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Born of Scorn 

After getting through the secluded entrance and having his name checked against the list Logan walked through a dark lit hallway and into the currently hottest and most exclusive club in the city. He grinned wolfishly as he surveyed the multilevel room filled with smoke and lights. The aroma of illicit substances wasn’t overpowering but it certainly wasn’t hidden, here among the elite the rules didn’t apply. It was the same for him Logan thought, the rules didn’t apply.

The music pulsed and people danced. Most people wore black, the rest wore nothing at all, leather and electrical tape were a common theme. The bar dominated the room with the audio stage hanging just above and behind it. Situated around the room were secluded tables with comfortable booths. Looking up the narrow staircase he could see the more exotic furniture upstairs. He didn’t need to go up there to know what all he would find, Saint Andrew’s crosses, spanking benches, wooden ponies, and more. There was no point going up just yet though, not without some new toy to break anyway thought Logan as he headed towards the dance floor.

He moved through the pulsating crowd with accustomed ease. He fancied himself a shark cruising through the waters of his inferiors. Here he was king, and he knew that none could compete with him. As he moved among the dancers he saw a few he knew, giving nods of acknowledgment sparingly. He brushed close to one couple, the female a curly-haired blonde named Charlotte, she looked hopefully at him with an overabundance of eagerness in her eyes, but he skewed her with a glance and she turned away crestfallen, moving from the dance floor and leaving a very confused beta dominant behind her.

Logan scoffed and continued his prowl through the crowd, he had met Charlotte some six months ago and she had submitted to him easily, far too easily. At first, it had been enjoyable but without any real way to push her and break her, he had bored of her quickly and moved on. She still seemed hopeful every time she saw him, foolish thing. Let some lesser “Dominant” have her, he wasn’t interested in such a lack of challenge.

He weaved back and forth through the dance floor a couple of times, scoping out potentials, he spared a glance up towards the second floor and saw Natalia looking out over the railing, her long brown hair and sharp features causing him to smile. He remembered her, how she had been a challenge to break, and just thinking about it stoked his lust. He could still hear her whimpering at the moment she finally broke to him. As if drawn by the intensity of his gaze at her she looked towards him then quickly away as if she hadn’t seen him. He however saw the moment of fear upon her lovely countenance. He smiled to himself and moved on, perhaps he would give her a call if the night didn’t pan out and demand she present herself to him at his penthouse. It had been a while and generally, he grew bored with them after they had been brought to see their true nature by the light of his dominance. However, her look of fear had been enough to capture his attention, at least for a night anyway.


Logan having now completed a few circuits of the floor decided it was time to head for the bar. He could use a drink and besides, often the bar was the easiest place to find the neophytes. The ones who had never been to the club before and hung near the bar rather than venture into the more, unique and exotic parts of the club. It was a safe place for them where the social norms were similar to what they experience in the outside world. In other words, it was the perfect place to find his quarry, someone he could convince to come home with him, someone he could convince to sign the month-long submissive contract he had written, the one that would allow him to take and break the woman who signed it, proving his dominance over them and their rightful place at his feet. 

He spotted her almost immediately as he approached the bar, a slim fit woman in a dark blue dress with pale luminous skin and naturally dark hair done in a short bob. He could tell by the way she glanced about her that she was new to the club. She had the look of a newcomer, someone, not yet accustomed to the exclusive styles and tastes of the place and its patrons. Perfect, he thought to himself, just what he was looking for, the new ones always made excellent little does and he would enjoy altering her to his tastes and watching her crumble.
He slid up to the bar next to her with the devil’s confidence and ordered two drinks before turning to her.

“Well hello there my dear, I don’t believe we’ve met yet.” He said in a confident tone as if she was supposed to instantly recognize him. He made sure to draw himself up to his full height, giving the smallest of tugs at his expensive suit collar to make sure it was in place

.
“I…I’m sorry?” She stammered, clearly caught off guard and nervous by his forwardness and the foreign social rules she wasn’t accustomed to.

Excellent Logan thought smirking to himself inwardly.
“Oh no need to be sorry darling. My name’s Logan.” He said as the bartender slid him his drinks and he picked one up, holding it out for her as he said it.

“Oh, thank you.” The girl replied still overwhelmed she took the drink. “My name is Marcy.” She added.

“Charmed.” He responded, taking a sip of his drink and smiling at her. “And what exactly brings you here tonight Marcy?” He said, staring her in the eyes to assert his control. “What is it that you desire from us?”

“Oh, I, well it’s just” she stuttered. “I’ve heard so much about this place and its, um uniqueness and I wanted to see for myself.” She finally finished.

“Well, my dear I can assure you, the rumors about this place are quite true. Here is a place where those in charge command and rule while the rest submit to their wants. No doubt you are here to experience that submission first hand?”
She flushed hard, the blood lighting up her pale cheeks. “Well I thought I might, you know, give it a try.”

“Excellent,” Logan replied, dark intentions glittering in his eyes.


Logan lounged on his couch in his penthouse suite, casually enjoying a drink and listening to a bit of music. Reaching towards the table he picked up his smartphone for the third time or so in the past hour to check and make sure it hadn’t lit up with a message when he wasn’t paying attention. Still no response from Marcy. Somewhat disappointed that she hadn’t responded to his tormenting texts commanding her to respond with pictures of her naked body that he constantly had enforced belonged to him. 

It gave him pause, but he finally decided he didn’t care. It had been several weeks since the end of her month-long contract of submission and he was starting to lose interest anyway. It always got dull for him after the high of breaking the girls, listening to their cries as he surpassed any limits they believed they had. It was always fun to watch the aftermath of that, but it would only be so long before he was more interested in getting another new potential submissive to her breaking point.

“The hell with it.” He said, tossing his found onto the couch beside him. It was time to find a new toy, perhaps that pretty brunette he had seen at the club last time he was out. Not tonight though, it was getting late and he was rather tired. It wasn’t long before he drifted off to sleep upon the couch thinking about the next break.

The lock on his front door clicked open quietly. Two rather large men stalked quietly into the penthouse, moving through the large rooms till they found their target asleep on the couch. One clamped a massive hand over Logan’s mouth, waking him instantly. The other punched him hard in the gut, causing Logan to expel the air in his lungs, keeping him from crying out. The two men in masks quickly zip-tied Logan’s hands together, along with his feet. While one of his abductors secured his limbs the other gagged him with a rag and pulled a bag over his head before cramming him in an extremely large duffle bag.

Logan struggled from inside the dark bag but received several body-blows from one of the thugs causing him to give up his immediate resistance. The thugs quickly proceeded to their rental van and left quietly, locking up behind themselves. An hour later and Logan felt himself deposited roughly on a chair, he was quickly and efficiently bound into place before the hood was finally removed.

Before him stood the two burly men in their dark suits and ski masks, behind them a shorter slimmer figure standing in a confrontational position with her arms crossed looked at him disdainfully, Marcy. Her voice was cold and hard, authoritative. “Hello, Logan.”
Logan immediately began struggling against his bonds, yelling into the rag he had been gagged with. Marcy’s eyes narrowed at him before she nodded to one of the bruisers. He pulled the rag out of Logan’s mouth and the moment Logan began to speak the other thug slugged him in the jaw.

“Enough,” Marcy commanded and they both stepped back.

“Logan, do you know why you are here?” she asked calmly.

“Because you are a psycho bitch.” He spat. “When I get out of here I’m going to...”

“No.” She interrupted him, stepping forward so that the thugs loomed behind her. “You are here because you don’t listen. You didn’t listen to me when I said you were going too far, you didn’t listen to me when I said I had limits. You didn’t listen when I said I was done.”

“You signed a contract.” Logan protested loudly

“To hell with your contract.” Marcy snapped angrily. “I wanted out.”

“You won’t get away with this, I’m going to the police the moment I’m free.” Logan cursed.
“No, you aren’t Logan, we both know you can’t, for the same reasons I couldn’t. If it ever got out, what we did, and who we associate with at that club. We would be financially ruined. Neither one of us is about to give that up.”

He paused, this was true, hell he had used that same argument before with other girls he had broken when things had gotten a little out of hand. It was a damn convincing one, he couldn’t let the public eye hear about those things, worse yet the club had a way of making sure if anyone ever let their secrets slip they would go down.

Marcy’s smile sharpened as she saw the realization on his face. “I’m glad you understand the situation Logan, I really am because you see I did learn something from my time spent with you. I learned I Love power, and I’m going to enjoy showing you just which one of us is truly is the submissive.

Logan’s confidence faltered further, and a chill ran down his spine.
“You see Logan you are going to sign an identical contract to the one you had me sign only this time the roles will be reversed. You will be my submissive for one month. After that, I will release you from my service.”

“And what if I refuse to sign?” He asked vehemently snarling at her.

“Well then.” She said placing a gentle hand upon one of the men’s arms. “I’ll just have to let these two have a gentlemanly discussion with you and explain the error of your ways and how you should properly treat a lady.”

The other thug casually cracked the knuckles of one meaty hand and Logan realized the implied beating he would take at the men’s hands would be brutal, perhaps even lethal. He wasn’t sure if Marcy would let it go that far but he could see true hatred in her eyes. He decided he wouldn’t risk it.

As if reading his mind, she had the thugs free Logan’s hand and give him a pen so that he could sloppily sign the contract she put before him. “Excellent,” she said, mocking him.

“Well gentleman, it looks like business is concluded,” Marcy said, addressing the thugs. “I no longer require your Immediate services.” She told them while sparing an eye for Logan, the implication not lost on him that she would bring them back if he tried to escape or go back on their contract.

One of the thugs nodded to her respectfully.
“It was a job well done, done so well in fact I think you have earned something on top of your normal payment. A free blowjob for each of you perhaps? Courtesy of my new submissive plaything?”

The thug’s grin beneath his mask could practically be heard as he said in a deep nasally voice. “We would enjoy that very much, ma’am.” The lead thug immediately began unzipping his pants. Logan’s mind reeled as he tried to process the rapidly occurring events. “Wait, wait you can’t possibly mean me? I don’t SUCK COCKS!!” He said in a near panicked voice.

“Oh, you do now.” Said Marcy in a pleasant voice as the second thug walked around behind Logan’s chair and leaned it forward, easily holding it and Logan’s weight in place so that his head was level with the other thugs now exposed and massive cock.

“No, no, no!” Logan protested. “I don’t suck cock.”

Marcy placed a hand on one hip as the lead thug drew closer to Logan’s face. “All subs suck cock, isn’t that what you “taught” me?” She asked derisively, mimicking Logan mockingly.
In a matter-of-fact voice, she said, “I don’t see why you should be any different.” She turned and sat down dismissing his complaints.

“But!” Logan yelled at her as she eyed him coldly, but he was interrupted as the lead thug grabbed firmly ahold of Logan’s head with his vice-like hands and shoved his massive cock into Logan’s mouth. It was incredibly huge, and Logan tried to scream as it blocked him from breathing properly, the man began to rigorously pump his massive member into Logan’s throat, just careful enough to not let Logan choke to the point of throwing up. Logan’s eyes watered, and he only dimly heard the men laughing when Marcy sweetly suggested Logan try breathing through his nose. It wasn’t but a few moments later that the thug's cock pulsed as he filled Logan’s belly with his salty slime. The thug held Logan in place, making sure he swallowed the load down before pulling out.

Logan breathed in the sweet air that had been denied him, gasping and crying as he tried to regain his breath he barely noticed as he was set down then picked back out as the second thug positioned himself to take his turn. “Wait” Logan tried to cry but again for the second time in the last ten minutes a massive cock was thrust into his mouth. A little more prepared for it Logan managed not to gag so much but he still struggled and lurched when the second man pumped his load into Logan.

As Logan tried to regain his breath, his throat burning. Tears, spit, and cum coating his mouth and nose Marcy thanked the two men and dismissed them. His vision was blurred for the moment, but she got close to him, so he could see her properly. “That was very good bitch, you did that so well I can barely believe it was your first time. Later perhaps I’ll let you do my boyfriend. I rather detest giving blowjobs, so I think you’ll make the perfect thing for him to use.”

Marcy then stood up and began cutting away his clothes, securing a metal collar around his throat along with hobbles for his hands and feet before finally undoing the bonds that had kept him in the chair. She tugged on the leash she had secured to his collar causing Logan to be jerked out of the chair and onto the floor. “Come on cumslut, I’m tired and ready to go to bed.
Forcing Logan to crawl she led him to a set of stairs exiting the basement he had found himself in. He did his best chained up as she was to keep up, but she kept pulling the leash, jerking him off balance as they moved through her lavish home. Finally, after four flights of stairs, she brought him into a large room with a beautiful four poster bed dominating the center. At the end of the bed sat a simple wood stool with a large dildo attached firmly to it.

“Here we are.” Marcy declared in a sing-song voice. “My bed.” She said facing him towards the bed. “And yours.” She said dragging his head to look in the direction of the stool. “You will sit bound there all night while I sleep,” she told him.

“Wait no, that’s, I can’t, that’s way too big. I can’t, I won’t!” Logan complained, fearful of the phallic monster upon the stool.

“Oh, you can, and you will, besides subs have no limits, anal is always on the table, isn’t that what you told me?” She asked.

“Yes, I told you that, but you’re a girl, a submissive and I’m not,” Logan said, trying to weasel his way out of it.

“Did we forget already that you signed a contract stating specifically that you were in fact a submissive Logan? Now no more of this nonsense or we will start with the crop tonight rather than waiting for the morning. You remember the crop don’t you Logan?”

He did remember the crop, he had used it on her several times, she had begged him to stop but he hadn’t till she was crying and her ass was marked with bloody bruises. Marcy pulled him into a standing position then pushed him towards the stool.

“At least give me some lube,” Logan begged but Marcy just shook her head.

“No, that takes time and I’m tired, besides you have to Earn lube. Now SIT!”

Fearfully Logan began to try and sit on the stool without penetrating himself, but Marcy reached forward and adjusted the dildo so that it penetrated his ass and the head slipped in slightly.
Ohhh Logan squealed despite himself, he paused, trying to slowly and gently lower himself, focused on the pain of the penetration and trying to avoid it he didn’t notice as Marcy slipped around behind him then she pulled down hard on his shoulders with all her weight, causing the dildo to slip up and into Logan’s ass, fully penetrating him in a single moment as his butt hit the stool. He screamed and immediately tried to stand back up, but Marcy just painfully pulled him down again and quickly locked his cuffs to the stool so that he couldn’t rise.

“There, that’s much better, now that you are all situated for the night.” She laughed “I can get ready for bed.” She moved over to her bedside while Logan squirmed on the phallic invader, whimpering in pain, and began to undress. This caught Logan’s attention and despite himself, he stopped struggling as much and began to get hard.

She turned to spare a glance at him and his erection and smiled. “See I knew you were a submissive at heart, look at that hard-on from taking it in the ass.” Logan flushed in embarrassment as she deliberately mistook the situation for proof of his submissiveness. He groaned in embarrassment even more as she raised her phone and took a picture of his predicament.

She then slipped under the sheets, making sure that was all that covered her, and she began to slowly touch herself to the picture now on her phone. She knew what it was doing to him as she fondled herself under the sheets in front of him to his humiliation. Logan’s dick only grew harder in response and began leaking precum as Marcy herself hit her orgasm, soon after drifting into a peaceful slumber.

Logan’s cock ached, and his ass screamed with pain he had never felt before. He wanted off the dildo almost as much as he wanted to stroke his cock to what he had just witnessed. Tomorrow he thought, tomorrow he would beg her for a little release. Surely, she didn’t expect him not to cum for an entire month, it wasn’t like he had done that to her.

******
 

Logan hung naked suspended from the ceiling by ropes, the centerpiece of Marcy’s massive living room where all the other guests mingled. Many of them were people from the club, they sipped at their drinks, talked, and played with each other. Everything went on around him like any other of the club’s house parties but this one was different. Logan was exposed, exposed in front of them all, not just naked but displayed as a submissive for the entire club to see. He could never live this down and he knew it. He could see the absolute joy in several of the party goer’s eyes. Every now and then one of them one come by to make his predicament worse. His suspension ropes were hooked to a simple mechanism so that he could be lowered and raised at the guest’s pleasure. His mouth was kept open by an O ring style gag though he had long learned it was far better to suck the cock than face Marcy’s displeasure. His balls and ass were also easily accessible and next to him was a basket containing, lube, condoms, dildos, clothespins, and other various items of torture with a sign instructing guests to use them and him at their leisure.

He hung there, keeping his head down in his shame and trying not to meet anyone’s eyes for it was all he had the power to do. He suddenly felt someone gently caressing his balls and it was rather pleasurable. It had been a while since he had last cum and he had only done so under the most humiliating circumstances. He couldn’t see who was doing it, but he let out the slightest of moans that simply died in his throat when Natalia’s face came into view out of the corner of his eye.

“What’s the matter, Logan?” She asked, still stroking his balls, now using her darkly painted nails, the sensation a bit sharper than before. “Not happy to see me?” She asked, digging her nails into his balls fiercely.

Logan began to thrash and squeal causing the surrounding guests to take notice and laugh at him. She let finally let go with a chuckle but then brought her hand up firmly to smack them as they dangled. Logan’s face went red with pain as he cried out from the pain. She grabbed him by the chin, her nails digging, and pulled him face to face with her so that only he could hear her. “You know I still have faint scars on my pussy from what you did to me with that whip you little fuck.”

“Luckily my new boyfriend finds them exotic, but I would still desperately love to get some payback and my boyfriend has offered to help. I talked to Marcy and she said at midnight your contract expires with her though.”

Logan breathed a sigh of relief through the gag.

“Which is why she agreed to give you to me and my man once the contract is up, so we could pay you back at length.” She growled at him, spinning his face towards the clock so that he could see it was nine fifty-four pm. “See you in a few hours bitch.” She said letting go and stalking angrily away.

He whimpered in fear, his eyes focused on the clock as a different party goer stepped up behind him to ram a rather large dildo into his ass. Logan could only hope that the ass pounding would take figuratively forever because he knew Natalia was going to be much less forgiving.

The End
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