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She shouldn’t enjoy being kidnapped, should she?

 

Laura has been kidnapped. She is bound, gagged and cannot see, and taken to a strange building. All her other senses, smell, taste, touch and hearing, come into play in determining where she is and who has taken her.

Her captor, Todd, is a Dominant, who relishes his role. And Laura is special. He loves having submissives who challenge him and punishes Laura for trying to escape and cares for her when she stumbles—unable to see where she is going—in equal measures.

As the evening progresses, Todd keeps her off balance giving her out-of-this-world experiences, always making sure she climaxes. On the one hand, he caresses her and the next he slaps her. Being into BDSM, Laura finds it very arousing, but that goes against everything her head is telling her. She shouldn’t enjoy it—should she?

 

Reader Advisory: This Dark Romance novelette contains scenes of dominance and submission, kidnapping and bondage with a Dom, who pushes his captive out of her comfort zone.
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Dedication

 

 

For Susan Laine, who is going through her own ‘dark’ time in a different way.  You will come through it, sweetie!

 

And to members of the Naughty Book Club, particularly those who love a dark tale!


 

Chapter One

 

 

Ding dong.

Laura jumped at the sound of the doorbell and frowned.

It’s rather early for the pizza delivery man.

At least, she thought so, without checking the time. Laura shrugged. Well, it made a change from him being late as often happened.

She stood up from the desk where she was working and made her way to the front door, opening it with a smile, expecting the smell of hot cheese and pepperoni to waft toward her. Her mouth watered in anticipation. She’d only had some chocolate a little while before. Not enough to fill her up.

“Hello, you’re—”

Her comment was cut off as a strong arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her back against a hard, masculine body—someone who was much taller than she was.

Laura’s heart leaped through her chest.

“Don’t move an inch or I’ll see red.”

See red…? What? His gruff demand surprised her so much, she didn’t react as the man started to restrain her from head to foot. Unable to see, it wasn’t until he pulled her hands behind her back and bound them tightly that the realization of the situation penetrated her confusion, and she started to scream. The gag in her mouth, however, prevented this. It tasted of fresh laundry. Whatever it was had been recently washed, thankfully.

Her assailant spoke again, his voice dominant. “Oh no. I’m not having you yell. You are going to be a good girl or I’ll punish you.”

Punishment? The statement startled her so much she barely resisted when he bundled her down the corridor, still holding her securely. The bizarre thought that went through her bewildered head was whether her attacker had closed her front door, and if not, whether people would steal her precious belongings.

There was a sound of a door opening followed by a rush of cold air and the smell of exhaust. Laura became aware that he was taking her down the stairwell that led to the parking lot underneath her building. She tried to struggle but stumbled on the stairs, being unable to see where she was going. She was doubly vulnerable having her hands restrained in this way and didn’t like it.

In a trice, her captor lifted her in his arms. He had no problems carrying her easily, holding her safely, but firmly, as he continued down the steps.

“Can’t have you tripping up and getting bruises.”

Laura nearly giggled, slightly hysterical. Since when do kidnappers worry about their captives getting hurt?

He hadn’t finished.

“The only bruises I want on your body are the ones I am going to put on you.”

She gasped behind the gag and went stiff. What sort of things was he going to do to her?

Close to him as she was, she could smell his scent—sandalwood. Such a pleasant odor shouldn’t be used by a kidnapper, she thought wryly. It reminded of her good times with her lover, when they made delicious love, her head buried into his neck.

Wondering if anyone was in the parking lot to see her, she listened intently, ready to struggle in the hope it would attract their attention. If that happened, he might stop what he was doing—

There was nothing. All was still. The only noise came from him, his heavy breathing as he carried her, and his footsteps that sounded loud and echoing around the bare walls.

Where is he going to take me? Her next out-of-place thought was her captor was lucky she lived in a building with no cameras in it.

He stopped and let her down, and she breathed a sigh of relief, being back on her feet. Despite being bound as she was, she felt more in control, but it was an illusion as he swiftly wrapped a hand around her upper arm so she couldn’t escape. Not that she’d try. Without sight, she’d probably run into an oncoming car, or at the least, crash into parked ones, and he’d easily catch her.

There was a jingle of keys. Aware that he must be opening a car door, Laura started to pull away in vague panic, not sure what she could achieve. His fingers held her tightly and pushed her into the back seat of a car, keeping a hand on top of her head until she was safely inside.

Struggling in earnest now, being out of her comfort zone and not knowing where they were going, she kicked out with her feet and connected with his leg.

He yelped.

Good! I’m not going to make this easy for him.

Unfortunately, he didn’t let go of her. Pressing her down roughly, he gave her a hard slap on her backside, which she hadn’t been expecting. He wasn’t gentle, and she gave a muffled cry.

“I warned you! Next time I’m using my belt.”

She lay down on the seat curling her legs up quickly. This was partly to turn her body away from him, and partly because, for some bizarre reason, she found his words arousing. Well, she had always been one to enjoy kinky sex with her boyfriend. However, this was something else entirely.

When he got in and started the engine, she felt a range of emotions too many to identify, as her heart accelerated along with the car. She’d never been in a situation like this, and it scared her.

As they made their way out of the building, she listened to the sounds outside, trying to work out where they were going by the turns he made.

Okay, we’ve just turned into Seller’s Street. Laura knew it was a short road, but which way would he go at the end? He turned left. Priestley Avenue. He was driving toward the heart of the city. But where to? What was his destination?

After a while, she gave up as he made too many turns for her to follow and she took a deep calming breath.

“I hope you are looking forward to the end of our drive.”

Oh, sure.

“If you are good, you get a reward.”

Laura swallowed nervously. But what do I have to do to get the promised reward, she wondered?

As she contemplated this, he turned the radio on, and it played, “There’s a dog in the building.” She giggled. Too right. A mangy mongrel.

Slightly more relaxed, she turned her head, trying to identify any scents from the car—he had eaten a hamburger not too long ago. Her stomach rumbled, reminding her of the delivery she had been expecting and gasped.

Oh God. My pizza! Will the delivery man have taken it back to the shop and cursed her for having missed out on a payment or will he have contacted the police? She chuckled inwardly. It would serve her kidnapper right if he had left her door open and that led to a state-wide alert. She liked the idea of police searching for her.

Laura sighed. The chances are he wasn’t that careless, though. He seemed to have thought this through, having a car available, and waiting for a quiet time when none of her neighbors were around.

Putting the thought out of her head, she concentrated on the knots in the rope he had tied her hands with, and swore. He had secured them so well, there was no way she could undo them, particularly from that angle.

When the car finally stopped, what seemed like hours later, but was probably only fifteen minutes or so, she listened attentively. They were clearly still in the city—the sounds of cars and pedestrians were not far off but were not close either, so they were in a side road, most likely. Still, he would be getting her out of the car in a moment. Would they attract anyone’s notice, gagged and bound as she was?

However, her captor seemed to have no problems removing her from the vehicle even though she was kicking for her life. He grunted and shoved her onto his shoulder fireman-like. A steely arm held her legs tight.

Instead, she tried wiggling—anything to thwart his nefarious plans.

Ouch! A sharp slap on her thighs upset that idea.

He grunted and shifted her on his shoulder alarming her mightily. “Do any more of that and you will end up on the floor on your head.”

She harrumphed silently and instantly lay rigid, her long hair tangled between them. Probably not the best idea she’d ever had. What else could she do, though, to show her kidnapper she wasn’t going to take this easily?

As they moved through the building, she tried to get a hint of where they might be. His muffled footsteps told her the floor was carpeted—so, a reasonably posh building, then. However, it didn’t smell new, so it was a place that was well used.

It only took him ten steps before he stopped. Was he going into a room? No, there were sounds of elevator doors opening. When it started to go up, she tried counting the floors by the bleeps as they passed.

One.

Two.

Three.

She silently pleaded for it to stop, signifying someone would want to get in and see what was happening. What would they think? Would they call for help?

Four.

Five.

Where is everyone?

From what she could tell, they stopped on the eighth floor. There had to be someone around in a building with that many floors! Surely, he hadn’t taken her to a totally abandoned building—or had he?

However, she could hear no sounds of people either walking or talking. No doors opening. No phones.

No cavalry to her rescue.


 

Chapter Two

 

 

As they went into a room, he stopped. Laura heaved a sigh of relief when the man bent his shoulder, and her feet touched the floor. Taking some trembling breaths beneath the gag, she wished he would remove it. It was getting wet and yucky. As she wondered what was going to happen next, she hoped he would take all her binds off so she could at least have a fighting chance against him.

The sound of the door clicking shut, and then locking, was loud—and final. Now she was alone in a room with a person who promised he would hurt her.

Her captor prodded her to move forward.

“Go on.”

Laura hesitated after a few steps, unsure what to expect. Uncertain what he expected of her—the man who had kidnapped her and brought her to a strange building, to an unfamiliar room.

Large hands folded around her shoulders from behind squeezing her in an oddly calming way before nudging her to go on, making her stumble. “Uh-uh, lady. Don’t stop now. There’s nothing in front of you.” His voice was deep, and silky smooth—like a dangerous predator. Gorgeous, but deadly.

Laura shivered as she hesitantly walked forward a few more paces, not really believing his words.

He grunted behind her. “So you don’t trust me, eh?”

No, I don’t! She hated being out of her comfort zone. Her boyfriend teased her she should let him take her out more often, particularly to new places she’d never been before. He reckoned she was missing out on life.

And now she was experiencing ‘life.’ She snorted to herself. It wasn’t what she thought her boyfriend had been suggesting, which was more along the lines of dinner in a nice restaurant, maybe a concert or even a club.

“I’ll have to cure you of this mistrust, my dear.”

Laura became aware his voice was coming from a different direction. He had moved ahead of her.

Making a sudden decision, Laura ran in the direction she considered the door to be. It took about five or six steps before her shoulder connected with a thud.

Ouch!

Turning around anxiously so she could get at the lock with her hands still tied behind her back, she fiddled with the handle. Her heart pounding, she desperately tried to get it open. She had almost succeeded when she heard running footsteps as he came up behind her slamming the door shut again, denying her freedom, keeping her prisoner.

Laura groaned. It had been a long shot at best.

“Where exactly do you think you’re going?” His voice was low and sardonic, clearly amused by her vain attempt to escape.

His arms were either side of her face, and he pressed his body against hers. She could feel his hard cock against her and shivered in reaction.

I nearly made it. Except where would she have gone once out, not being able to see anything? It was rather stupid, she knew.

His breathing was harsh against her cheek, although his voice sounded amused. “Oh, I see. You want to play games, do you? Don’t worry. We are going to play some great games. We’ve played catch—and now I’ve caught you. Clever me. Next comes leader of the pack. I’ll show you who is in charge around here, and then maybe we’ll play some ball games.” He laughed at his joke.

A slither of fear—or excitement went through her belly, knotting her stomach. I’m not aroused. I’m not!

Gripping her upper arm, he pulled her into the middle of the room once more. She stumbled a little before he halted her, his hands caressing her arms, pulling her hair away from her neck to nuzzle her. It made Laura feel like she was his possession.

As he fondled her, pressing close behind her, Laura squirmed when she felt his hardening cock against her hands tied behind her, and she closed them into fists to avoid touching him there.

His amused chuckle told her he knew what she had done.

Ignoring him as best she could, Laura tried to ascertain what was around her, but only felt space. What sort of room is this? Where are we? What is he going to do to me? So many questions sped through her racing mind.

Bending his head, her captor kissed her softly on the cheek, and she started. This confused her. Was he going to be gentle or rough?

“There’s no need to be scared—as long as you do what I tell you.”

Oh, like that’s going to stop someone who has been kidnapped from being frightened out of their lives!

Laura sighed in relief when he moved away and considered another dash to the door but knew it was futile. The respite didn’t last long as moments later there was something pressing against the back of her knees. It was a chair. When a hand touched her shoulder, she jumped.

“Make yourself comfortable—pretend you’re at home.”

She snorted. One thing she knew for sure, it wasn’t like her apartment, the smells were different for a start. There was a strong smell of pine, probably an air freshener or detergent. She tended to go for lighter fragrances herself, like orchard blossom.

Doing as she was ordered, Laura dropped onto a hard seat, pleased to get off her feet as her legs were getting rather shaky now the adrenaline of her dash to the door was wearing off. Her heart started thumping hard as she rapidly thought through possible scenarios for her kidnap. Had she been taken for ransom?

Don’t be ridiculous. I’ve got no millionaire relatives. And my boyfriend could hardly pay up.

She worked from home as a writer, so no one could force her to break into her place of business. Laura briefly thought of all the crime series on the television and reasons people were taken. More importantly, how they got away. She found she couldn’t think of any program where the victim got away by themselves—it was usually clever detectives who tracked them down and freed them—that is, if they were still alive. More often than not, they found dead bodies and spent the program tracking down the killer.

Shit! Don’t go down that route, Laura.

Wanting to resist, but unable to do anything bound as she was, she slumped into the chair as her imagination ran riot.

The only other reason she could think of for being kidnapped was being taken by a stalker. Was that what had happened to her? Would she be able to tell her lover she did love him, after all? That the things they had done and the way he cared for her had made her realize she was worthy of him.

Laura took in a startled breath when her captor moved in front of her and bent forward to rest his hands on the edge of the chair either side of her legs. It was a narrow seat, probably from a dining table. It had no arms, and slats in the back that she held onto in her quest to pull back from him. He was in close proximity to her.

Turning her head to one side, she tried to push at the gag with her tongue. Her mouth felt like sandpaper, and she was desperate for a drink.

“No doubt you want to know my intentions—” He paused as if waiting for the hint of a threat to penetrate.

Immediately she tightened her legs together, her mouth getting even drier. As if that would stop him doing degenerate things to her, but it was an innate response.

When he chuckled and caressed her thigh, she nearly wet herself. “Just obey my orders like a good girl and you will find out what I am going to do to that beautiful body of yours—including opening those legs nice and wide for me.”

Christ, he is going to force me to have sex! She had fantasized about such situations, as many women who read erotica did, but never thought she would ever be on the receiving end.

Oh God. What did I do to deserve this?


 

Chapter Three

 

 

Todd looked down at his captive and grinned. Laura was pretending to be brave, but he guessed she was wondering what he had in store for her.

He was someone who enjoyed dominating women and had several submissives over the years, but this one was special.

Stroking the length of her thighs with both hands, he then rubbed his thumbs over her well-worn jeans, enjoying the firmness of her legs. He had watched her use a home exercise treadmill. She kept it in a small room overlooking the street. He often looked through the window, observing her unseen, enjoying the flop of her breasts as she ran, knowing she rarely wore a bra.

His reminiscences were interrupted as she tried to pull away from his hands. Todd wasn’t having that, so he slapped her left thigh sharply.

“Stay still.” When she acquiesced, trembling, he took hold of each knee and prized her stiff legs apart, holding them in position. “Keep them there or I’ll punish you further.” She clearly wanted to close them, but it was important that she understood he wasn’t allowing her to do that. Todd watched as her chest rose and fell rapidly.

When he was sure she would follow his order, he moved his hands, caressing one inside leg up to her crotch.

His captive jumped but stayed where she was.

“Good girl.”

Todd toyed with the zip from her jeans, enjoying the faint whimper he heard from behind her gag.

He smiled. “Um. No. Not there. Not yet at any rate. I have other plans to carry out first.”

Crouching down in front of her, Todd moved his hands up her slim body instead to cup her breasts. They weren’t particularly large, but then he preferred a leaner woman. These were just the right size to fit each palm.

As he squeezed, Laura tried to edge away from him—not that she could go anywhere. “Tut-tut. That’s not very nice. Anyone would think you didn’t like me.” He would give his captive her due punishment shortly. To start with, he wanted to undress her.

Taking hold of the open neck of her pale green blouse, he pulled her forward and started to undo each button, enjoying the rise of her breasts against his knuckles. Her chest rose quicker and quicker with each breath. When it became obvious he was undressing her, she started to wriggle, trying once more to pull away from him, saying something like, “No, no” beneath her gag.

Foolish woman. You’re not going anywhere. You are all mine. I’m never letting you go, whether you believe it or not.

Lifting a hand up, he gently smacked the side of one breast. It stopped her immediately, even though he knew he hadn’t hurt her. But it was hard enough to show her who was in charge.

“I hope you haven’t forgotten my promise to hit you with my belt. Besides which I owe you for that attempt to get out of the door.” Except he wasn’t ready to do that—soon, though.

Her body trembled violently, and he closed his hands around her waist, holding her still. His threat clearly frightened her.

Good, that’s the plan. He wanted her to understand he was in control; he would show her what fun it was to be a submissive—his submissive.

Continuing to undo her blouse, he finished the last button and taking his time he slowly pulled it open, relishing the sight of her lovely white breasts. Obviously, she wasn’t one who sunbathed.

His cock jumped as he saw she wasn’t wearing anything underneath her blouse. “How excellent of you not to wear a bra, my dear. I am so delighted. It’s almost as if you knew I was coming.”

Reaching up he thumbed one nipple, watching as it instantly hardened to a point. He grinned. She clearly liked it. Taking it a bit further, he squeezed a nipple between finger and thumb and was pleased to hear a faint moan from behind her gag. She found it either painful or arousing—either reaction was fine by him.

He couldn’t resist the sight of her nipples standing proud, eager for his mouth, so he leaned forward and sucked one between his lips, wrapping his tongue around it, lavishing it with attention. Then he kissed his way across her body to the other one. Laura, it seemed to him, practically pushed her breast forward into his mouth. He wasn’t going to make it all nice. It wasn’t his way, and he closed his teeth on the other one, nipping it, making her cry behind the gag.

With a sigh, he left off torturing her breasts and stood up, walking around to the back of the chair.

Her earlier acquiescence had fooled him and like a shot, she was out of the chair before he knew it.

“Oh no you don’t.”

She wasn’t fast enough, and he grabbed her before she had a chance to get more than a few paces.

“You are trying my patience.”

Dragging her to the chair once more, he pulled her bound hands over the back of the seat, this time, and pushed her to sit. She fell rather ungainly, and he swiftly steadied her. Debating untying her hands so he could bind her to the chair, instead, he withdrew his belt to use, looping it through the slats and nodded to himself when he was completed.

Happy she couldn’t make any more moves to escape, he stood close to the back of her chair and roamed her body with his hands. Stroking her hair first, he then cupped her face before moving further down, fondling her shoulders, and squeezing her breasts until he reached the button of her jeans.

Flicking it open, he started to unzip her, but the girl started lashing out with her feet, squirming, trying to stop him, muffled curses coming from her mouth.

“Naughty, naughty.”

Leaving her for a moment, he went to the bed. Searching for something, he quickly made a decision and pulled off two pillowcases.

As he returned, he saw she was trying to get out of her chair, but frustrated because he had tethered her to the slats, if her muted growls and way she struggled furiously, were anything to go by.

“You obviously want punishment, don’t you?” He was amused by her constant attempts to escape. She sat back down with a thump, the chair nearly toppling over in her anger.

Quickly grabbing hold of the seat and steadying her, he tutted. “That was a little stupid, wasn’t it, my dear?”

Ignoring her angry cries, Todd then pulled her feet apart once more, staying out of the way of her kicks and used the pillowcases to tie each foot to a leg of the chair, catching her feet in his firm grasp. He loved the sensation of knowing he was stronger than her. He then sat back to view his bound and gagged captive.

Excellent! His plan was coming together nicely.

Standing up he took hold of a hunk of her long hazelnut brown hair and dragged her head back, holding her tightly, not allowing her to pull away. This position forced her chest forward. He smiled as her breasts quivered. Then reaching down, he pushed his right hand past the opening of her jeans.

She jerked, but he continued, enjoying the feel of her smooth, hairless mound. “So, my lovely girl likes to go Brazilian as well as commando, does she?”

Todd couldn’t get any further so he took his hand out and moving around to the front of her he knelt to tug down both sides of her jeans over her hips. She didn’t make it easy, but he persisted until they shifted under her butt with a jerk. He then pulled them down to settle around her ankles.

That was better. He could now view her lovely pussy and was delighted to see her labia was puffy and red—waiting for his touch. Dropping his head down, he kissed first one knee, then the other, moving from one thigh to the other until he was a fraction away from her luscious pussy.

“Do you want me to touch you there?” He glanced up at her face and was amused when she shook her head vigorously.

He knew her better than she knew herself and ignored her mock denials. Bending forward, he firmly held each thigh as he reached in and started nibbling on her labial lips, his tongue dipping in between, enjoying her taste, grinning at how wet she was.

She shrieked beneath her gag and jerked upward. He didn’t know if she was jerking toward him or away.

Todd chuckled and ambled to his feet, moving to her side. Gathering her hair once more, he pulled her head around to face him, dragging her gag off with his other hand. Before she had a chance to yell, he covered her mouth with his, forcibly pushing his tongue inside. She tasted sweet—chocolate, he decided, and moved his lips on hers, hard, forceful, determined to give her no quarter.

He then assaulted her from both ends, pressing into her pussy with the fingers of his right hand, driving inside her vagina with no thought of gentleness, pressing his palm hard against her engorged clit.

She started panting inside his mouth, her chest heaving as he moved his fingers faster. Lifting his head so she could breathe, he watched the emotions cross her face as her orgasm rose—the furrowing of her forehead, teeth gritted, then her head went back, and she yowled, her butt jerking up off the seat taking his hand with her before slumping back down, with only minor jerks.

In the quiet of the room, the only sounds were the distant traffic and her ragged breathing.

A few moments later, she raised her head in roughly his direction. “You bastard! I hate you for making me do that.”


 

Chapter Four

 

 

Laura tried to still her pounding heart, hating the throbbing between her legs. How dare he do that to her? She hated how easily he made her climax. His wicked fingers and magnificent mouth had worked magic—a bliss she hadn’t expected or asked for.

“Well done, my lovely girl. You deserve a reward.”

Reward? What did he mean? What was he going to do now?

She heard him walk away and his scent of sandalwood lessened. She listened hard, trying to determine what he was doing.

There came a clatter of a plate.

Then the sharp sound of a knife cutting down on it. It gave her the shivers—a knife in the hands of a sex fiend.

Footsteps.

He was back. “Here. Open your mouth.”

“Why?” she asked, wary of his intentions.

His chuckle was close to her face as he crouched at her side. She started.

“I bet your mouth is dry. I have something to wet it.” His voice was teasing, compelling.

Laura still refused to open her mouth, partly because she feared what he was going to do next, and partly because she didn’t want to show him cooperation. She still had to fight him, even if it was in vain.

Then something touched her lips, and she jerked her head away with a cry.

“Tut-tut.” His hand cupped her head tightly holding her still, turning her back to him as he tempted her again with whatever he held.

A smell wafted up. Orange!

Oh my God! She would kill for some fruit for her parched mouth.

She involuntarily opened her mouth, her body craving the juice even if her mind refused it. However, he toyed with her, sliding the fruit along her lips, pulling away as she went to take it, coming closer again. He laughed sarcastically, but this time, he allowed her to swallow it, rubbing his thumb over her sensitized flesh to remove a drop of juice, pushing in between, the tip touching her tongue.

Laura ignored what he was intimating. The fruit tasted soooo good.

“Enjoying that?”

She didn’t answer him, hating herself for eating it, but her mouth was incredibly dry after her orgasm, not to mention having the gag between her lips.

It didn’t take long before the orange was gone. Her mind shouted for more.

“Want something else?” he asked.

Refusing to answer, she turned her head away. She would die before she told him how much she enjoyed it.

It didn’t stop him.

The next item to touch her mouth was a strawberry.

Damn him!

It was her favorite fruit. He wafted it under her nose, circling her mouth before pulling away.

Laura nearly cried out in despair, and then heard a crunch. The bastard. He’s eating my strawberry.

When he held it to her lips again, she couldn’t resist, and opened her mouth eagerly, biting down and savoring the juiciness. Laura frowned. It had a strange taste. She became aware that it had been dipped in something, but she didn’t know what. As she chewed the fruit, she tried to ascertain the nature of the odd flavor. It was familiar, somehow—sweet and sticky.

He bent, whispering in her ear, “Don’t know what that taste is?”

She shook her head, not really wanting to know the answer in case it was something vile.

“It’s cum. My pre-cum—you’ve made me extremely wet.”

Laura was so shocked she swallowed by accident and started to choke. He slapped her on the back, laughing at her discomfort, as he made sure she could breathe, rubbing her, almost caringly.

Finally, Laura’s convulsions stopped, and she heard some rustling behind her. Suddenly she was free. Pulling her arms to her chest, she winced as the blood came back into her stiff limbs.

Her captor gently rubbed them.

As he moved to untie her feet, her mind started racing. Her freedom was intoxicating.

He chuckled. “Put those thoughts out of your head, my dear. You cannot escape. The door is locked.”

Damn. But maybe if she got that far she could bang on it and raise attention. However, although her arms were unbound and her legs were free, her trousers still were around her ankles.

Not for long—the man was removing them, pulling her shoes off, caressing her calves as he did. The tingling up her legs sending electrical impulses to her pussy so surprised her she forgot to sprint to the door as soon as he finished.

Instead, he held her upper arms tightly in his grasp as he pulled her to stand and swiftly dragged her shirt off before she could stop him.

Laura hadn’t been expecting that and gasped in shock.

“That’s how I like my women—naked.” There was a salacious tone to his voice that was very unnerving.

Feeling self-conscious, Laura crossed her arms over her chest.

“Uh-uh. Drop them.”

She refused to obey.

“Laura! Do it now.”

His tone brooked no refusal, and she reluctantly did as he instructed, trembling when he stepped closer. She could feel his warm breath on her cheek. Her shivering intensified as she waited to see what he would do next. It was unsettling. His touch, when it came, was gentle—a whisper of a caress down her arm, a stroke of his hand over her stomach, the back of his fingers over her nipple.

Her calm crashed with his next statement. “These would look magnificent squeezed tightly in clamps.”

Was he really going to do that? She trembled violently and stepped back involuntarily, needing to distance herself.

The man quickly grabbed her arm, stopping her moving further. “As much as I want you flat on your back, if you go any further you’ll fall over the chair.”

She stopped rigidly. Afraid to move.

“But I’ve a better idea. Instead of you on your back, I’ll have you on your front. This way, my dear.”

What did he mean?

Laura soon found out as he pulled her forward, wrapping an arm around her waist, turning her so her back was against his chest. She could feel some furniture against her upper thighs.

“Bend forward. I want you to reach out with your hands to grip the other side of the table.”

When she failed to do as he demanded, her captor pushed firmly on her shoulder blades.

“Do it. Immediately!”

She hurriedly complied, scared by the harsh tone in his voice.

“That’s more like it. Now spread your legs.”

Oh God. She wanted to pee. Laura intuitively knew he was about to push himself into her vagina—or worse.

However, when he touched her again, it was to fondle her backside, soothingly. It lulled her into a false sense of security as he followed it up with a very sharp slap to her butt making her jump.

“Don’t let go of the table, whatever I do.”

Her heart got faster at that statement, the blood pounding in her ears almost deafening her to other sounds, like the faint traffic coming from what she guessed was a window in front of her.

Instead, her body was attuned to the sense of touch as she then felt something tickling her—a stem from a flower display, maybe. Her innate response, to try to recognize the smell, was cut short when he trailed the leaf up her leg, through the crease between her buttocks and she clenched her bottom. He stopped, and she waited for the next assault.

It was preceded by a whoosh of air.

Thwack!

She yelped as he hit her with something, the belt he had been promising, maybe. Whatever it was, it stung madly! Laura gritted her teeth, clinging onto the table as hard as she could as she felt herself squirting in reaction, as often happened during her experiences with sadomasochism. Her body relished it so much.

His fingers on her back passage made her nearly let go into shock as he probed, pressing a finger in.

Oh dear Lord!

She considered if she could struggle away but that idea was too late as he moved in close behind her, pushing his cock into the place his finger had just been. He was hard and slick—she guessed he had used lube from somewhere.

Whatever, it didn’t hurt as he went slowly—at first. When he pulled out and plunged in again fast, it did hurt, and she cried out.

He stopped, stroking her back. “Relax and breathe slowly or you’ll hurt yourself.”

Laura laughed inwardly in hysteria. Who is hurting whom here?

But the pain quickly diminished and his next thrusts were softer, but deeper. At that point, he hit her sensitive nerve endings, and she moaned out loud, before biting her lip. She didn’t want him to know she adored what he was doing.

It was too late. He chuckled wickedly. “I know you really like that, so it’s no good hiding it.”

She groaned as he plunged into her again. Each time he thrust she cried out, panting, her mouth dry, taste buds dulled. She clenched her fingers tightly around the edge of the table as he pulled her hair, but it wasn’t the reason. In fact, she hardly felt the tug on her scalp—it was in reaction to what he was doing to her backside, to her insides.

The noisy sounds of the city diminished. Even the smell of his scent dissipated. Every nerve ending, every sensation in her body coalesced on the inside of her ass as he plundered her over and over without surcease.

It was bliss.

Sheer and utter ecstasy.

Spine-tinglingly wonderful.

When he thrust again, harder, faster, and possibly deeper, she teetered on the brink. It was almost too much. The sensations were beginning to overwhelm her. She knew she shouldn't have another orgasm. It wasn’t necessary, she was already in heaven.

Death would almost be preferable. Too late, she was over the top. He had proved once more he could make her do whatever he wanted, whatever she wanted.


 

Chapter Five

 

 

Todd looked at Laura’s reflection in the window, loving her rapt expression. It was almost beatific. Laura was always so beautiful when climaxing, particularly when he made love to her this way, in the ass.

He grinned. It had fast become Laura’s favorite position in the months since they had been together.

His smile then faded to sadness. It was such a shame she couldn’t see their reflections and see what he saw. No one could tell she was blind unless they saw her white stick. Her gorgeous blue eyes, which looked violet in certain lights, or when she was aroused, like now, showed no indication of her incapacity.

Her disability was actually more of a challenge—to see how much they could get away with. In addition, with their kinky frames of mind, it meant they got up to all sorts of adventures, including nearly getting arrested for having sex over the hood of the car. They only got away with that one when some kids had gone racing past shouting abuse from a car. The cop had been so incensed he had ignored Todd and Laura and, jumping into his car, had left to chase the kids.

Laura had giggled as Todd described the scene to her before she suggested they should quickly pull their clothes on and leave.

Todd held her still. “Nope. We finish what we started.” And he held her slightly unwilling body against the car until he climaxed. She did, too, of course. Then he bundled her into the car and left—in the opposite direction to the cop.

This latest adventure had come out of a discussion of an audio book she had been listening to—a forced seduction tale. He wasn’t one for fiction, particularly the erotic romances she loved to read, but Laura had been so excited by the story that an idea had quickly coalesced in his mind of giving her a similar experience.

“So you fantasize about being kidnapped?”

Laura had tilted her head on one side as she considered his question. “Oh yes. I imagine every woman wants to be captured by a strong, hunky, sexy man who gives her a fabulous sexual experience.”

Todd grinned. Other women might have used the words ‘tall, dark and handsome’ but the only one of those descriptions, which made any difference to Laura, was his height.

He had been a little worried that she wouldn’t go along with him or would be so terrified that she would never speak to him again. Todd had deliberately used their ‘safe word’ when he ambushed her at her door and told her “Don’t move an inch or I’ll see red.” He knew she would recognize it was him by saying that, and had felt her relax in his arms immediately, much to his relief.

Planning it had taken some time, but he had gotten the hotel manager on his side explaining his girlfriend was blind, and he wanted to give her a surprise along the lines of Fifty Shades. It turned out the manager was a member of a local BDSM club, and he happily gave Todd agreement to bring his car around to the side entrance where staff came in. He was therefore, able to bring Laura in that way so no one would raise an alarm if they saw her led in with bound hands.

He smiled as he recalled her mock struggles meant he had to carry her into the building. The little madam! There might not be cameras in her building, but he couldn’t guarantee there weren’t any around the hotel.

The difficult bit had really been getting her into the car at the start and keeping her there. Laura always got into the swing of things once he started their adventures—a bit too vigorously at times. He had nearly pissed himself when they passed by some police officers just as she thumped on the door of the car with her feet. Not that she had known the police were there—it was pure coincidence. He resisted the urge to put his foot on the accelerator. Thankfully, the police had paid little attention to them.

Todd came back to the present when Laura lifted her head up from where she rested it against the table.

“Did you enjoy that, sweetheart?” That term of endearment was the signal he was finished with their fantasy play. Although he still expected her to be submissive, he gave her more leeway.

“So, if I start screaming now, is anyone going to come to my rescue? I am guessing we are in a hotel room?” Her voice was breathy from her exertions.

Todd stroked her back as he gently pulled out of her, removing his condom at the same time and depositing it on the table next to the belt. “You start yelling, and I’m going to have to stick something in your mouth to shut you up again.

She giggled, clearly guessing he meant he would use his dick. Pushing herself upright with a groan, she responded, “Okay. I’ll be your silent captive.”

Wrapping an arm around her waist, he growled. “The day you stop fighting me and become a complete doormat is the day I give up on you and take a new submissive.” A big part of what made him a Dom was in making her submit.

Laura leaned back against his chest. “I’d better continue being rebellious then—although, I didn’t in a million years, think you would pretend to be a kidnapper. What if anyone saw us?”

He barked a laugh. “You certainly tried your best to make sure people would see me carrying you off. I had all sorts of excuses lined up.”

It was Laura’s turn to giggle.

“Anyway,” he continued. “How do you know we are in a hotel? I could have taken you to a secret house in the countryside or to an underground dungeon with soundproof walls.”

He held her close, kissing the side of Laura’s head as she relaxed against him. As much as he loved being her Dom, he particularly savored these moments after one of their sessions when she was soft and loving.

“You know my other senses are acute. I can clearly hear people walking along the corridor outside and doors slamming shut, although it was so quiet when we arrived I wasn’t sure where we were at first. Besides which, we are obviously in the city still as I can hear the sound of traffic not too far away and judging by the number of levels we went up in the elevator, we are on an upper floor.”

He grunted in response at how easily she guessed and bent his head to burrow his face into her neck, still sweaty from her exertions, licking a salty droplet tinged with the mango body butter he knew she used. She always said he didn’t enjoy the taste of a person as much as she did, but he was learning.

“What else can you identify, Madam Detective?”

“Hmm. It’s a posh room since you have a dining table in it plus food and crockery. How much did it cost?”

“Never you mind. But since it is booked all night, I am going to take advantage of the facilities which includes a Jacuzzi where I am going to torment you with the handle of the loofah brush.”

Laura turned in his arms and kneeled in front of him, holding his thighs to steady herself. He cupped the back of her head to avoid her banging against the table.

“Please don’t, Master, I’ll be a good submissive.” She nuzzled his cock, which began to harden again.

Todd sighed and stroked her hair enjoying her mouth on him. Like most Doms, he took delight in the sight of a submissive kneeling at his feet with his cock in their mouth, but Laura had it down to a fine art and usually gave him a magnificent time. She argued she didn’t need sight to give a blowjob!

When she began teasing him by pretending to suck, then pulling back, he gripped her hair.

“Now who is tormenting whom?”

She giggled and looked up at him, her sightless eyes tearing his heart out. If only she could see how much he loved her. He’d known Laura for many years through his sister, Megan, and it had been after a birthday meal with both of them present when Megan had commented that Laura could easily become a submissive since many subs spent their time blindfolded.

Although Todd was attracted to Laura, he hadn’t known that she was even interested in kinky sex, let alone BDSM, and had been rather surprised by her excited response. But then she poo-pooed the idea saying she didn’t like to leave her home.

Todd had ambushed Laura in the kitchen pinning her against the door while Megan was in the other room, holding her wrists tightly, pressing his pelvis into hers, showing her how much he wanted her.

She had started panting quickly, and her eyes dilated with desire. At that moment, he knew he had her.

“You don’t need to go anywhere to do BDSM, you know.” He’d given her a quick, but hard, kiss and left her thinking that through with the parting shot of, “I’ll be back tomorrow at 8.00 p.m. If you don’t want to take this further then say ‘red’ as soon as you answer the door—and ascertain it’s me, of course!”

Laura had yet to say ‘red,’ but had been insistent from the start they were friends-with-benefits as she didn’t want him to have the long-term burden of someone who was disabled, as she’d never be a proper submissive.

She was wrong, of course, but she hadn’t changed her mind all these months, despite his efforts to show her she was perfectly capable of doing anything he asked of her.

In many respects, her blindness worked well. One of the aspects of being a Dominant that he enjoyed was the caring aspect. And what better person to care about and keep safe than one who was blind.

Laura broke into his thoughts by running her tongue along his cock and then sitting back on her heels to pretend tasting his cum. “Hmm. Not bad. I might go in for another mouthful.”

Todd hardened his heart. “Get up. You need showing who the Dom here is.” Taking hold of a bunch of her hair, he pulled her to her feet—not too harshly, just enough to indicate he wanted her to stand. She often told him how much she liked her hair pulled. It wasn’t something he understood, but it gave him a way of having dominance over her.

Moving toward the bathroom, he relented a little when she stumbled halfway there and slowed his pace.

He grinned. He had plans for her in the bathroom. The evening had barely begun.


 

Chapter Six

 

 

When Todd reached the shower cubicle, he let go of Laura’s hair and lifted her in, turning her so her back was against the far wall. “Give me your hands.”

She tentatively held them out.

“What are you going to do?”

“Are you questioning me, sub?”

Her mouth made a silent, “Oh.”

Todd held back a chuckle. “Yes, oh indeed. You need some more training I can see.”

Taking her hands, he tied them with the belt he had grabbed from the table, raising her arms so he could loop them over the showerhead. Todd nodded in appreciation. She looked wonderful in that position.

“That’s better. Now for some cooling off.”

Laura squealed as the cold water hit her body.

He smiled and raised the temperature. He wasn’t torturing her—just proving his dominance. Quickly stripping off his own clothes, Todd stepped into the shower and glanced at the shower gel fixed to the wall. It was very posh—lime, basil, and mandarin. Taking some in his hands, he sniffed it and could detect a citrus fragrance. Laura, on the other hand, was likely to be able to distinguish each individual scent.

Lathering it between his hands, he proceeded to clean her buttocks and round to her pussy. She groaned as he touched her engorged clit.

“Sensitive, my darling.”

“Yes.”

“Too bad. We haven’t finished.”

Taking hold of her hips, he prodded his erect cock against her pussy, pulling away when she pushed forward toward him.

She grinned. “I love it when you tease me, Sir.”

Todd was serious. Now wasn’t the time for levity. “Who is the Master?”

Laura took in a deep breath but answered immediately. “You.”

“Who is in charge?”

“You.”

“Who decides what we do?” And makes sure she is safe whatever we do.

“You.”

Giving in, he raised her butt up so she could straddle his hips, wrapping her legs around him. His strong biceps bulged at her weight so her arms did not bear any strain, and he pressed upward inside her, feeling her clench down on him.

Laura yelled, “Oh God, that’s so good. Please don’t stop, Master.”

He dug his fingers into her backside and lunged as hard as he could.

She shuddered, jerking upward, yelling for more.

It was time to give her the reward she deserved, and so he pressed her back against the wall and thrust again and again, getting faster and faster as the water sloshed off their bodies. Steam rose around them. Their breathing got ragged. Finally, his balls tightened just as her pussy started convulsing and he spurted inside her as Laura jerked, twisting in his arms.

Dipping his head forward to rest against her neck, he held her still as their joint orgasms resounded in the steamy cubicle.

Todd stood there for some minutes as their bodies began to calm, breathing in the scent of the shower gel mixed with her sex, knowing for that moment she was all his, even if that instance was always fleeting. It was enough, for now.

Letting her legs down, Todd reached up to turn off the water and released her bonds, rubbing her arms to relieve any cramps.

“Are you all right, sweetheart?” It had been a very intense orgasm not to mention physical.

He looked down into her eyes and saw something quizzical in her face.

Uh-oh. What’s the little madam up to? That look had led them into danger in the past. It might take a lot of effort to get her out of her home—her prison, he often thought—but once she was out and knew she was safe, Laura tended to throw caution to the wind. He was still in the bad books of a nearby church minister for their antics on the back pew of his church.

Laura snatched her hands out of his as if she couldn’t bear the touch of him any longer. Todd sighed, thinking this was it. The moment he dreaded all these months.

She’s had enough of me. She wants to get out of our relationship.

Unbearable sadness came over him. Unable to look at her, he started to pull away but instead she reached up and cupped his head. It wasn’t something she tended to do, not being a particularly demonstrative person. She argued she was terrified she would poke him in the eye by mistake.

This time, she moved steadily, hands feeling their way around his face, holding him still. She looked intently up at him.

Todd frowned but didn’t pull away. What on earth is going through her head?

“If only I could see your face right now,” she said. Her voice had a poignant tone—one that sounded like she was regretting what they had done.

“For what reason?” He wasn’t sure he wanted to know the answer. His fear was always she would one day decide she’d had enough and make him get a ‘real submissive’ as she termed it. She never thought she was good enough, could never be like the women he’d had in the past.

“I would know then if you meant what you just whispered.”

What I whisper—

Todd closed his eyes, as the truth hit him. With sudden clarity, he was aware she’d heard him say “I love you” in the heat of the moment. He had always avoided saying the words, keeping to their original rules, although he’d had to bite his tongue on several occasions.

He could have said the words, but that would have been the death knell to their relationship as Dominant and submissive. If the Dom fell heavily in love with someone who was only in it for the sex, the fun, he would seem the weaker of the two.

Laura’s fingers moved over his face urgently as if to ascertain what his mood was. He moved away from her probing hands, turning his head to the side. The only option was to laugh it off and tell her it was wishful thinking on her part. But something held him back from making any sarcastic retorts. It was too painful to make light of.

“Stop it, Laura.” Instead, he just sounded weary, even to his own ears, and tried pushing her to one side so he could exit the cubicle.

She wouldn’t let him leave and pressed herself into his body, head against his chest, arms wrapped around his body holding tight.

Todd kept his arms still by his side. Nothing in any relationship he’d ever been in had trained him for this. But then he’d never been in love before. “Laura, let go of me—now!”

“Not until you tell me you meant it.”

Why was she persisting in this? She never wanted his love before. Nor had she shown him any. If anyone was using the other, it was her.

Taking her wrists in his hands, Todd firmly held her away from him. He was about to step out, leaving her there when something made him stop. For the first time, there was emotion in her face. And not the passion he knew she felt during sex, not the fear when he made her leave her home, nor the excitement she craved when he used a whip or flogger or anything else on her. This was something else entirely.

“Why?” he asked, emotion making his own voice falter.

“Because I was wrong.”

He started. Had he heard her correctly?

Laura smiled softly. “I’ve loved you all along, you know. Except I didn’t want you to be saddled with a blind wife. Well, you know that. So I pretended it was all about the sex and the BDSM.” She leaned her forehead against his chest.

Todd was unable to believe what he was hearing. “Are you saying you didn’t like BDSM or all the stuff we’ve been doing?”

She raised her head and chuckled. “Not at all. It’s been fabulous. But it was a way of having you in my life. I wanted you badly, but I also loved you enough to give you your freedom if that’s what you wanted when you’d had enough of me. I held back to save myself from being hurt.”

Todd enfolded her in his arms. But he still wasn’t sure what she was saying. “So, what’s changed?”

Laura sighed at the contact and continued. Her voice was husky. “You have proved I can be a submissive. I didn’t think that possible. All the things we’ve done—I know now I can do anything, even be your submissive. And at the same time you are so caring—it’s amazing. I have absolute trust in whatever we do.”

He was still stunned but managed a laugh. “So I should hope so. Any Dom worth his salt should have the trust of their submissive, blind or not blind.”

“Oh, you and I both know you go the extra mile to ensure I am safe. But that’s not the issue here. Am I woman enough for you? Will you have me?” Laura hesitated. “I will understand if you say no. But I’m hoping when you said you loved me, that it was real.”

His eyes moistened, and he brushed away the wetness, which was from the shower, he tried to persuade himself. Lifting her head to look down at her, Todd saw love in her eyes for the first time. It was tinged with fear. His heart started thumping uncharacteristically fast, unable to believe the sudden turn of events.

Determined to regain some control, he told her, “Clearly you haven’t learned your lesson. I can see more submissive training is needed.”

Hope faded in her face.

Aware that she couldn’t see his expression, he quickly continued putting as much amusement in his voice as he could. “It’s the man who does the proposing, oh-sub-of-mine, not the woman, and definitely not the sub.”

In case that wasn’t enough, he took her lips in a firm and very passionate kiss, cupping her head, showing her all the love he had been withholding for months.

They were both shaking when he broke the kiss, wanting to see the love in her face again. He was still amazed by what she had said.

She chuckled, even as she was crying. “But you’ve always told me I am perfectly capable of doing anything another woman does. And this woman is proposing to the man she loves.” Pulling out of his grasp, she held his forearms only. “I’ll go down on my knees if you like.”

Todd burst out laughing. “There’s only one thing I want you to do on your knees, sweetheart.”

Laura raised her eyebrows in response and gave him a daring grin. Before he could guess her intentions, she carefully crouched down—not easy, he knew, in the small cubicle, whether one could see or not.

He chuckled and waited to see what she would do next.

Holding his now growing cock in readiness to suck it, she ran the tip of her tongue over the groove at the end, dipping in as she knew he loved.

Todd groaned.

Lifting her head, she looked straight up at him all her previous levity put aside. Love shone from her eyes as she solemnly asked, “Will you marry me, Sir?”

At that moment, Todd knew love wasn’t blind after all.

 

THE END


 

Author Biography

 

 

Jennifer is a bestselling author in various genre (BDSM, contemporary, sci-fi, paranormal, with historical and fantasy in her works in progress) with several different publishers.

An Englishwoman through and through, she lives in a beautiful historical city and is game to try most things once. She’s had a tattoo done on her calf, flew down zip wires 100 feet up in the trees, and was photographed nude by a professional photographer. All of which have taken place since she turned 50!

Many of her experiences end up in her books… but you will have to read them to find out what!

Do contact Jennifer – she loves to hear from her fans. She posts to her blog three times a week and is on Facebook daily.

 

Connect with Jennifer

Website

Facebook

Twitter


 

 

JENNIFER DENYS

[image: ]

WWW.LUMINOSITYPUBLISHING.COM

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
L 4

She shoi uldnt enjoy be mg
kidnapped, should she?

JENNIFER DENYS





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





