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BOUND BY THE BURGLAR, PART 1: VALUABLES

 

Elena felt something gently touch her cheek, and she stirred from sleep in the darkness.

It was a hand, a warm soft hand.

She  murmured  and  nuzzled  it  and  it  caressed  her  cheek  and neck. She’d been dreaming. Was she still dreaming? She was lying in her big comfortable bed …

Alone.

Alone because her husband was away on a business trip.

She started, rousing herself from the fuzziness of sleep; and saw that there was a man standing in her bedroom.

She switched on the light next to the bed and the stranger said, “Good evening, Elena, sorry to disturb you.”

She  shrieked  and  clutched  the  covers  around  herself,  an instinctive but useless gesture.

The man smiled down at her. He was young – in his mid-twenties –  and  had  sandy  hair  and  green  eyes.  He  wore  jeans  and  a  black hoody over a black t-shirt.

“Who the fuck are you! Get the fuck out of here!” she screamed.

He  held  his  finger  to  his  lips.  “Shhhhh,”  he  said.  “Don’t  scream, okay? I mean, there’s not any chance anybody’s going to hear you, around here, but …” he said, putting his hand in his pocket.

Did  he  have  a  gun?  A  knife?  She  began  hyperventilating  with terror, her eyes filling with tears.

“Shhhh,” he said. “Shhhh, calm down. Just calm down. I’m just a thief. A burglar. I’m here to rob you. That’s all. I’m not going to hurt you. Okay?”

She  nodded  her  head,  her  breath  still  whistling  raggedly  and rapidly through her nose.

“Okay? Say that you understand I’m not going to hurt you.”

“I understand that you’re not going to hurt me,” she said quickly. But did she believe it? He certainly didn’t look violent, but the news was full of pictures of men who didn’t look violent. “How did you get in here?”

“Shit, the kitchen door wasn’t even locked.”

“I mean, past the gate?”

“These gated communities are amazingly easy to get into. And if you’re  young  and  white,  it’s  unlikely  anybody  will  even  ask  you  a question. Those rent-a-cops are probably sleeping anyway.”

“What do you want?” she asked again.

“I’m robbing you, I told you. I didn’t know you were here – I knew your husband was away on a business trip, and I thought you went with him.”

“I wasn’t feeling well,” she said.

“I just need to tie you up, and then I’m going to take some stuff, and I’ll leave. “

“Tie  me  up?”  she  said  in  a  small  voice,  and  pulled  the  covers around her again.

“Yeah,”  he  said,  patiently.  “I’m  just  going  to  tie  you  up,  so  you don’t  call  anybody,  and  sort  through  some  things  and  then  I’ll  be gone.”

She looked around; could she make a run for it? Could she make it to her phone, and out of the room?

“Don’t try it,” he said, again patiently, but with a cold confidence that  suggested  she  wouldn’t  have  much  of  a  chance  of  escaping  if she ran.

“How are you going to tie me up?” she asked, timidly.

“To  the  bed  posts,”  he  said.  “Just  right  there;  you  can  lay  there comfortably while I look around. Go back to sleep, even.”

“But . . . I’ll. . . how long will I be tied up?”

“Look,  relax.  Before  I  leave,  I’ll  untie  one  of  your  arms.  By  the time you untie yourself, I’ll be long gone.”

She  looked  at  him,  her  huge  blue  eyes  wide.  “Do  you  promise you won’t hurt me?” she said in a small voice.

“Of course,” he said, warmly. “I already promised I wouldn’t hurt you.”

He  pulled  a  coil  of  thin  green  rope  from  his  coat  pocket.  “Nylon paracord. Tie the end to your left ankle.”

She  looked  fearfully  at  it,  flinching  as  if  he’d  thrown  a  snake  on the bed.

“Come on,” he said, putting his hand in his coat pocket again. “Do it,” he said, a little more firmly.

“Okay!”  she  said  hurriedly.  “I  will  …  but,  I,  I’m  only  wearing  my nightie … can I, can I get dressed?” she asked weakly.

He  grabbed  the  covers  and  pulled  them  off  her,  throwing  the heavy duvet on the floor. She shrieked again and pulled her legs up and grabbed them, instinctively curling into a ball. She was wearing nothing but a short, mint green spaghetti-strap camisole and a pair of white cotton panties.

“Look,” he said. “I’ve seen plenty of pictures of you in underwear and  bikinis  in  magazines  and  on  the  internet.  I  want  to  get  out  of here  quickly,  okay?  So,  let’s  get  moving  here.  Tie  that  cord  around your  ankle,  now.”  He  was  speaking  more  crisply  and  firmly  now, gazing down at her steadily.

“Okay! All right!” she said. “Okay, I’ll do it, just … okay, hold on.”

She  unraveled  the  green  cord;  her  hands  were  shaking.  There was about five feet of it. She wrapped one end of it around her slim pale ankle.

“Wrap it around twice, and then tie a knot.”

“I don’t . . . I don’t know how,” she whined, and felt tears rolling down her face.

“You’re  doing  fine,”  he  said.  “I’m  sure  you  at  least  tie  your  own shoes occasionally,” he said mockingly.

She  tied  a  knot  in  the  cord  and  he  quickly  moved  forward  and grabbed the other end of it, and pulled it taut and wrapped the other end around the bedpost.

“Nooo,” she whined, starting to sniffle and cry. “I don’t want to be tied  up,”  she  said  weakly,  as  her  leg  stretched  out  straight  towards the bedpost.

“Okay,  now  the  other  ankle,”  he  said.  He  tossed  another  small coil of paracord down on the bed.

“No,” she said petulantly. “One ankle is enough!”

“Let  me  show  you  what  I  found  already,”  he  said,  and  removed his  hand  from  his  pocket.  In  it  was  a  black  plastic  square  that  she recognized:  her  stun  gun.  She’d  always  carried  it  in  her  purse;  the two  electrodes  could  administer  50,000  volts,  which  would immediately incapacitate anyone unfortunate enough to touch them.

She sobbed and wrapped the second length of paracord around her other ankle.

He  quickly  grabbed  the  other  end  and  stretched  it  to  the  other bedpost,  pulling  her  legs  apart;  she  instinctively  screamed  as  her legs spread, covering her crotch with her hands and trying to pull her leg back; but he pulled the paracord taut and tied it firmly to the other bedpost.

“Shhh,”  he  said.  “It’ll  be  okay.  Almost  there.”  He  bent  and checked  the  knots.  “Doesn’t  hurt?  Not  too  tight?”  He  checked  the knots, and seemed pleased with them.

“No,  it  doesn’t  hurt,”  she  sniffled.  Not  yet,  anyway.  “I  .  .  .  just, okay, just get your stuff and go, okay?”

“I haven’t tied your hands yet,” he said patiently.

“No, don’t tie my hands! Please! Look, I’m tied up enough! I can’t get  out  of  these  knots  without  an  hour  of  picking  at  them  with  my fingernails! And I can barely reach them!” she pleaded.

He didn’t respond, just grabbed her left wrist and wrapped a loop of paracord around it. She screamed again and started to try to twist free of his grasp, and this time he slapped a hand over her mouth.

“Look,” he said coldly. “I told you not to scream.” He was sitting on the bed now, over her, imposing, his fingers digging into the side of  her  face.  “Just  let  me  tie  you  up  and  soon  this  will  all  be  over.  I said I wouldn’t hurt you. So don’t make me do that, okay?” He was staring down at her now without any of the good humor she’d seen in his eyes before.

She nodded her head and made an affirmative sound, muffled by his hand. Her blonde hair was falling in her eyes now.

His grip was firm but rather gentle – he had strong hands but they were very soft – and wrapped her left wrist with the paracord, then tied it to the headboard of the bed. He took her right wrist and did the same, and now she was tied spread-eagled on the bed.

She  started  sobbing  again,  feeling  completely  helpless.  Without the  duvet  the  air  conditioning  seemed  too  high;  it  was  chilly  in  the room.  She  was  aware  her  nipples  were  hard  and  her  skin  was buzzing with gooseflesh.

It wasn’t the first time she’d ever felt helpless and vulnerable , but it was the first time in many years.

“There,” he said, and stepped back and looked down at her; he was  smiling  again.  “Okay.  Going  to  go  do  some  work  now.  I’ll  be back to check on you shortly.”

 

Thirty minutes later, he returned into the room.

She’d tried to escape from the cord; but the more she struggled, the more it seemed to bite into her flesh, and on her back with her limbs spread, she seemed to lack the leverage to pull strongly in any direction.

She  lay  in  the  dark  thinking  and  crying  for  a  while,  shuddering with fear.

He was now carrying two of her husband’s expensive suitcases. One of them seemed to be full; she assumed it was now filled with some of her husband’s expensive things.

“So,”  he  said.  “Now  the  hardest  part  for  you.  I’m  going  to  steal some of your stuff.”

She made a whimpering noise.

“Are you okay? Do you want something to drink?” he asked. He looked honestly concerned. Such a nice, cute, innocent-looking guy.

She  considered  it.  “No,”  she  finally  said.  She  didn’t  know  how long  she’d  be  here  and  didn’t  want  to  need  to  use  the  bathroom. “But, please, do you have to steal my things? My husband has plenty of things here for you to take, very valuable things!”

He looked at her thoughtfully. “Oh, poor little rich girl doesn’t want to lose her things? Well, your husband will buy you more, won’t he.”

She started to speak, and then stopped.

“Oh?”  said  the  stranger,  looking  at  her,  amused.  “He  won’t  buy you more stuff?”

She looked away, turning her face to her arm.

“Hmmm,”  said  the  stranger.  “Some  kind  of  trouble  in  paradise? The  life  of  a  trophy  wife  not  all  its  cracked  up  to  be?  You  fat  rich husband turns out to be a stingy bastard, after all?”

She closed her eyes and said, “The economic crisis affected all of us.”

“Hmf,” he said, opening her walk-in closet, and looking critically at all the expensive designer clothes and shoes. “Yeah, I can see that. This closet is bigger than some apartments I’ve lived in.”

“So that gives you a right to tie people up and steal their stuff?” she  said,  finding  some  anger  burning  beneath  the  helpless vulnerability she felt.

“Hmm, no, of course it doesn’t,” he said absently. “No right about it. Just like you don’t have any right to all this stuff. You just took it, right?”

“They were gifts!” she said.

“Well, easy come, easy go,” he said casually.

He  removed  some  handfuls  of  clothes  and  tossed  them  on  the floor.

“You know it’s not the first time I’ve been in here,” he said. “I’ve been in here twice before.”

She just looked at him. She thought she had noticed a few things missing  recently  –  some  jewelry,  some  clothes  --  but  she  had  so much stuff, it was actually hard to keep track of it all. She’d assumed that her mother or visiting friends had borrowed the things.

He opened the drawer that contained all her underwear and she said, “Hey! No!”

He came back towards the bed, carrying a big double handful of her underwear. “Are you kidding? This is the best part.”

She  looked  at  him,  eyes  wide  with  terror,  as  he  dropped  the underwear  on  the  bed  and  began  sorting  through  it.  He  selected  a few panties – he seemed to prefer the light colors – and tossed them in the heap of clothes he was collecting. He then chose a few bras, and threw them in the growing pile.

She bit her lips. What was he going to do with those? Somehow she didn’t think he was going to sell them on eBay.

“Of course, I’ve seen you in underwear many times in magazines and stuff, but it is a real treat to see you live and in person,” he said, now beginning to sort through her jewelry.

“I don’t even have makeup on,” she said, absently.

“Don’t worry, I prefer the natural look.”

He lifted something. “Wow!” he said. “There’s a lot of nice jewelry here, but this is something outstanding.”

He  was  examining  her  favorite  –  a  platinum  necklace  with  an emerald pendant that was worth more than her Mercedes.

“No!” she cried. “Don’t take that.”

“Fatass will buy you a new one,” he said.

“No,  look  …  okay,  he’s  …  we’re  going  to  be  getting  a  divorce soon. “

“Isn’t this thing insured?” he asked.

“I … I don’t know. Please, take all the other stuff, but leave that.”

“Awww, poor baby,” he said.

He sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Well, what do I get if I leave it?” he asked.

She  looked  fearfully  at  him.  “What  do  you  mean?  What  do  you want? Do you want money? There’s $50,000 cash in the safe in his office!”

“Yeah,  I  know,”  he  said.  “There  was,  anyway.  I  took  it  already.  I mean,  what  are  you  going  to  give  me  that’s  yours,  if  I  leave  this necklace?”

“I … I don’t know …” she said softly and looked away from him. “What do you want?”

“Hmm,” he said. “What do I want. Well, seeing you tied up in your nightie  on  the  bed,  I  must  confess  that  I  do  get  some,  uh,  carnal urges.”

She sobbed and looked away, and began crying again. “This is a nightmare,” she sniffled.

“Hey! Shhhh, shhhh, it’s okay,” he said, and touched her cheek; she flinched from his touch, then relaxed and he stroked her cheek gently. “I’m not going to do anything, I already told you that. I’m not going to hurt you. I told you, I ‘m just here to rob you.”

He stood up and took the platinum necklace. “Anyway, this thing will look great on this stripper I know,” he said and winked at her.

“No!” she said. “Okay, please, look what do you want from me?”

“Hmm, well, I’ll leave that up to you. Make me an offer, maybe I’ll reconsider what I steal.”

He  stepped  back  into  the  closet  and  emerged  a  moment  later carrying  her  white  sable  coat.  “Hey,  this  is  nice  too.  Of  course  it’s way too warm around here to wear them, but there’s a good resale value on these, to the Russian gangsters.”

She made a moan of unhappiness. She loved that sable coat.

“Yeah, you’re Russian, aren’t you? You women love to wear dead animals,” he said disparagingly.

“I’m Ukrainian,” she said softly. “If you knew what it was like there where I lived, you wouldn’t think it so strange that I like nice things. Or warm coats.”

“What,  you  grew  up  on  a  farm,  had  to  eat  fresh  vegetables  and stuff? Boo hoo.”

“It wasn’t like that!” she said sharply. “It was an industrial city, and there was nothing there but pollution and alcoholics.”

He  picked  up  her  MacBook  Air  and  her  Iphone  from  the nightstand and she cried out as if he’d struck her.

“Don’t take those! Please! There’s a lot of material on there that can’t be replaced!”

“Where? On the phone or on the computer?” he asked.

“Both!”

“Hmmm,”  he  said.  He  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and opened  the  phone,  looking  through  it.  “Pictures  of  you  and  your dumb friends at clubs . . . dopey apps . . . a few episodes of dopey reality shows. Kind of hard to believe none of this can be replaced,” he  said.  “Aha!  Here  we  are.  A  bunch  of  naked  pictures  of  you. What’s the big deal? You think it’ll ruin your career?”

“No, it’s just . . . .” she whined.

He looked at her craftily. “Ah ha. . . and who took these pictures?”

She looked away again.

He opened her computer; she started to protest and then bit her lip.

“Some valuable stuff here, that can’t be replaced. Hmmm . . . .”

She turned her head to the side and tried to bury her face in her arm.

He found it quickly enough; she’d just made it two days before.

“Aha!  Well,  Elena,  you  are  a  bad  girl!  A  sex  tape!  Who  is  this muscular gentleman? He is ripped!” said the burglar, smiling at her.

“My personal trainer,” she said, miserably.

“Well, that’s not very original. Anyway, it all becomes clear. You’re afraid  that  if  I  take  all  this  stuff,  these  pictures  and  videos  will  be made  public,  and  that  will  be  the  end  of  whatever  huge  divorce settlement you hope to get out of your fatass husband.”

She just made a whimpering noise.

“So  what  are  you  going  to  do  for  me,  hmmm?”  he  said,  looking frankly at her.

She started weeping again. “I don’t know.”

“I think you know,” he said. “I think we both know how you usually get what you want.”

She nodded, more tears spilling down her face.

“All  right,”  he  said.  “We’ll  start  with  a  fair  trade.  Let’s  see  –  the platinum necklace. I’ll trade it for the camisole you’re wearing now.”

Her  breathing  quickened  as  her  heart  leapt  in  her  chest.  She couldn’t look at him as she nodded.

“Hmm? Tell me it’s okay, Elena.”

“It’s okay,” she said in a small voice.

“What’s okay? Tell me,” he said.

“You  can  take  my  camisole  if  you  let  me  keep  the  platinum necklace,” she moaned miserably, tears sliding down her face.

He smiled. “Good girl. Lift your head a little,” he said, and gently slipped  the  necklace  over  her  head  and  settled  it  around  her  neck, carefully  positioning  the  emerald  pendant  between  her  breasts, which were heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She felt like she was going to hyperventilate again.

“Shhh,” said the stranger. “Just calm down. It’ll be okay. I’m going to take out a knife now, please don’t be afraid.”

She made a high-pitched whimpering noise as her eyes fixed on the short shiny blade he flicked out of his pocket.

“Are you going to cut me loose?” she asked warily.

“No,”  he  said.  “I’m  going  to  cut  the  camisole  straps  to  get  it  off you.”

She made another high-pitched noise in her throat and turned her head to the side, trying to bury her face against her left arm, which was still stretched out to the headboard of the bed.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she wailed.

“Listen,  Elena,  you’re  going  to  hurt  my  feelings!  I  told  you  very clearly that I’m not going to hurt you. But we just made a deal – the platinum  necklace  for  the  camisole.  Do  you  want  to  change  your mind?” he said.

“No,” she moaned, drawing the word out.

“No, you don’t want to change your mind, or no, you don’t want me to take your camisole?”

“No, I don’t want to change my mind,” she sniffled.

“Say it again – do you want me to cut the camisole off you now?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want you to cut the camisole off me now,” she whimpered.

“I mean, I’m sorry to cut it,” he said, as he lifted one thin strap and placed the knife blade underneath it. “But it’s mine now, right? I can do anything I want with it, right?”

“Yes,”  she  said,  sniffling  again.  She  was  aware  her  back  was arched a bit and her breasts were thrust forward.

He cut the left strap, but didn’t pull the thin lacy material off her breast yet.

He  then  cut  the  other  strap,  and  again  left  the  material  lying  on her breast.

“Are you ready, Elena?” he asked, quietly.

“Yessssss,” she groaned, beginning to weep harder.

He pulled the two thin straps down and exposed her breasts; the pink nipples were already stiff and tingling.

The  camisole  was  just  a  puddle  of  fabric  around  her  waist  now. She felt her breath rasping through her open mouth now.

He  then  deftly  sawed  through  the  side  of  the  camisole  with  his knife  and  pulled  it  from  beneath  her,  and  tossed  it  on  the  pile  of clothes he was collecting.

He was admiring her breasts. “And they’re real, too?”

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Please, please don’t hurt me.”

“Shhh,  Elena,  shhh,  I’m  not  going  to  hurt  you,”  he  said.  “Where did  you  get  this  idea?  I’m  not  going  to  do  anything  to  you  that  you don’t want me to do.” His face was close to hers now.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh my god, please let me go, please just leave.”

“Okay,”  he  said.  “I’ll  just  take  the  sable  and  your  phone  and  the computer and go.” He stood up. “Nice meeting you, Elena.”

“Wait! No!” she said, crying. “Please, please don’t.”

“Listen,”  he  said.  “I’m  getting  tired  of  this.  You  just  keep  crying, don’t, don’t. You better tell me what you do want me to do.”

“Don’t make me say it!” she said.

“Say  what?  There’s  nothing  to  say  yet.  I  offered  you  one  fair trade, would you like to make another?”

“Yes!” she said desperately.

“And what do you want to offer?” He was still smiling.

“Okay,”  she  said,  sniffling  again,  blinking  her  eyes.  “My  panties. My panties for the sable.”

“Now you’re thinking!” he said. “Good girl. And you don’t mind if I cut them off?”

“No,” she said tearfully. “Just cut them off me, it’s okay.”

“Okay,”  he  said,  examining  her  legs  and  waist.  He  deftly  cut through  the  side  of  the  waistband  of  her  panties,  and  in  one  easy motion had completely removed them.

She  was  now  completely  naked,  shuddering,  trembling,  gasping and writhing against her bonds, spread-eagled on the bed.

“How do you feel now, Elena?” he asked, smiling down at her.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Helpless. Vulnerable.”

“Excited?”

She made a whimpering noise again and tried again to hide her face against her arm.

“I should confess,” he said, moving his face close to hers again, speaking softly into her ear. “I kind of did know that you were here tonight.”

“You did?” she asked, her voice soft with fear.

“Yes I did. And one other thing – on one of the other occasions I was here, I stole your E-book reader.”

She’d wondered what had happened to that thing.

“And of course I saw the kind of stuff you read, and I guess that means  I  know  what  your  fantasies  are,  too,”  he  said,  and  she whimpered again.

“If I put my hand between your legs,” he said, now breathing into her ear, “would it be wet down there already? I think this turns you on even more than it turns me on.”

“Yes,”  she  admitted,  weakly,  feeling  the  tears  start  again  but feeling great relief in surrendering.

“Okay then, I’ll give you the phone if I can touch you down there and see how wet you are.”

She nodded immediately and said “Uh-huh” breathlessly.

“Uh-huh what?”

“Give  me  the  phone  and  you  can  touch  me  there,”  she  said quickly.

“Sure,” he said, moving his hand gently down her thigh. Her legs were  straining  against  the  bonds  in  excitement  but  she  relaxed  a little at the gentleness of his touch.

His forefinger traced very lightly over the slick, swollen lips of her vagina. She gasped with pleasure and threw her head back against the pillow. He slid his finger teasingly up and down her wet slit.

She  moaned  and  looked  into  his  eyes.  “Please,”  she  said.  “Put your finger in me.”

“You’re sure it won’t hurt?” he asked, taunting. “I promised not to hurt you.”

“No, it won’t hurt,” she murmured, “it’ll feel good, please put your finger in my pussy.” She was practically whispering.

She  cried  out  in  pleasure  and  threw  her  head  back  when  he inserted his finger slowly into her wet vagina, and she thrust her hips forward onto it – but then, maddeningly, he withdrew it.

“Wet down there, but not wet enough,” he said.

He brought the wet finger up and licked it, and then held it in front of  her  face,  and  she  eagerly  sucked  it  into  her  mouth,  tasting  her own juices.

His  face  was  hovering  over  her  breast  now  and  she  felt  herself pushing it towards him.

“Do  you  want  me  to  lick  your  nipples,  Elena?  They’re  so  hard now, I guess a nice hot wet tongue on them will feel very nice. Your nipples are so hard, I guess they’re very sensitive.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “They are. Very sensitive.”

“Do you want me to bite it?”

“No,” she murmured, “don’t bite it. Please don’t bite it.”

“Just lick it? Kiss it?”

“Yes ... just be gentle, lick it gently, please, just lick it gently.”

His tongue swirled around her hard pink nipple, and she gasped and moaned.

“Can I touch them?” he asked.

“Oh god of course, yes, please, touch my tits, hold them, I want to feel your hands on them,” she moaned.

Both his hands came up and covered her breasts, as his mouth moved from nipple to nipple, licking and kissing, kissing her between the  breasts  while  he  squeezed  them,  luxuriating  in  her  beautiful body.

She was gasping and moaning, “Oh, oh, that feels so good, your tongue feels so good on my nipples.”

His  mouth  was  moving  down  her  stomach  now,  blazing  a  moist hot trail.

“Oh, yes, please, please,” she said, whimpering and panting, her body undulating against his kisses.

“Please what?” he asked, looking up at her and smiling.

She  strained  her  neck  to  look  at  him.  “Kiss  my  pussy,”  she whimpered. “Kiss it, suck my clit …”

He  gently  pulled  her  pussy  lips  open  with  his  fingers  and  licked her clit gently, in the same way he’d done her nipple.

She bit her lips and tried to stifle the vulgar moans emerging from her mouth.

He put her clit between his lips and began sucking and tonguing it, gently at first but then harder.

She cried out. “Oh, put your finger in me,” she moaned. “Put your finger back inside me.”

He slid his finger into her as he continued to suck her clit and she bucked her hips and began gurgling and moaning in pleasure.

She was whipping her head back and forth on the pillow, babbling “yes,  please,  please,  please,  please,  please,  PLEASE  .  .  .”  and  he eased  two  fingers  into  her  and  curled  them  until  he  touched  her  g-spot and she felt herself having an orgasm, crying out hoarsely, her body spasming and bucking against the ropes that held her.

“Good  girl,  good  girl,”  said  the  stranger,  raising  his  head  from between her legs.

“Kiss  me,”  she  moaned,  and  their  lips  met,  their  tongues caressing, and she licked her own wetness off his chin.

“Okay,”  he  said,  opening  his  jeans  and  removing  his  long  thick cock. “Now we need to negotiate for the computer.”

“Oh,  god,”  she  moaned,  eyes  down,  still  trying  to  catch  her breath. “Please just give it to me, I’ll suck your cock, don’t make me beg you to fuck my mouth …”

“Okay,  open  wide,”  he  said,  taking  her  head  in  both  hands  and straddling  her  as  he  slowly  inserted  his  cock  into  her  wide  open mouth.  She  formed  her  lips  around  it,  making  a  moaning  noise  of pleasure and acquiescence.

She  eagerly  sucked  it,  moaning  and  murmuring  her  enjoyment around it, as he thrust into her face; occasionally he pulled out and she chased it with her tongue, swirling her moist pink tongue around the purple head and over the shaft as he caressed her face with it.

“All right,” he said breathlessly, pulling away. “Do you want me to fuck you now, Elena?”

“Please,” she said, looking into his eyes. “Please fuck me, don’t tease me anymore.”

“Do you want me to untie you?”

“No,” she moaned. “I love it, I love being tied up and helpless like this, I love being vulnerable …” She was aware she was babbling but she’d never felt quite like this before.

“All right, I’ll fuck you now . . .”

They both cried out as he slid his cock into her silky wet pussy. He  supported  himself  over  her  with  his  arms,  so  he  could  look  into her face while he thrust rhythmically into her, slowly at first.

She  strained  at  her  bonds.  “Please,  please,  more,  faster,”  she moaned.

“Are you sure?”

“YES!”

He  began  thrusting  harder,  lowering  himself  to  kiss  her  breasts and neck while he did so. She screamed her pleasure at the ceiling.

Soon they were both gasping for breath, trembling, the pressure and heat building.

“Where do you want me to cum,” he said, panting. “On your tits, or on your face?”

“Oh on my face!” she said, hungrily. “I want it all over my face!”

“All  right,  I’ll  cum  on  your  face,”  he  grunted,  pulling  out  and pushing his swollen cock into her face as he stroked it.

She extended her tongue and when the tip of her tongue touched the  tip  of  his  cock,  a  hot  spray  of  semen  exploded  into  her  face, covering her cheeks and forehead and eyelids. “Oh god,” she cried in pleasure, loving the hot sticky feel of it.

He collapsed on the bed next to her, gasping for breath.

But he quickly got to his feet.

“That was great, Elena, but I’ve got to run,” he said. “Do you want me to clean you off?”

“No,”  she  said,  shamefully,  exhausted,  closing  her  eyes,  feeling tears  come  again,  feeling  the  semen  drying  to  scales  on  her  face. “Will you untie me, though?” she asked in a small voice.

He  pulled  out  his  knife  and  quickly  cut  through  the  paracord holding her left wrist. “As I promised,” he said.

He covered her naked body with the sable and she murmured her thanks.

He  was  gathering  the  valuables.  “Okay,  I’ll  leave  the  computer here  on  the  dresser,”  he  said.  “After  I  make  a  copy,”  he  said,  and inserted a flash memory stick into the computer, quickly copying the video to it.

She  was  so  exhausted  it  took  her  a  moment  to  realize  what  he was doing. “What!? No! You promised!”

“I promised I’d leave the computer, and I will. But I’ll keep a copy of  the  video.”  He  finished  quickly  and  pulled  the  memory  stick  out and stuck it in his pocket.

As  he  turned  to  exit  the  bedroom,  carrying  the  two  bags,  he looked back at her. “We can negotiate about the return of the video sometime later.”

“Oh my god,” she said, horrified, struggling to free her other arm but knowing she’d never get free in time.

“See you soon, Elena,” he said, and closed the bedroom door.

 

To be continued in …

BOUND BY THE BURGLAR PART 2: THE DEAL

Available now!

[image: ]

 

The  burglar  broke  into  Elena's  home  and  tied  her  up  and  ravaged  her  -  all  with  her consent, all to keep her most valued possessions safe.

But  he  also  stole  a  video  that  could  permanently  alter  her  life.  And  now  he  has contacted her again

Alone near a deserted warehouse, she has dressed as he ordered her - an expensive sable coat, with nothing on underneath except a white bra and panties and a garter belt.

But  Elena  is  not  as  innocent  or  helpless  as  she  appears,  and  this  time  she  has  a surprise for him.

This time, she will take control.

BOUND  BY  THE  BURGLAR  2:  THE  DEAL  is  the  second  part  of  a  six  part  serial, another  shocking,  intense,  and  steaming  hot  dark  erotic  romance  thriller  from  best-selling author Natasha Stevens. 

Buy it at your favorite e-book retailer now!

If you liked that story you might enjoy:
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Jana’s Journey: A Novel of Dark Erotica

Jana is blond and beautiful, and has just turned 18. She's always been careful to avoid temptation though, so she's still a virgin. The other kids in school think that she's a tease. But she knows that she's a good girl.

All that is going to change one day after school in the Principal's office, when Jana finds herself forced into a world of dominance and submission, of blackmail and lust, of discipline and bondage and punishment; a world that involves not just Jana and the Principal, but his entire family and a mysterious wealthy former soldier with his own agenda.

Jana's journey will take her to places which alternately thrill and horrify her, as she is forced to confront the strongest and worst urges of herself and others, and forced to find the boundaries that should never be crossed - and then cross them.

But  Jana  proves  to  be  more  difficult  to  control  than  anyone,  including  Jana  herself, realizes ...

Will  Jana's  Journey  end  in  freedom  and  awakening,  or  in  complete  submission  and sexual slavery?

This  45,000  word  novel  of  BDSM  and  dark  erotica  is  based  on  the  collected  Jana’s Journey stories, published now .It contains the full text of the stories plus extra material and an  added  epilogue.  At  $3.99,  you  save  nearly  50  percent  compared  to  buying  the  stories separately.

Buy JANA’S JOURNEY at your favorite e-book retailer now.


AFTER SCHOOL DETENTION
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Gabriella and Valeria are both 18 and the two hottest girls in school, but they’ve got a

little problem. Their English teacher has given them detention for using their cell phones in

class.

But they have a plan for making detention a lot more enjoyable, involving spanking, a

little light bondage, and hot “thumbtacking” sex with the teacher.

A FREE 4500-word short story that will give you just what you want from an erotic

short.

Get it HERE!


MIND CONTROL PANTIES
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After  months  of  keeping  Devon  in  the  "friend  zone"  Celia  finally agreed to go on a date with him -- but went home with another man.

But Devon has a plan to get even, involving a gift of lingerie soaked with  a  very  special  secret  chemical  developed  at  a  government laboratory ...

WARNING! BANNED BY TWO MAJOR E-BOOK RETAILERS! This story  contains  graphic  descriptions  of  sex  under  conditions  of  mind control. It is only a fantasy and intended to be read only by adults.

Get it at your favorite e-book retailer now!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Natasha  Stevens  is  a  bold  and  uncompromising  voice  in  taboo dark  erotica  fiction.  Her  Catholic  school  upbringing  regrettably  did not  stop  her  from  becoming  a  wanton  slut,  but  she  now  tries  to channel those energies into her writing.

She  tries  to  leave  out  the  boring  parts  that  people  skip,  and establish character and backstory through action and dialogue.

Find more works by the author at Natasha Stevens’ author page (with interview)

Visit the author’s website at www.natashastevenserotica.wordpress.com




LICENSING AND COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or  given  away  to  other  people.  If  you  would  like  to  share  this  book  with  another  person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase  it,  or  it  was  not  purchased  for  your  use  only,  then  please  return  to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.

All  rights  reserved.  No  part  of  this  publication  may  be  reproduced,  distributed,  or transmitted  in  any  form  or  by  any  means,  including  photocopying,  recording,  or  other electronic  or  mechanical  methods,  without  the  prior  written  permission  of  the  publisher, except  in  the  case  of  brief  quotations  embodied  in  critical  reviews  and  certain  other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

All participants in sex acts in the story are over the age of 18.

Non-consensual  sex  is  a  crime.  Remember  the  difference  between  fantasy  and reality. The author in no way encourages or condones risky or illegal sexual behavior.
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