The Abduction

By Black_Knights angel

It is midnight as she crawls into bed alone in the dark.  She lets out a soft sigh as she turns out the lights and thinks of Him.  He was supposed to be home tonight.  He called to tell her there were no seats available on later flights.  Even as her heart sank she understood and knew He would be home if He could.  She pulls her teddy bear close to her that He gave her and lets the DomBear comfort her as she tries to find slumber alone in the big waterbed.  The sheets are warm upon her bare flesh even as a few teardrops find their way to her pillow. Her thoughts are of Him as she drifts off to sleep.

In the darkness the cab drops Him off down the street a bit.  As He walks towards the house He grins knowing it is after midnight and she should be in bed sleeping.  This weekend He was able to put into action a plan He had devised.  Knowing she keeps up with His incoming flight, He had to wait for one to finally be cancelled.  After He called her to tell her of the cancellation, He boarded a later flight.  He went to a local biker bar after arriving in town to kill some time before coming home to surprise her.  As He quietly slips the key in the door He hopes she has not set the alarm.  Sometimes she sets it at night when He is not here.  The door opens and all is quiet.  The alarm was not on.  

He sets His bags down beside the couch in the living room.  He turns on the touch lamp to dim.  Some of the lights being set on timers it is not unusual for her to wake and see that there is a light on within the house.  Quickly and quietly He gathers some toys and puts them in His toybag nearby.  His plan is devious.  He knows she has had fantasies of being abducted, but she has also had nightmares too.  This way she can be safe and they can both live the fantasy.  

Finally He takes a bottle out of one of His bags.  He unscrews the top and drenches a towel in its fluid.  The distinctive odor is strong.  It should however keep her asleep and prevent any attempts of her struggling.  He puts the bag over His should and with the cloth in hand enters their bedroom.  Barely able to see in the darkness He pauses a moment for His eyes to adjust to what little light there is from the streetlights coming through the window.  Finally seeing her laying there He smiles noticing her holding the “DomBear.”  Without a sound He places the bag by His feet on the floor leans over her and puts the cloth over her nose and mouth.

Suddenly she feels pressure upon her face.  It is wet, cool, and soft with a strange odor.  Her heart pounds and she struggles not sure if this is another one of her dreams or if she is really awake.  It seems so real.  She cannot see in the dim light.  She feels her muscles betray her as they grow limp and she can’t hold her eyes open any longer.  She succumbs and is motionless once more.
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He holds the cloth there for a bit after her struggles have ceased.  He is not sure if she is really out yet or not.  Once He knows she will not come to and begin to 

struggle again, He begins to blindfold, gag and bind her.  First He takes out a blindfold and places it on her.  That way if she does awaken she will not see that it is Him.  Next He puts the ball gag in between her full lips and fastens it tightly.  He places the cloth over her nose and mouth again for another moment before moving her.  After He feels comfortable with her not waking up soon, He carries her to another bedroom and places her upon the bed.  She always wears her leather wrist cuffs, so a couple of lengths of chain are all that is needed to attach her wrists to the headboard.  Then He puts ankle cuffs on her small ankles.  A spreader bar between the ankle cuffs makes sure her legs will stay parted wide at all times.  Then 2 more links of chain to the legs of the bed makes sure she will not be able to get away.  Now that she is in place He stands back to admire her beautiful form laying on the bed completely at His mercy.  Before leaving the room to put away His bags and to get something to drink, He turns her head side ways so her face is not buried in the pillow.  He ass that is now pristine white will be well used this weekend.

Quickly He unpacks and puts His things away.  He checks into the bedroom door often to see if she appears awake yet.  He finishes unpacking and fixes Himself a drink and returns to the bedroom she is in.  He tugs back on her full head of golden curls as He swiftly lands a strike with His hand on her bottom.  Once He notices that she has indeed awaken her from her drug-induced slumber; swats follow one after the other.  For now 

He just uses His hand.  Building in intensity and going faster slowly.  He pauses every so often to caress her bottom.  He delights in feeling how hot her ass gets as He spanks her more.  Even though she has a blindfold on, He has chosen to keep the light dim in the room.  Just enough light for Him to be able to see when her slave juices have begun to trickle out and dampen her clit.  He takes some lotion in hand and rubs her bottom thoroughly and roughly.  Then He removes the spreader bar so that she can have a little bit of room while she sleeps.

Suddenly she is jolted awake.  Her senses immediately aroused by the firm pull on her hair followed quickly by a stinging blow to her tender fleshy bottom.  Panicked she tries to scream out.  Her screams are only soft muffled noises through the gag.  She pulls against the chains.  His hands cover her ass in swats.  Gradually increasing each one stinging more than the last.  Oddly she feels herself growing more excited as the heat seems to pierce through her skin.  Without even realizing it she not longer is trying to fight against what is happening.  Resigning herself the fact she can not get away and part of her screaming inside that she doesn’t want to.  She feels herself getting turned on and her hips are squirming as little as they can beneath His swats.  She is startled by the coolness of the lotion as He massages it into her skin.  She pushes her hips up trying to get Him to insert His fingers in her hot little pussy.  He ignores her bodily pleas and massages her rougher.  Then she feels Him remove the spreader bar and His footsteps sound fall upon the floor as He leaves the room.
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She lays quiet and motionless trying to strain and hear Him … hear anything.  For the first time since this all started she has time to think beneath the darkness of the blindfold.  She remembers she did not set the alarm.  If the alarm had been set she would have had some warning someone was in the house.  Was it her Master or someone He knows?  Did they break a window or have a key?  He spanks a lot like her Master but never inserted a finger for a wetness check.  Thinking harder about it, her Master has never used lotion on her after a spanking either.  If it is not her Master but someone He knows that would explain why she was not fucked after such a delightful spanking.  If it is not someone He knows then what would happen to her next?  If it is her Master He has never left her alone to sleep in bondage.  Her mind ponders many things as she drifts back off to sleep.

He keeps checking in the room each time He walks past the door.  He does not want her to be alone in bondage while He sleeps.  But she can not know He is in there with her either.  After she is asleep, He takes a pillow and blanket into the room and lies on the floor quietly by the bed.  He listens to her rhythmically breathing as He drifts off to sleep.

Morning comes and He awakens before her as He usually does.  Before she wakes up He takes the blanket and pillow out of the room and puts them away.  He stops on the way past the doorway and watches her sleeping for a moment before He goes to take a shower.  After His shower He goes into the bedroom again and places the chloroform over her face.  Knowing she will not wake up for a bit now, He undoes her restraints and turns her over on the bed.  He props her up with some pillows and makes sure she is securely in place before going to fix breakfast.

She awakes smelling bacon.  She notices she is laying on her back now.  Things are not bad so far she thinks.  Even though she does not know who has her imprisoned in a bedroom of her own home, she no longer feels the same fear as she had initially. Not knowing whom it is and not knowing what will happen next is keeping her terribly excited.  If she is to eat she will have a choice when the gag is removed to scream or not to scream.  If she screams she may find out who it is.  Then again He could put the ball gag back on her and she could go without food … but for how long?  Or she could not scream and co-operate.  By doing the latter she could stay on His good side and avoid any punishment.  She resolves to stay quiet even if the gag is removed.

He finishes fixing the breakfast and places the dishes on a tray with 2 glasses of orange juice.  Making sure He has napkins, silverware, salt and pepper He takes the tray to the bedroom where His slave is being held captive.  He puts the tray on the table next to the bed.  He caresses her face before lifting her hair to remove the gag.  His heart pounds as He removes the gag not sure if she will scream or not.  He does not want to talk and give it away that it is Him and He wants her to eat too.  His sigh of relief is audible at her silence.  He wonders if she knows it is Him or not.  He takes turns feeding her and Himself till breakfast and the orange juice is finished.

(3)

After they finish eating He leaves the gag off as He takes the dishes back to the kitchen.  He decides she behaved well enough to earn a cigarette while the gag is off.  He gets an ashtray and her cigarettes and returns to the room.  He lights it for her then holds it to her lips.  He helps her smoke it not wanting to light up one of His own knowing the distinct smell of cloves will give Him away.  When they are finished softly she whispers to Him, “Thank You, Sir.”  A small smile graces her face.  He puts the cigarette out then replaces her gag before He goes to do the breakfast dishes.  Before He leaves the room He reaches into the bag and takes out another surprise.

She lets out a muffled gasp beneath the gag as she feels the nipple clamp bite down onto her harshly.  Hurriedly she takes a couple of deep breaths and bites down on the gag as He puts the second one into place.  Then she hears Him gather the dishes and leave the room.

Before starting the dishes He lights a couple of candles.  He watches the flames flicker as He washes.  It is a long day ahead.  He has much planned.  Now He can only hope she is enjoying it as much as He is.  He wanted to take her last night and then again this morning, but it was too soon.  Today would be a teasing and pushing limits.  He had only begun last night and this morning.  He fills a glass with ice and puts the candles and ice on the tray before going back to the bedroom.  He places the tray on the table and takes lotion out of the bag.  He rubs it in bit by bit starting at her feet and working His way up.  He pays special attention to her pussy feeling its wetness when He gets there.  Rubbing the lotion between her legs He places a finger on her nub and feels how hard it is.  Going up further He removes the nipple clamps carefully.  Once the clamps are removed He rubs the lotion over her full ample breasts and kisses her nipples.

Beneath His fingers massaging her she squirms.  Her senses alive at His very touch and at the thought of still not knowing for sure if it is her Master or not.  If only He would say something.  Anything.    Without thinking her hips begin to grind as she feels His fingers upon her clit.  Her moans are muffled by the gag yet echo loud in her head.  In her head she can hear herself screaming for more.  The pain sears through her as she feels the clamps removed and the blood rushing back into her nipples.  Yet His firm hands upon her breasts and kisses upon her nipples make her want to melt.

Heat penetrates her skin.  The familiar feels of the wax splatters on her breast.  With each drop see feels her senses heighten.  Drop by drop her breasts are covered with the wax.  She tries to remind herself to keep breathing.  Yet with each drop she finds herself gasping and momentarily holding her breath.  Just as she feels herself beginning to slip away she jolts back as the first droplets land upon her belly and clit.  As much as she wants to squirm she tries desperately to hold still as the wax 
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drips down.  Soon it seems almost as if she is in a dream as the wax coats her.  She 

feels its warmth encasing her.

Without warning she feels cold droplets upon her skin.  The warm wax upon her now turning cold and hard as the ice is rubbed across her.  Her nipples grow taunt at the coldness now surrounding her.   She listens to her breathing and wonders where the ice will be next.  Time has escaped her.  She does not know if it has been minutes or hours.

Then she feels the cold sharp blade of the knife against her skin.  It presses hard into her feeling as though it is slicing her open.  If she knew it was her Master she would know it was not really going through her skin.  She is not sure yet if this is her Master or not.  With the water from the ice cubes mingled with her own sweat dripping down her skin, she can not be sure if there is blood or not.  She slips away as if floating on air in a dream.  Softness. Hot. Cold. Wet. Hard.  So many sensations to her body from one extreme to another.  Emotions reeling her back and taking her deep inside herself.  He controls her body.  He controls where her mind is going.  She is totally at his mercy.

He looks down upon her tender bare flesh as He removes the last of the wax.  He knows she is in her headspace.  His hands brush the loose remnants from her skin.  Small red scratches have risen on her skin from the knife.  He caresses the marks.  He lies next to her and pulls a blanket over her.  With care He removes the ball gag and lies beside her holding her.  Pulling her close to Him but with the blanket between them so she cannot feel it is Him.  He looks to her with eyes of love. He caresses her hair and gently kisses her face.  They both just lay together enjoying the moment.

As they lay together she begins to come around a bit.  Tears well in her eyes.  She isn’t sure why as per usual for her.  He cannot feel her tears but feels her body tense and shake within His hold.  He wonders if this has been too much?  He just holds her to comfort her for the moment.  She feels His comfort and falls asleep in His arms.

Once she is asleep He slips down off of the bed.  He had dozed off for a bit as well.  He needs a moment away to contemplate whether or not to carry on with His plan or has she had enough.  He smokes one of her cigarettes while pondering what will happen next.  Then it comes to Him to leave the gag off.  At least then she has the ability to talk.  And if she screams out at this point she has certainly been wonderful thus far. As He finishes the cigarette He gets Himself a drink and her a glass of water.  He knows she would prefer a Pepsi but He still wants to keep her guessing as long as He can.  And He knows she will be thankful for the water when she awakens.

Returning to the room He places the glasses on the table and quietly slips in the bed 
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beside her.  As she feels His warmth next to hers, even in her sleep she tries to move closer to Him as the restraints will allow.  Shortly afterwards she begins to shuffle a 

bit as she begins to wake back up again.  Noticing her begin to come around He slips off of the bed and looks in His toybag.  He takes out a crop and lays it on the table.  Firmly He grasps her chin and tilts her face up.  She thinks He is finally about to kiss her.  To her dismay she feels a glass touching her lips instead.  Momentarily she is disappointed yet relieved.  As she sips the water from the glass she still wonders whom it is holding her here.

The glass is placed back on the table and He picks up the crop.  Lightly He begins to tap her nipples.  Working back and forth between one and the other.  He grins as her breasts being to turn a lovely shade of pink then red.  Satisfied listening to her moans and soft squeals, He moves the crop down between her legs.  Working it back and forth at first on the inner sides of her thighs teasing and taunting her.  He wants to hear her beg.  

Meanwhile she bites on her bottom lip.  As much as she wants to feel the crop upon her pussy she holds back from saying anything.  If it is not her Master she’s not sure if it will be seen as topping from the bottom or talking without permission.  Her body tells the story however as her hips buck and squirm trying to meet the swats of the crop.  The thwaps feel light at first.  Before long they turn stingy yet delighting.  She gasps for breath even as she wriggles on the bed.

He watches her carefully and wants to have her now.  Now is too soon.  He knows He still has not used one of her favorite toys on her yet.  Watching each carefully plotted strike of the crop upon her.  He notices her writhing and bucking to try and meet the crop.  He knows she will not beg for it on her twat no matter how much she wants it there. So He continues to torment her on other areas of her body.  Looking at the clock He notices how late it has become and decides to take a break and let her wonder what is to be next.  He places the crop back in the bag and goes outside to the back yard to have a cigarette.

Frustrated she lays there wondering where He is.  Why did He use the crop everywhere except on her nether lips?  She breathes deeply as she contemplates what just happened.  After a few moments she realizes what she has known all along.  He is still in charge.  He still decides what happens.  And she can still only go where He wants her to go.  She wonders what time it is.  Is it day or night?  How much time has passed since she went to sleep in her Masters bed last night?  With nothing else to do she lies there in the bonds and recalls everything that has happened.

Again He enters the room.  This time He undoes her ankles and wrists and pushes on her gently to let her know to roll over.  Without resistance she rolls over for Him 
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onto her stomach.  Once on her stomach He places pillows beneath her to raise her ass higher into the air before restraining her to the bed again.  

He begins to rub her butt which is perched high in the air.  He starts with a hand spanking as a warm up.  The swats landing smartly upon her ass.  Each stroke harder than the last.  Once her butt begins to glow He reaches into His bag yet again.  From His bag He pulls out a cane.

She takes in a deep breath feeling the familiar tap tap tap of the cane.  A few light taps then she hears it crack down on her ass.  The cane bites into her flesh still tender from the spanking last night.  She gasps and takes several quick breaths as He rubs her ass after the hard one landed.  He starts to tap again a bit harder than last time.  She hears the quick swoosh of the cane just before it lands again with a loud crack.  These times she bites into the pillow for fear of yelling out.  After each strike He rubs her butt.  The tracks rising bright red across her behind.  She breathes heavily into the pillow still gasping with each crack of the cane.  Her muscles relax and she does not try to count how many any longer.

Several strikes later He puts the cane down still rubbing her ass He lies next to her on the bed and pulls her close.  Before she knows it He has climbed up on top of her and grabbed her hair.   With a hard tug He pulls back as He rams hard inside of her.  Her walls tight on His cock as He thrusts harder and harder faster and faster.  He leans forward and whispers into her ear, “Who do you belong to?”

She is startled by His quickness as He mounts her.  He takes a firm grasp of her hair as if riding a wild stallion.  She finds it hard to breathe at one point her head is back so far.  It excites her all the more.  Now she wants to beg to cum and then she hears Him ask her, “Who do you belong to?”  Her heart leaps with joy knowing it is His voice.  She blurts out quickly “You Master … may I cum please Master …. puhlease puuuhleaseeeeeeee can I come Master?”

“Yes you may My slave.” Completely in awe of all that has happened and overwhelmed finally knowing it IS indeed her Master she cums hard.  Her muscles tremble and shake as the emotions of the past few hours consume her and wash over her.  She spasms beneath Him in her sweet release.  Then she hears His roars and grunts.  Knowing He is close to she pumps harder back into Him.  She squeals loudly as she hears Him cumming and feels His hot load squirt inside her.  His cock hard and pulsating inside her and her pussy walls still grabbing hard at His meat as they cum together.  The cum trickles down her thighs as the pace begins to slow.  She falls down to the bed and He rolls off of her and to her side.  Her face turns towards Him and He kisses those lips He has longed for the whole time.  She savors the taste of Him as He kisses her passionately and deeply.  While He kisses her, His hand reaches around and undoes the blindfold.  Slowly she tries to open her eyes to look at Him even as He continues to hold and kiss her.
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Finally her eyes adjusting to the light she beams actually seeing His face.  He reaches up and releases her wrists.  Then He goes to the bottom of the bed and releases her ankles.  He holds His arms out and she crawls to the edge of the bed to Him and He helps her off and holds her close.  Lifting up on her tip toes she whispers in His ear, “Thank You Master, I love You.”  

The End
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