Dianne awoke.  Her head pounded and there was a strange taste in her mouth.  As she became more conscious she went to rub her eyes and then found that her arms were bound above her head.  She quickly started to remember everything that had occurred and quickly gathered her senses.  Dianne was handcuffed to an old-fashioned brass bed in a large cool white room. Overhead, fluorescent tubes made the room whiter still, but there were no windows.  Fear began to set in as she rememberd someone attacking her as she had left her flat.  Craning her head up she was shocked to find that she was no longer dressed in her jeans and t-shirt, but was instead dressed how she would be for work.  Dianne tried to get her thoughts together.  It had been early in the morning, she was supposed to be going to the airport, she had dressed in the jeans and t-shirt for the long flight, the taxi was early, she had quickly thrown everything into the cab and that was when she was couldn’t remember any more.  She remembered someone grabbing her from behind and a cloth being forced over her face, but it was hard to recall exactly what had happened.  

“Hello?” She called loudly.  No answer. She tried again, louder this time “Hello!”  Still no answer.  She tried pulling her hands free, but they were firmly shackled to the bed railings at the head of the bed.  She filled her lungs and screamed, “HELP!”  Footsteps.  Dianne didn’t know if this would be an improvement, but she heard them coming closer, down some stairs.  She held her breath as she heard the door being slowly unlocked, and then the door was slowly opened.

Dex had been sitting on the train a week before when Dianne had got on and sat in the row behind him.  He had admired her body as she strained to put a bag in the overhead luggage rack.  He briefly imagined running his hands up her legs and feeling the nylon against his excited fingertips and the expression on her face when she turned to confront him.  She looked sexy in her sky blue business suit and white blouse, her knee high skirt showing off her well-shaped legs in dark nylons.  Her hair was shoulder length and dark, almost black.  A simple amount of make up showed that that she really didn’t need any.  In fact the only thing that Dex was slightly disappointed in was her small breasts.  He would have preferred bigger but what the hell they were a nice size.  For some reason her thought they were ‘cute’, and laughed at himself for using the word.  

As she sat down behind him, he continued to scan for any other women that might get on, but the train pulled away from the station.  Dex lent his head back and thought of fucking that good-looking businesswoman.  Her phone rang and quite absentmindedly Dex listened.  

She was busy talking to a friend on the phone and like some people, spoke as if the other person was hard of hearing and they were alone.  “No I can’t go Friday!” She paused and began to laugh “No.  I’m leaving Saturday at 4:00 in the morning and I’m going to enjoy my 2 weeks away this time!”  

Saturday, 4:00am, 2 weeks?  And slowly Dex thought of a plan.

It was simplicity itself.  That night on the train he had simply followed her home and on the Saturday morning he had pulled up in his car at 3:45am and beeped his horn.  She had came out and complained of how early he was and that she wasn’t ready.  As he went to help her with the bag, he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out the chloroformed soaked cloth and grabbed her from behind.  

Dianne froze as a man entered the room.  White T-shirt and blue jeans carrying a tripod with a camera on it.  The thing that worried her the most was the ski mask he was wearing.  She quickly thought to herself, Do I know him?  “What do you want of me?” She asked. He ignored her and set up the camera “What am I doing here?” He left the room and came back with another 2 cameras on tripods and set them up at different positions around the bed.  “Talk to me! What do you want” She was becoming hysterical by now, and still he ignored her and carried on adjusting the cameras to point at the bed and her.  He pulled a remote control unit from his back pocket and depressed a button and all 3 cameras bleeped.  He turned to her and smiled.  “Now what was it you was saying?” and he sat on the bed next to her.

“What do you want? You wont get much ransom for me?” she began to babble

“Your not here to be ransomed” he smiled

“I have some money, not much but it’s yours, a couple of thousand!” she pleaded

“I already have money”

“The what do you want from …”her sentenced slowed and remained uncompleted.

Dex smiled and then grinned at her “I’m going to fuck you…” 

“NO!” She screamed over him

“…and then I’m going to fuck you again and again”

Dianne started to scream and struggle, desperately trying to get her hands free.

He put his hand on her calf and caressed the fine nylon covering.  She kicked his hand away and tried to move across the bed.  Dex got on the bed with her and quickly straddled her waist and sat down on her thighs.  

“Now” he said slowly pulling the front of her jacket open “I want to know how we are going to do this.  Are you going to play nice and just lie back” He slowly started to unbutton her blouse” And get it over and done with and be a good fuck” He grabbed the blouse and ripped the front open, scattering the buttons around. “Or do you fight back, get hurt and I still fuck you?”

He smiled down at her as he slowly moved his trembling hands up her body towards her bra.  “Please…. don’t” she whispered 

His hand moved up and began to caress her through the material, squeezing her breasts gently.  She watched transfixed, shuddering at his touch, as he slowly peeled down the front.  With her breast in full view, he began to gently toy with the nipple and then slowly moved his head down briefly licking it before sucking it into his mouth

He dismounted her and lay on his side, admiring his prey.  Dianne lay rigid, and waited for what else was to come.  Dex looked down and placed his hand on her knee.  He gently squeezed her leg before slowly pushing his fingertips under her skirt.  Dianne gritted her teeth and clamped her legs shut.  He began to slowly move his hand up further, groping her leg as moved.  

“Open you legs” he said calmly

Dianne didn’t answer and remained still 

“Open you legs” he tried to push his fingers between her clamped thighs.

Dianne shook her head

He pulled his hand from under her skirt “Fine!” He straddled her legs again and shuffled down to sit on her shins.  “You want it rough?” He reached behind and pulled out a pocketknife.

Dianne panicked “No Please NO!”

Dex reached down and cut the front of her skirt up a few inches.  He folded it and put it back in his pocket.  Grabbing the material in both his hands he ripped the cut upwards.  After a few more tugs the skirt lay open revealing Dianne’s legs.  Dex got off her and stood at the side of the bed gloating at her.  He had dressed her as close as possible to the day he had seen her on the train, right down to her dark coloured pantyhose.  Unable to resist the temptation, he run his hand up her leg and tried to force it into her crotch.  Dianne attempted to force her legs closer together and locked her ankles.  

“Sweetheart, I’ve been waiting to do this!” Pulling off his T-shirt, he began to slowly unfasten his jeans.  Dianne saw his dick spring from his jeans as he unfastened the buttons.  Grinning down at her, he removed his jeans and kicked them to one side.

“Now open those legs”  

Dianne shook her head in defiance

“Well I tried to let you have the easy way,” he said straddling her legs again. “But if you want me to force you that’s OK too”

Dex put his knee between her thighs and knelt hard on it.  Dianne screamed as his knee forced its way between her clamped thighs.  

She began to plead for him to stop, but he moved his other knee across and transferred the weight onto that.  This time when her thighs parted a bit more her ankles unhooked.  She squirmed as she tried to bring her legs together.  Dex knelt between her pantyhosed thighs and panted, his dick raging to enter her.  He had surprised himself with his patience when he had dressed her by not succumbing to fucking her there and then.  Instead he had allowed himself a small feel of her pussy and then had decided not to put her panties on.  Now was the time for his tolerance to pay off.  He reached down and cupped her pubic mound through her pantyhose crotch.  Dianne screamed as she felt his finger begin to penetrate her through the fine fabric.

Dex leaned down and placed his hand on her shoulder and forced her to lie flat on the bed.  With a quick rip her final defence was aside.  Dex’s head moved back down to her neglected breast and began to lick her nipple again.  Dianne’s back arched slightly as she felt his finger begin to enter her, playing slowly at the entrance, before being slowly inserted.  “Someone is enjoying this,” he whispered to her. 

Dex felt how moist she was, his finger hardly being forced up, slipped and slithered across her moist hole.  He brought his finger up to his mouth and sucked her juices from his finger, and let her watch him taste her.  Grinning at her disgust, he reached down again and started to push another finger in.  Slowly he began to finger fuck her.  Watching her face intently, he moved his thumb up to her clitoris and began to draw small circles.  It wasn’t long before Dianne realised she was getting aroused by this.  Despite her intentions, her body cried out for release.  He watched as she slowly closed her eyes and began to pant.

Dex moved his finger back to her entrance and splayed her lips.  He moved slightly forward and placed his dick at her cunt.  Dianne’s eyes shot open as she realised what this new intruder was “NO!” She screamed.  Dex pushed himself in.  

Dianne’s head snapped back and her body arched again as she felt him enter.  He wasn’t fully in and Dianne tried quickly to buck him out and off her.  Dex wasn’t for moving and grabbed her right leg.  Forcing it upwards he placed it onto his shoulder and pushed inwards again.  She gasped again as she felt him move deeper inside.  Her eyes wide in panic, mouthing a silent scream.  As she fought to control her breathing, Dex took her second leg.  With the backs of her knees on his shoulders, he pushed himself down, forcing her knees to her chest.  He pulled himself almost out, before ramming his full length in, and Dianne found the scream she was looking for.

Dex rejoiced in his feeling of superiority.  Here was the woman he had fantasised about, and now he was living his dream.  He pulled back before fucking her again.  He relished how hot, wet and tight she felt inside.  He loved the way she smelt, the perfume, the sweat and her juices mingling together.  He was elated about the way her nylons caught against the stubble on his chin as he licked her calf.  He held himself in place, deep inside and ground himself against her.  He started to find a rhythm with long slow strokes, relishing the feeling of himself raping her, still aware of her underneath still trying futilely trying to force him off.  

Dex grabbed Dianne by the hair and forced her to look into his face, he wanted her to feel every inch inside and know that she couldn’t stop it.  Dex started to fuck faster.  Dianne looked up at him and realised he was about to cum 

“Please!” She begged,  “No, get off me, not inside!  Please!”

He felt the power rush over him, through him and out.  Dex grunted deeply and came.  He forced his eyes to stay open as he watched the defeat on her face as he came inside her.  Dianne felt powerless, ashamed, scared but also grateful that this was over.  She had said that she wanted a man to be rough with her, to take command, but she had never thought of this.  She began to cry at her defeat and felt hatred for this man.

Dex held himself in until his dick stopped spurting.  With a few more thrusts he made sure he was empty before pulling out.  He sat on the edge of the bed and removed a packet of cigarettes from his jeans and lit up.  He leaned against the foot of the bed and smoked.

For 10 minutes they sat and watched each other.  Dex stood up and moved to the head of the bed 

“Please, let me go now!”  Dianne pleaded, “I wont tell anyone what happened! Please”

Dex had no intention of letting her go.  He grabbed a couple of pillows and placed them in the middle of the bed by her hips.

“What are you doing?” she whimpered

He didn’t answer.  Grabbing her ankles he twisted her legs so her whole body flipped onto the pillows and climbed up behind her.

Dianne was still exhausted from the last onslaught, and decided that the quickest way was to co-operate.  Maybe he would get bored and let her go.

He entered her again and fucked her slowly for a few minutes before pulling back out.

Dianne held her breath and felt him begin to push against her anus

“Oh God No, Please!” She began to scream.

In this position, there was no escape. She tried bringing her legs together but was met by his knees.  She tried forcing herself flat but the pillows prevented her.

He held her hips as steady as possible and pushed in slowly

Dianne screamed as she felt him edge in. She begged and pleaded and cried out for him to stop.  He pulled slightly back and lunged hard and deep inside making her cry out again.   Dex started to fuck her ass hard.  

“I bet I’m the first in here!” He laughed as he butt fucked her hard.  

Dex savoured the way her body racked with each drive inside her.  He had been awaiting this for long enough and wasn’t going to let her go, at least not till he had had his fill.  He grabbed handfuls of her hair and rode her hard, releasing every animalistic passion out of his body and into hers.  With a hard spasm he felt his balls detonate and felt his juice erupt into her bowels.

He lay panting on top of her.  She was shuddering beneath him. He inhaled her perfume and began to kiss her back and neck.   He pulled out and looked at her.

Her clothing lay torn, shredded and ripped.  Her skirt in pieces. Dark pantyhose torn in some places he didn’t remember ripping.  Hair dishevelled and her make up streaked and smudged.  He reached over and picked the remote control up.  The cameras bleeped again and shut off.

He pulled a key from his jeans and unshackled her wrists.  Dianne didn’t move, and just lay there panting.  

“Your suitcase is over there, a sink is in the other room.  Make yourself presentable.”

Dex said as he opened the steel door.

Dianne looked at him “Can I go?”

“No” He smiled “I’m having guests over later and the boys are looking forward to meeting you”

