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Ellie thought that she knew what she was getting into, but she had no idea.

The man went by the name Mr. King, but he wasn't hard and fast with that. No, he was quite generous with how he could be referred to. You could call him sir, master, or daddy, too.

Mr. King was the proprietor of a small but reputable dungeon, held in a decrepit building that no one would take a second glance at, except to wonder why it hadn't been demolished yet. Inside, Mr. King was often busy doing some demolishing of his own.

In this small town, the gifts and tools he possessed were rare. On the surface, King's Dungeon was a well-hidden secret. But in the provincial community where it thrived, there was no place else to go to be...

Humiliated.

Tied up.

Beaten.

Dominated.

King referred to his clients as "taken." They went there to be taken. They left taken. And more often than not, they came back...taken.

Ellie was a young woman who didn't look the sort who wanted to be taken. She wasn’t too tall; she had creamy skin, long, carefully kept hair, and a charming smile. But as her previous lovers soon discovered, Ellie was more than submissive. She craved domination. She was dying to be used.

None of her suitors had been comfortable with that. She had recently moved here and had since dated two men, both of whom could not satisfy her. The last one, Mark, had told her that she could find what she was looking for somewhere else. He said that he knew a girl like her, and that she played in the church softball league. He didn't say any more.

Curious, she joined up and found the woman, Marsha. Once Ellie had mentioned Mark, everything came out over a cup of coffee.

"King's place is exactly what you need," Marsha said. 

When they had met next, she had come back with a business card. Ellie had looked at it and raised her eyebrows. 'King's Dungeon', it read, in black text on a plain white background. It had an address and no phone number. 

"Mr. King will take you. Go on Friday." Then Marsha added, "If that's really what you're looking for. Some people can't handle it."

Ellie responded, "Some people don't know what they want."

That was true.

So that was how it came to be that at just past ten on Friday night, Ellie was walking down the road towards an old building that looked about to crumble. On the back of the card, which Ellie clutched in her hand, Marsha had written 'side door'.

Ellie came to the worn cinderblocks that comprised the homely surface of King's Dungeon. The front door was boarded over, braced by cracked windows that revealed nothing of the black interior. Looking at this place might have been unnerving, but Ellie was more than determined. She was desperate. It had been years since she had been properly abused, and God help her, some shitty building wasn't going to turn her away.

Ellie went around the corner into an unlit alley and spotted a gray door that was almost invisible amid the cinderblock wall. She walked up to it and saw it was featureless; no handle, no knocker, and no window. But Marsha had told her what to do. Stuck next to the door was a sticker that read NO TRESPASSING. 

"Press your finger onto the second S," Marsha had said. "Hidden doorbell. It's silly, I think, but it's also kind of neat."

Ellie traced her finger along that red letter S and felt an almost imperceptible bump. She pressed down on it.

No sound came when the button was depressed. She thought about ringing it again, but decided just to wait.

A minute later, the door swung inward. 

A tall black man stood before her. He was six foot five, narrow, and dressed in dark clothes. His eyes were brown. He regarded Ellie with a featureless face.

"Hi," Ellie said. "My name's–"

"I don't need to know your name now," he said. "But you may call me Mr. King." His voice was almost alarmingly deep. He didn't say anything else.

"Give him the card," Marsha had instructed. "That's your ticket."

Forgetting for just a moment that the card was in her hand, Ellie handed it over.

King took it wordlessly and looked at it. He rolled his eyes when he saw the writing on the back.

"Step inside," he said.

Ellie entered into a small, dimly lit room. There was a simple desk on the far wall with two chairs in front of it, and a door set into the opposite corner. It stared directly at her from where she stood. The floor was carpeted and soft, and the walls were a plain, deep blue.
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