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Chapter 1 – The kidnapping

The evening air was cool against her skin as she tightened the laces of her running shoes, the last golden strands of daylight slipping behind the rooftops. She pulled her hair into a quick ponytail, letting a few strands fall loose around her face, and slipped her headphones into her pocket. The mirror by the door caught a fleeting glimpse of her—youthful, fresh-faced, a quiet determination in her eyes—before she stepped outside.

The world was softer at this hour. Streetlights flickered awake one by one, casting pale halos over the pavement, and the park ahead breathed with a hushed kind of calm. She set off at a gentle pace, her footsteps rhythmic, steady, carrying her into the winding paths lined with darkening trees. Each inhale filled her lungs with the crisp scent of grass and earth, each exhale melting away the weight of the day.

She jogged into the park, the gravel crunching softly under her shoes. The paths wound through patches of grass and clusters of trees, and for a while she let herself sink into the rhythm of her breathing and the steady beat of her steps. The park felt calm, almost too calm, as if the day had folded itself neatly away. After a few laps she slowed, waiting for the tiredness to catch her, but it never came. Her legs still felt light, restless, asking for more. She glanced toward the darker line of trees beyond the park, where the forest pressed closer to the edge of the city. Without really planning to, she turned her stride in that direction, curious, certain she could handle just a little more distance.

The path narrowed as she left the park behind, the forest drawing her in with its heavy stillness. Shadows stretched long between the trees, the kind that never seemed to stay still, shifting with each step she took. The air was cooler here, damp with the scent of earth, and for the first time that evening a flicker of unease moved through her chest.

She slowed, her breath sharp in the silence. Is this really a good idea? The question slipped in before she could shake it away. She stopped under the weight of the trees, the night pressing closer around her. Reaching for her phone, she unlocked the screen with quick fingers, ready to drop a message, a location pin—something—to her best friend.

She never got the chance.

An arm hooked around her from behind, yanking her backward before she even registered the movement. She gasped, twisting hard, her hands clawing at the grip on her. Her heartbeat thundered as adrenaline surged, every muscle straining to break free. But the attacker was stronger, dragging her against their chest, pinning her struggles with practiced force.

A sharp, chemical-sweet smell hit her nose as a cloth pressed hard over her mouth. She tried to turn her head away, tried to scream, but the sound broke uselessly in her throat. Panic tore through her as her movements grew frantic, weaker, with each breath she couldn’t stop from inhaling.

Her vision blurred, the forest spinning into fragments of black and silver. She fought to stay upright, to keep her eyes open, but her body betrayed her. The last thing she felt was the crushing weight of the arm around her, and then—nothing.


Chapter 2 - "You're just flesh.”

The first thing she felt was cold.

A deep, numbing kind of cold, like ice in her veins, like a hollow ache in her bones. Her fingers twitched as her mind struggled toward awareness. She drew a ragged breath, shivering at the chill, and opened her eyes.

She was lying on a hard, polished floor, her cheek pressed against the wall’s smooth surface. For a moment, her thoughts refused to catch up, scattered and sluggish, but then her body tried to move—and failed.

Her arms jerked uselessly at her sides, bound tightly behind her back. A coarse rope bit into her wrists, already burning her skin raw when she shifted against it. Her ankles, too, were tied, the restraint leaving her legs heavy and useless. Panic rippled through her chest as she realized the truth: she couldn’t move, not in any way that mattered.

But when she looked down at herself, it got even worse. She was naked, stripped of everything but her bra and underwear, the fabric clinging tight to her skin. Her breaths grew quick and shallow as she stared down at her bound, bare body. Whoever took her must have brought her here and stripped her, leaving her exposed and helpless. The thought was too awful to comprehend.

With shaking breaths, she pushed herself upright, leaning her weight awkwardly against the wall. She looked around, her eyes struggling to adjust in the dark room, but all she could make out was the floor and the walls around her. There was no furniture, no decorations, nothing at all except the smooth, cold surface beneath her.

The fear inside her flared. She could only guess who would take her, why they would do it, but the possibilities were endless. It could be some sort of sex trafficking ring. A twisted stalker with an obsession. Something far, far worse. Her stomach knotted, cold dread pooling in her chest.

She needed to get out of here, wherever here was.

Her heart was pounding as she wriggled her bound wrists, trying to twist them free. She pulled with all her strength, her muscles straining until a stab of pain shot up her shoulder. When she finally gave up, her wrists were burning and her ankles were bleeding, the skin raw from the coarse rope.

Tears burned in her eyes. Her breathing was quick and shallow as she blinked them away, fighting not to let the panic take her. She knew that once she started to lose control, there would be no coming back.

There had to be something else, something she could do. A noise, a voice, a sound—anything that could tell her what was going on. With a shuddering breath, she strained to hear over the frantic pulse in her ears, but the only sounds were the faintest whispers of the night outside.

The realization settled heavy in her chest. If someone was coming, they would have done it by now. They would have taken her, or killed her, or... Footsteps. She heard footsteps.

Her head snapped up, eyes widening. The sound was unmistakable—a soft, measured tread, growing louder with each second. Terror shot through her, a paralyzing kind of fear that stole her voice. She tried to stand, but the bindings on her ankles stopped her before she could make it past her knees.

A lock clanked from the other side of the door, and then a figure stepped into the room.

She was suddenly glad she was on the floor, because when the light flicked on, she would have fallen to her knees. The man who entered was unlike anyone she had ever seen.

He was tall, with broad shoulders and a strong, solid frame, every inch of him covered in a close-fitting, form-hugging suit. A long, black cloak flowed from his shoulders, its edges trimmed with silver thread, and a mask concealed his face.

"You're awake." His voice was low, cool, his expression hidden behind the metal mask. "Good. We have much to discuss."

She didn't know what was going on, but that wasn't true anymore. She knew exactly who he was, because he was the only man in the world who would wear a mask like that.

"M-m-masked Wolf..." She whispered his name, the words trembling from her lips.

He was one of the most wanted men of the police, a criminal responsible for hundreds of thefts, kidnappings and murders. His victims were always woman - and always vanished without a trace.

She heard stories about kidnapping, murder and slave trading.

And now, he had her.

The masked man stepped into the room, letting the door fall closed behind him. No escape. Well...not even if he let the door open. With her hands and legs bound, running was out of the question.

"Why are you doing this?" She hated how small her voice sounded, how afraid. "I don't have anything. My parents aren't rich or important, and I'm barely making my rent. There's no ransom to pay. You can let me go."

He chuckled softly. "Your parents don't matter." He crouched in front of her, his masked face unnervingly close. "You don't matter. Not the way you think."

"What?"

"You're just flesh. That's all."

He reached out, brushing his fingertips over her cheek, and she flinched. His gloved hand lingered there, cupping her face, and his thumb slid along her bottom lip. "I'll make good use of you. They will pay for you. A lot."

She swallowed hard, her heart slamming against her ribs.

"Please, don't." She hated the way the words cracked on her lips, but her fear was taking control. "Please, don't hurt me."

"Oh, I won't hurt you. But they will." He stroked her cheek again, and she trembled. "They'll pay good money for your screams. You see, I'm going to sell you. And when they have their fun with you, and they've broken you, you'll come back to me. If you survived."

He pulled away, standing smoothly and turning his back to her.

"Please, no..." Tears welled in her eyes.

"It's too late."

She couldn't hold back the sob that escaped her throat, a sound of pure, primal fear. He didn't look back at her as he opened the door and left, letting it swing shut behind him.

Her whole body shook. Her tears flowed freely now, the only sounds the choked, panicked gasps of her own breaths. She curled in on herself, her head resting on her knees, and tried to stop the terrified cries that poured out of her.

When the sobs finally subsided, she lifted her head. She had no choice. No other option.

She would have to escape – whatever the cost.


Chapter 3 – "I own you.”

Time was passing, but the masked man hadn't returned.

She had no way to track the hours; the room had no windows. She spent the night - or what she thought it was - curled up on the floor, shivering, waiting for a sound, a sign that he was coming. She knew he was watching her, knew that he would see her attempt to escape, but it was her only hope.

With a shuddering breath, she uncurled herself and tried to stand. Her throat was dry and scratchy, and her limbs ached from the awkward position she had been in, but her willpower was strong. She needed to get out.

She took a slow, steadying breath. Then another. Her eyes focused on the door.

One. Two.

She launched herself at the door.

It was harder than she expected, moving her body in her current state, and she stumbled more than once. She was halfway across the room when she heard a sound. A key scraping against the lock. Shit.

She froze.

He's here.

The door opened and she turned, her breath caught in her throat, but instead of the masked man, a woman entered. She was taller than her, dressed in the same form-fitting, sleek suit as the masked man.

She was beautiful. Her hair was dark and wavy, framing her pale, oval face, and her full, pink lips were turned down into a scowl.

"Well, well, what do we have here? Looks like a little birdie tried to escape." Her voice was silky, with a hint of mockery.

She swallowed.

"I... I can explain."

"Oh, sweetheart. You can't. Not to me." The woman circled her, studying her body.

"Are you... Are you the masked man's henchman?"

The woman laughed, her eyes narrowing.

"Henchman? I'm his wife."

His wife. She felt the color draining from her face.

"P-please..."

"Don't worry. I'm not here to hurt you. I'm just here to clean you up."

The woman reached down, undoing the rope around her ankles.

"Follow me. Don't try anything funny."

She followed the woman out of the room and into a hallway, the floor made of the same smooth, polished material. It was colder here, with a dampness in the air that smelled of old stone.

They stopped at the end of the hallway, and the woman opened a heavy, metal door.

"This is the shower room. You're filthy. Get in."

She stepped inside, the cool air wrapping around her.

"Take off your clothes."

She hesitated.

"Do you want me to do it for you?"

"N-no, I can do it." She removed her bra and underwear and put them on the floor.

"In the shower." Embarrassment burned in her cheeks as she moved under the water.

"Stay still. This will only take a minute." The woman began washing her, using a rough cloth to scrub her body. The woman's touch was efficient, her movements quick and clinical.

The warm water felt nice, and it was a relief to wash away the dirt and sweat from her body. The woman finished and handed her a towel.

"Dry off and get dressed."

She dried herself off and slipped her bra and underwear back on, shivering.

"Good girl." The woman nodded, satisfied.

"Now, follow me."

She followed the woman through the hallways and up a set of stairs. At the top was a door, and she hesitated before following the woman inside.

The room was a large bedroom, with a king-size bed, a fireplace, and a TV.

"You'll stay here tonight. Behave."

She nodded.

"Thank you."

"You're welcome. Sleep well."

The woman turned and left, closing the door behind her.

The masked man's wife.

She shook her head, trying to make sense of it. Her gaze wandered to the window. It was dark outside, and the stars were bright. Maybe...maybe if she could reach the window, she could climb down, escape.

She glanced around, looking for anything that could help her. The fire was burning, and there was a poker next to it. She crept over to the fire and picked up the poker.

Maybe, just maybe, she could use it to pry the window open.

She moved to the window and tested the poker. It was sturdy and didn't bend when she pushed against the metal frame.

She could do this. She had to do this.

With a deep breath, she pushed the poker into the seam between the window and the frame. The metal creaked, but the window didn't budge.

She gritted her teeth and tried again.

"What the hell are you doing?"

She gasped, turning around. The masked man stood in the doorway, his arms crossed.

"I-I was just..."

"Get away from the window."

She stood there rooted to the spot, her gaze as frightened as a deer in a car's headlights.

"I said, get away." He walked toward her.

"You can't keep me here." Her voice low, almost whispering.

"Actually, I can. And I will. You're my slave, I own you."

"I'm not your slave. You kidnapped me."

"And I now I fucking own you. I'll make a fortune off of you."

"I won't let you. You'll have to kill me first."

"If that's what you want, I can arrange that."

He grabbed her arm, yanking her away from the window.

"Stop! Let me go!"

"Shut up."

She struggled, but his grip was too tight.

"Please, please, don't do this."

"I said, shut up."

He dragged her across the room, his fingers digging into her skin.

"Let me go!"

"Never."

He shoved her onto the bed and pinned her down, his body pressing hers into the mattress.

"You're mine. I'll use you however I want. And there's nothing you can do about it."

She squirmed, trying to break free, but his weight was too much.

"Please, don't do this."

"I said, shut up."

His hand came up, covering her mouth, cutting off her protests.

"You're a slave. And you're going to do exactly what I say."

Tears welled in her eyes as his words sank in. He's going to sell me. There's nothing I can do.

She felt powerless, hopeless. She was trapped.

"You're my property, and you'll learn to behave."

He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper.

"And if you don't, I'll make sure your screams last forever."


Chapter 4 - Punishment & pleasure

The days passed in a blur.

The masked man and his wife came and went, bringing her food and water, but they never spoke to her.

She tried to stay strong, but the isolation was taking its toll. Her mind drifted, and she found herself thinking about her family, her friends, the life she left behind.

She wondered if anyone was looking for her. If anyone cared.

She wanted to believe that they did, but it was hard to hold on to hope.

On the seventh day, the masked man returned.

"Get up. We're leaving."

She looked up at him, fear and confusion warring inside her.

"Where are we going?"

"Somewhere else. Now get up."

She stood, her legs trembling.

"Follow me."

He led her out of the room and down the hallway. They walked for what felt like miles, through tunnels and passageways, until they reached a door.

The masked man opened the door, revealing a tunnel lit by flickering torches.

"Go."

She stepped into the tunnel, her bare feet cold on the stone floor. The masked man followed, the door slamming shut behind them.

The tunnel was narrow and winding, and it seemed to go on forever.

Finally, they reached another door. The masked man opened it, and they stepped into a large, empty room.

The masked man closed the door and locked it.

"Stand there." He pointed to a spot in the middle of the room.

"W-why?"

"Because I said so."

She hesitated, then did as he commanded.

The masked man opened a cabinet, pulling out a long, thin rope.

"What are you doing?"

"You'll see."

He approached her, the rope held loosely in his hands.

"Don't move."

He began to wrap the rope around her, binding her wrists and ankles.

"Why are you doing this?"

"Because I can."

She struggled against the ropes, but they were too tight.

"Please, don't do this."

"You're my property. And I can do whatever I want with you."

She felt tears welling in her eyes.

"Please, just let me go."

"You'll never be free again in this life, slave."

The masked man stepped back, admiring his handiwork.

"Now, for the next part."

He pulled out a knife.

Her heart raced as she stared at the blade.

"Please, don't."

"You tried to escape. That deserves punishment. The rules are simple. When you behave, you will be treated well. But when you misbehave, you will be punished. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Good."

He approached her, the knife gleaming in his hand.

"I'll start with something small. To remind you who's in charge."

She flinched as he brought the knife to her shoulder.

"Hold still."

She squeezed her eyes shut as the blade cut into her skin.

It wasn't a deep cut, but it burned like fire. She bit back a scream, her body shaking.

"Don't move."

She forced herself to stay still, even as the pain radiated through her body.

He finished the cut and stepped back, admiring his work.

"There. Now you know what happens when you disobey." She looked down on herself. A wolf had been carved into her flesh, its jaws wide open.

"It's not deep, but it will leave a scar."

She could barely speak, her voice trembling.

"W-why are you doing this?"

He smirked, the expression visible through the mask.

"You're mine now. My property. And I will use you however I see fit."

She could only watch, helpless and terrified, as he came toward her.

The masked man stood in front of her, a predatory grin on his lips.

"So, you did quite well. I'm impressed."

He stroked her cheek with the back of his hand.

"How are you feeling?"

"Scared." She whispered. "Please, just let me go."

"We can't have that. No, you're staying with me."

His gloved fingers traced over her lips, the leather smooth and cool.

"Why are you doing this? Please, I don't have anything. My parents aren't rich. They can't pay a ransom. Let me go. I won't tell anyone."

He chuckled softly.

"A ransom? Oh no. You're far too valuable for that."

"Valuable?"

"You're my pet. My toy. And you're going to be very popular."

"Your... pet? What are you talking about?"

"You'll see."

He gripped her chin, his gaze meeting hers.

"First, though, you need to be punished. For your attempted escape."

"Please, don't."

"Shhh. It won't be bad. Not compared to what's coming."

She stared up at him, her heart hammering in her chest.

"Now, for your punishment..."

He released her chin and walked over to the wall, where a selection of tools hung.

"Choose. Whichever one you prefer."

She looked at the collection of knives, whips, and other implements, her blood running cold.

"I-I don't want any of them."

"It doesn't matter what you want. Choose, or I will."

She swallowed hard, her throat dry.

"The whip."

"Good choice."

He took down the whip and approached her, the leather coiled in his hand.

Because of the ropes, she couldn't run, couldn't escape.

"P-please, don't."

"You have to be punished. You disobeyed."

He moved behind her, his grip tightening on the whip.

"Count."

"W-what?"

"I said, count. With each stroke, you will count. Do you understand?"

"Y-yes."

"Good. Then let's begin."

He raised the whip, and she flinched as it cracked through the air.

"One."

The leather bit into her skin, the pain sharp and stinging.

"Two."

She gritted her teeth, tears welling in her eyes.

"Three."

Each stroke was worse than the last, and her voice was ragged by the time he finished. Tears streamed down her face as she counted, and her body shook with pain.

"There. All done."

The masked man set the whip aside, and she could feel blood trickling down her back.

"Now, for your reward."

"R-reward?"

"Yes. For behaving."

He moved in front of her and reached up, undoing his mask.

She gasped as he removed the mask, revealing his face. He was older than she expected, his hair silver and his face lined with age. But his eyes were dark and cruel, and she knew that he was enjoying this.

"Do you know who I am?"

"No."

"I'm a businessman. One of the most successful in the world. People are afraid of me - but for some I am their worst nightmare. The one thing they fear the most."

"I don't understand."

"You don't need to."

He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek.

"Don't worry. You'll get used to it. Just hold still."

She tried to pull away, but he held her in place, his grip firm.

"Now, let's take care of your wounds. Can't have you bleeding all over the place."

He released her and moved back to the wall, taking down a bottle and some clothes.

"This will sting, but it will stop the bleeding."

He returned to her and began to clean her wounds, his touch gentle despite the roughness of his hands.

The pain was intense, but she gritted her teeth and endured it. She had no other choice.

When he was finished, he stepped back, studying his handiwork.

"There. Good as new. Now, let's get you cleaned up."

He untied her and led her to a door, opening it to reveal a bathroom.

"Go ahead. Get cleaned up."

She hesitated.

"Are you going to watch me?"

"Yes."

She stared at him.

"Why?"

He didn’t answer.

She sighed.

"Please, just turn around."

He didn't move. She had no other choice, so she admitted defeat.

She turned around, got undressed slowly. It was completely different to when his wife had washed her. His eyes roamed over her naked form, taking in every detail.

"Beautiful. Very nice."

"Can I please have some privacy?"

"No."

She bit back a curse and entered the shower, turning on the water. It was warm, and she let it wash over her.

After a moment, she felt his cocktail pressed against her ass. Tears filled her eyes, and her body shook with fear.

"Please don't hurt me. Please, I'm sorry."

"Sorry? You haven't seen anything yet."

"Please."

He chuckled, a low, menacing sound.

"Begging will only make it worse. Do you know why? Because..."

She felt his hand between her legs, his fingers sliding into her.

"...It turns them on."

She let out a cry as his fingers penetrated her. She tried to pull away, but his grip was too strong.

"Please, don't. Please, stop."

"I like it when they beg. I like it when they're afraid."

She felt his fingers curl inside her, stroking her inner walls.

"So wet. What a nasty girl you are."

His voice was a low growl, and she felt his breath in her ear.

"Are you a virgin?"

"Not exactly."

"Not exactly?"

"My ex and I... we did stuff."

"Stuff? Like what?"

"Kissing, touching... parts. But we never had sex."

"Why not?"

"I didn't want to. Not yet."

"You didn't want to?"

"No."

"So, he's never had you?"

"N-no."

"Never felt this tight little pussy clench around his cock?"

She whimpered as his fingers slid in and out of her, his thumb stroking her clit.

"Never made you come?"

"No."

"And now, I get to be the first."

She bit her lip, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"Please. Don't do this."

"It's already done. You're mine now. And I'm going to enjoy using you."

She closed her eyes, trying to block out his words.

"Don't fight it. You'll only make it worse."

"Please."

His fingers moved faster, his thumb rubbing her clit. She tried to ignore the pleasure building inside her, but she couldn't. Her body betrayed her, and she felt her climax approaching.

"That's it. Come for me."

"I don't want to."

"It doesn't matter. You will."

She let out a moan as her orgasm washed over her, her body shaking.

"Good girl."

He pulled his fingers out of her and stepped back.

"Now, get cleaned up. We have a long night ahead of us."


She had showered, dried off, and was getting ready to be taken back to the room. She wasn't sure if it was morning or evening.

He handed her a glass.

"What is this?"

"Water. Drink. You'll need your energy."

She took the glass, drinking the water in one gulp.

"Thank you."

He didn't reply, taking the glass from her.

"Come with me."

She followed him out of the bathroom and back into the main room.

"Sit on the bed."

She did as he asked, sitting down on the edge of the bed.

He approached her, his gaze hungry.

"Take off your clothes."

She hesitated, then did as he asked. She slipped her shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor, followed by her pants. She sat there, naked and exposed, her heart racing.

"Spread your legs."

She spread her legs, revealing her pussy.

He smiled, his gaze moving over her body.

"Very nice."

He reached down, stroking her pussy.

"So wet."

She closed her eyes, trying to block out the pleasure, holding back tears.

"Please. Don't."

"I told you. It doesn't matter what you want. This is my choice. Your body is my property, and I will use it how I see fit."

His fingers slid inside her, stroking her inner walls.

"That's it. Let me hear those moans."

She bit her lip, trying to stay silent, but the pleasure was too much. She let out a moan as his fingers moved inside her.

"Oh god."

"That's it. Let me hear your moans."

She felt his cock pressing against her, and she flinched away.

"Please. Not that."

"You have no choice."

She closed her eyes, trying to block out the pleasure, the feeling of his fingers stroking her inner walls. But it was no use. The pleasure was too much.

"Oh god. Yes."

"Good girl."

His fingers moved faster, his thumb rubbing her clit. She felt her orgasm approaching, and she couldn't stop it.

"I'm going to come. Please. Don't."

"Come for me."

"I can't. It's too much."

"Come for me. Now."

His fingers moved faster, stroking her inner walls. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she couldn't hold back. She let out a cry as her orgasm washed over her, her body shaking.

"That's it. Good girl."

She gasped, her chest heaving.

"Please. Don't."

He smirked.

"That was just the beginning."


Chapter 5 – You're not a virgin anymore

She lay on the bed, her wrists and ankles tied.

"Please, don't do this."

"Quiet. You're mine, and I can do whatever I want."

He took off his clothes, revealing his naked body.

"Oh god. Please. I'm begging you. Don't do this."

His gaze was dark and predatory.

"You're my slave, and I will use you however I want."

He approached the bed, his cock hard.

"Please. I'm a virgin. I've never done this before."

"I don't care."

He leaned over her, his body pressing against hers.

"No. Please."

"You're mine. I will use you."

He slid his cock inside her, and she cried out.

"Stop! Please!"

He ignored her, thrusting in and out. She cried out, the pain intense.

"Stop! Please, stop!"

He didn't stop, his pace increasing.

"Please! Stop!"

"Quiet."

" Please! I'm begging you."

His pace increased, his cock sliding in and out. She screamed, tears streaming down her face.

"Please. I can't. I can't."

"Yes, you can. And you will."

"I can't. I can't."

"You will. And you'll learn to enjoy it."

"No. No."

He gripped her hips, his cock reaching deeper.

"No. Please."

"Say it."

"I can't. I can't."

He ignored her tears, her screams, her pain.

He growled, his cock slamming into her.

"No. Please."

She sobbed, her body shaking.

"I can't. I can't."

His pace increased, his cock started to pulse.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her skin. It burned.

"I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come."

"No. Please. Don't. Don't. I'm begging you. I'm begging you. I can't get pregnant. I can't."

His cock twitched, and he thrust into her.

"Shut up." One slap on her cheek, a warning.

He roared, his cock pulsing.

"Please. No."

He came inside her, filling her with his cum.

"No. Please. Don't."

"Too late."

"No."

He pulled out of her, his cum dripping from her pussy.

"See. That wasn't so bad."

She couldn't look into his eyes, just laying there, used like an object. Was this her life from now on?

He grinned, his expression cold.

"Get up, clean yourself."

"W-why?"

"There is another."

Her heart sank.

"What?"

"We have a party. More guests. You will be the main attraction."

"No. Please. No."

"Yes. Now, get up." He already got his clothes and was getting dressed.

"Please. No."

"Do you need to be punished?"

"No. No. I'll go. I'll do it."

"Then get up. Now."

"Yes. Yes." She had no choice.

He threw a cloth at her, and she started to clean herself.

"Good. There is a dress for you. Be ready in five minutes, your mistress is going to pick you up. And for god's sake - stop crying!"

The mistress took her time with her. She had bathed her, used perfumes and makeup on her. She had dressed her in a skimpy red dress, with a plunging neckline.

"There. All done. You're ready to meet your guests."

"My... guests?"

"Yes. They're all waiting for you. And they're very excited."

Fear and disgust coiled in her stomach.

"I don't want to. Please, don't make me do this."

The mistress shook her head, a disappointed look on her face.

"We've talked about this. You have no choice. Just behave - we will make sure you won't be harmed. We need you in good condition for our customers."

She bit back a sob.

"You're ready. Follow me."

The mistress led her down a hallway and into a large room, filled with people. Men and women, all dressed in fancy clothes. They were laughing and talking, the sound echoing off the walls.


Chapter 5 – The party

As she entered the room, they all turned to look at her. Her instinct was to hide, to run, but the mistress' grip was firm.

"There, there. Come on. We're all friends here."

The guests smiled and nodded, their gazes roaming over her body.

"Isn't she beautiful? Fresh, young, and ready for your enjoyment."

"Oh, yes. She's perfect."

The man were much older than her. She couldn't believe it. They were going to use her, hurt her. Without hesitation.

One of the men laughed, when she flinched back as he wanted to touch her.

"Perfect. Just like I like them. You did a good catch, my friend." He smiled over to her kidnapper, raising a glass.

"Here, here!" The other man said.

The mistress patted her back.

"Go and mingle. Enjoy yourself. And remember, we'll be watching."

She felt like she was going to be sick.

"Yes, Mistress."

The mistress released her, and she began to move through the crowd. The men reached out to her, touching her, pulling her close. She felt their dirty hands, their touch revolting.

"Such a pretty girl. So young."

"Look at those tits. So firm and round."

"And that ass. So tight and perfect."

"Mhmm. I can't wait to fuck her."

"Not yet. First, we need to drink."

They pulled her to a table, filled with glasses of wine.

"Here, have a drink."

She took the glass, her hand shaking.

"Go on. Drink up."

She hesitated.

"Drink."

"No."

"Obey."

"N-no."

The man smiled, his eyes cold.

"I told you. I love it when they fight."

He gripped her hair, his fingers digging into her scalp.

"Now, drink."

"Please. It hurts!"

"Fine."

He slapped the glass from her hand, and it shattered on the floor.

"No more wine for you. It's time for something else."

He grabbed her arm, his grip painful.

"No. Please."

"Come here, you little bitch."

"Let go!"

"Stop fighting. You know it's pointless."

He dragged her to his chair and threw her into it.

"Stay. If you don't behave, I will make you behave."

She was petrified.

"Good girl."

He sat down next to her, his hand resting on her thigh.

"Such soft skin."

She stopped fighting, with every touch she felt her free will drain out of her.

"Mhmm. Perfect."

He gripped her throat, his fingers digging into her flesh.

"Do you know why you're here?"

She shook her head.

"You're here because I paid for you."

"W-what?"

"That's right. I paid for your company. For the night."

"Why?"

"Because I can. Because I want to."

His hand moved between her legs, his fingers stroking her pussy. She cramped, trying to get away.

"Oh, yes. Such a fighter."

"Please."

"You're mine. Do you understand? Mine."

His fingers slid inside her, her pussy clenched around them.

"So tight. So perfect."

"No. Please. Stop."

"Shhhh. It's okay. Just relax. I'm not going to hurt you." He laughed. "Well, at least not yet." The men around him joined in laughter.

His fingers moved in and out of her, her pussy slick with juices, her body a traitor.

"There we go. You're ready for me."

He pulled his fingers out of her and stood up.

"Stand up."

She did as he asked, her body trembling.

"Good girl. Now, bend over."

She hesitated, her mind racing.

"Don't make me repeat myself."

She bent over, her hands resting on the chair. Her pussy wide open for the eyes of the guests.

"Mhmm. Yes. So beautiful."

She heard him unbuckle his belt, the sound sending a chill down her spine.

"Spread your legs."

She was filled with shame and pressed her legs tightly together. This pervert shouldn't touch her, it felt obnoxious.

"Spread them."

"I don't want to."

His hand gripped her hair, his fingers digging into her scalp.

"Now."

She spread her legs, her pussy open for him to see.

"Good girl."

She felt the head of his cock pressing against her, and then he slid into her.

"Oh god. Please."

"Fuck."

His cock stretched her, his hips moving slowly.

"Yes. Take it."

She closed her eyes, her body shaking in disgust. Her mind raced, trying to think of a way out. But she knew it was hopeless.

He moved faster, his cock thrusting in and out of her.

"So tight. So fucking tight."

She started to whimper, tears rolling down her cheeks.

"Yes. Good girl."

He pounded her, his hips slapping against her ass.

"That's it. Take it."

His cock throbbed inside her, and she knew he was close.

"Fuck."

He came, his cock twitching inside her.

"Such a good little whore." She felt sickened.

"Yes. Now, stand up. Turn around."

She stood up, his cum dripping down her thighs.

"Look at me."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with hate.

"Do you know what I want?"

She shook her head.

"I want you to kiss me."

"What?"

"Kiss me. On the lips."

She swallowed her disgust, and leaned in. Their lips met, and she felt his tongue slide into her mouth.

"Mhmm. So sweet."

She pulled back, her face flushed.

"Who allowed you to pull back?"

"No one."

"That's right. You're my slave. My toy. And I'll use you however I see fit."

She nodded, her body trembling.

"Now, tell me. Do you want to please me?"

"Yes."

"Say it. Say you want to please me."

"I want to please you." The words left her lips, feeling like acid on her tongue.

"Good girl."

He turned her around and smacked her ass.

"Now, sit down."

She sat down, her body trembling.

"That's a good girl."

He leaned down, his mouth next to her ear.

"Now, tell me. How many cocks have you sucked today?"

"What?"

"You heard me. How many cocks have you sucked today? And don't lie to me."

She hesitated, her mind racing.

"None."

"Good girl. And how many have you fucked?"

"You and my master." Shock spread through her as she realized the weight of her own words. Her master. A few days ago, she was a normal student, a virgin, and now she called a kidnapper her master. Her life was really fucked up.

"That's right. Two."

He reached down, his hand stroking her pussy.

"And how many would you like to fuck?"

"I-I don't know."

"Yes, you do."

"Five?"

"Wrong answer."

He gripped her hair, pulling her head back.

"Tell me. How many?"

"I-I don't know. As many as you want."

"Good girl. Now, beg me."

"Please. Please, let me suck your cock. Please, fuck me. Please."

He grinned, his eyes filled with lust.

"That's a good little slut."

He stood up and his cock, still dripping with cum and her own juice, was only inches away from her face.

"Now, suck my cock. Suck it deep. And swallow every drop of my cum."

She looked at him, his gaze dark and hungry. She licked her lips, and leaned in. Her tongue flicked over the head of his cock, tasting the salty-sweetness of his cum. She closed her eyes, her lips wrapping around his cock. A disgusting smell hit her nose, making her stomach clench, but she forced herself to take him deeper.

He groaned, his cock throbbing in her mouth.

"Yes. That's it."

She bobbed her head, sucking him, her tongue swirling over his shaft, his hand deep into her hair.

"Mmmm. Such a good little slut. Lick it clean, bitch."

She licked his cock, her tongue running along the length of his shaft.

The slap came out of nowhere, and her head was jerked back.

"Your face needs a little more color, slut!" He laughed, and his friends joined him. "Now, back to work."

She continued sucking him, her mind numb, her body obeying the commands without a second thought. She felt him grow hard again, his cock pulsing in her mouth.

"Fuck, I'm gonna come again. Your slut is really good."

The masked wolf smirked.

"Thanks, I chose her myself. And I'm glad, she pleases you so much."

"Fuck, it's my turn now. Come here, and bend over, slave.", another man said.

"Sure. You can have her after I'm done."

"Thanks, old man."

Her master looked from across the room at her.

"Are you ready, slut? Time to please another guest."


Chapter 6 – The auction

When the guests finally left, the mistress approached her, a stern look on her face.

"Well, well. It looks like you've had quite a night."

"Please, Mistress. I can't. Not again."

"Silence, girl."

"Please. Please, Mistress. No more."

"No more? I don't think you have a choice in the matter. Tomorrow is the auction. Our customers were very pleased that they were able to try you out beforehand."

Her eyes widened.

"Selling me? I thought I was just going to be a guest's property for a week."

"That's the idea, yes. But you've been such a good girl, and our customers have paid so much for you. We're going to make a fortune off you. Now, get to bed. You need your rest."

The next day, the mistress and her assistants bathed her, and perfumed her. They dressed her in a white lace dress, with matching stockings and heels.

"There. You're all set. Remember, just obey the instructions and you'll be fine."

"Yes, Mistress."

They led her out of the room, and down the hallway.

"Here we are."

They led her into a large room, filled with people. All sitting in chairs, facing a stage.

"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Welcome to our annual auction. Tonight, we have a very special treat for you."

A spotlight shined on her.

"Fresh, young, and sometimes a bit rebellious - We have, however, already shown her what the consequences entail - so you won't have any problems with her. Now, gentlemen: let the bidding begin."

A man held up a paddle.

"Five hundred."

"Six hundred."

"Eight hundred."

"One thousand."

The bidding continued, rising higher and higher.

"Four thousand."

"Six thousand."

"Eight thousand."

"Nine thousand."

"Ten thousand."

"Twelve thousand."

"Fifteen thousand."

"Twenty thousand."

"Forty thousand."

"Forty-five thousand."

"Fifty thousand."

"Seventy thousand."

"Two hundred thousand."

The room went silent. Everyone looked at the man in the second row. He was wearing a black suit, and a black silk mask covered his face.

"Two hundred thousand. Do I hear two hundred twenty-five?"

"Going once."

"Going twice."

"Sold!"

The man smiled. A shiver ran down her spine and she quickly averted her gaze. Was this now her life? The property of a stranger who treated her like a slave?

"Excellent."

He rose from his chair and approached the stage. He held out his hand.

"Come with me, slave."

She hesitated, looking at the mistress.

"Go on. Don't make him wait."

Her chains jingled as she climbed off the stage and walked towards the masked man.

"There's a good girl. Now, let's get out of here."

"Yes, sir."

He put his hand on the small of her back and led her out of the room.

"Come on, little girl, time to show you your new home."

She got blindfolded and he took her into the car.

"Sit there and don't move or I will make your first experience of punishment."

She sat down and felt the car drive off.


Chapter 7 – Your new home

After a while, the car stopped, and the door opened.

"Get out."

She got out of the car and stood in the cold air.

"This way."

She followed him, her chains jingling.

"There, we are."

He took off her blindfold, and she blinked. They were standing in front of a large mansion, the moonlight shining on the stone walls.

"Wow. What is this place?"

"It's your new home."

"Home?"

"That's right."

"But... but I thought I was going to be your slave."

"Oh, you are. But this is where you'll live."

"But..."

"Enough. Now, come with me."

"Yes, sir."

He led her to the front door and unlocked it.

"Inside."

She entered the mansion, her heart pounding.

"This way."

He led her down a hallway, and into a large room. The room was filled with furniture, and the walls were covered with paintings.

"This is where you'll sleep. And where I'll use you." His gaze roamed over her body, his eyes dark.

"And what about the other rooms? What are they for?"

"That's none of your business."

"I'm sorry, sir."

"Good. Now, get on the bed."

She climbed onto the bed; it was soft and comfortable.

"On your knees."

She kneeled on the bed, her hands resting on her thighs.

"Spread your legs."

"What?"

"Don't make me repeat myself."

"I-I'm not sure."

"I'll tell you what. If you spread your legs, I'll take off your chains."

"Really?"

She hesitated at first, but the thought of being free of her chains was too tempting.

"Okay."

She spread her legs, her pussy open for him.

"That's a good girl." He took a key out of his pocket and unlocked her chains.

"Thank you, sir."

"Now, stay still."

He climbed onto the bed, his hands moving over her body.

"You're a beautiful girl. And you're all mine."

"Yes, sir."

"But there's something I need to do first."

"What's that?"

He took out a collar and leash and fastened it around her neck.

"This. This will remind you that you're mine. And that you'll do as I say."

"I understand, sir."

"Good."

He stood up and walked towards the door.

"Are you hungry?", he asked gently.

Since she arrived in this hell, no one has been gentle to her - or even asked if she was hungry. Her stomach growled but she didn't trust him. Was this a trap? To test her?

"Answer me!"

"Y-yes, sir. I'm hungry."

"Very well. Wait here."

He left the room, and she lay back on the bed, her heart pounding.

After a few minutes, he returned, carrying a tray of food.

"Here. Eat."

She looked at the food. It was a plate of chicken, rice, and vegetables. Her mouth watered.

"What are you waiting for?"

"For your permission, sir."

"Oh, right. They trained you very good, hm?" His eyes gleamed with pride.

"Go ahead, eat."

"Thank you, sir."

She picked up the plate and began to eat. An explosion of flavor burst in her mouth. She had to control herself, not to just gulp the food down.

"Good, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir. Very good."

"Glad you like it."

He sat on the bed and watched her eat.

"So, tell me. What's your name?"

"My name?"

"Yes, your name."

"It's... my... name?"

"Don't play games with me. Tell me."

"My name is..." She no longer had a name. She had lost it when she lost her freedom. It echoed somewhere deep within her, unreachable, trapped.

"Yes?"

"My name is slave."

"Your real name."

"I don't have a real name, Sir."

He looked her in the eyes, a serious expression on his face.

"Fine. Then I'll give you one." He stood up and walked towards the window. A full moon hung in the sky, the light shining through the glass.

"Your name is Selene. It means moon."

"Selene?"

"That's right."

"Why Selene?"

"Because that's what you are. My moon. My light in the darkness."

His voice was filled with emotion, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. The moonlight illuminated his face, and she felt something inside her stir.

"Now, finish your meal. I want you to be strong for what I have planned for you tonight."

"Yes, sir."

As she finished her meal, she couldn't stop thinking about what he had said. His moon. His light. What did he mean by that?

"Sir, can I ask you a question?"

"Go ahead."

"Why did you buy me?"

"I told you. You're mine."

"But, why me?"

"Because you're special. You're different."

"Different how?"

"You're beautiful. But it's more than that. There's something about you. Something that calls to me."

She stared at him, her heart racing. She did not understand. Everyone told her, she was just flesh. Just a slave. But this man. This stranger. He called her special. He called her his moon. His light.

"I don't understand."

"It doesn't matter. You will soon enough."

He took the tray from her hands and put it on the floor.

"I want you to love me, Selene. To crave me, to need me. And when you do, you'll know. You'll understand."

"Yes, sir."

"Good. Now, let's begin."

He stepped forward, his eyes burning with desire.

"Kiss me."

She stood up and looked at him.

"Kiss me and mean it."

"I don't know what you mean..."

"You will."

She stepped closer to him, her heart exploding in her chest. She could smell his cologne, a musky scent. Her body trembled as she leaned forward, her lips brushing against his. He pulled her closer, his arms wrapping around her. She melted into him; her body pressed against his. She could feel his hardness, his desire. His tongue slid into her mouth, exploring, tasting. She moaned, her body responding to him.

"That's it. Now, let's get to the main event."

He picked her up and carried her to bed. He lay her down; his eyes filled with lust.

"You're a beautiful woman, Selene. I can't wait to taste every inch of you."

He climbed onto the bed and slowly pulled down her white dress.

"You're mine. All mine."

His hand caressed her breasts, his fingers rolling over her nipples. She shivered, her body tingling.

"Mmm. So responsive. I love it."

He lowered his head, his tongue flicking over her nipples. She gasped, her back arching.

He sucked her nipple into his mouth, his tongue swirling over the sensitive bud. She couldn't hold back a moan, her body aching with pleasure.

It was such a strong sensation.

He continued to suck her nipples, his hands moving lower, stroking her thighs. She trembled, her body craving more.

More? Every man before him just raped her, not caring about her or her feelings at all. But he was so gentle. So considerate. She felt something stir inside her. Something she had never felt before.

"I want to touch you, Selene. May I?" His gentle ask for permission made her suspicious. What if she just said no? Was this a trap?

He stopped in his movements.

"Selene, if you don't want this, you have to tell me."

She hesitated, her mind racing. She had sworn to fight, to resist. But was it worth it? Would she ever escape from this place? And what would happen to her if she refused him?

"I..." Fear, confusion, and a strange desire battled inside her.

"Do you want this, Selene? Do you want me to touch you?"

His voice was filled with emotion, his eyes locked on hers.

"I-I don't know. I don't know what I want."

"I understand. You're confused. Scared. Maybe I was too fast for the first day. We'll take it slow, okay? No pressure."

"O-okay." She was just so confused. What was happening?

"Let's get some sleep. You must be exhausted. I'll take care of you."

He reached up and turned off the light. She felt his arms wrapped around her, his body pressed against hers.

"Sleep, my moon. Sleep."

She closed her eyes, her body trembling. What had she gotten herself into?

He smiled as he held her in his arms, her body quivering. He had her now. She was his. His moon.

He couldn't wait to show her the world. To take her places she'd never dreamed of. To share the most intimate moments with her.

And, when the time was right, he'd make her his forever. Finally, after all these years.

She was his, and he was hers.
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