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The Wait
The room was silent. The chair she had been forced to sit in was fairly comfortable, and grew soft and warm with elapsed time. Dressed only in lingerie, however, she started to feel the air cool the rest of her body. The wait was finally starting to take its toll.
The ropes that bound her hands and feet to the chair were cutting into her flesh, even with the smallest movements. The satin blindfold she had to wear, while comfortable and almost soothing at first, became a sensory prison, perceptibly weighing her down more than the physical restraints. The instructions she had been given were simple: “Sit. Don’t make a sound. If you do I will gag you.” There was something in his voice and the way he touched her - gentle yet with a determination that made her shiver - that she wasn’t willing to even try to disobey. She remained still. 
At first she felt terror, mixed with a bit of excitement – the adrenaline rush that accompanies such a situation. However, now the uncomfortable reality of the situation was starting to sink in. She was in a strange room, practically naked, bound, blinded, not knowing when or if he would return or what would happen if he did. Her hearing seemed to improve over time as she slowly started to notice little sounds previously unheard or ignored. The blindfold, while suppressing her vision, sharpened her other senses. There was the slight creaking of the chair when she moved. The tightening of the ropes around her limbs. Her breathing, sometimes calm, sometimes erratic when she felt the panic begin to set in. Traffic noises far below her on the street, the occasional airplane passing overhead. Muted footsteps making their way through the front door into the room, reminding her that she was sitting in an upscale hotel in the centre of town.
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