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‘I dominate the world but in my world, I am being dominated. The world waits for me but I wait in his knees, not because I am forced to, but because it’s someplace where I feel the safest’






What's Inside

My life was beautiful. I used to dream, set goals but then came a loan that can’t be paid. It’s even more than my life and dignity so here I am now, compelled under the agreement, lying in ropes without anything to cover myself. 


He owes me now, owns everything I have and I am compelled to comply, else my family will be troubled. 


I am breathing but there is nothing left to live. I am alive but indepecdence is gone. I can't recall the time when I was happy, when I used to smile. Now all I have here is darkness and locked emotions, and all I remember is rules & punishment. I am on the edge of losing my mind, on the verge of losing myself forever.    






Whips and cakes

The darkness and the devil. A lockup and a tied helpless girl.
Yes, that’s me, the alone helpless girl, with tied hands and legs, in small inappropriate clothes, insufficient to hide most of me, and then there is Dirk, the devil, prince of the town, coming towards me with disrespectful intentions.
My eyes are partially filled with tears and partially with fear. I am weak, bond and exposed to a hungry man who is desperate to eat my youth, eager to ruin my grace.
‘Dirk, please. Please don’t do this to me’ I implore to show mercy, but he comes closer and gets a nasty look on my half-covered body.
I lower my eyes, I am ashamed. The way he looks at me is so offensive.
‘No denies today, bitch. I gonna pluck your ego, pluck your juicy soft body slowly and steadily’ he says and unhooks the thin bra that covered my delicate breasts.
Ahhh…..It felt like some electric shock. Never before I had my breast uncovered like this, and that too before a man. All these years I so carefully saved myself, saved my youth with so much caution.
Sex is a fantasy, I never even had an affair, but this?
I never thought I’ll have to face these activities with tied hands and legs. I never thought my fantasies would be miseries. I never wanted to get naked before a man without my will.
‘Ahh…..’ I moan quietly as Dirk, getting behind me, slips his palms on my breasts, and then rubs against it.
It’s strange. I should be offended, and I sure am ashamed, but why I don’t feel so bad about what’s happening?
He’s molesting me, squeezing my breast, laying hands on my entire uncovered top, but there’s tender in his touch, like he likes my delicate curves.
‘Oh, Emily! Where were you all this time?’ he mumbles in my ears and then smells my hair.
He then gets on my front and licking my left breast for a second, he bends down to get his face close towards my belly, shifting his focus on my waist.
‘Like a silk, smooth and soft’ he comments, rubs his nose on my waist, and then gets his face closer to my bottom, on the most sensitive part of my body, the only things that’s covered in my body.
I have no idea how to describe this. I never thought I’ll have to go through something this disrespectful. Although he didn’t remove my panties till now, not yet, but I feel so uncomfortably excited, like something sensual is going to happen.
For a second he gets his nose on my bottom and tries smelling it. It’s so awkward and humiliating.
‘Dirk, please. I beg you, don’t do this, don’t ruin my life’ I beg again, although it’s hopeless.
He looks at me, chuckles, and then focuses again on my bottom. Then without considering my feelings, he lowers the only thing covering me, my panties, and there it is again, a cold wave that runs through my entire body.
I feel so harassed, so humiliated. I thought he would spare me but no, I was wrong. He actually has stripped me naked and God knows what’s his plans now. There sure will be an act of molestation and sex, but the question is how. Will he do it with manners, or will it be another story of misery and pain.
‘Ahhhh…….Please……..dont……ahhhhhh’ I mumble with closed eyes as he slowly rubs two of his fingers in my bottom lips, leaving me with strange cozy emotions.
My body is kind of numb and my body hairs are erect. While he explores my private part deep, my breast urge to get squeezed and my buttocks tickle on their own.
‘Ahhhh……….’ I moan again, this time stretching my legs, hands, and entire body, but what?
Suddenly he stops, even before getting deep into me and I know I shouldn’t be, but I am kind of depressed, a kind of unhappy like there is a suppressed thirst inside me, an incomplete orgasm.
‘No, don’t. I cannot be true’ he says and gets his finger off me for a while, like he has discovered something unexpected.
I open my eyes and look at him for answers.
‘Emily, my love, don’t tell me you haven’t done this before’ he says while I take a deep breath and lowers my eyes with shame.
‘Holy God! You’re a virgin, at this age?’ he asks, chuckling while I stay still as a statue.
‘Oh great. I can’t thank my fate enough. Finally, a virgin, after so long. I thought this town has no more like you’ he says and comes closer again with more enthusiasm.
Then kissing my lips forcefully, he pulls one of my nipples again. That was rude and it hurt.
‘Ahh….ouch….ahhhh’ I shout with pain as he twists my nipples rudely.
He chuckles. There is proudness in his face, like he has accomplished something big. It’s like he’s filled with another level of energy, maybe because he wasn’t expecting a virgin.
‘Save your shouts, girl, because this night is going to be bloody’ he mumbles and bends down again while I close my eyes with fear.
I can’t see what I am facing. I am in pain, I am distressed. I just want to get over this night.
‘Wake up, Emily’ someone says while I moan quietly.
I still feel his hands playing with me, his fingers digging inside.
‘Emily, it’s me. Wake up’ someone again pokes me quietly, while I open my eyes slowly.
For a moment I lost the track of the reality of where I am and with whom. It’s Sam, my roommate, my boyfriend, trying to get me over one of my scariest nightmares. Well, not a nightmare, a memoir to be more precise.
‘Sam? Oh, Sam, it’s you’ I say and lay palms on his cheeks, trying to feel his presence.
My heart is still paced.
‘Yes beautiful, it’s me’ he replies and presses his lips on mine.
I too press myself towards him and feel his softness all over my numb body. Thank God those creepy days are over when I had to face so much humiliation. Thank God my life is saved and I’m alive and kicking.
‘Now come on. You need to come with me’ he says while I pause for a moment, not knowing where he intends me to take.
‘I feel dizzy, Sam. Let’s sleep, please’ I plead as it’s already close to midnight.
I am supposed to attend a very important meeting with sales executives tomorrow and it’s scheduled for 8 in the morning. I am supposed to sleep by now.
‘It won’t be late, I promise. Just come along’ he says and pulls my left arm to wake me up from my bed.
He then walks me towards the hall and my lips widened with happiness. I am so surprised because the entire hall is decorated with candles and ribbons. It’s so romantic. There is a cake on the table and tiny blinking lights are on the ceiling like stars in the skies.
‘Happy 24th birthday my love’ he says pulling me towards himself, pressing on my lips again.
I feel so special, so loved. I didn’t think he’ll remember I was but I was so wrong. Not only he remembered but also he prepared to make it special.
‘Thank you, Harry. I don’t know how to describe how beautiful this looks’ I say while, ‘not as beautiful as you’ he says, kissing on my forehead.
‘Now come on, cake time’ he says and unexpectedly starts undressing me one by one.
First, it’s my T-shirt and then my trouser while I try to stop him in between, unaware of what he’s trying to do.
‘What?’ he asks at my denial while I chuckle with questionable eyes.
‘Why are you stripping me?’ I ask but he pulls my trouser down towards my legs, leaving me in just my undergarments.
‘This day is so special and this year I wanna make you celebrate it in a special way, my special way’ he tells, and getting on my back, he unhooks my bra to gets my breast naked.
I am still unable to understand what he means and what way he wants me to celebrate. I instantly cover my breasts with my palms.
‘Your special way? What’s that?’ I ask before he could pull down my panties.
‘Yes, the way you were born, naked’ he says and pulls my pants, stripping me completely naked.
There are Goosebumps and slow breaths inside me. I bring palms to rescue my nakedness.
‘Yes, sexy. I want you to celebrate today without wearing anything, just like you came to this world, 24 years back, without any clothes’ he says and my stripped body tickles on its own.
It's a little offensive and also a little awkward way to celebrate the day when you desire to look special. Being a girl my ways of celebrations differs from him. I want pretty dress, people, and claps all around but what do I say, men are men, and they want what they want.
Never was I naked on my birthday, not before today.
Well, it’s not important what he wants or demands, because I know how much he likes and admires me, and that is all that matters in a relationship. Celebrating the day naked is the least I can give in exchange for what preparations he has done for me today. It’s really beautiful and priceless.
‘What are you thinking, sexy?’ he asks as I stand naked without much expression or words.
Trying to hide my private parts, ‘Nothing, just about your ways’ I say.
‘What about it? Don’t you like it?’ he asks coming closer and then kisses on my bare shoulder.
I smile, blush.
‘This? It’s awesome’ I say pointing towards ribbons and lights, ‘but this? It feels kind of offensive’ I reply with a tricky chuckle.
He too chuckles.
‘Save your respect, sexy, because there’s more to come which you may not like’ he says and all of a sudden grabs both of my palms and tries to handcuff them.
I don’t know what’s happening, or what he intends to do, but am neither worried nor scared. I trust him so in reply I didn’t resist but lose myself to him while he handcuffs me on my back with ease. He then smells my loin and kisses on my back waist.
He is excited and I could sense his thing getting erect. It’s pressing on my uncovered buttocks and I am on a verge of getting laid.
‘Why handcuffs? Atleast let me cut the cake’ I mumble while kissing me again on my back neck a couple of times, he comes forwards to take me towards the table which has the cake.
I follow without any further questions while he lights 11 candles, the magic candles on the cake. He then looks at me with mixed expressions, as not comfortable in exposing his naughty plan.
I wait for a few seconds but I am not a person with a lot of patience.
‘Sam, what do you want me to do?’ I ask while he looks shy.
I wonder what’s going inside him but looking at him smiling cunningly, I could say that whatever it is that he has planned, it’s not what I will like and am sure of it.
‘I would like to add something extra’ he says, chuckles, while I wait to hear his plan.
‘Back in college we had a tradition of birthday bang, remember?’ he says, and all of a sudden a cold wave runs through me.
Birthday bang? Well, that wasn’t exactly a girl thing but boys used to do that all the time. It was a system where the birthday boy was thrashed by all his friends altogether, a kind of molestation with a lot of violence. Many a time the victim even cried with pain and begged for mercy but no one stopped as it happened to everybody, to every boy on his birthday.
We girls always found it unconventional and barbaric way of celebration although there were few rogue girls who actually celebrated in the same way.
Well, none of my friends were that wicked so I didn’t get a chance to get into something that violent.
‘Harry no, not at all, please’ I say after seeing the same wickedness in his face.
He sure is in a mood to whip me but with tied hands, I am so uncomfortable about it.
Well, ignoring my denials he lits the candles and asks me to puff but I stand back and try to save myself from being trashed. What’s worst is I am naked and my hands are handcuffed.
‘Come on, don’t be a girl. I’ll just smack you in my way, sexy, just in your back, that’s it’ he assures but I am still not ready for the violence.
I shake my head and take few steps back. In reply, he chuckles.
‘Don’t worry. I’ll just use my palms, nothing else, no paddle, I promise’ he says.
I can feel my heart beating as he says paddle. It’s a whipping item used in BDSM and believe me, it hurts, a lot. I hate it when he plays with it on me.
PS – We both are BDSM lovers but with boundaries.
Well, my constant ignorance will cost me because I can see him getting irritated.
‘If you don’t blow the candles now, I’ll use the whip until your ass turns red, and moreover, I’ll also use paddles’ he says while my heart pounds.
He isn’t joking.
‘You dare not, Harry, else…’, ‘else what? Your hands are tied’ he interrupts and coming near me, he slaps my buttocks with power.
It was noisy but wasn’t much painful. He then drags me towards the cake and although I resist, I couldn’t save myself.
‘I’ll just smack your ass, and just till the time you blow all the candles’ he says and makes me bend on my knee to get my face close to candles.
Then without asking much, he slaps my buttocks, both of them one by one.
I am offended, ashamed, and humiliated but moreover, I am also naked and being slapped in my back. It’s painful and irritating but with tied hands I am helpless so I don’t see a way to escape until I blow candles, exactly like he wants.
He isn’t stopping so getting out of options I start puffing the unkind magic candles which are hard to blow, and Harry keeps on slapping my bare ass with his rough palms. Initially, it felt good, pleasurable, but now after a minute, after getting more than twenty slaps, I feel hurt. My ass has turned numb and has also started to pain, but not for long as I blow off the last candle and Harry stops instantly.
My ass is on fire and it burns with pain. It’s so uncomfortable when I can’t even touch my back. I lay on the floor the sooner Harry stops. Closing my eyes for a moment I take a deep breath.
‘Would you care to free me now?’ I say at smiling Harry but he looks in a different mood.
‘Look at you, all tied and beaten, laying on the floor, asking for mercy. Ahh….it’s so pleasurable’ he says, laugh.
I don’t remember when I was this humiliated. His words are so true that I lower my eyes with shame.
‘Wait, sexy. Wait for the cake’ he says and cutting a big piece, he brings it closer to my lips.
Black forest, my favorite! Well, finally something sweet on my birthday but before it can eat the last part, he licks it off my lips. It’s so romantic and sexy. We also kissed for a while.
He then, without unchaining my palms, starts to rub my entire nude body with the cake, like trying to wax me. Well, I know this pretty well because this isn’t the first time. He did this before and even I am a fan of it. I too like doing it on his body.
After waxing my sensitive parts with cake, he slowly licks, bites the cream off my body part by part. First off my shoulder, neck, then off my breasts, both of them, slowly and tenderly.
Ahhh….it feels so awesome because his way to please is pleasurable to the fullest. Once in a while he also bites on my sensitive parts, especially on my thighs, and although it pains, there’s a taste of delight in it.
Slowly after licking and biting on unnecessary parts, he finally brings his lips to my body part where he left most of the cake, my bottom. He looks at me for a moment, just to know if I am ok to move forward, and in reply, I close my eyes with a deep breath.
‘Ahhhhh…………’ I moan, shout quietly, as his tongue tickles my bottom lips, digging deep into it.
His teeth also come into action and my God, I am so close to release.
I have no idea when was the pre-release because I am already wet, else it must be his mouth’s water on my bottom.
Being handcuffed, it’s a total surrender from my side and the only thing I can do now is to wait for his next move. Playing with my tongue for few minutes, he finally spreads my legs to straddle them wide.
It’s time for some real action because his pant chain is down and the beast is out.
Leaning over me like a crossbow, he slips his thing into my pit. It’s painful for a moment as there is less lubrication but soon pleasure took over the pain.
As it starts now, he also starts squashing my breasts softly with his hands, and instantly my nipples spring to attention. It’s his touch that is so tender. I am always craving for them.
After few seconds of strokes, he leans forward and gets his tongue to lick my stomach.
‘Ahhhhh……. ‘ I moan again as he bites me in process.
With restrained hands, all I can do is moan quietly with pleasure while he comes forward to kiss my lips again.
Although restrained and dirty, I am in seventh heaven with all my private parts riding along with me.

I can now feel his strokes getting stronger, while I spread my legs wider to create some more space. I am a little uncomfortable but the pleasure surpasses the pain. As I open my eyes and look at him, I see him making happy faces while sliding in and out of me, slowly, gently. I smile in reaction but he increases the intensity of strokes, forcing me to closes my eyes again. 
The night gets noisy as there are mutual shouts of pleasure. I hope my neighbors aren’t light sleepers else cops would knock us.
Strokes have now increased with intensity, and I can now sense his juice shooting inside my honeypot. I know he’s close but I think I am closer. I can feel him wetting me from inside but I can also feel my own climax breaking me with a tingling shudder.




The office and the threat

Money, love, peace, and satisfaction are something which brings success and happiness in most of our lives, but success and happiness are two different things and it may not be co-related.


Success is defined by the money you earn, the position you hold, and the respect you have. It’s mostly career-oriented, but happiness, on the other hand, comes from family, love, and the time you get to spend on yourself. Happiness is a kind of self-success. It isn’t necessary that one is happy with her success, or if one is happy doesn’t mean she is successful, but if you achieve either of it, happiness or success, the other goal is close to knocking.
The worst for anyone is hanging between both of them, trying to achieve both but unable to get either, and I, like most of us, lie in the same place. I am neither successful, nor happy, and even have a very itchy dark past that resists me to move forward.
‘Look at him, just look at that hot cake’ says Anna, sneaking a peek towards Joe who is laughing, chatting with his colleagues.
Joe works with us in the same office but is from a different department, from the IT department. He is handsome, intelligent and earns a lot while we, the salespeople, have to work harder to achieve our required target. Our yearly hike, promotions, and bonus depend on the rating of our performance. It sounds so sad but this is life.
‘I feel like eating him, now and here’ Anna says with desperate eyes while I laugh in reply.
She is his secret admirer for God knows how long.
Initially, she used to like him but then she fell in love, and now she turns horny whenever Joe comes before her eyes. Loving someone isn’t bad, neither is getting aroused, but the problem is she never even had a conversation with Joe for more than a minute. Like most girls, she lives in her own wonderland where the most handsome boy of office would approach her on his own and will take her on a date in a place with wine and candles.
Well, it’s impossible for her, not in the world where she lives, because she isn’t a match, neither by appearance nor by personality. On one hand, we have Joe who is tall, muscular, and has a killer smile, and on another hand, there is my friend Anna who is overweight, hesitant, and has zero sense of makeup or dressing.
‘Anna, my love, please finish your lunch. It’s already two’ I nudge my lost friend as official lunchtime is almost over and we’re somewhat late.
Surprisingly, before we are done with lunch, Joe looks towards us and waves his hand with a smile. Yes, we know each other but this isn’t something that happens a lot. We do meet sometimes in random places in the office but he never responds like he just did.
‘What the hell, did he hear me?’ says Anna lowering her eyes with shame, trying to hide herself behind me.
In response to Joe’s wave, I too reply with a smile and now he walks towards us with the same chuckle.
‘I think he caught you stealing glances’ I say to Anna who still isn’t ready to look at Joe.
‘Hey Emily’ greets Joe offering a handshake and I stand to acknowledge.
‘Just wanted to greet you happy birthday’ he says and the handshake turns into a small hug while Anna just sits with downcast eyes, like unable to perceive the reality.
‘Thank you, Joe. So glad you remembered’ I say while he smiles.
‘Yes, I do, we all did’ he says signaling the rest of the colleagues who bid me wishes from afar.
‘So big plans tonight? Where’s the celebration?’ he asks looking towards introvert Anna who still pretends like a stranger, while I blush in reply.
‘Not yet, Joe. No big plans I suppose, just small celebration at my place’ I say while he nods, thinks something for few moments.
‘Still, celebration is a celebration, no matter where or how big’ he says.
I chuckle.
‘Will message you guys if we plan something’ I say looking at Anna who nods, finally, but still avoids seeing at us.
‘Definitely. Just ping me and we’ll be there’ he says and leaves the place while we too walk back towards our cabins.
‘Should we invite him?’ I ask and now she replies to me with an unpleased face.
‘Can you still see me?’ she comments while I ponder.
‘Really? Am I even visible?’ she asks, chuckles with a humiliated face and I can understand her frustration.
All-time I was with Joe, he didn’t care, not even for once, to greet or even shake hands with Anna. Well, in his defense, even she didn’t care to look or smile at him but she is my friend, a very one, so I can’t judge neither can I take Joe’s side.
‘Don’t worry, my love. You deserve much better’ I say with a small hug while she takes a deep breath to lower her blood pressure.
‘In any universe where I am his boss, I would love to make him my pet’ she mumbles in frustration.
That made me laugh like crazy.
‘What? Your pet?’ I ask for more and she nods.
‘Yes, and I’ll strip him naked and tie him up’ she adds.
I can’t say how funny she sounds when she is this upset.
‘And?’ I poke further.
‘And I’ll just beat his ass till it turns red, till he begs for mercy’ she says and now I feel my body going loose from the laugh and fun.
‘Oh God! Poor Joe’ I say and try to control myself.
I didn’t remember when I laughed for so long. It’s so fun hanging around her, especially when she’s upset about someone. She once said the same about our 65 years old CEO when she didn’t get a bonus at Christmas.
‘I’m coming, have to pee’ I say stopping in between, while she goes inside the office, & I rush towards the washroom.
The thing unfair with life is it always gives what we deserve, and not what we want. One can’t get all her dreams to come true, neither can one hope for a perfect life. There always will be some unfulfilled wish, a desire, and it isn’t a bad thing. It gives us hope, a goal, which is a necessary element, a soul stone for everyone who wants adventure in life.
‘Hey mom’ I answer my mother’s call and before she could answer, a smile pops on my lips.
I haven’t talked to her for a week. She doesn’t call me during working hours but it’s my birthday.
Well, I wait for a reply for there is silence from her side, although I can still hear some noise from the other end. She might be in a market.
‘Mom?’ I ask again but there is still no answer, but a noise which I guess is nothing but a network issue.
The place she lives, the village, isn’t so developed so this is a common issue we face every other day. Nevertheless, I still wait for her but she doesn’t answer so I look back at my cell phone to see if the call is still connected.
‘Talk to her, you bitch’ all of a sudden a harsh sound shoots my ears and my heart pounds, my breath stops.
‘What the hell just happened? Who is she with?’ I ask myself and suddenly an old wound scratches inside me.
I already know who is on the other side. I do recognize that monstrous shout because it still haunts me in my scariest nightmares. Suddenly there’s a cold shiver inside me and my body loosens. The flashbacks of my past are all I can see now.
Before I can hear anything more, I hear small moans of my mom, like she is being tortured, forced to something without will.
‘Oh God! Please save her’ I pray and hold my breaths.
‘Emily’ my mom finally speaks and before she can tell anything, I understand everything.
She is in trouble, in deep trouble, and me, I am busted now because I know what’s coming for me now. Ahh…I can describe how fast my heart’s beating, what trauma I am in.
I don’t know what to say, how to respond. I am speechless, I am a dead person.
‘Mom?’ I ask, trying to know what’s happening, what has Dirk done to her, but she is unable to say anything, instead, she starts to break into tears.
‘Mom, are you all right?’ I ask while she just moans to let me know that she’s in trouble.
For a moment the world looks blurry and my eyes fill with tears, but it’s not because am sad. I am scared to death.
‘Emily, it’s not me, it's Ira’ she says and here it is again, the cold shiver that shakes my spine.
Ira is my small sister, 3 years younger than me and right now my brain has nothing but anger and agony. I will kill those bastards if they even touch my little sister.
‘Mom, what have they done?’ I ask regaining my strength.
‘They took her’ she replies but before she can finish, ‘yes, she is boss’s entertainment now’ Bob, one of Dirk’s bodyguard replies.
I am broken. I am helpless and I hate myself so much, just because whatever my little sister is facing now is just a result of what I did a few years back.
‘Yes bitch, you heard it right. Your innocent sister is now with our boss, probably getting played in lockup’ he says, laughs and I hear other men doing same, while moans of my mom are also audible.
I have started to sweat now. My whole body feels loose.
‘I swear to God if you even touch her, I’ll….’,’ What will you do, you bitch’ he interrupts before I finish.
‘I’ll tell you what you can do. Pack your bags and rush here else you know how boss plays with virgins. I hope you haven’t forgotten what happened with you a few years back’ he threatens, commemorates me about the time I was used and played.
Ira must be facing the same hell, that’s so terribly horrifying to even think about.
Oh God, please save my sister, save her till I get to her.




Young and beautiful

Four years earlier

Priorities and perception are like two sides of the same coin, and the name of that coin is knowledge. If we perceive a thing positively with adequate knowledge, that becomes our priority and if just the negative approach is perceived, the priorities changes. The problem is us, mankind as a whole, where we are more prone to negative aspects of almost everything, neglecting its bright side, the advantage, joy, and pleasure, and the best example of this is me.


For me, a girl who was career-oriented from the very beginning, the things like relationships, love, affairs, and even marriage were always something I wanted to avoid. Yes, I had some friends in my college but I was never close to anyone. With shackled emotions, I always considered men and sex, a taboo, even though all of my friends were involved in those momentary activities all the time. Call it my childhood or inadequate understanding, but being a virgin one is unable to understand the joy of pleasure, the feeling when you make love with passion.
Well, I don’t hate the girl I was four years back neither do I love the person I am now. It’s like we both have our own capabilities and disabilities.
It was the beginning of summer with Sun warming the earth when I first stepped into the village Clay Valley, the place where we shifted after selling our old house in the countryside. With my dad passing a few years ago, it was quite difficult for mom to raise her two kids, me and Ira. Under so many financial problems, she had no other option than to change our large old house which was located near market, to a small 1000 square feet old house in that village.
Back then I was in my final year of diploma so couldn’t help my mom in shifting houses, but the sooner my final term got over, I rushed towards my new home.
It was nine in the morning when the train stopped for a couple of minutes at Clay Valley Railway station and I had to rush outside with two heavy bags on my weak shoulders. Dizzy and improperly dressed in my nightgown, I even forget to cover my half uncovered body with a shirt and jumped out of the train just like that but the sooner the rays of Sun touched me, I knew I made the right selection of clothes. It was so hot and that too at 9 in morning.
The village railway station was small but there were still a dozen of people busy in themselves. For a second I looked around the place in search of some water but I could see no shops. I was so exhausted and within minutes I also started to sweat like crazy. Also, my bag had all my clothes, books and everything I owned for the last 3 years.
‘Let me help you with this, may I?’ someone said and I turned back to look at him.
In orange short and black pants there was this boy, probably my age, standing to offer me a hand and even before I could have answered, he took one of the heavy bags off my shoulders.
‘Hello, mam, I am Clark. I have a taxi if you need to go somewhere he introduced and I smiled back at him.
Somehow I had a feeling that I knew him because both his face and voice sounded familiar.
‘Hi, am Emily’ I said and shook hands.
‘Actually, I am very new to this place but I have this address’ I said showing him my house’s address.
He chuckled as if he was familiar with my address and then he looked at me differently, like he too had a feeling like he knew me.
‘This place isn’t far, just half an hour drive’ he told me while I tried to make my clothes proper, tried to find my shirt in my purse but it wasn’t there, maybe in my bag.
‘You must have had a rough night’ he concluded at the way I looked in my nightdress and sweaty body.
I nodded, chuckled.
‘Don’t ask. First the train and then the summer’ I said making my hair, making a pony.
My throat is so dry, I can drink a river.
‘Where can I get water?’ I asked while he pointed towards his taxi and without any more conversation, we took the way outside.
I was still unsure of how he felt familiar. I had never been here before so I couldn’t have possibly known him, neither was I comfortable in asking him about his detail.
‘Hey sexy, come ride with us’ out of nowhere someone comments before we could reach Clark’s taxi, and all of a sudden my breaths slows, legs froze.
Who in hell talks like this! Who in this age is so unmannered!
There they were, the gang of jerks, the creeps in a jeep with hungry eyes and dripping jaws. It looked like they were seeing a girl for the first time.
I felt so ashamed, humiliated, because of the way they were looking at me, at my half uncovered skin, at my curves, that I felt like a goat between a wolf’s pack. There weren’t many people around the place and I felt so insecure, so unsafe like something bad was going to happen, as trouble lays ahead my path.
Well for a moment I slowed but the sooner I saw the taxi, I rushed towards it to hide myself even before Clark could follow, while he stopped for a while as if intending to answer those vulgar comments, but soon he realized something, maybe that he was alone, so he ignored them and came towards his taxi where I already hid myself inside.
Exchanging tensed expressions with me, he slid my bag in the back and got into the driver’s seat while I lowered my eyes to look at my cell phone unnecessarily, pretending that I was ok, but we both knew the truth. I was so scared, scared of where my house was. God knows how I will live here if this place is full of these people.
Well, it wasn’t over and before Clark can get us off the trouble, a couple of punks rush towards us while I tried to pull the windowpanes but before I could lock it completely, one dirty-looking fat punk slides his fingers to stop me from what I was doing.
‘Come on, sexy. Come with us, we’ll drop you home’ said one of the rogue man who is more muscular and looks creepiest of all.
‘Yeah, you can ride with us’ another offer from another creep who looked thin but dirty.
While I try my best to save myself, Clark turned to look at what was happening.
‘Leave her, Bob, she is not your property’ Clark said while they laugh improperly as if to tease us.
‘Who is this piece of drug, your sister or what?’ the fat man asked while Clark said nothing.
‘None of your business bob. Let her go’ replied Clark while Bob stared at me sitting inside at worst possible way and took his fingers off the window, allowing me to lock it.
‘We’ll meet again, sexy’ he shouted as Clark accelerated the car.
I can’t describe how ugly his shout was, how irritating, like an expired tonic which makes you ill, which breaks you from inside. In mere few seconds, my attitude and self-respect took a major hit. For a moment I took few deep breaths, trying to hold myself, trying to calm my nerves. I was 21 but never in my life I faced such a situation where I found myself so alone and helpless. That day I realized that no matter how modern or civilized this world is, it’s never safe for someone like me, a girl, not until men like them exist.
‘You’re ok, Emy?’ asked Clark after few seconds and I closed my eyes in response, nodding slowly.
‘Don’t get hurt by those bastards. They treat everyone the same, regardless men or women’ he told.
I am in shock because I thought these people exist only in movies.
‘Who were they? You know them?’ I asked.
‘Yes, the men of Dirk’ he said but before he could finish, something popped in my mind, something I ignored earlier.
He called me Emy, which is my pet name, but no one has called me by that name for very long. I was called by that name in high school, when I used to live in my old house at the countryside.
‘Wait, Clark. Why did you call me by that name? Do you know me?’ I asked with suspicion, excitement, and there it was, a smile on his face, something I was expecting.
I knew I know him from somewhere but I was still unsure.
‘Yes, we used to go to the same school’, ’Yes! I knew it’ I interrupted before he could finish and all of a sudden I remember who he is.
‘Harry, right? Harry Clark. Ok, I get it now I said with the same chuckle and also a little embarrassment of not recognizing him but he?
He recognized me in the first look, and then he nodded looking at my eyes through his front mirror and I lowered my eyes with shame.
The last I remember about him, he used to be in a band where he used to play guitar and as far as my memories, he had a good grip. For once or twice I heard him playing, maybe at our school, and he was so good at it.
I wonder how he turned to be a taxi driver. I guess fate plans differ from what we dream.
‘So what made a guitarist a driver?’ I asked to which he smiled again.
‘Hunger, Emy, the conditions’ he explained.
I nodded without understanding much.
‘The problem is while dreaming we forget to judge the bitterness of reality he said.
‘Hmm’ I responded.
‘After my father passed right after my school, I tried to hunt for a job in some restaurants but the pay was too less for a family of five people. I have three small sisters and they are still studying’ he told.
It’s sad to hear how an artist turned into a driver and that too at such small age. People party, and do road trips at this age but him, he’s just loaded with responsibilities.
I said nothing as his past was starting to hurt us both.
‘And what brings you here?’ he asked.
I smiled.
‘Home’ I replied to which he looked back at me with questionable eyes.
‘Home? Here? But you lived in the countryside, right?’ he asked.
I nodded.
‘I did but as you, my father passed a few years back and mom had no option than to sell our old house and get a place to live here, in this village’ I told.
Somehow that brought a smile to his lips. I felt he was happy with me getting here.
‘Well, welcome then’ he said.
I smiled.
‘Thanks, Harry’ I said and he did the same.
‘Here’ he said, passing a half-filled bottle and without delaying much I took a big gulp.
I am so thirsty, I could drink an entire river. This place is so hot, I wonder how I’ll be able to survive in these conditions. God knows if there’s even a stable mobile network or internet facility.
‘Who were they, Harry? You mentioned some Dirk’ I enquired further.
He nodded, took a deep breath as if about to tell something serious.
‘They are big people, Emy, big and bad people. Half of the village is owned by them and half live by their mercy’ he said.
I cannot understand him completely. Half live by their mercy? What does that even mean, are they kings or what?
‘They are landlords and also money lenders. Every decision of this village is taken under their command and whatever their judgment is, everyone has to obey and follow’ he told.
That sounds so rubbish in this modern era. Judgment, command? It feels like I’ve time-traveled 50 years back.
Nevertheless, I chuckled and nodded at his words.
‘And Dirk? He’s the owner?’ I asked while he shook his head.
‘Dirk is the prince, a ruined child, drunk and biggest jerk in the family, a black sheep indeed. He lives in a castle, big castle and his friends and bodyguards live in the same place. All day and night they party and plan sin, abuse needy, girls’ he added.
‘Sin, girls?’ I asked.
He nodded.
‘Like abusing some poor, beating some innocent, playing with some village girl’ he told, and all of a sudden I get Goosebumps.
‘Playing with some village girl?’ I thought and a cold wave ran through my entire body.
I wonder how law and police work here, although it’s obvious that being the richest people here, the landlord must have bought law and order in their pockets.
‘And what does he do for a living?’ I asked.
Chuckling at my words, ‘Job, work?’ he asked.
‘His only job is to bring others difficulties, pain. Every other day he makes a deal with some innocence and later takes advantage of their simplicity. No daughter, sister is safe here for long if he has his eyes over her. He has done it so many times, to so many innocent girls, and doesn’t get bored’ he said and somehow I feel my body going numb again.
I am scared again, just like how I felt few minutes before when those jerks misbehaved with me in public.
‘Look at your right, it’s the palace I was talking about he says and I turn on my right to spot a huge multi-story house, a palace indeed with uncountable balconies and a large garden.
The place is not only big but also beautiful with trees and greenery all around. There is also a farm where a gardener is busy watering the flowers. The main building, the palace, is really gigantic, like an old mansion, only with newly painted walls and doors. The boundaries look high, double of my height, almost like some prison walls which is inescapable. There was also a swimming pool and a fountain in between. I could also see half a dozen people, all men, some at door and some working. I guess they all worked for Dirk, some as a servant and some as a bodyguard.
‘This place looks incredible, like some movie set’ I applaud while Harry chuckles.
‘I wish you never have to step inside, not even for a second else you’ll be trapped and stuck for a very long time he said and I smiled.
He’s right. All that glitters isn’t gold and the way this palace looks from outside, it must have its own secrets, stories of pain and agony. I hope and pray I keep myself away from this place.




The stranger

‘No Ira, it looks nice on you but you can’t wear it, not in the event’ I said to which she responds with an unpleasant face.


‘It’s short and too much revealing. You need to buy something that makes you look cute, not slutty’ I said while her response is the same.
There is a wedding event tomorrow so I am here to get Ira some decent clothes and also if pocket permits, I need to buy something for myself aswell.
‘It’s just your mind, Emy, else who doesn’t wear this in parties’ she tried to defend but in no world I would pay for something so exposing, neither am I letting her get those, not in my watch.
I am her big sister and I know my responsibilities pretty well. With frowned face, she goes inside the changing room to try another garment which is long and looks good while I too wander the store to get something for me.
It’s just my third day in this village but I’ve already started to know so much about this place. I thought this is just a village with nothing interesting to explore but there is a park, a small mall and also few restaurants with delicious food. The cell phone network is on and there also internet facility. Overall it’s better than my expectation and I think I can fit here without much difficulty.
‘Can I get the same fabric and same color in a long gown?’ I asked one of the store assistants who nodded in reply.
‘I can look for it, madam, but I doubt it. This is good, and is trendy aswell’ he replied while I shake head slowly.
‘No, this is too short and revealing, although I like its fabric and color’ I said sliding my fingers on the short dress.
Well, I am 21 and I don’t want the villagers to gaze at my legs at the party. Call me old-fashioned but I get very uncomfortable when unknown eyes check me out. It’s so awful, irritating, just like the man in a white shirt standing in the corner, who is consistently glancing at me from the time I entered this store. Not only he’s a jerk but also shameless because even after I caught him in the act, he didn’t remove his eyes off me. It’s like he’s proud of what he’s doing.
Nevertheless, I ignored him and turned to the other side.
‘What’s the use of such attractive curves if you are afraid of exposure’ he commented, finally, ending his long gaze on me.
Well, that was both praise and abuse in a single line. If he was someone familiar, I would have smiled back but I don’t like unknown faces gazing at me. In response, I turned away like I didn’t hear him, but he, unlike me, came near and stood right beside me. Then he took the garment I was touching and took a long look at it, and then again looked at me from up to down, as if trying to guess if this could fit my figure.
‘I think you’ll really look appealing in these’ he said and without permission tries to measure my height with cloth’s length.
In that process, his palms somehow get in touch with my body and now I am offended.
‘Excuse me, what are doing?’ I questioned his improper behavior while he chuckles cunningly even after knowing that he touched me.
‘Don’t be. I want you to try this, just for once. Trust me, you’ll rock’ he said with the same shameless chuckle.
I wonder who are these people and where do they come from.
‘I am sorry, who are you?’ I asked back getting a little far, but he comes nearer.
‘Derek. Derek Client’ he said and once again offered the dress but I stop him.
‘Sorry, am not here for me. My sister is looking for a dress’ I said and before he could have replied, Ira comes out of the dressing room wearing what I choose for her.
She looks perfect, the same like what I thought but she still looks unpleased with what she has to wear.
‘Isn't that like the most boring dress in the store?’ Derek commented on Ira who, surprisingly, smiled at his words.
Well, I am kind of embarrassed as both of them disagree with my choice.
‘Indeed’ Ira responded and Derek goes closer to her holding that slutty dress.
‘What’s your name beautiful?’ he asked while ’Ira’ she replied with a friendly gesture.
I don’t know what’s happening and why my sister is even talking to this mean fellow. She is only 19 and too small to even understand that this man is improperly looking at her. He is actually checking her out, the same way he was doing it on me.
‘I suggest you buy something like this, and get your sister to learn some fashion’ he said offering her that piece the same way he offered me few minutes earlier.
Ira chuckled and then looked at me, while I replied to her in an unfriendly manner.
‘Sorry but I think I look good in this, thanks for the suggestion though’ she answered and got inside the changing room again while Derek, as before, walked back to me.
He knows that I am the one who compelled my sister to stay away from him.
‘You know what, attitude is good, it’s a part of healthy personality but too much of it is called ego and ego is not good for someone like you’ he said which feels like some threat.
I don’t know what he means by ‘someone like you’, neither I know why he’s so barbaric.
‘Someone like me? What do you mean mister?’ I asked back.
‘You, a girl, a weaker section of society’ he replied but before he could’ve finished, ‘Excuse me? Weaker section? Who the hell are you to judge?’ I interrupted this time in a raised voice.
Now I am really pissed. In this twenty-first century when the world has changed so much, how can anyone even say this? How can one even think like this?
‘Don’t teach me who I am or what I am. Mind your own business, mister, else you don’t know what a weak girl can do to an impotent like you’ I shouted and all of a sudden there is pin-drop silence in store with every eye looking at us.
I don’t know when was the last time I was this angry. My nerves have paced and I am frowning.
There is a scary silence all around as I have shouted at a decent-looking person. His eyes are down with shame but he doesn’t look in regret but looks more kind of humiliated. 
‘I’ll remember this, remember what you said’ he referred to my ‘impotent’ thing and looks at me up to down, as trying to keep of picture of me in his mind.
I was angry for a moment but now I feel a kind of regret for shouting at him. I could’ve avoided him just by ignoring but God knows why I had to argue. With people still looking at me, I choose to keep quiet because I really used the wrong word and people all around me have started to judge me.
‘For a girl like you, you are too full of arrogance’ Derek said, and now he too looks pissed but wait, what?
Did he say arrogant? To me? Well, that’s mean.
‘Yes, mister, I am what I am and it’s your problem that you haven’t met an arrogant girl. Now get the hell out of the place else I know how to deal with unmannered barbaric strangers’ I replied in the same tone and gesture.
At first, he replied to me with displease expression, but soon he chuckled at my words. It’s hard to understand his duel behavior.
Well, he turns back and walks off the store but before he can leave, he stops to say something.
‘This is a small world, madam, and I promise you won’t forget my face’ he said.
I don’t know what he means, or is this threat or something else. Well, the uncalled conversation ends in an argument, but before he could leave, he looks at me in a displeased way, unhappily, while I ignore him and move on my way.
Somehow I am proud of myself but deep down I also know that I shouldn’t have argued with him. I don’t know who he was and what he can do.




Midnight goons

‘Open up, anyone home?’ someone bangs my house’s door twice, causing my slumber to end in a jerk.
This is pretty unusual, more kind of scary because it’s 11 at night and no civilized person would knock on anyone’s door at this point in time. Maybe there is some emergency but why knock with such power.
With faltering steps and slow breaths, I rubbed my eyes and moved slowly towards my room’s door, trying to figure who is at the door.
‘Open up’ there it is again, another knock with the same barbaric intensity.
It’s starting to scare me now. I could hear my heart beating.
‘Who is it?’ whispered Ira looking at me from my door, while I try to ask the same question to her.
Even she is awake and looks scared, just like me, while I see my mom getting out of her room. She, as like us, looks even more worried and hesitant to go near the door and open up.
‘Who it could be at this point of time?’ she asked us and in low voice, while we stood answerless and scared.
Then she moved towards the door without making much noise, and tried to hear what’s going outside, by placing her ears close to the door but there is creepy silence outside. For a moment she turned towards us to ask if it’s ok to open the door, but I am too scared to make a decision. With just three female members here, it could be trouble outside else there could be someone who really needs our help.
My mom looks so scared and confused, just like me, but before she could make any decision, here it is again, the third knock and this time the voice behind the door sounds familiar.
‘It sounds like Mr. Joshep, isn’t it’ my mom murmured and looked at us for answers, while Ira nods to support her.
*Mr. Joshep is our neighbor who is old and lives alone*
Well without delaying further my mom opened the door but what?
There are half a dozen people outside, all men, a little older than me but improperly dressed, and the sooner the door opens, they rush inside. Mom tries to resist but she is too weak for even a single person.
‘What the hell is going on? Who are all these men?’ I ask myself holding Ira in my arms, who now grips me tightly and tries to hide herself behind me.
I have my heart in my mouth and my brain has stopped working because I know these people. They are the same jerks who tried to molest me on my first day in this village. I also remember a name, Bob, and he’s also here, looking at me with the same hungry eyes as if desperate to eat me. I am even more embarrassed now as this is happening before my family and there is no one here to help us out.
I am pretty sure they are here for me but I wonder how they found me.
Well, before anyone can say ask or complain, Bob walks towards the sofa to make himself comfortable, and even lays his legs on the table, just like the old fashioned way which is so ill-mannered.
I still have no idea of what’s going in my house at midnight.
Who are they? Does mom know them?
‘What nonsense is this, Bob why are you here at this time?’ mom asks before I could catch what’s happening.
For a moment Bob checks me out in the same improper way while I lower my eyes with shame. He chuckled at me, the same cunning way, and then looked at my mom.
‘Sophie, your time is up, we need the money’ he said.
Mom takes a deep breath before answering anything. I know this look of her. She is confused and scared.
‘But Mr. Dirk told to take as much time as I can’ she says but before she can complete, ‘This was the all-time you had. Now give me the money’ Bob interrupted.
I am unable to grasp what’s going. What money? Whose money? Did mom take a loan, and that too from Dirk?
‘Mom, what is he talking about? What money?’ I asked but in reply she gives me a blank stare, like not willing to tell the truth.
‘Come on Sophie. You didn’t tell them?’ Bob interrupted while I looked for answers.
‘The mat you’re standing, this Sofa, bed and even this house, it all belongs to Dirk’ he told and a cold wave ran through my entire body.
I looked at my mom for the veracity of his claim, and in reply she stood still without an answer, proving her guilt. All these months I thought mom bought this house and everything from the money she got by selling our old house but none of it is true.
‘But mom what about the money from the old house? Where is it?’ I asked.
She didn’t answer, neither did she move a hair.
I can’t tell what’s going inside me. Once we used to be so happy, used to owe so much and now we don’t even have a house. It’s like losing a part of my soul. The tension inside this house is indescribable and what’s worse is the goons surrounding us.
‘How much do we owe you?’ I asked while Bob takes a long breath and looked at my bottom.
I think he didn’t hear me.
This is so improper and scary because his eyes aren’t on me, but on my 19-year young sister. In reply to his gaze, Ira gets on my back as if scared to even show herself to him.
‘How much do we owe?’ I asked again and now he looked at me.
‘The amount is beyond your imagination’ he answered while I looked back at my mom for answers.
Without making eye contact, ’50 grand’ she murmured and I skip a breath.
‘What?’ I asked back while, ‘Yes, you heard it right’ Bob said.
It’s hard to believe my eyes and ears. I can’t believe I, along with my family, am trapped in a situation with no escape. Even though I work for day and night for two life, I can’t pay that amount of money.
‘Mom, why?’ I asked but she still stood answerless.
There is an awkward but scary silence that rules the darkness for some time. As I wait for my mom to say even a word, to tell why she took such a big load from such goons, I see Bob getting impatient.
‘Come on now, Sophie. Tell me what I should do? Dirk said me to return with the payment or something that valuable’ he said and surprisingly turned his eyes towards me, referring to the ‘valuable’ thing.
My heart pounded with that look and my body feels numb, because as per my guess I am not that valuable thing, but my sister is.
Oh God! What the hell did I do wrong?
Why my innocent sister is the target now? What crime did she do?
‘Bob no. Not my daughters, I beg. I’ll pay you after sometime, I promise’ mom pleads, finally, when she sees us getting in trouble.
In reply bob chuckled, stating his answer straight.
’50 grand for a girl, I guess it’s better than the best deal you can ever get’ he said and I can feel Ira gripping me with even more strength, like crying not to leave her to them.
Well without further delay I see Bob signaling his men to come for Ira and in instant, I get surrounded by the goons, who soon start to snatch my little sister off my shoulders. I beg, I shout, and even my mom does the same but one of his men pulls us both (me and mom) off my sister and jerks us to the floor.
Mom cries and begs with eyes draining with tears and I do the same but it’s insufficient to save Ira, who also tries her best to get off two of those monsters clutches, but her weak incapable arms is unable to save her respect.
‘Please don’t hurt my daughter, I beg of you Bob’ mom screams but there is nothing here but silence and darkness.
‘Now get this piece of cake when you have the money. Till then she’ll be our entertaining’ Bob said, chuckling at our helplessness, and the touched Ira improperly on her back.
Filled with embarrassment, my sister cried for help but trapped inside the shoulders of two men, I can’t even help myself than to see my precious sister getting molested by Bob. He shamelessly rubs his lips on her shoulder and neck and then sniffs her hair, giving a small trailer of what she will face when they take her to the palace.
‘Wait, Bob. Wait for a minute, I beg of you’ I said as something comes to my mind, something that can save my sister.
While Bob waited to hear me out, every eye turned towards me.
‘Take me instead, please, let my sister go’ I try to barter and see my mom crying again.
I know she did a mistake but she is still my mom and we two are still her daughter. I can’t wonder what’s going on inside her, how broken she must be.
‘You? For her? I don’t think so’ said Bob, denying my request but I somehow get off the shoulders of men holding me and come at my knees to beg.
Getting my palms together and kneeling like some beggar, I urged Bob to consider my request and somehow his stone heart starts to melt.
‘I don’t know. You are too stubborn and hard to handle’ he replied but, ‘I promise I’ll follow and behave’ I interrupted before he could have finished.
‘No Emily. Don’t do this. You have no clue how they treat us and what will they do to you’ Ira interrupted in between with dripping eyes.
‘No. I am ready for anything as long as my family is safe, as long as you are safe’ I said and looked at Bob who nodded as a confirmation and then pushed Ira on the floor with a jerk and came towards me.
Holding my hands tightly, he pulled me up with force while I shouted with sight pain due to that sudden jerk.
‘See, didn’t I say you won’t forget my face?’ he commemorated what he said to me few days before and I lowered my eyes with fear and embarrassment.
I could see my helpless family following the car I am taken inside but I have no strength to see their faces. I am helpless and weak, delicate and young, and I know why I am being traded in return for loan.
While I feel a drop of my tear rolling down my cheeks towards my chest, Bob starts to molest me. His lips pass through my shoulders towards my back and then he sniffs my hair for a while, and checks me out physically with his fingers rolling down my buttocks. I am being molested with every other men watching what’s going on with me. Their eyes are filled with the same dirty thirst and I fear if I could be abused right now, so I try not to resist, try not to fight what Bob is doing to me, rather, I stay quiet and get the monster to play with me in his ways.
I can’t describe how I feel after knowing what’s coming for me. It’s just a matter of minutes when I’ll be inside of that creepy palace and soon I’ll be played and used in the ways I can’t even imagine.




Ugly inspection

Ahhhhh…I moan with pain as the first rays of Sun stuck my eyes.
It’s morning and there is bright outside but I am still in dark, lying naked with my wrists still handcuffed on my back. My bottom still pains, my breast itches, and my thighs and buttocks have marks of whips but I can’t even touch my hurt body. After last night when I was subjected to inhuman torture and harassment, I was left here at the lockup to rest, naked and tied with not even a cushion or pillow.
I can’t even remember for how long was I played and when the play turned into torture. I can’t even remember when it all ended and when I was thrown here. I have no idea for how long I shouted or begged for mercy, and when my body left consciousness. I couldn’t recall if I slept or I passed out.
For I moment I close my eyes and lay my body on the dirty walls of the prison but soon I realize that the walls aren’t made to rest. It isn’t furnished and it stinks, so I lay back on the floor in the best possible way but with handcuffed wrists, I am unable to maintain balance, unable to get a comfortable position.
I am hungry, thirsty, and craving peace. It feels like I’ve been here for a very long time. My body is half-covered with dirt and half with mud, while my hair feels like a broom. I also stink awful, and it's the result of the juice ejected by Dirk on my face and belly. The last night was even worse than my worst nightmares and I never thought any girl like me can take such pain and embarrassment. I wish I would have died in between but it hurts to be alive. Any place would be better than where I am now and in what condition I lie. It’s one of the dirtiest places in this village.  
Before the first sex people have all kinds of fantasy about it. For some it’s an act of pleasure and fun, especially for the girls who aren’t serious towards career but for someone like me, it’s taboo. Call it lack of experience or result of what’s shown in movies, for a virgin girl like me, sex is more kind of a punishment rather than something two persons enjoy. It’s a dirty and shameful act of embarrassing each other with useless touches and kisses, moreover, it’s also bloody and painful for the beginners.
I hated it from the time I knew about it and I always wondered how I will comply when the time comes and willingly or unwillingly I’ll have to be part of it. For so long I always prayed for a person who would make things nicer for me when I have to lose virginity, and somehow I always felt that my first experience would change my perspective about sex but I was wrong.
After all these years when I saved myself for someone special, I never thought I’ll be losing my seal in hands of a goon.
Well, how may I describe what happened last night?
In a line, I never thought a man can bring such torture, mentally and physically, to a girl who had no experience of physical harassment. Yes, I’ll call it harassment and not sex, because in the latter there are two persons with equal involvement but what happened with me was just the domination of a manner-less fellow. Not only was I played, but also punished.
After I was molested in the car by Bob, we reached the palace and I was taken inside. I didn’t remember tears because I was scared to death and when a person is too much scared, even the tears leave us alone.
As we entered inside, the rest of the men left but Bob kept holding me, resisting me from doing anything wrong, although even though he would’ve left me, I would’ve done nothing but beg for mercy.
‘Welcome to the party, bitch’ whispered Bob and pushed me on the shiny slippery tiles floor of the palace which is bigger than what it looks like from outside.
Unable to balance myself, I fell down and waited for fate to harm me.
We were at a hall, right in the entry of the palace and I could see expensive antiques and paintings all across the place. There were also an old sofa and chairs with a dead leopard head on a table. Clearly, the person living here had no respect for nature because there were other heads of few more animals hanging on wall.
Leaving me on the floor, Bob got towards the main door and locked it. I can still feel the sound of lock because then I started to feel like a bird recently caught and put into a cage. Being taken at midnight, I was too casually dressed in just a thigh-long loose skirt and a sleeveless top, although I had my inners saving my private parts.
Locking the door from inside, Bob took a seat on one of the sofa while I kept lying on the floor, unable to think what I was supposed to do. Somehow I sat in my legs and tried to make my hair, clothes but before I could’ve finished, I heard footsteps.
It was coming from the stairs on my right and instantly my heartbeat started to accelerate. I don’t know how to describe my mental condition because I was already scared till death from the time I was taken inside the car and was molested by Bob. I didn’t know what worse could’ve happened than what already happened.
Well, there was a man in nightgown & sleepers, holding a cigar in fingers, walking down the stairs towards me. As I heard the footsteps approaching, I could feel a cold shivery wave arising from my toe and even though I wanted to, I couldn’t raise my eyes to look at his face. I had no idea what to do next, whether stay on the floor or stand for respect.
The sooner he got near me, he took around as if checking me from every angle before playing with my grace. It was so embarrassing to be as helpless as a doll, but soon I got in my knee and lowered my head.
‘Well hello, miss arrogant’ he said the first words, and surprisingly, I remembered that voice.
Raising my head, ‘Derek?’ I said and got stunned to see him.
Yes, he was the same person I humiliated in public, and in a moment I realized that all this midnight action is nothing but a revenge story. I felt like an idiot.
‘Not Derek, Dirk’ Bob replied and I was so confused by his multiple names.
‘Dirk, Derek. Derek Dirk’ Bob told and both of them laughed.
It was hard to believe what I did. I took an enmity from the most hated and powerful person in this village. I was so stupid. The things happening to me and my family is not because of the loan mom took, but is the result of my arrogance, something I could’ve ignored.
‘I am sorry, Mr. Dirk, so so sorry’ I tried to apologize but before I could’ve finished, he held my shoulders and raised me up.
I could feel my heart pounding in a good way because he touched me like a gentleman, and not like a goon.
‘Don’t apologize, girl. Arrogance is not a born disease, it comes from something special, something that’s uncommon’ he explained while I pondered at his words.
‘It’s your color, contours, your figure. You’re young and incredibly pretty, desirable, something every man wants and that’s special, unique in a way he described while I was still trying to understand his meaning.
‘Your arrogance is the result of what you are, how you look. You know you’re desirable, sexy and that’s the reason for your unnecessary ego but don’t worry, I myself am a doctor’ he said.
Till then I was ok with what he was saying. He was actually praising me and every girl likes to get appraised, although I didn’t really understand the doctor team and its reference.
‘A doctor?’ I asked and in reply, he chuckled in the same cunning way.
My heart pounded, again, as I already sensed what he was about to say.
‘Yes, a doctor, a gynecologist, although I don’t treat disease related to women body. I am kind of a doctor who makes a woman let go her attitude and arrogance’ he said.
That felt like a rock hitting my chest. I exactly knew what he meant. I could feel my nerves pacing again.
‘Don’t be so scared, sexy. I promise I’ll rip off your unwanted attitude towards your body. I shall tear off your arrogance and will make you an ideal woman who is just supposed to follow what’s ordered’ he mumbled coming near my ears and then slid his fingers in my belly, rolling it down towards my waist and buttocks.
Yes, he was touching me in a way no girl wants, and his fingers were on those places no girl is comfortable. I was helpless and weak, bound to get played.
‘Don’t worry and don’t panic. The thing I am about to do you, the therapy, will make you someone every man desires. By the time we finish you’ll learn to obey and serve’ he said and sniffing my hair for a while, he signaled Bob for something.
What the hell is that?
I can feel my body getting numb after what I see in Bob’s hand. It’s a handcuff, a long chain, and a small belt used for pets.
I don’t know what to say or what to imagine. I have no idea what Dirk intends to do with me. If it was just sex, why these scary chains and handcuff?
‘Thanks’ Dirk said and started to check the length and quality of the chain while my chest started to pump me harder.
‘I want you to undress, now’ said Dirk and sat on the sofa just beside Bob who was constantly gazing at me in the same improper way.
Now his tone is full of domination, like he wanted me to follow without a second thought.
I had no choice, neither I was hesitant, because even my smallest stubbornness could’ve brought nothing but trouble. One by one I started to strip, first my skirt and then my top, but before I could do more, I looked upon Dirk’s face. Actually, I didn’t want to get naked in front of Bob whose eyes were frozen on me, on my private parts. He was desperately waiting for the time when I removed my undergarments.
‘All of it, Emily. Take off your bra and panty aswell’ Dirk cleared my doubt but I was still a little shy.
Dirk took a deep breath and gave me a cold look.
‘Bob, can you help her out?’ Dirk asked and in a jiffy my fingers unhooked my bra and then slipped off my panty.
There I was, standing without clothes, & it was awkward because I was so scared that I wasn’t actually embarrassed in standing naked in front of two men. Never in my life had I stripped before anyone and I never thought someday I have to do this dirty thing without my will, and that too before two strangers.
‘Turn this side, now’ asked dirk and I did the same, exposing my uncovered front to them.
My eyes were on the floor as I had no dignity left to face them. My heartbeats were fastened and my body had a strange tickle.
‘Raise your hands’ Dirk said and I raised them hesitantly.
‘Straight and stretched’ he shouted at my laziness and my heart pounded.
I did as asked and stretched my hands up in the air with my head still down facing the floor.
They were checking me like crazy, like they never saw a naked girl before. I could literally feel their eyes rolling up and down on my entire nude skin, on my private parts, and on my curves.
‘Now widen your legs’ Dirk said and I gave a little space between my legs.
Now I could feel myself getting embarrassed. 
‘A little more’ he said and I did the same and spread my legs wider.
It was so humiliating and scary to follow orders from someone whose intention was just to rip my dignity and self-respect. Never for a second, their eyes were on my face, or on my silky hairs, but I was constantly gazed on only upon my breast and my bottom.
‘Now I want you to bend your legs, just a little without lowering your arms’ he said and I did as asked.
Now my shoulders were starting to hurt and I had no idea why I was being humiliated in crazy positions, in installments. It was very problematic to hold the pose but not for long. Soon Dirk walked towards me and I could feel a drop of sweat rolling down my neck towards my belly. With paced heart, I was begging God to save me.
For once he got behind me & snuggled my bare body with tenderness, kissing on my shoulders, slipping his palms on my breasts and bottom.
‘Ahh…’ I moaned quietly as thousand unknown fellings arose inside me all altogether.
Though I was ashamed and scared, I held my position and stay bent as he asked, while he came forward to check my front. Looking directly into my face, he came nearer, too close to my lips as if to kiss me, but I didn’t care to see into his eyes. I was scared and disgusted by the way I was being explored and the thing even worse than what he was doing to me was he was doing this in front of Bob, the person I liked the least and hated the most in the entire world.
Exploring/tasting my top front, my nipples for few minutes, he then shifted his focus towards my bottom and I skipped a beat as I felt his breath between my legs, on the most sensitive part of my body, my vagina.
Ahhh…..There is no word available in the entire English language to describe how I was feeling when his fingers passed through my cunt, rubbing my vagina’s hair in between. It was a small massage but was highly effective.
Closing my eyes for a moment, I took a deep breath. There were a lot of things going inside me all together. I didn’t feel this way, not in this life. Hormones were ejected and I could feel changes inside me. Though I was scared, I was feeling like an animal crazy for food, a plant thirsty for water. Just a tender touch and it was like magic. Suddenly my scariness turned into craziness and I was craving for more, hungry for sex.
‘I guess you aren’t a teenager, isn’t it?’ Dirk said the first words and I opened my eyes after few moments in heaven.
I nodded, just a little, and soon I realized where I was and with whom. For a moment his tender tough forced me to forget all about the current situation, about all that was being done to me inside closed doors.
‘I thought you left the virgin and brought a slut’ he asked Bob and looked back at my bottom while I saw Bob getting too excited.
*by virgin he meant Ira*
‘Who knew both sisters had sealed pits’ Bob replied and made Dirk laugh, while I lowered my eyes with shame.
With such embarrassment I had no strength to face him or Bob, whose thing was up inside his pants, reveling how much was he was craving to touch my naked body.
While I closed my eyes after seeing Bob looking at my bottom, Dirk once again got between my legs to check out if my bottom really had a seal, if I was a virgin for sure. With excitement, my body loosened as he got nearer to sniff my bottom and a breath from his nose struck my vagina.
Rubbing his nose slightly into my cunt, he licked it softly while in reflex I pushed myself back as I felt like getting touched by some naked electric wire.  A thousand unknown emotions erupted inside me all together and for the first time, I knew what happens when a woman is touched in a way man like.
‘Hands in your back’ asked Dirk and before I could have felt more of him in me, he started to handcuff me in my back.
My wrists were tied on my buttocks, and my neck had a small belt, just like pet animals. Though I know this now, the BDSM stuffs, but then I was unknown to these things. I had no idea why I was being put to chastity, in chains, and moreover, why my neck had an animal belt.
‘First sex is always special, Emily, and I sure won’t ruin your fantasies, not today’ Dirk said, and holding my left arm, he started walking me upstairs towards one of the huge rooms of the palace.
Bond and humiliated, I had no choice but to follow orders, but deep inside I was also excited for the thing he was going to do to me. Sure, he wasn’t going to go easy on me but I was craving for his tender touch again. Though I was a virgin and had no experience of sex, I was hungrily waiting for Dirk to play with me like animals.




Blood and chains

The room I was taken into was incredibly large, almost three times big of what I had in my house but it was almost dark with just a couple of dim lights on the corners. Although I tried hard, all I could see were few paintings on the wall, a couple of weird X-shaped pieces of furniture, a bench, and a large bed right in between the room.


As I was brought near the bed where I would be used, he stopped and blindfolded me. For a second I thought of asking the reason for restrains and eye mask, but soon my mouth was sealed with a spongy gag, restraining me to speak. I had no idea of what was going on and why he wanted to prohibit me from seeing, speaking, or using my hand.
Although I was excited before with just handcuffed wrist, now I was scared as whatever I go through, I won’t be able to see, resist or complain. I just had to accept whatever he would do to me.
Without delaying much, he guided me somewhere, and soon my handcuffed wrist was suspended to the ceiling. I guess I was tied to the same X-shaped furniture I saw earlier. My legs which were free till now, were also tied with some space in between, and even before anything happened, I started trembling.
I had no idea what was going to happen and lots of crazy wild thoughts were starting to break me. I knew whatever Dirk had in mind was not something I would enjoy because he wouldn’t have restrained me and my senses if he wanted me to be a part of his play. His plans had to be something which would make me feel sorry and it was obvious, because I wasn’t his girlfriend, but someone who ashamed him publicly.
‘I know there must be a thousand things going in your dirty little head but don’t worry, I am here to heal you’ he said those doctor words again and I held my breath to hear him carefully.
‘But before I could help you get off your virginity, just a little payback for what you did back in store’ he said and all of a sudden something crashed on my naked thighs.
‘Ouch….ahhhhh’ I shouted, pulling myself back, feeling incredibly sharp pain and for a moment my heard pounded of the sudden uncalled pain in my legs.
Even though I was unable to see, I could feel my skin burning, but before I could even breathe or guess what hit me, there it was again, the second shot, now in my belly and now I felt my heartbeats getting irregular. Unable to grasp the sudden pain, I was shouting in some unknown voice and could feel my mouth spitting water.
I pulled myself back with all my strength, but the sooner my buttocks touched the wood in my back, there it was again, the third whip, stronger and more painful, right my lower thighs. Well, this was the time when a girl’s shout started to sound like a man’s voice. I can’t explain what trauma I was in, what pain. I have no words about what was going in my head, how I felt. It was like being fed to hungry wolves with restrained hands and legs.
In a hope to free me from bondage I tried to shake my hands, legs, and my entire body but this monster tied me so professionally that I couldn’t even bend myself, not even afoot. It was just a few whips on my body but I was burning with pain. I was wet with sweat and was spitting too. I could hear my voice echoing over the large palace but there was no one there, nothing but just darkness, and bond naked helpless girl begging a monster to stop.
I lost the track of time and the count of whips on my weak body but I remember my cries, begs, screams, and the enormous pain which was given to me. Yes, I did a mistake but getting punished in this way was out of my imagination. I said sorry a thousand times, I begged and did everything I could but with my mouth gagged I couldn’t speak properly. I even tried to make a conversation, just in the hope to get a break between the whips, but it looked like he wasn’t in a mood to talk. He was just thrashing me with power without any slang, without speaking anything at all. He just wanted to beat me with all his focus and his power. My pain wasn’t a concern, neither were my shouts. Revenge was all he was concerned about and not the thing he was doing to my body. Although blindfolded, I knew how more of my flesh turned black as I went through more of his whips but till then I already used every possible way to escape, every way to communicate or make him stop. Till then I understood that he wasn’t stooping, not before he is done avenging, but there was another way waiting which I didn’t imagine.
When you face an unbearable situation, you try to run but if running isn’t an option, you surrender regardless of the result. I do remember my loudest shout when a whip crashed into my nipples, the sensitive spot, and then something strange happened, something that never happened before. For a moment I felt like my body started to lose weight, like I was being lifted with unearthly force. With my eye masked, I had no idea what was going on, what was happening with my body. I wasn’t even able to feel the pain in my hurt body, neither could I hear anything. It was very strange but somehow everything stopped.
There was no pain or darkness but the place I laid was a place with peace and prosperity. I didn’t know how I was taken or who took me here because there was no one visible. I was happy and my breath was normal. I wasn’t in pain and didn’t even have marks on my body. It’s like I was in a place where earth meets heaven, but how is it even possible.
Did I die? Is this heaven?




The lost badge

‘Excellent, sweetheart’ complimented my dad while I smiled within myself, proud of saving a small flower plant in our garden by watering it.


It’s a fine Sunday morning with Sun almost starting to warm our home. Today’s I have turned three and on my special day, my dad and I have planned to redecorate our garden and save some plants which are about to die due to intense heat.
It’s so good to save so many lives and I will continue doing this on every holiday. My dad is a gentleman and also a very kind person. I love him so much. Not only he cares about me and my mom, but also cares about the plants and flowers in our garden. He is the best dad and best person in this world. I am so lucky to have him.
While I looked at my dad with a proud and peaceful chuckle, ‘There is another one’ he said pointing towards another flowering plant that looks on the verge of dying and I quickly run towards the tap to get more water.
After filling my bucket, I closed the tap and ran towards another dying plant but before I could’ve reached, something happens in my foot and I fall to the ground along with the bucket. In the process, I not only hurt myself, but also wet my body.
‘Ahh….’I shout as I feel a sharp pain in my things, while I see my father running towards me.
I think there is a cut on my skin. It’s burning/bleeding and it aches too but I am unable to get up or even open my eyes.
‘Are you ok, Emy?’ said my father laying his arms around me, touching my toes softly while I start to cry.
The pain is just too much and it’s not just my toes, but my entire body.
‘Open eyes, wake up my father said but I am scared to look.
Seeing me getting partially unconscious, he splits few drops of water on my face, and in a moment I open my eyes.
The pain is still the same, even more, a lot infact, and I am still in the ground but now I am not three but twenty-one year old, lying naked on the floor of the palace with nothing but just handcuffs in my wrists. Yes, my dream has ended and my father isn’t here to save me from Dirk who is just inches away from me, sprinkling water drops in my face to wake me up.
I am sure I wasn’t asleep after what he did to me, after how brutally he trashed me. I must have lost consciousness and went to a time when I was so happy.
The sooner I realized where I am and what I was subjected to, I quickly raised myself to stand but my body is hurt. Earlier while blindfolded I couldn’t see what Dirk used to thrash me but now I see a large thing whip lying beside me and what it has done to my delicate naked body is indescribable. 
There are large grey marks in all of my frontal portions including my nipples and my belly. I now finally understand why the pain was unbearable and why I lost myself.
Well, I am so scared, I am still shaking. My hair and my entire body smell of my own sweat, maybe I also peed on myself.
‘I thought I lost you even before I could taste you’ said Dirk and my heart pounds unnecessarily.
After what he did to me, I am afraid of even hearing his voice. I tremble and my legs start to shake as he comes near to see my marks. Maybe he’ll beat me more, even more brutally. I wish I was dead because I am too weak to face another torture.
He came near and scrolled fingers on my hurt portions, especially on my private parts, my chest which has whip marks. It pains while his finger passes off my skin but I somehow hold myself. I know how stone-hearted he is and how brutal he can be, so I don’t want to give him another chance to punish me. I can’t take it, not anymore and I also don’t want to die, so it’s good to let him do whatever he wants to do with me. I just need to follow.
He, for the first few minutes, rolls his palms on my naked hurt body, as if trying to show sympathy,   as if unhappy with what he did to me but deep down he knows that I won’t believe his hypocrite double standard face. What he did to me wasn’t a mistake, but a planned sin. He hurt me by will and I won’t forget this till my last breath.
Well after going through my body marks, he starts to molest me again, the same way as he did sometime earlier in the hall. First, it’s my breast and then his palms move towards the bottom half of my body, between my legs, on my vagina and I close my eyes.
‘You’re so beautiful’ he mumbled and then kisses my lips but I am finding it hard to corporate.
I am still afraid, in trauma and I still feel that even my slightest of mistakes would bring me pain, a lot of pain.
Seeing me ignoring he moves his mouth towards my neck and starts to kiss me in installments, on almost every part of my unclothed body. I am humiliated and ashamed with a broken will, but his tender touch is slowly getting me excited. Although I am hurt and my body aches, now I am also excited in the same exotic way. I do remember how he whipped me, and I also know I am being used, played. He taking advantage of my situation but I still want to do something I never did before.
In reply to his kisses, I close my eyes and let him do whatever he has in mind but just after kissing and rubbing lips around my naked body for few minutes, he stops and handcuffs me again. That just made me fall into an ocean of fear and I quickly opened my eyes to see what he intends to do.
Will he beat me again? Will he use the whip again? Did I do something wrong, will he punish & torture me again?
A thousand questions erupt inside me all at once and suddenly I feel my eyes getting watery. Suddenly I start to cry even before he looks back at me.
‘Relax, beauty, I’m not beating you more’ he mumbled at my ears and I took a deep breath.
I feel relaxed, finally, but I am still a little afraid else why my legs wouldn’t stop shaking.
‘It’s time to explore you sexy, explore your youth’ he said rubbing his fingers on my bottom and I closed my eyes again.
As I said earlier, his fingers are magical and no matter how ill he treated me earlier, the sooner he touches my bottom lips, I feel indiscernibly comfortable, like riding a horse in the water, like falling off a cliff, swimming in sand.
Well like a gentleman he picks me in arms and takes me towards the large bed in the center of the room. In reply I lower my eyes and although naked and bond, I try to bring a little shame to my face.
The room was still dark with a dim light in the corner. Laying me in his bed he made his way around the bed towards me while I pulled myself back, unsure if I should cooperate or resist. To be frank, I was more inclined towards getting myself played as I saw in movies, so I kept my bashfulness in limit and let him play his game.
Soon he started to take off his clothes and I could feel my heart beating rising. It was so excitingly weird moment. I was seeing a man getting undressed for real. First the shirt, then the pant, and I could feel my nerves getting restless. For a moment I tried to take my eyes off him but the sooner his palms moved lower to unleash his thing off his underwear, I quietly gazed upon him. My God! I took a deep breath and held into it. It was so satisfyingly sexy to see his perfectly large erected penis pointed towards me, like craving to get into play, urging to be used. For a moment I looked into it and then a wave of bash wrapped me, forcing me to lower my eyes.   
Dirk waited for me to say something but I was unable to speak. There were a lot of things in my mind. Not only was I excited but I was now hungry for what was pointed towards me. If I had the control, I wouldn’t have delayed, even for a minute.
Well seeing me ashamed, Dirk made a move and climbed towards me while with restrained wrists I somehow tried to hide myself through my legs. In reply he pulled me around and snuggled his arms around my belly, kissing, rubbing his lips across my exposed dignity. For a moment he sniffed my hair and then ran fingers along my torso, then nipples, squeezing, biting me slightly while I moaned without making much noise.
‘You’re softer than silk, sweeter than cake. I regret the lost years you spent alone’ he mumbled in my ears and softly bit on it.
I did the same, moaned but I didn’t resist, instead, I was enjoying his touch. Even I feel sad about lost years. Exploring my frontal body physically, he finally moved towards the most sensitive parts of me, the bottom, the thing I was saving for so many years. As his fingers came in contact with my vagina’s muscle, my bottom lips, a huge electrifying wave ran across me and I somehow began to lose strength. It was like getting exposed to a new energy field where you find yourself in a very uncomfortable situation. I know he was thirsty for my youth but believe me, I was even for thirsty, even more excited. I just wanted him to love me like animals, without much manner or rules. I wanted rough sex, a wild experience.
Pulling me closer he massaged my bottom for few seconds and soon I felt my pit getting wet. I wasn’t able to open my eyes but I could sense exactly how he was playing with me, getting his finger in and out, shaking my bottom, pounding my heart. I even started to make noise and no matter how much I tried, I wasn’t able to stop it. It was awkward and frustrating because I too wanted to touch him but my hands were still handcuffed.
Well after his fingers played with my bottom, now it was the turn for his penis, the thing I was waiting for so long but before he could do that, he surprisingly started to lick my bottom which was still wet. I was ashamed again and tried to pull myself away but he didn’t allow it. Although it seemed awkward at first, I soon realized how incredibly effective it was. His tongue knew exactly how to lick my bottom lips, how to shake it, and how to bring me to the edge of orgasm. I was actually enjoying it and was getting into a phase where it was too comfortable to control myself. I was starting to feel a force building inside me.
Pushing my legs wider, his tongue dived into my bottom lips and I suddenly started to lose control.
I felt the start and felt it building inside me. The orgasm was on its way and I couldn’t do anything to stop it, moreover, the way I was being licked, it was incredibly difficult to even slow what was erupting inside me. I was helplessly excited and was also ashamed to break like a teenager.
‘I can’t control, please, stop’ I urged as I didn’t wanted my juice to get into his mouth but he had different plans.
With continuous efforts and passionate movements, his tongue kept digging deeper, exploring, exploiting my unexplored territory and I, using all my strength, tried my best to deny myself from getting punctured, but it wasn’t for long. I knew I couldn’t hold long, and even he knew he would break me soon and that’s the exact thing that happened.
‘Ahhhh…..’ I was unable to stop myself so I screamed, while a stream of my juice jerked out of my bottom.
Ashamed of my deeds I closed my eyes and felt him removing his tongue off my bottom. With wet thighs and buttocks I was still draining out and there was no way to stop. I felt dirty but that dirt, the orgasm is the best feeling in the world.
‘Beautiful’ complimented Dirk and rubbed fingers on my bottom even before I could let last drops out of me.
I lowered my eyes with shame but I was also proud, and even though I just had a go, there was still a large thirst waiting inside me. I wanted more and this time not just his fingers, but the beast pointed at me. Yes, I wanted to get played properly and that was exactly what Dirk had in mind.
As I opened my eyes and looked into him, he did the same. Leaning close to me he got into my lips even before I could think. It was so satisfying. I was riding the horse again because without my notice he somehow slipped his thing into my pit which was still wet. Soon as his big hard thing started to thrust deep inside my wet pit, I started to realize that this world is more than just money and power.
The feeling I had was so beautifully amazing that there is no match to any person, object, or thing. If heaven exists, this must be it.
As his thrusts got deeper, I started to make weird sounds, happy sounds. As it was my first time, I was in pain, but the sooner I felt the building of another force, the pleasure surpassed my troubles. I know I was close but I also knew he was closer. Even his eyes were close while he was shaking above me, dancing, jerking to build his climax, and not a minute after I could feel him shoot inside me.
Yes, he too lost control and I sensed his juice wetting me both from inside and outside. I was feeling dirty again as he got his thing outside and a part of his juice drained outside me. It was so awkward but what came next was even more dissatisfying.
After pulling his thing out of me he started to spit the last few drops of his juice all over my naked body. It smelled foul and was so filthy and soiled. I was humiliated, even more, when I was forced striped. In reply all I could have done was to close my eyes and turn my face to the other side, wishing he didn’t drop any part of juice in my face because if he did, I didn’t even have free hands to protect myself.
I was unable to grasp why he had to ruin the moment, why he had to make me feel like his bitch?
There was a smile on his face and it was cunning. He was proud of what he had done. It was like he wanted to show me my place. He wanted to aware me of the fact that I was his play toy, his lust puppet, and not someone special. I was so embarrassed that I had to close my eyes.    
In the midst of that beautiful play of orgasm, I somehow forgot that I was his captive, his bitch, and my value for him was nothing more than furniture. Well getting my body dirty with his juice, he finally stopped and walked off the room without caring about my handcuffs, while I waited in the bed for the long night to pass.




The torture

‘Ira, is it you?’ I scream with heart-pounding as I hear a girls’ moan on my phone.
No longer than I reached the airport’s gate, my cell-phone rang. It’s her, my sister and I am afraid she’s been taken.
There is a mutual silence for a few seconds but soon, ‘Emy…’ she replies and starts crying.
I am flabbergasted and have no idea what to do, how to save my little sister. If they have my mom, they must have my sister who is even more beautiful than me. It’s so scary to imagine what she must be going through.
‘Ira? Are you there?’ I ask as I hear no response.
She is quiet, real quiet, and her silence is the answer I fear.
‘Yes, she’s here, with us, bitch’ a reply comes and all of a sudden a cold wave erupts inside me.
I hate that voice more than anything in this world. It's Bob, the man who made me cry a thousand tears but now he also has my sister. God knows what he must have done to her.
‘What have you done to her’ I ask while hearing a laugh in reply.
‘Done a lot of things as we did to you, but not everything’ he says and for a moment I hold my breath as all of a sudden I start picturing the things that were done to me in that palace, a lot of ugly things that Bob did to me.
‘I hope you still remember that night’ says Bob and now I am more than afraid.
During all these years I forced myself to get over my past, forced myself to forget everything that was done to me at that lockup but now I am back to the same place where I started. The man, my devil, is back and I am compelled to surrender myself again.
I could feel my legs shaking. I am scared to death.
‘I beg of you, Bob, please don’t do anything to my sister. She won’t be able to take’, ‘then you must come here as soon as possible’ he interrupted before I could finish.
I take a deep breath to collect some energy.
‘You have two hours to save your little sister else you know how much I love torturing young girls’ he said and before I could beg more, he cuts the call.
My heartbeats have gone faster than a train. My nerves are restless and my palms are trembling. Going back to that palace is the last thing I want. It’s scarier than death but they have my sister and I have no way.
‘Your ticket, mam’ asks the person in the counter as I mistakenly hand him my ATM card instead of a ticket.
I am out of my mind, unable to think properly. Just a couple of hours from now, then I’ll be at that village, at that same ugly palace, probably at the secret lockup where I was kept last time. Just to think about that place and what Bob did to me is worse than my worst nightmares. I was treated like animals.
Soon after Dirk left me in bed after whipping and playing with me, I thought of taking some rest but Bob came in instantly, like he was waiting for his boss to leave. I was alone, still naked and bond, and was ready to be served. A saw him coming in and instantly got on my knees, not knowing what to do, how to save myself. His intentions were clear. There was a scary thirst in his eyes, monstrous moves, something very different than what Dirk had, different than what other men have. He wasn’t here to play with my youth, but was eager to ruin it.
I was so scared of what he was going to do with me.
Looking all around my exposed body carefully, he touched me and my cheeks weren’t the first things he touched, but it was my bottom where his fingers scrolled. It was so humiliating. I was so scared, not because I had to satisfy another man, but someone who valued girls no more than a toy.
Touching my bottom lips for few seconds, he suddenly held my arms and started pulling me somewhere. Even though I wasn’t resisting, as it wasn’t an option, so he kept on forcing me to follow. With tied hands on my back, I was in a very uncomfortable position, and it was so difficult for me to walk at normal speed but he didn’t care about my condition, but kept on forcing me to match his speed. In other words, I was being dragged to an unknown place.
I was still hurt after Dirk thrashed me sometime earlier, and I kept on moaning, hiding my pain inside me, but Bob was deaf to hear me or feel my trauma. He just wanted to take me somewhere and soon we were near a weird place whose entry didn’t even have a door, but a shutter instead. Although it was inside the palace, it was very different than the other places of the palace. There were three huge rooms and a large hall but none of them had proper doors or windows. With spiders in-ceiling and dirty muddy floors, the place had a foul smell, stating that it wasn’t cleaned for a long time. The walls weren’t painted and had a rough surface, just like the floor and there was very little light inside.
It was scary and looked haunted, just like some abandoned prison, and the thing scariest of all was the gadgets kept in an old table. The hall was full of weird kinds of stuff like iron chains, ropes, bamboo canes, whips, large dildos, vibrators, and many weird restraining & torturing devices. For a moment the world before me started to get blurry as I had no idea what Bob had in mind.
Did he bring me here to torture? Will he beat me like Dirk?
There were uncountable scary questions inside my mind and it was again starting to break.
He could have done anything with someone like me and then I was just praying to get molested, even abused because that’s the least painful activities I could think of, considering what torturing devices were kept before me.
I knew I was a captive and was in a private prison for play and punishment. Now my only option was to obey because if I misbehaved, I sure would face something that no girl is capable.
Bringing me inside the lockup, Bob rushed me towards the last room which was empty with just an iron chain hanging by its sealing. Without asking about my condition or saying anything, he tied my legs and attached my hands to them.
Well, that bondage has a name, hogtie.
*Hogtie means to secure a person’s freedom by fastening together her hands and feet through a belt or rope. It’s inescapable bondage and a hard position to hold.
I was still hurt and now my marks were burning due to uneven stretch. That was a very uneasy position to hold and even more difficult to comply with whatever Bob was planning to do with me.
‘Come on now bitch, showtime’ he said and pulled me by nipple to make me kneel.
Well, I sure was expecting sensual fun but I never thought that I’ll be bond in that process. Sex is a two-person act but if your hands and legs are tied, it’s something else, something no girl enjoys. I was ashamed & scared while he started touching me again offensively, molesting, first my nipples and then my bottom. It was like losing all my womanhood, my dignity in installments, one after another. After he was done squeezing, biting me, I was laid helpless with my belly facing towards the floor and hand-legs towards the ceiling, a humiliating position, and an embarrassing moment indeed, waiting to be used in any way he could have wanted. 
He then, all of a sudden, pulled me up with his hands wrapped around my chest, almost like someone pulls an unconscious person lying on the floor. That was obvious because I couldn’t have risen with my hands and legs tied, in a hogtie position. He pulled me up and made me kneel, bringing me to a position that was better than lying down.
I took a breath of relief and took a deep breath again to collect myself.
‘I know you are still young and virgin, so I won’t subject you to pain till the time you behave like a good pet’ he said and I nodded with shame.
He just called me pet, the last thing I wanted to hear. It felt like all my self-respect was blown in a single puff.
‘Have you suck anyone’s thing yet?’ he asked a humiliating question and first I looked towards him and then got my eyes on the floor.
It was clear what he wanted, a blowjob and that too from a girl who didn’t have sex before.
‘Bob please’ I said, and I remember tears draining.
In reply, he chuckled but had no care about my tears.
‘Okay, enough moans, bitch, now I want you to suck it and make me wet’ he said, coming closer, bringing his thing closer to my mouth.
I can’t tell how ashamed I was. I never thought of doing this in this way, bond, naked.
Then, at the very next moment, he pulled his chain and unhooked his pants, sliding them down towards his knees. His thing was still behind white underwear but was pointed like a gun towards my mouth. Like a lion in a cell, I could even guess its size and length. Also, I could see his thing making the underwear wet.
I was so uncomfortable that I felt like vomiting. I could even smell his penis which was so gross. I didn’t have any experience in taking those in my mouth but I did watch it in porn, so I knew how to do it.
The mouth is multifunctional in sex and can be used for a kiss, smooch, and even bite, but blowjobs?
I don’t know why people with dicks want to use a girl’s tongue and lips for just a thing that’s not even a part of formal coatis. I hated it but now I’m a different person in a different place. I needed to do what am asked for and I know the result if I disobeyed.
‘Come on, slut, do it’ compelled Bob and I held on to my breath like didn’t want to smell his thing again.
He, meanwhile, slipped off his underwear and got his thing even closer than before, only a couple of inches away from my lips. I was so near that even though I didn’t want to, I could still smell it. Now all that was visible was his big penis pointed towards my mouth. I felt worried because it was bigger than what it looked on the covers. I could even see the wet top, which would mix with my saliva as soon as I took it on.
Well, it’s true that I was scared but I was more confused. My hands were still tied towards my back. How was supposed to deliver what he was asking?
How could I have had given him a blowjob without my hands?
‘How can I do it without using my palms to massage his thing? Is that even possible?’ I asked myself and before starting it, I looked towards Bob for some enlightenment.
I don’t know what message my eyes delivered but the delay annoyed him a little. He obviously didn’t understand me, so instead of asking again, he pulled me towards his thing and forcefully started the act without explaining the way to perform.
In my past, I had tasted almost every sweet and sour dish, dessert, fruits, meat, even a bat but what I had in my mouth now was unique and different from all of those. As my saliva got mixed with his wet thing, it felt like some thin custard, only without any sugar, a kind of salty. I could also sense a foul sort of smell all over my nose and teeth, a very unique experience indeed, ugly as hell, but also somehow pleasurable at the same time.
I somehow started enjoying what I had hated so much. That’s the beauty of sex I guess when you start to enjoy dirty things.
Initially, as my tongue was the one dominating his thing, I licked whatever juice he had and tried to suck even more of it. Call it my virginity or my hungry youthfulness but I was actually enjoying it, maybe more than Bob, who also looked okay to get his thing dominated by my tongue. He wasn’t moving at all, allowing me to do whatever I wanted. I think he was just waiting for me to take it into stage two when I aroused him even further but I was having problems in the proceeding. As my hands were tied, it was too difficult to get his thing moving just by my lips and mouth. Also, my mouth got a little slippery while saliva mixed with his juice, and so it was just too difficult to grip on his thing. I was trying my best, using a lot of energy in moving my head back and forth, but I didn’t have the stamina to continue for long. Soon my mouth muscles gave up and I slowed. Unaware of the reason for my decreased effort, Bob held my head and forcefully penetrated his thing deeper into my mouth, as if impatient for the climax.
Well, I didn’t know how but due to that sudden jerk, my teeth came into action and without my will, my mouth’s weapon tried to fight with the thing dominating it.
Yes, I bit him, not much but the penis is very sensitive for every man. No one likes to get bitten like that.
Like getting an electric shock he pulled his thing out of my mouth and held into it with closed eyes. Sure, it would have pained and now I knew I was in trouble, a lot of trouble.
‘How dare you!’ he said in a low voice and even moaned for a moment.
I had no strength to reply, or even look at his face because I knew I did a bad thing, a horrible thing, so I lowered my eyes with shame and stood still in silence. I knew a punishment was in the way and I couldn’t have stopped it.
Annoyed by my behavior he turned back and slapped rudely on my right cheek. That was the first time in my entire life when I was slapped so hard, with such power, and that too in my delicate cheeks. Even now I can remember its momentum. It was hit with such anger and power that I fell on the floor. Also, my hands and legs were tied so I was too vulnerable.
I remember my right face going numb, loose, and also some pain in my head and shoulder due to my fall. Once again I started to cry with tears leaking through my eyes. Lying in the dirt I was unable to balance myself but Bob’s revenge wasn’t over. 
Grabbing my hair inhumanly, he pulled me up again like animals to make me kneel and slapped me again on my left cheek. That was the same as last, maybe more, but he held on to my hair, and didn’t let me fall, but didn’t stop slapping me either.
‘I will make you feel sorry for what you did’ he shouted angrily and regardless of my position and tears, he slapped me again on my right cheek which was already numb.
I shouted, cried, begged, and did all I could but he didn’t stop before slapping me like a dozen times, all with the same power, maybe harder.
In the midst of aggression I think he forgot that I wasn’t a criminal, wasn’t someone strong enough to bear pain and torture. I believe he forgot that I was still a weak inexperienced girl who was held captive forcefully. I wasn’t strong enough to take all that slaps, that unbearable pain in my delicate cheek.
Well, he didn’t stop beating and I didn’t stop shouting. I was howling with discomfort, with unimaginable trauma. The lockup that was silent before was now disturbed with echoes of my cries.
Well, I was on the verge of unconsciousness again, just like a few minutes earlier with Dirk, but Bob didn’t let me drift. He finally stopped and laid me on the floor while my torrents of howl weakened to snivel. I needed space and time to rest, to collect myself again, but this wasn’t my home. Without letting me relax Bob once again came to me with his thing erected up towards the ceiling. He climbed onto me and rubbed my bottom for a second, trying to check for lubrication.
Laid naked with tied hands and legs, there was no way to escape, and after so much beating, I had no strength to even move myself. I couldn’t have resisted, nor did I want to cooperate whatever Bob intended, so I kept my body loose, surrendering myself completely to his hunger.
He, meanwhile, started to do what he wanted to do to me from the time he saw me for the first time. He was hungry to play me and that’s what he was doing. Rubbing my bottom for few seconds, he pushed his big thing into my small space, and I moaned with pain since I didn’t have much room to acjuiceulate something that big.
With Dirk I actually enjoyed the same thing but Bob’s weapon was bigger and thicker. Pleasure was a long way and the thing he was doing to me was no better than torture. While drifting in and out, he was using extra force to get into climax while I was feeling like getting my bottom ripped. It was so uneasy and painful but I couldn’t do anything other than to shout with pain. I was dying to touch my bottom, dying to rub it but my hands were tied in my back, so I was screaming like some animal going to be slaughtered.
Well, the torture didn’t last long and soon I felt the monster breaking into climax. Shooting inside me for a moment, he instantly pulled his thing outside, and same as his boss, he spilled his dirt all over my body, mostly on my belly and chest and also few drops on my face.
Yuck! It was so gross to get his juice on my mouth and I closed my eyes instantly to avoid getting it on my eyes.
‘How is it?’ he laughed at my embarrassment and unexpectedly rubbed his dirty wet hands over my face, mostly on my lips, forcing me to taste his dirt.
How may I describe how humiliated I felt?
My mouth had a foul dirty taste and it smelled like shit, even worse. I did really felt like a bitch, a whore, who was subjected to the worst thing that can happen to a woman. If hell was real, I was into one, and if monsters existed, Bob was one of them.
There is no word in any language to describe my feelings. It was worse than eating garbage and I was almost on verge to vomit. I was splitting things out of my mouth while Bob was laughing loudly at my condition.
‘Isn’t the taste delightful?’ he commented and kept looking at me struggling to split dirt out of my mouth.
While hogtie I wasn’t even able to relax my muscle but he had no respect. Yes, I did a terrible thing to him but he also punished me in response and the punishment was way harsher, meaner than what I did to him.
Atleast he should’ve untied me and let me rest but he didn’t do it. Instead, he left me in the same terrible bondage, in the same dirty condition.
‘Stop, please have some mercy’ I shouted as I saw him leaving but he never turned.
My heart was pounding, my nerves started to race. I never thought he would leave me tied. I wasn’t asking for a cushion or pillow, but just freedom from handcuffs. I didn’t want food, but just a few drops of water but he just ignored me like animals.
‘Bob. Please, I beg of you’ I shouted again but soon I heard the shutter closing.
I exactly knew my terrible condition but I couldn’t imagine how I would pass the night in this horrifying bondage, in this abandoned lockup. I was helpless and afraid, scared of the creepy silence all around me. As the shutter closed, there was so little light that I was even unable to look myself properly.
There was darkness all around me and I did what I could do. I started sobbing and started praying for help.
‘Please help me out, God’ I murmured and closed my eyes.




Rescue

‘Ladies and gentlemen, as we start our descent, please make sure your seat backs and tray tables are in their full upright position. Make sure your seat belt is securely fastened and all carry-on luggage is stowed underneath the seat in front of you or in the overhead bins. Thank you’


There is an announcement by the captain and I open my eyes bringing myself back to the current time.
As I am about to reach, I feel turbulence inside me. It’s horrifying to even think what I have to face when I reach the village, the palace. After what I did last time, how I ran away, they must be dying to welcome me in the worst possible way. Neither do I want to surrender, nor can I turn back because they already have my sister and God knows what they must be doing to her. She must have faced the same what I faced last time, maybe more.
I am so scared to walk on pins and needles. My breath is bated and my blood is running cold. 
I wish I had a way, some escape route, just like the last time but I guess there isn’t. I hope Harry would save me, again, just like earlier. I owe him so much. I even owe him my life after what he did to save me.
The secret of being alive lies in breathing. If you want to live, you’ll live. Hopeless and alone, I knew I had to do what needs to be done else I’ll be facing the same painful routine torture. The monsters of the palace won’t stop until I am finished completely but I wanted to live. 
The night was too challenging to pass after Bob left me naked & tied, but I somehow kept my spirit alive. With darkness all around and so little visibility, I somehow crawled towards the dirty hall which had so much torturing and bondage equipment. I was looking for some sharp-pointed object to cut the ropes on my legs but there wasn’t any. For uncountable times I tried to get myself free, tried to get off the chains on my wrists but wasn’t successful.
Dejected and depressed I finally laid myself on a small bench that had thin foam on its surface. Though small and broken, it was still the nicest place to rest, atleast better than lying on a dirty floor that smelled so ugly.
I lost count of how many times I prayed to get saved, how much time I wept. That was the roughest night of my life and I still remember my struggle and inability to help myself. It’s so frustrating to be in that situation when all you can do is cry at your condition.
Well, the long night passed without much sleep and I woke on my own and it was the pain in my legs that broke my sleep. It was so much that now I was unable to even turn. 
Ahhhhh…I moaned with pain as the first rays of Sun stuck my eyes.
It was morning and there was bright outside but I was still in dark, lying naked with my wrists still handcuffed on my back. My bottom still pained, my breast itched, and my thighs and buttocks still had marks of whips but I couldn’t even touch my hurt body. After last night when I was subjected to inhuman torture and harassment, I was left here at the lockup to rest, naked and tied with not even cushion and pillow.
For I moment I close my eyes and lay my body on the dirty walls of the prison but soon I realized that the walls aren’t made to rest. It isn’t furnished and it stinks, so I lay back on the floor in the best possible way but with handcuffed wrists, I am unable to maintain balance, unable to get a comfortable position.
I am hungry, thirsty, and craving for peace. It feels like I’ve been here for a very long time. My body is half-covered with dirt and half with mud, while my hair feels like a broom. I also stink awful, and it's the result of the juice ejected by Dirk & Bob on my face and belly. The last night was even worse than my worst nightmares and I never thought any girl like me can take such pain and embarrassment. I wish I would have died in between but it hurts to be alive. Any place would be better than where I am now and in what condition I lie. It’s one of the dirtiest places in this village.  
Before the first sex people have all kinds of fantasy about it. For some it’s an act of pleasure and fun, especially for the girls who aren’t serious towards career but for someone like me, it’s a taboo. Call it lack of experience or result of what’s shown in movies, for a virgin girl like me, sex is more kind of a punishment rather than something two person enjoys. It’s a dirty and shameful act of embarrassing each other by useless touches and kisses, moreover, it’s also bloody and painful for the beginners.
I hated it from the time I knew about it and I always wondered how I will comply when the time comes and willingly or unwillingly I’ll have to be part of it. For so long I always prayed for a person who would make things nicer for me when I have to lose virginity, and somehow I always felt that my first experience would change my perspective about sex but I was wrong.
After all these years when I saved myself for someone special, I never thought I’ll be losing my seal in hands of a goon, moreover, I never thought of getting played so badly.
Well, it's morning and I could hear a few voices & noise around the palace. There’s is even some noise coming from the window of the last room where Bob tortured me, but this very weird, kind of scary. As per my memories, I am alone in this filthy place and there shouldn’t be any noise around this place, especially from that room. It’s supposed to be empty but still, I sense a presence.
I am suspicious and scared.  
Is someone trying to break in? Am I in trouble again?
It’s so creepy as I am the only precious thing in this place and am naked with tied hands and legs. If any man comes in, he sure would play with me and do whatever he likes. I don’t want to get played again, not like this when I am already hurt and in pain. I can’t beer another molestation or torture.
Well, the sound of iron gets louder, like someone is trying to break it and then it suddenly stops. Someone must have barged inside, I am sure of it. I can even see a shadow in that room and it’s coming towards me.
‘Help me God’ I mumbled and crawled towards the table to hide myself but I am late and the stranger is already in.
‘Oh God’ I blabbed and took a deep breath.
I know this face. I know this person.
‘Harry?’ my eyes drained as I see a familiar face while in response he stood shocked.
Clearly, he wasn’t expecting me to see me like this, naked, lying in floor with marks of whips in my body. I am so embarrassed to lie like this, helpless, in front of him but what can I do. This is my truth and I have to face it.
‘My God. What have they done to you?’ he uttered and removed his eyes off my naked body, like hurt to see my condition.
Even he looked ashamed of me lying naked in such pathetic condition. I wanted to say so much, wanted to tell him everything but I was unable to speak. There was a heavy pain in my throat and I was crying again with eyes showering with tears.
‘I am so sorry I couldn’t help you earlier’ he said and quickly wrapped me around with his shirt.
Although I wasn’t fully covered but I felt sheltered. Lying in his shoulders I cried even more, wetting his arms to let him know what I had gone through what did they do to me. I was so eager to share my pains and even he was eager to listen.
In response he cuddled and rubbed my back, trying to give me strength and love.
‘Don’t worry, I am here now and I’ll get you out’ he said and waited for me to stop crying but it was hard.
My tears were unstoppable, my pain was deep, the marks still hurt and I was still in the lockup, but I knew I had very little time to get off this place, else if anyone would know about Harry, I would be busted.
‘Come on Emy, let’s go now before anyone sneaks in’ he said and unchained my wrists, and then my legs.
I almost forgot I had hands & legs. I was in chastity for like last 9 hours and now it felt so amazing to get my freedom again. It was like I was in prison for a long time but now I was free to roam the world in my style.
Ecstatic and energized, I quickly wore the shirt Harry wrapped me with and stood in my hurt legs to run off the dirty place. Well with my freedom back I was ready to run miles but my legs were still aching due to long bondage.
‘Can you walk?’ asked Harry as he saw me leaping.
I took a deep breath before I could surpass the broken window from where he barged in. I was confident, energized, and eager to get my life back.
‘I can run’ I responded to Harry with a confident face and got off the window on my own.
He took the back way of the palace towards the highway where he had his taxi parked and we got off the palace without getting spotted. Driving at a crazy speed we raced towards the railway station where my mom and my sister were waiting for with all necessary things.
The sooner he stopped the car, my mom & my sister rushed towards me and started crying without any words. They cuddled me tightly and wrapped my half-naked body with a shawl. It was such a relief to finally see my family. I was just lucky to be alive, to get saved. I wonder how many girls bones were buried in the garden of the palace.
‘Come on now, you need to leave before anyone sees us here’ interrupted Harry looking around the empty station, making us remember that we still had a train to catch.
I nodded and signaled my mom to go ahead, while I turned back towards Harry. Although he was happy after rescuing me from hell, he looked sad about me leaving.
‘I don’t know how to thank you Harry’ I said.
He smiled, took a deep breath like going to tell something tough.
‘Don’t thank me, Emy, just get off this place and never return back’ he said those hard words with eyes filled with tears and in an instant I came to know how much he liked me.
Yes, I was his schoolmate and met him once after so many years, but that one meeting was enough for him to fall for me.
‘Oh Harry’ I murmured at his deep breaths, tear full eyes, while he smiled back at me.
As I turned back towards mom, I saw her calling me but I still needed to thank the person who saved my life. He took a big risk to free me, a girl was a captive of the most powerful and heartless person of the whole village. He risked his life to save me, a girl who just met him once after so many years.
I could literally feel how bad he felt in seeing me leaving forever. The message was more than clear. He liked me very much regardless of my farewell, but me?
For me he was the God who saved me, who got me my freedom back, and I needed to thank him somehow. I didn’t have anything to pay but I did still had me, my emotions, my respect towards him. I needed to show how much I admired him, how much I appreciated for what he did.
In slow steps I came closer and tiptoeing myself, I reached for his lips to kiss. It was momentary but was full of emotions. It’s like thanking him for what he did & the risk he took.
‘Thank you, Harry. I won’t forget this’ I said and took another leap to kiss him again, now deeply, with lips pressing with passion, for a longer period.
In the midst of our love, I heard the engines of the train alarming. It was the final horn and even though I didn’t want to, I had to go but not before spending another few more seconds with him.
We were still kissing and now he too got into me and got drifted for a while but soon after I heard the train honking, I pulled myself back and ran towards the station.




Hell welcomes

The train honk and decelerate while I feel my heartbeats rising. The time has come when I have to face the devil again. After a period of four years, I am unwillingly back to the same village, Clay Valley, which has such terrible memories. I still have nightmares of the time when I was so inhumanly tortured and punished by the goons of this village, the monsters of that filthy palace.


As I step outside the train to keep my first steps into the station, there’s an electrifying wave, cold blood that flows in my veins. I have a strong feeling to step back in the train and never come here again but with Ira in their control, I have no other way than to go surrender myself in hands of those bastards who must be waiting to welcome me in their own way. I wonder if the person who saved me last time, Harry, is still here. He did it once, maybe he can do it again.  
Well, I see a taxi outside the station, just like the last time. Maybe he is still here.
‘Hey you, bitch’ a loud sound hinders my steps towards the car and for a moment my world starts to blur again.
It’s him, Bob, the monster who tortured me so brutally, and treated me like animals.
In response I neither turn nor I say any words. I just held my position like some statue and stand still with my eyes down while I sense him coming near towards me from my back.
The sooner he comes near, he lays his palms on my shoulders and then slides it improperly towards my nipples. There’s a cold wave, a turbulence inside that shakes my heart. I can feel my thighs shaking but I hold myself. I hold my position still to do wherever he likes  
‘I was so eagerly waiting for this’ he mumbles in my ears and wrapping me with one of his arms, he squeezes my left nipple in a bad brutal.
It’s hard to sustain and I clench my jaws. It’s painful and embarrassing to get molested in public, just like the last time but there’s nothing I can do.
‘I hope we’ll have a great time again, better than last time’ he says and takes his hand to my other nipple, squeezing pressing into it in the same improper manner.
I respond the same, clenching my jaws, closing my eyes tightly while he molests me in his own way. Playing with me for a minute or so, he finally holds my arm and forcefully drags me towards his truck.
‘Come on now, Dirk is too eager to meet you’ he says and pushing me inside the truck, he too gets inside to sit beside me and locks the door from inside.
I feel like captive again and I feel so scared to go inside that palace again. I can only wonder what I will have to go through once I am taken inside. I sure have to lie in a bed of pins and needles.
While I lower my eyes with fear of torture and punishment, Bob’s excitement rises. He pulls me near and starts kissing, biting me just like the last time, and I have no choice but to surrender myself again, just like the last time.
The truck starts and I feel a reverse countdown inside me. Soon I’ll be used and played.
‘God, please help me’ I pray and close my eyes while Bob gets his hands into my bottom.
 




Prisoner of the Goons


Sequel – The misery continues
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Sometimes life becomes so ugly that it’s better to end it than to live in a life of abuse and humiliation. 


Four years have brought so many changes in me and my personality but it has also changed the men who own me now. They’ve become crueler, pitiless, and more eager to hurt and make me suffer. All they care now is to make me realize my mistake and my helplessness.     


Neither I get human food, nor a proper residence. I am compelled to work like animals and punished like prisoners. Every day my will is broken, my attitude is shackled and then I am played ill-mannerly by careless horny men. 


Link to buy : CLICK HERE




Review request







How do you like the book so far? Please leave feedback by clicking here.


It would be great if you leave feedback by just clicking HERE. It will take not more than 30 seconds but will help me to gain a lot of readers. 


Thanks for your help in advance.






Epilogue

I know that after finishing this part you will be left with a lot of questions related to the truthfulness and veracity of the story.


After all, why will anyone chose a life full of pain, humiliation and amusement, but before we can judge, we need to know that this world is a place of identities and individuals. Every mind is different and everyone is unique. 


Democracy is not just a thing in the book of laws but is a God-given gift. Some find pleasure in domination and some enjoy getting dominated, and it’s pointless to find the reason for either of their choices. 


Yes, there lies a world of domination & submission, which is still hidden for people who believe in true love and that sort of thing. It can only be seen if you’re part of it and if not, you’ll figure it out as soon as you see Santa.
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This a time when genera like erotica is widely read but the minds behind it are still unknown & hidden behind a mask.

I would like to apologize because I cannot share much about myself, other than what I am called. It’s just because the place where I belong to is full of sanctimonious people who have a habit of nit-picking and then hiding in shrouds of hypocrisy. 

Getting myself exposed to pen erotica will only make my life worse, but I promise to entertain my readers in this and every future projects.

I hope you can cope up with my complication of being anonymous. If my story touched you or if you like to know me in person, you can always show your love by dropping a mail at s.m.kira98@gmail.com





Books In This Series

Emily's

“I never thought of getting wasted like this, bound and suspended, in hands of a goon”
“I never imagined getting played and used by goons of the village”


My life was beautiful. I used to dream, set goals but then came a loan that can’t be paid. It’s even more than my life and dignity so here I am now, compelled to comply with the agreement.

I belong to him now and he owes me now, owns everything I have and I have to cooperate else my family will be troubled. 

I am breathing but there is nothing left to live. I am alive but my independence is lost. I can't recall the time when I was happy, when I used to smile. Now all I have here is darkness and locked emotions, and all I remember is rules & punishment. I am on the edge of losing my mind, on the verge of losing myself forever.    

Prisoner of the Goons 
 
Do you know what’s the heaviest burden for a girl like me?

A debt that cannot be paid by money, but by surrendering my life in hands of a man without a heart. It was my mom who unknowingly took a loan from a person whose passion is to trap girls like me to make them his pet for life.

Yes, I am a victim and was taken by his men for entertainment but luckily I somehow managed to run off his palace with help of my childhood friend Harry but now, after four years of peace, my troubles have returned.

Now they have taken Ira, my little sister, who was running/hiding for all these years but was finally caught by Dirk’s men. Now I am being called to resume my service and with my sister in the hands of goons, I don’t have a second option.

My life is about to fall again in hands of those heartless men and I don’t know how long I’ll serve them.




Books By This Author

Compelled to Serve
 
You know what's the worst day of my life?

It wasn’t the day when I lost my mom, or when I was abandoned by my own father, but it was the day when I was sold to a man.

People often are unhappy due to a shortage of wealth and love but for me?

I don’t even have freedom, my will, my independence. Yes, I am being owned and I lost it all the day I was sold to my master. Now the only thing left in my life is to obey, to follow commands and I am bond to do it, and the times I care about anything other than my master, I get punished.

Here is my story of how I turned my beautiful life into a living hell. How I got myself into a slave’s life, just for the sake of a few hundred dollars.
Punished Schoolgirl
 
A teacher-student relationship gets very complicated term if either of them is willing to cross the limit.

Allison is a high school girl and previously she has been detained promotion for failing in two subjects. She must pass this year else she will be expelled for failing twice in the same standard. Tomorrow is her Biology exams but due to some complications, she is unable to prepare well for the exam and ultimately screws it all over again.

Now the only option left for her to pass is to please Mr. Kamper, her Biology teacher, in any way he wants. It’s her choice that will decide her future.

What will she do? Will she choose her career over dignity or will she fail and get expelled?

Later, after spending 24 hours with his Biology teacher, she comes to know that she hasn’t done god in her Mathematics Exams, so now she has to spend another 24 hours with her Mathematics teacher.

As told by Mr. Kamper, her biology teacher, Mr. Smith is a man with a different taste, a lover of dark desires so she knows that she will be dominated and may also be punished.

What will she do? Will she choose her career over dignity or will she fail and get expelled?
Billionaire's Lustpuppet
 
Do you have a dark secret?

Well, I do.

For the world, I am a simple girl with an innocent face, but deep down I have sold my soul to a person who owns half of this city, a billionaire. Yes, even though I still love my dignity and independence above everything, I still did a big mistake in bargaining my youth in return for money.

Well, I am not proud of what I did, neither I regret it, but only now I have discovered that the crazy rich bastard isn’t a lover of regular sex, but is sadistic who enjoys other's sufferance. He finds pleasure in my pain and now I am busted. He is above law and no matter what I do, I am bound to submit to him.

My choice no longer matters and the only thing that can save me from trouble is to obey, to surrender.

This book contains extreme scenes of torment and torture, so people offended by such genera must avoid reading it.
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