
        
            
                
            
        

    


Backstage Holes: The Strip Club’s Dirty Secret




An Uncensored Gangbang Toy Story of Obedience, Humiliation, and Total Submission




Introduction











What if your first night on stage ended with your throat used, your pussy branded, and your body sold to the highest bidder?











Welcome to

 

Cherry Velvet


 
, where dancers don’t just perform—they’re owned, displayed, and destroyed for the pleasure of anonymous clients.

 

Backstage Holes: The Strip Club’s Dirty Secret


 
follows Sasha’s brutal fall into glory as she’s turned from mouthy stripper to submissive hole doll, used in live gangbang gauntlets, punished for public orgasms, and auctioned off like property. There’s no safe word here—only obedience, exposure, and endless humiliation on full display. If you crave no-limits gangbang, domination, and the shameful thrill of becoming a club's most prized fucktoy… you’ve just found your new obsession.









Chapter One: The Audition










Cherry Velvet was the kind of club whispered about in smoke-filled bars and back alley chats, its name never spoken too loud, its entrance hidden behind a flickering neon sign and an unmarked black door. Rumors said the real show wasn’t on stage. The real action happened behind the red curtain — if you could handle it.










Sasha didn’t care about rumors. She was 23, broke, and pissed off after being fired from yet another dead-end cocktail gig for “attitude problems.” She had the body, the moves, and a don’t-fuck-with-me stare that had gotten her both out of trouble and into a lot more. The flyer she found on the bathroom mirror at her last gig simply read:











“Cherry Velvet seeks new performers. No limits. Big tips.”











No limits? She rolled her eyes.










She strutted in wearing heels sharp enough to slit throats and a dress that clung like sin. The bouncer at the front door gave her one slow, knowing glance and buzzed her in without a word.










The club smelled like sex and sweat — thick air, low beats thumping through velvet walls. Dancers moved on platforms like liquid, but Sasha didn’t watch. She walked straight to the stage manager’s booth, where a short woman with tattoos on her throat and a headset on her ear looked her up and down.










“You here to audition?” the woman asked.










Sasha smiled. “That’s what the heels are for.”















The Stage Wasn't the Test











She danced like a woman possessed. Sweat shimmered off her chest as she dropped into a split, flipped to all fours, then slowly crawled to the edge of the stage, making eye contact with every man like she already owned their wallet and their cock.










The woman with the headset — Mercy, she finally introduced herself — raised an eyebrow. “You’re good. But we don’t hire based on just stage presence.”










Sasha tilted her head. “You want a blowjob demo too?”










Mercy grinned. “Almost.”















Down the Hall











Mercy led her past the velvet curtains, through the staff lounge, and into a narrow hallway lit by pink neon strips. Along one wall were six numbered doors, each a different color — black, red, blue, green, pink, and white.










But the wall opposite? Smooth, cold metal. With six round holes.










Sasha stared. “Wait… these are—”










“Gloryholes,” Mercy said bluntly. “But not just for sucking. Each door is connected to a different kink. Different clients. Different rules.”










“What’s behind the doors?” Sasha asked, licking her lips.










“Whatever pays best. Some are quiet. Some are rough. Some want full submission. Some want a girl who talks shit while gagging on cock. We let them pick you. You don't see them. They don’t see you.”










“And what do I do?”










Mercy stepped close. “Get on your knees, open wide, and don’t come out until the light above the hole turns red. Then you crawl to the next one.”










“Crawl?” Sasha raised an eyebrow.










Mercy smirked. “Every new girl gets the crawl. It’s your real audition. You can walk out now, or you can be a fucking legend by midnight.”















Sasha Drops











She hesitated. Just for a moment. Then dropped to her knees.










The metal was cold under her thighs, and the first hole—red door—buzzed softly as the light above it blinked green.










Something stiff and heavy slid through the opening.










Sasha blinked. Thick. Veined. Already throbbing.










She looked back at Mercy.










“Go on,” she whispered. “He likes it deep. Don’t scrape your teeth, or he’ll pull out and wait for the next girl.”










Sasha took a breath, leaned forward, and opened her mouth wide.














The cock shoved in with no warning.










She gagged instantly, tears pricking the corners of her eyes. Her hands instinctively shot to the wall, nails scratching against metal, but Mercy just crossed her arms and watched. Sasha pulled back, gasping, spit dribbling from her chin — then took it again. Deeper. Harder.










No hands. No name. No mercy.










Her pussy ached under her dress. She was soaked. And she

 

hated


 
how much she loved it.














When the light finally turned red, the cock disappeared. She panted, face streaked with saliva, mascara smudged.










Mercy pointed to the next hole.










“Crawl.”









Chapter Two: Hole by Hole










The corridor was glowing in pinks and reds now, the air charged with something hot, dirty, and electric. Sasha knelt on the cold floor, spit still shining on her lips, the taste of anonymous cock lingering sharp and thick on her tongue. Her heart pounded not from fear—but from heat. The red light above the first hole faded, and the one above the second flicked on with a soft

 

click


 
.










Mercy didn’t say a word. She simply tilted her head toward it.










“Crawl,” she whispered again.










Sasha moved.










Her knees scraped softly against the concrete floor, the metal chilly beneath her stockinged thighs as she slid forward. The second hole was set lower than the first, maybe to make the girl bend more, push her ass up higher. Sasha swallowed. Her lipstick was already smeared, and a string of spit clung to her chin as she pressed her cheek to the wall.










The green door.










Mercy had said each hole had a different kink.










As she leaned in, something heavy dropped from the hole—not a cock this time, but a black silicone dildo, shiny and massive, slick with lube already, attached to a mechanical mount. A voice buzzed in from a speaker embedded above:












“Present.”














Sasha blinked. “What the fuck—”










ZAP.










A light jolt buzzed under her thighs — the floor itself had a shockplate, just enough to sting. Not to wound, but to warn. Her mouth parted in surprise.












“Present. Now.”














The voice again—calm, commanding, male.










Sasha didn’t speak. She turned slowly, lifting her dress, arching her back as she braced against the floor with trembling hands. Her panties had disappeared in the last room, ripped off mid-thrust by some anonymous client through the hole. All she had now was skin and slickness.










She gave him what he asked for.










Ass high, legs spread, hole trembling.










The machine buzzed, the arm adjusting. She could hear gears turning—and then the toy pressed forward.










Hard.










Sasha grunted as it split her open, the shaft forcing itself into her with no warmth, no warning, just sheer ruthless pressure. It didn’t stop until it bottomed out inside her, pressing painfully against her cervix.












“Count.”














She blinked. “W-what?”










ZAP.










Her thighs twitched. The floor bit back.












“Count. Out loud. Every thrust.”














The first one slammed into her again—slow, deliberate.










Sasha groaned. “O-one.”










Another. Harder.










“Two—fuck—”










It built fast. The toy was unrelenting, ramming into her without rhythm, only control. She was forced to moan her way through twenty, her voice growing breathier, wetter, her pussy clenching around every thrust as her knees began to tremble.












“No orgasms until told.”














Of course.










Of course there were rules.










She bit her lip hard, trying to breathe through the ache, the build, the rising pressure deep in her gut as her clit throbbed untouched, angry and desperate. The machine showed no mercy—it just kept going, now pounding her even deeper, spreading her wider, her body being used like a rag doll for pleasure that wasn’t hers.










Her orgasm danced right at the edge.












“Stop.”














The machine pulled out instantly.










Sasha collapsed forward, drool on the floor, thighs soaked. Her body was shaking.










The light turned red.










Mercy’s heels clicked behind her.










“You’re doing well,” she said softly. “Some girls safeword before the second hole. You’re not going to, are you?”










Sasha spat on the floor, breathless.










“I want the next one.”















The Blue Door











Hole three had a blue light above it. Cool. Calm.










Deceptive.










Sasha crawled slowly, licking her lips clean as she reached the new hole. A soft breeze of cold air brushed through the opening.










Then—

 

whirr.











She looked up just as a camera iris opened behind a dark lens, blinking red.










It was filming her.










“No face,” came a woman’s voice. Smooth. Smoky. Amused. “Just body. Mouth. Holes. You’re anonymous now, slut.”










Sasha didn’t speak.










A hand reached through — a woman’s this time — and held out a gloved finger, painted nails glinting under the red lights. It touched Sasha’s lips, then her chin, tracing down her throat to her collarbone.












“Kneel upright.”














She obeyed.










The woman’s hand disappeared.










Seconds later, something new slid through the hole.










A plug.










Sasha recognized it immediately. Thick. Ribbed. The base of it flared out into a heart shape with the words

 

USE ME


 
in bold black lettering. She swallowed.










“Lube’s already on it,” the voice said.










“No hands. Push.”










Sasha took a breath. Shifted her weight. She bent her knees, angled her ass just so, and slowly sat back against the thick silicone intruder. It stretched her inch by inch, every ridge scraping against her sensitive inner ring as she grunted and whimpered.










She was still wet from the last hole. Still sore.










But she pushed.










When it popped in with a final, obscene squelch, she moaned—loud.










The camera blinked red.












“Beautiful.”



















The Command











Another hand reached through—this time with a collar.










Thick leather. Pink. A tag dangled from it:

 

HOLE 3 PROPERTY











Without speaking, Sasha lowered her head and let the hand fasten it around her throat.










Click.












“Good toy.”














The plug inside her buzzed suddenly—vibrating with a slow, torturous rhythm.










She gasped, body twitching.












“No touching. Keep it in. Until we say otherwise.”














The light turned red.










Sasha crawled again.










Now plugged. Now collared. Now soaked.















Hole Four: The White Room











The fourth hole was strange.










The white door was pristine. No marks. No scent. No hint of what lay inside.










Sasha knelt and waited.










A screen flickered on beside her—flat and bright. A form appeared. An order.











SUBJECT: SASHA L.






HOLE 4 PROTOCOL: MEDICAL EVALUATION






CONSENT: IMPLIED











Her eyes widened.










What the fuck?










A tray slid out beneath the hole, containing a speculum, lube, gloves, and a tube of something thick and white. She heard something shifting inside the wall—mechanical arms, maybe.










A voice came on. Monotone. Robotic.












“Spread your legs. Insert speculum. Open fully.”














Sasha hesitated. This wasn’t sex.










This was… clinical.










She reached for the device, hand trembling. The cold steel kissed her slick pussy lips, and she slid it in slowly, breath shaky. Her muscles clenched, protesting, but she obeyed. When she twisted the knob, the blades opened.










Wider.










Wider.










“Fuck—!” she gasped, the stretch brutal, exposing her.












“Hold.”














Something scanned her. A soft hum vibrated through her hips.










The tray slid back.










A squirt of cold foam landed on her clit.










Another tool touched the plug in her ass. It rotated.










She moaned—deep and raw.












“Sphincter tightness: Optimal. Vaginal sensitivity: High. Recommend continued stimulation.”














A wand slid through the hole.










And began to buzz.










Not hard. But cruelly soft. A tease.










Merciless.










Sasha writhed.










The speculum locked in place. The plug buzzed. The wand circled her clit like it knew her secrets.












“Do not cum.”














She tried not to.










But her hips bucked.










Her thighs shook.










She screamed.










The light turned red.










The wand vanished.















Four Down











Sasha collapsed, body limp, thighs slick, knees raw.










She looked back toward Mercy, who now stood with her arms crossed, lips pursed, eyes like fire.










“You’re almost through,” she said.










Sasha panted. “How… many?”










“Two more.”










Sasha licked her lips.










“Let’s see if the last holes break me.”










Mercy smiled.










“They’re supposed to.”









Chapter Three: Black Door Brutality










Sasha’s knees were burning.










Her thighs were shaking.










Her holes—every one of them—ached, dripped, throbbed.










Still, she crawled forward.










The hallway was silent now. No voices. No hum. No music. Only her labored breathing, the wet slickness between her legs, the low groan of her collar tightening whenever she paused.










Mercy hadn’t followed this time.










Just one camera—watching. Recording.










The black light above the next hole blinked to life.











Hole Five.






The Black Door.






The Hardest Room.











The wall in front of her didn’t have a simple hole like the others. This one had a padded structure—like a mounted bench protruding from the steel—wide enough to straddle, with cuffs built into the front and rear. Two curved indentations near the top suggested where her knees should rest. There was no pretense of privacy or romance here. Just cold, calculated

 

use.











A metal voice crackled overhead:












“Straddle. Secure. Wait.”














Sasha hesitated only for a breath.










Then she mounted the device.










Knees into place. Wrists into the cuffs. Plug still deep in her ass. Her soaked cunt fully exposed between spread thighs, clit swollen and pulsing, the collar tag jingling against the leather.










As she leaned forward, the cuffs snapped shut.











Locked.











And then—

 

click


 
—two panels on either side of the wall opened.










Two massive shafts extended out, one from each opening. Black. Thick. Veined. Veins that pulsed. Not silicone this time.

 

Real.











Sasha’s heart stopped.










There were two men. Two real, living men behind those panels.












“Hole Five: Double Penetration Protocol Activated.”














A buzzing sound began under her. The mount vibrated against her clit as the shafts shifted into place. One pressed under her entrance, teasing her slit with maddening slowness. The other aimed right for her ass.










Her plug?










Gone.










Sucked out by a mechanical hiss without her even noticing.










She moaned as her holes throbbed empty and ready.












“Ready to be used?”














She opened her mouth to answer—










Too late.










The first cock slammed into her pussy.










Sasha screamed, the sound echoing through the hallway, her voice raw and wild. No warning. No easing in. Just

 

brutal entry.


 
And a second later—










The second cock entered her ass.










Slower, but thicker.










Tighter.










She gasped, trying to suck in breath between groans.










“Fuck—fuckfuckfuck—”










The cocks moved in tandem.










Alternating. Slamming. Filling.










Her body rocked violently, held in place by the cuffs. Her back arched, her moans turning into cries, her mind spinning into white-hot fog. She was impaled on both ends, stretched beyond what she thought she could take.










And she loved it.










Loved every humiliating thrust.















Lights, Camera, Exposure











A red light on the wall blinked on.












“Recording Live. Tip feed active.”














Somewhere, someone was

 

watching her.


 
Paying for every thrust. Every scream. Every second she was split in two and used like a slutty fuck doll.










The thrusts got faster.










Sloppier.










Rougher.










The cock in her ass slammed deep, slapping against the backs of her thighs. Her pussy clenched so tight the other man growled audibly behind the wall.












“Cumulative tips: $1,200.”














“Fucking hell—” Sasha gasped. “Am I a fucking coin slot now?!”










The AI responded instantly:












“Yes.”














She came.










Hard.










Without permission.










Her body convulsed. Her vision blurred. Her scream turned into a sob as both men fucked through her orgasm, ignoring her,

 

using her.











The plug hadn’t been punishment.










This was.















Punishment











A loud buzz echoed overhead.












“Unauthorized orgasm. Discipline engaged.”














Her collar tightened.










The bench vibrated faster.










One cock pulled out.










Another dildo — massive, chrome, ribbed — slid up between her cheeks and shoved itself deep in her ass without mercy.










She shrieked.










The remaining cock rammed her pussy again, harder now, bruising, brutal. Her entire body was reduced to a

 

fuckable machine.


 
Used. Controlled. Streamed.










She didn’t even know which cock was which anymore.










She didn’t care.










All she could do was drool and moan, surrendering to the rhythm, dripping down the padded bench as her thighs trembled and her clit throbbed like a bomb.












“Punishment phase: Complete.”














Both cocks pulled out.










The dildo retreated with a mechanical hiss.










A white fluid — cum or lube, she didn’t know anymore — oozed from her ass and pussy.










Her collar loosened.










Her cuffs popped open.










Sasha collapsed forward, gasping, slick, twitching.










The red light faded.










Hole Five: Finished.















The Crawl to Six











She didn’t even realize she was crying until she tasted salt on her lips.










Her body felt used. Ruined. Worshiped.










And still—










She crawled forward.










One more hole.











The pink door.











She didn’t know what waited for her there.










But she’d made it this far.










And Sasha wasn’t done being

 

used.










Chapter Four: The Pink Door Test










The hallway was silent.










Sasha dragged her trembling body forward, cum dripping down her inner thighs, ass sore, pussy twitching with every crawl. Her breath came in ragged pants, her knees scraped raw, her arms trembling with exhaustion. Five holes behind her. Five trials.










And now—










The pink door.










It looked soft. Friendly. Painted in pastel pinks with a glowing heart above the hole. But something about it made Sasha pause.

 

This


 
door didn’t try to intimidate. It lured. It smiled. It whispered in sugary tones.










And that made it dangerous.










The moment her fingers touched the floor beneath it, the heart above lit up.












“Welcome, Toy.”














A soft bell chimed.










The wall in front of her began to unfold.










The gloryhole didn’t just open—it

 

revealed.











A hidden chamber slid into view behind a pane of glass, softly lit like a strip club stage. Satin curtains. A velvet bench. A high-backed chair in the center, facing forward.










And seated in the chair—










A woman.










Elegant. Commanding. Dressed in black leather corset, heels like weapons, eyes lined with precision, lips blood red. Her legs were crossed, but her stare was pure

 

ownership.











Next to her, Mercy stood with a remote in one hand, arms folded.










“Sasha,” Mercy said through a speaker. “You’ve made it. Now prove you

 

belong.


 
”












“Present yourself,” the woman in the chair said, voice low and velvety.














Sasha slowly rose to her knees again, chest heaving, hair a sweaty mess, body marked by cum and sweat and lipstick stains. The plug had long since been removed, but her holes were still parted, ruined, wet and red.












“Crawl onto the platform. Face the glass.”














A panel opened beneath her. She crawled onto it—slick, warm, velvet-lined. As she knelt there, the lights behind the glass brightened, putting her

 

on full display.











The woman crossed her legs the other way, watching. Studying.












“You’ve been used,” she said. “But not

 

broken.


 
Not yet.”














Mercy pressed something on the remote.










A long, thin rod descended from the ceiling—ending in a cluster of gentle buzzing vibrators, each one shaped like a flower petal. It hovered right above Sasha’s clit.












“This is The Bloom,” the woman said. “A tool designed to force surrender. If you come once, we stop. If you come three times without begging for mercy, you earn your place in this club. If you scream, you fail.”














Sasha’s throat tightened.










Three orgasms? With this level of stimulation?










The Bloom descended.















The First Bloom











The petals touched her clit.










Feather-soft.










She moaned instantly—her entire body tightening. Her pussy clenched reflexively. Her thighs tried to close, but the platform had straps—hidden until now—which snapped closed around her knees and ankles,

 

locking


 
her wide open.










There was no escape.










The vibrations began.










Not steady.










Not predictable.










The petals fluttered like a thousand butterfly wings—teasing, twitching, pulsing in maddening rhythms. Her clit was already swollen from the last hole, and now it throbbed under the stimulation, sending sparks through her spine.










She arched her back.










Grunted.










“Fuck—”












“One scream and you fail,” the woman reminded her calmly.














Sasha bit her lip hard. Her whole body tensed.










The first orgasm hit like a shockwave. Her stomach clenched, her thighs spasmed, and a deep, wet gush spilled out of her, soaking the velvet beneath her knees.












“One.”



















The Second











No pause.










The Bloom intensified.










The petals circled, pulsing in sync now, tormenting her clit with precise, torturous rhythm.










Sasha was already sobbing.










Her voice caught in her throat.










She tried to think of anything else—but her body betrayed her.










Another wave built fast. Her breath hitched. Her mouth fell open.










She convulsed—again.










Another gush. Her body trembling.












“Two.”














The woman leaned forward slightly, smiling. “Still no begging? You really are stubborn.”















The Third











Sasha didn’t know how she was still upright.










Her body had gone beyond pain, beyond pleasure—into the void.










The Bloom pulsed faster.










More petals dropped. Now they circled her clit and the lips of her pussy, caressing, flicking, buzzing like a hive of wicked bees. Her clit screamed.










She began to babble.










“M-mistress please—fuck—I can’t—please—”












“Say it,” the woman commanded.














“Please make me come,” Sasha whispered.












“Louder.”














“

 

Please make me fucking come!


 
”










Permission granted.










The Bloom struck hard.










It pushed into her, flattening against her most sensitive spot and unleashing a relentless, savage vibration that felt like the earth splitting.










Sasha came harder than she ever had in her life.










She screamed—not in failure, but in

 

glory.











Her body arched. She writhed. Squirted.










And collapsed.















The Verdict











The Bloom retracted.










The straps released.










Mercy stepped into the chamber and knelt beside her, stroking her hair.










“She didn’t beg for it until the last moment,” she said.










The woman in the chair stood.










“She’s ready.”










Sasha looked up, tears in her eyes.










“Did I pass?”










The woman smiled. Walked forward. Took her face in one gloved hand.










“You’re not just a dancer anymore,” she purred. “You’re our new

 

Hole Doll.


 
Every night. Every hole. Every stream. You’re

 

ours.


 
”










She leaned down.










And kissed Sasha’s forehead.









Chapter Five: Hole Doll Debut










The lights were low.










The bassline pulsed through the floor like a heartbeat, slow and dark and steady. Cherry Velvet’s main lounge glowed in reds and golds, smoke curling up from cigars and vapes, bodies packed tight into booths and velvet chairs. But the real crowd wasn’t in the club tonight.










They were watching online.










Thousands of anonymous viewers. VIP clients. Whales who paid for live access to

 

The Chamber.











And at the center of it—










Sasha.










Stripped bare.










Kneeling inside the glass-walled room beneath the club, where the pink door had led the night before. Her collar still gleamed. Her makeup was reapplied—perfectly slutty. Hair teased. Lips glossed. Every inch of her body glistening with oil. She looked like a prize.










Because she was.















Live at Midnight













“Stream online in 3… 2…”














Mercy’s voice echoed in her earpiece. Sasha’s heart thudded in her throat.










A red light blinked on.










The cameras activated.










She was live.










The velvet curtain behind her pulled back with a mechanical hiss, revealing the first client of the night—already masked, already hard, already ready. His cock glistened with lube as he stepped forward.










Sasha didn’t wait for a cue.










She crawled.










Head down. Mouth open.











Perfect fuckdoll form.











The crowd watching online saw her from every angle—each camera perfectly placed to capture every drip, every gag, every slap of skin. She reached the man’s feet and looked up.










He said nothing.










Didn’t need to.










She wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and let him push in, inch by inch, until she choked.













“New toy knows her place.”






“Bet she leaks if you slap her throat.”






“Put her on the bench.”















Tips flooded the stream. Mercy read them out.












“Client request: throatfuck, 90 seconds, hands behind back.”














Sasha obeyed. Instantly.










The man grabbed her hair. Slammed forward.










Her nose hit his pelvis. Her throat bulged. Her eyes teared.










He set a brutal rhythm—fast, relentless, using her face like a hole made for cock. Her arms stayed behind her back. Her whole body shook from the force of each thrust.










She didn’t gag.










She didn’t flinch.











She took it.
















Mounted and Displayed











When he finished—cum shooting down her throat with a grunt—Sasha swallowed and smiled.












“Client request: mount the fuckbench. DP stream begins now.”














A new panel opened. Sasha turned and crawled toward it.










The fuckbench gleamed under spotlight. Two arms extended, one slick with oil and ending in a dildo, the other a live cock—already twitching, waiting. Above the bench hovered

 

The Bloom.


 
Upgraded.










She hesitated only for a second before mounting the bench like a trained whore.










Legs spread. Ass high. Holes wet and ready.










The dildo slid into her ass slowly.










She moaned—loud.










The real cock entered her pussy at the same time.










She screamed.










The Bloom descended again and kissed her clit like a lover.















Stream Frenzy













“Now fucking her like a toy!”




“Those holes are MADE for it.”




“Bet she comes in 30 seconds.”




“Plug her mouth. All holes full.”














Tips poured in.










Mercy smiled, reading off requests. Sasha couldn’t even register the words—her mind blank with pleasure, her body wrecked and twitching.










Three holes.










Three users.










No breaks.










No safeword.










Only Bliss.










The Bloom’s vibrations grew stronger, faster, synced with every thrust. Her pussy clenched. Her asshole stretched wide. Her jaw opened as a gag slid in from above—pink, heart-shaped, dripping with honey.










She moaned around it.










The cock in her pussy exploded.










Cum gushed.










The Bloom rewarded her with a shockwave orgasm that made her vision go black for a second. Her scream choked out behind the gag, legs shaking violently.










And the stream only intensified.















A Doll's Branding











After the third orgasm, the clients changed.










But Sasha stayed mounted.










The cock in her ass pulled out. A new one replaced it.










Then a screen lit up behind her:











“YOU’VE BEEN CLAIMED. YOU ARE NOW HOLE DOLL #06.”











A small device descended from the ceiling.










A brand.










Mercy stepped into the chamber, took the iron, and whispered:










“You earned this, slut.”










The brand kissed her upper thigh.











SIX.





Burned into her flesh. Permanent.










Sasha screamed into her gag.










Tears fell. And she came again.















Closing Act











As the stream ended, Sasha collapsed forward.










The Bloom shut off.










The dildos retreated.










Cum leaked from every hole.










The red light turned off.










And the room went silent.










Mercy stood behind her and stroked her hair.










“You’re not a dancer anymore,” she said gently. “You’re the show now.”










Sasha didn’t answer.










She couldn’t.










She was already dreaming of the next night’s stream.









Chapter Six: The Gangbang Gauntlet










The morning after her debut, Sasha was sore in places she hadn’t known could ache. Her inner thighs were bruised from being strapped open for hours, her throat was raw, and the burn of the brand on her upper thigh—

 

HOLE DOLL #06


 
—throbbed like a fresh tattoo.










She loved every second of it.










Cherry Velvet didn’t open until dusk, but the underground buzz started early.















Viral Toy











The club’s private feed had blown up.










Clips of Sasha’s squirt-soaked orgasms and throat-pounding obedience were already going viral on invite-only forums. Rich clients were messaging Mercy, offering double, triple pay to see her perform again—live, in person.












“Make her a regular.”




“Next time, more holes. More cock.”




“Get her racing the other Dolls.”














That last comment stuck.










Mercy was no fool. She read trends like a poker hand.










She glanced at the names of the night’s scheduled performers. Five Hole Dolls.










Only one spot for the

 

Main Stream.











So she called for a competition.















Backstage Tension











The dressing room that evening pulsed with nerves.










Sasha walked in freshly showered, hair in loose waves, her branded thigh on display through sheer lingerie. Around her, the other Dolls stared.










Rika. Tall. Cold. Piercing eyes. Hole Doll #04.




Dani. Petite. Tattooed. Known for fisting and deepthroat records. Hole Doll #02.




Kiss. Curvy. Silent. A moaner on stream but cutthroat off it. Hole Doll #01.




Nova. Wild-eyed, always strung out, a fan favorite with a dangerous streak. Hole Doll #05.










They didn’t greet her.










They stared like predators watching fresh meat.










“You think one good night makes you Queen?” Rika sneered.










Sasha shrugged, stretching on the bench. “Did you pull in twenty grand on your first stream?”










Nova cracked her knuckles. “She talks a lot for a cum bucket.”










Mercy walked in.










“Perfect,” she said. “Ladies—new event tonight.

 

Gangbang Gauntlet.


 
Six cocks each. First girl to make all six come wins a solo feature. Losers clean the winner’s holes with their tongues.”










The Dolls went quiet.










Sasha smiled. “Let’s play.”















The Gauntlet Room











The room was circular. Six gloryholes spaced evenly along the walls. Cameras mounted above each. A long bench in the center. No ropes. No cuffs. Just the Dolls, six cocks per girl, and the order to perform.










A screen above tracked progress.













HOLE DOLL #01 — 0 / 6






HOLE DOLL #02 — 0 / 6






HOLE DOLL #04 — 0 / 6






HOLE DOLL #05 — 0 / 6






HOLE DOLL #06 — 0 / 6















Mercy's voice echoed overhead.












“Begin.”














They moved like animals.















The Race Begins











Sasha went straight to Hole Two. The cock was already out—thick, leaking.










She took it into her mouth, eyes locked on the camera. No hands. Deepthroat only.










She let the head slam her uvula, throat bulging beautifully.










Behind her, she heard gagging, slapping, moans.










The room was filled with wet sounds and grunts. Five Dolls, thirty-six cocks.










Sasha’s first client groaned.













“HOLE DOLL #06 — 1 / 6”















She moved to the next.










The cock at Hole Five was longer. She mounted the wall, pressed her pussy against it, and began to grind—slow and filthy.










Nova glanced over. “You’re fucking riding it?”










Sasha didn’t answer. She moaned instead—loudly, purposefully—until the man came inside her.













“HOLE DOLL #06 — 2 / 6”




















Dirty Tactics











Kiss tripped her.










While Sasha crawled to Hole Four, Kiss "accidentally" shoved past, her heel catching Sasha’s knee. She crashed forward, cheek scraping the floor.












“Oops,” Kiss purred.














Sasha rolled to her knees and slapped Kiss’s ass—hard. “Try harder, bitch.”










Then she opened her mouth, let Hole Four fill her face, and gave the most pornographic slurp the room had ever heard.










The man came instantly.













“HOLE DOLL #06 — 3 / 6”




















Hole Five: Double Duty











Two clients appeared at the same time.










Sasha laughed.










She grabbed the wall with one hand, the cock with the other, and sucked one while jacking the other.










She juggled.










She moaned.










She squirted on the floor mid-action, her thighs twitching as her soaked cunt spilled down her legs.










They came almost together—one down her throat, one across her chest.













“HOLE DOLL #06 — 4 / 6”






“HOLE DOLL #06 — 5 / 6”















Only one left.















The Final Cock











Rika was ahead by one.










But her last client hadn’t come yet.










Sasha darted for her final hole—Hole One.










This one was massive.










Too big to suck.










So she did the unthinkable.










She turned around. Spread her ass. And

 

backed onto it.











The entire room gasped.










She took him

 

in her ass


 
—inch by brutal inch—groaning, crying, shuddering.












“She’s riding him backwards—FUCK—”














The man behind the wall lost control.










He exploded inside her.










Cum poured from her ass.










The screen blinked:













HOLE DOLL #06 — 6 / 6 — WINNER




















The Aftermath











Sasha knelt in the center of the room, panting, her body painted in cum.










Mercy entered.










“Per the rules,” she said, looking at the others, “you know what to do.”










Rika growled.










Kiss looked furious.










Nova? She grinned—and crawled.










The three losing Dolls surrounded Sasha… and began to lick.










They cleaned her pussy.










Her thighs.










Even lapped cum from her belly and between her toes.










Mercy clapped slowly.










“Good girls.”









Chapter Seven: The Auction










There were whispers the next night.










Sasha noticed it the moment she walked into the prep room. Staff avoided eye contact. The other Dolls kept their distance—not with hostility now, but with a different kind of tension.











Reverence.












Jealousy.












Fear.











Even Mercy didn’t smirk or bark orders when Sasha entered. She just handed her a black envelope.










Inside: a gold-foiled card.













You are selected.






One night. One client. One rule: Obey.






Cherry Velvet Private Auction — Midnight.






Outfit provided.















Sasha felt her pulse quicken.










She’d heard of the auction. Rumors. Whispers behind locked doors. Only the best performers were ever chosen. It was where

 

real money


 
was made. No cameras. No safeties. Just an anonymous high-paying client and one willing body.










She stared at the bottom of the card.













Minimum bid: $100,000















Her knees almost gave out.















The Preparation











The dressing room was empty now, cleared for her alone.










On the bench: her “outfit.” A thick, black latex bodysuit with zippers over the nipples and crotch, thigh-high platform boots, and a posture collar attached to a lead.










Atop it all, a small plug sat glistening on a satin pillow.











Heart-shaped. Remote-activated. Pre-lubed.











No panties.










No bra.










No safe word.










She dressed slowly, skin sliding into latex like a second skin. The plug popped into her ass with a practiced twitch. The collar clicked closed, the lead trailing behind like an invitation.










When she looked in the mirror—










She didn’t see Sasha.










She saw

 

property.
















The Auction Room











The lights were dim. The room was shaped like a Roman amphitheater — small, but luxurious. Velvet booths. Gold railings. One central stage with a steel ring mounted in the floor.










Sasha was led in on her knees by two masked handlers. She couldn’t see the clients—only silhouettes behind dark glass and the sound of low voices, murmurs, and the clink of expensive drinks.










Mercy stood in the center.












“Gentlemen,” she said, voice velvet. “You’ve seen her. You’ve used her. Now one of you will own her.”














The bidding began.










$100,000.










$125,000.










$160,000.










$200,000.










$260,000.










The room fell silent.












“Sold,” Mercy said, smiling. “To Booth Six.”














Sasha’s heart hammered.










She didn’t even know who had bought her.















The Room of Obedience











She was led down a different hallway.










Far from the holes. Past the lounges. Into the

 

Obedience Wing


 
—a place she’d only heard rumors of.










The door was unmarked. Inside, a single room.










A bed, padded and shackled.










A padded bench.










A rack of implements—crops, plugs, clamps, gags, blindfolds, cuffs.










In the center: a man in a tailored suit, mask covering half his face. His voice was low, calm, foreign. Measured.












“Stand.”














She obeyed.












“You belong to me tonight.”














She nodded.












“You will come only when I say.”














He walked behind her, trailing a leather glove over her latex-covered hips.












“Safe words?” he asked.














She shook her head.












“Good girl.”



















The Breaking











He started slow.










Bent her over the padded bench. Pulled the zipper over her ass down. Exposed the plug and yanked it out roughly. She gasped. Before she could inhale again, he replaced it with something thicker—metal. Cold.










The moment it popped in, her knees buckled.












“Tight. Used. Perfect.”














Then he opened her front.










The second zipper peeled back her latex crotch, revealing her glistening, soaked pussy. He didn’t touch it.










Instead, he bound her wrists and ankles to the bench. Spread her wider.










And left her there.










Waiting.















Edge and Denial











The remote clicked.










The metal plug buzzed.










Low.










Then higher.










Then faster.










Then stopped.










She whimpered.










Again.










Buzz.










Stop.










Buzz.










Stop.










He played her like a violin. Every time her thighs started to shake, every time she reached the edge, the vibration halted.










Her pussy dripped onto the floor.










She sobbed.












“You want to come?” he asked.














She nodded desperately.












“Prove it.”



















The Task











He removed the plug and tossed it aside.










Then walked to the bed.










He lay back and opened his suit pants.












“You want your orgasm, you take it. On my cock. No hands. No sound.”














She crawled.










Straddled him.










And sank down.










He didn’t move.










Didn’t help.










He just watched.










Sasha rode him slowly, hips rolling, cunt clenching, riding the line between pleasure and desperation. Her breath caught in her throat.










Her orgasm screamed to be let out.










But she bit her tongue.










She kept it in.










Until—












“Now.”














She shattered.










Her back arched.










She came harder than ever before, pussy milking his cock as he groaned and exploded inside her.










She collapsed on his chest, spent, ruined, and smiling.















The Morning After











She woke alone.










The bed was clean. The room empty.










Only a single envelope lay on the pillow.










Inside: a black card.












“You’ve passed your final test.




Welcome to the Dollhouse’s Elite Tier.




You are no longer Hole Doll #06.
















You are now:

 

DOLL PRIME

















Next event: Submission Showcase.




12 clients. 1 stage. You.”













Chapter Eight: Submission Showcase










The dressing room smelled of rosewater, cum, and leather.










Sasha stood naked in front of the full-length mirror. No makeup yet. No jewelry. Just the black brand on her upper thigh—

 

DOLL PRIME


 
—and the faint ache of the night before still pulsing in her ass and thighs. She looked into her own eyes.










She didn’t see the girl who walked into Cherry Velvet weeks ago.










She saw the club’s centerpiece. Its altar. Its offering.










The door opened.










Mercy walked in, clipboard in hand, heels clicking on tile.










“You ready?”










Sasha nodded.










“I was born for this.”















The Stage











The Submission Showcase wasn’t underground.










It was Cherry Velvet’s crown jewel—hosted once every season for the club’s top-tier members.










The room was a cathedral of kink.










The stage was circular, surrounded on all sides by raised seating. Men and women in suits, masks, lingerie, and collars packed the rows, champagne in hand, breathless with anticipation.










On the stage: twelve chairs. Velvet-cushioned. Facing inward in a circle.










And in the center?










A padded, rotating platform with leather restraints built in.










Spotlighted. Glowing.










Waiting.















The Rules











Mercy’s voice rang out over the sound system.












“Ladies and gentlemen… tonight, you bear witness to the complete surrender of one of our finest creations. Former Hole Doll #06. Now DOLL PRIME.”














Gasps. Whispers.












“Twelve clients. One stage. No safewords. The crowd decides her tools. The handlers enforce her limits. And the Doll obeys. Every command. Every punishment. Every orgasm.”














The crowd went wild.










Sasha was brought out on a leash.










She walked naked. Proud. Every step deliberate.










She climbed onto the platform.










And laid down.















Round One: The Mouth











The first client was a woman—sharp-cheeked, in a suit, with a cruel smile.










She stepped forward as the crowd selected her tool:

 

a transparent, extra-long dildo gag.











She fit it into Sasha’s mouth, pushed it in deep, and locked the straps behind her head. It wasn’t just a gag—it extended down her throat, thick enough to make her drool instantly.










She climbed on the stage bench and sat back—legs wide.










Her command was silent:

 

lick.











Even gagged, Sasha obeyed. Tongue moving, head bobbing, throat choking on the silicone plug.










The woman came hard in less than two minutes—moaning into the mic.












“DOLL PRIME — 1/12 Orgasms Delivered”














The platform rotated.















Round Two: The Ass











The next client—tall, masked, silent—brought clamps.










Crowd-chosen, of course.










He applied them to her nipples, pulling them taut with a chain that hooked into her collar.










Then he slid a

 

glass double-headed dildo


 
into her ass, slowly, inch by inch.










The crowd counted every inch.










He fucked her with it rhythmically, one hand on her lower back, the other adjusting the clamp chain so her nipples were tugged with each thrust.










She moaned into her gag.










She leaked.










And when he came—spurting onto her lower back like marking his territory—her eyes rolled back.












“DOLL PRIME — 2/12”



















Round Three: The Crowd’s Turn











The platform stopped.










A new voice rang out.












“Crowd round! Majority vote:

 

public milking


 
.”














Gasps. Applause.










Two machines rolled out.










One for her breasts—glass suction cups.










One for her pussy—an automatic sybian rig built directly into the stage.










They strapped her down.










Her gag was removed. Her cries became moans.










The cups sucked. The sybian began to pulse—slow, torturous, building in tempo as the platform spun in place.










Sasha screamed.










Juices sprayed.










The audience clapped.












“DOLL PRIME — 3, 4, 5, 6/12 Orgasms Delivered”



















Round Seven: The Analyst











A man in a white coat approached next.










The crowd had voted for

 

anal inspection


 
with

 

buzzing plug punishment.











He wore gloves. Brought a camera.










He spread her ass cheeks for all to see, narrating into a mic.












“Tissue healthy. Well-used. Dilated. Responsive.”














He slid the plug in slowly, turned the remote on, and left her there vibrating.










She writhed.










He took notes while she sobbed her way through another orgasm.












“DOLL PRIME — 7/12”



















Rounds Eight Through Eleven











They came faster now.










●

 
       

 
Round Eight: tit-fucking with weights clamped to her labia.



 









●

 
       

 
Round Nine: spit-roasting with another Doll joining in.



 









●

 
       

 
Round Ten: forced orgasm while being read humiliating tweets about herself.



 









●

 
       

 
Round Eleven: a fan who had tipped $10,000 was allowed to come on stage and slap her until she cried—then kissed her and called her beautiful.




 











Each one left her more broken.










More glowing.










More soaked.















Final Round











The last chair was empty.










Then the lights dimmed.










From backstage, a figure walked out in a black suit. No mask.










The man from the

 

auction.











Her owner for that one unforgettable night.










Sasha gasped.










He approached slowly.










And knelt beside her.










Whispered in her ear:












“You’ve pleased them all. Now you’ll please me.”














He climbed behind her.










And slid in.










Raw. Deep. Slow.










She sobbed.










Not from pain.










But from how

 

full


 
she felt.










He grabbed her hips, bit her neck, and rode her through the twelfth and final orgasm.










They came together.










The stage lights flared white.

















DOLL PRIME — 12/12 — SHOWCASE COMPLETE















The crowd rose.










Applauding.










Cheering.










Tipping.










Sasha lay in a puddle of cum, sweat, and milk.










Tears on her cheeks. A smile on her lips.










She didn’t belong to herself anymore.










She belonged to Cherry Velvet.










Forever.









Chapter Nine: Exported










She woke up in a crate.










Not a metaphor. Not a fantasy.










A real steel crate.










Lined with velvet. Ventilated. Dark.










Her arms were strapped behind her back in a soft leather armbinder. Her legs bound at the ankles. A gag filled her mouth — not just for silence, but for training. To keep her jaw open. To remind her she was

 

accessible


 
.










A tag hung from her nipple clamp.













DOLL PRIME – GLOBAL EXPORT 001





Origin: Cherry Velvet Club, United States




Destination: Al-Kharym Private Estate, UAE




Status: “Pre-used. Highly trained. No limits declared.”














She moaned into her gag, body vibrating from the soft hum of the cargo hold.










This wasn’t a punishment.










It was a

 

promotion.
















The Exchange











Cherry Velvet had connections. Deep ones. Quiet ones.










The

 

Global Doll Exchange


 
was whispered about in only the richest, darkest circles — where billionaires and power brokers wanted not just pleasure, but ownership. Permanence. Control.










Sasha had performed so well, so publicly, so perfectly that Mercy herself had nominated her.










She was no longer just a hole to be used.










She was

 

luxury product.
















Arrival: The Palace











The crate was unloaded in silence.










She felt hands unhook the locks.










The doors creaked open and warm air flooded in — sweet, spiced, heavy with heat.










She blinked in the light.










Then saw them.










Six women.










All dressed in sheer silks, gold jewelry glinting across their bodies, faces veiled but eyes sharp. They stepped forward as one and pulled her from the crate. Untied her arms. Removed the gag. Then knelt.










Not to her.










But beside her.










She was

 

one of them


 
now.










The Dollmaster stood watching.










Tall. Robed. Silent. A silver ring on every finger.










He spoke only one word.












“Begin.”



















First Ordeal: The Garden of Flesh











Sasha was led through a courtyard unlike anything she had ever seen.










Ornate marble tiles. Pools of rosewater. Silks hanging from the palms.










And in the center — a ring of couches surrounding a

 

living stage.











One girl was bound, upside down, on a suspended swing — her holes stuffed with vibrating beads.










Another was bent over a pedestal, her ass painted with gold and being licked clean by a masked servant.










Sasha was stripped, oiled, and guided to a platform in the center.
















“You are the American,” one of the Dollmistresses said. “Show them what the West trains now.”














The crowd watched.










Sasha’s arms were strapped behind her back again.










A plug slid into her dripping pussy.










Another filled her ass.










A thick ring gag was strapped to her face, locking her mouth wide.










Then they rolled in the

 

chair.











Wheeled. Reclined. Leather straps everywhere.










They bound her to it.










And pushed her in front of the crowd.















The Unveiling











One by one, the clients came forward.










●

 
       

 
A prince.



 









●

 
       

 
A tycoon.



 









●

 
       

 
A brutal Russian politician with a voice like gravel.



 









●

 
       

 
A masked woman with hands like claws.



 









Each was allowed ten minutes.










Each got to use one hole.










Each left something inside.










Sasha didn’t move.










She

 

couldn’t.











She was the centerpiece. The toy.










The prize.










Her pussy was pumped. Her ass stretched. Her throat used like a warm wet tunnel.










When the final client finished, the Dollmistresses clapped.












“She did not break. She is true.”



















The Night Cage











That evening, she was caged again.










Not alone.










Four Dolls to a cage. All nude. Plugged. Gagged. Resting with heads on each other’s thighs.










They were not allowed to speak.










Only

 

breathe.





Only

 

exist.





Only

 

prepare.











In the morning, Sasha would be sold again.










Not to a person.










To a

 

household.











A home where she would serve as property. Every guest allowed to touch. Every hole

 

open


 
for use. Her schedule dictated by the home’s AI. Her orgasms permitted by her new owners.










And she wanted it.










Desperately.










Because she wasn’t a Hole Doll anymore.










She wasn’t even DOLL PRIME.










She was now...













INTERNATIONAL CLASS SLAVE TOY #0006.















And tomorrow?










She’d be

 

broken in


 
all over again.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.
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