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  A Dose of Slavery




  Cassie opened her eyes and started to choke. At once, she tried to spit out the piece of rubber lodged in her mouth, but she couldn’t! Panic set in at once, spreading like an inferno. When she couldn’t spit out the rubber, she tried to tear it free, but she couldn’t pull it free. She couldn’t raise her arms.




  Something held her down. When Cassie tried to lift her arms, she felt the straps. Cassie opened her eyes and stared back to her right. In dim light, she found a leather strap pulled tight over her wrist. She jerked her left hand as well, then glanced back there and found a matching restraint.




  No! She moaned into the piece of leather, but it didn’t work. Another strap had been pulled tight around the back of her head.




  Cassie blinked her eyes open and tried to understand what happened. The last few hours had been a blur. She couldn’t understand it. Nothing made sense. She remembered the fight with her landlord, then…what? It all dulled into gray fuzz.




  She wanted to stay calm. If she could hold onto her composure, then she would have a better chance of finding some way out of this. C’mon, she thought to herself, this had to be a joke or something. What else could it be? Maybe one of the fraternities or sororities had decided to pick on her. Or it could be a hazing thing.




  Darkness clung to the walls like a thick moss. A stairwell led up to the single light which fought a losing battle against the dimness. Despite the gloom, this room looked very clean. There weren’t any cobwebs. With more light, it might have been warm and welcoming. But for now, it seemed like a dungeon, and it scared her more than she wished to admit, even to herself.




  It wasn’t a prank, she realized.




  As Cassie took in the rest of the chamber, she saw chains, shackles, stands covered in whips and gags. Her hearted started to pound. Cassie knew a tiny bit about bondage. Some of her friends showed her some online stuff a couple semesters ago. But this? It seemed so extreme. And there was so much.




  Who could do this?




  Cassie swallowed as the fear built up in her chest. A primal fury pounded through her heart, prompting her to yank on her restraints. She tried to tear her hands free, but the straps didn’t let go. They kept her trapped, and soon she was panting through her nose since her mouth was completely blocked off.




  Cassie had to get out! She had to get free!




  She grunted into the rubber mouthpiece as her muscles strained and her lungs pumped to feed air to her body. All at once, she felt her skin heat up. She glistened with sweat but didn’t care. She couldn’t make herself care about something so silly. Only her body gave out and after two minutes or ten, exhaustion set in and she had to surrender.




  The fatigue pressed down on her like a weight. Cassie couldn’t think for several moments. As she gulped down fresh air, she tried to figure this out again. Someone had kidnapped her. Who would do this?




  She couldn’t even kick out since matching restraints held her ankles down. Whoever wanted her there had done a good job. Bound and helpless, she tried to think of something to say. But then, she realized it didn’t matter. Answers meant nothing compared to the raw helplessness of being trapped and powerless.




  Cassie decided to try to memorize her surroundings. She counted the thirty steps leading up to the next floor. Since there wasn’t another door here, she guessed this was a basement.




  The fear started to pump through her again when she heard a lock snap open. The door creaked open a moment later, sending another stab of light through the chamber. Cassie blinked and tried to get her eyes to adjust to the glare. But right then, all she could see was a man.




  He came down the steps and approached the table where she was bound. It took a few more seconds for her eyes to adjust. When she finally made out his features, she couldn’t believe it.




  Nolan!




  For a heartbeat, Cassie couldn’t believe it. There was no way he would do something like this to her. He loved her! And even if Cassie couldn’t return the feelings, she knew he wanted to take care of her. Lots of guys felt that way about her, so how did she end up on this table, bound and gagged?




  Cassie yanked at her restraints again even as the memory of last night came back all at once, brining with it a cold sense of dread.




  





  Twelve hours before waking up, strapped down and gagged, Cassie had been in a nasty fight with her landlord. The guy was a complete jackass. Okay, so she was a bit late with her rent. How much did it matter? She only needed a few more days, but the bastard wouldn’t give her any leeway.




  Cassie wouldn’t admit it, but she enjoyed how guys treated her. They were nice. And while most pretty girls walked through life pretending they didn’t get extra help from those around them—especially the men—Cassie learned to take advantage. And why not? She made them happy and gave them some hope, and they gave her pretty much anything she needed.




  While other girls struggled for pretty, it came naturally and easily to Cassie. Her seductiveness only got better when she started learning about makeup and fashion. Guys didn’t want to believe it, but they were enticed by the way her clothes clung to her body, and the sparkled shine in her hair.




  Men simply loved her hair, and the way those straight strands of banana-yellow blond streaked down to the small of her back. They couldn’t help but stare into the lines of her mane and wonder what it might feel like to run their hands through it, grip her, and pull her close for a long, passionate kiss. The chap stick she wore highlighted the natural pink of her mouth. At the same time, Cassie made sure to put on a bit of blush. Her cheeks always seemed a tiny bit pinker than the other girls around her.




  Her tops and dresses always clung to her waist and squeezed her gorgeous c-cup breasts, drawing guys’ stares. The same with her jeans and mini-skirts, when she walked by men, glanced after her. Everything she wore was calculated to get the right kind of attention. She was never over the top, just hot enough to make men want her.




  But her landlord didn’t fall for it last night. The jerk kept telling her he liked her and everything, but he wasn’t going to let her off the hook. Even when she tightened her lips and put on a pouty face, he stared back steely-eyed.




  Then right as Cassie prepared to huff off and come up with a better plan, her landlord put on a lascivious smirk. He reached out and touched her shoulder which sent spider-shivers down her back. Only he didn’t stop there. “Alright, maybe there’s another arrangement we could make?” He reached up and stroked her bang with the back of his hand even as his offer hung on the air.




  Cassie didn’t think.




  She slapped him.




  Her hand crashed down on his cheek hard enough to make him stumble back a few steps. At once, his expression hardened as he shouted at her, cursing her out. Suddenly terrified, Cassie sprinted back to her apartment, grabbed a suitcase, filled it with clothes, and snuck back into the parking lot, all the while hoping she wouldn’t run into her landlord again.




  Fortunately, she made it out of her complex without anyone noticing. But once she drove back onto the street, she had to find some place to go.




  Cassie stopped at a red light and tapped her fingers on the steering wheel. A lot of guys’ faces passed before her mind’s eye, but none of those relationships ended well. So many guys got really whiny when she decided their relationships hadn’t worked for her.




  Only one guy had been a real man. And even though she broke up with him too, Cassie decided he would be a good choice.




  





  Nolan.




  He turned on the light, scrubbing the room bright. By the time Cassie’s vision cleared again, he stood over her. She pulled on her restraints and tried to get out some question or command, but the rubber lodged in her mouth muffled everything she said into incomprehensible gibberish.




  He stared down at her, towering like a god over a pathetic mortal. She couldn’t even match his gaze since the light over Nolan’s shoulders glared down at her and made her eyes tear up. Even if she couldn’t voice them, questions kept running through her head. What had he done to her? Why was he doing this?




  What did he have planned?




  “I’m sorry about the drugs,” Nolan told her at length. Then he seemed to loosen up a bit as he rested his hand on her shoulder. She still had her clothes on, and the warmth of his touch soaked through her thin top. “But you came back here begging for room and board, and you know, I just thought you should have to earn your way for once.”




  Her eyes widened. What could he mean? She pulled against her straps again, but the leather didn’t budge. Even as her muscles started to burn with the strain of fighting, she couldn’t do anything more than wiggle and writhe before him. If she had been calmer, Cassie might have noticed that her captor enjoyed the show. Each time she struggled, she made her breasts move, and her panting only provided additional entertainment value.




  Nolan got down on his knees and rested his forearms on the table. “Cassie, Cassie, Cassie, you’ve been something of a bitch for quite a while.” Those words made her freeze up. Some piece of her wanted to slap him, just as she had done her landlord, but he sounded so calm and relaxed, she couldn’t help but listen, very much scared but also timid now. “You meet men, you date them, you get whatever presents or compliments you can from them, and then you move on.”




  She growled something, but it obviously didn’t make any sense.




  “Deny it all you want, but it’s true. You and I met, we became friends, and against my better judgment, I responded when you started flirting with me. But then you pulled back because that’s what you always do. It’s all about the rush of acceptance for you, Cassie. You want to know you can win, that no guy is beyond your reach. Well, guess what? When I’m done with you, you’ll still get lots and lots of attention.”




  Done with her? What could he mean?




  Nolan leaned down and tucked loose tuft of hair back behind her ear. The sensation felt good, and yet it made her shiver anyway. The idea that he could touch her so freely made her nervous. Really nervous. Her body had always been a weapon, a way to get leverage over the men around her, and now Cassie found herself tied down like a platter, ready to be used by anyone who happened to be around.




  “There’s something you need to know,” he said and waited.




  Cassie couldn’t quite believe it, but she made a questioning sound.




  Then he nodded and continued, “Your life as the brat pretty girl who got whatever she wanted is over. Today, you’re going to get to a new role. Now, you’re mine.” He reached over and touched her face. It was a smooth, gentle and yet powerful motion. Under different circumstances she might have liked it. “You’re going to be my slave from now on. But don’t worry. I won’t expect you to catch on right away. We’re going to go through some extensive training.”




  She heard the word slave and started to struggle again. She bucked and tried to kick out, but the restraints binding her ankles were just as strong as the ones that kept her arms pinned above her head.




  Nolan didn’t wait for her to relax. Instead, he slipped out of her line of sight as she screamed into her gag. She couldn’t even manage much sound, but that didn’t stop her. She kept hoping someone might hear her, but then they were probably underground. She didn’t know where and the straps didn’t stretch or give way. He had her. He had her completely powerless.
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