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A BDSM Dark Fantasy Story
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Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. Said activities include, but are not limited to Male Domination, suspension, penetration, gential torture and more .......
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A BDSM Dark Fantasy Story
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I hung from the suspension beam and took in the aroma of the candle that Monty had burning in the background.  It was a morning like many of our others, and I swung back and forth, gently in my leather bondage clothes that he had picked out for me last week at the Gotham Kink Shop down behind the food store.  I knew that Monty liked it when I wore my six inch red heels to work, so today I had them on, and hoped that he would be happy when he saw me.

I ran my hands over my big, round breasts and tried to think about how he would react when he saw me.  I knew that since I was the first of his women to have such amazing curves that he always had positive reactions to my outfits.  His house was dark and quiet, as usual, and a faint smell of incense came wafting through the bondage room.  Monty liked to use his bedroom sometimes for our sexual adventures, but this room was special.

What first got my attention about this room was the large, brass knocked on the door outside.  Monty usually knocked on it three times to signal his entrance, and he liked it when I responded with “Enter now, King.”  He had installed suspension hooks several feet above a plush, velvet pillow.  They were large, round hooks, that would have probably held a two ton ox if he had ever wanted to test it for durability.  I used to think that it was sort of like strapping in for a solo airplane ride, where only I, as the pilot, could control what would happen next.  

The hooks were drilled into the wall that faced an ornate full-length mirror.  The mirror was next to Monty’s caged parrot, Benson, that liked to call out “Titties, yes,” especially when our sexual escapades got really intense.  Monty’s special room also had dark, black velvet curtains and several pieces of framed, gothic art on the walls that gave it the feel of a city space.  I sometimes wondered what my aunt would think if she were to ever find out that this is where I was when I told her I was off to work.  But I figured that since he was paying me so well for my services, it might not make that much of a difference if she found out, anyway.  

As I hung from my suspension contraption, I thought back to the beginning of the summer, when I had just left the university in Colorado.  I had been enjoying a lazy sort of existence after my college classes let out for the year.  I knew that I needed to pick up a job for the summer so that I could pay for my tuition at art school again in the fall.  My parents passed away when I was in high school, so I learned to rely mostly on my own resources for income.  I was living temporarily with my Aunt Melinda, in Flagstaff, Arizona, and was flipping through the local newspaper over breakfast one morning.

“I don’t know, Aunt Melinda.  Most of these jobs in here are for people a lot more qualified than me,” I said.

“Well what about going up the street to some of the local restaurants?  You have waitressing experience,” Aunt Melinda suggested.  She busied herself in the kitchen, making grilled cheese sandwiches for the two of us, and then sat down so that we could eat.

“You know what?  I’ll just head up to the Hill after lunch and check out a few of the coffee shops,” I said.  “They always have jobs posted on the bulletin boards.  Besides, then I can get Paulo to make me one of those amazing vanilla almond lattes,” I said, and smiled.  

Aunt Melinda shrugged, apparently deciding that this was as good an idea as any.  After we had our lunch, I went upstairs and got changed into my favorite pair of jean shorts.  I put on a pink tank-top and a pair of flip-flops.  Then I grabbed my purse and got on my bike.  The Hill was only about three miles down the road, and was the hip spot for mostly local college kids and tourists to hang out when they weren’t enjoying the outdoors or occupying their time otherwise.

I stepped into the Edge Coffee House, which was one of my favorites.  I had known Paulo for years now, and I liked to pop in and visit when I was home from college on breaks.  I went to school in Colorado, so I usually flew home on holidays to see Aunt Melinda.  I loved living with her in Flagstaff.  It was a friendly town with a lot of interesting people for me to strike up conversation with.

“Sophie!” Paulo exclaimed.  He ran out from behind the coffee bar and threw his arms around me.  Paulo was a short guy with a big smile and an even bigger heart.  He truly loved working at the Edge, and he liked to invite local musicians in to play on the weekends.  He also did a lot of spoken word events, and he always seemed to attract a unique crowd. “How are you, girl?  Home from college already?” he asked.

“I most certainly am,” I nodded my head proudly.  It had been a tough semester last spring.  I had doubled up on a lot of my classes and it was hard for me to focus on a lot of my studio once the weather became warm and everyone was outside.  “I’m still living with my aunt up on Locust Drive,” I motioned toward the street.  

“Well I’m so glad to see you again.  You’ll have to tell me all about school next time you come in,” he said, and went back to preparing drinks for a long line of customers that had filed in front of the counter.  I decided to let Paulo handle his rush, and wandered up to the front of the store where the bulletin board was posted.  I glanced over the pets for sale flyers, the babysitter for hire postings, and the free tutoring ads.  Then my eye landed on a peculiar ad.  I looked closely to see what it said:

Looking for the future, 

Can’t reveal the past, hang on to the present and hope make it last.

A Housekeeper is needed, so do you fit the bill

My needs are many, my wants are great, but it will be a thrill.

Pay-rate is exorbitant!

●  Call Mr. King at 303. 445.6979
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I pulled the ad down and called him as soon as I got home to my aunt’s house.  

To think that I had responded to that ad three months ago already was pretty eye-opening.  I guess like the saying says, “Time flies when you’re having fun.”  In my case, I literally was “flying,” so to speak.  I played with my tits a little as I hung from my leather pouch, feeling turned on already just by looking at myself in that mirror.  Monty really knew what he was doing when he devised this set-up.  I admired myself for a few minutes and then swung back and forth a little, because I anticipated his knock at any minute.  

Knock.  Knock.  Knock.  I always got a little shiver down my spine when I heard his knock.  I guess even
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