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 Dark
Dreams


Felicity tucked herself into bed. The last
few days had been busy, and she was tired. Work had its usual
routine, including the unexpected that always showed up in an
office like hers. Human Resources was always a mix of tedious
paperwork and often hair-raising surprises. It fell to her and her
small staff in her office to keep the documents moving and pee on
the personnel fires.

The hard work had been good for a long time,
but she was getting used to it. The surprises were a good thing to
some extent. She was young for the position of director, still
learning the job. The surprises kept her at work, doing long hours
to figure out what had to be done and how to do it.

The hard work always paid off for her.
Felicity had moved up rapidly by busting her butt, and now she was
making good money, even compared to her male colleagues. But the
boring times were getting more prolonged and more boring. She
wondered if she should start looking for a different kind of job or
move to a more prominent company.

As for butt busting, Felicity delicately
rolled over on her back, testing to see how her ass was doing. Her
first lesson at Mistress Lysette’s obedience school had been a
little rough. Well, delightfully rough, actually, and her bum had
taken a lot of the heat. Things had been a bit uncomfortable back
there, the skin tender and red with a few thick streaks from the
cane. Other instruments of punishment had been used, too. Since
class on Saturday, she had been sleeping on her tummy.

Her cheeks felt pretty good now. The redness
had faded, with only a few streaks left. Even those no longer
hurt.

She stared at the ceiling for a few minutes,
wondering whether her enrollment in Lysette’s classes had anything
to do with her boredom at work. Maybe a little, but she knew that
her dreams were a big part of her decision. She didn’t understand
them, but they had been coming to her more often. Felicity wondered
if the trend would continue.

The thoughts didn’t last much longer. The
young executive was just too tired. She tried to stay awake, but
her eyes just wouldn’t stay open.

**

Felicity lay in a pool of light. The
brilliant circle was surrounded by darkness that seemed to go on
forever. She was naked, except for a rope that bound her hands. The
rope circled around her neck, holding her hands just below her
breasts. There was a knot, but the rope's end was loose, lying next
to her.

She knew it was only a dream. Or should she
call it a nightmare? These nightmares came to her often, and she
didn’t know why.

This one was already frightening.

Her skin glistened with sweat. She had to
have been exercising. Or so she thought; she had no memory of what
had been happening before she woke up.

For a time, it was quiet, and she was alone.
Then she heard something like heel clicks in the distance, quickly
coming toward her. Felicity had no memory of the immediate past,
but she knew she should be afraid.

The clicks came closer until a woman entered
the circle. She was dressed in black, and she wore a mask. The
woman kicked off her heels and raised her tight skirt to her
thighs, enabling her to kneel next to Felicity. The bound young
woman was embarrassed; not only was she nude herself, but this
woman had nothing on under her skirt. Leaning bare thigh against
bare thigh, the woman reached toward Felicity’s breast and began to
play with the nipple. Felicity tried to shy away, frightened of the
woman’s aggressive intimacy.

“Well, my dear, it’s been fun so far. Hasn’t
it?

“I don’t know. I can’t remember. Who are
you?”

The woman smiled. “Oh, dearie, who I am
doesn’t matter. We can still have fun. I don’t know your name
either. And I don’t care to.” The woman leaned harder against
Felicity’s body. She smiled wickedly. “That doesn’t mean I won’t
enjoy myself. You’ve been such fun so far.” She caught the bud of
Felicity’s nipple between two fingers and tugged, pulling the
nipple up.

Felicity tried to twist away, but the woman
pinched the bud between her fingertips until it hurt. Raising the
bud, she used her other hand to press Felicity down against the
floor. The trapped woman’s breast transformed into a cone of pain.
The masked woman laughed and shook the nipple.

“Come now, girl. If you fight me, I’ll still
enjoy myself. It’s up to you to decide whether you will suffer or
enjoy it. Oh, but you like to suffer, don’t you? You wouldn’t be
here if you didn’t.” The woman in black laughed. “You will
certainly enjoy my next bit of fun!”

With that, the masked woman reversed
Felicity’s pain, pressing the already-hurting breast down into
Felicity’s chest.

Now Felicity felt genuine fear. The hand on
her chest pressed into her breast, making it hard to breathe.

The woman in black pressed harder into
Felicity’s breast, shifting her body as she did so. Forcing her
thigh between Felicity’s legs, she straddled her victim’s leg,
rubbing her bare pussy along the thigh beneath her. With her free
hand, she found the opening to Felicity’s vagina and forced in two
fingers.

“Oh, my, what a lovely little cunt you are.
You’re pussy’s quite wet. Listen to that delightful slosh in there.
You’ve been having a good time, dearie, whether you remember or
not.”

Felicity was embarrassed as she realized the
woman was right. Her pussy was so wet that the penetration made wet
noises. And the masked woman’s fingers slid in easily, as if she
had been sexually excited for some time.

The woman in black held her down, making sure
that she couldn’t get away. Her fingers stroked in and out of the
captive woman’s pussy, slowly at first. The motion became harsh and
violent, a slow withdrawal followed by a hard, fast stroke slamming
into Felicity’s intimate parts. Each stroke into her hurt as the
masked woman penetrated her core.

Felicity should have hated it, but she
didn’t. Even with fear running through her veins as the hand on her
breast made breathing hard, her pussy was incredibly wet. In just a
few moments, an orgasm rose, and ecstasy surged through her
body.

The woman slowed the fucking motion but did
not remove her fingers from Felicity’s pussy.

“You’re here because you want to be, my dear.
Your dirty little pussy is soaking wet. Your cum is all over my
fingers. That wouldn’t happen unless you liked being fucked,
right?” The masked woman leered at Felicity, her eyes bright with
lust. “I’m having fun making you cum. If fact, you’re going to cum
for me again. And again! I just love watching a pretty fuck toy
cum!”

This time the woman pushed three fingers into
Felicity’s opening, stretching her harshly. She removed her hand
from her victim’s breast, placing it firmly on the young woman’s
pubic mound. With her hand pressing down, the fingers inside
Felicity found her g-spot. The masked woman began to fuck her
victim once more. This time her fingers pushed in rapidly

The next orgasm was almost immediate.
Felicity lost control and responded to the woman, thrusting her
hips up to fuck the pounding fingers.

Breathing hard from her effort, the masked
woman responded.

“Lovely, my dear. I love it when a sweet toy
fucks herself.”

It didn’t stop. The unfortunate victim could
no longer control herself. Orgasm after orgasm tore her mind apart.
Her body arched, and her hips thrust, seeking penetration even as
she thought desperately about escape. She was exhausted, and the
orgasms were tearing her apart.

The masked woman slowed down after each
orgasm, but her fingers never left Felicity’s flooded channel. The
fingers would penetrate and fuck again, and another orgasm would
sear her soul. She could hear the fingers slide through her cum as
they pierced her and withdrew. Waves of ecstasy pulsed through her.
The joy was overwhelming, even as each orgasm took more of her
strength.

She struggled to find a way out as the woman
took her, again and again. Orgasm followed orgasm as if they would
never end. Felicity knew there was only one thing that would save
her.

Her eyes flashed open, and she woke up.

At first, she didn’t know where she was; the
circle of light was gone, and she was in complete darkness. The
masked woman was gone as if she had never been.

As her eyes adjusted, she realized that the
infinity of space was gone. Four walls surrounded her, with a bit
of light streaming in through a window. There were doors on two
walls. She was in her bedroom.

Sleep had come, but this sleep had done her
no good. Her dream left her exhausted. She was covered in sweat,
even though the air in the room was cool. Felicity kicked the
covers off, which helped momentarily. Then her sweat cooled, and
she had no choice but to cover up again. She felt chilled
everywhere except between her legs, where there was still heat. And
where there was still need.

She touched the front of her panties and then
slid her hand between her legs. Her dream was not new, just a
variation on a them. She knew that her pussy was wet, and there was
a damp spot on her panties.

Felicity hated herself for the dream and the
sensations it brought to her body. She hated it, but something
inside her kept the dreams coming. They were all a little
different, but they all had two things in common- women who abused
her and the ecstasy of dreamed orgasms.

This one had done something else, too. She
wanted another orgasm; a real one, rather than something dreamt
of.

But she couldn’t have it; Mistress had said
no sex after her weekend homework. She had another class on
Saturday, but it was only Wednesday.

The need in her was intense
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