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Chapter 10




They didn’t release her hands or
remove her hood. Fia remained silent. She told herself that this
was just an elaborate prank or, more likely, an elaborate game that
George was playing. She had agreed to be a slave so this was what
she had to do.

It was impossible to tell where she
was taken. At first Fia was certain she was just being moved
through the club, possibly to a new room where she would be
properly used as a slave and then returned to George.

She was taken to a room for a few
minutes. The people with her—the man and whoever had taken
possession of her and maybe one or two others who remained
silent—said nothing to her beyond a warning to stay quiet and brief
instructions on where to walk.

Fia wasn’t given her dress back. It
wasn’t that she was cold. It was that she was exposed. Before
getting naked in front of the people she barely knew in the club
had been fun, now she wasn’t so sure.

Eventually she was brought down a set
of concrete stairs and loaded into a car. Her naked skin touched
smooth leather. It was certainly a luxury vehicle and she could
tell she was in the back seat. Her wrists were still in their cuffs
and hooked together in front of her.

Was this a kidnapping? It didn’t feel
like a kidnapping, but it had all the scary elements of
one.

She still wasn’t given any clothing.
For a moment she thought that maybe someone would see her naked in
the back of the car and rescue would come. Did she even want to be
rescued?

But then she realized it was late at
night and the windows of the car were undoubtedly tinted dark.
There were three other people in the vehicle, two in the front seat
and one in the back with her. Her one bit of reassurance was they
buckled the seat belt into place around her body. Other than a few
polite words telling her to remain silent and to give her
instructions on where to place her hands, nothing was
said.

Fia was starting to hate the sense of
dread and excitement that seemed to be the core of her existence
now. She hated and loved it. Her body was betraying her. The paint
of the fiery stripes on her ass slowly faded but at the same time
her pussy was drooling in anticipation of what was to
come.

Was she going to embarrass herself by
leaving an amrita stain on the leather seat?

They drove for quite a while. Less
than an hour but most of the trip was at interstate highway speeds.
George’s apartment wasn’t far from the club, a fifteen minute drive
at most.

Fia knew they were taking her out into
the suburbs if not further. She was alone and naked and had no
possessions with her.

It was scary.

It was exciting.

It was sexy.

Eventually they arrived and the door
was opened for Fia.

Undoubtedly they were outside and she
was still naked but it was the middle of the night. They were
outside of the city. It was quiet and it smelled clean. She was
certain they were in the middle of an open space. A lawn? A park?
It was impossible to tell.

“Watch your step.”

Fia was still wearing the high heels
she had worn to the club. They were designed for hard surfaces. She
decided that she was on a driveway of some sort but it was made of
gravel.

“Where am I going?” Fia
asked.

No one answered. One person had her
leash and the other, a man, held her elbow, guiding her.

There was something freeing about
walking naked outside and exposed. Fia lifted her chin and allowed
herself to be led along in the dark to wherever she was going to
wind up.

Oddly, she didn’t feel like she was in
danger. Maybe she had been kidnapped but she didn’t feel
threatened.

It was a fairly short walk along the
gravel driveway to a flagstone pathway and then up some stone steps
before she passed through a doorway. She felt the change in
temperature as she walked into the house. Her nipples had been rock
hard a moment before, but now relaxed a little.

The floor inside the house was
hardwood. She heard her heels clicking on the hard surface. The
house was huge. It took them a minute to walk through the structure
until they arrived at their destination.

“You can sleep here
tonight.”

“Sleep?”

Her wrists were released from each
other, though the cuffs stayed on. A second later the straps to the
mask were untied and it was lifted and removed.

Fia breathed a sigh of relief and
squinted against the soft light in the room. It took her eyes a
moment to adjust and then she took in the beauty and opulence of
the room.

“Where am I?”

“At your new home, Bianca,” said the
woman who had been with her the entire time. “Your new home for the
moment, at least.”

She turned around and
looked at the woman. She couldn’t put a name to her
face, but Fia had seen her before. It took her a moment but then
Fia realized that the woman was one of those who had bought her
paintings at the art show.

“Thank you,” said Fia, not knowing
what else to say.

“My name is Solange,” she replied.
“You may call me Mistress or Mistress Solange. Those are the only
acceptable forms for address. I want us to be clear on our
relationship.”

“Yes…yes, Mistress,” Fia responded
automatically, happily accepting her new role.

Solange was an older
woman. The way she held herself Fia judged her to be well into her
forties, possibly her fifties, but could have easily passed for a
woman ten or even twenty years younger. Fia just knew where to look
to properly estimate others’ ages.

She wore a red dress with black
flowers printed over it. Her brown hair was cut into a short,
practical style and she wore minimal, but artfully applied makeup.
The dress was form-fitting showing off Mistress Solange’s fit body.
She was of average height, and if Fia was being honest, average
looks.

Even so, Fia was intimidated by the
other woman, possibly because of her calm assurance of power, and
partly from Fia being naked when Solange was fully
dressed.

“Very good. I’m sure you’re tired. Why
don’t you have a good night’s rest and we’ll start in the morning?”
It was phrased as a question but Fia knew an order when she heard
one.

It wasn’t like she had a choice in the
matter.

Solange quickly exited the room and a
moment later she heard the door lock behind her. Out of curiosity
Fia tried the handle. She couldn’t escape. Even the windows were
locked. The bed looked comfortable and the room featured an en
suite bathroom.

She had everything she needed for the
moment. It was impossible to fight it in the moment. Fia went to
bed, luxuriated in the silk sheets and soft mattress with just the
right amount of firmness under it, and then drifted off to
sleep.

 



Chapter 11


In the morning Fia was woken by the
door being unlocked. When it opened, a woman in a modern maid’s
uniform, the sort of thing a housekeeper would wear at an upscale
hotel, entered carrying a breakfast tray.

“Good morning,” she said, taking no
notice of Fia’s nudity as she sat up in the bed, baring her
breasts. “Breakfast is served. Mistress will be here in half an
hour. You are instructed to use the bathroom and make yourself
presentable for her. You should also eat breakfast.” She eyed Fia.
The redhead was certain this maid had seen it all before and this
was nothing new to her. “I didn’t say so, but you should eat now
when you have the chance.”

With that she hurried out of the room.
Once again, it was locked behind her.

Curious that she was locked in, Fia
reflected, because she didn’t know where she was and she didn’t
have any means of escape.

She wasn’t sure if she wanted to
escape.

The breakfast smelled delicious and,
taking the unsolicited advice, she quickly consumed the eggs and
toast before they went cold, drank the orange juice but wished
there had been some coffee. She followed her quick breakfast with a
shower where she was reminded that she had been caned twice the
night before. The fiery pain was no longer there—it had faded
during her car ride—but there was a mark on the tender white flesh
of her ass. The hot water of the shower had reminded her of
that.

She inspected her bruised bottom in
the bathroom’s mirror. The damage wasn’t great but she wasn’t used
to that sort of thing. This was going to be an interesting
experience.

The room’s closet was empty. The
bathroom only had a single bath towel. Obviously she wasn’t
supposed to dress. For clothing Fia had her shoes and stockings
which had several runs in them after the club. She also had the
leather collar that she had taken off for the shower.

She had just finished drying her hair
and brushing it into some semblance of order when the door unlocked
and a man walked in.

He was wearing a suit and wasn’t at
all surprised to find a naked woman waiting for him. “Come with
me,” he said.

She then noticed the leash in his
hands.

“Do you really need that?” she asked,
eyeing the leash.

He smirked at her. “Rules. Rules are
very important around here. I won’t tell Mistress that you asked
about it. Don’t bother wearing your shoes. They want you naked.
Your hands get to remain free unless you resist the leash. How do
you want to do this?”

Silently Fia put her collar back on.
The man clipped the leash to it and led her out of the
room.

She had only gotten a sense of the
house the night before. Now, unmasked, she had a full view of the
place. Calling it a mansion was underselling it.

Solange and her husband had money.
Real money.

Dropping a few thousand dollars on one
of her paintings was nothing to them. Pocket change.

The house had been built on the edge
of a rolling valley that descended to the Hudson River. The view
was incredible. While she didn’t know exactly where she was, Fia
was familiar enough with the area that she was reassured she hadn’t
been taken somewhere foreign to her.

They went through several rooms and
down a corridor before arriving at a comfortable dining room that
overlooked the river. In the room Solange was eating breakfast with
a man that Fia recognized from the art show. Her husband? Her
boyfriend? Something else?

“Thank you, Matthew,” Solange said
upon their entrance. Matthew took the leash and pulled Fia over to
the table where he attached the handle to a hook permanently
screwed to the heavy wooden table.

That gave Fia pause. The table was
obviously expensive and while the craftsmanship used to affix the
hook to the table was top-notch, it showed that Mistress Solange
had money to burn and that this wasn’t some casual game they
played.

Fia stood there, naked, with her hands
at her sides, tied to the table like a misbehaving dog.

“Please forgive the leash,” said the
man. “We have had some…problems in the past with new and nervous
slaves who bolted when
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