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Vanessa’s knees nearly buckled when she entered the private room. She had expected a table, maybe some booths or seats. Instead, she found herself inside a veritable dungeon. Sex toys and restraints lined the walls on pins, pegs and shelves. The room had a bed, a few tables and several other pieces of furniture with buckles and straps on them, no doubt used as restraints. It had a small vanity full of lotions and cosmetics. Most unusual, however, were the variety of chains and ropes that hung down from the ceiling; several of them ended in cuffs of metal or leather.






“This is the VIP chamber,” said Paolo. “If I am at Dominique’s, this room is mine. You picked a good day to seek out your darker desires, Vanessa.”






Her toes curled as her jaw hung loose, taking in the scene. “I can’t believe this,” she whispered.






Monica laughed. “Oh, believe it.” She prodded Vanessa forward until she was standing underneath a set of metal cuffs that hung by two thick chains. Monica raised Vanessa’s arms and secured the cuffs around her wrists.






Did I really just let her do that?
 Vanessa wondered. She fought against the chains, trying to lower her arms, but there was hardly any slack. With a chill, she realized she was bound. Helpless. She was standing before a woman she hadn’t seen in years — and clearly didn’t know as well as she thought — and a total stranger, albeit a handsome, charming one. How did she know this would end well?






“Ooh, she’s feeling it now,” said Monica. “That sudden knowledge that the situation has quickly gotten out of her control…”






“Yes, but I think she likes surrendering control. Am I wrong, Vanessa?”






She shook her head…
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And I Liked It





Vanessa stirred her cup of vanilla yogurt and sighed. She felt impossibly bored. It was Friday and she had nothing left to do at the office: she’d filed all of the outstanding reports and prepared her presentations for the following week, and now could do nothing until Monday. Unfortunately, even the idea of counting down the hours until the end of the work week didn’t get her excited.






It’ll just be another night watching cable
, she thought glumly. Ever since Ken left her, she hadn’t gone out very much. After dating for more than a year, Vanessa hated the idea of going back out into the jungle that is dating. However, being alone didn’t suit her either.






That was what upset her most about the breakup. Vanessa wasn’t especially sad, considering she hadn’t been truly happy with Ken, but it was his reason for leaving that upset her most.






You’re too bland in the bedroom
, he’d told her. She could hardly believe it. When they met, Vanessa wanted to experiment, but he refused.






I like things the way they are
, he’d said, oblivious to her needs. So she lost interest in him, and after months of circling the drain, he finally called it off. When it happened, the relief she felt sent a surge of hunger through her body, like an animal had been unleashed.






“Vanessa?”






The voice came from outside her cubicle. She looked up to see Louis, her supervisor, who was nearly 70 and on the verge of retirement.






“Hey, what’s up?”






“Vanessa, I’m going home. If you want to take the rest of the day off, just close the office and lock up whenever you’ve got everything done.”






Brightening at the thought of knocking off early, she smiled. “Thanks, Louis. Got some fun plans for the weekend?”






She listened as he told her about a fishing trip he had set up with some old war buddies, then wished him well as he left. Once he was gone, and the office was empty, her thoughts drifted back to Ken.






“Fuck it,” she said, tossing her yogurt in the trash.






I’m not spending another night on the couch binge watching Netflix. I’m going out.






With no work left to do and a green light to leave, Vanessa shut off her computer, packed her things, and locked up the office. However, as soon as the door shut, an important question hit her:






Where to go?






She remembered Ken’s criticism. She wanted to try something different, and she wanted to do so tonight. If she went to a bar or club, she might meet a guy, but he could just be another Ken. That could not
 happen
.






She took out her phone and looked up the name of a club she’d heard of a while back, but never had the courage to visit. It was called Dominique’s, and it was supposed to be only a few blocks away, according to her phone.






Excited and refreshed by the idea, she walked over. Of course, on her way she realized that it was the middle of the afternoon, and the club would be closed. Still, she wanted to check it out.






Once there, she almost didn’t spot it. The only indication that the club existed was a single entrance between two shops. A dark, red awning hung over the door; it didn’t say the name of the club, just a large D. Vanessa assumed the club was somewhere behind the stores, or maybe underground, which would make sense, considering the nature of the place. She tried the door, a windowless slab of iron, but it didn’t budge. Her curiosity would have to wait.






Not wanting to go home, Vanessa scanned the block, seeing what stores were open, and noticed a café across the street. Her stomach rumbled, so she walked over and sat down at a table.






“I’ll be with you in a minute,” came the voice of a waitress, and Vanessa thought it sounded surprisingly familiar.






“Monica?” she said, turning around.






“Vanessa! Oh my god!” The waitress came running and Vanessa got up to embrace her friend in a hug.






Monica, a sorority sister back in college, squeezed her tightly until the two of them could hardly breathe.






“It’s so good to see you!” said Vanessa. “I didn’t know you were living here.”






“Oh yeah, this is my place. Been open for almost a year now.”






Monica and Vanessa shared how they’d gotten on since college while Monica prepared Vanessa a coffee and sandwich.






“So what brought you out here this afternoon?” Monica asked at last.






Vanessa blushed. “Honestly?”






“Of course.” Monica pulled up a chair with a latte of her own.






Looking down into the milk swirling in her cup, Vanessa admitted, “I was curious about Dominique’s. Across the street.”






“Shut up, you’re kidding!” Monica laughed. “I never would have guessed.”






Vanessa’s face flushed a glowing scarlet. “I’ve never been there. I just want to check it out.”






Monica nodded knowingly. “Yeah, yeah. Save it. You’re just a little curious, is that it?”






“Well, yeah, but-”






“Quiet,” Monica barked. Her voice shifted from upbeat and friendly to serious and dominant. “Vanessa, tonight we are going to Dominique’s together,” she declared.






“Okay,” said Vanessa. “Sounds like fun.”






“Oh, it will be.” Something predatory flashed in Monica’s eyes, and a chill ran up Vanessa’s spine. She couldn’t explain why Monica’s tone excited her so, but she found herself panting. Her nipples had grown hard underneath her bra, and an ache throbbed between her legs.






“When do they open?” she asked.






“At ten, but the action doesn’t really start until later. Meet me here at 11. Got it?”






Vanessa nodded, though on the inside she giggled at the idea of starting at 11.
 It’s like being back in college!
 Though that had only been a few years ago, nowadays she was already in bed that late. She might stay out on a weekend if she had a reason to, but normally by midnight she was ready to crash.






“I’m gonna go home and take a nap,” she said.






Monica grinned mischievously. “You do that. You’ll need your rest. And Vanessa?”






“Yeah?”






“When you get back here, you better be wearing something tight.”






—






“On your knees,” called out a voice. Was it male or female? She couldn’t tell. Was it both?






Vanessa obeyed, lowering herself to the ground.






“Good girl.” A hand caressed her bare shoulders. Vanessa trembled, electrified by the touch.






The figure stepped around in front of her, and Vanessa could see: it was Monica, nude and glowing like she’d bathed in oil.






“Is this what you want?” she asked, hands on her hips.






“I… don’t… I…”
 Vanessa whispered, quivering in fear and anticipation.






“You- you- you don’t know?” Monica taunted. She pulled Vanessa’s head against her chest and stroked Vanessa’s hair. “How about now?”






Vanessa shot up out of bed feeling shocked and impossibly disoriented. She wasn’t used to falling asleep in the middle of the day and waking up in total darkness. She checked the clock: 9 pm. “Geez,” she sighed, laughing softly.






More importantly, she wasn’t used to waking up from a sex dream involving another woman. Below her the sheets were soaked in sweat, and maybe more. She gathered them off the bed and threw them in the washing machine with the pink panties she slept in, which were just as drenched.






She showered quickly, playing what she could remember of the dream in her head. As the steam billowed and hot streams cleansed her skin, Vanessa clutched her breast and felt her hardened nipples.






This is for real
, she thought.






After her shower, she searched through her wardrobe anxiously, unsure of what to wear.






Something tight.






She was pretty sure Monica didn’t mean yoga pants.






Tossing aside dress after dress, she caught a glimpse of something shiny: a pair of black, leather leggings she hadn’t worn since sophomore year. She’d forgotten she even owned them.






“Holy shit,” she muttered to herself.
 These will do… if they still fit.






With a grin, Vanessa sat on the bed and pulled her legs into the pants. She had kept herself fit since college, exercising perhaps to fill the void of the sexual fulfillment she failed to find with Ken. Still, the leggings were intended to be tight, and she struggled to get them on. When she finished, she stood in front of her closet’s full-length mirror.






She gasped when she saw her reflection. The leggings hugged her body like a second skin. She ran her hands down from her hips to her ankles, tracing the contours as she bent at the waist.






Just wait until Monica sees this
, she thought, picking out her smallest black halter top. Of everything she owned, it was her go-to Night Out top: low cut at the breast and barely longer than a bikini top, the garment revealed her flat, toned stomach. She nodded to herself, pleased that she was going to look good for Monica.






For Monica…






Why did she think of it that way? Though she’d often dressed to impress not just the guys but also her friends, she never vocalized it mentally in such a way. Why was it so important to please Monica specifically?






“Oh shit!” Vanessa saw the clock and realized she had to run. She grabbed her purse and flew.






—






At two minutes past 11, Vanessa arrived at Dominique’s. Monica was there waiting for her, arms folded.






“You’re late,” she scolded.






Vanessa gasped when she saw Monica: gone was the friendly barista outfit she’d worn before. Now she wore a tight, red miniskirt and an even tighter black corset.






“Sorry,” Vanessa mumbled.






“You will be. Come on.”






This was a side of Monica that Vanessa had never seen. It was practically belligerent, but it made Vanessa’s pussy wet.






They entered the club, and as Vanessa expected, the entrance led immediately into a stairwell downward. She heard a bass beat vibrating through the walls and smelled leather, sweat and perfume. She watched the bounce of Monica’s hips as they descended, but stopped when they came to the club’s inner entrance.






“If you’re not ready for this, you better turn back now,” said Monica. “I’ve seen first-timers like you. When I’m through with them, they never want to leave.”






“I’m ready,” Vanessa replied, itching to step inside already. She couldn’t wait anymore.






“Good.” Monica opened the door, unleashing the full volume of the techno music playing inside. It hit Vanessa like a hurricane, especially when she realized she heard more than music: piercing through it was the sound of slaps and screams.






No turning back now.






Inside her eyes were immediately directed to a small stage where she discovered the source of the blissful noises: sitting in a chair was a gorgeous blonde woman and a man whose physique looked sculpted from marble. Neither wore anything above the waist. Vanessa realized she couldn’t see the woman’s arms.






“Is she…?”






“Tied up,” Monica supplied. “Yes.”






Vanessa watched, transfixed, as the man swung something long and black, with a dozen little tendrils. It hit the woman’s bare breasts, causing her to shriek and writhe. Yet, despite the pain she obviously suffered, a smile tugged at her lips.






“Doesn’t that look fun?” Monica purred.






“It… does.” Vanessa’s breathing came raggedly, and beads of sweat formed on her forehead. All around them, dozens of people were watching the show. Many were dressed like Monica and Vanessa, though many were in various states of undress, like the couple on stage.






“Are those people… like…” Vanessa was trying to think of the right word.






“Professionals?” Monica suggested. “No, they’re just two people having a little fun.”






Looks more like a
 lot
 of fun
, thought Vanessa. “Are they married?”






Monica shrugged. “Could be. I don’t know them. They could be complete strangers.”






Good lord.
 Vanessa thought of the kind of courage it would require to take the stage in front of a crowd, practically naked, tied up and tortured by a total stranger. She felt woozy just imagining it. “Does everyone here do that?”






“Would you want to?” Monica asked.






“Maybe.” Vanessa couldn’t shake how hot the couple on stage looked; her pounding heart told her she had to try it, but at the same time she didn’t feel ready.






“You don’t have to go on stage if you don’t want to, Vanessa. But I know you didn’t come here just to watch. You came to play. We can go somewhere private, if you like.”






“Yes, please.” That sounded much better.






“Monica, is that you?”






The women turned, hearing the voice as a man strode up to them. Unlike many of the men present, he wore a full, three-piece suit in lieu of leathers. Though maybe a bit warm in the stuffy club, he looked dashing. Though not as bulky as the guy on stage, this man moved with the same confidence and quickness. His arms still bulged a little, and Vanessa got the sense that it contained a lean but exceptionally toned body.






He smiled when Monica faced him. Vanessa’s panties could have melted right off, he looked so handsome. The mild smirk pressed his lips together in a way that urged her to kiss them and not let go.






“Hey, Paolo! You’re looking hot,” said Monica.






“You too. And you’re friend.” He held out his hand. “I’m Paolo. What’s your name?”






Vanessa gave him her hand, which he brought to his lips and kissed. She giggled as her heart fluttered. She played his words back through her head, devouring the slight curl from his accent. “I’m Vanessa. It’s very nice to meet you.”






“
Mi amor
, the pleasure is mine. How do you know Monica?”






For a while they spoke, filling Paolo in on their meet-up earlier in the day. “And I made it very clear that she had to come with me tonight,” Monica said. “I was about to take her to a private room and teach her a lesson or two. Vanessa, I’m inviting Paolo to join us. Do you have any objection?”






Vanessa shook her head, smiling from ear-to-ear. “None. At. All.”






“I’m honored,” said Paolo. “Come.”






He held out his hands, prompting the women to each take one. They exited the stage area, and Vanessa felt watched by many: she could practically taste their excitement, though whether it was for her, or for Monica and Paolo, she couldn’t say.






Vanessa’s knees nearly buckled when she entered the private room. She had expected a table, maybe some booths or seats. Instead, she found herself inside a veritable dungeon. Sex toys and restraints lined the walls on pins, pegs and shelves. The room had a bed, a few tables and several other pieces of furniture with buckles and straps on them, no doubt used as restraints. It had a small vanity full of lotions and cosmetics. Most unusual, however, were the variety of chains and ropes that hung down from the ceiling; several of them ended in cuffs of metal or leather.






“This is the VIP chamber,” said Paolo. “If I am at Dominique’s, this room is mine. You picked a good day to seek out your darker desires, Vanessa.”






Her toes curled as her jaw hung loose, taking in the scene. “I can’t believe this,” she whispered.






Monica laughed. “Oh, believe it.” She prodded Vanessa forward until she was standing underneath a set of metal cuffs that hung by two thick chains. Monica raised Vanessa’s arms and secured the cuffs around her wrists.






Did I really just let her do that?
 Vanessa wondered. She fought against the chains, trying to lower her arms, but there was hardly any slack. With a chill, she realized she was bound. Helpless. She was standing before a woman she hadn’t seen in years — and clearly didn’t know as well as she thought — and a total stranger, albeit a handsome, charming one. How did she know this would end well?






“Ooh, she’s feeling it now,” said Monica. “That sudden knowledge that the situation has quickly gotten out of her control…”






“Yes, but I think she likes surrendering control. Am I wrong, Vanessa?”






She shook her head, wishing she could reach down to her pussy, which ached to be touched. It didn’t matter whether it was Monica or Paolo — she just needed somebody to relieve the need rapidly spreading through her body.






“Paolo, get her up,” said Monica.






He nodded, then grabbed a chain that was hanging from the ceiling near them. He pulled on it once, then again. On the second, Vanessa felt the cuffs around her arms lifting higher, forcing her to stand on her toes as her arms were stretched until fully taut.






“Ohh,” she moaned, her legs swinging for a moment before she caught her balance. The muscles in her arms began to ache from supporting her entire weight, but she stopped paying attention to it when she felt a pair of fingers on the zipper of her leather leggings.






“What kind of underwear do you think she’s wearing, Paolo?” asked Monica. “Granny panties or a nice, little thong?”






Paolo surmised the bound woman before him, focusing on the intense hunger on Vanessa’s face. “Thong. She wanted someone to see it. She didn’t come here to be a wallflower.”






“Let’s see.” Monica pulled the zipper slowly, drawing it out as Vanessa whined helplessly.






“Good call,” she said when she finally pulled the leggings down, revealing a skimpy black thong. She slapped Vanessa’s exposed ass cheeks a few times, eliciting shrill shrieks from the unsuspecting woman.






“Oh my god,” she said, still twisting instinctively from the barrage. Her heart raced as the fiery sting burned long after the spanking stopped.






“I think she liked it,” Paolo said, winking to Vanessa.






“She did like it,” replied Monica.






Fuck me, I did
, thought Vanessa. After a year of trying to get Ken to spank her in the bedroom and receiving soft taps, if anything, Monica’s treatment was like a deluge of exquisite bliss. It hurt, but somehow it felt incredible at the same time.






Before she could react, Paolo moved in and squeezed her breasts. She moaned, loving the feel of his strong hands, but then hissed as his grip concentrated on her nipples. Pinching the hardened pebbles, he held the slinky fabric of her top, kissing her cheek. “It’s been a long time since you’ve been properly fucked, isn’t it?” he whispered in her ear.






Vanessa nodded, squirming away from his grip. Doing so earned her a fresh swat on the rear from Monica. “You’re not going anywhere, my love,” she cooed insidiously.






Paolo let go of Vanessa’s nipples, but untied the laces of her halter top. It came loose, and he chucked it across the room. Vanessa looked down at her bared breasts. Supple and firm, they rose softly as she inhaled deeply. A throb from his pinch lingered in the nipples, and Vanessa could hardly believe she yearned for him to do it again.






“Oh my, she’s pretty,” said Monica. “Can’t say I’m surprised.” She nudged Paolo out of the way and lowered her lips to Vanessa’s nipples. She ran her tongue around the erect nipple, then flicked at it with quick licks.






“Have you ever been pleasured by a woman before?” Paolo asked.






Vanessa shook her head, moaning. Between having her hands bound, her body nearly stripped and her breasts stimulated, she felt a sensory overload like nothing ever before in her life.






“That’s a shame. You’ve been missing out,” said Monica. “But I am thrilled to be your first.”






“I’ve never… been tied… like this either,” Vanessa panted as Monica suckled on her breast.






“Then you’re going to have quite a night,” said Paolo. He loosened his tie, then took off his jacket. He draped it over a chair, which had iron cuffs built into the armrests and legs, then set aside his tie as well. Vanessa stared hungrily as he unbuttoned his sky blue shirt, watching as his rock hard pecs appeared.






This is too much
, she thought, her attention bouncing between Paolo and Monica. It was too much, but at the same time she couldn’t bear the thought of them stopping.






“Take off your heels,” Monica commanded.






Without hesitation, Vanessa complied, kicking her feet until both shoes flew across the room. Once she finished, Monica bent down and started tugging at the tight leather leggings. She lifted each of Vanessa’s legs to get more leverage, then pulled. Soon the pants came off, leaving Vanessa in nothing but her thong.






“Absolutely gorgeous,” said Paolo.






“Seriously. How the hell are you single, dear?”






Vanessa laughed despite it all. “I don’t know,” she murmured.






“You poor thing,” said Monica, who then wrapped her arms around Vanessa’s chest and pulled her in for a kiss. Vanessa’s surprised squeak was muffled by the lips pressed against hers, and soon she was lost in ecstasy. Monica’s lips tasted of cherry gloss, and her subtle perfume smelled of magnolia. At first they kissed softly, but soon Monica’s tongue found its way into Vanessa’s mouth.






She couldn’t fully remember every party she’d gone to in her college days, but Vanessa knew she’d kissed other women before — just not like this. Those were semi-drunken antics that were met with hoots and whistles from frat boys. Now Vanessa was sober, at least chemically: she felt powerfully intoxicated, but from Monica’s touch.






Vanessa also knew that this wasn’t just a case of receiving a much-needed dose of physical intimacy after a prolonged drought. She felt a true attraction to Monica, drawn to her more than to Paolo.






When Monica had enough, she leaned back. Vanessa pressed forward, not wanting to stop, but quickly was prevented from going any further by her bound wrists. Monica chuckled as Vanessa whined wordlessly.






“Don’t worry, princess,” said Monica as she slipped her miniskirt down to her ankles. “That was just a warmup.”






Paolo loosed his belt and pulled down his pants and boxers at the same time, revealing a thick cock that was already hard and ready. He found a bottle of oil and poured a sizable squirt into his hands, then rubbed his rod, spreading the lube until his shaft glistened.






Monica stripped off her lacy, red panties, revealing herself, though she still wore the corset. She lifted her hands up in the air, reaching for a second pair of cuffs and locking them onto her own wrists.






“What are you doing?” Vanessa asked them both.






Paolo laughed softly. “In a little while, you’re going to pleasure us.”






“But you’re mine,” said Monica. “So when you’re serving him, I want you to taste me.”






“And don’t worry. I’ve got something nice for you to enjoy in the meantime,” added Paolo, who picked out a device from the wall. Vanessa recognized the magic wand vibrating massager as soon as she saw it: she had been on the verge of buying one ever since she broke up with Ken. So far, she hadn’t had the courage to place the order.






Paolo slipped the device into Vanessa’s panties, pressing the large, plastic orb at the end against her clit. “Hold your legs together, don’t let that fall out,” he commanded.






“Okay,” Vanessa said.






In response, Paolo gave her ass a hard smack. “Address me properly. ‘Sir’ will do.”






“Yes, sir.”






Paolo kissed her forehead, then turned on the vibrator. Instantly it shot to life, humming loudly in the enclosed space. Vanessa immediately began to writhe as the tension in her core received the stimulation it craved.






After watching Vanessa squirm for a minute, Paolo stepped up to Monica and angled his cock against her sopping pussy. She groaned loudly as he entered her, shoving his way deep. Despite his impressive girth he slid in easily, and Monica threw her head back in bliss. He began thrusting, slowly at first, creating a slow build that made her spasm nonetheless.






Vanessa found the display impossibly intense and clutched the vibrator with her thighs as tightly as she could, afraid of letting it fall out of her panties. She wondered whether her screams could be heard outside of their room, or if anyone could even tell where they were coming from in a place like Dominique’s.






Monica soon panted rapidly, looking on the cusp of a massive orgasm, but Paolo was still thrusting at a leisurely pace. Grinning to himself, he started pounding faster, sending Monica into a fit. Eyes shut and fists clenched, she moaned ecstatically as her inner muscles sealed around Paolo’s cock. He landed a series of slaps across her backside, causing her to yelp gleefully.






“Vanessa,” Paolo called out suddenly. “Have you come yet?”






“No, sir, but I’m about to.”






“Good… hold it. Don’t come… until Monica does…. Understand?”






Vanessa moaned in frustration. “I’ll try… sir.” She couldn’t quite explain it, but a part of her wanted desperately to obey Paolo’s instruction. She wanted it more than she wanted to come. Yet, she wasn’t sure if she could do it. The only way would be to let go of the vibrator, and she had been told not to do that either.






This is impossible
, she thought, buffeted by waves of bliss electrifying every nerve in her body.






Fortunately, Paolo’s added vigor caused the same response in Monica, whose whole body shook with Paolo’s rhythm. “Are you close too?” he asked her. All Monica could do was groan, her brain short-circuiting from euphoria.






“Please,” Vanessa pleaded, willing her friend to climax. She needed desperately to let go; she didn’t want to disobey. However, after what felt like an eternity transpired and Monica still gave no indication that she had come, Vanessa lost her battle and let loose a staggeringly powerful orgasm. Her bellows deafened the three of them, and Vanessa had no doubt they could be heard outside their chamber. She didn’t care. The bliss of the vibrator and watching Monica and Paolo was too much. All thoughts of modesty and self-consciousness evaporated as a piercing surge of joy ripped through her, funneling out the energy she’d built.






Hearing Vanessa’s release triggered Monica’s own climax, sending her into a similar paroxysm. She trembled as the sensation overwhelmed her.






“You dirty whores,” Paolo laughed. “So loud… I can barely… think straight.”






Vanessa seethed, having never been called anything like that before, but she found it actually made her wetter; since the vibrator was still humming, a second orgasm quickly began to build.






However, before she could come again, Paolo broke away from Monica and took away the vibrator. Vanessa moaned in frustration at having the source of her pleasure stolen, and looked to Paolo in supplication.






“Be good and you’ll get this back,” he said. Working quickly, he unlocked the cuffs holding Vanessa’s wrists. She fell onto Paolo, who grabbed her before she could sink to the floor.






“Thank you,” she said, her voice breathy. He set her down on her knees, where she could see his still bulging cock at just above her eye level. She stared at it greedily, wanting it; after seeing how much pleasure it had given Monica, Vanessa knew she wanted a taste.






“Hands behind your back,” he said calmly.






She complied, still breathing deeply. When he stepped in and held his shaft up to her lips, she almost protested, not feeling quite ready. Instead, Paolo grabbed her hair into a fist and held her head to his tip until she parted her lips and let it in.






As planned, Vanessa could taste Monica’s juices on Paolo’s skin. She nearly gagged, but suppressed the instinct. She shivered as Paolo drove his massive rod into her throat. He groaned as Vanessa sealed her lips and began to suck as hard as she could, energized by the task at hand.






On her knees, with her hands behind her back, she had never felt so submissive. Performing oral without the use of her hands was something she’d never done, and she felt she had to work that much harder to make up for it. Fortunately, the task inspired her to push herself, eager to please the gorgeous man before her. She hadn’t felt so beautiful and wanted since long before Ken, and she felt obliged to let Paolo and Monica know in the best way she could.






That meant taking in his intimidating length until her head stopped at his hips. She looked up at Paolo, giving him a fresh surge of arousal as he saw the subservient expression in her eyes. He let go of her hair, happy to let her work, head bobbing up and down as her tongue worked his shaft.






“That’s it, yeah,” he muttered. Monica licked her lips as she watched, pussy dripping with renewed arousal.






Vanessa kept working his cock with her mouth, driven by lust and the need to serve. When Paolo finally reached his limit, he ripped his cock out of her and stroked it quickly, milking out his seed, which Vanessa collected with her tongue. She held it out, happy to taste each salty drop. When he finished he gave her his tip so she could suck off every last bit; he twitched as she sucked him dry.






“That was perfect, pet,” he said, stroking her chin with his finger. He kissed her forehead, smoothing back her disheveled hair. “You’re a natural.”






“Thank you, sir,” she replied.






Paolo untied Monica, who sighed in relief as her arms came free. She, too, kissed Vanessa on the forehead, then embraced Paolo. The two of them turned to Vanessa, whispering in each other’s ear.






“What’s next?” Vanessa finally asked, her chasm dripping with hunger.






Paolo and Monica looked at each other, grinning.






“Get up,” he said, picking up Vanessa by her forearm. He walked her over to a table. “Lie down,” he said, pointing to the table’s red, glossy surface.






“Like, on my back?”






Rather than explain what he meant, Paolo pressed her forward, forcing her to bend at the waist as her thighs met the table’s edge. She shivered as her breasts touched the cold marble surface. Paolo pulled her arms forward, then said, “Stay.”






She did as asked, and soon saw both Paolo and Monica handling bundles of rope. Quivering in anticipation, she stifled the instinct to ask what they were doing. She didn’t have to wait long to find out: Paolo began by tying her wrists together tightly, then connecting her bonds to the central stalk of the table. When he was done, she couldn’t pull her arms back at all.






At the same time, Monica fastened some kind of device to both of her ankles: it consisted of a long, metal bar with leather cuffs at each end. Locking each ankle into the cuffs forced her legs to be spread wide, exposing her eager holes. Vanessa bit her lip as the spreader bar was tied to the same stalk of the table, ensuring that she wasn’t going anywhere until Paolo or Monica said so.






“How’s that feel?” Monica asked.






“Incredible,” Vanessa replied, testing her bonds, feeling how tight and inescapable they were.






“You look lovely,” Monica purred. “It’s a shame no one else can see you besides us.”






Vanessa nodded, cheeks burning at the idea of others seeing her in such a humiliating state: fully exposed, utterly helpless and panting like a beast.






Paolo patted Vanessa’s ass. “I don’t think it’s a shame. It’s something special, reserved just for us. At least this time. Maybe next time we’ll do this out on the stage. Would you like that, Vanessa?”






“I don’t know… I think so,” she answered. The fearful side of her couldn’t fathom doing this in front of an audience, but something inside of her wanted to, and that part couldn’t be ignored.






“We can start off small,” Paolo offered. “Monica, let’s go make some arrangements with the club. And we can get some refreshments while we’re at it. Vanessa, would you like something?”






Heart beating like a drum, Vanessa writhed in her bonds. “Wait, you’re leaving me here?” she asked, voice climbing two octaves.






In response, Monica retrieved from a shelf of toys something Vanessa didn’t recognize. It was a red ball attached to two black, leather straps. Before she could ask what it was, Monica jammed the ball into her mouth, then buckled the straps behind her neck, keeping the ball lodged firmly behind her teeth. Vanessa squealed as the gag was cruelly tightened, and burbled angrily as a line of drool began to escape the corner of her mouth.






“Don’t worry, pet,” said Monica as she and Paolo got dressed. “We’ll be back before you know it. Just enjoy yourself.”






Vanessa moaned, shaking against her bonds, but then the door closed and she was alone.






—






At first, Vanessa didn’t believe that they had really left her. Even after the door shut she expected them to come back at any moment. However, after ten minutes — though it felt like an hour — she had to accept the truth: they’d left, at least for the time being.






Out of instinct she struggled against her bonds, trying to loosen the ropes around her wrists or dislodge the bar between her legs. Neither effort yielded any results. She almost gave up, but when she stopped squirming, she realized that she had been enjoying herself. It felt good to bend and twist trying to get free. The fact that she couldn’t comforted her, and soon she calmed down.






Keeping track of time while in bondage, Vanessa discovered, was no easy feat. She found her mind racing, but couldn’t check a watch or do anything to mark its passage. All she could do was bounce around inside her head and listen to the muted beats coming from the club. Sometimes she could swear she heard footsteps, and perked up, expecting Monica and Paolo to return; each time, nothing happened.






Part of her mind ran through the most frightening scenarios she could think of: what if there was a fire, and she couldn’t get out? With the gag in her mouth, she couldn’t even scream for help. What if something happened to Paolo and Monica, and nobody else knew she was tied up in the VIP room? What if somebody else came in and found her…






She shook her head, trying to knock away a few strand of her hair that had gotten stuck to her nose. She felt as though she’d been left alone for an eternity, though she knew in truth it was probably no more than half an hour. She could hardly believe the effect being in bondage had on her. It was hardly uncommon for her to sit in her kitchen for an hour at a time, doing nothing but thinking to herself and sipping coffee. But introduce some rope and she became incapable of doing anything but obsess over her predicament.






When Monica and Paolo did finally return, Vanessa heaved against her bonds and cried out through her gag in frustration. Her pussy ached with desire.






“Oh, I think she’s reached a nice boil,” said Monica, giggling. She carried with her a tray of light snacks and bottled water.






“How are you, darling?” Paolo asked, crouching in front of her. He reached around her neck and unbuckled the gag, then tossed it aside.






“I can’t believe you left me like that!” Vanessa complained, fighting her bonds with renewed vigor.






Paolo gave her ass a sharp smack. “You forget yourself, pet,” he warned.






Vanessa yelped, but couldn’t hide her enjoyment of the punishment.






“Did you not have a nice time while we went to get you all these nice things?” he asked, holding up a chocolate covered strawberry.






Vanessa licked her lips, realizing how hungry she had become for an actual bite to eat. “I did like it, sir,” she admitted.






“Thought so.” He held the strawberry out in front so she could take a big bite. She savored the explosion of sweet flavor as she chewed, and thanked Paolo when he held up a drink for her. it was pineapple juice, and she drank it down with great thirst. “Good, pet. You’ll need your strength for what we have planned next.”






Paolo and Monica took turns spanking Vanessa’s backside while the other snacked on cut up pieces of melon. Whenever Paolo and Monica changed places, they gave Vanessa a little more to eat and drink. Vanessa’s cheeks burned in humiliation: she felt as though she were being trained like an animal, receiving treats for good behavior. This thought further amplified the growing rift between her mind and body. Acts that should mortify her were bringing her the greatest bliss she’d ever experienced. How could something so twisted make her feel so incredible?






When the three had eaten enough, Monica set aside the leftovers and stripped off her skirt once more. Vanessa moaned when she saw her friend’s neatly shaved pussy, which dripped as much as her’s. Paolo followed suit, disrobing without hurrying, as if savoring his own anticipation. When he slipped off his pants, Vanessa could see that he was quickly hardening. His cock rose as it stiffened, and then he looked more than ready.






“Have you ever been part of a three-way?” he asked.






“N-no, sir.”






“A pity. You might find this a bit challenging then,” he said. “I want you to pleasure Monica, and any lapses in concentration will be punished.”






“Yes, sir,” Vanessa said, confidence in her voice. She could serve Monica; in fact, she expected to enjoy it.






“Not so fast, pet. I’ll be fucking you at the same time. But that won’t help you as an excuse.”






Oh
, she thought, now realizing the depth of the task before her. “I understand,” she said, not wanting to back down.
 I can do this
, she told herself.
 And I want to.






Monica stepped over, positioning her sopping pussy in front of Vanessa’s lips. At the same time, Vanessa could feel Paolo’s strong hands squeezing her thighs, He poked a finger into her orifice and found it completely drenched. “I’d say she’s ready.”






Giggling, Monica grabbed Vanessa’s hair and pulled her close. “Begin,” she ordered.






Vanessa gave no hesitation, providing her tongue. Tasting Monica’s juices, Vanessa moaned as she licked her friend’s clit. As she did so, Paolo eased his cock between her folds, groaning as the tightness of her pussy gripped down. Once his tip was in, he rammed in the rest of his length, causing Vanessa to scream in pain and pleasure. She had never taken such a large member in all at once, and the consequent sensation blitzed her senses.






She realized then that Paolo did this on purpose, seeking to interrupt her work with Monica — he had succeeded. “You’ll have to do better than that, pet,” he said, spanking her bottom several times, plastering each cheek.






Vanessa writhed against her restraints, screaming from the torment. “Yes, sir!” she cried, anguish in her voice.






Paolo waited for Vanessa to begin pleasuring Monica again before he resumed his thrusts. He started off hard and deep, as he had before, but this time Vanessa was ready and didn’t let it throw off her rhythm.






Monica babbled incoherently as her clit became the sole focus of Vanessa’s dextrous tongue. Fingering herself at the same time, Monica shook from the growing orgasm inside.






At the same time, Vanessa’s concentration was under threat from the massive surge of euphoria building inside her as Paolo pounded away. Fighting to stay in control was becoming an unwinnable battle, and she moaned in frustration realizing that this was most likely the point.






“Don’t you dare… come without… my permission,” Paolo ordered between thrusts.






“Uh huh,” she replied, not wanting to stop her work on Monica. However, Paolo’s relentless rhythm brought Vanessa to the edge, and as she fought to not come, she spent less focus on her tongue. She didn’t notice immediately, but Monica did.






Paolo was watching Monica for this to happen, and when it did he volleyed Vanessa’s ass with a series of savage swats. Vanessa screamed as her skin burned from each hit; she bucked and thrashed on the table, but could not escape the relentless punishment. Desperate to make it stop, she refocused her effort on Monica.






After watching her friend get punished in such a cruel way, Monica’s arousal skyrocketed and she came quickly. loving the hard lashes of Vanessa’s tongue. She quaked as she came, fluids flowing down her thighs and onto Vanessa’s face.






Thanks to the punishment, Vanessa’s build toward an orgasm had slowed, but the added spice of her throbbing backside brought her bliss back rapidly. Once Monica came, Paolo slammed her pussy with his engorged cock, plowing like a machine. Vanessa could hardly take it, screaming as her entire body seemed to lift up out of itself. She could have soared through the ceiling she was so high from the ecstasy.






A part of her mind cringed, worried about something. She didn’t know what. All she could do was enjoy herself as she felt Paolo’s hot load flood into her. Whatever the problem was, it could wait until later.






—






“Uh oh,” said Monica.






Vanessa barely registered her words. She was still regaining her senses, after being so overwhelmed by bliss she could do little more than lie there and breathe.






“Indeed, uh oh,” agreed Paolo. “Earth to Vanessa. Are you there?”






“Yes… sir,” she croaked.






“How are you feeling?”






She felt her hands being untied, and the spreader bar between her legs was gone. Her body ached in a wonderful way, one she’d never experienced before. “Good, sir.”






“Glad to hear it. Except there’s one problem.”






Vanessa’s blood ran cold. The answer tickled at the back of her head.
 What’s wrong? What happened?






“You don’t know?” asked Monica, taunting her in mock sympathy. “Care to take a guess?”






“I’m sorry, ma’am. I don’t know.”






Monica scoffed. “‘Ma’am.’ That’s ‘mistress’ to you, darling.”






“Sorry, mistress,” said Vanessa. She then yelped as a quick slap landed on her ass. Monica giggled, enjoying herself. Vanessa gasped, enjoying the pain.






“You did not ask permission to come,” Paolo explained. “You were supposed to.”






“I’m sorry, sir.”






“You will be,” laughed Monica. “We’ve decided on your punishment, if you’re brave enough to accept it.”






“What is it?” she asked, the fear creeping through her body.






Monica and Paolo grinned devilishly. “We think a fresh new submissive like you should mingle a little,” he said. “Maybe show the club what you’ve learned so far today.”






Vanessa gulped. “You want to take me out on the stage?” She wasn’t sure she could handle being shown in public. The idea sang out to her through her body, but in her mind she wasn’t sure.






“Of course we won’t make you do it,” said Paolo. “But we can tell a part of you wishes to be bold, and to serve your masters. Isn’t that right?”






Vanessa nodded as she stood up, her hands and legs now released from the bonds. “You’re right, sir. A part of me longs to do it.”






“Then what’s stopping you?”






She gave the matter some thought. What was the source of her fear? It was hard to really determine. The idea just seemed so hard to believe.






“No one here will judge you,” assured Monica. “When I was new to this I found them very encouraging. And they’re going to go nuts to see a hottie like you.”






Vanessa blushed. “Thank you, mistress.” She couldn’t argue with Monica: her friend had been here before, and would know best. She also trusted Monica, knowing her friend wouldn’t steer her wrong.






“All right, I’ll accept my punishment,” she said at last.






“Very good,” said Paolo. “Now get your hands behind your back.”






As she complied, Paolo retrieved a set of chains from a shelf of restraints. She gasped as the cold metal brushed her skin. Paolo bent her arms at the elbows, forming a box above the small of her back. He looped chains around them and secured them with padlocks.






Vanessa kept her breathing steady, but inside the apprehension was growing. The ropes he’d used on her earlier had been restrictive, but nothing like the chains. They had no give in them whatsoever. She felt as though she were in a vise, being squeezed by a force that couldn’t let go.






When Paolo finished binding her arms, as well as creating a harness of chains around her chest, he fastened a black, leather collar around her neck; attached to it was a matching leash, which dangled in front of her. Vanessa’s cheeks burned in humiliation at the thought of being led around by that thing, but it also sent her core churning like a volcano on the brink of an eruption.






Paolo gave the leash a light tug, forcing Vanessa to step forward. “When I pull, you come. Understand?”






“Yes, sir,” she said, mortified but turned on like she couldn’t believe.






Monica came over holding some kind of chain with what looked like a set of tweezers on each end. “Have you ever seen these before?” she asked.






Vanessa shook her head. “No, mistress.”






Squeezing the tweezers open, Monica held them up to each of Vanessa’s hardened nipples. “Ready, darling?”






Vanessa wasn’t sure, but she had no intention of backing down. How bad could they be? “Yes, mistress.”






Monica released the nipple clamps practically at the same time. They bit down on Vanessa’s sensitive flesh and refused to let go. Vanessa moaned as an intense pain flushed through her. She inhaled rapidly, trying to control the sensation. She took her time, and soon the throbbing dulled into a single presence she could endure.






“Very good, pet,” said Paolo. “You take to those nicely.”






“Thank you, sir.”






“We just have one more thing for you,” purred Monica, who acted giddy. She stepped away, but when she came back she had two new items: the first was a bottle of lube, the second was some kind of short, thick dildo Vanessa had never seen before. It wasn’t very long, and it had a wide, flat base that flared outward.






Paolo reached to Vanessa’s ass cheeks and spread them apart. Vanessa lurched forward, surprised and more than a little afraid. “Calm, pet. Don’t tell me you haven’t played around back there before.”






“J-Just a little, sir,” she replied. “A finger at most.”






“That’s all? Better than nothing, though, yes? Try to relax,” he suggested.






Monica nudged Vanessa’s legs apart, providing better access to her tender back entrance. She poured lube directly between Vanessa’s cheeks, then used her fingers to spread it around, making sure to press a little of the fluid inside the hole. While she did this, Paolo lubed up the buttplug, making sure its entire surface was completely coated. The rubber toy glistened when he was finished.






“Relax,” he repeated, pressing the tip against her bud.






Vanessa tried to comply, feeling a mixture of panic and excitement. Paolo smacked her bottom. “I said relax.”






Exhaling a breath she didn’t realize she was holding, Vanessa forced herself to unclench. She soon felt her hole start to spread apart as the plug found its way inside. She grimaced and grunted, but Paolo had mercy, working the toy forward slowly, giving her a chance to adjust to its intrusion. He pulled it back a little every time it went deeper, giving her a taste of its length just for a second, then drove it back in. He repeated this process for what felt like an hour. If he or Monica were impatient, they showed no signs of it.






“Almost there,” he whispered in her ear. Vanessa felt like she was being split in half, but then she felt the toy’s widest part was already in. The rest of the plug was then sucked in all the way to its base. Gasping at the sudden penetration, Vanessa shook in her chains and moaned in agony.






“Nicely done, pet,” Paolo said, rubbing her shoulders. Vanessa appreciated his comforting words, but she couldn’t shake the combined pain from the plug and clamps.






“Vanessa, you look wonderful,” said Monica, who had retrieved another toy of some kind. This one was black and some kind of leather, with at least a dozen long lashes sprouting in a bundle from the hilt. “The club is really going to go nuts for you.”






“Thank you, mistress.” Vanessa took a deep breath, steadying herself. “I’m ready.”






“That’s our girl,” said Paolo. “One last thing.” He walked over to a selection of gags, like the one she wore before, and browsed through the options. “Do you have a preference, pet?” he asked.






Vanessa looked at each of them. The ball gags varied in size and color, though they all looked made from rubber. There were other gags she did know the names of, and when she saw it, she couldn’t help think it looked humiliating but incredibly alluring. “The one with the long, black thing. Near the top.”






He pointed at it. “This one?”






“Yes, sir.”






He picked it out and brought it over to show her. “This is a bit gag. Like they use with horses. Why this one?”






“I like the way it looks, sir.”






Paolo grinned. “As good a reason as any.” He held the bit to her lips and said, “Open.” she complied, and he fastened the gag in tightly. Vanessa tasted its rubbery surface and moaned. It felt good, but she knew there was no way she could speak intelligibly with that thing blocking her tongue.






“Now, come along,” said Paolo. He took the leash in hand and gestured for the door. Monica opened it, and together they stepped out.






Walking in her current state brought on a new assortment of pain and stimulation, as the plug jostled inside her with every step. Additionally, the chain connecting her nipple clamps swung back and forth, drawing forth new pain as its grip changed. As if this wasn’t enough, Monica and Paolo took turns striking her ass.






“What do you think of the flogger?” asked Monica. “Do you prefer this to the spanking by hand?”






The way her mind was overloaded, Vanessa could barely grunt through her gag, so she gave no response.






“Fine,” Monica laughed, as did Paolo. “In that case, I’ll keep doing it. Is that okay with you, princess?”






Vanessa groaned.






The hallway back to the main room of the club seemed so much further away than it had before. Each step brought fresh torment, which made it seem longer, but Vanessa still wondered if she was being led in circles to prolong her suffering. She grew self-conscious, trying to suppress her yelps at first, but then stopped bothering. She realized that it didn’t matter if anyone heard her or not. Why should she care?






When they finally emerged into the main hall of Dominique’s, nobody reacted at first. A presentation was in progress on the stage, and everyone’s attention was focused there. Paolo held Vanessa by her shoulders, keeping her in place as they watched a man apply weights to the nipple clamps of a petite brunette on stage. The woman squealed as the weights pulled on her thin breasts.






“See, you’re in good company here,” Monica whispered to Vanessa.






“Mmm,” she mumbled, hardly believing it was real. All of these dirty, twisted things that had been done to her that night would have seemed utterly bizarre to her a day ago, yet clearly she was very far from alone in her enjoyment of them. The crowd was so enchanted by the tiny brunette that nobody noticed Vanessa until the act on stage concluded.






When it did, the house lights came on and the crowd took the opportunity to freshen their drinks, chat with friends and flirt with one another. Monica and Paolo seized the moment, walking Vanessa into the throng of the club. Without a performance to draw everyone’s attention, people started to notice the trio’s approach.






Men and women alike stared as Vanessa took short, measured steps. Paolo held her leash so she couldn’t go too quickly. Vanessa’s face burned in embarrassment as people turned to look, taking in the whole of her body. Yet, she also felt a great swell of pride. She had never felt so wanted by so many people.






“Who’s this, Paolo?” asked a handsome man with a similar accent.






“Hello, Roderick. This is our new pet. A real natural too. This is her first time here!”






“Wow,” said the man. He looked Vanessa in the eyes. “You must be something special, huh?”






“Mmm,” she mumbled, smiling behind the gag.






“You two can talk more later,” suggested Paolo. “My pet is here to meet everyone.”






Roderick patted his friend on the back. “Of course.” He looked at Vanessa. “It was a pleasure. I hope to see you again.”






Vanessa bowed her head to Roderick. She wanted to meet him again soon; he was just as handsome as Paolo, and seemed nice enough.






As they weaved their way through the crowd, Vanessa adjusted more to the plug in her ass and the clamps on her nipples, but still they brought her constant discomfort. At the same time, her arousal grew steadily, the sensations contributing as much as her humiliation at being led around the room. Monica regularly flogged her ass for the enjoyment of the crowd, which drove Vanessa up the wall. There was only one word to describe how she felt: used.






And yet, this didn’t entirely bother her. The pleasure on Monica’s face gave Vanessa satisfaction and relief that her condition had a purpose. Paolo, too, seemed immensely proud of his new pet, and that lifted Vanessa’s spirit as her body throbbed and ached all over.






“All right,” said Monica after they had made several rounds through the audience, giving everyone a chance to meet Vanessa. “I think we should make this official. Vanessa, are you willing to go on stage and show these people who and what you are?”






“Mmm,” Vanessa hummed, nodding without hesitation. Now that she had been exposed to everyone, as well as the experience of being naked and humiliated for all to see, Vanessa found her sense of inhibition at an all-time low. She trusted Monica and Paolo, and she trusted the kind strangers at Dominique’s. She felt in good hands and wanted to show her appreciation.






“I’m very proud of you,” said Paolo, kissing Vanessa’s forehead. “But I think that your first time on stage should be with Monica. She’s the one who brought you here.”






“You honor me,” Monica said, sounding very serious suddenly. “Thank you, Paolo.”






“Don’t mention it,” he said, winking. He then pulled her in for a long, heavy kiss that left Monica quivering. “Give us a good show.”






“We will,” said Monica, grinning. “Come on.” She took Vanessa’s leash and guided her to the steps up to the stage.






Going up, Vanessa felt the eyes of the crowd focused on her bottom and the plug barely sticking out. She didn’t have time for embarrassment, however, as Monica promptly removed her nipple clamps. Vanessa thought they hurt when they were put on; she had no idea how much it would hurt to take them off. As feeling returned to her sensitive nipples, a fresh surge of pain roared through her. She moaned sadly, looking down at her aching chest.






She didn’t have much time to take stock of the situation, however. Monica pulled a table into the stage with Paolo and Roderick’s assistance. Monica helped Vanessa onto the table, laying her flat on her chest. She accepted several more chains, which she used to fasten Vanessa’s ankles to the legs of the table, spreading the submissive’s legs wide open.






Vanessa blushed, feeling the eyes of the audience on her exposed pussy. With her arms bound, she couldn’t get off the table. She stared down at the ground, but only for a minute: she felt Monica clasping her hair into a ponytail, then felt a few yanks as her hair was tied to something. Vanessa groaned as her head was pulled upward, and whatever had tied her hair was connected to the chains along her back. She was now unable to lower her head, putting a tough strain on her neck.






“The people need to be able to see you,” Monica explained, turning the table so that Vanessa faced the audience. “Tell me if she closes her eyes, all right?” she asked the crowd, which chuckled collectively.






“I’m so glad we ran into each other today,” Monica whispered into Vanessa’s ear. “It must have been fate.”






“Mmm.”
 Can’t argue with that
, thought Vanessa.






“Think you’d like to come back next week?”






“Uh huh.”
 Oh god, yes.






“I’d like that too. That will give you time to learn more, and think about what you’d like to do while you’re here. I think together we can have an awful lot of fun. And it would be my pleasure to train you.”






Train me?
 Vanessa shivered at the thought. She wanted it so badly, she wiggled her hips, inviting her friend to give her release.






Paolo handed Monica a strap-on dildo, a thick, long cock that swung back and forth as she pulled the belt on and cinched it around her waist.






“Now, Vanessa,” said Monica. “The audience expects a show, and I’m going to give them one.” She lined up the dildo with Vanessa’s sopping pussy, then drove the toy inside.






Vanessa moaned, feeling the cock rub against the buttplug still lodged in her backside. She had never felt the sensation of penetration in both her holes, and the new stimulation filled her entire body with exquisite euphoria.






Monica began to thrust the toy as fast and hard as Paolo, shooting waves of ecstasy through Vanessa. Using the flogger, Monica pelted Vanessa’s ass, expertly timing her swings and thrusts to strike at the same time. Vanessa bucked against her bonds, looking out into the audience as they watched her back.






“Feel free to come, darling,” said Monica. “I know you probably can’t help it right now, so I won’t punish you for not asking permission.”






Vanessa would have thanked her friend if she could, but Monica was right: all ability to talk was driven from her. The bliss was too pure and entirely overwhelming. The deep driving into her chasm lifted Vanessa into what could only be called a higher state of being. She felt nothing but the pain and the pleasure, and the world around her melted away. She was a creature of feeling, with no thought other than to appreciate a joy she could never have imagined.






Somewhere in her mind she could hear the slapping sound as Monica drove the dildo home, or she could smell the sweat and wine that permeated the club. She could hear the music playing through the speakers, and see Paolo’s brilliant smile, but it was all shuffled into the back of her mind. In the moment, all she had was the love she felt.






Vanessa could have sworn she lasted in that state for days; it had been the greatest night of carnal nirvana in her life. And, she realized with joy, it was only the beginning.
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.






He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.






My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.






Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be.
 Is this going to hurt?
 I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?






“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.






I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.






“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.






When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.






“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.






“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.






“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”






“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.






“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”






I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.






“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”






“I will, thanks.”






I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.






“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”






“No, sir,” I said…









For Further Reading: “Tie Her Use Her Own Her”
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If you enjoyed this story and want to read more of Sasha Rich, check out “Tie Her Use Her Own Her”
, another first time BDSM story! Read on for a preview! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page
.





Derek had apparently come to the club in a black limousine, which had waited for him out in the lot. We barely spoke during the short ride, or while taking the elevator up dozens of stories to his penthouse.






“This way,” he said, pointing.






“Your bedroom?”






“No.”






The lights in the halls came on automatically as we approached, illuminating the classical artwork on the walls. We reached a door with no knob, only a glossy, black square. Derek flattened his palm against it, and the door opened.






“Fancy,” I said. “What is this?”






“You’ll see.”






For a moment my blood ran cold, picturing newspaper on the floor and a selection of butcher’s knives hanging from chains. Fortunately, the chains were the only part of that vision that came true. Chains with cuffs on the end hung from the ceiling at the center of the room, dangling over a king-sized bed with a coal black comforter. Lining the walls were racks of sex toys, from whips and canes to dildos and vibrators. Strange pieces of furniture I’d only seen in cheesy horror movies looked a lot less campy in this context.






“Give me your hands,” he said, shutting the door behind us.






An excitement had grown in me that I could hardly contain; a cocktail of giddiness and fear coursed through my veins. My brain was thinking,
 No way, this is crazy
, but my body had veto power. At that moment it didn’t want to be anywhere else in the world.






I presented my hands, palms up; Derek took them and lifted them up to the hanging cuffs, then locked them around my wrists. He pulled on a second chain connected to the cuffs, causing them to lift. I squealed as my arms were pulled over my head, stretched as far as they could go and then some, forcing me to lift my feet.






Disbelief washed over me as I realized I was now completely helpless. It happened faster than I had ever imagined it. Yet, it occurred to me that I
 had
 imagined it: fantasies of being bound played out in my mind. I’d always brought the focus onto the handsome, muscular man who was preparing to defile me; I never entertained the notion that I was focusing on the wrong part of the fantasy.






“How does that feel?” he asked.






“Good,” I admitted, tugging at the cuffs, though there was no escape…









About the Author





Sasha Rich is a writer from upstate New York who just began taking a hobby and an imagination and making something for others to enjoy. Sasha likes rich men, submissive young women and a variety of BDSM practices. Most importantly, Sasha has a lot of fun ideas and hopes to share many more of them in the near future.






For fun, Sasha enjoys cooking, good movies and stepping inside a warm apartment after a chilly walk in the snow.






For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories,
 
sign up for her mailing list

 or
 
like her on Facebook!






Acknowledgments





Thank you for reading this story! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing.






Thank you also to a handful of authors I can't thank by name for writing about how to get started in this.






If you liked this story, reviews are always appreciated!






cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image852.jpg





OEBPS/image782.jpg
)&

The Kinky Inventor's
Ne‘w Pet _J

_N

%;lew Rick





OEBPS/image798.jpg





