
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors




10 Filthy Short Stories of BDSM, Public Punishment, Pegging, and Erotic Surrender




Introduction










Welcome to

 

The Club


 
.










No address. No website. No list of rules beyond the one that matters most:





Everything that happens here… is wanted.











But want is a dangerous thing.










It starts small—a whisper, a glance, a forbidden fantasy you swore you’d never say out loud.




Then one day, the invitation arrives.




Black envelope. No return address.




Inside, only two things:










A single line:





“We’ve been watching.”











And a key.










Once you step through the velvet-lined doors, there’s no safe word to take it back.










You’ll find masked strangers with silk ropes in their hands and contracts that make you blush.




You’ll see women on their knees with collars they begged for, and men broken open by voices sweeter than sin.




You’ll hear moans through marble halls, feel the press of eyes behind glass walls, and taste the sharp edge of shame in your throat.











The Club


 
isn’t a place.










It’s a need.










Ten stories. Ten filthy, fast-paced snapshots of desire twisted into obedience, power blurred into surrender, and control handed over like a gift you didn’t know you were desperate to give.










Inside these pages, you’ll find:










●

 
       

 
Auctioned innocence and brutal training



 









●

 
       

 
Dominant wives and helpless husbands



 









●

 
       

 
Billionaire owners and cocky submissives broken by women in latex



 









●

 
       

 
Double domme initiations, ruined orgasms, public punishments



 









●

 
       

 
And at the center of it all…

 

Him


 
—the silent architect who always watches.



 









Each story is standalone, but they all live and breathe within the same dark walls.




You don’t need a password to enter.










You just need the craving.










So go on.




Turn the page.




You’ve already unlocked the door.










Now see what waits for you in the dark.











Quick Look: What’s Inside












1. Sold to the Highest Bidder


 
— Auctioned submission, public use, collaring, obedience training





2. Pegged by the Heiress


 
— Female domination, strap-on pegging, humiliation, brat taming





3. Watch Me Break


 
— Voyeurism, vibrating plug, orgasm control, exhibitionism





4. Punished in the Ballroom


 
— Public spanking, power exchange, impact play, dirty speech





5. Used in the Dark


 
— Anonymous gangbang, freeuse fantasy, spitroast, no-name submission





6. The Wife’s Trade


 
— Cuckolding, consensual non-consent, rough sex, degradation





7. Bought for the First Time


 
— Virgin auction, forced deflowering, rough first time, ownership kink





8. The Sorority’s Strap-On


 
— Female-led initiation, pegging, public use, strap-on training





9. Ruined by Her and Him


 
— Double domme couple, chastity, ruined orgasm, teasing and denial





10. The Owner’s Pet


 
— Power reversal, dominant woman broken, plug punishment, forced surrender









Story 1: Sold to the Highest Bidder










The velvet mask clung to her cheeks, warm from the crowd’s breathless attention. The spotlight hit her bare thighs, spread slightly apart, trembling above the silver heels they'd forced her to wear. She didn’t know his name—just the number on his paddle.











Seventeen.











And when his voice cut through the room—calm, ruthless, and slow as smoke—she knew she'd be his.










"One hundred thousand," he said. "For the girl with the blush and the bite."










Laughter rippled through the elite crowd of voyeurs, seated in half-shadow around the raised platform. She couldn’t see their faces, but she could feel the hunger in every gaze. And she felt the bite too—inside her. A slick, shameful ache between her legs that had been growing since they brought her here.










She hadn’t even meant to come to

 

The Club


 
. Not really. Not beyond that first flirtation—filling out a form, half-drunk, joking with her roommate. But someone had replied. Someone had watched. And when the black envelope arrived, promising one night of pleasure or punishment, no strings, no names… she said yes.










The collar was locked around her throat now. And her body? Sold.










He approached slowly—her new owner for the night. Tall. Sharp in a suit tailored to destroy. His fingers brushed along her jaw, tilting her chin until she met his eyes behind his own mask. He leaned close, speaking only for her.










“You’ll kneel when I tell you. Come when I say. And you won’t speak, unless it’s to beg.”










Her lips parted, the protest curling on her tongue—but it died the second his fingers gripped her hair.










She dropped to her knees before she even realized what she was doing.










He led her by the leash—literally. A thin black lead snapped onto her collar, dangling from his hand as they moved down a hallway lined in crimson velvet. They passed moans behind closed doors. Whispers. Slaps. The sound of skin meeting skin. She was soaked before they even reached his room.










Inside, the walls were mirrored. The lights dimmed red. And the bed?










She wouldn’t need it.










“Face the mirror. Hands on the glass.”










Her breath hitched, but she obeyed.










He didn’t strip her—not at first. No, he touched her over the lace panties they’d given her. Ran his hand between her thighs and pressed two fingers against the damp fabric.










“Dripping already,” he murmured. “I haven’t even started.”










Then he tore them off.










She gasped, the rip loud in the quiet room. Cool air kissed her exposed cunt, and her reflection moaned softly against the glass. He watched. Touched. Spread her open with two fingers and dragged them over her slit so slowly she trembled.










“You want it filthy, don’t you?” he asked. “That’s why you’re here.”










“Yes…” It slipped out before she could stop it.










Wrong move.










His palm came down on her ass, hard. She cried out—but fuck, her knees went weaker.










“You speak when I allow it.”










“Yes, Sir.”










Another slap. Her breath fogged the mirror.










“Again.”










“Yes, Sir!”










He dropped to his knees behind her, lips grazing the base of her spine. She whimpered as his tongue trailed lower, over the curve of her ass, until he spread her open and licked her straight down the middle. Messy. Dirty. Wet.










She clawed at the mirror as his tongue flicked her clit, then lower. She moaned when he pushed one thick finger inside her, then two. His hand moved faster, fingers curling in that spot that made her legs shake. Her thighs trembled. Her moans grew louder, raw and gasping.










He pulled back.










“No.”










“No—please—!”










Another slap. This time, to her soaked cunt. She yelped.










“I said you’ll come when I tell you.”










She nodded fast, panting, aching—ruined already and he’d barely begun.










He stood. Undid his belt. She didn’t dare look, but she heard the sound of his zipper. The weight of his cock against her ass made her body jolt.










“I want you begging,” he whispered. “Beg for my cock.”










Her pride burned in her throat. She wanted to spit. To fight. But her body betrayed her. She arched her back, spreading for him.










“Please… please fuck me, Sir.”










Again.










“Please. I’m yours. I’m dripping, aching—fuck, I need it—need

 

you


 
—”










He slammed into her.










She screamed.










The mirror rattled. His hands grabbed her waist, held her in place as he pounded into her from behind, hard and deep, like he was trying to own her from the inside out. And fuck, it worked.










She moaned his name.










Except she didn’t know it. Didn’t need to.










All that mattered was the way he wrecked her.










Over and over, until she sobbed, grinding back against him, shameless and soaked. She heard herself say things—dirty, wild things—she didn’t know she could say.










And when he finally gave the command—“Come. Now.”—her whole body shattered.










He didn’t stop.










He fucked her through it, fingers pressing into her collar as he used her, filled her, claimed her.










Later, as she lay on her side on his leather couch, legs trembling and slick thighs sticky against the cool cushion, he stroked her hair.










“I own you until sunrise,” he said.










She smiled, dazed and drunk on him. “Then take me again.”









Story 2: Pegged by the Heiress










Luca thought he was untouchable.










Big-shot trader, cocky as hell, dripping arrogance with every custom cufflink. He came to

 

The Club


 
on a dare from his colleagues—thought it would be some exclusive brothel where he could get his dick wet and brag about it after.










He didn’t expect

 

her


 
.










She waited in the corner suite like a queen on her throne—legs crossed, dress tight and short, a glass of red in one hand and a leather crop in the other. Her eyes? Sharp enough to slice him open.










“You’re late,” she said without looking up. “Strip.”










He laughed.










“Cute. I’m not here to get bossed around, sweetheart.”










She stood.










Her heels were taller than his confidence. Her voice? Ice-cold.










“You are now.”










The doors locked behind him. The cameras flickered on. And suddenly, Luca remembered the fine print.











“When chosen, you agree to obey your assigned Domme in full.”











His cock twitched at the idea—and that only pissed him off more.










She circled him like prey.










“Hands behind your back. Mouth shut. Knees.”










“I don’t kneel.”










She didn’t speak. Just reached into her side drawer and pulled out a thick, black strap-on. Shiny. Curved. Mean-looking.










His cock jumped again.










Fuck.










“I see your mouth still isn’t working,” she said, stepping close. Her crop tapped his chest. “Don’t worry. You’ll use it later—on my shoes.”










He should’ve walked out. He should’ve told her where to shove it. But his body betrayed him. Curiosity. Lust. That ugly, aching need to be owned—just once—by someone who didn’t give a damn about his money or power.










He dropped to his knees.










“Good boy.”










She undressed him with methodical ease. No teasing. No flirtation. Just stripped him bare and leashed his cock with a tight black band that made him ache instantly.










Then she turned him around.










Bent him over the edge of the bed.










“Lube’s cold,” she said. “But you’ll be warm enough when I’m done.”










He gasped when her fingers slicked his ass, pushing inside without warning. His spine arched, body jolting—but she didn’t slow down.










“You want to prove how tough you are? Then take it for me.”










She slid the tip of her strap into place. Pressed. Stopped.










“You want it, don’t you?”










“No—fuck—I—”










Another push. Deeper. His moan was ragged.










“Yes,” he breathed. “God, yes—”










She grinned.










“I knew you’d be my favorite.”










She took him slow at first—grinding deep, letting him feel every inch. Then rougher. Her crop came down across his back as she pegged him, using his body like it belonged to her.










And in that moment—it did.










Luca groaned, clutched the sheets, and begged.










For more. For release. For her to ruin him completely.










And when she let him come—face down, ass up, cock untouched, dripping onto her sheets—he sobbed with it.










She stroked his hair after. Smiled.










“I don’t need to fuck a man to break him,” she said. “But it’s more fun this way.”









Story 3: Watch Me Break










They told her the room had no mirrors.










They lied.










When she stepped into the space, naked except for the black silk ribbon tied around her throat, all she saw were

 

windows


 
. Walls of two-way glass. Eyes behind them. Watching. Silent. Hidden.










She’d volunteered for this—

 

The Exhibition Suite


 
. She’d ticked the box without thinking, maybe half-drunk, maybe desperate to feel something. But now?










She couldn’t even find her voice.










Her Dom for the night waited in the center. A man dressed in all black, sleeves rolled, tattooed forearms, gloves on. He didn’t give her his name. He just pointed to the padded bench in the middle of the room.










"On your knees. Head down. Ass up."










She obeyed like her life depended on it.










The first strike of the paddle made her gasp. The second made her moan.










The tenth?










She was dripping.










He made her count them out loud. Loud enough for the watchers. She could hear the faint shifting of people behind the glass, maybe even the sound of someone breathing harder. Jerking off. Who knew?










It made her wetter.










“You’re such a filthy little doll,” he growled, rubbing her reddened cheeks. “Do you feel them watching?”










“Yes, Sir.”










“Do you want them to see you come?”










She bit her lip, whimpering, grinding into the bench.










“Yes, Sir…”










He slipped the vibrating plug inside her with one slick push. Her body clenched around it, heat crawling up her spine.










Then he flipped the switch.










Her moans turned to sobs.










The vibrations buzzed right against her deepest ache—constant, intense. He circled her slowly, hands trailing her thighs, her belly, her throat. Never touching where she needed him most.










"Not until I say," he said. "Not until they’ve all seen how badly you beg."










She begged.










God, she begged. On her knees, shaking, whispering please over and over until her voice cracked. Her hands clawed at the floor. Her thighs trembled. She was right on the edge—










Click.










He shut the toy off.










She cried out, broken and soaked and empty.










Then he leaned in and whispered into her ear, loud enough for them to hear behind the glass.










“You’ll come when someone knocks on the glass. Not before.”










Her heart stopped.










Every breath after was a test. She twitched, arched, panted—plug back in, toy pulsing, her body ruined with need.










Then—

 

tap tap.











Someone knocked.










She shattered. Loud. Messy. Shaking.










They saw all of it.










And when it was over, she lay in a puddle of her own sweat and slick, panting, dazed, and completely fucked in the head.










Her Dom whispered again.










“Same time tomorrow?”










She nodded without thinking.









Story 4: Punished in the Ballroom










The ballroom smelled like leather and champagne.




Not the kind of ballroom you'd waltz through in heels and pearls—this one pulsed with low, rhythmic music, and the only thing glittering brighter than the chandeliers was the slick sheen of sweat on every exposed body.










Tonight was punishment night.










She knew because her Mistress made her wear white.










White corset. White thigh-highs. White silk ribbons around her wrists, tied just tight enough to remind her she wasn’t in control anymore. Not that she ever had been—not since the first night she met Mistress Valeria.










And now, she stood trembling in the center of a ring of red velvet ropes, spotlit under the golden glow of The Club’s grandest room, with a crowd of masked voyeurs circling like sharks. Some lounged in chairs, drinks in hand. Others whispered behind fans. A few—bold or drunk or just shameless—stood right at the edge, watching her with open hunger.










Her Mistress arrived late, as always.










Tall, draped in a black lace robe that swayed like smoke when she walked, Valeria never hurried. She made the world slow down for her.










She circled her submissive now, black gloved fingers trailing across her skin with a feather’s touch.










"Look at them," she said softly. “All here to witness what a disobedient little pet you've been.”










The girl swallowed hard. Her throat worked around a lump of shame. She hadn’t even done anything wrong, not really. Just a slip of the tongue. A bratty remark. But Valeria didn’t tolerate bratty.










Especially not in public.










“Tell them what you did,” her Mistress said.










“I... I called you cruel.”










“Was it a lie?”










Her eyes flickered up—desperate, pleading.










“No, Mistress.”










The crowd laughed. Low, approving. This wasn’t humiliation—it was theater. A show. And her shame was their entertainment.










Valeria snapped her fingers.










A padded bench was brought out by two assistants dressed in nothing but collars and leather gloves. The kind of bench designed for a body to be bent over it, exposed and helpless. Her bench.










"Position."










She obeyed instantly.










Knees on the cushion. Wrists locked into the restraints at the front. Ankles strapped down. Her back arched, her ass high in the air, completely open.










The audience had a full view.










Mistress Valeria didn’t rush.










She removed her gloves first. Folded them precisely. Then she selected her instrument—a polished paddle carved from dark wood. Heavy. Imposing. It gleamed in the light.










"Ten strokes. Count them loud. If you lose count, we start again. If you scream too soon, we start again. If you beg before I say so…”










She leaned down, lips brushing the shell of her submissive’s ear.










"I’ll make you come with everyone watching, and you’ll cry harder from shame than from pain.”










The girl’s breath hitched. Her thighs clenched. She was already dripping.










Valeria stood behind her and struck.











CRACK.











"One, Mistress!"










The sound echoed through the ballroom, silencing even the music.











CRACK.











"Two, Mistress—!”










Her ass burned, a deep sting that spread through her like fire. But her clit throbbed too, pressed tight between her legs. Every blow made her wetter, needier.











CRACK.











“Three—ah—Mistress…”










Valeria paused. “Is my pet moaning already?”










She bit her lip hard. She couldn’t help it. The crowd saw it—saw the way her body trembled, the way slick glistened between her thighs.










Valeria smirked.










“She loves being punished. Look how her cunt drips for it.”











CRACK.











“F-Four, Mistress!”










She cried out, louder this time. The pain was building. But so was the heat.










Valeria dropped the paddle and slid two fingers between her submissive’s legs. Just enough to gather the wetness coating her lips.










She held her fingers up to the crowd.










“Slick as sin.”










Then she licked them clean.











CRACK.











"Five!"










The sob broke out before she could stop it. Her whole body shook against the bench. Her arms pulled uselessly against the restraints. She was soaked. Humiliated. And the room of strangers watched every second.










Someone in the crowd moaned. Another whispered, “Fuck, she’s gorgeous like this.”










Valeria circled her again. This time she took a crop—thin, flexible, sharp.










She didn’t count anymore. Just laid it across the soft skin between her thighs, on her inner thighs, her ass, and the curve of her back. Quick, precise strokes that made her scream.










But not beg.










Not yet.










“Please…”










Valeria turned, crop poised mid-air. “Please, what?”










“Please let me come—please, Mistress—please I’ll be good—I'll be so good—”










The room went silent again.










Then Valeria smiled.










“Then you’ll come like a good little toy.”










She pulled a small, silver toy from her robe pocket—slender, curved, vibrating—and pushed it deep into her submissive’s soaked cunt with one smooth motion. The girl gasped, jerking in her restraints, the hum already building.










Valeria held the remote in one hand.










And she pressed it.










The girl sobbed, body convulsing with the pressure. She tried to hold still, but her hips rocked shamelessly, needing it—aching for it.










And then the lights brightened.










Valeria raised her voice.










“Let them see what a slut looks like when she comes in public.”










She pushed the vibration to high.










The girl shattered.










She screamed, loud and raw, her body bucking against the bench, thighs shaking, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her orgasm hit like a wave—hot, violent, and endless.










The crowd applauded.










Slow. Lascivious. Delighted.










Valeria stroked her hair afterward, soft as silk.










“You’re still mine.”










“Yes, Mistress,” the girl whispered, voice wrecked and trembling.










“And next week?”










The girl looked up through wet lashes. Her voice barely a breath.










“Punish me harder.”









Story 5: Used in the Dark










They didn’t tell her how many.










Just that it would happen in total darkness.










She signed her consent at the door—quick initials, trembling fingers—and surrendered her body to the room. She didn’t know their names. Didn’t want to. That was the point.










No faces. No light. Just touch.











And rules.










	



She couldn’t speak.




 






	



She couldn’t ask who.




 






	



She had to take everything.




 














The moment the door closed, the lights went black.










She stood still in the center of the padded room, heartbeat pounding in her ears. Her wrists were cuffed above her head—not tight, but secure—and her legs were spread wide by a bar fastened to her ankles. She was naked, dripping, and exposed.










They watched first.










Silent. Breathing. Surrounding her.










Then came the first hand.










Fingertips on her collarbone. Down her breast. Across her thigh. She gasped but stayed silent.










Another touch—rougher, callused. Gripped her ass. Squeezed her hip.










A tongue. A whisper of breath. Teeth scraped her neck.










She whimpered, hips rocking forward, but no one spoke. The air around her shifted—new bodies replacing the old, like a carousel of lust. They passed her between them like she was a prize to share.










The first cock pressed against her lips. She opened without hesitation.










Soft groans. Fingers in her hair. Hands on her throat, guiding her deeper.










Someone fucked her mouth while someone else touched her from behind—probing, teasing, sliding slick fingers inside her soaked, clenching pussy until she moaned around the length filling her throat.










No names. No voices. Just the sound of bodies using her.










When they were done with her mouth, another cock replaced it. Thicker. Slower. Possessive.










Hands pulled her hips back. Her body arched, spread, helpless.










Someone knelt and licked her from behind—slow, indulgent, like he was tasting her for the first time. Tongue circling her clit, then dipping lower, teasing her hole. She shivered, already close.










Then it stopped.










A sharp slap to her ass made her cry out.










"You come when you're told."










The voice came from behind her. Deep. Commanding.










She nodded fast, breathless, tears already forming.










He didn’t strike again.










He fucked her instead.










Hard. Deep. A brutal rhythm that made her scream into the hand now clamped over her mouth. He used her like she was nothing—just a hole for his pleasure, bent and spread and dripping for whoever wanted a turn.










And they all did.










One after the other.










They used her mouth, her pussy, her ass—her entire body taken over and over, filled and stretched and ruined. Slick dripping down her thighs. Her lips swollen. Her body wrecked.










And she loved every second of it.










The shame. The hunger. The

 

filthy fucking thrill


 
of knowing they were all watching—touching—fucking—and no one even saw her face.










By the time they were done, she was on her knees. Shaking. Soaked.










Covered.










A hand stroked her hair.










"Good girl," the voice murmured. “You’ll come back.”










She nodded.










Still silent.










Still used.










And still desperate for more.









Story 6: The Wife’s Trade










He said it was her idea.










She said she only wanted to

 

feel


 
something again.










They arrived together—matching masks, her hand wrapped tight in his—like any other couple at The Club. But their smiles were tight. Practiced. Like a photograph that had been handled too many times.










They weren’t broken. Not yet. But close.










She used to be wild. That was how he’d fallen for her. The way she laughed with her whole body. The way her eyes lit up when she was naked and begging. But somewhere along the way, things dulled. Expectations. Careers. Rings. And all the unspoken things between them.










So she told him: “I want someone else to take me.”










He laughed at first. Thought it was a fantasy.










But she didn’t smile.










“I want you to watch.”










And he agreed.










They were given a private suite—one of the performance rooms. Big, dark, soundproof. Glass walls lined with velvet drapes, pulled open only when requested. Cameras in the corners for members to stream in secret. A low-lit bed in the center, flanked by a leather armchair.










For him.










She undressed slowly. His eyes followed every inch she revealed—hips he still dreamed of, thighs that made him ache.










And she didn’t look back.










The man arrived at exactly midnight.










Taller than her husband. Broader. Shirt unbuttoned, pants slung low on his hips. His mask was gold, mouthless, regal. She didn’t know his name. That was the rule. He’d been chosen by the Club for his “discipline.”










She liked that word.










Her husband sat in the chair. Silent. Hands clenched tight in his lap.










And watched.










The stranger stepped behind her, pulling her hair back with one hand and stroking her shoulder with the other. She shivered. Turned her face just enough to show him her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, her permission.










“I’m his wife,” she said softly.










The man didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.










He pushed her onto the bed.










Her husband’s breath caught.










He didn’t touch her like a new lover. He handled her like he owned her. Spanked her ass with a sharp slap that echoed in the room. Grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand while the other explored her dripping heat.










She moaned.










And her husband flinched.










The man spread her thighs wide. Licked her once—slow, cruel—and then bit the inside of her thigh, hard enough to make her cry out.










“Don’t tease,” she whispered.










“You don’t give the orders here,” the stranger said.










She whimpered.










From his chair, the husband’s cock throbbed inside his pants. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t look away.










She was already soaked.










The stranger stripped her bare, flipped her over, and mounted her from behind. No warmup. No sweet nothings.










Just cock.










Thick, stretching, filling.










She screamed into the pillows. Her husband stood, halfway to her, but her eyes shot to his.










“Sit.”










He obeyed.










She pushed back against her new lover, taking him deeper, louder. Her body betrayed every second of need. Her moans turned to begging. Her thighs shook. Her slick dripped down.










“You never fucked me like this,” she said to her husband.










The stranger slapped her ass.










“Eyes forward. He only gets to watch.”










Her husband groaned—humiliated, hard, helpless.










The man fucked her relentlessly. Pulled her hair. Slapped her tits. Made her beg for it harder. Made her say things no wife should ever say.










“Use me.”










“I’m your toy now.”










“Fuck me like I’m worthless.”










Her husband jerked his cock in silence, shame burning across his face, pride cracking with every wet sound echoing from the bed.










The stranger pulled out and came across her back.










Then leaned in, whispered something only she heard—and left.










She lay there for a moment. Trembling. Marked.










Her husband moved toward her, hands shaking.










But she turned her face toward him. Still flushed. Still ruined.










“You can touch me now,” she whispered. “If you still want to.”










He dropped to his knees beside her.










“I always want to.”










She smiled.










“Then make me feel like I did just now.”









Story 7: Bought for the First Time










She clutched the white lace hem of her dress with trembling fingers, heart thundering in her chest. The backstage lights glared down, and even though no one had touched her yet, she already felt exposed.










They told her the dress was tradition.










That every first-timer wore white for purity.










That the crowd loved a virgin.










She wasn’t sure what made her wetter—fear or curiosity.










The Club’s monthly auction was invitation-only. For the rich. The twisted. The ones who didn’t want soft romance, but raw obedience. She didn’t know who would buy her. Only that whoever raised their paddle would own her body for the next three hours.










No safe word. No face. No name.










Just

 

submission


 
.










A woman in heels whispered, “You’re on.”










She stepped onto the stage barefoot, her lace dress barely covering her thighs. The spotlight hit her full in the face. The velvet collar around her throat was white, too—its tag reading simply:











“Unclaimed. Untouched.”











The crowd stirred.










Mostly men. Some women. All masked. All hungry.










The announcer's voice rang out:










"Lot #17. Age twenty-three. No prior partners. Fully trained in obedience. Wet already."










She flushed hard as whispers swept the room. Someone laughed. A paddle raised.










“Ten thousand.”










“Fifteen.”










“Twenty.”










“Fifty.”










The room hushed.










All heads turned to the corner booth—deep shadows, gold light behind. The man didn’t speak again. He didn’t have to.










He stood.










The others sat.










He won.










She didn’t see his face. Just the glint of cufflinks. The silver chain he wore like a threat around his throat. The number tattooed on his hand.











Seventeen.











The same bidder who bought the submissive last month and left her crying, limp, and smiling.










Her stomach twisted.










And her panties soaked.










They led her through a narrow corridor to a private room with a single padded bench, a leather floor mat, a bottle of lube, and restraints already laid out.










He shut the door behind them. Locked it.










She stood in front of him, heart pounding so hard she thought it might crack her ribs.










“I want to hear it,” he said, voice rough as gravel.










“I’m a virgin.”










He nodded once. “Good.”










Then he stripped her with steady hands, tearing the lace clean down the middle like paper. Her nipples peaked instantly. Her thighs pressed together, trying to hide the heat pooling between them.










He snapped his fingers.










“Kneel.”










She dropped.










He didn’t unzip. Didn’t touch her. Just walked around her like he was inspecting something he’d bought at market.










She flushed deeper.










“Do you know what happens now?”










She nodded.










“Say it.”










“You’re going to use me.”










He raised an eyebrow. “Use?”










“Own me.”










He smiled.










He pushed her onto all fours.










Bent her over the bench and cuffed her wrists to the floor in front.










“You’ll take what I give you. No matter how hard. No matter how deep. No matter how many times you cry.”










She shivered. Her thighs trembled.










“I’ll stretch you open,” he continued, kneeling behind her, spreading her with two slick fingers. “Make you scream. Break that sweet little cherry so hard you’ll remember it every time you sit down for a week.”










She whimpered.










“Are you afraid?”










“Yes.”










“Good.”










Then he pushed inside her—slow, but unrelenting.










Her gasp cracked the silence. Her nails dug into the padded bench. He filled her inch by inch, stretching her virgin pussy open with thick, brutal inches until her walls pulsed around him.










“Fuck, you’re tight.”










She bit down a sob. Pain laced through every nerve—and behind it, a deep, unbearable ache of something she’d never felt before.










He didn’t stop.










He gripped her hips and

 

slammed


 
into her, knocking the air from her lungs.










She cried out.










Again. Again. Over and over. Harder. Deeper. His cock a battering force inside her, taking everything she had to give and more.










“You belong to me now.”










“Yes—yes—fuck—yes, Sir—”










He reached under her and rubbed her clit with merciless circles, wringing moan after moan out of her broken, breathless body.










She came hard.










Her first.










Her body clenched around him like a vice, slick gushing down her thighs, sobs spilling from her lips. He fucked her through it, relentless.










“Again,” he growled.










She screamed.










And came again.










He painted her back with his cum a minute later, growling her name—not her real one, just what he called her now.











“Mine.”











He untied her after.










Carried her to the couch.










And kissed her forehead.










“You’ll come again next month.”










She nodded, dazed.










She didn’t want to be anyone’s.










But somehow, she couldn’t wait to be his.









Story 8: The Sorority’s Strap-On










She was the last to be initiated.










The other girls already wore their collars—some black, some gold, depending on how far they'd gone. But her neck was still bare, her thighs still trembling, and her mouth still unbroken.










Not for long.










Tonight, the sorority wasn’t meeting in secret. Not in dorms or behind closed doors. Tonight, the girls had a stage.










They’d booked a suite in

 

The Club


 
—a private amphitheater wrapped in crimson curtains and rows of dark leather seats for masked watchers. A spotlight burned hot over the center, where the bench waited.










And beside it,

 

her


 
.










Kayla.










Head girl. Mistress of the Delta Theta Order. All confidence and cruelty, standing in a strappy latex corset that hugged her waist like a weapon and heels sharp enough to kill. Her strap-on already strapped tight to her hips—glossy, thick, and pulsing with threat.










The strap glinted under the light. Black leather harness. Thick rubber cock, veined and cruel. The crowd stirred at the sight of it.










“This is your last chance to back out,” Kayla said, walking a slow circle around her newest pledge. “But if you do, you leave unclaimed. Unbranded. Untouched.”










The girl swallowed.










Her name was Anna. Eighteen. Shy. Obedient to a fault. She’d been watching the other girls for weeks, desperate to be one of them. But she hadn’t expected this—

 

the strap-on


 
, the

 

audience


 
, the way Kayla made her thighs slick just by whispering orders in her ear.










“No safewords during sorority rites,” Kayla continued. “You take what I give. You thank me for it.”










Anna nodded.










Her cheeks were flushed. Her panties soaked.










Kayla smiled.










“Good little pet.”










She ordered her onto her knees in front of the crowd. The audience watched in silence—men, women, couples, all masked. Their gazes burned hotter than the lights. Anna felt every one of them like a brand on her skin.










Kayla gripped the base of the strap-on and slapped it gently across Anna’s cheek.










“Open.”










Anna opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around it.










“Slower,” Kayla growled. “Let them see you worship it.”










Anna moaned as she slid her lips down, the rubber cock filling her mouth, gagging her, stretching her throat until she whimpered.










She’d never done this before.










But Kayla didn’t care.










She face-fucked her like she’d been trained for it—fingers tangled in her hair, hips rolling forward with rough, steady force. Anna’s eyes watered. Spit dripped from her chin. She coughed, choked, gagged again.










The crowd

 

loved


 
it.










“She’s drooling already,” someone whispered.










“Fucking adorable,” another voice said.










Kayla pulled back and grinned. “You ready to be

 

ours


 
, little pledge?”










Anna nodded, dazed.










“Then get on the bench.”










She climbed onto all fours. Kayla strapped her wrists to the metal cuffs at the front. Then the ankles. The bar across her lower back kept her ass raised, her pussy completely exposed to the room.










Anna whimpered when the air hit her.










Kayla ran a gloved hand between her thighs, collecting the slick dripping from her folds.










“So wet,” she purred, holding her fingers up for the crowd. “She’s

 

begging


 
for it.”










She didn’t lube the strap.










Didn’t give a warning.










She grabbed Anna’s hips and pushed the thick cock inside her with a sharp, brutal thrust.










Anna

 

screamed


 
.










The crowd gasped.










The stretch was unreal. Deep, thick, filling her all at once. No fingers first. No warmup. Just pain and heat and the sound of rubber slamming into her tight little cunt.










Kayla fucked her hard.










Each thrust knocked Anna forward, her breasts bouncing against the leather bench, her mouth open in a silent cry. The pain blurred into something darker—something hotter. She wanted more. Wanted to be broken, taken, filled.










Kayla leaned over her back and whispered:










“You’re mine now.”










Then she slapped Anna’s ass hard enough to leave a red print. The girl yelped. The room moaned.










Kayla picked up speed.










The strap-on slammed into Anna’s pussy with wet, filthy sounds. Her hips rocked back to meet each thrust, the humiliation burning into her skin like ink.










She came once without permission.










Kayla slapped her again.










“Naughty slut. You’ll come when I say.”










Anna sobbed.










Then came again.










And again.










The crowd watched her unravel—moaning, dripping, shaking, wrecked.










Kayla pulled out and pushed two slick fingers into her asshole without warning. Anna shrieked. Her whole body tensed.










“You want to wear our brand?” Kayla asked.










“Yes—yes please—”










“Then take every inch.”










She fucked her ass slowly at first, using fingers, lube, dirty praise. Then she mounted her again—this time guiding the strap-on into her other hole.










The room

 

lost it


 
.










Moans. Gasps. One man stroked himself openly. A woman licked her lips.










Anna screamed as Kayla buried the strap deep inside her ass—thrusting, stretching, grinding her into the bench like she was nothing but a plaything.










“You belong to us now,” Kayla whispered.










“Say it.”










“I—belong—to—you—” Anna sobbed.










Her body gave out with one last brutal orgasm—wet, shaking, tears streaming down her face as she collapsed against the bench.










Kayla pulled out.










The strap dripped.










Anna was a mess of slick and spit and shame.










And smiling.










The sorority girls clapped from the front row.










Kayla unstrapped her wrists, kissed her bruised shoulder, and fastened the collar around her neck.











Gold.











Initiated.










Owned.










Loved.









Story 9: Ruined by Her and Him










They called it

 

The Interview Room


 
.










A sterile space with a leather chair in the middle, a two-way mirror on one wall, and restraints built right into the floor. It felt like an interrogation chamber designed for pleasure.










Or punishment.










He was naked the second he entered. They made him undress at the door—fold his clothes neatly, leave his phone in a tray, and kneel with his back straight, cock hard, and hands resting on his thighs.










It wasn’t the woman who entered first.










It was her husband.










Tall. Clean-cut. Grey at his temples and cruelty in his jawline. He didn’t speak. Just circled the kneeling man like a predator studying his prey.










Then came

 

her


 
.










And fuck, she was everything.










Curvy. Red lips. Heels that clicked across the floor like a metronome of danger. Tight black dress, slit high on one thigh. No mask.










She wanted him to see her.










She crouched in front of him, tilting his chin up with one manicured finger.










"You begged for this," she said.










"Yes, Mistress."










"You don’t come unless we say."










"I understand."










She smiled. "You will."










She clipped the

 

chastity cage


 
onto him without asking. It was clear plastic. Tight. Cruel. She stroked it once, watching him twitch.










Then she strapped him to the chair.










Wrists. Ankles. Thighs spread wide. Exposed. Helpless.










Her husband stood behind him. Silent.










She sat across from him, legs crossed. Picked up a glass of wine. Took a slow sip.










Then pressed a button on the wall.










A screen lit up.










Him—on camera. Bound. Hard. Caged.










“You’re our entertainment tonight,” she said. “But we’re going to enjoy it more than you do.”










He swallowed.










The teasing started slow.










She traced her finger across his thigh. Her husband whispered filth in his ear. They never touched his cock. Just everything around it.










Thighs.










Stomach.










Inner knees.










Neck.










"I bet you’re aching already," she said.










"I—I am."










"Aww. Poor thing."










She slipped her heel between his legs and tapped the cage.










He whimpered.










She turned the vibrating plug on.










It buzzed deep inside him—steady, merciless.










His hips jerked. His breath caught.










But the cage held him in tight.










“Such a pretty little cock,” her husband murmured. “Too bad you’re not allowed to use it.”










She laughed.










They took turns teasing him—her licking his nipples while he stroked behind his ear. Her husband bit his shoulder while she whispered, “You’re leaking, baby. Look at the mess you’re making in your little cage.”










The plug pulsed harder.










He gasped.










“Please…”










“What do you want?” she asked.










“To come. Please.”










"Beg better."










"Please, Mistress. Please, Sir. I—I’ll do anything. I’ll lick your shoes, I’ll stay locked forever, just—please, let me come—"










Her lips brushed his.










"No."










She held the button.










The vibration spiked.










And then—










She pressed her heel hard against the cage as he writhed.










It was too much. His body shook. His breath caught. His back arched.











He came.











Barely.










Painfully.











Ruined.











Cum dripped from the cage, thick and messy, spilling onto his thighs. His whole body convulsed with the force of it—but there was no pleasure. Just denial. Tease. Humiliation.










She kissed his cheek like he was a good boy.










Her husband stroked his head.










“Next time,” she whispered, “you don’t even get that.”










He nodded, dazed.










Used.










Owned.










Desperate for more.









Story 10: The Owner’s Pet










She thought

 

she


 
ran The Club.










Technically, she did.










Sofia Black. Thirty-six. Billionaire. Dominant. Feared. Worshipped.




She’d founded The Club with one rule:

 

no one touches her without permission.


 
And no one ever had.










Until him.










They didn’t know his name. No one did. But they called him

 

The Architect


 
. The man who financed The Club’s darkest expansions. The one with the keys to the deepest rooms. The one who never watched the shows—because he already owned them.










He sent her a letter.










No email. No phone call. Just an envelope. Black wax seal. One line written in silver ink:












“It’s your turn, Sofia.”














Her pulse didn’t spike.










She didn’t

 

tremble


 
.










But her panties were soaked before she’d finished reading.










The room he booked was hidden behind the walls—one she hadn’t authorized. But when she stepped through the sliding steel door, the lights turned on as if they’d been waiting just for her.










He was already there.










Standing in front of a leather throne.










Naked from the waist up. Pants tailored, belt unfastened, cock already half-hard.










And fuck, he was beautiful.










Older. Rough around the edges. Silver at his temples. A scar across his jaw. He didn’t bow. Didn’t smile. Just gestured to the floor.










“Kneel.”










She opened her mouth to laugh.










But didn’t.










Something about his voice—low, velvet,

 

final


 
—made her body obey before her brain could argue.










She dropped.










Her knees hit the cold marble. Her palms pressed to her thighs. Her head lowered.










He approached slowly, like a king assessing tribute. His hand slid into her hair. Fisted it. Pulled.










“You think you’re in control here?”










She looked up. “I am—”










The slap caught her off guard.










She gasped. Her cheek burned. Her nipples pebbled under her silk blouse.










“You were,” he said. “Not anymore.”










He unbuttoned her shirt. One by one. No rush.










Then her bra.










Then her skirt.










Until Sofia Black—Queen of The Club—was stripped bare at the feet of a man who didn’t even give his name.










He walked behind her.










“On all fours.”










She obeyed.










“Ass higher.”










She arched.










“Good girl.”










Her breath hitched.










He pressed the plug against her tight, untouched hole and pushed—slow, relentless, until it was seated deep.










She whimpered.










He didn’t praise her.










He slid two fingers into her soaked pussy and laughed.










“So wet. You’ve been waiting for this.”










She hated how true it was.










He fucked her with his fingers until her knees shook. Then stopped.










“You’ll come when I say.”










She bit her lip.










He mounted her without warning.










No condom.










Just thick cock, hard now, slamming into her soaked cunt with force that made her scream.










He fucked her like she was a rookie.










Like she’d never been touched.










Like he’d waited

 

years


 
to break her.










She sobbed when she came the first time. He didn’t stop.










The second time, she begged.










The third, she screamed his name.










He whispered it in her ear, just once, just for her.










Then pulled out, flipped her over, and came on her tits.










She lay there, panting. Destroyed. Collared.










Owned.










He leaned down, kissed her neck, and whispered:










“You were never in control, Sofia.”










Then vanished.










She lay there long after.










And smiled.










Because she finally understood—










Even the strongest kneel for the right hand.
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