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MICKEY’S TRAINING

FFFM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Group Sex / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging / Dildo Blowjob

Mickey shifted uncomfortably in the passenger seat as Imani drove, her hands steady on the wheel. The tension in the car was thick, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was about to happen—something big.

“Imani,” he started, his voice tentative, “where are we going?”

She glanced at him briefly, a small smile playing on her lips. “Training.”

“Training?” His stomach flipped. “What kind of training?”

Her smile widened. “You’ll see.”

Minutes later, they pulled up to a nondescript building with a sleek, modern exterior. The sign above the door read Lust & Lace. Mickey’s heart raced as they stepped inside, the dim lighting and low hum of music immediately enveloping them.

The sight before him made his jaw drop. Women in leather and lace dominated the room, their confidence radiating as they wielded whips, ropes, and other tools of control. Men knelt at their feet, some bound, others being paddled or trampled under stiletto heels. Mickey’s pulse quickened, and he felt a strange mix of arousal and apprehension.

Imani took his hand, leading him through the crowd. “Relax,” she murmured. “You’re in good hands.”

They stopped in front of two women—Charlotte and Beth. Both were tall, with an air of authority that made Mickey’s knees weak. Charlotte had fiery red hair and piercing green eyes, while Beth’s dark curls framed her sharp features.

“This is Mickey,” Imani said, her tone casual but firm. “He needs training.”

Charlotte smirked, looking Mickey up and down. “We can work with that.”

Beth nodded, her expression thoughtful. “Follow us.”

Mickey hesitated, but Imani gave him a gentle push. “Go on. Trust me.”

The private room was lit by soft, warm light, and the air smelled faintly of leather. A padded bench stood in the center, and Mickey’s stomach fluttered as Charlotte gestured toward it.

“Bend over,” she instructed, her voice low and commanding.

Mickey glanced at Imani, who nodded encouragingly. Slowly, he moved to the bench, positioning himself with his ass in the air. His heart pounded as Charlotte and Beth approached, each holding a paddle.

“First rule,” Beth said, running a hand over his backside, “you take what we give you without complaint.”

Before Mickey could respond, the first strike landed. Thwack. The pain was sharp but fleeting, replaced by a warmth that spread through him. He gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the bench.

Thwack. Another strike, this time from Charlotte. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that left him trembling.

“Good boy,” Imani murmured from behind him. Her approval sent a shiver down his spine.

The paddling continued, each strike alternating between the two women. Mickey’s body responded instinctively, his moans filling the room. The sting of the paddle became almost addicting, and he found himself craving more.

“I think he’s ready for the next step,” Charlotte said after a pause.

“I agree,” Beth replied, setting the paddle aside.

Mickey’s breath caught as Charlotte walked into view, holding a strap-on dildo. It was large, glistening with lube, and his pulse quickened at the sight.

“You’re going to take this,” Charlotte said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “And you’re going to enjoy it.”

Mickey nodded, his mouth dry. He felt Imani’s hand on his shoulder, grounding him.

“Serve them well,” she whispered.

Charlotte positioned herself behind him, and Mickey braced himself as he felt the cool tip of the dildo press against his entrance. Slowly, she pushed in, and the stretch was intense but not unbearable. Mickey let out a low moan as she began to move, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through him.

At the same time, Beth stepped in front of him, holding another dildo. She gripped his hair, tilting his head back. “Open up,” she commanded.

Mickey obeyed, his mouth parting as she slid the dildo inside. His eyes watered as she started to fuck his face, the rhythm matching Charlotte’s movements from behind. The sensations were overwhelming, his body wracked with pleasure from both ends.

“That’s it,” Imani said softly, her voice filled with pride. “Take it like a good boy.”

Mickey’s mind went blank as the pleasure built, his body responding to every thrust, every stroke. His cock throbbed, precum dripping onto the floor beneath him. The dual stimulation was too much, and with a choked cry, he came hard, his release spilling onto the floor.

Charlotte and Beth didn’t stop, their pace unrelenting as they continued to fuck him until he was trembling and spent. Finally, they pulled away, letting him catch his breath.

Imani knelt beside him, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “You did so well,” she murmured.

Charlotte and Beth exchanged looks, their expressions satisfied.

“He’s got potential,” Charlotte said, crossing her arms.

“Agreed,” Beth added. “We’d like to train him again.”

Imani smiled, her eyes meeting Mickey’s. “What do you think? Are you ready for more?”

Mickey’s body was still buzzing with aftershocks, but he managed a nod. “Yes.”

As he lay there, catching his breath and basking in the afterglow, Mickey couldn’t help but feel a thrill of anticipation for what was to come.

MARCO’S INITIATION

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Paddling / Feather Tickler / Ice Play / Handjob / Blowjob / Vibrator / Anal Play

Marco’s heart pounded as Amanda parked the car in front of a nondescript building. The dim streetlights cast long shadows across the pavement, and the only sound was the faint hum of the engine cooling down. He glanced over at her, trying to read her expression in the faint glow of the dashboard. She caught his look and smirked, her lips curling in a way that made his stomach twist with anticipation.

“Trust me,” she said, her voice low and teasing. He nodded, swallowing hard as he unbuckled his seatbelt and followed her to the door.

Amanda pressed a buzzer, and after a moment, a crackly voice came through. “Password?” it asked.

“Nightshade,” Amanda replied without hesitation.

There was a loud click, and the door swung open. Marco hesitated for a second, but Amanda grabbed his hand, pulling him inside.

The moment they stepped into the room, Marco’s eyes widened. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, and the low hum of music blended with muffled moans and the occasional sharp smack of skin against skin. His gaze darted around the room, taking in the sight of men chained to walls, a woman lounging on a leather couch while a man kneeled at her feet, kissing her boots. It was overwhelming, and yet, something about it made his blood rush south.

Amanda noticed the bulge in his pants and chuckled softly. “Looks like you’re enjoying the view,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement.

Marco flushed but couldn’t deny it. “It’s… different,” he stammered.

“Want to try it?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

He hesitated, but the thrill of it was irresistible. “Yeah… okay.”

Amanda led him to a spanking bench, its dark leather gleaming under the soft light. She ran a hand along its surface before turning to him. “Bend over,” she instructed.

He obeyed, his heart racing as he leaned over the bench. The leather was cool against his palms, and he gripped the edges tightly. Amanda stepped behind him, and he heard the sound of her picking something up. A moment later, there was a sharp crack as the paddle connected with his ass. He gasped, the sting sending a jolt of pleasure through him.

She continued, each strike making him squirm. “You’re taking it so well,” she purred, her voice sending shivers down his spine.

Out of the corner of his eye, Marco noticed a woman watching them. She was tall and stunning, her dark hair framing her face as she leaned against a nearby wall. When Amanda paused, she stepped forward.

“Mind if I join?” the woman asked, her voice smooth and inviting.

Amanda smiled. “Not at all. Marco, this is Rae.”

Rae’s eyes locked onto Marco’s, and he felt a surge of heat. She reached out, running a feather tickler along his back. The sensation was maddening, making him arch into it.

Amanda grabbed an ice cube from a nearby table and trailed it down his spine. The cold contrast made him gasp, his skin tingling where she touched him. Between the feather and the ice, Marco was quickly losing himself in the sensations.

Rae moved to his front, kneeling in front of him. She took his cock in her hand, stroking it slowly as Amanda continued to tease him with the ice cube. The combination was overwhelming, and Marco’s breath came in short, ragged gasps.

Amanda leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered. Her breath was warm against his skin, making him shiver.

Rae’s mouth replaced her hand, and Marco moaned as she took him in deeply. Her tongue swirled around him, and he could feel himself getting closer to the edge. Just as he thought he might explode, Rae pulled away.

“Not yet,” she said with a sly smile.

Amanda led them to a private room, where a bench with leather restraints awaited. She guided Marco onto it, strapping him down securely. His chest rose and fell rapidly as he looked up at her, his eyes dark with desire.

Rae returned with a small vibrator, and Marco’s eyes widened as she lubed it up. She teased his entrance with it, making him squirm against the restraints. When she finally pushed it in, he let out a strangled moan. The vibrations sent shockwaves through him, and he could feel his climax building.

Amanda knelt beside him, her mouth returning to his cock. The combination of sensations was too much, and within moments, Marco was cumming hard, his body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

As he lay there, catching his breath, Amanda unstrapped him. “Enjoy yourself?” she asked with a grin.

Marco nodded weakly, still trying to process everything that had just happened.

“Good,” she said, helping him to his feet. “We should definitely do this again.”

They said goodbye to Rae and left the club, the cool night air a welcome contrast to the heat inside. As they walked to the car, Marco couldn’t believe what just happened, but he was looking forward to the next encounter.

FROM CHEATER TO SUBMISSIVE

FM / Femdom / Cheating / BDSM / Public / Spanking / Buttplug / Vibrator / Teasing / Blowjob / Chastity

“Get in the car, Dave.” Maria’s voice was firm, her eyes locked onto his. She stood by the passenger door, her hand resting on the handle, fingers tapping impatiently.

Dave hesitated, his feet shuffling on the pavement. “Maria, I don’t—”

“Now,” she interrupted, her tone sharp enough to cut through his hesitation. “Or I walk away. For good.”

The weight of her words hit him like a punch to the gut. He’d messed up—badly—and now he was staring down the barrel of losing her. With a shaky breath, he nodded and slid into the car, the leather seat cold against his back. Maria slammed the door shut, the sound echoing in his ears as she walked around to the driver’s side.

The engine roared to life, and they sped off into the night, the city lights blurring past the windows. Dave’s heart pounded in his chest. He didn’t know where they were going, but the tension in the car was suffocating. Maria’s jaw was clenched, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly. She didn’t speak, and neither did he. The silence felt heavier than any conversation could have.

When they pulled up downtown, Dave’s unease deepened. Maria parked the car and got out without a word. He followed her, his legs trembling as they approached a nondescript building with a plain black door. She punched in a code, and the door clicked open.

Inside, Dave’s breath caught in his throat. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. The sound of low moans and sharp slaps filled the space. His eyes widened as he took in the scene: men on their knees, women in leather corsets wielding whips, couples chained to machines, and the unmistakable sound of pain mingling with pleasure.

Maria turned to him, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Welcome to your new reality, Dave. From now on, you’re going to learn what it means to submit.”

Dave’s stomach churned, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the spectacle. “Maria, I—”

“You cheated,” she said, cutting him off again. “You broke my trust. If you want to keep me, you’ll do what I say. Starting now.”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “What do you want me to do?”

Maria stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor. She grabbed his chin, forcing him to look at her. “Follow me.”

She led him deeper into the club, past various stations where people were indulging in their darkest fantasies. Dave’s heart raced, his body trembling with a mix of fear and curiosity. Finally, Maria stopped in front of a spanking bench.

“Take off your pants,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Dave hesitated, but the look in her eyes made him comply. He fumbled with his belt, his hands shaking as he pulled down his pants and boxers. The cool air hit his exposed skin, making him shiver.

Maria guided him onto the bench, his body pressing against the smooth leather. She positioned him over the edge, his ass raised in the air.

“You’re going to learn what it feels like to be punished,” she said, her voice low and commanding.

The first strike came without warning, her hand crashing down on his bare skin. Dave gasped, the sting radiating through his body. The second slap was harder, and he gritted his teeth, his fingers gripping the edge of the bench.

Maria continued, her hand landing with increasing force. The sound of skin meeting skin echoed in the room, drawing the attention of others. Dave’s cheeks burned, both from the spanking and the humiliation of being watched.

When she finally stopped, his ass was red and throbbing. Maria leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Do you understand what you’ve done? Do you understand what you need to do to make it right?”

Dave nodded, his voice hoarse. “Yes, Maria. I’m sorry. I’ll do whatever you want.”

She smiled, her fingers tracing the marks she’d left on his skin. “Good. Now, let’s take this somewhere more private.”

She helped him off the bench, and they walked to a small room with a single bed in the center. Maria gestured for him to lie down, and he did so without protest. His body was trembling, his mind clouded with a mix of fear and arousal.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, crossing her arms over her chest.

Dave obeyed, stripping off his shirt and kicking off his shoes. He lay back on the bed, completely exposed, his cock half-hard despite the turmoil in his mind.

Maria approached him, a pair of shackles in her hands. She fastened them around his wrists and ankles, securing him to the bed. “You’re not in control here, Dave. Not anymore.”

She reached into a drawer and pulled out a buttplug, the silicone glinting in the dim light. Dave’s eyes widened, but he didn’t protest. He’d agreed to this, and he couldn’t back out now.

Maria coated the plug with lube, her fingers cold against his skin. She spread his legs wider, positioning herself between them. “Relax,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his entrance.

Dave sucked in a breath as she pushed it in, the stretch unfamiliar but not entirely unpleasant. She worked it slowly, taking her time until it was fully seated inside him.

“How does that feel?” she asked, her hand grazing his inner thigh.

“Different,” he admitted, his voice shaky. “But… good.”

Maria smirked, reaching for a vibrator on the bedside table. She turned it on, the soft buzz filling the room. She trailed the tip along his cock, teasing him mercilessly.

Dave groaned, his hips twitching as the vibrations sent sparks through his body. “Maria, please…”

“Please what?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“Please let me cum,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper.

Maria shook her head, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Not yet. You’re going to earn it.”

She continued to tease him, the vibrator driving him closer and closer to the edge but never letting him tip over. Dave’s breaths came in ragged gasps, his body trembling with need.

“Promise me,” Maria said, her eyes locking onto his. “Promise me you’ll never cheat again.”

“I promise,” he said without hesitation. “I’ll never hurt you like that again.”

Maria nodded, seemingly satisfied. She reached into the drawer again, pulling out a chastity device. “And you’ll wear this. Agreed?”

Dave hesitated, his eyes flicking to the device and then back to her. “Maria, I—”

“Agreed?” she repeated, her tone leaving no room for negotiation.

“Yes,” he said, his voice barely audible.

Maria smiled, her fingers wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly, her touch sending shivers through his body. “Good boy.”

She leaned down, her lips closing around the tip of his cock. Dave groaned, his back arching as she took him deeper into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around him, the sensations overwhelming.

When he finally came, it was with a cry of relief, his body shaking from the intensity of it. Maria pulled back, a satisfied smile on her lips. She picked up the chastity device, locking it onto his cock before he could protest.

Dave blinked, the reality of his situation sinking in. He was no longer in control, and he wasn’t sure how he felt about that. But as Maria unlocked the shackles and helped him sit up, he couldn’t deny the relief that washed over him. She hadn’t left him. Not yet.

And for now, that was enough.

FOLLOWING LANA TO THE CLUB

FFM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Cheating / Nipple Clamps / Vibrator / Dildo / Anal

“Are you really going to just stand there and watch, Sam?” Lana’s voice cut through the sultry air, dripping with amusement as she stepped into the dimly lit room. She was dressed in a sleek black leather outfit that clung to her curves like a second skin. Her eyes gleamed with mischief as she crossed her arms, tilting her head at him.

Sam’s heart pounded in his chest. He had followed her here, suspecting something… someone else. But this? This was not what he expected. The room was warm, the air thick with the scent of leather and something musky. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet—there was a flicker of something electric in the pit of his stomach.

“Lana,” he started, his voice shaky. “I… I thought—”

She interrupted him with a laugh, low and throaty. “You thought I was cheating? Oh, Sam. You have no idea what you’ve walked into.”

Before he could respond, Kate stepped forward. She was tall, her presence commanding. Her red hair fell in soft curls around her shoulders, and her eyes pinned him with an intensity that made him swallow hard.

“Sam, was it?” she purred, her voice smooth as silk. “Why don’t you let me show you what this place is really about?”

He hesitated, his eyes darting between Lana and Kate. Lana smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “Go on, Sam,” she teased. “You might as well see what you’ve been missing.”

Kate didn’t wait for his response. She took his hand, her grip firm but not unkind, and led him deeper into the room. The walls were padded, the floor soft underfoot. A padded bench sat in the center, illuminated by a single overhead light. It was simple, unassuming, but it sent a thrill down Sam’s spine.

“Take off your clothes,” Kate instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Sam’s hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt. His mind raced, a jumble of nerves and curiosity. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, but the way Kate was looking at him—like she could see right through him—made it impossible to resist. He stripped down to nothing, his skin prickling in the cool air.

Kate stepped closer, her fingers brushing against his chest. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice sending a shiver down his spine. She picked up a pair of metal clamps, their edges glinting in the light. Without warning, she attached them to his nipples, the sudden pinch making him gasp.

“Ah—!” he choked out, the sensation sharp and unexpected.

“Breathe,” Kate commanded, her voice steady. “Relax into it.”

He tried to obey, forcing himself to take slow, even breaths. The pain ebbed, replaced by a strange, tingling warmth that spread through his chest. Kate watched him closely, a small smile playing on her lips.

“See?” she said softly. “You can take more than you think.”

Sam nodded, his body flushing with heat. Kate reached for a vibrator, its hum filling the room as she turned it on. She teased it along his inner thigh, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through him. His cock twitched, already half-hard.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

“Please what?” Kate asked, her tone teasing.

“Please… don’t stop.”

She chuckled, low and sultry. “That’s what I like to hear.” She moved the vibrator closer, grazing the base of his shaft. He gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Just then, Lana stepped into view. She was holding a dildo, its size impressive enough to make Sam’s eyes widen. “You didn’t think I’d let Kate have all the fun, did you?” she asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

Sam’s heart skipped a beat. “Lana, I—”

“Shh,” she interrupted, pressing a finger to his lips. “Just relax. Trust me.”

He nodded, too overwhelmed to argue. Lana moved behind him, her hands smoothing over his back before settling on his hips. She spread lube over the dildo, the coldness making him flinch. “Easy,” she soothed, her voice soft but firm.

Sam clenched instinctively as she pressed the tip against him. “Relax,” Lana urged again, her fingers digging into his hips. He forced himself to breathe, to let go of the tension in his muscles. Slowly, she pushed in, the stretch making him groan.

Kate didn’t let up with the vibrator, keeping it pressed firmly against his cock as Lana worked him open. The sensations were overwhelming—pain and pleasure blending together in a way that left him gasping for air.

“More,” he begged, his voice hoarse.

Lana obliged, thrusting the dildo deeper. Sam’s vision blurred, his body trembling as the pleasure built. Kate increased the speed of the vibrator, the vibrations sending waves of ecstasy through him.

“God—” he choked out, his orgasm crashing over him like a tidal wave.

When it was over, Sam was panting, his body slick with sweat. Kate undid the restraints, her touch gentle as she helped him sit up. Lana stood beside him, a satisfied smile on her face.

As they left the club together, Lana glanced at him. “We need to talk,” she said.

Sam nodded, still trying to process everything that had just happened. “I thought you were cheating,” he admitted.

Lana laughed softly. “I’m not cheating. I’m exploring.” She paused, her eyes meeting his. “And now… so are you.”

Sam couldn’t help but smile. He had no idea what he’d gotten himself into—but he couldn’t wait for more.

A BDSM CLUB AWAKENING

FM / Femdom / BDSM / Public / Flogging / Cunnilingus / Restraints / Bondage / Vibrator / Teasing / Blowjob

The dim red lights of the club cast long shadows across the room, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. James stood frozen in the doorway, his heart pounding as he took in the scene before him. A man knelt on the floor, his back striped with red welts as a woman in black latex swung a flogger with practiced precision. The sound of leather meeting flesh echoed in the room, and James felt a strange heat rise in his chest.

Caylee’s hand slipped into his, her fingers warm and reassuring. “Come on,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve got something special for you.”

James followed her through the maze of rooms, his eyes darting to the various scenes unfolding around them. A woman bound to a St. Andrew’s cross, her moans mingling with the hum of a vibrator. A couple in the corner, one teasing the other with a feather, their laughter soft and intimate. His pulse quickened with every step, his body responding in ways he hadn’t expected.

Caylee led him into a private playroom, the door clicking shut behind them. The room was smaller than the others, but no less intimidating. A leather bench sat in the center, flanked by shelves lined with toys and restraints.

She turned to him, her eyes dark with intent. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice firm but not unkind.

James hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He pulled it over his head, the cool air brushing against his skin. His pants followed, pooling at his feet as he stood before her, exposed and vulnerable. Caylee’s gaze raked over him, and he felt a shiver run down his spine.

“Bend over the bench,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

James obeyed, his palms pressing into the smooth leather as he leaned forward. The surface was cool against his skin, and he could feel his heart racing in anticipation. Caylee stepped behind him, her presence looming as she picked up a flogger from the shelf. The leather strands brushed against his back, sending a jolt of electricity through him.

The first strike came without warning, the impact sharp and stinging. James gasped, his fingers gripping the edge of the bench as pain radiated through him. But beneath the pain, there was something else—a deep, aching arousal that he couldn’t ignore. Caylee struck him again, and again, each blow sending waves of sensation crashing over him. His breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with need.

When she finally stopped, James was panting, his skin tingling with the aftermath. Caylee set the flogger aside and stepped around to face him. Her eyes were dark with desire as she began to undress, peeling off her clothes with deliberate slowness. James watched, transfixed, as she revealed herself to him. Her body was flawless, her curves accentuated by the soft glow of the room’s lighting.

She climbed onto the bench, spreading her legs before him. “Eat me,” she ordered, her voice thick with want.

James didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned forward, his tongue finding her slick folds with ease. She tasted sweet and tangy, her arousal coating his tongue as he lapped at her eagerly. Caylee moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him closer. He focused on her clit, swirling his tongue around the sensitive nub until she was writhing beneath him.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body arching as she cried out. James felt her juices flood his mouth, and he drank her in greedily, savoring every drop. When she finally stilled, he pulled back, his lips glistening with her essence.

Caylee slid off the bench and gestured for him to lie down. James obeyed, stretching out on the cool leather as she secured his wrists above his head with leather restraints. The cuffs were tight but not uncomfortable, and he felt a thrill of excitement as she tested the bindings.

She picked up a wand vibrator from the shelf and turned it on, the low hum filling the room. James’s cock twitched as she brought it closer, the vibrations teasing his sensitive skin. She ran it along his length, her touch light and maddening. He groaned, his hips bucking as she focused on the head of his cock.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse with need. “Let me cum.”

Caylee shook her head, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “Not yet,” she purred, continuing to tease him mercilessly.

James writhed beneath her touch, his body on fire with desire. The vibrations were driving him wild, but she kept him on edge, denying him release. Just when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, she set the wand aside and lowered her mouth to his cock.

Her lips wrapped around him, hot and wet, and James nearly came undone. She sucked him hard, her tongue swirling around the tip as she took him deeper. His hips jerked involuntarily, and she moaned around him, the vibrations sending shockwaves through his body.

It didn’t take long for him to reach the edge. “Caylee,” he gasped, his voice breaking as he came hard, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on his as she pulled away.

She released his restraints and helped him sit up, her touch gentle now. James felt spent but exhilarated, his body still humming with pleasure. As they left the club, he couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened—and what Caylee had promised for next time.

“We’re just getting started,” she said, her voice filled with promise.

DWAYNE’S SUBMISSIVE PROMISE

FM / Femdom / Interracial / BDSM / Public / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Restraints / Blindfold / Dildo / Pegging

Dwayne walked into the Japanese restaurant, the scent of soy sauce and miso filling the air. His eyes immediately landed on the waitress behind the counter. She was stunning—sleek black hair tied back, her uniform hugging her figure in all the right places. Her name tag read Akiko. She glanced up, catching his gaze, and a small, knowing smile played on her lips as she approached.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “Table for one?”

Dwayne nodded, unable to tear his eyes away. “Yeah, just me.”

She led him to a table, her hips swaying slightly as she walked. When she handed him the menu, their fingers brushed, and he felt a jolt of electricity. He cleared his throat, trying to focus on the menu, but his mind kept drifting back to her.

“So,” Akiko said, leaning in slightly, “what brings you here today?”

“Just… exploring,” Dwayne replied, his voice a little shaky. “I’ve never been here before.”

“Well, I hope you enjoy it,” she said, her smile widening. “Let me know if you need anything.”

As the meal went on, Akiko kept returning to his table, refilling his water, asking if he needed anything else. Each time, she lingered a little longer, her tone growing more flirtatious. By the time he finished his meal, Dwayne couldn’t resist.

“Hey, Akiko,” he said, looking up at her. “Would you… maybe want to go out sometime?”

She hesitated, her smile faltering for a moment. “A date?”

“Yeah,” Dwayne said quickly. “We can do whatever you want. Your choice.”

Akiko studied him for a moment, then nodded. “Alright. Give me your number.”

A few days later, Dwayne’s phone buzzed with a text from Akiko. She was outside his apartment. He grabbed his jacket and headed out, his heart racing. When he saw her car, he climbed in, giving her a nervous smile.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“You’ll see,” she said, her tone playful.

They drove in silence for a while, the city lights passing by. When they finally stopped, Dwayne looked up at the building in front of them. It was sleek and modern, with a neon sign that read The Velvet Whip. His stomach dropped.

“A BDSM club?” he asked, his voice wavering.

Akiko turned to him, her expression serious. “You said we could do whatever I wanted.”

Dwayne swallowed hard, nodding. “Right. Yeah. I did.”

She smiled, reaching over to squeeze his hand. “Trust me.”

Inside, the club was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. Dwayne’s eyes widened as he saw men on their knees, being whipped by women in dominatrix outfits. His heart pounded in his chest as Akiko led him deeper into the club.

“This is where I come to unwind,” she said, her voice low. “Here, the women are in control.”

Dwayne nodded, his mouth dry. He didn’t know what to say.

Akiko spotted a woman across the room and waved her over. “Dwayne, this is Cami. She’s a friend of mine.”

Cami smiled, her eyes raking over Dwayne. “Nice to meet you.”

“Uh, yeah,” Dwayne stammered. “You too.”

Akiko took his hand again, leading him to a private room. The walls were lined with restraints and toys, and Dwayne felt a mix of fear and excitement bubbling inside him.

“Strip,” Akiko commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Dwayne hesitated, but the look in her eyes made him obey. He slowly removed his clothes, feeling exposed and vulnerable under their gaze.

Akiko and Cami exchanged a glance, then burst out laughing. “Oh my god,” Cami said, pointing at him. “It’s so small!”

Dwayne’s face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through him.

“Jerk off,” Akiko ordered, crossing her arms.

Dwayne’s hands trembled as he wrapped them around his cock, stroking himself slowly. The women watched intently, their eyes dark with desire.

Cami grabbed a set of restraints and moved behind him, binding his wrists and ankles to a bench. Akiko stepped forward with a blindfold, tying it tightly around his eyes.

The world went dark, and Dwayne’s senses heightened. He felt Cami’s hand wrap around his cock, stroking him faster now. His breath came in short gasps as pleasure built inside him.

Then he felt something cold and slick press against his asshole. He tensed, but Akiko’s voice cut through the air. “Relax.”

The dildo pushed inside him, stretching him open. He moaned, the sensation overwhelming. Akiko began to thrust it in and out, each movement sending waves of pleasure through his body.

Cami’s hand worked his cock in rhythm with Akiko’s thrusts, and Dwayne felt himself teetering on the edge. “I’m gonna—” he started, but Akiko cut him off.

“Cum,” she commanded.

With a cry, Dwayne came, his body shuddering with release. The women continued to work him until he was spent, then they released the restraints and removed the blindfold.

Dwayne blinked up at them, his chest heaving. He felt humiliated, but also more turned on than he’d ever been in his life.

As they left the club, Akiko turned to him. “So… would you like to do it again?”

Dwayne hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes.”

A STRONG WOMAN’S DOMINANCE

FM / Femdom / BDSM / BBW / Public / Vibrator / Teasing / Cunnilingus / Strap-on / Pegging

Finn stood outside the unassuming building, his heart pounding in his chest. The neon sign above the door blinked softly, casting a faint glow on the sidewalk. The Labyrinth, it read. He’d heard whispers about this place—a BDSM club where people explored their deepest desires. He’d never considered himself bold, but curiosity had gotten the better of him. Tonight, he’d step into the unknown.

The bouncer at the door gave him a nod, and Finn flashed the membership card he’d nervously applied for online. Inside, the atmosphere was electric. The dim lighting, the low hum of conversation, and the occasional flash of leather and latex all combined to create a world that felt surreal. Finn’s palms were sweaty as he wandered through the space, his eyes darting from one scene to another. He felt out of place, but there was something thrilling about being here.

Then he saw her.

Erin was impossible to miss. She was tall, towering over most of the people in the room, her curves accentuated by a tight spandex outfit that clung to her like a second skin. Her presence was magnetic, and Finn found himself staring, unable to look away. She stood near the bar, a glass of wine in her hand, her gaze scanning the room with a confidence that made Finn’s legs feel weak.

When her eyes landed on him, Finn froze. She smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine. Before he could think of what to do, she was walking toward him, her hips swaying with every step.

“First time?” she asked, her voice low and smooth.

Finn nodded, his throat suddenly dry. “Yeah.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “You look nervous. Don’t be. What’s your name?”

“Finn,” he managed to say.

“I’m Erin,” she said, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, and Finn felt a jolt of electricity from the contact. “So, Finn, what brings you here?”

He hesitated, unsure of how to answer. “I… I’ve always been curious. About… submission.”

Erin’s smile widened. “Curiosity is a good place to start. Would you like to explore that?”

Finn’s heart raced. “Yes.”

“Good,” she said, her tone shifting slightly, taking on a more commanding edge. “Follow me.”

She led him through the club, her presence commanding attention wherever she went. Finn felt like every eye was on them, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He was too focused on Erin, on the way she moved, on the way she made him feel.

They entered a private room, the door closing behind them with a soft click. The room was spacious, dominated by a large bed in the center. Finn’s nerves returned in full force, but Erin’s calm demeanor helped steady him.

“Strip,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind.

Finn blinked, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He hesitated, but Erin’s sharp look spurred him into action. Piece by piece, he removed his clothing until he stood before her completely exposed. His skin prickled under her gaze, and he felt a mix of vulnerability and excitement.

Erin stepped closer, her eyes raking over his body. “You’re more than I expected,” she said, her voice softening slightly. “Lie down on the bed.”

Finn obeyed, his movements awkward but eager. He settled onto the soft mattress, his breathing shallow as he watched Erin approach. She moved with a grace that belied her size, her every action deliberate and unhurried.

Without warning, she reached down and grabbed him, lifting him effortlessly onto the bed. Finn gasped, his body flattening against the mattress as she pinned him down. Her weight pressed against him, and he could feel the strength in her arms as she held him in place. He struggled briefly, testing her hold, but she didn’t budge.

“Good,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re strong, but not strong enough to escape me.”

Finn’s cock twitched at her words, and Erin noticed. She smirked, reaching between them to grasp him firmly. His hips bucked involuntarily, but her grip was unyielding. Using her free hand, she produced a small vibrator, the buzzing sound filling the room.

“Let’s see how well you can handle this,” she said, pressing the vibrator to the tip of his cock.

Finn gasped, his back arching off the bed. The sensation was intense, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. He writhed beneath her, desperate for more, but Erin kept the pace slow and teasing.

“Please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “More.”

Erin chuckled, the sound dark and sultry. “Patience, Finn. You’ll get what you want when I decide you’ve earned it.”

She continued to tease him, varying the intensity of the vibrations and watching as his reactions grew more and more desperate. Finally, she relented, pulling the vibrator away and releasing his cock. Finn groaned in frustration, but Erin was already moving.

She stood, her hands moving to the zipper of her spandex outfit. Slowly, she peeled it off, revealing her voluptuous body. Finn’s breath caught as he took her in—the soft curves of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the way her skin glowed in the dim light. She was stunning, and Finn felt a surge of desire that left him lightheaded.

Erin climbed onto the bed, her weight pressing into the mattress as she straddled Finn’s face. “Earn your reward,” she said, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Finn didn’t hesitate. He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue working eagerly to please her. Erin moaned, her hands gripping the headboard as she ground against him. He could taste her, sweet and intoxicating, and he felt a thrill knowing he was the one making her feel this way.

Her moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as she neared her climax. With a final, shuddering gasp, she came, her thighs tightening around Finn’s head as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When she finally pulled away, Finn was panting, his cock aching with need. Erin smiled down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’re not done yet,” she said, reaching for a strap-on dildo that had been lying on the bedside table.

Finn’s eyes widened as she fastened the harness around her hips, the dildo jutting out from between her legs. She pushed him onto his stomach, positioning herself behind him. Finn felt a mix of fear and anticipation as she coated the dildo with lube, her hands spreading him open.

“Relax,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his entrance. “This will feel good if you let it.”

Finn took a deep breath, forcing himself to relax as she pushed inside. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure quickly followed. Erin began to move, her thrusts steady and deep. Finn moaned, his hands grabbing at the sheets as she filled him completely.

The sensation was overwhelming, and Finn felt himself unraveling beneath her. His cock throbbed, precum dripping onto the sheets as Erin continued to fuck him. He could feel her hips slamming against his ass, the sound of skin against skin filling the room.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice hoarse. “Harder.”

Erin obliged, her thrusts growing more forceful. Finn’s body trembled, his pleasure building with every movement. With a final, desperate cry, he came, his cock pulsing as he spilled onto the bed. Erin continued to fuck him through his climax, her own moans growing louder until she finally stilled, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

They lay there for a moment, the room silent except for their breathing. Eventually, Erin pulled away, removing the strap-on and sitting on the edge of the bed. Finn rolled onto his back, his body still tingling from the aftershocks.

Erin looked down at him, a small smile playing on her lips. “You did well,” she said. “Better than I expected.”

Finn felt a swell of pride at her words. “Thank you.”

She stood, gathering her clothes and tossing Finn his. “Get dressed,” she said. “We should talk.”

Finn obeyed, his movements slow as he pulled on his clothes. When they were both dressed, Erin turned to him, her expression thoughtful.

“I’d like to see you again,” she said. “If you’re interested.”

Finn nodded eagerly. “I’d love that.”

Erin smiled, pulling out her phone. “Give me your number. We’ll arrange something.”

Finn handed over his phone, watching as she typed in her contact information. As he left the club, his mind was buzzing with excitement. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but he knew one thing for certain—he couldn’t wait to see Erin again.

ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSION

FM / Femdom / Public / Hypnosis / Bondage / Restraints / Wax Play / Vibrator / Strap-on / Pegging

Carl pulled up to the address he’d found online, the GPS blinking insistently on his dashboard. The building looked nondescript, almost industrial, with a faded sign he couldn’t quite read from the car. He frowned, glancing at his phone to double-check the location. This had to be it. The fitness app had pointed him here, and he wasn’t about to waste his first day in the new neighborhood driving around aimlessly.

He parked his car and stepped out, the crisp evening air biting at his skin. The street was quiet, save for the occasional distant hum of traffic. Carl walked up to the entrance, hesitating for a moment before pushing the door open. The inside was nothing like he’d expected. The walls were painted a deep crimson, the lighting dim and sultry. A faint scent of leather and something sweet lingered in the air. His eyes adjusted, and he realized he wasn’t standing in a gym.

People were scattered throughout the room, some dressed in leather, others in lingerie. Chains, whips, and other equipment hung on the walls. Carl’s heart raced as the realization hit him—he’d walked into a BDSM club. He turned on his heel, ready to bolt, but a voice stopped him in his tracks.

“Leaving so soon?”

The voice was smooth, melodic, and impossible to ignore. Carl turned back to see a woman walking toward him. She was stunning—long, auburn hair cascading down her back, her curves accentuated by a tight leather dress that hugged every inch of her. Her eyes were dark, almost predatory, and they locked onto his with an intensity that made his stomach flip.

“I... uh, I think I’m in the wrong place,” Carl stammered, his voice catching in his throat.

She smiled, a slow, knowing grin that sent a shiver down his spine. “Are you sure about that? Maybe this is exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Carl swallowed hard, his eyes flicking around the room before returning to hers. There was something about her—something magnetic. He couldn’t look away.

“I’m Fiona,” she said, extending a hand. Her voice was like honey, dripping with confidence.

“Carl,” he mumbled, shaking her hand. Her grip was firm, her skin warm against his.

“Well, Carl,” she purred, stepping closer, “since you’re already here, why don’t you stay a while? Let me show you around.”

He should’ve said no. He should’ve turned and walked out the door. But the way she looked at him, the way she spoke—it was intoxicating. Before he could protest, Fiona had looped her arm through his and was leading him deeper into the club.

The farther they went, the more Carl’s nerves began to fray. Each room was more provocative than the last—people bound, whipped, and teased in ways he’d only ever imagined. His pulse quickened, a mixture of fear and arousal coiling in his gut.

Fiona stopped in front of a closed door, her hand resting on the handle. “This is one of my favorite rooms,” she said, her voice low. She opened the door, revealing a space dominated by a large bed and an array of restraints and toys.

Carl froze, his mind racing. “I... I don’t think—”

“Shhh,” Fiona interrupted, placing a finger over his lips. Her touch was electric, silencing him instantly. She stepped closer, her body brushing against his. “Let me take care of you, Carl. Trust me.”

Her gaze held his, and he felt himself drawn in, powerless to resist. She leaned in, her lips grazing his ear as she whispered, “Take off your clothes.”

He hesitated, his hands trembling at his sides. Fiona’s eyes narrowed, her expression softening yet commanding. “Do it,” she urged, her voice gentle but firm.

With shaky hands, Carl began to undress, each piece of clothing falling to the floor. Fiona watched him intently, her eyes roaming over his toned physique. When he stood naked before her, she smiled approvingly.

“Good,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced the outline of his chest, sending sparks of pleasure through his body. She grabbed a pair of leather restraints from the bed and fastened them around his wrists, binding him securely to the headboard.

Carl’s breath quickened as Fiona moved to a nearby table, selecting a candle and a lighter. She lit the candle, the flame dancing softly in the dim light. She returned to his side, tilting the candle slightly.

The first drop of hot wax hit his chest, and he gasped, the sensation sharp and intense. Fiona watched his reaction closely, her lips curling into a smirk. She continued, dripping the wax in slow, deliberate patterns across his torso. The pain was mixed with pleasure, a strange and intoxicating combination that left him craving more.

Next, she picked up a vibrator, its soft hum filling the room. She pressed it to his nipple, the vibrations sending jolts of ecstasy through his body. Carl arched his back, a groan escaping his lips. Fiona moved the vibrator to his other nipple, then down to his cock, teasing him mercilessly.

“Please,” Carl begged, his voice hoarse.

Fiona shook her head, her smile never faltering. “Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She set the vibrator aside and grabbed a strap-on dildo, securing it around her hips. She released the restraints, guiding Carl onto his hands and knees. He hesitated, uncertainty flashing in his eyes, but Fiona’s hand on his back reassured him.

“Relax,” she whispered, positioning herself behind him.

Carl felt the tip of the dildo press against his entrance, and he tensed. Fiona leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Breathe,” she instructed, her voice soothing.

He obeyed, inhaling deeply as she pushed inside. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure intertwining in a way he’d never experienced. Fiona moved slowly at first, allowing him to adjust. Then, she picked up the pace, thrusting deeper with each movement.

Carl’s moans filled the room, his body trembling with the intensity of it all. He couldn’t believe what was happening—what he was doing—but it felt incredible. Fiona’s hands gripped his hips, guiding him as she fucked him harder, deeper.

The pleasure built, a pressure coiling in his core. “I’m going to—” Carl started, his voice breaking.

“Yes,” Fiona urged, her own breath coming faster. “Cum for me.”

The words tipped him over the edge, and Carl came hard, his body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Fiona continued to thrust until his tremors subsided, finally pulling out and leaving him breathless.

She helped him lie back on the bed, her fingers gently brushing through his hair. “You did so well,” she murmured, her voice filled with pride.

Carl’s eyes met hers, a sense of euphoria washing over him. Fiona leaned down, placing a soft kiss on his lips before stepping back.

“Get dressed,” she said, her tone warm but firm.

Carl obeyed, pulling his clothes back on with trembling hands. Fiona watched him, her gaze lingering. She reached for the collar on the table and fastened it around his neck.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, her voice low. “Come back.”

Carl nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

A DISTANT COUSIN AT THE BDSM CLUB

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Public / Bondage / Buttplug / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Anal

Rick’s heart pounded as he stood outside the BDSM club, the neon sign casting an eerie glow on the cracked pavement. He had been here for nearly ten minutes, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. The sound of laughter and muffled music spilled out every time the heavy door opened, and each time, Rick flinched. What the hell am I doing here? he thought, his stomach churning with a mix of anxiety and curiosity. He had always been drawn to the idea of submission, of letting go, but the reality of stepping into this world felt like diving into the deep end without knowing how to swim.

Finally, he took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

The inside was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. The walls were lined with equipment—benches, crosses, chains—and the center of the room was alive with activity. A man knelt on the floor, his back crisscrossed with red welts as a woman in black latex cracked a whip above him. Another man was strapped to a wooden frame, his moans drowned out by the thumping bass of the music. Rick’s throat tightened. He felt like an intruder, someone who didn’t belong in this world of pain and pleasure.

He turned to leave, but a voice stopped him.

“First time?”

Rick froze. The voice was soft yet commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He turned to see a woman leaning casually against the wall, her arms crossed. She was tall, her figure accentuated by a tight black corset that hugged her curves. Her dark hair framed her face, and her piercing eyes seemed to look straight through him.

“I… uh…” Rick stammered, his mouth suddenly dry.

The woman smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made Rick’s pulse quicken. “You look lost,” she said, pushing off the wall and stepping closer. “I’m Carrie.”

“Rick,” he managed to choke out.

Carrie circled him slowly, her gaze appraising. “You’re nervous,” she observed. “That’s okay. Everyone is nervous their first time.” She stopped in front of him, her lips curling into a smirk. “Unless you’re not here for the first time?”

“No, I mean… yes, it’s my first time,” Rick admitted, his cheeks burning.

“Good,” Carrie said, her voice smooth. “I like breaking in new subs.”

Rick’s breath caught. Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him, mixed with a faint edge of fear. Before he could respond, Carrie took his hand and led him through the club, weaving past the scenes of domination and submission until they reached a private room at the back.

The room was smaller than the main area, with a padded bench in the center and shelves lined with various toys and restraints. Carrie closed the door behind them, and the sudden silence felt heavy.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Carrie watched him intently, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. When he was finally naked, she gestured toward the bench.

“Lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his heart racing as he stretched out on the cool, padded surface. Carrie walked over to the shelf and selected a set of leather restraints, quickly binding Rick’s wrists and ankles to the bench. The leather was snug but not painful, and the feeling of being immobilized sent a thrill through him.

“Comfortable?” Carrie asked, her lips curving into a sly smile.

Rick nodded, his throat too dry to speak.

“Good.” Carrie ran a finger along his chest, her touch light but electric. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

Rick frowned, confused. “Should I?”

Carrie leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “We’re family, Rick. Distant cousins.”

Rick’s eyes widened. “What? How—”

“It doesn’t matter,” Carrie interrupted, straightening up. “In fact, it makes this even better.” She reached for something on the shelf, and Rick’s stomach tightened when he saw the butt plug in her hand. It was small but intimidating, sleek and black.

“Relax,” Carrie murmured, her voice soothing as she coated the plug with lube.

Rick tensed as she positioned it at his entrance, his body instinctively resisting. But Carrie was patient, applying gentle pressure until the plug slipped inside. The sensation was strange—a mix of fullness and discomfort—but as Carrie began to move it in shallow thrusts, the discomfort gave way to a strange kind of pleasure.

“Feel good?” Carrie asked, her hand moving to his cock, which was already hard and leaking.

“Yes,” Rick gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she began to stroke him.

“Good boy,” Carrie purred, her grip tightening slightly. “But don’t cum yet.”

Rick groaned, his body trembling as Carrie continued to tease him, alternating between stroking his cock and playing with the plug. The pleasure was overwhelming, but whenever he got close to orgasm, she would slow down or stop entirely, leaving him desperate and frustrated.

“Please,” Rick begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Carrie said firmly, removing the plug and replacing it with a larger dildo.

She coated it with lube and positioned it at his entrance once more. This time, there was no gentleness. She pushed the dildo inside him in one smooth motion, and Rick cried out, the stretch almost too much to bear.

But then she started to move it, thrusting it in and out at a steady pace, and the pain gave way to pleasure once more. Rick’s moans grew louder as Carrie fucked him with the dildo, her hand working his cock in rhythm with her thrusts.

“Come on, Ricky,” she taunted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Cum for me.”

Rick’s body convulsed as he finally reached his climax, his release spurting onto his chest as Carrie continued to thrust the dildo inside him. The pleasure was intense, almost too much to handle, and when she finally stopped, Rick was left panting and spent.

Carrie unbuckled the restraints and helped him sit up, her expression softening. “You did well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “Just remember… what happens here stays here. Our secret.”

Rick nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. As he watched Carrie leave the room, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

DANGEROUS CURIOSITY

FM / Femdom / Chastity / BDSM / Paddling / Body Worship / Cunnilingus

The first time Xander met Camilla, he felt an electric pull he couldn’t quite explain. She was confident, commanding, and carried herself with an air of mystery that intrigued him. They met at a coffee shop, of all places, where she struck up a conversation about the book he was reading—a thriller that, coincidentally, explored themes of control and submission.

Camilla’s smile was knowing, her eyes playful as she leaned in and said, “You seem like someone who’d appreciate a deeper dive into those themes.”

A week later, she invited him to a BDSM club. He agreed, his curiosity piqued. The club was nothing like he’d expected. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, the dim lighting casting shadows on scenes that both fascinated and intimidated him.

Men and women moved in deliberate, choreographed ways—some bound in intricate knots, others submitting to the crack of a whip. Xander’s heart raced as he watched, his eyes drawn to the men wearing chastity devices. What must that feel like? he wondered, his fascination growing with each passing moment.

Camilla noticed his gaze lingering. “Curious?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

“I… I don’t know,” Xander admitted, his voice tinged with uncertainty. “It’s just… fascinating. The idea of giving up control like that. Letting someone else decide when… or if…” He trailed off, heat rising to his cheeks.

Camilla’s lips curved into a sly smile. “It’s not for everyone. But for some, it’s the ultimate act of submission. The ultimate trust.” She placed a hand on his arm, her touch sending a shiver down his spine. “Think about it.”

He did. For days after, the image of those devices haunted him. He found himself fantasizing about Camilla holding the key, about her deciding when—or if—he could experience pleasure. The thought excited him in a way he couldn’t fully articulate. It wasn’t just about the physical sensation; it was about the surrender, the trust, the power she would hold over him.

When he finally brought it up to her, he was nervous, his palms slick with sweat. They were in her bedroom, the soft glow of a lamp casting a warm light over the room. Camilla sat on the edge of her bed, watching him with an unreadable expression as he stammered through his thoughts.

“I… I can’t stop thinking about it,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “About… about you. Holding the key. Controlling me.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out the chastity device, the metal cool in his trembling hands. “I want this. I want you.”

Camilla raised an eyebrow, her gaze flickering from the device to his face. “Do you even know what you’re asking for?” she asked, her voice calm but firm. “This isn’t a game, Xander. It’s a commitment. A promise.”

“I do,” he said, his voice steadier now. “I’ve thought about it. Every day since the club. I… I trust you.”

She studied him for a long moment, her expression inscrutable. Then, finally, she nodded. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Xander’s heart pounded as he obeyed, his fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt as he peeled off his clothes piece by piece. When he stood before her, completely naked, he felt exposed in more ways than one. Camilla’s eyes raked over him, assessing, evaluating.

Suddenly, she reached for a leather paddle that lay on the nightstand. The sight of it sent a jolt of anticipation through him. “Bend over the bed,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Xander complied, his stomach pressing against the cool sheets as he bent over. He heard the sharp crack of the paddle before he felt it, the pain blooming across his skin in a way that was both punishing and exhilarating. He yelped, his fingers clutching at the sheets as Camilla delivered another blow, then another.

“You want me to control you?” she asked, her voice sharp and demanding. “You want me to decide when, or if, you’re allowed to feel pleasure?”

“Yes,” Xander gasped, his voice trembling with a mix of pain and arousal.

“Then prove it,” Camilla said, landing another blow. “Prove you’re ready for this commitment.”

By the time she was done, Xander’s backside was flushed and tender, his breathing ragged. But he didn’t regret a moment of it. He felt alive, awake, in a way he never had before.

Camilla set the paddle aside and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate. First, she removed her blouse, revealing a lace bra that left little to the imagination. Then, she stepped out of her skirt, her long legs encased in sheer stockings. Xander’s mouth went dry as he watched her, his arousal only intensifying.

“Worship me,” she commanded, her voice thick with authority.

Xander didn’t need to be told twice. He started with her feet, pressing gentle kisses to her arches as he worked his way up her legs. His hands trembled as he caressed her skin, his lips following the path his fingers traced. When he reached her thighs, Camilla removed her bra, her breasts spilling into view. Xander kissed each one, his tongue flicking over her nipples until they hardened under his attention.

Finally, Camilla stepped out of her panties, her body on full display. “Eat me,” she commanded, her voice low and husky.

Xander obeyed eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds as he tasted her for the first time. She was sweet and intoxicating, her moans music to his ears as he worked her into a frenzy. He licked and sucked until her thighs trembled, until she came with a cry that echoed through the room.

When he finally pulled back, Camilla looked down at him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’ve proven yourself worthy,” she said, her voice soft but no less commanding.

Xander’s heart leapt with pride, his arousal nearly unbearable. He wanted to cum, needed to, but Camilla shook her head. “Maybe next time,” she said, a smirk playing on her lips.

She took the chastity device from where he had placed it on the bed and locked it around his cock with a soft click. The sensation was strange, both restrictive and reassuring. Then, she slipped the key onto a chain around her neck, the metal glinting against her skin.

Xander looked up at her, his chest swelling with a sense of pride and fulfillment. He had given her complete control, and in doing so, he had found a freedom he didn’t know he needed.

A THREESOME AT THE BDSM CLUB

FFF / Lesbian / BDSM / Public / Group Sex / Spanking / Vibrator / Dildo

“You’re sure you’re okay with this?” Megan asked, her voice low and steady as she leaned in close to Robyn’s ear.

The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. Robyn’s heart pounded in her chest, her eyes darting around the space. Women were everywhere—some tied up, others wielding whips, and a few lost in the throes of pleasure. It was overwhelming, but Megan’s hand on her lower back grounded her.

“I… I think so,” Robyn whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

She felt exposed in the little black dress Megan had picked out for her, the fabric clinging to her curves. She’d never been in a place like this before, but Megan had promised it would be fun. Fun. The word echoed in her mind as she watched a woman in the corner arch her back, moaning as another woman’s fingers worked between her legs.

Megan smiled, her lips brushing against Robyn’s ear. “Just trust me, okay? I’ve got you.”

Robyn nodded, though her stomach was still doing flips. She trusted Megan—she always had. But this was… different. A tall, muscular woman with short-cropped hair and a confident stride approached them. Her leather pants hugged her hips, and her tank top showed off toned arms. She extended a hand to Megan first, then to Robyn.

“Jamie,” she introduced herself, her voice smooth and commanding. “First time here?”

Robyn swallowed hard, glancing at Megan, who nodded encouragingly. “Yeah,” Robyn admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jamie’s lips curved into a smirk. “Well, welcome. You two looking to play?”

Megan didn’t hesitate. “We are.”

Jamie’s eyes flicked to Robyn, assessing her. “And you? You good with that?”

Robyn hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes.”

“Good.” Jamie turned on her heel, gesturing for them to follow. “Let’s get started.”

—

The private room was smaller than Robyn expected, but it felt intimate. The walls were lined with shelves filled with toys—whips, restraints, vibrators, and things Robyn couldn’t even name. A sturdy bench sat in the center of the room, its leather surface gleaming under the soft light.

“Take off your dress,” Megan instructed, her tone gentle but firm.

Robyn’s hands trembled as she reached for the zipper at the side of her dress. The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood there in nothing but a lace bra and matching panties, feeling more vulnerable than she ever had before.

“Good girl,” Megan murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers traced a line down Robyn’s spine, sending shivers through her body. “Bend over the bench.”

Robyn obeyed, her palms pressing against the cool leather as she leaned forward. Her heart raced as she heard Megan move behind her. Then came the first spank—sharp and sudden, making her gasp. The sting was followed by a warmth that spread through her skin, and before she could process it, another spank landed.

“Megan,” Robyn whimpered, her voice shaky.

“You’re doing great,” Megan assured her, delivering another spank. The sound echoed in the room, mingling with Robyn’s soft moans.

Jamie stepped forward, her presence commanding attention. “Mind if I take a turn?” she asked, her voice low.

Megan nodded, stepping aside. Jamie’s hand was larger, her grip firmer. The first spank from her made Robyn cry out, the sensation more intense than anything Megan had done. But it wasn’t painful—not exactly. It was… exhilarating. Each spank sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her clench the bench tighter.

“You’re taking it so well,” Jamie praised, her voice dripping with approval. “Now, let’s get you ready.”

Robyn felt Jamie’s hands on her wrists, guiding them to the restraints attached to the bench. The leather cuffs were cool against her skin as Jamie secured them, leaving Robyn completely at their mercy. Her breath quickened as Megan stepped back into view, holding a vibrator.

“Relax,” Megan said softly, running the vibrator over Robyn’s stomach before moving it to her nipples. The sensation was electric, making Robyn arch into the touch. Megan teased her slowly, alternating between her breasts until Robyn was squirming against the bench.

Then Megan moved lower, the vibrator brushing against Robyn’s inner thighs before finally pressing against her clit. Robyn gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as pleasure shot through her. Megan kept the pressure steady, watching as Robyn’s body responded.

“She’s ready,” Megan said, stepping back again.

Jamie picked up a large dildo, lubing it up with practiced ease. Robyn’s eyes widened as she saw it, but before she could say anything, Jamie positioned herself in front of her. The first thrust was slow but deep, stretching Robyn in ways she hadn’t experienced before. She cried out, her fingers gripping the bench as Jamie began to move.

The rhythm was relentless, each thrust hitting just the right spot. Robyn’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure built inside her. She could feel herself getting wetter, the sound of Jamie’s movements filling the room.

“That’s it,” Jamie encouraged, her voice rough with arousal. “Let it happen.”

Robyn didn’t need to be told twice. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her body convulsing as she came hard. Jamie didn’t stop, driving her through it until Robyn was gasping for air.

When Jamie finally pulled out, Robyn slumped against the bench, her body spent but buzzing with satisfaction. Megan undid the restraints, helping her sit up.

“How do you feel?” Megan asked, brushing a strand of hair from Robyn’s face.

Robyn smiled weakly but genuinely. “Amazing.”

Jamie handed them both a card with her number on it. “Call me if you want to play again.”

As they left the club, Robyn felt a newfound sense of excitement. This was just the beginning.

A SOCIALITE’S DOMINANT DESIRES

FF / Lesbian / BDSM / Voyeurism / Spanking / Teasing / Oral / Dildo / Vibrator / Collar

The heavy oak door of the exclusive club swung open with a silent, almost reverent creak. Marla, her tailored suit hugging her curves perfectly, stepped inside, her heels clicking on the polished marble floor. The beautiful socialite had the perfect life, but she craved excitement. It seemed she had everything, yet she felt bored with life. She was always chasing the next adventure, anything to drown out the monotony of her trust fund and preordained future.

The air was thick with anticipation, a sweet, heady blend of leather and musk that sent shivers down her spine. She had been here before, but tonight felt different. Tonight, she intended to explore the darker edges of her desires.

The club was dimly lit, the shadows playing hide and seek with the patrons. Marla's eyes scanned the room, taking in the various scenes unfolding around her. Couples and groups engaged in acts of submission and dominance, their faces hidden behind masks or obscured by the low light. It was a world of secrets and hidden identities, one where power exchanges were not just allowed but celebrated.

As Marla continued to survey the room, her gaze landed on a particularly captivating scene. A woman, her body clad in tight leather, was bound to a metal frame with ropes that accentuated every curve. Her hair, a cascade of fiery red, fell over her face, hiding her expression. But it was her submissive, a slender figure with raven-black hair, who truly drew Marla's attention.

The submissive, known only as Baby, knelt at the feet of the dominant, her head bowed in submission. Her hands were held above her head, wrists bound together with a leather cuff. The way she moved, the way she responded to the slightest command, sent a thrill through Marla's core. There was an elegance to her submission, a grace that spoke of years of training and devotion.

Marla watched, entranced, as the dominant woman whispered something in Baby's ear. The submissive's body trembled slightly, her breath hitching as she nodded obediently. The dominant then raised a whip, its tail flickering like a snake before making contact with Baby's bare skin. The crack echoed through the room, followed by a soft gasp from Baby. But there was no fear in her eyes, only a deep, abiding trust.

It was this trust, this unwavering commitment, that captivated Marla the most. She had seen many submissives over the years, but none had stirred her desire quite like Baby. There was something about her, a raw intensity that begged to be explored, to be mastered.

Determined to claim what she desired, Marla made her way through the crowd, her presence commanding attention without her needing to say a word. She reached the edge of the scene and waited, her eyes locked on Baby. The dominant woman noticed her arrival and gave a slight nod, acknowledging Marla's authority without question.

"Baby," Marla's voice was smooth, like velvet, "I have a proposition for you."

The submissive looked up, her dark eyes meeting Marla's with a mixture of curiosity and deference. "Yes, Mistress?"

Marla leaned closer, her lips brushing against Baby's ear as she whispered, "Anything you desire, if you submit to me tonight."

Baby's breath caught, her body trembling beneath Marla's touch. "Anything?" she repeated, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Yes," Marla replied, her tone leaving no room for doubt. "Everything."

Baby hesitated, looking at the dominant woman for approval.

The domme nodded. “Go with her, Baby,” she instructed, seeing the desire in Baby’s eyes.

“Okay,” Baby agreed, ready to see what Marla had planned.

Marla smiled, a slow, predatory grin that promised both pleasure and pain. "Good girl," she murmured, her hand stroking Baby's cheek. "Now, follow me."

With a final nod to the dominant woman, Marla led Baby away from the crowd, deeper into the recesses of the club. They entered a private room, the door shutting behind them with a soft click. The space was dimly lit, the walls lined with various implements of pleasure and pain. Marla gestured for Baby to kneel, which the submissive did without hesitation.

"Hands behind your back," Marla commanded, her voice a low purr. Baby complied, her fingers fumbling slightly as she clasped them together. Marla produced a pair of leather cuffs from a nearby table and fastened them around Baby's wrists, securing her hands in place.

"You've done well," Marla said, her eyes scanning Baby's form with approval. "But now, it's time to see how well you can handle discipline."

Baby's eyes widened slightly, but she remained silent, her posture perfect. Marla took a step back and regarded her submissive thoughtfully. She wanted to test Baby's limits, to push her further than anyone else had dared.

"Spread your legs," Marla ordered, her voice steady. Baby obeyed, her thighs parting to reveal the soft flesh between them. Marla's heart pounded in her chest as she reached for a paddle, its surface smooth and cool to the touch. She brought it down with a measured force, watching as the impact reddened Baby's skin. The submissive gasped, a sound that sent a jolt of arousal through Marla.

She spanked Baby again, harder this time, reveling in the feel of the paddle against flesh. Baby's cries grew louder, but there was no hint of resistance in her movements. If anything, her body seemed to welcome the pain, arching slightly towards each strike.

"Tell me," Marla murmured, "do you enjoy this, Baby?"

Baby's voice was strained, but clear. "Yes, Mistress. I do."

Marla's smile returned, dark and triumphant. "Good," she said, setting the paddle aside. "Now, let's see how you handle something a bit... more intimate."

She turned to the table, selecting a variety of toys, each one designed to tease and torment in equal measure. Baby watched with wide, eager eyes as Marla approached, a vibrator in one hand and a dildo in the other.

"Open wide," Marla instructed, and Baby did as she was told, her mouth opening obediently. Marla slid the dildo inside, watching as Baby's throat worked to accommodate the intrusion. She thrust it in and out slowly, savoring the sight of Baby's struggle and surrender.

Once satisfied, Marla withdrew the dildo and moved lower, plunging the dildo deep into Baby’s pussy. Baby let out a moan as Marla pounded her hard, each thrust bringing a new wave of pleasure. She felt ecstasy rising, but as soon as she got close, Marla slowed down. Baby wouldn’t be allowed to cum just yet.

Marla withdrew the dildo, leaving Baby frustrated. She grabbed a small vibrator from the selection of sex toys. “This should make you squirm,” she whispered in Baby’s ear.

Marla positioned the vibrator against Baby's clit. The submissive's hips bucked instinctively, a desperate plea for release. But Marla had other plans. She teased Baby mercilessly, increasing the vibration just enough to keep her hovering on the edge of orgasm, but never allowing her to fall over.

"Not yet," Marla whispered, her voice a sultry promise. "You'll come when I say you can."

Baby whimpered, her body trembling with need. Marla could see the strain in her eyes, the way her muscles tensed with the effort of holding back. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this much control over someone so fiercely devoted.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marla relented. She increased the vibration one last time, flooding Baby with sensation. The submissive's body convulsed, a torrent of pleasure overwhelming her senses. She cried out, her voice filled with pure ecstasy as she came hard, her release painting her thighs slick.

When Baby's breathing began to slow, Marla gently guided her to her knees. The submissive looked up at her, her eyes glazed with contentment.

"Please," Baby whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "May I taste you, Mistress?"

Marla's heart raced, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her veins. "Yes," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "Taste me, Baby."

Marla's command hung in the air like a promise, and Baby's breath quickened in response. The submissive leaned forward, her lips hovering just above Marla's drenched core. Her tongue darted out, wet and eager, as she traced a slow circle around Marla's clit. The sensation was electric, sending shivers down Marla's spine.

"That's it, Baby," Marla murmured, her hands threading through the submissive's hair. "Taste every inch of me."

Baby complied, her tongue delving deeper, exploring the folds of Marla's pussy with a reverence that bordered on worship. She sucked gently on Marla's clit, the suction creating a delicious pressure that made Marla's hips buck involuntarily. Baby's fingers joined the exploration, sliding into Marla's slick entrance as her mouth continued its relentless assault on Marla's most sensitive nerve endings.

Marla gasped, her body arching off the bed. "Yes, just like that," she groaned, her voice ragged with desire. "You're doing so well, Baby. Keep going."

Baby's eyes fluttered closed, a look of pure concentration on her face as she focused on bringing Marla to the brink. Her tongue flicked faster, dancing a tantalizing rhythm against Marla's throbbing clit. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through Marla's body, building higher and higher until she felt her orgasm coiling tight within her.

"Oh God," Marla moaned, her fingers tightening in Baby's hair. "I'm so close, Baby. So close..."

Baby responded by increasing the intensity of her ministrations, her tongue working in tandem with her fingers to push Marla over the edge. The combination of sensations was too much to bear, and with a cry of release, Marla came hard, her orgasm sweeping through her like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her muscles quivering with the force of her climax as she rode the waves of pleasure.

When at last the tremors subsided, Marla lay back, breathless and sated. Baby remained between her legs, her gaze locked onto Marla's face as if waiting for further instruction. Marla reached down, lifting Baby's chin so their eyes met.

"You did beautifully, Baby," Marla said softly, her voice filled with genuine affection. "But there's more you need to understand about your role."

Baby blinked, her expression curious but attentive. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

Marla sat up, pulling Baby into her lap as she spoke. "As my submissive, you are not just someone I play with. You are mine. Completely and utterly. Your pleasure, your limits, your boundaries—they all belong to me. Do you understand?"

Baby nodded, her eyes wide with comprehension. "Yes, Mistress. I understand."

"Good," Marla replied, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Now, let me show you something else."

She stood, guiding Baby to stand as well. From a nearby drawer, Marla retrieved a sleek, black collar. The leather was soft to the touch, adorned with a small silver pendant bearing Marla's initials. It was a symbol of ownership, a mark of Baby's submission to her.

Marla held the collar up, letting Baby see it clearly. "This collar represents your commitment to me, Baby. It's a reminder that you belong to me, body and soul."

Baby's throat tightened as she looked at the collar. A mix of emotions swirled within her—fear, excitement, devotion. "I want that, Mistress," she said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. "I want to be yours completely."

Marla's heart swelled with pride. "Then wear it with pride, my sweet submissive."

With gentle but firm hands, Marla fastened the collar around Baby's neck. The fit was perfect, snug but not restrictive. As the clasp clicked into place, a thrill of possessiveness shot through Marla. Baby belonged to her now, truly and utterly.

Baby touched the collar reverently, her fingers tracing the initials engraved on the pendant. "Thank you, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude.

Marla cupped Baby's cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "You're welcome, Baby. But our journey is far from over. There's much more we have to explore together."

Baby nodded, her eyes shining with trust and eagerness. "Whatever you desire, Mistress. I'm ready."

A BLACKMAILED INFLUENCER

FF / FFF / Lesbian / BDSM / Age Gap / Blackmail / Bondage / Spanking / Whipping / Strap-on / Anal

Sienna was a popular social media influencer. At only twenty years old, she had droves of devoted fans and followers. Her beauty tips and makeup tutorials got millions of views. However, Sienna had a secret. She was a lesbian, and she had an interest in BDSM. Sienna frequently fantasized about going to a BDSM club to be dominated by another woman.

Until now, Sienna had tried to ignore her desires, but she couldn’t repress them forever. Through a message board, Sienna found a lesbian BDSM club. She put on a sexy outfit and headed to the club, determined to make her fantasies into reality.

The night was thick with anticipation, the kind that clung to Sienna's skin like a second layer. She adjusted the hem of her red dress, feeling the cool air of the club brush against her exposed thighs. The black leather boots she wore clicked decisively on the concrete floor as she made her way deeper into the dimly lit space. This was her first time at a place like this, and every step felt like an adventure into the unknown.

Ahead, in the shadowy corner, stood Saxon. The older woman’s presence commanded attention, her muscular frame encased in tight leather pants and a white tank top that strained against her biceps. Saxon was in her mid-forties. She walked with a butch swagger, giving off a confident vibe. Her rugged face softened only slightly when their eyes met, a knowing smile curling the edges of her lips.

Saxon introduced herself, her strong hand grasping Sienna’s as they shook hands. “You look nervous, baby,” she said, her voice low and gravelly, yet somehow soothing. “You got something to ask me? Don’t be shy.”

Sienna swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “I'm not nervous,” she lied, though her heartbeat told a different story. “Just... curious.”

Saxon chuckled, a sound that rumbled deep in her chest. “Well, if you’re curious, I can help you figure things out.” Her eyes scanned Sienna from head to toe, pausing for a moment on her long dark hair and then drifting lower to her tan skin, before finally locking onto her brown eyes. “Come closer,” she commanded.

Sienna took a tentative step forward, her nerves tingling with a mix of fear and excitement. There was something about Saxon's dominance that both intimidated and thrilled her. As she closed the gap between them, Saxon's hand reached out, fingers wrapping around Sienna's wrist. The touch was firm but not painful, a reassurance wrapped in control.

“What do you want, baby?” Saxon asked, her grip tightening ever so slightly.

“I... I don't know,” Sienna admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I just wanted to explore.”

"Explore, huh?" Saxon released her wrist but didn't let go entirely. Instead, she guided Sienna towards a nearby bench, where a pile of leather restraints lay coiled and ready. "Well, let's see how adventurous you really are."

Sienna flinched as Saxon's fingers brushed against her collarbone, tracing a line down to the swell of her chest. "Take off your dress," Saxon ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Chewing her lip, Sienna hesitated for only a moment before lifting the fabric over her head, revealing the black lace bra that clung to her slender figure. Saxon's eyes darkened with appreciation, and she nodded approvingly.

"Good girl," she murmured, picking up the restraints. "Now, sit."

Obediently, Sienna perched on the edge of the bench, her legs slightly parted. Saxon knelt in front of her, her hands deftly placing leather restraints around Sienna's ankles, pulling them apart until they were spread wide. The sensation of being bound was electrifying, sending shivers through Sienna's body.

"How does that feel?" Saxon asked, her voice soft but penetrating.

“Tight,” Sienna replied honestly, wiggling her toes within the confines of the restraints.

“Good,” Saxon said with a satisfied nod. She moved up to Sienna's wrists next, securing them behind her back with practiced ease. "Now, you're going to stay still for me, understand?"

Sienna nodded, her heart racing as Saxon stepped back to admire her work. The leather restraints bit into her flesh, creating a delicious tension that sent a thrill down her spine. She was completely at Saxon's mercy, and the thought turned her on more than she cared to admit.

"On your knees," Saxon instructed, pointing to the spot in front of her.

Without hesitation, Sienna lowered herself to the ground, her bound wrists causing her to wobble slightly. Saxon watched her intently, a predator sizing up her prey. When Sienna was settled, Saxon reached out and cupped her cheek, tilting her face upwards.

"Beg for it," Saxon demanded, her thumb stroking Sienna's lower lip.

"Please," Sienna whispered, the word slipping out before she could think better of it. "Please, spank me."

Saxon's lips curled into a wicked grin. "As you wish."

With that, Sienna positioned herself on her hands and knees. Saxon drew back her hand and delivered a sharp slap to Sienna's ass, the impact reverberating through her entire body. Sienna gasped, her breath hitching in her throat. The pain was immediate and intense, but there was also a strange pleasure in it, a rush of adrenaline that made her head spin.

"Again," Sienna choked out, surprising herself with her own eagerness.

Saxon obliged, delivering another stinging blow that made Sienna arch her back involuntarily. Each strike was harder than the last, and soon Sienna was panting, her skin burning from the repeated contact. But it wasn't enough—she needed more, craved more.

"Harder," she begged, her voice hoarse with desire. "Please, harder."

Saxon complied, adding more force to her strikes until Sienna was nearly sobbing with the effort of staying upright. Finally, when Sienna thought she might collapse, Saxon stopped, her hand resting lightly on Sienna's throbbing flesh.

“I know who you are, Sienna,” Saxon said, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Confused, Sienna blinked up at her. "What do you mean?"

Saxon leaned in close, her breath hot against Sienna's ear. “I know who you are. I’ve seen your videos. You're famous, aren't you? All those followers... all those fans.”

Sienna's blood ran cold. "How do you..."

“Those drama channels will eat you alive if they find out what you’re really into,” Saxon interrupted, her tone menacing. “I bet the story will go viral.”

“Please, don’t tell anyone,” Sienna begged as the encounter suddenly took a darker turn. “I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” Saxon asked, her hands caressing Sienna’s tan skin.

Fear and arousal warred within Sienna, each emotion fueling the other. "What do you want from me?" she asked, her voice trembling.

Saxon stood, her towering form casting a shadow over Sienna. "To own you," she said simply. "To train you. To mold you into exactly what I want."

Sienna's heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with possibilities. Could she really let this happen? Could she let Saxon take control, make her do things she never imagined she'd enjoy? The answer was already forming in her gut—a resounding yes.

"Okay," Sienna breathed, her resolve hardening. "I'm yours."

Saxon's smile was predatory. "Good. Now, let's see how well you can follow orders."

She reached down, her fingers brushing against Sienna's inner thigh. Sienna shivered, her breath catching as Saxon's touch moved higher, closer to her throbbing clit. But just before she reached her destination, Saxon pulled back, denying Sienna the release she so desperately needed.

“Not yet,” Saxon purred, her voice a tantalizing tease. “First, you need to learn patience.”

Sienna whimpered, frustration mingling with her arousal. "Please," she begged, her voice breaking. "Please, make me cum."

Saxon shook her head, her expression unyielding. "Not tonight. Tonight, you'll earn it."

Before Sienna could protest further, Saxon's hand came down again, this time delivering a sharp slap to her already tender ass. Sienna cried out, the sting blending with the heat that had been building inside her.

"Stay still," Saxon commanded, her touch firm but controlled. "Or it'll be worse."

Desperation clawed at Sienna, her body screaming for relief. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to writhe beneath Saxon's punishing hand. Each spank was a reminder of her submission, each denial a test of her willpower. And still, she found herself craving more, needing to give in completely.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Saxon relented. She stood and rummaged through her bag, pulling out a strap-on dildo that gleamed in the dim light. Sienna's eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat.

"I hope you’ll enjoy this," Saxon said, her voice dripping with authority.

Sienna's heart raced as Saxon approached, the strap-on glinting menacingly. She knew what was coming, and despite the fear gnawing at her insides, a part of her welcomed it, longed for it.

"Ready?" Saxon asked, her voice a seduction that cut through Sienna's anxiety.

Sienna nodded mutely, unable to find her voice. Saxon smirked and bent down, her hand gripping Sienna's chin. "Good. Because this is just the beginning."

Saxon pressed the tip of the dildo against Sienna’s wet pussy. Sienna let out a sigh as the hard tool slid into her, filling her completely. Sienna’s body quivered as Saxon thrust the strap-on deep inside her, each movement sending waves of pleasure and pain coursing through her.

A leather harness held the dildo in place, a symbol of Saxon's dominance over Sienna. Sienna's hands were bound above her head, her legs spread wide, exposing her most intimate parts to Saxon's merciless gaze. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her chest heaving with each thrust.

“You like that, don't you?” Saxon growled,Her voice was deep and rough, as if each syllable carried power. Her eyes locked onto herSienna as if they could see through all her secrets, null. “You like being used like this.”

Sienna nodded weakly, her eyes fluttering shut as she tried to focus on the sensations rather than the humiliation. The room was dimly lit, the scent of leather and sweat filling the air. The sound of their bodies moving against each other was loud in the quiet space.

Saxon pulled out abruptly, leaving Sienna feeling empty and exposed. Before she could react, Saxon reached for something on the table beside them. A moment later, Sienna felt the cold metal of a ball gag pressing against her lips. She hesitated for a split second, but Saxon's stern look was enough to convince her to open her mouth. The ball was pushed in, locking her jaw open and silencing her cries.

"Good girl," Saxon murmured, fastening the gag behind Sienna's head.

A door creaked open, and Sienna's heart skipped a beat. Another figure entered the room, a tall woman dressed in full leather gear. Her hair was short and spiked, her muscles prominent even beneath the tight clothing. She moved with purpose, her eyes scanning the scene before landing on Sienna.

"This is Tex," Saxon introduced, stepping back to allow Tex to approach. "She's going to help me with your training."

Sienna’s eyes filled with hesitation. She hadn’t agreed to this. “What are you gonna do to me?” she stammered, her voice filled with alarm.

Saxon grabbed a handful of Sienna’s black hair, pulling Sienna’s face close to hers. “Don’t forget our little deal,” she whispered, mischievously. “I’ll expose you to the whole internet.”

Sienna realized she was helpless. “Okay, go ahead,” she nodded, feeling her arousal growing.

Tex smiled cruelly, brandishing a whip in one hand. The leather cracked menacingly as she swung it through the air. Sienna's eyes widened behind the gag, fear mingling with the remnants of her arousal. Tex sauntered closer, her boots thudding heavily on the floor.

"Let's see how well you handle this," Tex said, her voice smooth and confident. She brought the whip down hard across Sienna's thighs, the sting immediate and intense. Sienna's body jerked involuntarily, a muffled groan escaping through the gag.

"Stay still," Saxon commanded, her grip tightening on Sienna's wrists. "Or it'll be worse."

Tex continued her assault, each strike precise and unrelenting. Sienna's skin burned where the whip had landed, her mind struggling to process the conflicting feelings of pain and pleasure. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body betraying her despite the agony.

Saxon moved behind Sienna, her fingers deftly spreading lube onto a large dildo. Sienna's breath hitched as she felt the cold tip pressing against her asshole. Tex's whipping stopped abruptly, and Sienna glanced over her shoulder to see Saxon positioning the dildo.

"Relax," Saxon whispered, pushing forward slowly. Sienna bit down on the gag, trying to force her body to comply. The intrusion was painful at first, the stretch unfamiliar and overwhelming. But as Saxon worked the dildo deeper, Sienna began to adjust, the discomfort giving way to a strange sense of fullness.

Tex knelt down next to Sienna, her fingers brushing against Sienna's clit. The sensation was electric, jolting through Sienna's body and heightening the sensations from both ends. Sienna's hips rocked instinctively, seeking some form of release from the dual stimulation.

"That's it," Tex encouraged, her fingers moving faster. "Cum for us, baby."

Sienna's mind was spiraling, the boundaries between pleasure and pain blurring. She could feel an orgasm building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter within her. Saxon's thrusts with the dildo became more insistent, pushing Sienna closer to the edge.

Sienna's vision swam, her body trembling with the effort of holding on. Tex's fingers were relentless, the pressure increasing with each passing second. Sienna's moans were trapped behind the gag, muffled and desperate.

Sienna screamed into the gag, her entire body convulsing with pleasure as Saxon thrusted deeper into her ass. Sienna’s hips bucked against the restraints as wave after wave of pleasure and pain crashed over her. Her juices flowed freely, coating Tex’s fingers and dripping onto the bench.

The scent of sweat and leather filled the room. The sounds of their bodies moving, the slick squelching of the dildo, and Sienna's muffled cries created a symphony of lust and dominance.

"Look at her," Tex murmured, her voice dripping with amusement. “She's so wet.”

Saxon chuckled, the sound deep and gravelly. "That's because she knows who owns her now."

With that, Saxon pulled the dildo free, leaving Sienna empty and aching. Before she could recover, Saxon grabbed a collar and slipped it around Sienna's neck. The leather is cool against her skin, the weight of it both terrifying and thrilling.

“This means, I own you,” Saxon whispers in Sienna's ear, her breath hot against Sienna's cheek.

Saxon pulled the gag out of Sienna’s mouth, letting her reply. “I’m yours,” Sienna whispered, her will broken.

Finally, Saxon and Tex began removing the restraints. They walked out of the room, leaving Sienna alone to collect herself.

Once she was by herself, Sienna’s mind raced, a thrilling mix of concern and desire. The encounter had left Sienna bruised and confused, yet she wanted more. She knew that there was no turning back now, and she eagerly awaited her next meeting with Saxon.

HER GIRLFRIEND’S BETRAYAL

FF / Lesbian / BDSM / Cheating / Sixty-nine / Oral / Teasing / Vibrator / Strap-on

Mia’s cheeks burned with rage as she looked at her girlfriend, Shay. The feeling of betrayal coursed through her veins, her heart shattering into pieces. Shay had just confessed to cheating on Mia with Corinthia, a beautiful loan shark.

“Why did you have to do it, Shay?” Mia's voice cracked as she spoke, the words barely escaping her lips. She turned to face her girlfriend, who stood nervously by the doorway, her eyes downcast.

Shay sighed, her shoulders slumping. “I took a big loss in a poker game. Shoved all in with the nut flush, and got beaten by a full house. I had to pay for it, somehow. Mia, I was desperate.”

Mia's hazel eyes narrowed, her delicate hands clenched into fists at her sides. “Desperate enough to sell yourself to some... loan shark?”

Shay flinched at the harshness in Mia's tone, but she nodded. “Yes, baby. I’m so sorry, but I got mixed up with some dangerous people. It won’t happen again.”

The room fell silent, the weight of Shay's confession hanging heavily in the air. Mia felt a surge of anger bubble up inside her, boiling over until she could no longer contain it. "Get out," she said softly, but with such finality that Shay knew there was no room for argument.

As Shay left, Mia collapsed onto the couch, tears blurring her vision. She couldn't shake the thoughts of Corinthia from her mind—what did she look like, who was she, and what had she done with Shay?

Mia pulled out her phone, looking up Corinthia’s name. She found several profiles on several BDSM websites and message boards. Mia clicked on the website for a local BDSM club. Her heart pounded in her chest as she stared at the screen, her fingers trembling slightly as she scrolled through Corinthia's profile.

Corinthia was every bit as captivating as Shay had described, if not more so. Her dark skin glowed under the soft lighting of the photo, and her eyes, sharp and piercing, seemed to hold a world of secrets. Mia felt a pang of jealousy twist in her stomach, igniting a fire that she couldn’t quite extinguish.

Mia shuddered, feeling a strange mix of revulsion and curiosity. What had Shay experienced with her? Mia needed to know.

Days passed, each one bringing a new wave of conflicting emotions. Mia couldn't stop thinking about Corinthia, about the things Shay might have done with her. Finally, driven by a combination of curiosity and jealousy, Mia made a decision. She would go to the BDSM club and confront Corinthia in person.

Dressed in her cute, tight red dress, Mia pushed open the heavy door of the BDSM club. The air inside was thick with the scent of leather and spice, and the dim lighting cast long shadows across the room. Mia felt a thrill of nervous excitement as she scanned the crowd, her eyes finally landing on Corinthia.

Corinthia was unmistakable, her tall, slender frame dressed in a tight leather outfit that accentuated every curve. She moved with an almost predatory grace, her dark eyes scanning the room with a cool detachment. Mia took a deep breath and approached her, her heart racing.

"Corinthia?" Mia asked, her voice unsteady.

Corinthia turned, her gaze locking onto Mia with an intensity that made her knees weak. "And you are?"

"I'm... Mia," she stammered, unable to tear her eyes away from those piercing eyes. "Shay's girlfriend."

Corinthia raised an eyebrow, a slow smile curling at the corners of her lips. “Yes, I remember Shay.”

Mia swallowed hard, her mouth dry. "I need to talk to you."

Corinthia studied her for a moment, then motioned toward a private room at the back of the club. "Come with me."

Inside the room, the atmosphere shifted, becoming even more charged with anticipation. Corinthia closed the door behind them and turned to face Mia, her expression challenging. "What is it you want, Mia?"

Mia took a step forward, her eyes never leaving Corinthia's. "I want to know what happened between you and Shay."

Corinthia's smile widened, revealing perfectly white teeth. “Well, I could show you, better than I could tell you,” she whispered, her voice full of mystery.

Mia hesitated, this wasn’t what she came here for. However, Corinthia was beautiful. She had a captivating aura that drew Mia in like a moth to a flame.

“Unless you don’t think you can handle it?” Corinthia's eyes gleamed with interest. “Don’t you wanna feel what Shay felt?”

“Y… yes,” Mia stammered, unable to believe the words coming out of her mouth. If Shay had cheated with the powerful woman, Mia could too.

Corinthia's smile turned predatory. “Very well. Strip.”

Mia's breath caught in her throat, but she obeyed, slowly undressing until she was completely naked. Corinthia watched her with a mixture of amusement and satisfaction, her eyes lingering on Mia's slender body.

“Over here,” Corinthia instructed, pointing to a spanking bench. Mia hesitated for only a moment before positioning herself over the bench, her heart racing.

The first slap of Corinthia's hand against her skin was shocking, a sharp sting that reverberated through her body. Mia gasped, biting her lip to stifle a cry. Corinthia continued, each strike harder than the last, driving the air from Mia's lungs.

“Tell me,” Corinthia demanded, her voice cold and commanding. “Did you enjoy watching your girlfriend crawl to me?”

Mia's cheeks burned with shame, but she managed to nod. "Yes."

Corinthia's laughter was low and menacing. “Good. Now, tell me, Mia. Do you want to get fucked like Shay did?”

Mia's breath came in ragged gasps, the pain mingling with a strange sense of arousal. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Corinthia stepped closer, her breath hot against Mia's ear. “Now, spread your legs wider.”

Corinthia's fingers traced a line down Mia's spine, her touch both soothing and electrifying. “Lay on the bed,” she commanded, her voice a low purr that sent shivers through Mia's body.

Mia obeyed, her heart pounding in her chest as she settled onto the plush mattress. Corinthia followed, stripping off her tight leather outfit with practiced ease, revealing a body that was both powerful and exquisite. She climbed onto the bed and positioned herself above Mia, arranging them into a sixty-nine position.

Mia's breath hitched as Corinthia's warm, wet lips pressed against her clit. The sensation was intoxicating, a mix of pleasure and anticipation that made her head spin. She parted her legs wider, giving Corinthia better access, and lowered her mouth to Corinthia's pussy. The taste was rich and tangy, a potent mixture of arousal and dominance that Mia found herself craving. She flicked her tongue over Corinthia's clit, feeling the older woman shudder beneath her.

Their moans mingled in the air, creating a symphony of submission and control. Corinthia's fingers delved into Mia's pussy, exploring her with a confident touch that left no doubt about her expertise. Mia gasped, her hips rolling instinctively as Corinthia's skilled tongue worked its magic.

As she licked and sucked Corinthia’s pussy, Mia enjoyed Corinthia’s sweet taste. She grabbed Corinthia’s hips, pushing her tongue deeper into the dominant woman’s wetness. The room filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and the wet slapping of flesh against flesh.

Corinthia pulled back momentarily, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "You like that, don't you?" she asked, her voice thick with arousal.

Mia nodded, unable to form words as the intensity of the sensations threatened to overwhelm her.

Corinthia chuckled softly. "Good girl," she murmured, returning to her task with renewed vigor.

The intensity of the oral stimulation built gradually, each swipe of Corinthia's tongue adding another layer of ecstasy. The pleasure grew steadily until Mia thought she might explode from sheer delight. Just as she felt herself on the edge of climax, Corinthia abruptly pulled away, leaving Mia gasping for release.

"Not yet," Corinthia teased, her voice a seductive whisper.

Mia was more turned on than she ever had been with Shay, her heart pounding with excitement. Sex with Corinthia satisfied a desire that Mia wasn’t previously aware of.

Corinthia reached over to a small table where an array of vibrators and sex toys were neatly arranged. Her fingers danced over the various items, selecting a few before turning her attention back to Mia. "I want you to feel every second of this," she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Mia watched, mesmerized, as Corinthia expertly applied a vibrating bullet to her clit, the gentle buzz sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Another toy, a slender phallic object, was inserted slowly into her pussy, filling her completely. Corinthia adjusted the settings, increasing the intensity of both devices until Mia was writhing beneath her, desperate for relief.

Despite the overwhelming sensations, Corinthia refused to let Mia reach climax. Each time she felt Mia’s muscles tighten, Corinthia would tweak the settings just enough to push her back from the brink. It was maddening, but Mia couldn't bring herself to stop enjoying the ride.

Finally, Corinthia removed the toys and discarded them onto the floor. She reached for the strap-on harness that hung on the wall, fastening it securely around her waist. The dildo attached to it was substantial, a menacing reminder of the power dynamics at play. “Shay took this like a champ,” she declared, her eyes dark with desire. “Let’s see how you do, Mia.”

Mia obediently shifted her position, lying on her back with her feet resting over Corinthia's shoulders. The weight of Corinthia's body pressed down on her, a delicious mix of pressure and warmth. Corinthia lined up the strap-on with Mia's entrance, teasing her with brief brushes of the tip against her slick folds.

“Beg me to fuck you,” Corinthia demanded, her voice sharp with authority.

“Please, fuck me,” Mia whimpered, her voice trembling with need. “I need it.”

With a satisfied grin, Corinthia thrust forward, burying the strap-on deep inside Mia in one fluid motion. The initial shock of fullness gave way to a wave of pleasure, Mia's body arching off the bed as Corinthia began to fuck her with slow, deliberate strokes. Each pump of the strap-on hit just the right spot, sending jolts of pleasure radiating through Mia's core.

Corinthia's hands roamed freely, grasping Mia's breasts and pinching her nipples sharply. The sting added another layer to the sensory overload, making Mia moan louder with each passing moment.

Corinthia leaned down, her mouth hovering close to Mia's ear. "You're mine now," she whispered, her breath hot against Mia's skin. "Do you understand?"

Mia nodded, her vision blurring with tears of pleasure. "Yes," she gasped. "I'm yours."

Corinthia's pace quickened, the rhythm of her thrusts becoming more erratic. The slap of flesh against flesh grew louder, punctuated by the sound of their ragged breathing. Mia could feel the tension building within her, the unbearable pressure of being denied once again.

In a sudden move, Corinthia pulled out, leaving Mia aching for the loss of contact. Before she could protest, Corinthia's hand shot out, slapping Mia across the face. The sting was sharp, but it blended seamlessly with the other sensations, creating a confusing mix of pain and pleasure.

“Open your mouth,” Corinthia ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

Mia trembled, her cheek burning from the impact. She did as she was told, opening her mouth wide. Corinthia’s spit landed in Mia's mouth, the unexpected intrusion mingling with her own saliva. It only added to the degradation, making Mia feel even more submissive. She swallowed reflexively, the action eliciting a satisfied growl from Corinthia.

“Good girl,” Corinthia praised, her voice dripping with approval.

Corinthia repositioned herself, angling the strap-on perfectly before plunging back inside. This time, she set a brutal pace, fucking Mia with relentless aggression. The force of each thrust knocked the wind out of Mia, leaving her gasping for breath as Corinthia's dominance overwhelmed her senses.

The combination of rough penetration, spitting, and slapping pushed Mia to the very edge of her endurance. Every fiber of her being screamed for release, but Corinthia's iron grip kept her trapped in a state of perpetual arousal. The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies colliding, the scent of sweat and desperation hanging thick in the air.

Just when Mia thought she couldn't take anymore, Corinthia began fucking her harder and faster. Mia felt herself finally slipping over the edge, her body convulsing with delight. With one final, powerful stroke, Mia came, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure washed over her.

As the aftershocks subsided, Mia lay panting on the bed, her mind a haze of euphoria and exhaustion.

Corinthia withdrew the strap-on, her expression softening slightly as she looked down at Mia. "You pleased me tonight," she said, her voice quieter now. "But there's more work to be done."

Mia nodded weakly, too spent to speak. She knew what Corinthia meant; this was the start of something far too special to ignore. And as much as she loved Shay, she couldn't deny the raw, undeniable attraction she felt for the powerful woman who had just claimed her so thoroughly.

LEATHER AND LUST

FF / Lesbian / BDSM / First Time / Public / Bondage / Strap-On

Janelle fidgeted with the hem of her sweater, glancing nervously around the dimly lit bar. The name "Leather and Lust" had seemed intriguing when she’d seen it online, but now that she was here, the reality was far more intimidating than she’d anticipated. The air was thick with the scent of leather and sweat, mixed with the faint musk of arousal. Women in various states of undress moved through the space with predatory confidence, their eyes assessing every newcomer like hunters sizing up prey.

A shiver ran down Janelle’s spine as she realized how out of place she looked. Her thick glasses framed her wide, anxious eyes, and her slender frame was draped in a simple, conservative dress that screamed “innocent” rather than “curious explorer.” She clutched her drink, a weak cocktail she’d barely touched, trying to blend into the shadows at the edge of the room.

“First time here?” A low, sultry voice cut through the haze of her anxiety, causing Janelle to jump slightly. She turned to see a tall, muscular woman standing beside her, her obsidian eyes boring into Janelle’s with an intensity that made her heart race. The woman’s dark skin glowed under the dim lights, her muscles evident even beneath the tight black tank top she wore.

Janelle swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “Y… yes,” she stammered, unable to tear her gaze away from those dark, piercing eyes. “I just… I didn’t realize…”

The woman smirked, a hint of amusement flickering in her gaze. “Didn’t realize this was a BDSM club, huh?” she asked, her voice smooth and confident. “Name’s Lex.”

Lex was a muscular African American woman, her physique a testament to her strength and athleticism. Her dark skin glistened in the sunlight, her features sharp and defined. Her hair was worn in short dreadlocks, framing her face in a way that accentuated her masculine features.

She was dressed in a tight black tank top that highlighted her toned physique, and a pair of leather chaps worn over torn blue jeans, giving her a rugged, rebellious look. Her overall appearance was a blend of streetwise toughness and sensitivity, a unique combination that made her stand out.

Janelle nodded dumbly, feeling both exposed and inexplicably drawn to this bold stranger. “I’m Janelle,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the throbbing music.

Lex’s smile widened, revealing a flash of white teeth. “Well, Janelle, since you’re here, why not make the most of it?” Lex leaned in closer, her breath warm against Janelle’s ear as she murmured, “You look like you could use some guidance.”

Before Janelle could respond, Lex took her by the hand, leading her through the crowded bar to a dimly lit corner where they could talk without being overheard. Janelle’s heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. She’d never been this close to another woman before, let alone one so commanding and alluring.

“Relax,” Lex said softly, her thumb brushing lightly over the back of Janelle’s hand. “No one’s going to bite… unless you want them to.”

Janelle felt her cheeks flush at the implication, her pulse quickening. “I… I don’t know what I want,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I’ve never… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Lex studied Janelle for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she reached out and slid her fingers under Janelle’s chin, tilting her head up until their eyes met. “You’re curious though, aren’t you?” Lex’s tone was gentle, yet there was an underlying authority that made Janelle feel both safe and vulnerable.

Janelle bit her lip, nodding hesitantly. “Yes,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I guess I am.”

Lex’s grip tightened slightly, her thumb tracing circles on Janelle’s skin. “Good. Curiosity is the first step.” She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Janelle’s ear as she spoke. “Let me show you something… something that might help you figure out what you really want.”

Janelle’s breath hitched as Lex’s hand slid down to rest on the small of her back, pressing her gently against the taller woman. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through Janelle’s body, making her knees weak. Janelle clung to Lex’s arm, unsure if she was steadying herself or if she was already falling.

“Trust me,” Lex murmured, her voice a hypnotic purr. It wasn’t a question—it was a command. And somehow, despite her nervousness, Janelle found herself nodding in agreement.

Lex’s fingers trailed down to the waistband of Janelle’s jeans, her touch light and teasing. “Good girl,” she whispered, her lips finding Janelle’s neck and nipping softly. “Now, let’s find out just how curious you are.”

With that, Lex’s hand slipped beneath the waistband, pulling Janelle’s jeans and panties down just enough to expose the smooth shaved skin of her mound. Janelle gasped, her body tensing as she realized what was about to happen. But Lex’s hold on her was firm, unyielding, and Janelle couldn’t bring herself to pull away.

“Shh,” Lex cooed, her free hand cupping Janelle’s cheek. “Just feel. Let yourself feel.”

As Lex’s hand slipped between Janelle’s legs, she felt her cheeks grow hot. Although everyone in the bar was minding their own business, Janelle felt like all eyes were on her. Still, the pleasure built. Janelle felt herself growing wetter, more aroused.

Lex’s skilled fingers explored Janelle’s slick labia, massaging her clit. The sensation was overwhelming. Janelle felt wave after wave crash over her. As Lex’s fingers moved faster across her sensitive clit, she tried to stifle a moan, but it escaped her lips. Janelle’s body contorted with pleasure, and her love juices soaked through her dress.

Janelle was mortified, but somehow, she loved every second of it. “What… what next?” she managed to whisper, her voice shaky but filled with anticipation.

Lex smiled, her obsidian eyes gleaming with wicked delight. “Oh, we’re just getting started, sweetheart.”

Lex led Janelle by the hand, their fingers intertwined, through a labyrinth of dimly lit corridors. The walls were adorned with crimson velvet, and the air was thick with the scent of leather and incense.

Janelle's heart pounded in her chest, each step bringing her closer to an unknown realm of pleasure and pain. She couldn't believe she was doing this, yet there was a thrill in her veins that she had never felt before.

They reached a heavy wooden door, and Lex pushed it open with ease. Inside, the room was spacious but intimate, with low lighting casting shadows that danced on the walls. A spanking bench stood in the center, its polished surface gleaming under the soft glow. The bench would position the user in the doggy style position and featured several leather restraints. Lex guided Janelle to the bench, her touch firm yet reassuring.

Janelle hesitated for a moment, her mind racing with a mix of fear and excitement. But the intensity in Lex's eyes compelled her to obey. She lowered herself onto the bench, the cool leather against her skin sending a jolt of sensation through her body. Lex moved behind her, securing Janelle's wrists and ankles to the restraints with practiced efficiency.

Once Janelle was bound, Lex stepped back and admired her work. Janelle's slender frame was accentuated by the position, her legs spread wide and her ass high in the air. Lex approached Janelle from behind. Lex’s tall, muscular form cast a long shadow over Janelle. She ran a finger along the curve of Janelle's spine, tracing a path down to the small of her back.

"You look beautiful like this," Lex murmured, her breath hot against Janelle's ear.

Janelle's face flushed with embarrassment and arousal. She had never been so exposed or vulnerable, and the feeling was both terrifying and exhilarating. Lex's fingers continued their journey, sliding lower until they brushed against the sensitive flesh between Janelle's thighs. Janelle gasped, her body arching involuntarily at the contact.

Lex chuckled softly, a sound that resonated deep in Janelle's core. "So wet already," Lex purred, her finger brushing against Janelle’s glistening slit. "I knew you'd be ready for more."

Lex slid a finger inside Janelle, moving in a circular motion that made Janelle quiver. Janelle moaned, her head hanging low as Lex's finger delved deeper, finding her most sensitive spot with unerring accuracy. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, each stroke of Lex's finger sending waves of heat through her body. She could feel her orgasm building, a tight coil of tension that demanded release.

But Lex wasn't done teasing her. She withdrew her finger and stepped back, leaving Janelle suspended in a haze of frustration and desire. Janelle whimpered, her body trembling with need. Lex retrieved a strap-on harness from a nearby table, donning it with slow, deliberate movements that left no part of her body hidden from view.

When she turned back to Janelle, the dildo was encased in glistening lubrication, its smooth contours reflecting the dim light. Lex positioned herself behind Janelle once more, lining up the tip of the strap-on with Janelle's drenched entrance. She pressed forward gently, the head of the dildo spreading Janelle's pussy and breaching her depths.

Janelle cried out, a mix of surprise and delight as the intruding object filled her completely. Lex began to move, her thrusts measured and controlled, each one drawing another moan from Janelle's lips. The sensation was different from anything Janelle had experienced before, a blend of fullness and pressure that made her insides clench and release in rhythm with Lex's movements.

“You're doing so well," Lex praised, her voice a soothing balm to Janelle's frayed nerves. "Let yourself go, let me take care of you.”

Janelle nodded weakly, her body surrendering to the pleasure that Lex was expertly coaxing from her. She closed her eyes, focusing on the sensations instead of her own thoughts. The slick friction of the dildo, the warmth of Lex's body behind her, the sound of their mingled breaths filling the room—it all culminated in a tidal wave of ecstasy that threatened to drown her.

Just as Janelle felt herself teetering on the edge of climax, Lex abruptly changed the angle of her thrusts, pressing against a new spot inside Janelle that sent shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body. Janelle cried out again, her voice breaking as she came hard, her muscles clenching around the dildo.

Lex didn't stop, however. Instead, she continued to fuck Janelle with relentless precision, driving her deeper into the aftershocks of her orgasm. It was too much, too intense, and Janelle could feel another wave of pleasure building, even stronger than the first.

"Lex, please," Janelle begged, her voice hoarse with need. "Please, I can't."

"Shh," Lex soothed, her thrusts becoming even more forceful. "Just let go, sweetheart. Let me make you come again."

And then, with one final, powerful thrust, Lex pushed Janelle over the edge once more. This time, Janelle's orgasm was explosive, her entire body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy gushed, soaking the floor of the private room. Janelle screamed Lex's name, her voice echoing in the room as she lost all control.

When the tremors finally subsided, Janelle lay spent on the spanking bench, her breathing ragged and her body humming with residual pleasure. Lex pulled out slowly, leaving Janelle feeling empty and raw. She removed the restraints, lifting Janelle gently and guiding her to sit on the edge of the bench.

Lex knelt before her, her obsidian eyes locked onto Janelle's. "Are you okay?" she asked softly, her voice tinged with genuine concern.

Janelle nodded, still too overwhelmed to speak. She looked down at Lex, her heart swelling with gratitude and something else she couldn't quite identify.

"Would you like to see me again?" Lex asked, reaching out to cup Janelle's cheek tenderly.

Janelle's breath caught in her throat. She hadn't expected this, hadn't dared to hope for more than just this one night. But the thought of seeing Lex again, of exploring this new side of herself further, was intoxicating.

"Yes," Janelle whispered, her voice barely audible. "I would like that."

Lex smiled, a slow, predatory curve of her lips. She took Janelle's hand and placed a small business card in Janelle’s palm.

"Here's my number," Lex said, her voice low and seductive. "Call me whenever you want, wherever you are. I'll come to you."

Janelle clutched the card tightly, her heart pounding with a newfound sense of purpose and anticipation. She was looking forward to seeing Lex again and exploring her sexuality. Janelle had finally discovered her wild side.
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