flogger once more.  Tiffany steeled herself, preparing for the second strike.  It landed squarely between her shoulder blades, the sharp sting intensifying with each passing moment.  A cry escaped her lips, but it morphed into a muffled groan as the sensations multiplied.
"Don't fight it, let it become a part of you," he instructed, his voice soothing yet commanding. "Surrender yourself to the experience and sensations. Let your mind overcome the pain.." 
Tiffany gritted her teeth, clenching her fists tightly. The burning heat of the flogger's strikes engulfed her body, spreading like wildfire from her back to the tips of her toes.
Each strike left a glowing red imprint on Tiffany's fair skin, steadily transforming her pale flesh into a mosaic of crimson splodges and stripes. The flogger's relentless assault continued as the man's grip tightened around the handle, his determination unwavering. Tiffany arched her back and cried out in a symphony of anguish, each cry resonating deeper within her psyche. 
"Do you hate me?" he asked abruptly, his gaze never wavering from the task at hand. Tiffany hesitated, her breath ragged and uneven.
“Yes, I fucking hate you….. Sir!”she shouted angrily, her voice trembling with rage.  A cruel smile played upon his lips, his eyes sparkling with malevolent delight. 
"Good, that is to be expected….. but it will change." he purred confidently, twirling the flogger around his fingers.
If she was honest with herself, it was already changing. Yes, she probably did hate this guy right now but there was a magnetism there that she couldn’t ignore. He thrilled her and scared her and right now she was feeling pretty damn horny. She had always enjoyed putting herself in dangerous situations and she loved the fear that came with that, it always turned her on.
The sheer power that he held over her, the way he had taken her and claimed her as his, his undeniable confidence and authority, and the way that she was scared shitless, completely helpless to do anything to stop it ….  All these things combined together to create a unique cocktail of arousal that Tiffany had never experienced before.
She could feel the dampness forming between her legs and she suddenly realised that this was increasing with every stroke from the flogger. She felt alive, invigorated…..used.
After some time, the flogging stopped, and she was being unstrapped from the cross and led over to a comfy sofa in the corner. He sat with her, caressing her and comforting her. 
This man did her head in, one minute he was cruel and seemingly with no emotions, the next he was treating her with almost loving respect and offering her after-care. He lit two cigarettes and handed one to her as he stroked her hair and continued to cuddle her.
"You look beautiful when you're fucked up," he commented softly, his voice husky as she leaned into him, inhaling deeply on her cigarette.
That was the other thing about him, he had the uncanny ability to read everything that was going on in her mind, it was spooky. Was she really that transparent? He seemed to know every one of the conflicting thoughts dancing around in her head and he also knew that deep down she wanted this.
Was he going to continue fucking with her head? She felt that was highly likely, he seemed to enjoy messing with her brain, it was all part of his power trip.  One thing she did know for certain was that even though she had only been in his company for a mere day, she was already starting to develop feelings for her captor.  Despite everything that had happened…despite the fact that he had abducted and abused her, in reality, probably because of that.
She needed to understand this mysterious man better, how his mind worked, what made him tick.
"May I ask what your name is please Sir?" she asked, exhaling a plume of smoke into the dimly lit room.  The man stared intently at her, his penetrating gaze boring into her soul.
"My name is irrelevant. To you at the moment I am simply ‘Sir’ but that will progress to 'Master' as your training proceeds, and you feel comfortable addressing me as that. I will never make you call me Master; it is one of the few things that will remain your decision entirely," he responded cryptically, his voice low and seductive. Tiffany nodded, her heart pounding in her chest.
“Yes Sir”. She was almost tempted to call him Master right now but couldn’t allow herself to do that.
“Right, let’s get on with the training… for the next part, we will enlist Lucy’s help.“ he stood up and walked out of the dungeon towards the cells, leaving her sitting on the sofa. She wasn’t restrained at all, well, other than the stilettos locked onto her feet, was this her chance to make her escape?
She glanced over at the door that led to the stairs going up to the main house. It was open. There was nothing stopping her from getting up and running.  Even if she had no idea where she was, she could try to get outside and find somewhere safe.  She could try to get help or hide until someone found her.
But she knew this wasn't a good idea.  She had seen far too many abduction horror movies where the naive protagonist ran blindly into the woods, only to be hunted down and brutally recaptured. He would be way faster than her, as she tried to stumble along in the wet mud wearing these stilettos. When he inevitably caught her, there would be dire consequences, she knew that.
Instead, she decided to wait patiently for him to return.  What else could she do? She was trapped here, at the mercy of this sadistic man. He had complete control over her and had already proven that he was capable of inflicting pain without hesitation.
And honestly, Tiffany felt something stirring inside her, something that she had never truly understood. She felt aroused, excited, and intrigued of what he would do with her. This sick, twisted game was becoming more appealing with each passing moment. Her brain had told her to run, but her heart had kept her fixed to the sofa as if she were tied to it.
She could hear the footsteps of her captor returning.  As he walked back into the dungeon with Lucy obediently following a few paces behind him, she took a last drag and stubbed out her cigarette in the ashtray on the table beside the sofa.
He looked at Tiffany with a surprised expression. “I was expecting you to try to escape,” he said in an almost disappointed note.
Tiffany could see the smirk playing on his lips.  He was enjoying seeing her squirm in her confusion of whether to resist or accept her fate.  He was enjoying the psychological manipulation he was performing on her. She could feel him exerting influence over her mind, controlling her reactions, her feelings.
“No…I….I’m still here Sir.”  She stumbled over her words, looking away.
He could see the inner turmoil raging inside her.  She desperately wanted to flee, but her lustful desire to explore the depths of her own dark desires prevented her from doing so.  He admired her strength and tenacity – she was a formidable opponent, indeed. 
 With a slow, deliberate stride, he approached her, standing directly in front of her.  Their eyes met, locking in a fierce battle of wills. "I am pleased that you didn’t, it would’ve been the wrong decision, are you ready to continue?" he asked softly, his voice barely above a whisper.  She hesitated, her gaze flickering nervously.
"Yes Sir," she finally replied, her voice soft and uncertain. "I suppose I am."
Her captor smiled, watching her closely. Tiffany shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her gaze darting between her captor and Lucy. She wondered what was coming next and the familiar thrill of the unknown swept over her.
Lucy, who had been standing quietly, stepped forward obediently when the man gestured to her. She was still naked, her long auburn hair cascaded down her back, framing her curvaceous figure and accentuating her large surgically enhanced breasts. The contrast between her fiery locks and Tiffany's platinum blonde hair struck a chord within Tiffany, evoking a sense of vulnerability that she had yet to confront.
"Now, Lucy is going to assist us in our continued training," the man announced, his voice confident and assured. "She has been with me for some time and understands the finer points of obedience that you will need to learn." Tiffany glanced at Lucy; her curiosity piqued.
Lucy offered Tiffany a weak smile, her hazel eyes filled with understanding and empathy. She knew exactly what Tiffany was going through, having gone through the same torturous journey herself. Despite the differences in their appearances, Lucy and Tiffany shared a bond forged in the fires of pain and humiliation. They were now sisters in suffering, and that connection would transcend the physical torments they endured.
"Kneel!" commands the man. Lucy does not hesitate, quickly dropping to her knees.  She is kneeling upright with her head erect with her chin slightly raised, her eyes cast downward and focused on a point just in front of her. Her shoulders are relaxed and back straight. Her palms are flat and facing upward, pressed against her thighs.  It is obvious that this is a set trained position.
"You see Tiffany, Lucy has mastered this position of kneeling, which is very important to me. When you have mastered it, you will feel comfortable and secure in how you present yourself. I would like you to try it now." Tiffany nods, kneeling down in front of Lucy and trying to mimic her position and posture.
She feels awkward and self-conscious, but her eagerness to please her captor overrides her feelings. "Lucy," the man asks, "how can Tiffany improve her kneeling stance?"
"Relax your shoulders," Lucy whispers, reaching out to gently adjust Tiffany's posture. "Keep your back straight and focus on remaining stable.”
The training session continued with the man, explaining that there were twelve slave positions that she would need to learn. They went through each of these individually with Lucy demonstrating each one perfectly, followed by Tiffany trying to replicate this. She was impressed with Lucy‘s knowledge of the positions, she knew each one in every detail and instantly adopted the position as soon as the man uttered the position’s name.
When Tiffany attempted to emulate Lucy’s moves, Lucy observed her attentively, helping her refine her performance. 
"Remember, Tiffany, the key to mastering these positions is precision and consistency," Lucy advised kindly. "Practice makes perfect, and with enough repetition, you too will be able to execute them flawlessly." Tiffany thanked Lucy, appreciative of her guidance and support. She was grateful to have a confidante who understood what she was going through.
As the day progressed, they moved on to other aspects of their training.
They practiced posture, etiquette, and obedience—all essential for Tiffany's transformation into a perfect slave. Their captor demonstrated various techniques, teaching the importance of maintaining proper etiquette at all times.
"Slaves should always display humility and gratitude," he explained, his voice resonant with authority. "Never question my decisions or actions. Instead, show deference and acceptance without question."
Tiffany listened carefully, absorbing every word, committing it to memory. As the day unfolded, Tiffany and Lucy spent countless hours learning and practicing the intricacies of submission and obedience. The training session was rigorous, demanding, and unrelenting.
Eventually, the man announced that it was time to eat, and they were led by their collars back to the kitchen. There were now two chains hanging from the ring in the ceiling, and their collars were duly attached to these. They were instructed to cook the evening meal, but there must be no idle chat, they would have plenty of opportunity to get to know each other better later.
The man left the room while they began preparing the food. Tiffany felt strangely drawn to Lucy during the time they spent preparing the meal, they were so different physically but there was definitely a connection growing between them.  Lucy helped guide Tiffany through the cooking process, she was obviously an accomplished chef and showed Tiffany how to create delicious dishes with limited ingredients.
Once the meal was prepared, they waited for the man to return. The tension in the air grew thicker with each passing moment, as neither of them spoke. As the man entered the room, Lucy once again immediately dropped to her knees and adopted her position. Feeling that this was clearly a requirement, Tiffany did the same, and the two of them knelt beside each other, as the man approached and stroked their hair.
“Good girls,” he said smiling. “Let’s sit down together, you have both earned the privilege of eating with me at the table tonight.” He led them over to the table and sat down, Tiffany and Lucy served the food and drink then seated themselves opposite him.
There wasn’t much conversation at dinner, the girls only speaking when they were spoken to. The man maintained a serious demeanour, scrutinising their performance. They had both worked diligently to serve him, ensuring that he received the best cut of meat and most sumptuous vegetables. They watched him devour the meal, sensing his approval for their efforts. As they finished cleaning up, he rose from the table and led them back to the dungeon.
 
 
 

CHAPTER 4	Playtime
 
Tiffany couldn't believe how quickly she adapted to her new circumstances. As the days passed, she found herself increasingly entranced by the intricate dynamics of her relationship with both her captor and Lucy.
It was now nearly a week since she’d been taken and her training continued relentlessly every day, sometimes on her own, but mainly with Lucy helping to familiarise her with the new rules and slave positions that she was expected to learn.
She and Lucy had become good friends, chatting for hours when they were left alone in the cells. Lucy‘s circumstances were very similar to Tiffany’s; she had been a working girl in Birmingham before she had been abducted in virtually the identical way.
She didn’t know exactly how long she had been there, but felt it must be over six months, maybe even a year. She had no close family and was sure that no one would be looking for her anymore. She had effectively disappeared from the real world and seemed to show no wish at all to return to it.
Lucy had lost track of time, and it didn’t seem to matter anymore. It was hard for her to imagine life beyond serving her Master, the routines, structure and strict rules had become what she lived for.
“So has he told you his name?” Tiffany asked, intrigued as to whether Lucy had found out more about their captor than she had. “I asked him, but he refused to tell me, saying that he was purely Sir or Master to me” she continued.
Lucy looked at her with fear in her eyes, she clearly knew something. “If I tell you, you must promise to not let him know…. If you do, we will both be in huge danger,” she whispered through the bars.
“I promise,” whispered Tiffany, fascinated by what she was about to learn.
“His name is Jason Stonebridge, and this house is Stowington Manor in Warwickshire. A month or so ago, he left me cleaning his study, the desk drawers were all locked, but he had left the filing cabinet unlocked and I had a snoop in there.”
Lucy paused, swallowing nervously. “I saw his name on some bills and then I checked his bank statements which were also in there. There’s loads of money in his account, it’s absolutely huge. He’s self-employed and works mainly from home, but every few weeks he goes off on business trips. Normally it’s just for a day or so and he leaves me with enough food and water in the cell to get by until he returns.”
Tiffany gulped, staring wide-eyed at Lucy. “Why would he leave the filing cabinet unlocked?” she asked, puzzled.
Lucy shrugged. “I’m pretty sure it was just a mistake. I’ve cleaned this room several times and everything is normally locked.”
Tiffany shook her head in disbelief as what Lucy had just told her sunk in..  They were being held captive by this wealthy guy called Jason who runs a successful business, is sadistic and cruel and somehow manages to snatch sex workers off the streets completely undetected. 
It sounded crazy. Why didn’t he just go out and find himself a willing submissive? With his good looks and apparent wealth, she was sure there would be a queue of girls at BDSM clubs or online who would jump at the opportunity.
Tiffany couldn't comprehend why he resorted to such extreme measures to fulfil his needs. And then there was this huge rambling house which, apart from the dungeons, was slowly decaying around him. It could be made spectacular… If he was so wealthy, why didn’t he have it done up?
The obvious answer was that he wouldn’t want builders snooping around and finding two naked girls held captive in prison cells in the basement!
The conversation was brought to a rapid close when they heard footsteps approaching. Had the man been listening in? It hadn’t actually occurred to Tiffany that the cells may be bugged and the thought of what he may do if he knew that they had discovered his identity sent shivers down her spine.
He entered Lucy’s cell first carrying two black leather sleeves, which Tiffany instantly recognised as armbinders. Lucy instinctively stood up, stepping closer to the man and turned around presenting her arms, which she had put behind her back, to be placed in the leather sleeve he held.
“Good girl,” he praised as the leather was pulled up her arms nearly reaching her shoulders, and the laces up its length were pulled tight. Her elbows were pulled in harshly behind her, then leather straps were buckled around her shoulders ensuring there was no way it could slide down.
“Thank you, Master,” she replied.  It hadn’t gone unnoticed to Tiffany that Lucy always called him Master.  Had she been given the same choice as Tiffany when she had first arrived? She had meant to ask her, but it had somehow slipped her mind.
The man turned her around and kissed her before attaching her leash and leading the bound girl around to Tiffany’s cell.
Tiffany mimicked Lucy‘s actions and turned away from them, presenting her arms to be bound in a similar way. She felt the leather sleeve sliding up her arms, and then they were being pulled tightly together, until her elbows touched behind her back. Tight straps were buckled around her shoulders, securing the armbinder in place. She glanced at Lucy, who returned her gaze with a stoic expression.  It appeared that they were both undergoing the same painful procedure today.
The man grinned and kissed Tiffany as he had Lucy.  “Good girl, I am pleased with you. You are learning fast.”
“Thank you, Sir.”
He left the cell, leaving the two bound girls staring at each other. Their relieved looks and unspoken words communicated that they didn’t think he had been listening to their earlier conversation.
He came back after a few minutes, carrying two pairs of identical red platform stilettos with sturdy lockable ankle straps.  These were swiftly fitted and locked onto their feet with padlocks. He walked out of the cell, pulling the two tottering girls behind him by the leashes attached to their metal collars.
Tiffany and Lucy, both bound and struggling to maintain balance in their towering heels, followed him silently. They were led upstairs, their clicking heels echoing loudly in the dim hallways.  Upon entering the bedroom, they were released from their leashes and left standing facing each other as the captor sat in a comfy armchair.
“It’s time for you two to get to know each other more intimately,” he announced to their surprise. “I wish to see some nice girl on girl action. The scene will end when you have both cum three times, but remember you must always ask my permission before you cum. You may use my bed if you wish, but do not try to involve me in anyway, I am here purely as a spectator,” he commanded as he settled back into his armchair.
Tiffany and Lucy exchanged a knowing glance, their bound bodies swaying gently. There was an implicit understanding between them, a silent agreement to comply with their captor's wishes. It was Lucy that made the first move, she walked forward until her large breasts pressed into Tiffany’s and she leaned in as their lips touched for the first time.
It was a gentle kiss, tentative and filled with trepidation. Tiffany felt the warmth of Lucy's body against hers. She wanted to hold her, put her arms around her sexy body, but of course this was not possible.  Tiffany closed her eyes, feeling the sensation of Lucy's tongue entwining with hers. It was sweet and intoxicating, a forbidden pleasure that seemed wrong, yet undeniably alluring. She moaned softly, her hips swaying ever so slightly as her body responded to the sensuality of the moment.
"This is going to be fun," Tiffany whispered breathlessly, her voice hoarse with lust.
Lucy responded with fervour, pressing her full lips against Tiffany's neck, trailing kisses down her collarbone. The scent of their bodies mingled with the aroma of leather and sex, creating a potent mixture that fuelled their passion.
"Oh God, yes!" Tiffany cried out, grinding her pelvis against Lucy's swollen crotch. The friction ignited sparks of pleasure within her, and she moaned louder. She had always been bisexual and in her past life, her regular couplings with her girlfriends provided a welcome relief to the mainly male clientele of her work.
She found her excitement increasing exponentially by the fact that they were both bound helplessly and being watched closely by the man that had taken them captive.
She felt the swell of her pussy as she began to ache with longing. Her hands, bound tightly behind her back, strained uselessly against the armbinder. Her nipples hardened, throbbing with the same hunger that consumed her clit. Tiffany gasped as Lucy's tongue slipped slowly down her body.
"Please, let me taste you," Lucy pleaded, her voice hushed, but eager, as she knelt before her. Tiffany opened her legs without hesitation, granting her access to her dripping wet pussy. Lucy wasted no time, her mouth eagerly making contact with Tiffany's quivering flesh. The heat of her breath sent tremors of pleasure rippling through Tiffany's body, causing her to arch her back and moan loudly.
Lucy’s tongue danced across her labia, teasing the sensitive flesh before plunging inside her moist opening. The sensation was overwhelming, inducing a wave of orgasmic bliss that washed over Tiffany.
"May I cum please Sir?" she screamed urgently. Her impending orgasm had come so quickly, and she was now struggling to hold it back.
The man looked at her impassively. “That was quick, this is obviously going to be a short show…. Yes, you may,” he said reluctantly.
It had indeed been quick, Tiffany couldn’t remember an orgasm coming on quite as fast as this one, but she let go, her body shaking uncontrollably as it swept over her. Her screams echoed in the room, a cacophony of pure ecstasy and surrender.
Tiffany panted heavily, her entire body shuddering in the aftermath of her intense climax. She opened her eyes to find Lucy once again standing in front of her, her face flushed with arousal. The sexy redhead looked deeply satisfied, as though she had found something precious and fleeting.
"That was incredible," Lucy murmured, her voice breaking slightly. "I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did…. But now it’s my turn!"
Tiffany nodded vigorously, unable to form any coherent words as Lucy walked over to the bed, laying on her back with her bound arms pressing into the soft mattress. She opened her legs wide, silently inviting Tiffany to explore her totally bald and provocatively displayed pubic region.
Tiffany's heart raced as she manoeuvred herself onto the bed, the lack of arms and the heels making moving towards Lucy's exposed body difficult.  Her cunt was going to have to wait for a few minutes, Tiffany wanted to explore her body and taste those lips again before she granted her that pleasure.
Lucy groaned softly as Tiffany's tongue traced circles around her pierced nipples. She pressed her chest upwards, desperate for the stimulation. Tiffany took the hint and leaned in, taking Lucy's nipple and ring into her mouth and sucking before gently biting it with her teeth, stretching the nipple ring painfully away. Lucy screamed and her breath became ragged.
Lucy knew that she was being played. “Suck my cunt, you cruel bitch!” she half begged, half ordered.
“Hmmmm…. You’re going to have to earn that, I’m afraid,” Tiffany retorted playfully, moving her head up. “Kiss me again. If it’s the best kiss I have ever received I may just consider it,” she teased wickedly as she stared into Lucy's pleading eyes.  Their bodies were flush against each other, their sweaty skin creating a slickness that intensified their pleasure.  Lucy lifted her head and placed her lips on Tiffany's, their tongues intertwining passionately.  Their kiss went on for several minutes, building anticipation and desire. Tiffany broke off the kiss, panting heavily.
“Wow…. That wasn’t bad at all.  So…,shall I proceed to somewhere altogether more private? You will need to beg me sweetly and address me as Mistress,” said Tiffany sternly.
“Yes, please, Mistress,” Lucy whimpered, her voice cracking with desperation. “If it pleases you Mistress please suck this needy slut’s cunt, I beg of you Mistress.”
Jason sat in his comfy chair, amazed at what was unfolding before him. Were they trying to establish a power exchange dynamic… some sort of pecking order? They had both tried to be the dominant one, but it seemed it was Tiffany who was undoubtedly winning and taking control. His already stiff cock throbbed within the confines of his jeans. This was getting seriously exciting.
With Lucy laid out naked on the bed in front of her, Tiffany decided to tease her a little longer before finally giving her what she craved. She slowly worked her way down Lucy's prone body, planting a trail of kisses on her chest, breasts, then along her stomach and navel.  She went further down, delicately kissing and licking her pubic bone but deliberately avoiding the soaking wet folds beneath it. A low moan escaped Lucy's lips, a sound heavy with longing and desire.
Tiffany had raised her leg over Lucy’s body, and they were now in the 69 position. “Give that cunt some more attention slut. If I am happy with your efforts, I will return the favour,” Tiffany purred.
Lucy couldn’t quite believe that her feeble effort to control Tiffany had failed so miserably and been countered by sheer dominance that she couldn’t resist. Tiffany was definitely in control now.
“Yes Mistress,” she acquiesced as she once again stated to lick at Tiffany’s pussy. A few seconds later, Tiffany started to reciprocate, plunging her head deep into Lucys soaking pussy lips. Jason's cock was now out, and he was stroking it as the two bound beauties sucked and slurped at the cunt positioned in front of their faces. He’d never seen anything quite like this before, well, not in the flesh, you could look at virtually anything on the internet.
The moaning and soft cries from the girls were becoming gradually more pronounced, as they both approached their climax. It was Tiffany who got there first, she really was a horny little bitch. “Please may I cum Sir?”
“No you will wait for Lucy, it’s only fair,” he said cruelly. “When I give Lucy permission, it will also apply for you.”
Luckily, Lucy wasn’t far behind and within 20 seconds or so was begging for permission to cum too. “Yes, you may,” he said as the two girls erupted simultaneously, their combined orgasm filling the bedroom with the sounds of their euphoric release.
They lay side by side, recovering from their intense shared experience. Their bound bodies twitched and convulsed, sending waves of pleasure coursing through every nerve ending.
“Two to Tiffany, one to Lucy,” he reminded them ensuring they were both aware that their predicament was far from over. He would happily wait here for hours with a show like this going on.
 
 
The next morning the man announced that Tiffany and Lucy would join him in the living room after dinner for a movie. This was a rare treat, and both girls were excited by the thought. After the long training session was finally over, he led them to the shower room in the basement to have their daily shower.
When they returned to their cells, they saw that clothes had been laid out for them on their beds. They each had a very short and sexy latex dress, sheer black seamed hold up stockings and the red stiletto shoes they had worn the day before. He’d even provided make up and large silver hooped earrings. He walked off, giving them 30 minutes to get themselves ready indicating the open padlocks that they were to use to fix their footwear in place.
Lucy wasted no time in putting her outfit on, expertly applying makeup to enhance her features. Tiffany slipped into her latex dress, feeling it hugging her curves tightly.  It felt almost weird to be wearing clothing, she had been kept naked since that first night which now felt like months ago. 
She applied lipstick, eye shadow and mascara thickly as she normally did when she was working.  In fact, that’s how this felt; it was as if she was preparing herself to attract the punters on her street corner rather than going to see a movie.
The outfits were certainly striking and very revealing and Tiffany was feeling extremely sexy but slightly worried about what the evening would entail. What if the movie included really graphic sexual or violent scenes that might trigger him to try to enact these with his two slaves? 
After they had been collected from the cells and finished the meal that they prepared for him, they were led into the sitting room by leashes attached to their collars.
This was a spacious room, furnished with leather armchairs and sofas.  The decorative state was similar to the rest of the house with old, faded wallpaper peeling in places but it had a cosy feel with subdued lighting and a roaring fire in the ornate fireplace. He’d even lit some candles which were dotted around flickering and contributing to the ambience. Was he trying to be romantic?  It seemed out of character, but Tiffany smiled at the thought. 
Dominating their attention was a massive television screen mounted on the wall. Their captor ordered them to sit either side of him on the large sofa in front of the screen.  "Before we begin the film, I shall explain to you my expectations for tonight," he began firmly. "You will behave impeccably—no talking unless spoken to, you will obey without hesitation and show utmost respect for me as your Master. Any deviation from these guidelines will result in severe punishment.”  All of that was expected and nothing new.
He gave a packet of cigarettes to Lucy and instructed her to light three. Tiffany eagerly accepted hers and took a long drag. Her cigarette consumption had fallen considerably this week, he generally allowed her two or three a day and she craved every opportunity to fulfil her nicotine addiction.
The burning tip glowed bright orange, casting shadows across her face as she inhaled deeply.  She was surprised when the man ordered Lucy to open her mouth, which he used to flick his ash into. Lucy and Tiffany were ordered to use each other’s mouth as their ashtray and the man alternated between the two of them.
The ash tasted revolting and left her mouth dry as she swallowed it, but Tiffany found the humiliation of being used as a human ashtray thrilling. The man was possessively admiring them and the whole atmosphere was intoxicating; the two sexily dressed girls with the flames of the dancing fire reflecting on their shiny latex dresses as they were humiliated by having cigarette ash flicked in their mouths. They both accepted it and swallowed it, as if it were a treat.
They were like beautiful, exotic animals on display and performing tricks in a zoo.  Tiffany wondered what was coming next, feeling the excitement building inside her. The man leant over and kissed them both deeply, one after the other as he relished the taste of their humiliating experience on their tongues.
“Good girls… you both make very sexy ashtrays,” he said simply as he reached into the cupboard under the TV and brought out a box filled with DVDs.  He chose one with a dark cover showing a woman tied naked to a bed, blindfolded with a ball gag in her mouth and her wrists and ankles shackled to the bedposts.  Tiffany felt her heart thumping loudly in her chest.
The movie's title, "Abducted, Bound and Used," was a rather obvious hint at what they would be watching. How similar would it be it be to the dark, twisted world that lay behind the facade of Stowington Manor? 
The DVD slid into the player, and the opening credits rolled across the enormous screen. Their captor returned to sit between them, an arm over their shoulders pulling them into him so their heads were snuggled on his chest.
The film began with a scene of a woman being abducted, much like Tiffany and Lucy. As the story unfolded, the protagonist, Jane, was subjected to brutal rape and a series of humiliating and painful punishments at the hands of her captor, a highly sadistic man who always wore a balaclava to disguise his face.
There was one marked difference between the film and their experience. Jane clearly did not want to be there, she was beaten ruthlessly, sexually assaulted and there was no attempt at training her to be obedient, no kindness or understanding. Tiffany and Lucy’s captor was different, he knew that deep down this was what they wanted.
Tiffany found her hand straying towards the bulge between his legs. Her hand was soon joined by Lucy’s, as they both caressed him, and he started to groan. 
Tiffany glanced at Lucy and noticed the same lustful expression mirrored on her face.  Suddenly, he grabbed both their hands and placed them firmly on his crotch, pressing against their palms.  His cock swelled beneath their touch, growing stiffer with each passing second.
“Get it out and give it some attention!” he ordered. The girls didn't need to be told twice.
As he continued to watch the movie, they took turns in sucking his cock. He played with their hair, occasionally kissing the one that wasn’t attached to his cock. Tiffany kept glancing up at the TV screen with the graphic scenes sending a surge of arousal pulsing through her veins.  She felt herself becoming wetter and more eager for his attention.
Other than that first night, when he had made her give him a blowjob, the man had made no sexual advances towards her during the week.  He had used Lucy several times to fulfil his needs and Tiffany almost felt left out as she had been made to watch them, either tied up helplessly in the dungeon while Lucy gave him pleasure or sitting in her cell, watching them through the bars.  She now found herself wanting him, imagining him tying her down and fucking her roughly.
The vision of lying there helplessly bound while he had his way with her made her pussy throb.  Tiffany suddenly understood; She wanted to be used brutally and without remorse like Jane on the movie, but she also wanted to be trained, disciplined, and cared for.  Just like Lucy.
"Oh, fuck, yes!" he moaned, thrusting deeper into Lucy's throat.  Tiffany watched, mesmerised as he guided Lucy's head back and forth along his shaft, savouring the warmth of her mouth.  
She leant forward and kissed him passionately.
“Please will you fuck me hard Master?”
She had said it…. Not only had she begged him to fuck her, but much more importantly she had called him Master for the first time and she had meant it. After one week the huge implications of that single word were crystal clear and it was like a heavy weight had been lifted from her. She would willingly give herself to this man to be his owned property and she knew that her life would never be the same from that moment on.
 
 
 
Thank you for reading this book and I do hope you enjoyed it.  The second book in the Abducted Slaves series will be coming shortly so hopefully you liked it enough to read this too!
 
I would love to hear your thoughts on this book or others I have written.  If you could give it a star rating on Amazon or a review, that would be greatly appreciated.
 
Or you can contact me at johngemini.author@gmail.com
 
Facebook. https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61555129972295
 
 
Thanks and Happy reading.
John
January 2024
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