

Chapter 1: The Books That Whisper

The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the city far below and the occasional wet sound of skin on skin. David sat in the worn leather armchair that faced the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, the only light coming from a single brass lamp beside him. Its warm glow spilled across the pages of the heavy, leather-bound volume open in his lap, illuminating the dense, archaic prose that had become his nightly scripture.

120 Days of Sodom. One of his oldest and most treasured copies. The margins were filled with his own cramped notes—underlined passages, circled phrases, asterisks marking the methods he found most exquisite. His right hand moved steadily between his thighs, stroking his rigid cock with practiced patience while his left held the book steady. The words blurred slightly as pleasure built, but he forced himself to keep reading.

"...and the more the victims suffered, the greater the delight of their tormentors..."

A low groan escaped his throat. Thirty-two years old, outwardly unremarkable—lean build, sharp jaw, dark hair always neatly trimmed for the remote work meetings that paid for this quiet life—and yet here, in the sanctum of his apartment, he was something else entirely. A student of the great libertines. A disciple of the Marquis de Sade, of Bataille, of every modern author who dared describe the true geometry of pain and ecstasy.

His hand tightened around his shaft as he lingered on a particularly vivid scene: a young woman bound spread-eagle, her body offered up for systematic violation and torment. He imagined the sounds she would make. The way her eyes would widen when she realized there would be no mercy, no escape, only the long, slow unraveling of her dignity and her flesh. His strokes grew faster, slick with pre-cum. The fantasy sharpened—his hands on her wrists, his voice reading the passages aloud while she screamed around a gag.

He came hard, thick ropes spilling over his fist and onto the towel he’d laid across his lap. For a moment there was only the rush of release, the familiar thud of his heartbeat in his ears. Then the quiet returned, and with it the familiar hollow ache.

The books were no longer enough.

David wiped his hand clean, set the volume aside with reverence, and leaned back in the chair. His gaze drifted across the shelves. Hundreds of titles. First editions where he could find them, cheap paperbacks with cracked spines, printouts of obscure online erotica bound in black folders. Pain play manuals. Torture memoirs disguised as fiction. Clinical studies on breath control and suspension. He had read them all. Studied them. Memorized techniques, timing, the precise psychology of breaking a woman’s will.

Yet every orgasm left him emptier. The fantasies had grown so vivid, so real, that touching himself to ink on paper felt like a cruel joke. He wanted the sounds. The smells. The warm, living resistance of flesh under his hands. The moment when her eyes changed from defiance to animal terror to something broken and empty.

He stood, naked, and walked to the window. The city lights glittered below like distant stars. Somewhere out there were women who had no idea they were being watched, measured, desired for a higher purpose. He pressed his forehead against the cool glass.

“I need to live it,” he whispered. The words had become a mantra over the past months. “Just once. A real one. Someone soft and innocent. Someone who will fight at first… and then learn.”

His cock twitched again at the thought, already half-hard despite the recent release. He smiled faintly, a small, private expression that never reached his eyes during daylight hours.

Tomorrow he would go back to his mundane work calls, answer emails, maintain the careful mask of normalcy. But tonight the books still whispered. They always did.

David returned to the armchair, picked up Justine, and began to read again. His hand drifted back between his legs. The fantasies were evolving now. No longer vague, faceless victims. They had a shape. A future. A destination.

An isolated cabin. Soundproofed. Equipped with every tool his library had taught him to crave.

And a young woman—naked, bound, gagged—waiting for him to begin.

He closed his eyes and let the details bloom in the dark behind his lids. The fantasy felt so close he could almost taste her fear.


Chapter 2: The Girl Across the Hall

The hallway smelled of fresh paint and cardboard. David had been on his way back from the trash chute when the elevator doors opened and she stepped out, arms full of boxes stacked precariously high. She was balancing one with her chin, a set of keys dangling from her fingers.

“Shit—hold on,” she laughed, a bright, unselfconscious sound that cut through the stale apartment air.

He moved without thinking, the mask of the helpful neighbor sliding into place effortlessly. “Here, let me take some of those.”

She peeked around the tower of boxes. Mid-twenties, maybe twenty-five. Long chestnut hair pulled into a messy ponytail that had started to slip. Clear skin, wide hazel eyes, a smattering of freckles across her nose. Fit in the way people who walked everywhere in the city tended to be—lean legs in yoga pants, a simple gray tank top clinging to the gentle curve of her breasts. Innocent in a way that made something dark uncoil low in his stomach.

“Thanks so much,” she said as he relieved her of the top two boxes. “I’m Sara. Just moved in across from you—4B.”

“David. 4A.” He offered a polite smile, the kind that never quite reached his eyes. “Welcome to the building. It’s quiet, mostly. Good for… focusing.”

They walked the short distance down the hall together. She smelled faintly of vanilla and something warmer, like sun-warmed skin. He catalogued every detail: the delicate line of her throat, the way her arms flexed as she carried the remaining box, the soft sway of her hips. Perfect proportions. Responsive-looking. The kind of body that would mark beautifully under a whip.

She fumbled with the key to 4B, laughing again when it stuck. “New locks, new everything. Big city adventure, right?”

“Something like that,” he murmured.

He helped her carry the boxes inside. The apartment was a mirror of his own—same layout, same tired beige walls—but hers was already filling with color: throw pillows, plants, a half-unpacked easel in the corner. An artist, maybe. Or someone who wanted to be. Fresh. Optimistic. The kind of woman who still believed the world was mostly kind.

“Thanks again, David. I really appreciate it.” She wiped a strand of hair from her forehead and smiled up at him—open, trusting, completely unaware.

“No problem at all. If you need anything else—tools, a hand with furniture—just knock.” He lingered a second longer than necessary, imprinting her face in his memory, then stepped back into the hallway.

The door clicked shut behind her.

David stood motionless for a long moment, staring at the brass numbers on 4B. His pulse had kicked up. His cock was already thickening against the front of his jeans.

He returned to his own apartment, locked the door, and leaned back against it. The fantasy hit him like a freight train.

Sara.

Not some faceless girl from the pages of de Sade. Not the vague silhouettes he’d jerked off to for years. Her. Those wide hazel eyes watering with terror. That soft mouth stretched around a ball gag, muffling screams. Those lean legs forced wide apart by heavy spreader bars, ankles cuffed, trembling.

He crossed to the armchair, already unzipping his jeans. The book from last night still sat on the side table. He didn’t need it now.

In his mind, he saw the cabin. The reinforced metal frame he’d already begun planning. Sara naked, wrists chained high above her head, body stretched taut. He would start slow, the way the masters advised—let her believe there might be mercy. A gentle caress along her ribs. Then the first real slap. The first clamp biting into a tender nipple while he read to her from Justine, his voice calm as her tears fell.

His hand wrapped around his cock, stroking firmly as the images sharpened. He pictured stripping her himself in the cabin—peeling those yoga pants down her thighs, spreading her open on the cold metal. The way she would beg when he showed her the single-tail whip. The sounds she would make when he finally sank into her while she was still sobbing from the pain.

He imagined pressing his hand over her mouth and nose, controlling her breath while he pushed deeper, feeling her body clench in panic around him. The way her eyes would roll back just before he let her gasp for air.

“Fuck,” he hissed, stroking faster. His free hand gripped the arm of the chair until his knuckles whitened.

She had moved in right across the hall. Delivered herself to him like an offering.

He came with a guttural groan, spilling across his fist in thick pulses, the fantasy of Sara bound and broken burning behind his eyelids.

When the haze cleared, David cleaned up mechanically, but the hunger remained sharper than ever. The books had always been preparation. Now the subject had arrived.

He walked to the window again and stared at the city lights. A slow, predatory smile curved his lips.

Sara.

His Justine.

It was time to start planning in earnest.


Chapter 3: From Fantasy to Fixation

The days after Sara moved in blurred into a delicious new routine for David.

He adjusted his own schedule without conscious effort. Remote work gave him flexibility, and he used every minute of it. Mornings, he positioned himself near the peephole or lingered by his door with a coffee when he heard her stirring. Eight o’clock sharp most weekdays: the soft click of her lock, the jingle of keys, the faint scent of her vanilla body wash trailing down the hallway as she headed for the elevator. She usually wore simple professional clothes—blouses that hinted at the shape of her breasts, slacks or skirts that showed off those long, toned legs.

She returned around six, sometimes later if she stopped at the gym or grabbed groceries. He learned these patterns quickly. Tuesdays and Thursdays she carried a rolled-up yoga mat. Fridays she came home with takeout bags, humming softly to herself. Once, she dropped her keys in the hallway and cursed under her breath in a way that made his cock twitch.

He never approached her again. That single helpful encounter had been enough. Any more would risk seeming eager. Instead, he watched. He listened. And at night, when the building grew quiet, he fed the growing obsession.

On the third night, David sat in the armchair again, laptop open to a discreet browser tab and his favorite worn copy of Justine beside him. The screen showed a paused security forum thread about remote cabin rentals, but his mind wasn’t there yet. His hand was already inside his sweatpants, slowly stroking his hardening length as he replayed the morning’s glimpse of Sara—her ponytail swinging, the gentle bounce of her chest as she walked.

This time the fantasy had her face. Her voice.

He imagined ambushing her in the stairwell. The chloroform rag clamped tight over her mouth and nose from behind, her body bucking against him for those few frantic seconds before going limp. He pictured carrying her unconscious form over his shoulder, feeling the warmth of her skin through her clothes, the dead weight of her surrender. In the van, he would strip her immediately—cut the clothes away with a knife, cuff her wrists and ankles, spread her open on a blanket in the back while he drove the long hours to the mountains.

David’s breathing grew ragged. His hand moved faster.

In his mind, she woke up in the cabin exactly as he had planned: naked, stretched tight on the metal frame, limbs chained wide. He stood over her, reading aloud from 120 Days of Sodom while he ran a single-tail whip lightly across her belly, letting her feel the leather’s promise.

“You’ll be my greatest chapter,” he whispered to the empty room, voice hoarse. “Better than anything they wrote.”

He came hard, imagining the first real strike landing across her breasts, the way she would scream around the gag, the way her pussy would clench in terror when he finally pushed inside her. Thick ropes of cum spilled over his fist as the fantasy crested.

But even after the orgasm faded, the hunger only sharpened.

The next afternoon he timed his trip to the trash room perfectly. He heard her leave for an evening run—leggings hugging every curve, sports bra, earbuds in. When she returned an hour later, flushed and glowing with sweat, he was standing in his doorway sorting mail. She gave him a friendly wave and a breathless “Hey, neighbor,” before disappearing into 4B.

That night the fantasies grew darker, more detailed. He wanted to reenact specific scenes. The prolonged inspections from Justine. The methodical breaking of will described in the later parts of 120 Days. He pictured Sara on her knees in the cabin, wrists chained behind her back, learning to take him down her throat while he controlled her breathing with a hand fisted in what remained of her hair. He imagined the St. Andrew’s cross he would build, her body stretched taut, welts rising in perfect crimson lines across her ass and thighs as he whipped her between rounds of savage fucking.

He jerked off twice more before dawn, each time refining the plan. How long could he keep her? Two weeks? A month? The cabin would need supplies. Soundproofing. A discreet vehicle. Untraceable restraints.

By the end of the first week, the shift had happened. The fantasies were no longer enough to satisfy him. They had become blueprints.

David sat at his kitchen table that Sunday evening with a fresh notebook open. The first page already had a heading in his neat, precise handwriting:

Project Justine – Phase One: Observation & Planning

Below it, he began a list:

	Sara’s routine (8:05 departure, ~6:15 return, gym Tues/Thurs) 
	Building security cameras (weak points) 
	Chloroform acquisition & testing 
	Remote cabin options (minimum 3-hour drive, no neighbors, long-term availability) 
	Equipment checklist (cross-reference with 120 Days protocols) 


He leaned back, tapping the pen against his lip, a dark smile playing at the corners of his mouth. Across the hall, he could hear faint music drifting from her apartment. Something upbeat and hopeful.

Soon that music would stop.

Soon she would understand exactly what she had moved into.

David closed the notebook and stood, already half-hard again at the thought of her future screams.

It was time to move beyond fantasy.


Chapter 4: The Research Phase

David’s apartment had become a war room.

The kitchen table was covered with printed maps, browser tabs, and the black notebook that now carried the working title Project Justine on its cover. He worked late into the nights, the blue glow of his laptop screen the only light besides the single lamp over his reading chair. Normal work calls were handled on autopilot—his voice calm and professional while his mind catalogued restraints and isolation protocols.

The research began with the cabin.

He used layered VPNs and anonymous browsers, searching for long-term rentals far from any main roads. He needed isolation. No nosy neighbors. Minimal cell service. A place where screams wouldn’t carry. After three days of careful narrowing, he found it: a small, weathered property deep in the Sierra Nevada foothills. Three-and-a-half-hour drive. Owned by an absentee landlord who advertised it for “artists and writers seeking solitude.” Perfect cover. He contacted the owner through a burner email account, paid the first two months in cryptocurrency routed through multiple wallets, and arranged for a cash drop-off of the physical key with a local intermediary. No real names. No paper trail that could connect back to him.

David printed satellite images of the property and studied them for hours. Dense woods. A long dirt access road. No visible neighboring structures. He imagined driving up that road with Sara unconscious in the back of a rented van, her body already zip-tied and gagged for the journey.

The thought made him hard.

He stroked himself slowly at the table, eyes fixed on the images, picturing the moment he would carry her inside and strip her for the first time. The fantasy was so vivid he could almost feel her weight in his arms.

Next came the chloroform.

He read everything he could find—medical articles, underground forums, fictional accounts that seemed grounded in real technique. The key was proper concentration and application time. A soaked rag, pressed firmly over mouth and nose, held until resistance faded completely. He made careful notes on dosage, safety margins (he had no intention of losing her too early), and reversal methods in case he needed her awake and aware sooner. A supplier on a dark-web-adjacent site promised discreet shipping of lab-grade supplies under the guise of “solvent research.” He placed the order using yet another alias and cryptocurrency.

The equipment list grew into a meticulous spreadsheet.

	Heavy leather cuffs, steel-reinforced 
	Multiple gags (ball, ring, inflatable) 
	Single-tail whip, floggers, crops, canes 
	Full set of clamps with adjustable weights 
	Speculums (various sizes), large insertion toys, progressive stretching tools 
	Suspension hardware and ceiling hooks 
	Spreader bars (ankle and thigh) 
	Blindfolds, hoods, earplugs for total sensory control 
	Rope, chains, padlocks 
	Enema kit and cleaning supplies 
	Plastic bags and breath-control accessories 
	First-aid kit (for his own reference only) 


He cross-referenced every item against scenes in 120 Days of Sodom and Justine. The methodical progression of torment described by de Sade became his roadmap: start with psychological dominance and light pain, escalate to prolonged physical suffering, insertion, humiliation, and total breaking. He wanted Sara to experience the full arc. Not just a quick violation, but a systematic destruction of her spirit.

One evening, after a particularly productive research session, David leaned back in his chair and let the full fantasy wash over him. He freed his cock and stroked it with long, deliberate pulls as he imagined the alternative Sara had unknowingly escaped.

A picnic.

He had briefly entertained the idea—luring her out under the pretense of neighborly friendliness, perhaps drugging her drink somewhere semi-private. It would have been safer. Cleaner. Easier to explain if something went wrong.

But safety wasn’t the point.

“No,” he said aloud, voice low and rough with arousal. His hand moved faster. “It has to be real. The chloroform. The struggle. The moment she wakes up chained and naked and realizes no one is coming for her. That terror in her eyes… that’s what the books could never give me.”

He pictured her waking in the cabin, the exact expression she would make when she saw him standing over her with the first whip in hand. The way her body would jerk against the restraints. The muffled screams.

David came with a strangled groan, spilling across his stomach as the fantasy peaked. He sat there afterward, breathing hard, staring at the printed images of the remote cabin.

The polite approach was for cowards and amateurs. The great libertines of de Sade’s world did not ask permission. They took. They created their own morality through the suffering of the weak.

Sara had moved in across the hall for a reason. Nature had delivered her to him.

He wiped himself clean, opened a new page in the notebook, and wrote in bold, deliberate letters:

Decision: Authentic Abduction Only.

No picnic. No gentle lure.

Just the pure, terrifying reality of being taken.

David smiled into the quiet of his apartment. The research phase was nearly complete.

Soon, the real work would begin.


Chapter 5: Acquiring the Arsenal

David spent the next ten days turning fantasy into tangible reality, piece by piece.

He began with the easier, less traceable purchases. Online orders shipped to a private mailbox service under yet another alias. Heavy leather wrist and ankle cuffs with steel D-rings arrived first—thick, padded for prolonged wear, yet strong enough that no amount of struggling would loosen them. He tested them on his own wrists in the apartment, pulling hard against the chains he’d anchored temporarily to a structural beam. The resistance felt perfect.

Next came the gags. A thick black ball gag with adjustable straps. A ring gag that would keep her mouth forced open. An inflatable bit gag for when he wanted her truly silenced. He tried each on himself briefly, imagining Sara’s soft lips stretched around them, drool already slipping down her chin as she begged with her eyes.

The impact toys were ordered from specialty BDSM sites that asked few questions. A beautifully balanced single-tail whip with a braided leather handle. Two floggers—one soft suede for warm-up, one vicious with knotted falls. Several crops and canes of varying thickness. He practiced swings in the living room, the whistle of the single-tail cutting the air and making his cock throb.

Clamps followed: adjustable nipple clamps with vicious teeth and dangling weights. A set designed for more intimate areas. He tested the pressure on his own skin, hissing at the bite, and pictured them biting into Sara’s tender nipples and clit while she writhed.

Larger items required more care. The speculums—both vaginal and anal varieties in increasing sizes. A collection of thick dildos and plugs for progressive stretching. An enema kit. Blindfolds, full hoods, and earplugs for total sensory deprivation. A portable TENS unit with multiple pads. A set of sterile needles for precise, controlled piercing play. He ordered everything through layered accounts, paying in crypto, and had the heavier shipments routed through multiple drop points.

The St. Andrew’s cross was his proudest creation. He bought the lumber and hardware locally, paying cash, and assembled the X-shaped frame in the living room one weekend with the blinds drawn. It was sturdy, adjustable, with attachment points at every strategic location. He stood back and admired it, already visualizing Sara strapped to it, body stretched taut and exposed, back arched in agony and invitation.

For the van, he used a legitimate rental company under a fake ID he’d prepared months earlier for “just in case” scenarios. A plain white cargo van—nondescript, with plenty of room in the back for a bound woman and his growing collection of tools. He tested the locks and the privacy of the rear compartment.

But the true test came with multiple trips to the cabin.

He drove up twice during the week, leaving before dawn and returning late. On the first trip he installed heavy steel hooks into the main room’s ceiling beams and walls—reinforced for suspension. He tested the sound isolation by playing loud music and screaming at the top of his lungs. The dense forest and distance swallowed everything. Perfect.

On the second trip he brought the cross frame in pieces and assembled it in the corner of what would become the playroom. He mounted the suspension points, tested the chains, arranged the metal bed frame he’d prepared. He stood in the center of the room and breathed in the cool, pine-scented air.

This was where it would happen.

That night, back in his apartment, David could barely contain himself. He laid out several of the new acquisitions on his bed and stroked his cock slowly, deliberately, while he ran through the checklist again.

He imagined Sara’s reaction to each item. The way her eyes would widen at the sight of the single-tail. The muffled sounds she would make when he forced the speculum inside her and opened her wide for inspection. The desperate gasps when he cut off her air with a plastic bag while buried deep inside her stretched cunt. The full-body thrashing when the whip finally kissed her skin.

He came twice that night, the second orgasm so intense he saw stars. Afterward, he lay on the bed surrounded by the tools of his future pleasure, breathing hard and smiling up at the ceiling.

Everything was falling into place.

The cabin was nearly ready. The van was reserved. The arsenal was assembled.

All that remained was the perfect moment to take her.

Sara had no idea that her new neighbor was no longer simply watching.

He was preparing her altar.


Chapter 6: Preparing the Hell

The final trip to the cabin felt like a pilgrimage.

David left the city well before sunrise, the rented van loaded with the last of the supplies. The drive up the winding mountain roads was quiet except for the low hum of the engine and the occasional rustle of chains and leather in the cargo area. By the time he pulled onto the long dirt driveway, the sun was just cresting the trees, painting the isolated property in pale gold light.

He worked methodically.

First, the supplies. He stocked the small kitchen with non-perishables for himself—canned goods, protein bars, coffee. For Sara, he prepared a far more limited selection: a few bottles of water, some plain rice and oatmeal, nutrient bars. Nothing that would give her strength. Just enough to keep her alive for the duration he intended. Cleaning supplies went under the sink—bleach, disinfectant, gloves. A small first-aid kit sat on a high shelf, mostly for show. He had no plans to play doctor beyond the minimum necessary to prolong her suffering.

In the playroom, he arranged everything with care. The St. Andrew’s cross stood in one corner like a dark altar. Chains hung from the ceiling hooks at precise heights. The metal bed frame was bolted to the floor, fitted with heavy eyelets for wrist and ankle restraints. He laid out the toys on a sturdy table: whips, clamps, gags, speculums, the TENS unit, needles, spreader bars, hoods. The single-tail whip hung from a hook on the wall, ready.

He tested every attachment point. Every lock. Every length of chain. He even strapped himself briefly to the cross, pulling against the restraints until the leather bit into his wrists, imagining how much more beautifully Sara’s softer body would look stretched there.

When the physical setup was complete, David sat in the center of the room on a simple wooden chair and opened 120 Days of Sodom. His voice echoed slightly off the bare walls as he read aloud, practicing the calm, almost professorial tone he intended to use with her.

“The true libertine finds his greatest pleasure not in simple lust, but in the complete dominion over another soul… in the systematic destruction of all that makes her human…”

He read passage after passage, letting the words fill the empty space. In his mind, Sara was already there—naked, trembling, listening to every syllable while clamps bit into her flesh and his hand controlled her breath. He grew hard as he spoke, the fantasy so potent he could almost hear her muffled whimpers.

When he finally closed the book, the sun had moved across the sky. He stood and walked slowly around the room, running his fingers over the cold metal of the frame, the supple leather of the whip, the smooth surface of the largest speculum.

This was no longer hypothetical.

He stopped in the center of the room and spoke aloud, voice steady and certain.

“A picnic would have been theater. A polite lie.” He smiled faintly. “This must be real. The chloroform. The struggle. The moment she wakes up here—naked, bound, gagged—and realizes that no one is coming. That she belongs to me now. The terror in her eyes when she understands it’s not a game… that is the essence.”

His cock strained against his pants at the thought. He freed himself and stroked slowly, standing in the middle of the room he had built for her destruction. The fantasy played out in vivid detail: Sara’s first scream when she woke. The way her body would arch when the whip landed. The desperate, gasping sounds she would make when he cut off her air while buried deep inside her stretched and aching cunt. The slow, inevitable breaking of her spirit over days and weeks.

He came with a low groan, spilling onto the concrete floor he would soon make her clean with her tongue.

Afterward, he cleaned the evidence meticulously—true to the fastidious nature that had served him so well in planning. He made one final walkthrough, ensuring everything was perfect, then locked the cabin behind him.

The drive back to the city felt different. Charged. Final.

When he returned to his apartment that night, he stood in the hallway for a long moment, staring at the door marked 4B. Soft light glowed underneath it. He could hear faint music again.

David smiled in the dim corridor, the weight of the cabin key heavy in his pocket.

Everything was ready.

The only thing left was to take her.


Chapter 7: The Authentic Abduction

The night arrived with perfect clarity.

David had been watching Sara’s routine long enough to know her patterns. Friday nights were often later ones—she sometimes met friends after work or lingered at a café with a book. Tonight, the timing aligned like fate. He had seen her leave that morning in a simple black dress that hugged her figure. She still hadn’t returned by ten o’clock.

He was ready.

The white van was parked two blocks away in a dimly lit spot with no cameras. He wore dark clothes, gloves, and a baseball cap pulled low. In his pocket was the small glass bottle of chloroform and several clean rags. His heart hammered with a mixture of ice-cold focus and white-hot arousal as he waited in the shadows of the apartment hallway near the stairwell—the blind spot he had identified weeks earlier.

Every minute stretched. He rehearsed the motion in his mind: left arm around her torso to pin her arms, right hand clamping the soaked rag over her mouth and nose. Hold firm. Count the seconds. Feel her fight… then surrender.

At 10:47 p.m., the elevator dinged.

Sara stepped out, looking slightly flushed, possibly from a drink or two. Her black dress clung to her hips and thighs. She carried a small purse and her keys. She looked tired but content, completely unaware of the predator waiting ten feet away.

David’s breath caught. His cock was already half-hard with anticipation.

She walked toward her door, keys jingling softly. The moment she passed the shadowed alcove, he moved.

He struck from behind with practiced speed. His left arm snaked around her ribcage, pinning her arms to her sides and pulling her back against his chest. His right hand pressed the chloroform-soaked rag firmly over her mouth and nose.

Sara jerked violently, a muffled scream vibrating against his palm. She thrashed, dropping her keys and purse, her legs kicking wildly. Her body was stronger than he had expected—pure panic giving her surprising power. She bucked and twisted, the back of her head banging against his shoulder, a desperate, animal sound escaping around the rag.

“Shhh,” he whispered against her ear, voice low and almost tender. “It’s okay. You’re going to be perfect.”

The struggle lasted longer than in his fantasies—nearly forty-five seconds of frantic resistance. Her heels scraped the floor. Her body writhed against him, her ass grinding unintentionally against his now fully erect cock. The feeling was intoxicating. Then her movements grew weaker, more uncoordinated. Her legs buckled. A final, soft whimper, and she went limp in his arms.

David held her for a few extra seconds, savoring the dead weight of her unconscious body against him, the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the sharp chemical tang of chloroform. His heart was pounding so hard he felt dizzy. He checked her pulse—steady. Breathing shallow but present. Good.

He moved quickly.

He scooped her up in a fireman’s carry, her limp form draped over his shoulder. Her dress rode up, exposing the smooth skin of her thighs. He grabbed her dropped purse and keys, then carried her down the back stairs to avoid the elevator. Every creak of the steps sent a jolt of adrenaline through him. If someone opened a door right now—

No one did.

The walk to the van felt eternal and electric. He loaded her into the back, laying her on the blanket he had prepared. Working with practiced efficiency, he stripped her dress off completely, leaving her in just her bra and panties. He zip-tied her wrists behind her back, then her ankles. A thick cloth gag went between her teeth, tied securely. He added a blindfold for good measure. Finally, he covered her with another blanket and secured her body with bungee cords so she wouldn’t roll during the drive.

He stood back for a moment, breathing hard, staring at the bound and unconscious young woman in the back of his van.

“Mine,” he whispered.

He closed the doors, got in the driver’s seat, and pulled away from the curb. The city lights faded behind him as he merged onto the highway heading toward the mountains.

The long drive was a strange, heady mixture of terror and euphoria. Every set of headlights in his rearview mirror made his stomach tighten. But with every mile, the fear gave way to a deep, primal satisfaction. Sara lay helpless behind him. No one knew. No one was coming.

About an hour in, he pulled over at a quiet rest stop to check on her. She was still out, breathing steadily. He adjusted the gag and ran his gloved hand slowly down her nearly naked body, cupping her breast, tracing the curve of her hip, slipping his fingers briefly between her thighs to feel the warmth there.

“You’re going to be my Justine,” he told her unconscious form, voice thick with lust. “Every scene from the books. Every torment. Every scream. You were made for this.”

He climbed back into the driver’s seat and continued the drive, the cabin waiting like a dark promise in the mountains ahead.

By the time he turned onto the dirt road, the sky was beginning to lighten. Sara was still deeply unconscious.

David smiled as the isolated cabin came into view.

The real work was about to begin.


Chapter 8: Awakening

Sara woke to darkness and terror.

Her head throbbed with a chemical fog. The first thing she registered was the cold—biting, unrelenting metal against her bare skin. Her arms were stretched high above her head, wrists locked in thick cuffs attached to chains. Her legs were forced wide apart, ankles secured to the corners of what felt like a metal frame. A thick gag filled her mouth, straps tight around her head. She was completely naked.

A raw, animal sound tore from her throat, muffled into nothing by the gag. She thrashed wildly, chains rattling, body arching and twisting against the unyielding restraints. The panic was immediate and total. This wasn’t a nightmare. The cold air on her exposed breasts and between her spread thighs was real. The ache in her shoulders and hips was real.

She screamed again—louder, desperate. The sound barely carried beyond her own ears.

David watched from the doorway for nearly twenty minutes, hidden in shadow, cock already straining against his pants. He had let her wake alone on purpose. The first terror, the dawning realization with no one there to explain or comfort, was crucial. He wanted her mind to break a little before he even stepped into the light.

When her struggles began to weaken into exhausted sobbing, he finally moved.

The overhead light clicked on—harsh, clinical. Sara’s eyes widened in horror as he stepped into view, calm and composed in a dark button-down shirt and slacks, as if this were simply another ordinary evening.

“Good morning, Sara,” he said softly, voice gentle, almost affectionate. “Or perhaps I should call you Justine. You’ve been chosen for something very special.”

She screamed again behind the gag, thrashing violently enough that the frame creaked. Tears streamed down her face. David approached slowly, savoring every second of her terror. He stopped beside the metal frame and let his gaze travel openly over her naked body—pert breasts rising and falling rapidly with panicked breaths, flat stomach quivering, smooth pussy exposed and vulnerable between her forcibly spread legs.

“Shhh. Struggling will only tire you out faster.” He reached out and brushed a tear from her cheek with surprising tenderness. Then his hand moved lower, cupping one breast, thumb brushing across the nipple. It hardened involuntarily under his touch. “Beautiful. Even better than I imagined while I watched you across the hall.”

Sara’s eyes were wild with panic and confusion. She tried to speak, to beg, but the gag turned everything into incoherent, drooling sounds.

David leaned closer. “You’re here because I need to live what the books only describe. De Sade. The great libertines. All those nights I spent reading about true pleasure—the kind that requires complete power over another. You’re going to help me experience that, Sara. Every chapter. Every torment.”

He slid his hand down her stomach, fingers tracing lightly over her mound before cupping her exposed sex. She jerked and whimpered. He explored her slowly, clinically at first, then with growing hunger—parting her folds, feeling the unwilling warmth there.

“Already getting wet from fear,” he murmured, almost impressed. “The body knows what the mind refuses to accept.”

Sara sobbed harder. David removed the gag briefly, letting the strap hang loose.

“Please,” she gasped immediately, voice hoarse and broken. “Please, God, let me go. I won’t tell anyone. I swear. Just let me go—”

He silenced her with a firm hand over her mouth and nose, cutting off her air completely. Her eyes bulged. She bucked against the restraints as he held the smother for several long seconds, watching her panic peak.

“Begging already?” he said softly when he finally released her. She gasped desperately for air. “That’s only the beginning. You’ll learn to beg so much more beautifully.”

He replaced the gag, tightening it until her sounds were properly muffled again. Then he continued the inspection—twisting both nipples until she cried out, delivering several sharp, stinging slaps to the insides of her thighs that left red handprints. Each impact made his cock throb.

Finally, he picked up his worn copy of Justine from the nearby table and opened it to a marked passage.

“Listen carefully,” he said, voice calm and philosophical as he read aloud while his free hand continued to roam her body—pinching, stroking, exploring every inch of her exposed and helpless form.

“The pleasure of the tormentor is in direct proportion to the suffering of the victim… Virtue is punished so that vice may flourish…”

Sara’s tears flowed freely as he read, his fingers occasionally dipping between her spread legs or twisting a sore nipple to emphasize a point. When he finished the passage, he set the book aside and leaned down, pressing a almost gentle kiss to her forehead.

“You’re going to be magnificent,” he whispered. “I’ve waited so long for this.”

He turned off the overhead light, leaving only a faint red bulb glowing in the corner, and walked to the door.

“I’ll be back soon, Justine. Rest while you can. You’re going to need it.”

The heavy door closed behind him with a solid thud, plunging Sara back into near-darkness. Alone. Naked. Bound. Spread. And utterly at his mercy.

In the hallway outside the playroom, David leaned against the wall, breathing hard, his erection aching. The first taste had been even better than he had dreamed.

He smiled in the dim corridor.

The real descent had only just begun.


Chapter 9: The First Touches

David returned after several hours.

Sara had thrashed herself into exhaustion by then. Her wrists and ankles were raw from pulling against the unyielding cuffs, her body covered in a sheen of cold sweat despite the chill in the room. When the door opened and the overhead light clicked on again, she jerked awake with a muffled scream, eyes wide and bloodshot.

He carried a small tray—water, a bit of plain oatmeal. He set it down and studied her for a long moment, drinking in the sight of her helpless, spread-eagled form.

“Hungry?” he asked calmly.

She nodded frantically, tears already spilling again.

He removed the gag. “You’ll eat when and how I decide. Open your mouth.”

She obeyed out of desperate need, only to have him spoon the lukewarm oatmeal directly onto her tongue by hand. Some of it dribbled down her chin onto her breasts. He fed her slowly, deliberately, forcing her to accept each bite from his fingers. When she had finished the small portion, he held a bottle of water to her lips, making her drink while he watched her throat work.

“Good girl,” he murmured, wiping a stray drop from her lower lip with his thumb. “You’re learning already.”

He replaced the gag loosely for now and began the inspection in earnest.

His hands roamed her body with clinical thoroughness at first—squeezing her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples until they stood out stiff and aching, tracing the lines of her ribs and hips. He commented aloud the entire time, as if dictating notes for one of his precious books.

“Excellent muscle tone. Responsive nipples. Skin marks beautifully.” His hand slid lower, cupping her exposed pussy again. This time he parted her folds with two fingers, exploring her slowly, clinically. “Tight. Naturally wet from fear. The body betrays the mind so eagerly.”

Sara whimpered and tried to twist away, but the restraints held her wide open. David’s touch grew less clinical as his arousal built. He pushed two fingers inside her, pumping slowly, curling them to find the sensitive spot that made her hips jerk involuntarily.

“Stop—please—” she begged around the gag when he loosened it again.

“Shhh.” He pressed his free hand firmly over her mouth and nose, cutting off her air while his fingers continued working inside her. Her eyes bulged. Her body bucked. He held the smother for several long seconds before releasing her, letting her gasp desperately while he kept fingering her.

“You don’t get to tell me what to do anymore, Justine.”

He repositioned her slightly—unclipping her ankles only to force her legs even wider with a heavy spreader bar, locking it in place. Then he adjusted the chains on her wrists so her back arched more dramatically, breasts thrust upward. He stepped back to admire the new pose, cock straining visibly against his pants.

“Perfect,” he whispered.

He retrieved a small vibrator from the table and turned it on. The low buzzing filled the room. Sara’s eyes widened in fresh panic as he pressed it firmly against her clit.

“No—no please—!”

The vibrations hit her sensitive flesh relentlessly. David held it there with one hand while the other roamed—twisting nipples, slapping her inner thighs, occasionally smothering her mouth and nose again to heighten every sensation. Her body betrayed her within minutes. She fought it, sobbing and begging, but the forced pleasure built anyway.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, voice low and dark. “Come for me, my little libertine experiment. Show me how your body already belongs to me.”

Sara came hard, hips jerking against the spreader bar, a long, broken wail escaping around the gag as waves of unwanted orgasm crashed through her. Tears streamed down her face the entire time.

David watched with rapt fascination, his own cock leaking pre-cum. When her orgasm finally subsided into shuddering aftershocks, he removed the vibrator and gently stroked her dripping pussy with his fingers.

“Beautiful,” he said softly. “The first of many.”

He left the spreader bar in place and the gag tightened again. Before leaving, he leaned down and kissed her tear-streaked forehead once more.

“Rest, Justine. We’re only getting started.”

The light clicked off. The door closed.

In the darkness, Sara broke down into silent, shaking sobs, the humiliating echo of her forced pleasure still ringing in her ears.

Outside the room, David leaned against the wall, breathing hard, already planning the next session.

She still had fight left in her.

He was going to enjoy breaking every last bit of it.


Chapter 10: The First Mark

David returned less than two hours later, carrying the single-tail whip and a sturdy leather paddle.

Sara’s eyes tracked him with raw terror as he entered the room and turned on the harsh overhead light. She had been left in the spreader bar position, legs forced painfully wide, body aching from the previous session. The dried tear tracks on her face only made her look more vulnerable.

“Time to begin marking you properly, Justine,” he said calmly, setting the toys down where she could see them. “The books are very clear on this point—pain must be methodical. Memorable.”

He released her ankles from the spreader bar only to immediately flip her onto her stomach, re-securing her wrists higher and her legs wide again. The new position left her ass raised and completely exposed, her face pressed against the cold metal frame.

The first blows were by hand—sharp, stinging spanks across both cheeks that echoed loudly in the room. Sara screamed into the gag with each impact, her body jerking. David took his time, alternating sides, watching the skin bloom pink, then red.

“You mark so well,” he murmured appreciatively.

He switched to the paddle next. The heavy leather cracked against her flesh with meaty thuds that made her sob uncontrollably. Ten strokes. Twenty. Her ass turned a deep, angry crimson, welts beginning to rise. Every time she screamed particularly loudly, he pressed his hand over her gagged mouth and nose, smothering her until her struggles grew frantic, only releasing her right before she blacked out.

When her ass and upper thighs were thoroughly reddened and burning, he picked up the crop.

The thin leather snapped against her already tender skin with vicious precision—across the backs of her thighs, the curve of her ass, even carefully across the sides of her breasts as he reached underneath her. Each strike left a bright red line that would bruise beautifully later.

Sara was openly weeping now, broken, guttural sobs shaking her entire body.

David’s cock was painfully hard. He stripped off his clothes, freeing his thick erection, and climbed onto the frame behind her. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slick, swollen pussy lips, coating himself in her unwilling arousal.

“This is what you were brought here for,” he told her, voice thick with lust. “To be used. To be marked inside and out.”

He pushed into her in one long, relentless thrust.

Sara screamed behind the gag as he filled her completely. David groaned in pure pleasure, burying himself to the hilt in her tight heat. He began to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes—pulling nearly all the way out before slamming back in, his hips slapping against her bruised ass with every thrust.

His hand wrapped around her throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict her air while he fucked her harder. “Feel that? This is real. No books. No fantasies. Just you and me.”

Sara thrashed and choked, her vision spotting as he choked and fucked her in rhythm. He released her throat just as she was about to pass out, only to do it again moments later. The combination of pain, violation, and breath control pushed her into a second, humiliating forced orgasm around his cock. Her walls clenched tightly as she came, sobbing the entire time.

David lost himself in the sensation. He fucked her brutally through her orgasm, chasing his own release. When it hit him, he buried himself deep and came with a guttural groan, flooding her pussy with thick, hot spurts of cum.

He stayed inside her for a long moment afterward, catching his breath, before finally pulling out. A thick trail of his seed leaked from her used hole, dripping down her thighs onto the frame—a deliberate, degrading sight.

He stepped back to admire his work: her thoroughly marked ass and thighs, the cum leaking from her, the way her body trembled with exhausted sobs.

“Perfect,” he whispered.

David quickly re-secured her in the original spread-eagle position and loosened the gag slightly so she could breathe more easily, but not enough to speak clearly. He picked up his notebook and began writing in meticulous detail—describing every mark, every sound she had made, how her body had responded to the impact and the penetration, how the breath play had intensified her orgasms.

He compared it favorably to several scenes in Justine and 120 Days, noting where reality had surpassed the text.

When he finished, he looked down at Sara’s broken, tear-stained face.

“The first real mark,” he said softly. “There will be so many more.”

He left her there—marked, leaking, and utterly shattered—turning off the light as he closed the door behind him.

In the darkness, Sara’s quiet, hopeless sobbing filled the cold room.


Chapter 11: Lessons from the Libertines

David returned the next morning carrying his well-worn copy of Philosophy in the Bedroom and a selection of clamps.

Sara looked wrecked. Her eyes were puffy from crying, her body marked with fading handprints and crop welts, dried cum still crusted on her inner thighs. She flinched violently when the light came on, a broken whimper escaping around the gag.

“Time for your education, Justine,” he announced calmly, setting the book down. “The great libertines understood that pain and pleasure are not opposites. They are partners. And the strong have a moral duty to instruct the weak.”

He released her from the frame and forced her into a new stress position: wrists cuffed behind her back, then attached to a chain from the ceiling that kept her arms painfully high. He used the heavy spreader bar on her ankles again, forcing her legs wide. The position arched her back and thrust her breasts forward while making her thighs tremble from the strain.

Perfect.

David opened the book and began to read aloud in his measured, philosophical tone. His free hand roamed her body as he spoke.

“Nature has given the strong the right to possess the weak… Suffering is the natural state of the inferior…”

He selected a pair of vicious nipple clamps and attached them slowly, one by one. Sara screamed into the gag as the teeth bit down. When she had adjusted to the pain, he added small weights that tugged downward, making her whimper continuously.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, giving the chain between them a light tug. “Thank me for teaching you.”

When she only sobbed, he pressed his hand firmly over her gagged mouth and nose, cutting off her air until she nodded frantically. He released her.

“Thank you,” she gasped the moment the gag was loosened.

“Good girl.” He replaced the gag and continued reading.

The passage grew darker as he described the joys of prolonged torment. He attached a clit clamp with a weight as well, the sharp bite making her jerk and sob. He alternated between reading and torment—tugging the clamps, slapping her breasts and inner thighs, occasionally smothering her with his palm while he pulled the chains.

“Repeat after me,” he commanded, loosening the gag again. “I exist for your pleasure.”

“I… exist for your pleasure,” she whispered hoarsely, voice cracking.

“Louder.”

“I exist for your pleasure!”

David smiled and spat directly onto her clamped nipple, rubbing the saliva in with his thumb. More spit followed—onto her other breast, her stomach, and finally onto her exposed, clamped pussy. He smeared it around with his fingers, mixing it with her own reluctant wetness.

“In the books, the victims eventually learn to embrace their suffering,” he told her, eyes gleaming. “Some even come to crave it. Will you, Justine? Will you learn to thank me for every mark, every violation?”

He tugged the clit clamp sharply. Sara screamed. He smothered her again until her struggles weakened, then released her to gasp for air.

The reading continued for what felt like hours to Sara. Long passages on the superiority of the strong, the natural order of predator and prey, the beauty of breaking innocence. With every new philosophical point, David added a new layer of torment—more weight on the clamps, his fingers probing her stretched and sore pussy, occasional sharp slaps.

By the time he finally closed the book, Sara was shaking uncontrollably, drool and tears covering her chin, the clamps sending constant waves of pain through her body.

David removed the clamps one by one, rubbing the abused flesh roughly as blood rushed back in, causing fresh agony. He lowered her arms but left her in the spreader bar, then stepped close and pressed his hard cock against her lips after removing the gag.

“Open. Show me what you’ve learned.”

Too exhausted and terrified to resist, Sara obeyed. He slid into her mouth, fucking her face slowly while stroking her hair almost tenderly.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised as he used her. “My perfect little libertine experiment.”

When he finished, he came across her face and breasts, marking her again.

He left her bound in the stress position, covered in his spit and cum, clamps removed but welts and bruises fresh.

“Rest and reflect on today’s lesson,” he said softly from the doorway. “There will be many more.”

The light went out.

Alone in the dark, Sara’s mind fractured a little further. The philosophical words echoed in her head alongside the burning pain and the taste of him.

She was starting to understand just how completely she belonged to him now.


Chapter 12: The Whip’s Kiss

David could no longer wait.

The philosophical lessons had been necessary, but his hunger had grown sharper, more feral. He entered the room carrying the single-tail whip, a heavy flogger, and a length of rope. Sara’s eyes locked onto the whip immediately. She began shaking before he even touched her.

“Today we move beyond theory,” he said, voice low and rough with anticipation. “Today you learn what the whip feels like.”

He released her from the stress position and forced her to stand. Arms stretched high and chained to a ceiling hook. Legs forced wide with the heavy spreader bar. The position left her entire body vulnerable—back, ass, thighs, breasts, and stomach all exposed. He stepped back to admire the sight, his cock already rock-hard.

“Beautiful,” he breathed.

He started with the flogger—warm-up strokes across her back and ass. The heavy falls thudded against her skin, turning it pink. Sara whimpered and jerked with each impact. David quickly escalated, switching to the single-tail.

The first real lash landed across her upper back with a sharp crack.

Sara screamed.

“Count them,” he ordered.

When she only sobbed, he pressed the whip handle against her throat and smothered her mouth and nose with his other hand until she gasped out “One… thank you.”

He smiled darkly. “Good girl.”

The whipping intensified. Lash after lash landed across her back, her ass, the backs of her thighs. He was careful but merciless—avoiding kidneys and spine, but striking hard enough to raise vivid red welts that quickly turned to deep purple bruises. A few strokes landed across her breasts, making her scream especially loudly. Each time her voice grew too hoarse or she missed a count, he cut off her air with his hand or the whip handle until she complied.

By the twentieth stroke, Sara was openly broken—sobbing uncontrollably, body hanging limply in the restraints, legs trembling in the spreader bar. Deep welts crisscrossed her back and ass. Some had broken the skin in thin, stinging lines.

David was breathing hard, sweat on his brow, his control visibly fraying. His cock leaked steadily as he drank in the sight of her ruined skin.

He dropped the whip and stepped behind her. Without warning, he forced his thick cock into her pussy in one brutal thrust. Sara wailed as he began fucking her hard, his hips slamming against her freshly whipped ass with every stroke, reigniting the burning pain.

His hand wrapped around her throat from behind, squeezing rhythmically as he pounded into her. “Feel it,” he growled, voice no longer calm. “This is what the books could never give me. Your pain. Your broken screams.”

He pulled out suddenly and pressed the head of his cock against her tighter entrance. Sara tried to beg, but he pushed forward anyway, forcing his way into her ass with a groan of pure pleasure. The stretching burn made her scream again as he buried himself fully and began fucking her anally with deep, punishing strokes.

His hand stayed on her throat the entire time—choking her in time with his thrusts, releasing only when her struggles grew weak. The combination of whipping pain, brutal anal violation, and breath control pushed Sara into another shattering, unwanted orgasm. She came hard around his cock, sobbing and shaking.

David followed moments later, burying himself deep in her ass and flooding her with cum.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, panting against her neck, before finally pulling out. A thick trail of his seed leaked from her abused hole.

There was no aftercare. He left the welts and bruises to throb and burn on their own. He simply lowered her arms, removed the spreader bar, and rebound her spread-eagled on the metal frame.

“You took your first real whipping beautifully,” he told her, voice still thick with lust as he stroked her tear-stained cheek. “We’re only getting started.”

He left her there—whipped, leaking, and utterly shattered.

In the darkness, Sara’s quiet, broken sobs filled the room. The fight in her eyes was beginning to dim.

David, on the other side of the door, felt more alive than he had in years.


Chapter 13: Body as Canvas

David returned the following day with fresh purpose and a new set of tools: electric clippers, a razor, permanent markers, and a small, sharp scalpel.

Sara hung limply in her restraints when the light came on, her body a map of fading welts and fresh bruises. She looked up at him with dull, exhausted eyes. The fight was still there, but it was flickering.

“Today we make you into art,” he announced calmly. “A living canvas for my work.”

He started with the shaving.

He released her just enough to position her on her knees, wrists cuffed behind her back and chained to the floor. The spreader bar kept her thighs forced wide. Using the electric clippers, he roughly shaved her head first—long chestnut locks falling to the floor in clumps. Sara sobbed brokenly as her hair was taken from her, the humiliation cutting deeper than many of the physical blows.

When her head was reduced to stubble, he moved between her legs.

“Hold still,” he ordered.

The clippers buzzed against her pubic mound. He shaved her completely bare, then followed with a razor, scraping her sensitive skin smooth. Every pass of the blade made her flinch. When he was finished, he ran his hand over the newly smooth skin, admiring the vulnerability.

“Much better,” he murmured. “No more hiding.”

He took out the permanent markers next. In bold, deliberate strokes he wrote across her body:

PROPERTY OF DAVID across her chest. JUSTINE above her freshly shaved pussy. PAIN WHORE on her left thigh. LIBERTINE EXPERIMENT on her right.

Some of the letters he traced with shallow cuts from the scalpel—enough to sting and scar faintly, but not deep enough to cause serious damage. Sara whimpered with every mark, tears streaming down her face as he turned her body into his personal declaration.

When the writing was complete, he forced her into another stress position—bent forward, ass up, mouth at the perfect height. He removed the gag and fed her his cock again, fucking her face roughly while she was still processing the fresh humiliation of being shaved and marked.

“Breathe through your nose,” he commanded, then pinched her nostrils shut while thrusting deep into her throat. Her eyes bulged as she choked and struggled for air. He held the breath control for long seconds before releasing her nose, only to repeat the cycle again and again while he used her mouth.

When he finally pulled out, he covered her marked breasts and face with another load of cum, rubbing it into the words he had written.

“You’re starting to look like what you are,” he told her softly, almost tenderly. “My creation.”

He left her in the stress position for hours, the spreader bar still forcing her legs wide, the fresh marks and cum drying on her skin. The extreme stretching of her thighs in the bar began to burn as time passed, adding a new layer of constant, aching pain.

In the darkness, Sara stared at nothing, the weight of the words on her skin heavier than the chains.

She was no longer just a captive.

She was becoming his canvas.


Chapter 14: The Tools of Torment

David’s obsession had grown beyond simple daily sessions. He now lived for the next escalation.

When he entered the room this time, he wheeled in a small cart loaded with the most invasive tools yet: a full set of speculums, a graduated collection of thick dildos and plugs, the TENS unit, a box of sterile needles, and several plastic bags.

Sara’s eyes widened with fresh dread as she saw the cart. She was still marked from the previous day, her head stubbled, the degrading words still visible on her skin.

“Today we explore your limits more… intimately,” David said, his voice carrying a dangerous excitement he no longer tried to hide.

He bound her on her back on the metal frame, legs forced up and wide with the spreader bar and additional chains, folding her nearly in half. The position left her pussy and ass completely exposed and stretched.

He started with the speculum.

Lubricant was applied coldly. Sara whimpered as the cold metal instrument slid into her pussy and was slowly ratcheted open. David took his time, turning the screw gradually, stretching her wider and wider while commenting clinically.

“Such a tight little cunt. Look how beautifully it opens for me.”

He left the speculum in place, holding her open, and moved to her ass with a second, smaller one. Both instruments stretched her obscenely. While she was held open, he began inserting progressively larger toys—first fingers, then thick dildos, working her open further. The stretching burn was constant and intense.

Layered throughout, he used the plastic bag. He slipped it over her head during the worst of the insertions, sealing it around her neck and watching her panic and thrash as she fought for air. He removed it only at the edge of unconsciousness, letting her gasp desperately while he pushed the next larger toy inside her.

The TENS unit came next. Pads placed on her clamped nipples, her clit, and inside her stretched openings. He sent controlled electrical pulses through her body while continuing the insertions, making her muscles spasm and clench around the invading toys.

Sara’s screams were hoarse and constant.

The pinnacle was the fisting attempt.

David worked slowly but relentlessly—first four fingers, then his knuckles, then his entire hand into her pussy while the speculum held her open. The extreme stretching made her sob and beg incoherently. He succeeded in getting most of his hand inside her, pumping slowly while she shook with pain and unwanted overstimulation. He repeated the process with her ass, though less successfully, the stretching agony pushing her to new depths of despair.

Throughout it all, he documented everything. He took photographs from multiple angles. He sketched quick diagrams in his notebook, noting measurements, her reactions, how long she could tolerate each level of stretching.

When he finally removed the speculums and toys, Sara’s holes gaped slightly, red and abused. She was barely conscious, drifting in and out from the combination of pain, overstimulation, and repeated breath deprivation.

David stood over her, breathing hard, his own arousal obvious.

“You’re opening so beautifully for me,” he whispered, stroking her tear-stained cheek. “My perfect canvas is starting to take shape.”

He left her bound and exhausted, the fresh stretching pain throbbing between her legs, the words he had written on her body still clearly visible.

In the darkness, Sara’s mind fractured further. The tools had shown her there were depths of violation she had never imagined.

And David was only growing more eager to explore them all.


Chapter 15: Her Spirit Fractures

David no longer left the cabin for long.

He had moved most of his essential supplies there and was now spending nearly all his time in the playroom with Sara. Sleep deprivation became his newest weapon.

He woke her every time she began to drift off—sometimes with cold water, sometimes with sharp slaps, sometimes by turning on the TENS unit at random intervals. The weighted clamps stayed on her nipples and clit for hours at a time, sending constant waves of aching pain through her exhausted body. The spreader bar and tight bondage positions were rotated regularly, ensuring she was never comfortable.

“You don’t get to rest until you’ve properly learned,” he told her during one of the rare moments the gag was removed.

Sara’s eyes were glassy, her responses slower. The constant pain, violation, and lack of sleep were grinding her down.

During one extended session, he presented her with a choice.

“Two options, Justine,” he said, holding up a heavy cane and the single-tail whip. “Choose which one you want across your breasts. Or beg me for something else if you think you can do better.”

Sara stared at the implements, tears slipping down her face. The fight in her voice was almost gone.

“The… the cane,” she whispered hoarsely.

“Louder. And thank me.”

“Please… use the cane on my breasts… Master.”

The word slipped out—half from exhaustion, half from broken instinct. David’s eyes lit up with dark triumph.

He caned her breasts thoroughly, leaving vivid red stripes, then rewarded her “choice” by forcing her into another extreme stretching session with the largest toys while smothering her repeatedly with the plastic bag. When she came from the brutal overstimulation, she thanked him again without being prompted.

“Thank you… Master.”

David felt a profound rush of satisfaction. He stroked her stubbled head almost tenderly.

“You’re starting to understand. The books were right. They always break. And you’re breaking so beautifully for me.”

He left the weighted clamps on and the spreader bar locked in place for another long stretch of forced wakefulness, occasionally returning to use her mouth or cunt while she hovered on the edge of delirium.

Sara’s spirit was fracturing.

The independent young woman who had moved in across the hall was disappearing, replaced by something hollower, more compliant, more his.

In the rare moments of semi-clarity, she realized with quiet horror that part of her was starting to anticipate his return—not out of hope, but because the pain was slightly more bearable when he was actively controlling it.

David, watching her from the doorway during one of her brief exhausted dozes, smiled with genuine pleasure.

The real breaking had begun.


Chapter 16: Deeper Depravity

David’s descent was accelerating.

The philosophical readings had largely stopped. He no longer needed the books to justify what he was doing. The acts themselves had become their own purpose.

He dragged Sara outside the cabin for the first time.

The mountain air was cold. He chained her spread-eagled between two sturdy trees, wrists and ankles secured with heavy cuffs and chains. The spreader bar kept her legs obscenely wide. Completely naked, freshly marked, and shivering, she was left there for over an hour while he watched from the cabin porch. Bugs crawled across her skin. The cold bit into her whipped and bruised flesh. Every time she sagged, he came out and delivered fresh strokes with the crop.

When he finally brought her back inside, the real depravity deepened.

He forced her to her knees and made her lick his boots clean, then his entire body—every inch of sweat and dirt from the day. Spit play became constant. He spat repeatedly into her mouth, on her face, into her open pussy and ass, rubbing it in while verbally degrading her.

“You’re not a person anymore. You’re a set of holes. My holes. Say it.”

“I’m… just your holes… Master.”

The stretching sessions grew more extreme. Maximum spreader bars forced her legs wider than ever. Larger toys and his fists pushed deeper into her pussy and ass while she was suspended or folded in painful positions. The plastic bag went over her head repeatedly during the worst of the insertions—sealed tight while he fisted her, removed only when her body convulsed desperately for air.

Sara’s orgasms were now frequent, unwanted, and shattering. She came hard around his fist and toys while choking for breath, sobbing the entire time.

David was losing his earlier restraint. He fucked her constantly—vaginal, anal, oral—often while she was still recovering from stretching or breath play. He made her clean his cock with her tongue after every use, no matter where it had been.

By the end of the long session, Sara was a trembling, cum-covered wreck—mind fractured, body pushed to new extremes of pain and humiliation.

She no longer fought when he put her back in the frame for the night.

She simply whispered “Thank you, Master” as he tightened the final restraints.

David stood over her in the dim red light, breathing heavily, eyes gleaming with pure obsession.

She was breaking faster than he had dared hope.

And he still had so much more to give her.


Chapter 17: The Obsession Consumes

David had stopped sleeping.

The obsession had taken him completely. He moved through the cabin like a man possessed—eyes bright, movements jittery with exhaustion and lust. Sara had become the center of his entire world.

He woke her at all hours with no pattern. Random pain: sudden hard slaps, the crack of the whip across already bruised flesh, the buzz of the TENS unit turned high without warning. He recorded everything now—video and audio of her broken moans, her desperate gasps when he cut off her air, the wet sounds of his fist stretching her holes.

The stretching sessions were nearly constant. Maximum spreader bars. Suspension with her legs forced painfully wide. Larger toys, then his fists, then combinations that left her gaping and sobbing. The plastic bag was used so frequently during these sessions that Sara had begun to associate the crinkle of plastic with impending torment.

She barely resisted anymore.

Her eyes had taken on a distant, dissociated glaze. When he fucked her now—sometimes while she was half-conscious—she barely reacted beyond automatic clenching. He used her limp body for hours at a time, choking her, stretching her, filling every hole while whispering filth into her ear.

“You’re mine. Completely ruined. My perfect broken Justine.”

During one particularly long session, he suspended her upside down, fists buried in both her pussy and ass while he smothered her repeatedly with the plastic bag. Sara came hard in that inverted, stretched, suffocating position, her body convulsing helplessly. She didn’t even scream anymore—just a broken, animal whimper.

David was losing himself in it. His own sleep deprivation made him more brutal, more inventive, and more insatiable. He no longer bothered cleaning her between uses. Cum, spit, and her own juices covered her marked body constantly.

In the rare moments when Sara’s mind surfaced from the fog, she realized with quiet horror that she had begun to crave the moments when he was inside her—because at least then the pain had a rhythm.

She was almost gone.

David, filming another session of her limp, stretched body being used, smiled with dark, exhausted satisfaction.

He had never felt more alive.


Chapter 18: The Philosophy Fades

The books lay closed and forgotten on the table.

David no longer needed de Sade’s words. He had transcended them.

He moved through the cabin in a fevered state—sleep-deprived, wild-eyed, and completely consumed. The philosophical readings and careful documentation had given way to raw, instinctive sadism. There were no more lessons. Only hunger.

He created his own rituals.

Random, vicious sessions with no warning. He would wake Sara by shoving his cock down her throat, or by whipping her without preamble, or by suspending her in extreme stretched positions and leaving her there for hours while he watched. The plastic bag was almost constant during the worst torments—sealed over her head while he fisted her or fucked her brutally, removed only when her body started to go limp.

Sara had become a compliant, broken shell.

She no longer begged. She no longer cried out much. She simply obeyed—opening her mouth, spreading her legs wider, thanking him in a hollow whisper when he hurt her or used her. Her eyes were vacant most of the time, lost in dissociation. When he stretched her to extremes or cut off her air, her body responded automatically—clenching, shuddering, coming when the overload became too much.

David recorded everything obsessively. Multiple cameras now captured every angle of her degradation. He would watch the footage later while fucking her again, comparing her broken expressions to earlier days.

During one marathon session, he kept her in maximum suspension with legs hyper-extended for hours, alternating between heavy whipping, fisting, and suffocating breath play. Sara hung there like a ragdoll, taking everything with only soft, broken whimpers. When he finally fucked her in that suspended, stretched state, she came weakly around him, her mind barely present.

David pulled out and looked at her hanging form—marked, stretched, leaking, utterly destroyed.

He smiled with pure, exhausted satisfaction.

The philosophy had faded.

Only the pure, perfect destruction remained.

And he knew the time for the final rite was approaching.


Chapter 19: The Final Rite

David knew this would be the pinnacle.

He prepared the playroom with ritualistic care—every tool laid out, cameras positioned, the air thick with anticipation. Sara was barely conscious when he dragged her in. Her body was a roadmap of bruises, welts, and marks. Her eyes were hollow.

“This is the final rite, Justine,” he whispered, almost reverently. “Everything we’ve built toward.”

He suspended her fully—wrists and ankles chained high, body stretched in an extreme spread-eagle that pushed her limits. The spreader bar and additional ropes forced her legs obscenely wide. He began the marathon.

Hours blurred.

Heavy single-tail whipping across her entire body. Fisting both holes while she hung helplessly. The largest toys. The TENS unit turned high. Weighted clamps. Needles placed carefully in her breasts and labia. All of it layered with relentless breath play—the plastic bag sealed over her head again and again while he hurt her, fucked her, stretched her to the brink.

Sara came repeatedly in broken, shattering waves—her body responding even as her mind floated somewhere distant. She whispered “Thank you, Master” between gasps when the bag was removed.

David was feral now—sweaty, exhausted, eyes blazing with transcendent sadism. He fucked her in every position the suspension allowed: deep in her pussy, her ass, her throat. He choked her with his hands while buried inside her, cutting off her air as he chased his own pleasure.

The final sequence was overwhelming.

He pushed both fists inside her simultaneously while the bag was sealed tight over her head. He whipped her breasts and clit while she convulsed. He fucked her brutally in that state—stretching, choking, claiming every inch of her destroyed body.

Sara passed out from the overload and lack of air multiple times, only to be revived by pain and his cock. When he finally reached his own shattering climax, he buried himself deep in her ass, flooding her while choking her one last time.

He held the choke longer than ever before… but released her just as her body went completely limp.

She survived.

Barely.

David lowered her carefully from the suspension, laying her broken, cum-leaking, stretched, and marked body on the frame. He stroked her stubbled head with something almost like tenderness.

“You did it,” he whispered. “You’re perfect. Completely destroyed. My masterpiece.”

Sara didn’t respond. Her eyes were open but empty.

The final rite was complete.


Chapter 20: The End of the Dream

David sat beside Sara’s unconscious form for a long time after the final rite.

She was still breathing—shallow, ragged breaths—but her mind was gone. Her eyes, when they fluttered open briefly, stared at nothing. Her body was a ruin of bruises, welts, cuts, and extreme stretching trauma. Cum leaked from her abused holes. The words he had carved and written on her skin stood out starkly.

He felt a profound, exhausted satisfaction.

The fantasy had been lived. Surpassed. He had broken her completely.

But the obsession, now fulfilled, left a strange hollowness behind.

He cleaned her minimally—enough to make her presentable for transport—then sedated her again with a careful dose. He loaded her broken body into the van, wrapped in a blanket, and drove back toward the city under the cover of night.

Hours later, on a remote stretch of road near a hiking trail outside the city, he gently laid her down in a spot where she would be found. He left a minimal amount of clothing beside her and an anonymous tip from a burner phone that would ensure help arrived soon.

Then he drove away without looking back.

David returned to his apartment the next morning. The door across the hall—4B—stood silent. He resumed his old routines with mechanical precision: remote work calls, polite smiles, the mask of normalcy. But nothing felt the same.

The books on his shelves no longer held power. They were pale shadows compared to what he had created.

A few days later, the news reported the story: a young woman found alive but severely traumatized in the woods. “Sara M., 25, abducted from her apartment… extensive physical and psychological trauma… authorities searching for suspect…”

David watched the report with a small, private smile. Sara’s face flashed on the screen—gaunt, empty-eyed, nothing like the bright young woman who had moved in across the hall.

She had survived.

But the woman she had been was gone forever.

He leaned back in his chair, the same chair where this had all begun, and closed his eyes. The memories of her screams, her broken thanks, her complete surrender played behind his eyelids.

The dream was over.

But the hunger… the hunger might never truly leave.


Bonus Chapter: The Hunger Endures

David sold most of his furniture and left the city three weeks after returning Sara to the world.

He packed lightly—his most treasured books, the unmarked tools that had never been used on her, a few changes of clothes, and the encrypted hard drives containing every video and photo from the cabin. The rest he abandoned or burned. No forwarding address. No goodbyes. Just another quiet tenant disappearing from the building.

He chose a new city on the opposite coast—larger, more anonymous, with plenty of transient young women moving in and out for work or dreams. A fresh hunting ground.

The new apartment was modest but carefully chosen: corner unit, good sightlines to the hallway, easy access to parking. He set up his bookshelves first, arranging the de Sade volumes with reverence. Then he installed the reinforced eyebolts in the bedroom ceiling and floor—hidden behind furniture for now, but ready.

That first night, alone in the unfamiliar space, David sat in his new armchair and opened his journal. The final entries about Sara were still fresh. He read them slowly, cock hardening at the memories of her broken whispers, her stretched and ruined body, the way she had finally thanked him as “Master.”

He stroked himself to the videos, coming hard while watching her final rite.

But the orgasm left him hollow again.

The books, once enough, were now meaningless without a living subject. Ordinary sex held no interest. Vanilla life was unbearable.

He needed another Justine.

The search began the very next day.

He started small—watching new tenants in the building, noting routines at nearby cafés, gyms, and co-working spaces. He created fresh aliases and accounts. Researched more isolated properties. Updated his equipment list with new ideas born from the first experience.

Sara had been the proof of concept.

The next one would be even better.

David stood at the window of his new apartment, looking out at the bustling street below. Somewhere out there was another young woman—bright-eyed, hopeful, completely unaware that a true libertine had come to this city.

He smiled, the expression cold and certain.

He would never be able to live without the sadism again.

The hunger was permanent.

And he was already planning how to feed it.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcWC.jpg
g '¢‘ By
EXTREME DARK EROTICA HORROK NOVEL

e ] HExss

LBERTINE S

C[\BIN *

Some fantasi es

demand to be live






OEBPS/image_rsrcWD.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1: The Books That Whisper


    		Chapter 2: The Girl Across the Hall


    		Chapter 3: From Fantasy to Fixation


    		Chapter 4: The Research Phase


    		Chapter 5: Acquiring the Arsenal


    		Chapter 6: Preparing the Hell


    		Chapter 7: The Authentic Abduction


    		Chapter 8: Awakening


    		Chapter 9: The First Touches


    		Chapter 10: The First Mark


    		Chapter 11: Lessons from the Libertines


    		Chapter 12: The Whip’s Kiss


    		Chapter 13: Body as Canvas


    		Chapter 14: The Tools of Torment


    		Chapter 15: Her Spirit Fractures


    		Chapter 16: Deeper Depravity


    		Chapter 17: The Obsession Consumes


    		Chapter 18: The Philosophy Fades


    		Chapter 19: The Final Rite


    		Chapter 20: The End of the Dream


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66






OEBPS/font_rsrcW4.ttf


