
  
    
      
    
  


  1.


  "This is a bank robbery! Everyone lie down on the floor immediately!" shouted the hooded man of medium height, waving the gun he had just taken from the security guard. His two accomplices, their faces also covered by masks, emphasised with their raised weapons at the en-trance that this was indeed no joke. Meanwhile, a fourth masked man ran to the back towards the offices, taking con-trol of the entire area.


  The customers lay terrified on the burgundy carpet, many of them instinctively covering their heads with their hands. Barbara Stone and her boss, Justin Johnson, who had also come to the bank to take care of company finances, did the same.


  The attacker in black jumped nimbly over the counter in front of the cashier and threw two camouflage shoulder bags at the bank teller.


  "Fill it up!" said the robber in a mocking tone, pressing his gun against the forehead of the terrified woman in her fifties.


  "But that's all we have in the till, and the time lock..."


  "I don't care! Open it now!" shouted the hooded man, while the fourth robber herded the office staff into the cus-tomer area.


  The two men in suits and three women in white blouses walked with trembling legs in front of the masked man, then, seeing the seriousness of the situation, lay down on the floor of their own accord, before anyone had told them to.


  A deafening silence fell over the already tense room, so much so that you could hear a pin drop, the space filled with fear, only the sounds of the bank robbers' activities could be heard.


  "What are you doing here?" shouted the robber in worn jeans standing in the doorway as soon as he noticed a young blonde woman lying on the floor tapping on her phone.


  "I'm just posting a few pictures on Facebook so my friends can see how exciting a real bank robbery is," the woman stammered, flustered.


  Barbara couldn't believe her ears when she heard the stupid answer. How could anyone think about Facebook and posting there when they should be worrying about their life? When four desperate bank robbers are waving loaded guns over their heads. She felt that their reckless, stupid an-swer could get them into even more serious trouble. But what happened next was beyond even her wildest imagina-tion.


  "What? You want me to blow your head off?" The bank robber stepped towards the woman, who was now lying face down on the floor, her phone thrown beside her, holding her head and sobbing louder and louder.


  Everyone was watching the woman, even the robber standing by the other door stepped closer. However, this was a huge mistake. One of the men lying near the exit took advantage of the opportunity, jumping up in a split second, opening the door, jumping out into the foyer, and almost immediately disappearing into the street. By the time the robbers realised what had happened, there was no trace of the man, only the sound of the door slamming.


  The taller one, in a fit of rage, immediately kicked the phone that had been thrown on the floor, then raised his gun and fired.


  The pieces of the phone flew everywhere from the impact of the bullet, while the blond man could almost feel that he would be next.


  "No! I said we don't shoot unnecessarily. We'll solve the problem another way. Plan B is coming into effect. The criminal who appeared to be the leader stopped his partner from behind the cash register, then, as if this weren't a bank robbery, slowly walked around the counter and pulled the huge cardboard box next to the wall into the middle of the customer area.


  "Now everyone get undressed and put your bags and clothes in this box," he said again, holding out his hand with the gun to show he meant what he said.


  The room was once again silent. Everyone froze. They didn't understand why this was necessary, while most of their attention was focused on the blonde woman who had caused the whole incident. No one dared to move, people just stared at the floor until the forceful voice filled the room again:


  "Come on, move it!"


  With that, a few people began to get up hesitantly, two men took off their jackets, and a younger black woman began to take off her shoes. Slowly, little by little, more and more people took off their clothes, while all the bank robbers gathered inside the room, showing the barrels of their guns up close to anyone who might be hesitating. With the excep-tion of the blonde and the cashier, almost everyone began to undress, albeit very slowly.


  "I said everyone!" shouted the man, pointing his gun at the cashier again.


  Barbara and Justin couldn't escape having to undress, and although they felt very uncomfortable, they were forced to start taking off their clothes. The clothes fell to the floor one by one, and one of the robbers immediately threw them into the box. Barbara was left wearing only her lace black underwear, while Justin knelt on the floor in white boxer shorts. It was clear that they were both uncomfortable in this awkward situation; after all, they worked for a company.


  "Come on! Get naked!" shouted the man when he saw that most of the customers and employees did not want to continue after stripping down to their underwear, and some did not even want to get that far.


  The situation was becoming increasingly uncomforta-ble. Some of the men obeyed relatively quickly, but it was as if they were having their teeth pulled, while the majority did not want to do it at all. With great difficulty, two women took off their bras, covering their breasts with their hands, but they were in the minority. The robbers, on the other hand, were becoming increasingly impatient.


  "Right, that's enough! Anyone who doesn't want me to shoot them takes everything off and keeps quiet. Yes, your knickers and bras too! And your underpants! I don't care who has saggy breasts or a small willy, this is an order! You're not going to get away from me here.


  Barbara reached behind her to unhook her bra. The delicate garment fell silently to the carpet as she felt her boss's curious gaze on her. She was down to her tiny thong when she felt something cool against the back of her neck. Yes, it was the barrel of one of the robbers' guns. Barbara knew she had no choice but to part with her panties if she wanted to get out of there alive. She grabbed the strap of her last piece of clothing and clumsily pulled it down, while try-ing to cover her groin with her other hand. The barrel of the gun at the back of her neck provided enough motivation for her to overcome her shame and finally step out of her knick-ers. The man behind her acknowledged the movement with satisfaction and casually threw the underwear into the box.


  However, this was not enough. Barbara was a pretty, slim woman, and the robber obviously liked her, because he pushed her hand away from her crotch with his gun, indi-cating that he wanted to see all her intimate body parts.


  Barbara stood naked in front of a dozen people who were all staring at her, and she thought the ground would open up beneath her right then and there. She had never felt so ashamed, and to make matters worse, it was all happen-ing in front of Justin, who, of course, took advantage of the opportunity and couldn't take his eyes off her. She felt terri-bly uncomfortable, as most of the men were now staring at her, and she had to stand there exposed, revealing the hid-den parts of her body to the public.


  The robber combed Barbara's long blonde hair back with his free hand, stroked her breasts, made a few circles around her nipples with his rough fingers, then wandered lower with his hand, finally reaching between her clenched thighs with a decisive movement. He touched her clitoris, pressing it slightly with his finger, then slid his hand back and stroked Barbara's vulva, but with almost the same movement he inserted his index finger into her vagina. Bar-bara shuddered involuntarily and closed her legs even tight-er, but this was no obstacle for the man.


  Barbara herself did not understand why, but she was completely wet down there. Her loins burned more intensely than ever before, because until now, after long foreplay, she had only felt this way in bed with Billy. But now she was standing there naked, humiliated in front of a bunch of peo-ple, and her body, independent of her consciousness, was behaving as if it should enjoy something that not even the furthest corner of her brain wanted. On the one hand, she felt terribly humiliated, but on the other hand, she was also aroused by the situation, which had begun even before the man had touched her. These conflicting feelings swirled in-side her when a forceful voice interrupted her thoughts.


  "Don't worry about that whore, worry about the oth-ers! I don't want to see anyone in a state where they could escape!" the boss shouted loudly.


  The man immediately let go of Barbara, who instinc-tively put her hand back over her crotch. But that wasn't enough now. She felt she had to touch her aroused pussy, she had to touch it, she had to keep touching it, she couldn't stay like this. Since the other customers were all preoccupied with their own uncomfortable situations, she easily pretend-ed to be covering herself, but meanwhile she rubbed her clit-oris with her other hand. She felt terribly wet, her body con-tradicting what she should be doing or feeling right now. She didn't understand what this feeling was, she had never experienced anything like it before, but for some reason, this humiliating situation aroused a strong sexual urge in her, which she couldn't satisfy here and now.


  She laughed nervously at the absurdity of the situa-tion. The bank robbery itself was something that should not normally happen, but since it had, it would be good to sur-vive it unscathed. And if that weren't enough, a bank robber had brought her to the brink of orgasm in a way she never would have imagined in her wildest dreams. But there was no way to finish... you are your own master if you have no servant. As the saying goes, Barbara thought. And she couldn't help but continue. It was all truly irrational and absurd.


  Meanwhile, she remembered her biology classes in high school at a private school, when they learned about reproduction and the reproductive organs, and the ageing teacher asked for volunteers for an 'A' grade who were will-ing to take on the role of live demonstration tools. At the time, she didn't understand how Nancy could agree to have the whole class analyse her vagina, staring at it with their mouths agape, like little kids standing in front of an ice cream parlour. It didn't traumatise her at all at the time; in fact, she proudly jumped up on the table, and it certainly wasn't just for the good grade. Then there was poor Willie, who also agreed to the demonstration, but the class was cancelled, and Willie was forced to practise self-restraint for another two days, although the girls reportedly consoled him heartily afterwards.


  Barbara was frustrated and nervous, she would have loved to throw herself on the floor and immediately grab one of the robbers, but her common sense prevented her from giving in to her instincts.


  Then the timer beeped, breaking the oppressive si-lence, which startled Barbara and snapped her out of her thoughts. She looked around and saw that the people around her were all standing without clothes or crouching on the floor, even her boss Justin was crouching next to her, covering his private parts.


  From then on, events accelerated. The robbers stuffed one of the shoulder bags with money from the safe, and while they were packing the money into the other bag, one of the robbers walked over to the cardboard box full of clothes and bags and slipped a few greenbacks into the bags and pockets of the clothes.


  "This is our gift to you to make up for the inconven-ience. You don't have to give it back, the bank has already stolen more from you. Right?" The robber in jeans asked the startled, naked customers rhetorically, still holding his gun high in his right hand, ready to fire.


  Everyone nodded eagerly, but no one dared to speak, as the sight of the gun was enough to silence them.


  "Now, with your hands on your heads, come in here!" he ordered again, pointing the way to one of the back offices, whereupon some of the people started towards the corri-dor.


  "I said with your hands up! I don't want any rash ac-tions!" he emphasised, seeing that many people were still covering themselves rather than putting their hands behind their heads.


  The sight of the masked robber brandishing a weapon had the desired effect, and everyone marched towards the back office with their hands up, hoping that if they obeyed, they would not be harmed. Many found this terribly un-pleasant and humiliating, and tears rolled down the faces of several women, although some took the situation quite calm-ly. Perhaps they were happy to get easy money, or perhaps it was simply natural for them, as nature had made them that way. The older cashier and a more bear-like man took it the worst; it was clear that, due to their upbringing or physical attributes, it was a particularly heavy psychological burden for them to endure being naked and having strangers look at their bodies. But they had no other choice; if they didn't want to get a bullet in the head, they had to endure this dis-comfort.


  "You can come out in ten minutes!" The robber slammed the door on them, and then there was some more noise from outside, and then finally silence.


  Time passed slowly, everyone watching the large clock on the office wall. There wasn't much space in the room, and without their clothes, people tried even harder to keep their distance from each other. Given the situation, however, some of the men inevitably stared at the women's breasts and bottoms, but it couldn't be said that the women weren't curious either, as some of them were also curious to know how big the men's cocks were.


  The initial silence was gradually replaced by whisper-ing, then positioning. A muscular, tattooed chap kept sidling over until he managed to get next to the blonde who had been tapping away on her phone, whereupon he immediate-ly tried to strike up a conversation.


  "Listen, sweetie, when this is over, would you like to continue this at my place? I'd lick you so good!


  "What do you want to continue? You jerk!" the blonde retorted condescendingly, trying to get away from her new suitor.


  "Oh, you're so stuck up, little lady." He replied, but then an older lady finally told him off:


  "Behave yourself!"


  "I'll take you too, mummy, since your daddy's so out of it, but only after the cunt mouse.


  "Now, stop it!" said the security guard, then contin-ued: "In case you haven't noticed, there's a camera in the room, so if you don't want to end up in jail with the robbers for harassment, you'd better stop pushing your luck."


  The tattooed man didn't say a word, just muttered something to himself, then stepped back. Silence returned to the office, and everyone started watching the clock again, its second hand moving slowly around the dial.


  Less than five minutes later, noises could be heard from outside again. Then the door opened and two uni-formed officers stood in the doorway, a man and a woman. Both had loaded pistols in their hands, ready to fire, and it was clear that they were prepared for an armed incident. When they saw the naked people in the room, they lowered their hands and just stared. They hadn't expected this, so they suddenly didn't know what to do. Finally, the man spoke with great difficulty:


  "Where are your clothes?


  "They're out there in a box. And now it would be great if we could get out of here and get them back."


  "Of course, of course," stammered the policeman as he stepped aside from the door so that the customers and em-ployees locked in the office could finally get out.


  People practically ran towards the cardboard box, paying no attention to each other. Everyone was pushing and shoving to get their own clothes as quickly as possible, throwing others' clothes aside and rummaging wildly through the box, just like on Black Friday at the supermar-ket. The police just shook their heads, not knowing what to do.


  "Those are my trousers!" shouted one of the men, reaching out to snatch the garment from another man who was about to pull it up.


  "Okay, but they looked like mine," replied the other man, then turned back to the box, continuing to rummage around, looking for his own trousers.


  The confusion lasted for about five to ten minutes, by which time the police had managed to bring the chaos under control. Finally, everyone got their own clothes back, and now, fully dressed, they waited for the next stage.


  However, as soon as they were able to grab their be-longings, some of them tried to flee the building, but the po-lice officers blocked their way.


  "First, we will record everyone's details, then we will take statements from those who have time, and those who are in a hurry will be summoned to the police station next week," said the police officer, and everyone calmed down.


  "Can I go to the toilet?" asked a middle-aged woman timidly, looking at the policeman almost longingly.


  "Of course. Go ahead, but we will need your details afterwards."


  "Then I'll go too," said Barbara, turning to the uni-formed man, who nodded his head, and she hurried to the nearest cubicle, where she pulled down her skirt and knick-ers again.


  But she didn't need to pee; she was much more driven by the desire to finally caress herself the way she did at home when she was alone. As she thought back on what had just happened in the foyer, she reached climax in a matter of moments and enjoyed it more than she had with Bill in re-cent times. She lay on the toilet for a good few minutes be-fore she could pull herself together enough to go back to the foyer.


  On the way, however, she looked inside her bag. Nothing was missing, in fact... A hundred-dollar bill was tucked into the side pocket. It was a gift from the bank rob-bers. "It was worth it twice over. I'll come back again if there's another bank robbery somewhere," Barbara thought as she adjusted her blouse one more time on her way out.


  Justin was already waiting impatiently in the custom-er area.


  "Let's get the formalities out of the way quickly, then go to the bank on Wolf Street. I don't think we'll be able to do business here today.


  



  It was already past noon by the time they had finished everything and returned to the office. Barbara sat down at her desk with mixed feelings but still feeling tense, ready to catch up on her work.


  



  2.


  "What do you think you're doing? I want that report on my desk by tomorrow morning. And I don't care who picks up your child from nursery or why you don't have the necessary data. Now get out of my office!" Barbara shouted in her usual commanding voice.


  Poor George, with his tail between his legs, looked at his boss in despair, wondering how much longer he could put up with this unbearable woman. He was fed up with it all and felt that he had had enough. It was time for someone to teach this person a lesson. Just because she was blonde and pretty didn't mean she could treat him like this. Or any-one else, for that matter. He decided that this woman would pay dearly for all the humiliation she had caused him and his colleagues. A plan began to form in his mind.


  But George just stared at the woman sitting across the table, unable to do anything else. He knew that even if he stood on his head, it wouldn't be good enough for Barbara. In fact, nothing and no one was ever good enough for her, and none of her subordinates were exceptions. God forbid anyone should have a boss like that.


  Not that Barbara didn't work hard enough, on the contrary: she always demanded 120 per cent from herself, she was simply a perfectionist, she knew no impossibility. She came from a family background where she knew she could only count on her own efforts and perseverance, so even as a teenager she dreamed of one day becoming the economic or HR director of a reputable company or a large multinational, where hundreds of employees would be at her beck and call. In his mind's eye, he saw a dream image of a sleek, elegant office with floor-to-ceiling glass windows over-looking the skyscrapers of the City, providing an exclusive backdrop. He saw himself sitting behind his huge mahogany desk in an elegant suit. This dream had almost come true, although the skyscraper skyline and mahogany desk be-longed to Justin for the time being. She had to settle for a more modest office. Of course, she knew that what is de-layed is not lost. And to make it happen, she did everything she could.


  Barbara had attended the best schools and completed her master's degree at the University of Illinois with excellent grades, so she was rightly proud of her outstanding achievements and qualifications, as highly skilled workers are in high demand all over the world. This conscious, for-ward-thinking determination was characteristic of her throughout, although it was complemented by ruthlessness, impatience and a complete lack of empathy. As he experi-enced success, these traits became even more pronounced, but he did not mind. In fact, he found a kind of perverse pleasure in the way he treated his subordinates. He knew that behind his back he was considered power-hungry, self-ish and cruel, but in truth he didn't care. All that mattered to him was his own advancement, success and recognition, for which he needed his employees, whom he regarded as noth-ing more than objects or slaves.


  Yet he handled all this with such diabolical skill that no one could accuse him of being unfit for the job, since, he could say, he only demanded perfection. And the expected success did come.


  Now, however, as George silently and devastatedly rushed out of his office, he was already thinking about his evening plans. She was invited to a friend's house, a friend who was very similar to her. The girl made vague references to a little surprise for her, telling her to be open-minded and not to be surprised by anything. This hint kept nagging at Barbara, as she knew that Lisa was capable of any kind of extreme stupidity and had no inhibitions whatsoever.


  



  Lisa and Barbara were drinking wine and discussing the horrors of bank robbery in the spacious living room when the doorbell rang. Lisa went to open the door, and they greeted the guest. Her friend Walter had arrived.


  "I've missed you so much, baby. I could hardly con-tain myself," he whispered in her ear.


  "I believe you," Lisa replied, then continued. "But I have a little surprise for you. I invited my friend over for tonight, and I'm sure we'll have a good time."


  "But..." the boy began, but Lisa gently put her finger to his lips and hushed him. "Shh... You know, everything will be just the way I want it to be."


  "Yes. But I thought we'd finally be alone today. Do you know how much I suffered this week?"


  "I guess so. That's why we did it, so you'd miss me, right? But don't worry, I have plans for tonight anyway. Now go into the living room and greet the lady polite-ly."


  With that, Walter headed dejectedly towards the liv-ing room, but greeted Barbara politely. Although he tried to hide it, his disappointment was obvious from a distance. He was not at all prepared for company. Meanwhile, Lisa re-turned and introduced them to each other.


  



  "So this is my friend Barbara, and this is Walter. Wal-ter does everything I tell him to do. He's a very nice boy. True, he sometimes disobeys me, but then I punish him for it. Right?" Lisa looked questioningly at Walter, who, completely confused by the situation, nodded nervously.


  Barbara was meeting Lisa's boyfriend for the first time and was openly sizing him up. Walter was of average height and build, with short brown hair and slightly fair skin. He was more charming than handsome. However, his clothing showed good taste. He was wearing elegant black trousers, a shirt and a grey jacket, but no tie, so the overall effect was casually appealing rather than conservative.


  "Really? He'll do everything?" Barbara finally asked. Are there really such nice boys?


  "Of course. It's all a matter of upbringing," Lisa replied with a laugh, while Walter blushed deeper and deeper.


  "I wish my Billy was so obedient. The other day I wanted to go to the theatre, but I couldn't persuade him. He was adamant. He said I should buy tickets for a later per-formance because he couldn't come to the seven o'clock one. He has to train at the gym every day from five to six, and he can't deviate from that.


  "But with the right methods, anything is possible," Li-sa replied with a laugh.


  "Not with him. He's so vain about his body that he wouldn't give up the gym for anything. His muscles certain-ly look good, but unfortunately he can't work out where he needs to, and in fact, it seems to be getting smaller and smaller. Barbara replied with a laugh.


  "But there is a way to make him more obedient. You know, men have a weak spot," Lisa interjected with a devil-ish smile on her face, then continued, "Are you curious? I'll be happy to let you in on the secret of how Walter became such a docile lamb.


  "Lisa, dear," Walter interrupted, flustered, "I think this is just between the two of us, it wouldn't be a good idea to involve others."


  "I really don't want to interfere in your private lives," Barbara protested. "I have a pretty good idea what this is about."


  "No way!" Lisa snapped. "What you're thinking won't get you anywhere, except to make him fall out of love with you." She then turned forcefully to Walter:


  "Get undressed!"


  "But Lisa, your girlfriend is here, I don't want that!" the man protested, and Barbara interjected:


  "Really, it's not necessary!" But secretly she hoped that she would get to see something after all, and find out what it was that Walter was protesting so vehemently about.


  Lisa, however, was not the type to give up once she had made up her mind, so she looked at Walter with a pierc-ing gaze and motioned for him to get started.


  Walter slowly began to unbutton his shirt, took it off, and folded it neatly on the arm of the chair. There, stalling for time, he continued to tidy himself up until he noticed that Lisa did not approve of his slowness. After the shirt came the vest, then he took off his socks. He hesitated a little be-fore taking off his trousers, but finally they came off too, and he stood there in his underpants in front of the two women. The front of the man's underpants bulged prominently, drawing Barbara's gaze like a magnet. At this point, howev-er, Walter considered the undressing finished and stopped. The room fell silent, everyone waiting to see what would happen next.


  "What are you waiting for now? Take off your trou-sers too!" Lisa snapped at the man.


  "I don't want to do that now. I don't want to play this game. Please, let's stop this!" Walter replied, almost crying, despite being a man.


  "What? Don't tell me it's such a big deal to take off those bloody underpants.


  "You know that's not what this is about. But here, in front of your girlfriend..." Walter protested.


  "Yes. In front of my girlfriend. That was my plan. That's the point of today's game. But since you didn't obey immediately, as you should have, you'll be punished. How harsh that punishment will be is up to you. So either we con-tinue, or you accept an even harsher punishment and we finish this together? Lisa asked, while Barbara just stared, wondering what was going on. What kind of game is this, what does it mean to obey or be punished? What has she gotten herself into? She didn't know what to make of it, but regardless, the situation excited her. She was also a boss at work, her employees obeyed her, but she used a different method of communication.


  "Yes, mistress. If you wish, we will continue, of course," Walter replied, completely submissive.


  However, Barbara also looked up at the word "mis-tress" and looked questioningly at Lisa, wondering what this was all about. Lisa didn't say a word, just nodded, signalling Barbara to pay attention to Walter.


  Walter began to pull down his underpants with a red face, then took them off and placed them on top of his other clothes. With his head bowed, he stood silently in front of the two women, completely naked. One of them was his girl-friend, whom he had nothing to be ashamed of in front of, but he didn't know the other woman; he had seen her for the first time in his life ten minutes earlier.


  The strange thing, however, was not Walter's naked body, but what he was wearing on his penis: a metal cage with a small lock on it. Yes, it was a male chastity belt. Bar-bara had seen them in pictures and in sex shops, but never in real life, in use.


  She couldn't help but laugh.


  "I love it!" she exclaimed. "So that's why things have been so difficult and why you're so obedient. Now I under-stand everything! And it looks so good on you!" She contin-ued to joke, but Walter didn't appreciate it at all and felt ter-ribly ashamed.


  "And how long have you been wearing this little de-vice?"


  "I've had it on for a week," Walter replied shyly. "Lisa, sorry, Mistress Lisa, put it on last week so I wouldn't be naughty while I was away. I had to travel abroad for five days for work, and she put it on before I left, and I've had it on ever since. I had to wear it a few times before, for a cou-ple of days, but this week of self-restraint was too much after the previous ones.


  "Yes, unfortunately it was necessary," Lisa interrupt-ed. "My little Walter misbehaved a lot, and when he wasn't with me, he often touched himself. I spanked him, but that wasn't enough of a deterrent, so I decided to take matters into my own hands. So now the boy's fate depends on my whims, and I decide when he can enjoy himself. And I really like that.


  "And he just accepted it?" Barbara asked.


  "At first he didn't want to, but we agreed that it would be best for both of us. If he misbehaved, he got the belt for a few days, and after a few days he did everything he could to please me if he wanted to get something good out of it." Lisa described the beginnings, which Barbara lis-tened to with her mouth almost agape.


  "So you really want me to take it off, don't you, dar-ling?" Lisa finally turned to Walter and cruelly, provocative-ly stroked his chest with her soft palm, moving towards his groin.


  "Yes, I really want it. These seven days have been too much.


  "All right, I'll take it off, but everything has to happen the way I want it to. You have to obey me, and then we'll see."


  "Yes, mistress. I will obey you and only do what you say and allow me to do."


  "That's it, that's what I like to hear. Now go into the bedroom, put on the collar and handcuffs, and come back here!" Lisa instructed her boyfriend, and he scurried into the bedroom. A few minutes later, he returned with a black leather collar around his neck and handcuffs on his hands. The handcuffs and collar were connected by a chain about ten inches long between his hands, which was connected to the collar by another twenty-inch chain in the middle, so that the man could barely reach his groin.


  Barbara really liked the sight; she had seen similar things in porn films, but found it much more entertaining in real life. She was impressed by the fact that a man did what he was told and had no opportunity to resist. Although she was only a guest, she felt she had become part of the game. Especially after Lisa took the little key off her necklace and pressed it into her hand:


  "I think you should take off his belt, it'll be more inter-esting that way!"


  "Okay." Barbara didn't need to be told twice and im-mediately seized the opportunity.


  Walter stopped in front of the women and waited. Barbara looked at him with a smile. She rarely did this, and it was more of a mocking smile, almost laughing at the man, knowing that her fate was now in his hands. She enjoyed this situation, enjoyed the man's vulnerability. Nevertheless, she was still embarrassed. Walter stepped closer, and Barba-ra took hold of the lock with two fingers of her left hand, then carefully inserted the key with her other hand, taking care to touch only the lock. The small mechanism opened quickly, restoring the man's freedom in that moment. Walter sighed heavily. As soon as the small cage was removed, his penis immediately began to rise. At the sight, Barbara invol-untarily reached under her skirt and immediately felt that her panties were thoroughly wet.


  "I see you're happy. Come here." Lisa interrupted the interlude, almost shouting at Walter. "Did I give you permis-sion to get a hard-on?


  "But I can't control it! After a week of being locked up, it's difficult." Walter protested, looking questioningly at the woman.


  "Well, I'll take away your desire to get hard without permission." With that, Lisa grabbed the plastic ruler on the table and suddenly slapped Walter's penis with it. Not hard, but not soft either. The man cried out, but that only added fuel to the fire.


  "Did I give you permission to cry out? You can com-plain when you get permission to do so." With that, she struck him again, and after a short pause, she hit him three more times with the ruler, which had the desired effect: Wal-ter's penis began to wilt. But Lisa was not satisfied with that.


  "For your disobedience, you'll get twenty on your bot-tom. But look how nice I am, you can choose whether you want the cane or the whip.


  "I'd rather have the cane."


  "All right. Then lie down nicely on the armrest of the armchair and count. And don't forget to thank me for taking care of you." Lisa instructed Walter in a tone that brooked no contradiction, and he, like an obedient servant, immediately lay down on the armchair and waited for his fate with clenched teeth.


  Lisa struck him; not hard, just a warm-up. However, it was enough for the first red stripe to appear on Walter's bottom, who, of course, began to count as instructed and thanked her for the blow.


  "One. Thank you, mistress. Two. Thank you, mistress. Three..." And so it went on for a while, but the blows gradu-ally became stronger and left more serious marks. Of course, these would disappear without a trace in a few days, but after the tenth one, Walter began to fidget, even though at the beginning he may have enjoyed the game somewhat.


  Meanwhile, Barbara watched the events with wide, round eyes. She reached under her skirt with her right hand and involuntarily began to caress her clitoris. Her knickers were already wet, but now, due to the circumstances, she couldn't relax, so she enjoyed the situation but also became increasingly frustrated. Meanwhile, Lisa continued to spank Walter, who cried out loudly after the fifteenth stroke. The woman was getting more and more into it and hitting him harder and harder. There were only two strokes left, but Walter was starting to give up:


  "Please, mistress, stop, this is too much for me. My bottom hurts so much."


  "The point is that it should hurt. You have to learn how to behave properly. What a wimp you are, you can't even take this much! What if I had given you fifty?


  "I definitely couldn't have taken that. Ouch!" Walter cried out again when Lisa gave him the penultimate blow. Then, without pause, she gave him the last one.


  Walter sniffled, but obediently thanked her for the les-son and carefully stood up. Barbara quickly pulled her hand out from under her skirt, afraid that someone would see what she was doing. But it was too late.


  "Don't worry," Lisa laughed. "I'd say Walter will finish the job, but I'm sorry, I can't give him to you. You have to train your own. But I'll lend him to you for a foot massage while I heat up dinner."


  "That would be nice," replied Barbara, and as if it were the most natural thing in the world, she held out her foot to Walter, who crouched down in front of her without a word and began to pamper her. It was clear that this wasn't his first time doing this, because he began the massage gen-tly, almost caressing her, and then gradually increased the pressure, pressing on the most optimal points and doing a thorough job. Of course, Barbara's left foot was not left out, and when he was done with that, he declared his work complete with a kiss on her foot.


  "Hmm. That felt really good. I'd be happy to come back again if I'm treated like this." She thanked Walter.


  "If Lady Lisa allows it, I will gladly serve you as well," the man replied humbly.


  Meanwhile, Lisa had finished cooking, but only two of them sat down at the table. Lisa made Walter kneel beside her and fed him bite by bite during the meal, as one would feed a dog. Walter endured it without a word. As soon as they were done, they returned to the living room, where Lisa ordered Walter to stand at attention in the middle of the room.


  "Well, my dear, I think we need to talk about some-thing. We agreed that whatever I say, you will obey immedi-ately and without objection. Is that right?"


  "Yes, mistress."


  "And do you think you have fully complied with that today?


  "No, mistress. I hesitated at first because I was embar-rassed about Barbara. Please forgive me for this small mis-take.


  I forgive you, but if I just let it go without saying any-thing, you would never learn how to behave. That is why I have decided not to let you come today. The chastity belt will be put back on you, and you will have to wear it for another week. We will return to the question next week.


  "But that's a very serious punishment. Please don't punish me so severely for such a minor thing. You know how much I've been longing for this week to end so I can feel the wet warmth of your cunt again." Walter pleaded, almost crying like a man.


  "No way! I know this will be hard for you, but it's part of the game. In fact, we're even going to the club like this next week," Lisa replied with mocking ruthlessness.


  "One week was too much, I couldn't bear two. Please, don't do this to me. This isn't a game anymore. I beg you..." The man continued to whine, trying to melt her heart with his puppy-dog eyes.


  But Lisa was adamant. She had decided to train the man to be completely obedient, which seemed to be the most effective method. Besides, she enjoyed his helplessness, and whenever she thought in bed that her partner was her little slave, she was overcome with wetness. At such times, she summoned Walter, who obediently licked her pussy with delicate movements of his tongue, pampering her clitoris, which gave Lisa huge orgasms, while the man was left with only desire. Of course, to a certain extent, she also enjoyed this game, as she loved it when her partner reached climax through her.


  But now Lisa ordered the man to stand before her and slowly and deliberately put the cage back on him, threaded the ring through, then the lock, and looked deep into the man's eyes. There was a long pause, then click, the lock closed, and Walter was once again Lisa's prisoner for a long time to come.


  For the man, the evening ended sadly, but Barbara al-so said goodbye to them and decided that she had to try this with Bill too. Bill, however, was not nearly as open as Lisa and Walter. Even after training, he dressed in such a way that he closed the shower door, and Barbara couldn't even persuade him to shave his pubic hair.


  What's more, this particular club piqued Barbara's in-terest, as Lisa had mentioned it before, but even then she couldn't get her to reveal what kind of place it was, who went there, and, most importantly, what they did there. She suspected that it might be something naughty and that peo-ple with similar interests to Lisa and her friends went there, but Lisa always changed the subject when Barbara asked about it.


  



  The next day, Barbara went to work feeling quite frus-trated. After the events of the previous evening, she would have loved to feel the touch of a real man who could give her the satisfaction she craved. The sight and the events had aroused her greatly, but she missed the physicality, the satis-faction. She was looking forward to seeing Bill the next even-ing, but somehow she wasn't sure that being with him would be enjoyable and satisfying, no matter what they did in bed. Their lovemaking was formulaic and unimaginative, performed for the mirror opposite the bed. Bill constantly watched himself in it during the act, which annoyed his girl-friend, yet their lovemaking lacked fire, wildness, intimacy and harmony, and something else that Barbara couldn't quite put her finger on. Bill was masculine in appearance, his muscular, tattooed body impressing many women, but somehow his behaviour lacked mature masculinity. He lived for appearances, loved to be the centre of attention, was su-perficial and often selfish, which complemented Barbara well, but it still annoyed her more and more. In fact, Barbara herself did not know what she wanted. On the one hand, she longed for a man like Walter, who would fulfil her every wish, and on the other, she wanted a decisive, strong-willed man who would say what he wanted and do what he had to do. In fact, he might even take her if he wanted to.


  Barbara was the boss at work, supervising hundreds of employees, which she enjoyed, and she liked it when eve-ryone jumped at her command. In her private life, however, she increasingly longed to just give herself over, to have her body used, even roughly, but not to be responsible for any-thing. She didn't want to have to think about what the other person might want; she wanted to be told what to do, like a little bitch. Barbara was torn between these two desires, and perhaps this contributed to her mood swings, which were mainly suffered by her immediate colleagues.


  



  However, the evening meeting with Bill did not go at all as she had expected. The man was also nervous, and even the welcome kiss was only half-heartedly pressed onto Barbara's lips. After a few rounds of pleasantries, Bill finally blurted out what was weighing on his mind.


  "I see you had a very good time with your boss the other day.


  "What do you mean?" Barbara asked, surprised.


  "You had dinner with him on Wednesday, didn't you?


  "With Justin? Yes. I don't know how you know, but I won't deny it. He did invite me to dinner to discuss some matters we didn't have time for at work, but that's all.


  "And did you at least have a good time with him?" Bill continued questioning her, his voice becoming increas-ingly irritated.


  What is this? Some kind of interrogation? I could have been with you if you'd had time.


  "Just because I'm not free doesn't mean you have to go out with everyone else.


  "I already told you, it was just dinner, nothing more. Besides, I don't like the guy at all. He acts like he's all-powerful in the office, but he's actually a useless guy who can't even hammer a nail into the wall. He expects everyone at the company to jump around enthusiastically, when in reality he's a tyrant. "


  "And is he as wimpy in bed as they say? Does he real-ly only like getting blow jobs? "


  "How should I know? You don't think I slept with him, do you? Anyway, where do you get all this from? "


  "He has plenty of money, he can buy anything he wants. I guess he would buy you anything too."


  "You're not normal. Stop being so jealous! He's not my type. He tried to hit on me, but I turned him down. He may be wealthy, but as a man, he's not my type. I let him have a go, let him ask me out if he has so much money, but I would never sleep with him.


  "And why should I believe that? "


  "Listen, if you don't stop this nonsense right now, I'll make sure you have a reason to be jealous. "


  "Why? I know I'm not good enough for you, you're be-littling the size of my dick.


  "It's not the size of your dick that's the problem, you idiot, it's..." Barbara replied, now very irritated, but she did-n't finish her sentence because, no matter how angry she was with Bill, she didn't want to say what she was think-ing.


  "Go on, say it! I knew I wasn't good enough for you. I don't have enough money, I'm uneducated compared to you, and on top of that, I'm short. I work out every day to be good enough for someone like you, but you want someone like Justin.


  "I don't need that idiot Justin. I need a normal man who isn't obsessed with his own body, but pays attention to me too. When I want it, he gently pampers me, he's there for me in the mornings, he hugs me when I need it, and he fucks me hard, so hard it makes my ears ring.


  "Fine, fuck you! At least now I know. Good luck with your search!" Bill replied angrily, then jumped up, slammed the door behind him and stormed off. So that's the end of that relationship. Never mind, it's not such a big deal. To-morrow I'll find myself a cool guy at the company network-ing party. Barbara thought as she went into the bathroom, nervously packed up the man's toothbrush and other small items that were still there, threw them into a plastic bag, and threw it out the bedroom window onto the street after Bill.


  She was surprised at how easily she let it all go, with-out any heartache, nostalgia or regret, because the love was long gone, if it had ever been there at all. She stopped in the middle of the living room, looked around, but nothing tied her to Bill anymore. She stretched out, closed her eyes, may-be even smiled, and thought about how good she would sleep now. She would sleep off all the tension, frustration, dissatisfaction and futile desires that Bill had caused her. But sleep did not come, and she tossed and turned all night.


  She dreamed about what kind of man she wanted. Perhaps fate would be kind enough to finally bring her to-gether with a man with balls, but what she formulated in her mind contradicted herself. On the one hand, she wanted a man like Walter, whom she could boss around as she pleased, and on the other hand, she wanted a decisive man whom she could submit to and with whom she would no longer have to make decisions at home. But that's how men are, they want a domestic, faithful woman who is also a whore. She should be pretty, someone she can show off, but not so pretty that others might seduce her. That's how we are, people who want both black and white at the same time.


  



  The sleepless night left him with dark circles under his eyes. Never mind, the day was still long, and he knew he would have time to rest a little after work. The party was not far away, at a hotel just around the corner from the compa-ny. As she glanced in the mirror before leaving, she confi-dently acknowledged that despite her sleepless night, she was in really good shape. She was irresistibly attractive, so to speak. She tied her hair in a loose bun, leaving her delicately curved nape exposed, on which she sprayed a hint of per-fume. She knew that men went crazy for this part of her body. She put on a black miniskirt and black high heels, and before stepping out the door, she adjusted her loose-fitting blouse to show off her shapely cleavage. Her bright red lip-stick also made it unmistakably clear that she was "open for business" that evening.


  Barbara's company held such parties for its best part-ners several times a year, thereby strengthening business relationships and encouraging orders from the company. New products were often presented at such events, which also provided an opportunity for more informal discussions that would not really be possible during working hours. Smaller partners also attended these events, and the best-performing colleagues were invited alongside the manage-ment. Barbara, who was also responsible for HR tasks, knew almost everything about them, but she only knew the larger partners by reputation.


  The party, held in the exclusive club on the top floor of the hotel, had a relaxed atmosphere, with soft jazz music setting the tone. Groups of people stood around chatting pleasantly, the cold dishes served were delicious, and the champagne flowed freely. Barbara mostly talked to her own colleagues, but as a good employee, she tried to be friendly to the partners as well, exchanging a few words with everyone. However, she did not deny herself; she kept glancing at the men out of the corner of her eye. The event was almost over when her eyes fell on a tall, handsome man in a dark blue suit. He was standing with his back to Barbara at the bar, talking to another man whom Barbara knew by sight, but all she knew about him was that he worked in the production department. At first, she just watched them, then, with the excuse of getting a few more sandwiches for her plate, she left her colleague. At the tables, she took a closer look at the man, who she liked more and more. He was handsome, charming, with a distinctive face, blond hair and blue eyes, and judging by the conversation, he must have been some kind of engineer, as he was quite knowledgeable about tech-nical issues.


  



  Barbara hesitated at the table for a while, thinking about what excuse she could use to approach the man. Fi-nally, she walked over to her colleague and greeted him.


  "Hello, Joe! I don't want to interrupt your conversa-tion, but do you think I could get another glass of this deli-cious champagne? I couldn't find a waiter at the tables. She asked her colleague, smiling at the truly charming man standing next to him. "And in the meantime, would you in-troduce me to this gentleman? I don't think we've met be-fore."


  "Of course," Joe replied politely. "This is Alex Black from ENGR Technologies."


  "Hello. I'm Barbara Stone, the company's communica-tions and HR manager. What brings you here?" Barbara greeted him with a broad smile, then quickly realised that this was a silly question. What else could the man be doing here when his company had invited him? She felt herself blushing, which was unusual for her; she didn't usually make such amateur mistakes, and she didn't understand how she could have made this one. She was usually more quick-witted than this. But the man didn't seem to be both-ered by the question. He replied politely:


  "Thank you for your question. My colleague and I were just discussing the latest extruder manufacturing tech-nology and how to optimise the inversion process for more efficient material use." "I see." Barbara swallowed hard, sens-ing that this was not going to be a winning line of conversa-tion, so she tried to change the subject, as unobtrusively as possible. "I hope you're enjoying our company party. What do you do in your private life, by the way?"


  "Good question. Mostly what everyone else does, with a few minor differences." Alex replied in a more measured tone. Barbara tried to get closer to him with a few more questions, but he ended the conversation with reluctant short answers. It was clear that he didn't like Barbara's sud-den approach. He didn't return her smile and seemed eager to get rid of her. Barbara noticed that he wasn't wearing a ring, as she had checked immediately. And after all, this was a company event, which people attended for business pur-poses.


  Barbara sadly realised that it wasn't going to happen this time. She was frustrated and disappointed because she wasn't used to being rejected by men. They always fawned over her, and she had to fend off suitors who were becoming tiresome. She was pretty, and she took full advantage of that. Now, even though she really liked Alex, it seemed that he had a different type. Mutual attraction is necessary for a relationship. She did everything she could to make herself irresistible, but it seemed that it wasn't enough this time. It was out of her hands.


  If she had wanted to, she could have picked up five or six other men, as she was always surrounded by admirers at parties like this, but pot-bellied men in their fifties were not her type. She never denied that money was important to her, but not at any price: if it was accompanied by an attractive body, the person's chances were already better. But it seemed that this evening, it wasn't going to happen.


  As more and more people left the party and it was coming to an end, Barbara decided it was time to head home. But first, she made a quick visit to the bathroom, where she wiped off her lipstick. It was late, and she was feeling tired, but as she glanced in the mirror – now without make-up – she had to admit that her face was really attrac-tive in its natural state. At the lift, she found herself standing behind Alex.


  "Miss Stone, we meet again? Please, go ahead," Alex said politely, now in a much kinder tone, and continued, "I'm sorry, I didn't notice how pretty you are in the dim light inside."


  "Thank you very much, it must be the lighting," re-plied Barbara, knowing full well that it was only slightly darker inside than in the corridor outside the lift. "Maybe I put on too much make-up? Or was my lipstick too bright? Or are the lights different out here?" She pondered to herself as the door closed behind her and the lift started down, leav-ing Alex waiting for the next one.


  



  On Monday, Barbara's first task was to summon Joe, whom she greeted in her usual condescending tone. She didn't offer him a seat or even say hello. Gone was the hon-eyed style that had characterised her at the party.


  "Listen, Joe! You were talking to a man named Alex at the party. How close is he to us, and what do we know about him?"


  "I talked to a lot of people. I don't know who you mean exactly," the man replied coolly.


  "Don't play dumb. You know very well who I'm talk-ing about. Alex Black.


  "Yes, Mr Black. He's the development director at ENGR Technologies. But I don't know if he's the owner or just an employee. He's not a serious partner, they only order small quantities from us. I think their turnover with us was around eighty thousand dollars last year, but they always pay for their orders on time and in full.


  Don't give me the numbers, Joe! You know what I'm interested in.


  If you're interested in him as a professional, I think he's outstanding, he has lots of interesting ideas, he's a crea-tive guy. We sometimes exchange ideas about a few devel-opments, but that's all. However, if you're interested in his private life, I don't think I can help you there. I only have a working relationship with him. All I know is that he's a very private person. He lives in a house surrounded by a high fence in one of the suburbs. But is that really why you called me in?


  Why, what did you think?


  Well... I thought you wanted to discuss bonuses with me.


  "All right. If I get some useful information about who this man is, where I can find him, where he usually goes, and so on, then the bonus will be fine," Barbara replied cryp-tically.


  "Thank you. I'll do my best, Miss Stone." Joe smiled and left the office.


  



  On the third day, the long-awaited email from Joe ar-rived: "There will be a charity event on 23 June. Alex Black's company is one of the main sponsors, and he will most likely be there. I've arranged for you to receive an invitation. Keep an eye on your mailbox."


  Barbara could hardly contain her excitement. There was still a week and a half to go, but she knew she could wait it out on one leg. What's more, the event was being held on the weekend before her holiday, so she wouldn't have to rearrange her schedule. Although, if it turned out that way, she wouldn't mind. Alex, on the other hand, who had since become firmly entrenched in her thoughts, couldn't make sense of it. At first, it seemed like the guy wasn't into her at all, as if he didn't like her, but in the end, he did give her a compliment. Maybe there was still a chance and he would notice her. But if not, it wasn't such a big deal. There were always a lot of rich guys at events like this, someone was bound to take the bait. It wouldn't be hard to find someone better than Bill. She pondered this, then remembered some-thing else. Damn it, she had to return the company car. What a stupid rule, not being allowed to keep the company car during her holiday. How was she going to get to the event now? She would have to take a taxi, which she con-sidered so tacky.


  3.


  It was an early summer Friday afternoon, and as Bar-bara walked out of the office building at the end of her last day at work, she decided to walk home, as she didn't have a car. The weather was beautiful, with not a single cloud in the bright sunshine, so she really enjoyed the walk. On the way, she thought about what to wear to the charity event. Something that would attract attention, but not be too pro-vocative. She hoped Alex would be there. She had thought about him a lot over the past few days, weighing up how to behave around him, but she found it difficult to decide. She was growing increasingly fond of him, but she sensed that he would not be easy to win over. Alex, it seemed, was not paying her any attention. He had sent her just enough posi-tive signals to give her hope. Interestingly, however, this apparent rejection doubled her determination. She wanted this man! But now she decided to change her tactics and she would get through to Alex. It might be difficult, but she would do it, even if it killed her! Her pride was more im-portant than anything else. She didn't know why, but this tactic often worked, for example in Bill's case. At first, she just teased him, played with him like a cat with a mouse, curious to see how far he would go for her love, while she longed to feel herself in his arms.


  Time passed quickly as her thoughts wandered, until she reached a deserted area at the edge of the forest. Alt-hough she was in no hurry at all, she now quickened her pace.


  Suddenly, a bush rustled beside her. At first, she paid no attention to it, but when two burly men blocked her path, she became quite frightened. She didn't have much time to think, because one of them said in a very forceful voice:


  "Well, little girl, you're coming with us. Decide wheth-er it will be voluntarily or by force!"


  Barbara was so frightened she couldn't even squeak. Not a word left her lips. She just stood there frozen like a statue. She couldn't even think of running away, she was sure they would catch up with her in seconds, and then it would only be worse. She gathered all her strength and tried to whisper fearfully:


  "Can't we settle this some other way? I don't have much money on me right now, but I'll give you what I have." She fumbled for her purse in her bag with trembling hands.


  "I see you don't understand," said the other coldly, "we don't want your money, we want you.


  "But I don't have anyone who could pay a serious ransom. What do you want from me?" Barbara asked, now truly terrified.


  "That's a surprise," said the two burly men with a ma-licious laugh. But they didn't give Barbara time to answer, grabbing her arm and dragging her towards the forest. Bar-bara tried to resist and scream, but it was no use. They were stronger than her, and the area was completely deserted, with no one around. It was no coincidence that this hap-pened there and then; the men must have noticed when this section of the road was empty. Of course, her struggling and screaming had consequences. One of the men simply picked her up and carried her decisively towards the forest. She pinched, kicked and bit, but to no avail. It only made the situation worse:


  "If you protest too much, things could get worse for you, so keep quiet!" said the man.


  "Why, how could I be worse off?" But the only re-sponse was loud laughter.


  After a few metres, they reached a black SUV. The other man opened the car door, Barbara was pushed into the boot, and the door was slammed shut.


  Barbara was terrified. She kicked and searched for a way to open the boot door, but found nothing. The car start-ed moving and was probably driving on a bumpy side road, because Barbara kept hitting her head and shoulders on the huge potholes. They drove for about five minutes before fi-nally stopping. She could hear the men talking outside, but she couldn't understand exactly what they were saying. The conversation then stopped and the door finally opened. However, Barbara had no chance of escaping because at that moment, the man who had kidnapped her reached into the boot and pulled her out with a strong grip, then picked her up on his shoulder again. Despite being held in a head-lock, Barbara tried to look around, but all she could see was that they were in a clearing with one large and two smaller wooden houses and a few tents. In the middle was a fire-place where a fire was still smouldering. It wasn't for heat-ing, as the weather was fine, but rather for cooking some-thing earlier. In front of the house stood a strong man in his thirties, who was clearly expecting their arrival.


  "Well, I brought the new slave," said the man carrying Barbara, almost laughing, then he put her down in front of the other man, but continued to hold her arm tightly.


  Barbara was completely terrified by the statement. What could they be planning to do with her? Thoughts raced through her mind, but she became increasingly pan-icked. She knew she had to keep her cool somehow, other-wise she would never get out of this predicament. For lack of anything better to do, she threatened them, shouted at them, and then tried to appeal to their common sense.


  "Do you know who I am? If it comes out what you've done, you won't get away with just a prison sentence, I can guarantee you that." He shouted at the top of his lungs, but they just laughed and replied:


  "And do you know who we are? Because I don't think you do, so there's no problem. Anyway, it's no use scream-ing, sweetheart, no one can hear you here. The road is well out of earshot." The man said this as he pulled out a pair of handcuffs from somewhere, which he snapped onto Bar-bara's hands in a matter of seconds. Then the unknown man grabbed the metal connecting her thin arms and set off, al-most dragging the woman behind him, whose bag he threw onto the porch of the house as he went. On the way, he called back to the other two:


  "Prepare the market square, we'll hold the ceremony at six o'clock."


  Barbara could barely keep up with the man, but since she didn't want to fall, she had no choice but to follow him behind the wooden house. The man opened an old but stur-dy wooden door with iron fittings, which led to a cellar. Barbara had to go down a rickety wooden staircase. The man emphasised that it would be better for her to go willing-ly than to fall accidentally. The woman turned around and timidly took her first steps. Halfway down, a musty smell hit her sensitive nose, and the stairs were a little slippery. She stopped, but the man in the cellar door looked at her disap-provingly and nodded for her to continue. She hadn't even reached the bottom step when the door closed behind her. Suddenly, it was dark. Only the thin rays of light filtering through the cracks indicated that it was daytime. Barbara took her last steps in the semi-darkness, groping her way forward.


  It took several long minutes for her eyes to adjust to the darkness and make out at least the outlines of a few ob-jects. She didn't dare to feel her way around, as even touch-ing the slimy banister filled her with disgust. In the far cor-ner, she thought she saw something like a cot, but she didn't want to lie down on it, let alone sit on it. She stood there for a while, then curled up in front of the stairs and began to cry. Her make-up was smudged, but she didn't care. She was exhausted and terrified, and felt more and more like a cornered animal. Despite the summer heat, it was cool in the basement, and Barbara was shivering more and more. She had completely lost track of time and could only think about what would happen at six o'clock that evening, as the man had said. What could the ceremony be, would it involve her, and would she have to spend the night here? No matter how hard she listened, the sounds faded away and she could only hear people in the distance, unable to make out any-thing they were saying.


  After a few minutes of terrified thinking, Barbara fi-nally decided to take action. No matter what the cost, she would get out of there and escape. Of course, this would not be easy with her hands cuffed, but she naively thought that if she could somehow scratch or at least move the stones next to the door, perhaps the hinges would weaken and then she would only have one step left to take. However, no mat-ter how hard she tried, she had to give up on her plan after a while, as the stone wall did not give way at all. She climbed back up the stairs and crouched down again. She realised that there was no way out now, no one to give in-structions to open the door for her or do the job for her.
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