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TANGLED DESIRE

She’s suspended in midair, held open and ready for him to take her any way he wants.

Curvy Lena’s boyfriend dumped her with a cruel parting shot: she’s boring in bed. Determined to recover her more adventurous self and prove him wrong, she seeks out an exclusive sex club filled with titillating acts.

Anthony suggests they put on a show of their own for the audience. He’s sexier than sin, and Lena’s always loved being watched.

She never imagined how hot it would be to be bound in his swing for everyone to see.


+++

Lena edged down the dark alley, a can of pepper spray clutched in one hand. This section of Brooklyn waterfront was strangely deserted, even for this time of night, and compared to the usual bustle of Manhattan the place gave her the willies.

But she refused to turn back, Jim’s taunts filling her mind. He’d broken things off a few days ago. Fair enough. They’d never quite clicked. But he’d gone and gotten nasty about it, leaving her with one last parting shot: “You’re boring in bed.”

Boring, her? When he was the one who always came too quickly? Asshole.

A million rejoinders came to mind now that it was too late, but she’d been too shocked at the time to defend herself. He’d acted like such a nice guy at first, but that was all it was: an act.

He’d probably hoped she’d slink away in shame, but instead long-buried anger sparked and grew over the past few days. She’d show him. She’d show everyone!

Which is how she found herself creeping along an abandoned alley looking for a sex club spoken of only in whispered rumors. Spider’s Web the other women had called it, gossiping together in the bathroom at work. If only they’d given a clearer hint of its location. She would have asked if it had been anyone else, but Miriam and Karen had taken the “mean girl” title they’d earned in college and extended it into a life-long passion.

The only thing she had to go on was a whispered, “It’s totally worth having to take the R train so far east.” So she’d spent the last few evenings canvassing the areas around the metro stations, hoping to get lucky.

She reached an intersection and paused, straining to hear any hint of activity. Nothing. The lights in the alley on the left sputtered on and off, plunging it into inky darkness.

Lena crossed the alley off her mental list. Surely a sex club wouldn’t require its patrons to break an ankle as a requisite for entry?

After pulling out her phone, she marked the map to update her location and checked the time. Late. And she had work in the morning. She spun about to begin the trudge back to the metro station. It was probably for the best. Even if she’d found it, she wouldn’t have had time to stay tonight.

+++

Lena kept an eye out at work the next day. When Miriam walked over to Karen’s cubicle, Lena jumped up and hurried to the bathroom. She ducked into a stall and waited.

The bathroom door thumped open, and Miriam said, “You didn’t!”

“Of course I did.” Karen sounded triumphant.

Both women broke into laughter.

“God, I wish I could have gone last night.”

“He was there.” Karen instilled the simple word with a great deal of emphasis.

“No. Damn it! I wanted a shot.”

“Well, he didn’t pick anyone to play with, so there’s still hope.”

“Can you imagine… being with him?” Miriam’s voice went dreamy. “Rachel was there the last time he put on a show with his sex swing. She says he’s seriously hung and he knows what to do with it.”

They laughed and went into stalls. Lena used the time to hurry out to a sink and wash her hands, getting out of the bathroom before either could see her. They’d sneer enough if they spotted her later at the club. She didn’t want to give them the added ability to claim she’d been spying on them in the bathroom, even though she kind of had.

She settled in front of her computer screen, trying to pay attention to the latest numbers on the efficiency of the factory’s water pumps, but her mind wouldn’t stop spinning. Who was this man who put on shows at a sex club? Someone well known enough for people to talk about. He sounded perfect for her plan.

And well hung? Well, that would be a nice bonus after a year of Jim, who’d been small in more ways than one. A spurt of excitement shot through her. A really nice bonus.

+++

When Lena finished the area around the end of the R line that evening, she huffed in frustration. She’d looked everywhere.

No. Not everywhere. With a resigned growl she backtracked to the alley with the faulty lighting. Maybe its darkness was the perfect disguise after all. It’d certainly put her off.

When she got to the entrance, she shivered. She never used to be afraid of the dark, but then, nothing seemed as dark as the inside of an alley after the bright lights of the city.

As she entered, the lights flickered and died. “Perfect,” she grumbled. But she wanted this, needed it, and refused to turn back. Running one hand along the left wall, she crept forward, the bricks rough and scratchy. She reached the end without finding any doors, so turned and walked back, dragging her hand across the opposite wall.

Fortunately, it was a short connecting alley. Unfortunately, it held no secrets.

Turning for home, she made her way to the closest subway station. The train slid into place before her, its doors whooshing open. She chose a seat easily with almost all of them empty.

It should have been a hint, she realized, the fact that no one else ever seemed to be around this area at night. Although exclusive, Spider’s Web was popular. Miriam and Karen weren’t the only people who knew about it. After all, their conversation had only caught her attention because she’d seen the name pop up on Jim’s phone about a week before the break up.

She’d missed something or made a bad assumption. Obviously stomping around in the dark wasn’t working. So what would?

Wait. She pulled out her phone. How had the club’s name shown up on Jim’s? It didn’t have a searchable website. She’d looked. So maybe an app that only members could download?

And speaking of apps.

She opened Find My Phone. If Jim had forgotten… Yes! A red dot blinked into existence. She still had permission to track Jim’s location through the app. He was at his apartment for now. But she could keep watch the next time he went out. He’d boasted about being on the prowl. “Gotta live a little, babe. You should do the same.” He’d smirked. “If you know how, that is.”

“I’ll show you living,” she said, closing her eyes and picturing the biggest man she could imagine. He pulled her to him, the hot press of him hard against her mound. Their clothes dissolved like magic, and she wrapped both hands around—

The barely comprehensible announcement played, saying they were coming to her stop as the train slowed.

With a sigh, she climbed out for the short walk home. But the well-hung man followed her into her dreams, leaving her sweaty and wanting come morning.

+++

Friday arrived, and Lena hurried home from work. Jim loved going out on Fridays.

Her shower washed away the work day’s cares and left her skin tingling and sensitive. She toweled off, rubbing the textured fabric over her skin, and slipped out of her shower cap. In the bedroom, the air was just cool enough on her naked skin to give her a thrill. With a tap of her finger, blazing guitars filled the air, and she danced to The Wicked Ones, her favorite band. From Portland, they’d never been popular in New York, but Jim wasn’t there to complain that they were too loud, too discordant, too… too.

The underwear set she chose was little more than scraps of red lace strung together with the thinnest of threads. Yet modern construction meant the bra framed her generous breasts perfectly. “Thank you, science,” she said, swiveling from side to side to check how she looked in the mirror.

Lena looked nothing like the tall thin women of Manhattan. Accepting that she’d never be willowy, she diligently lifted weights, and lifted heavy. Her body was strong and curvy, and she was tired of being ashamed of it.

The black vinyl dress went on more easily than she’d expected, which hopefully meant it would come off just as readily. She sealed the side seam and smoothed her hands down her front. It clung like sin, the neckline dipping low enough that edges of red lace peeked over the top. Perfect. It had taken two days to find it, since she’d had to dig through the clearance racks full of last season’s styles, but it was worth it.

She added volumizer to her roots and bent over to hang her head upside down while she set it with her blow dryer. When she stood, her hair hung in full waves. After outlining her eyes in heavy black and layering on eye shadow to create a classic smoky eye, she brushed on an extra coat of mascara. Crimson red lip stain completed the effect, and she blew her reflection a kiss.

She’d been daring as a teenager, willing to sneak into the physics lab after hours with her boyfriend to have sex on the sturdy workbench when they’d stayed late at the school library studying. Tingles raced through her at the remembered thrill of wondering if they’d be caught, but being too excited to stop.

Still, her eyes had stayed locked onto the pane of class in the door the entire time she rode Jovan’s pretty cock, a part of her hoping someone would watch. Where had that girl gone?

The move to New York at seventeen had upended her life. Her body was shaped differently than the “it” girls’, none of her clothes had been right, and the other kids hadn’t understood half her pop culture references since a different set of television shows had been popular here.

She’d crawled inside of herself and built a thick wall of “don’t see me” as protection. Picking out this outfit had been liberating, awakening something too long dormant. “You let them make you boring,” she pointed at her reflection. “No more.”

The black high heeled boots hugged her calves, stopping right below the knee. She spun and moved. Yes, she’d be able to dance in them. With one last shimmy to a dueling guitar riff, Lena threw a few essentials into a small clutch and slammed out of her front door. Even if she didn’t find Spider’s Web tonight, she was going out.

As she strode down the walkway, her heels tapping out a tempo, she pulled her phone from the clutch and opened the app. The blinking dot moved rapidly east, but in Queens, not Brooklyn.

The realization hit her. She’d picked the wrong end of the R line to search.

She hurried to the metro station.

+++

The black vinyl mini dress and boots weren’t in style, and a few women in the subway car gave her a fair bit of side eye. Lena refused to be cowed and stared right back until they looked away. But she found a couple of the men giving her more assessing gazes. She caught one guy ogling her breasts and smirked. Yes, she had boobs. Deal with it.

The crowds were decent when she got off at the Roosevelt Avenue station. This was more like it. She realized the mistake she’d made in thinking secret required privacy. The club must instead have chosen to hide in plain sight.

The blinking dot on her screen indicated a spot a couple of blocks north, so Lena headed that way and found the other people were doing the same. A knot of three women walked right in front of her, dressed up in the current Manhattan fashion of gauzy dresses with panes of transparency that made you think you might see something, even though the flashes of skin were never the private bits no matter how long you stared. It suited the tall, thin women well, but every outfit like it looked horrible on Lena, making her seem short and squat. She ran a hand down the sleek surface of her dress, promising never to wear something unflattering again, no matter the fashion.

Two men walked behind her, whispering loudly, their words too slurred to make out. And a single man trotted past her and the other women, hurrying forward along the street running between the plain buildings holding numerous restaurants on their ground floors.

What a strange place for a sex club!

Everyone turned right at the far corner of a garment factory. A huge man stood in front of a nondescript metal door a good ten feet along the side wall. At least she’d been right about the idea of the entrance being in an alley.

When the hurrying man reached the bouncer, he was waved inside, his steps echoing as he ran down the metal stairs. Faint strains of music filtered out only to be cut off by the loud thunk of the heavy door shutting.

The three women approached the bouncer, who looked at something on one of their phones before allowing them in.

You needed an invitation? Lena hung back, allowing the two drunk men to approach.

The bouncer shook his head, and one of the men slurred, “Aww, come on! We got money!”

“And we’re ready to play,” the other added with an exaggerated thrust of his hips.

The bouncer remained unimpressed. “Leave.”

The men slunk off, grumbling.

So they didn’t let everyone in. Yesterday’s Lena would have scuttled away. But she wasn’t going to be like that anymore.

She squared her shoulders and lifted her head before marching up to the bouncer. “I don’t have an invitation.”

Tall, he carried a lot of muscle. Yet he looked down at her with a flicker of a smile. “You don’t need one. Welcome to Spider’s Web.” And before she could question what his emphasis implied, he opened the door for her.

Heavy bass surrounded her, boom, boom, boom, and she found her steps on the metal stairs soon timed to match it.

The sound only grew louder as she stepped through the door at the bottom and into the club proper. A bar ran along one wall, with multiple bartenders making various concoctions. A huge silver web draped from the dark the ceiling, crisscrossing the tall room high overhead. Spinning flashes of light cut through the dark, and a writhing mass of bodies gyrated in the middle of the floor to the hypnotic beat of the heavily electronic music. Lena’s hips began to twitch.

This was easily the best club she’d been to in ages, but it looked like a regular night club, not a sex club. A niggle of disappointment ate at her.

Then she noticed the doorway on the far side of the room with another web painted on it. Two bouncers flanked it, each even larger than the man outside. A spurt of excitement shot through her. What else could that kind of muscle be protecting?

She cut through the crowd, dancing her way across the floor. Bodies brushed against her, sending tingles racing along her skin. She paused for a moment when a cute guy stopped her, dancing close. He tried to pull her flush, but she shoved away. This was nice, but she didn’t want a random hookup. She wanted something more.

The bouncers turned away person after person, letting in only about one in five. Would she make it through? Lena shook off the trickle of doubt. At worst, she’d be relegated to the dance floor to find the cutie and continue their dance.

Two women and a man in front of her were denied entrance, and her tension mounted as she approached the bouncers. No matter how cool the club, she really, really wanted that something more.

Time seemed to stretch, then the wall of flesh split, and they waved her forward.

The door opened on a tiny chamber with another door opposite. When the first door closed, it shut out all of the noise of the club behind her but the deepest thump of bass. A noise lock? Was there a word for that? She shoved on the other door and it opened on a bouncer.

“Do you have a mask?”

She shook her head, and he handed her a black domino, saying, “You can keep your phone, but there are no photos or videos allowed inside the Web.”

“All right.” Once she’d tied the satin ribbons behind her head, he waved her through.

And stepped into a different world.

Numerous globes suspended from the ceiling let out a diffuse golden light brighter than the room she’d left. After all, what was the point of a sex club if you couldn’t see anything? Soft music played an instrumental piece that did nothing to cover the gasps and groans.

A bar stood immediately to her right, and Lena strode over to it, picking the most predominate drink on the menu. “A Spider Martini.”

The woman behind the bar nodded, her pretty face splitting in a grin. “Haven’t seen you here before.” She poured a heavy shot of gin into a shaker filled with ice.

“First time.”

A few extra liquors were added before she shook the concoction and poured it into a glass. “First drink’s on the house. Have fun.”

“Thanks.” Lena leaned back against the bar and took a sip. The red cocktail was pleasantly bitter due to Campari. A bit of an acquired taste, but one she liked because it wasn’t too sweet.

Plus, sipping gave her a chance to take it all in. The far side of the room had little cubicles people could retire to for a more private encounter. An open door showed a small bed inside.

The bulk of the room was sectioned off by gauzy, semi-transparent draperies to create three separate areas. Only one was in use, with a group of people clustered in front. All the spectators work masks, most more complex than the one she’d been given. They must bring their own, she thought.

A naked woman hung suspended upside down with an equally naked man standing in front of her in a vertical 69. They were in partial profile, so everyone watching could clearly see the way he spread her legs wide to run his tongue over her slit as well as the woman’s head as it bobbed, her lips wrapped around his cock.

Warmth burned through Lena.

She focused on the man, imagining he licked her. His tongue began to hover over the woman’s clit for longer and longer with each stroke, his lips joining in as he sucked.

The woman’s mouth pulled away with a pop, and she cried out, her partner licking every more furiously at the tight bundle of nerves. She yelled and shook, and he gentled his strokes for a few moments before she reached up to push his head away.

Then she grabbed onto his thigh with one hand and pulled him forward while the other guided his cock back into her mouth. He held her hips to keep them together, leaving both of her hands free to work on him. She began a complex twirl of her wrist along his length, followed by a suck with a ball fondle, repeating the motions ever faster. He strained toward her, his hips jerking, and in moments, he’d pulled out and turned toward the crowd, pumping his cock as he shot semen in looping arcs.

The woman flipped herself upright and unclipped her harness to drop onto the floor. Then she pulled on a robe before handing another to her partner as the people gathered around rubbed their thumbs against their fingers in a shushing sound.

“What’s that?” she asked the bartender.

“It’s like applause.”

Then the crowd descended on the bar, and Lena decided to walk around.

The middle space held a large X with numerous straps and a wall filled with whips and clamps and gags and a few things she couldn’t name.

The last area held an elaborate harness with stirrups and cushioning way more complex than the setup used for the vertical 69.

“It’s a sex swing,” a familiar voice said. “Wanna try it out?”

She whirled.

Jim stood there, a bright silver domino doing little to conceal who he was since she knew him so well. He gaped like a fish as his eyes roamed over her outfit. “Lena, that’s you, isn’t it. What—how?” He wore the metallic silver shirt he thought made him look good, but really it only showed how little muscle he had in his chest.

“Hello, Jim. And yes, I would like to try it out, but not with you.”

People were beginning to gather around the central space, so she left him and went to watch.

A woman, dressed in skin-tight red vinyl from pointy-toed boots to the top of her neck, strapped a man to the X. He wore crisscrossing straps of black pleather that left numerous areas of skin bare all over his body. A tiny piece of cloth strained to cover his already excited cock.

Jim edged up beside her, looking down at her outfit again. “Oh, my god, are you into this and were too scared to tell me?”

No, asshole, she thought. She liked a little BDSM, but it didn’t excite her as much as the idea of being watched. But he didn’t deserve to know that much about her. Not anymore. “Leave me alone, Jim.” She tried to step away, but his hand clamped over her shoulder. With a twist of her torso, she broke his grip. Jim’s mouth flopped open as he reached for her again.

And suddenly, another man was there. His chest and shoulders nicely padded with muscle, he pulled Jim away from her and shoved him back a good meter with seemingly no more effort than swatting a fly.

“Whuh-what?” Jim sputtered. “You can’t…”

The man stepped forward, waving for the bouncer who waited beside the door. “I think you’ll find I can.”

Whispers flashed across the room.

“See that he can’t get back in.”

The bouncer took out a small device and pointed it at Jim. His phone boinged from inside his pocket with the noise indicating an app had been banned.

“That’s not fair! I didn’t do anything.”

“You laid hands on someone who said no.” The man’s voice was so deep, he almost growled.

Jim’s eyes flickered over the crowd, landing on someone. “Roy, back me up.”

Lena looked over to see Jim’s best friend shake his head and back away. Hah.

The bouncer pointed toward the door, and Jim scowled, but acquiesced.

The man turned toward Lena. “I’m sorry about that. Are you all right?”

“I’m fine. I can handle Jim.”

“I’m sure you can.” His eyes traced over her. “You look strong,” he said with a note of appreciation.

He was gorgeous! Smooth light-brown skin stretched over wicked cheekbones and a strong jaw. Dark hair just long enough to look wind swept covered his head and frosted his cheeks in a well-trimmed beard. His well-muscled build spoke of life of activity. But his eyes were what really caught her. Perfectly framed by a custom mask depicting a spider web in copper, their deep brown warmed her through and through.

“But this is my club, and I’m sworn to keep everyone safe. If anyone else bothers you, let me know.” His eyes burned into her as his voice dropped. “The only touch you should feel is the one you want.”

Want. Yes, that was the word for it. She licked her lips.

A loud snap rang out followed by a gasp, pulling her attention back to the show. The woman in red held a whip, her arm rising and falling in a smooth motion that flicked its end across the tied man’s chest. She continued to move, alternating harder hits with softer, almost playful ones, until the man writhed with each touch, his naked cock straining forward. But the whip never touched any closer than his stomach or mid-thigh, offering no extra burst of sensation for release.

Tingling swept through Lena, more from the man at her side than the show. Her eyes kept darting to him, and he caught her staring. Leaning over, he whispered, “Bored?”

Not bored, just anxious for something different. Still she shook her head.

He chuckled. “No, you’re right. We’re not a real fetish club. Although Madame X provides enough of an experience to titillate.”

Madame X tossed the whip aside and plucked a pair of circular rings from the wall. With deft movements, she snapped each into place around one of the man’s balls, all without touching his cock. He groaned, his hips arching forward. She added smaller pinch clamps to his nipples, his earlobes, attaching the last to his bottom lip.

The man gasped, his erection bobbing up and down.

She wound a blindfold around his head. With a riding crop in hand, she ran the soft pleather head over his chest, tapping at the nipple clamps, then sweeping his thighs. Madame X feathered it over his neck, then tapped a ball clamp, and the man jerked. The play continued on, softer touches in random places interspersed with a burst of pain from a clamp.

Sweat coated the man’s skin, and he writhed, his lips forming silent implications.

In one fast move, Madame X ran the head of the crop up the length of his cock, and he came, groaning, hips jerking as he shot a jet of semen forward toward the crowd.

People shifted, made restless, and a few couples split off to head for the cubicles at the back of the room. Most shut their doors, but one didn’t.

Lena’s eyes latched onto the pair of women as they stripped the clothes from each other, kissing passionately. What would it be like, to be seen by so many people? Her core clenched with want.

“Ah,” a deep voice said, “you like to watch.”

She tore her gaze away from the women to find those dark eyes burning into her.

“No.” His eyes narrowed. “You like to be watched.”

Heat flushed through her, but she lifted her chin. “Is that a problem?”

“Quite the opposite. I’m rather a fan of it myself.” He smiled wide and feral. “In fact…” He gestured toward the elaborate swing.

Her heart skipped? Was he asking her…? With him? She took a half step back, years of timidity rushing back over her. This part of the club might not be as crowded as the front room, but there were still a good fifty people. Fifty people who were used to sex shows put on by professionals.

So many people, all of them watching her. As daunting as it was, the thought also sent a shot of excitement coursing through her.

He leaned in again, his breath hot on her ear. “If I may offer a compromise?”

He stood so close, she could feel the heat of him, smell the musk of his skin. She nodded, unable to speak, which sent his lips skimming across the upper curl of her ear. She shivered.

“The curtains can be closed. With the lights adjusted a certain way, you can clearly see the audience, but the audience sees everything as shadows playing on a screen.”

It sounded like a half measure. She didn’t want to be that person anymore. She shook her head. “No. No curtain.”

He smiled down at her. “A woman after my own heart. I would be honored if you would join me.”

“So me and you?” Just as she’d hoped!

“Yes, me” his voice dropped. “And you.” His hand rose slowly, giving her time to step away. When she didn’t, he brushed the back of his fingers over her cheek, tracing a line of fire down her neck to stop on her collarbone.

She shivered, her heart thumping, and swayed instinctively forward.

He chuckled, a deep rumble in his chest. “Oh, yes. Me.” Then he spun around and strode to the bar, where he had a whispered conversation with the bartender. She called another woman out from the back to set up the third area.

People noticed, and a wave of excited chatter filled the club.

A woman in the audience said, “If they’re preparing that swing, he’s going to perform!”

And Lena got it, all of the special emphasis women kept using when referring to him. Which reminded her that she didn’t even know his name.

When he rejoined her, a space cleared around them, and she took the opportunity to say, “I’m Lena.”

“Lena, how lovely. I’m Anthony Ragno.” His lips quirked. “It’s Italian for spider. Welcome to my club.”

The club owner. The him Karen and Miriam talked about. That was his swing in the third area.

In only a few more moments, the employee finished her preparations and looked over to him for approval.

Anthony nodded his approval, and she exited. Then he crooked his elbow at Lena. “Shall we?”

She wrapped a hand around his arm. God, his muscles were delicious! And he was so warm, almost feverish. She wanted to plaster her body to his and damn the show.

They stepped into the clear space before the swing, and he turned them to offer their profiles to the audience.

So many people, watching them, watching her. Wetness drenched her lacey underwear, and she squeezed her thighs together.

A tall narrow cabinet stood near the back wall. As he placed her clutch inside, she caught a glimpse of bottles of lube and an array of toys.

Anthony returned to her and dipped his head. His tongue licked across her lips, and she parted them to invite him in. He ate at her mouth like a man starved, his tongue plunging in to tangle with hers, so very hot and wet. Her fingers curled in his shirt, and she rose on tiptoe to get closer.

When they eventually pulled apart, he made a show of removing his shirt and tossing it to the side. His chest was gorgeous, smooth light-brown skin stretched over lovely muscle. And those abs!

Without stopping herself, Lena leaned over to run her tongue along the ridges, leaving her ass high in the air to make a pretty picture.

He hissed and pulled her upright to glide his fingers down her back. When she realized what he wanted, she guided his hand to her side. The dress split open, and he crouched to pull in down her body. She stepped out of it, still in her boots, and he threw it aside in a high visible arc.

Remaining kneeling before her, he looked up at her with a wicked gleam in his eyes. “I like these,” he murmured, his fingers sliding along the edge of her lace panties. Then he repeated her gesture, licking hot across her stomach. Her core clenched.

He stood abruptly, and a spurt of disappointment hit her. She’d hoped he’d continue with his tongue.

His trousers dropped to his ankles, and he kicked them off, his shoes following. Sockless, he stood wearing nothing but boxer briefs, and heavily tented ones at that. “Well-hung” didn’t begin to describe it. Huge, she thought, huge would do.

With one hand, he snagged one of the straps of the swing. “Are you willing?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“Perfect.” That wicked, wicked smile. It made her stomach flip.

Anthony’s fingers were hot and sure as they removed her last little bits of lace, lingering on her breasts. His hands cupped them, feeling their weight, and he groaned, passing his thumbs over her nipples, which hardened into greedy peaks. “You’re so beautiful. I can’t wait to get you situated so I can show you how much.”

With that, he lifted her effortlessly, maneuvering her until her back rested on the main cushion of the swing. Her feet slid into the stirrups, and a holding bar could be grabbed by her hands to pull herself more upright if she chose. Soft straps wrapped her torso, keeping her securely in place, and his fingers teased her skin as he made all of the adjustments. Lastly, he adjusted a head brace, pushing her back into it and turning her head so she could watch the crowd watching them.

Oh, the crowd. She’d almost forgotten. Excitement shot through her all over again, and her nipples ached.

“Comfortable?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” He took a step away and picked up a control, and within seconds he’d raised her until—

Oh, god, her body floated right in front of his face.

His hands scorched her knees as he pushed her legs further apart and stepped into the breech, sliding his fingers up her thighs. He blew warm air over her, and she jerked. His fingers curled into her inner thighs, and the swing allowed him to hold her effortlessly in place.

The first stroke of his tongue had her crying out, and murmurs rose from the audience. Lena looked over. So many eager faces! She pictured what they must be seeing: her on her back, her breasts pointing upward in stiff peaks, Anthony standing straight, his head buried between her thighs. As his tongue licked her, dancing on her clit, the sensation grew. The people watching, the heat of his tongue, the touch of a finger tracing her entrance. It was all too much.

She came, legs kicking outward, feet pressing into the stirrups to arch her back as she called out, “Ahhh!”

Within moments, he lowered her back down to the level of his hips. His boxers disappeared, and he stood fully exposed, his cock jutting proudly from his body. God, he was gorgeous, nice and long, and with a beautifully shaped head.

The crowd reacted with whispers and the rustle of shifting clothes, and tingling swept through Lena.

“I want…” She used the holding bar to pull herself half upright.

He raised an eyebrow.

“I want to suck you.” She rattled the swing.

Instead of releasing her, he loosened the straps and picked her up, twirling her body until she lay on her stomach. His hands swept over her, rearranging the straps and stirrups. Then he deployed a set of cradles for her elbows. With a lingering caress of her ass, which hung exposed in the air, he stepped around until he stood in front of her. With another tap of the controls, he lowered her toward the floor until her mouth was at exactly the right height.

Lena glanced to the side. The crowd watched, eyes bright and wide. Anthony’d arranged them perfectly so they’d see him standing, his cock in perfect silhouette with her hovering before him, her mouth ready to swallow.

Fire flashed over her, and she reached forward to wrap a hand around him. Hot, so hot, and hard. He jerked at her touch, and she smiled up at him as she opened her mouth to run her tongue over his head.

At his groan, she sucked his head into her mouth, fluttering her tongue along his slit. He gasped, and she smiled around his cock.

Pumping with her hand, she sucked him into her mouth. He was too huge to take fully, so she brought her other hand up to play with his balls, rolling them gently in her palm.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said, his fingers dancing along her cheeks as he watched with dark eyes.

Anthony filled her mouth, and she could only imagine what he’d feel like inside her. After a few strokes, she let him pop free from her lips so she could look over at everyone watching them. Her core clenched. Yes! Excited anew, she sucked him in again, bobbing her head in an ever faster tempo.

With a groan, he stepped back. “This is so good, but I want to fuck you.”

“Yes,” she hissed, her pus hungry for his size.

He raised her ass until it hung exposed in the air and stroked his fingers across her cheeks. “Do you want me behind you?”

Afraid she’d only whimper in response, she nodded. She loved doggie style, and a swing…

With quick movements, he pulled a packet from the cabinet and rolled a condom down his thick length. She watched the audience as he disappeared behind her. So many people, so many eyes.

Lena bit her lip as his head teased her, running up and down her slit. Then he pushed forward in a burning stretch that rode the edge of pain. The size of him! She gasped.

His hand slid around her hip, dipping to brush against her clit. It sent a shock of pleasure through her, and he thrust deeper and deeper again. She moaned with each entry, wanting more even though it was almost too much.

He stroked in and out, going ever deeper, his fingers a blur on her sensitive bud, and as his head hit the depths of her, she came in a blinding spasm of pleasure, her muscles clamping around him as she shouted.

Anthony remained still for a few moments. Then he covered her back and nipped at her shoulder before turning her head toward the audience and adjusting the head brace to hold her.

When he straightened, he grabbed her hips and pulled almost all the way out. The audience murmured, people shifting restlessly from foot to foot as they grew excited. Lena’s gaze flicked from face to face, taking in their expressions, their want. All from watching her.

He thrust into her, retreated fully, and thrust again. Over and over, giving the audience a good view of the length of his cock each time as well as its disappearance into her depths. Even after an orgasm, he stretched her so full, she felt like she’d burst, hitting a deep spot that sent a spike of sensation through her each time.

She braced her feet in the stirrups, using their resistance to play with the angle until his head scraped along her g-spot every time. “Oh! Oh, god, yes!”

He grunted, his carefully timed strokes beginning to speed.

“Please,” she whimpered as he hit deep.

His hips snapped forward with force.

“Please. Please. Please,” she chanted in time with his thrusts. She had to force her eyes open to see the people watching, hearing her cries. The audience crowded forward, wanting more.

Anthony’s thighs slapped against her with each plunge, going faster and faster, his body blurring in her peripheral vision. Her fingers drifted down to stroke her clit, and she whimpered, her muscles tightening.

Then his hips snapped forward, and he went the deepest yet, sending a pulse of pleasure radiating outward to shake her entire body as she screamed.

His grunts echoed, and his entire body snapped forward, burying him deeper than ever.

She lay spent, limbs languorous and unresponsive. He draped across her back, his hand pushing her head forward so he could scatter kisses along her neck. “My beautiful, beautiful Lena.”

He slid from her back, eased her feet from the stirrups, unclipped the straps, and picked her up in his arms.

A susurrus of sound washed over her as the audience rubbed their thumbs against their fingers in applause.

He leaned close to whisper, just for her, “How was it?”

Finally finding her voice, she said, “I came three times. What do you think?”

He smirked. “Next time we make it four?”

Next time? Joy filled her. “Sounds like a plan.”

He kissed her, hot and sweet, his tongue tangling with hers, then sat her down on her feet.

He used a wipe from the cabinet to dispose of the condom before turning to hand her a short robe. “There’s a place where you can clean up and get dressed.” He scooped their clothes off the floor as she shrugged into the robe. Before leaving the area, he dug into the pocket of his trousers and waved a small device over her clutch. Her phone made a happy chime.

“What was that?”

“A VIP pass to the club.” He handed her the clutch. “You’re free to visit whenever you want as my special guest.”

It was easily the best sex she’d had in ages, and she relished the thought of having him again, of everyone watching. She wrapped a hand around the back of his neck and pulled him into a kiss.

+++

The next morning, Lena considered her reflection in the office bathroom and tugged her new top into better position to frame her breasts. No more attempts at fashionable clothes that didn’t suit. She’d be herself from now on.

Her phone lit with another unwanted text from Jim. It seemed Roy had told his friend all about her show. Now her ex wouldn’t leave her alone. She deleted the message without reading it and blocked him. How sweet to let him stew in his own frustrations!

Miriam and Karen came in, and she stayed at the sink, ignoring them until a heated whisper caught her attention.

“He was there last night,” Karen said, “and he picked someone.”

Miriam groaned. “I always miss him.”

“I heard it was quite a ride.”

Oh, it definitely had been. Excitement flashed through her at the thought of Anthony’s big, beautiful cock, of everyone watching.

Lena smirked, wondering how soon she could return. The vertical 69 had looked way too interesting not to try.


BOUND DESIRE

She stands bound before him, helpless with desire. He’s going make her beg.

Now that the beautifully curvy Lena has a VIP pass to an exclusive sex club, she’s eager to return. But how can anything top the steamy experience of the week before?

Yet the gorgeous Anthony does not disappoint. He binds her in kinky restraints, all with a crowd watching in rapt anticipation.

She shivers in want as he approaches with the crop, the first of many toys.


+++

Lena’s phone buzzed insistently from her office desk drawer all Wednesday morning, but she ignored it. By Monday, her ex Jim had arranged a new number to text her with after she’d blocked his original over the weekend. So she’d blocked the new one, and this morning he’d come up with a third. Now she simply ignored him.

Still a little part of her filled with glee that her ex was going crazy thinking about her having sex with another man. Jim had been an asshole after all, telling her she was boring in bed, when he’d been the one with the real problem. And now he was harassing her, so he deserved all the anxiety and self-doubt his thoughts were generating.

She’d certainly showed him. And with sex that was as far from boring as you could get! Anthony was seriously gorgeous and well hung. He also owned Spider’s Web, New York’s exclusive hidden sex club, and liked to put on public acts with his specialty sex swing. The same sex swing he’d taken Lena for a ride in.

Her core clenched at the reminder of all those people watching them, watching her, as he’d licked and pounded her into some of the best orgasms of her life.

“Are you going to get that?” Miriam’s sharp voice cut through her daydream.

Lena looked up to find the tall skinny woman leaning over the top of her cubicle. She used to be afraid of Miriam, with her supermodel build and her mean-girl attitude. Never again.

Lena said, “No,” and went back to work preparing her latest spreadsheet on water-pump efficiency.

“Who is it anyway?”

She shrugged. “Just a guy.”

“Got a lot of those, do you?” Miriam’s tone went mean.

Lena looked up and caught the other woman’s eye, smiling slowly. “I do all right.” After all, she knew the tall woman had been chasing after Anthony for months without success. All it had taken for Lena was one night, and she even had an invitation to play again, along with a VIP pass to his club.

Miriam frowned, not knowing how to deal with this new Lena. In her world, shorter, plumper women weren’t supposed to be confident in their sexuality. Too bad.

Miriam huffed. “Well, at least mute it.”

Lena didn’t grace her with a response, but once the other woman left, she stuffed an old cardigan into the drawer to muffle the phone. The sound would no longer carry far, but she’d still be able to hear each time Jim texted, reveling in his angst and remembering the feel of Anthony’s gloriously large cock.

+++

Lena left work on Thursday with an extra spring in her step. Ever since she’d decided to buck current fashion and dress in ways that flattered her curvy build, she’d felt more like herself. A shopping trip was long overdue.

Besides, she wanted to look especially hot for Friday night, when she planned to return to Spider’s Web.

A mask store made for her first stop. The generic black one the club had given her had been fine, but she wanted her own.

The bell tinkled as she stepped through the door, transitioning from the noisy bustle of a city street to the quiet coolness of another world. Yellow globes hung from the high ceiling, casting a warm glow throughout the narrow shop. But what made it magical were the masks. They covered the walls and the Styrofoam heads lining the shelves. Gold, silver, and copper added metallic flashes among the masks in black, white, and every color in between. There were feathers, leather, lace, and rhinestones.

She passed by those geared more toward Halloween to focus in on the masquerade-ball section. Even here, the number of choices proved dizzying. Her fingers ran over some of the most extravagant, beautiful with long feathers sticking up high to drape over the wearer’s head. Others had extended sections of lace starched stiff until they stuck out widely. They were elaborately beautiful. Then she imagined them getting caught in the straps of the sex swing and moved on to simpler constructions.

Lena settled on a mask with a solid-black domino as the base. Silver lace overlaid it and extended above the top for a few inches like lifted wings. When she tried it on, the tips didn’t extend far enough past her forehead to get tangled in anything, and it made her eyes look huge and mysterious.

She imagined standing in front of Anthony, wearing nothing else.

She smiled. It was perfect.

+++

Her outfit was a little harder to pin down. Lena had to skip the trendiest stores because they only carried the gauzy, billowing clothes currently in fashion. She needed something formfitting that would play up her hourglass figure.

She tried on a black and red corset that pushed her breasts up high until they threatened to spill out the top in a lovely display. But the laces would take a long time to undo, and the boning would leave marks on her skin.

Nope.

Lena dug through the racks, her hand touching something that felt deliciously glossy. When she pulled it out, a grin stretched her cheeks. “Bingo.”

+++

Lena happened to be in the bathroom on Friday afternoon when Miriam and Karen came in, talking about their favorite topic: Spider’s Web and its mysterious owner.

“I still can’t believe I missed him last weekend,” Miriam whined. “I went on Saturday night, but nothing.”

Karen said, “Tell me about it. Friday’s night show was supposed to be sooo hot.”

“I’m going tonight. Want to come?”

“Yes! What are you going to wear?”

Their conversation turned to dresses and shoes, and Lena smirked. None of the clothes they mentioned sounded anything like the dress she’d worn last week that had caught Anthony’s eye.

Lena finished up and walked out to a sink to wash her hands. She smoothed a hand over her hair and blew the mirror a kiss.

“What are you so happy about?” Karen asked, her tone curious.

“Oh, a new guy.”

Miriam sniffed. “Not the one blowing up your phone.”

“Hell, no. That was my ex.”

Karen said sweetly, “Is it Barry in accounting?”

Barry was at least fifteen years older than Lena and not exactly the most exciting physical specimen. Still, he was sweet, if a bit shy, and didn’t deserve the derision Karen’s question implied. That was Karen for you: she acted a lot nicer than Miriam, hiding her claws in sugar.

“No.”

Lena walked out, ignoring their other guesses, each more ridiculous than the last. She laughed. If only they knew it was the man they’d been fantasizing about.

+++

Lena rushed home from work, determined to take her time with preparations. She began stripping as soon as her apartment door closed behind her, shedding a trail of clothing all the way across the living room, through the bedroom, and into the bathroom.

Her bare skin tingled in the cool air-conditioned air as she waited for the water to heat, then sizzled to life under the hot pounding of the shower. She soaped her body slowly, letting her fingers linger on her nipples and between her legs, imagining Anthony touching her. After she finally rinsed off, she rubbed the soft terry of her towel over her skin, sensitizing it further. When she shrugged into a silky dressing gown, the smooth fabric felt like a caress.

Instead of spending time to cook, she warmed a few slices of left over pizza in the toaster oven and poured a glass of red wine. Lounging on the couch, she ate dinner slowly, enjoying the spicy bite of the Italian sausage with the rich addition of feta cheese. The wine held a hint of sweetness as it rolled over her tongue, and she imagined licking spilled drops of it from Anthony’s gorgeous chest.

Then she cued up The Wicked Ones, her favorite band, and let their blazing guitars drive her up out of her seat. She threw her hands in the air and gyrated her hips, dancing into the bedroom to get ready for another glorious night with Anthony.

In the bathroom, she brushed her teeth and applied makeup, playing up her eyes with smoky eye shadow. Piling her thick hair up into a messy bun, she let a few tendrils escape to frame her face, but liked the way it left her neck bare. Bright red lips finished the effect, and she blew a playful kiss at her reflection.

She threw off her robe to pull on a black lace thong. The red vinyl dress took a little maneuvering to get into, but would come off quickly. She twirled in front of the mirror, enjoying the way the dress clung to her curves and made her breasts look huge. Its high neck fully covered her front with a built-in bra adding some support. But the back plunged low, baring her all the way to the top of her ass. The matching platform heels did wonderful things to her calves.

Perfect. She couldn’t wait for Anthony to strip it off her.

+++

On the subway, men definitely checked her out, and Lena allowed a self-satisfied smile to grace her lips. After years of being made to feel unattractive because she wasn’t built tall and thin, it felt wonderful to regain an appreciation of her own sexiness.

Quite a few people got off the train at the Roosevelt Avenue station, and a fair number of them exited in the same direction as her. She headed north along a street made deceptively ordinary by plain buildings that held restaurant after restaurant on the ground floors.

But when she turned right into the alley at the end of a garment factory, a faint bass beat became audible. A huge man guarded an unadorned metal door.

He turned away the man in front of her, but barely looked at the VIP pass on Lena’s phone before waving her inside. “Have a fun night.”

“Oh, I will!”

The heavy door shut with a loud thunk behind her as she started down the metal stairs, the music growing louder the farther she went. The heavy bass beat surrounded her as she stepped through the door into the nightclub area of Spider’s Web, vibrating through her chest.

Flashes of light sparkled along the huge silver spider web crisscrossing the dark the ceiling high overhead. A huge mass of people gyrated and seethed on the dance floor, everyone moving in a syncopated rhythm to the heavy beat of the electronic music.

Lena cut her way through the crowd, bypassing the long bar and stepping aside from a couple of men who tried to get her to dance. She smiled pleasantly, but kept on going. As cool as the nightclub area was, it didn’t have what she really wanted.

She finally reached the doorway on the far side of the room. Two bouncers guarded this web-painted entry into the sex club that was the true heart of Spider’s Web.

With a flash of her VIP pass, she passed into the tiny chamber that served as a noise buffer. Lena pulled her new mask from her bag and tied it in place, checking in a compact to make sure it framed her eyes perfectly. Then she opened the other door and exited to find the final bouncer waiting.

She showed her pass again, and since she already had on a mask, he waved her inside with a reminder that she couldn’t take photos or videos.

The soft golden light emitted by a series of hanging globes offered the room a warm brightness that allowed everything to be easily seen. Light instrumental music provided background sound without covering up the moans and gasps of pleasure.

Lena stepped up to the bar to the right to find the same bartender as last week.

The woman smiled, her pretty face welcoming. “You came back.”

“Yep. One Spider Martini, please.”

The bartender poured a heavy shot of gin followed by a few other liquors into a shaker filled with ice. The whole thing made a crashing sound as she gave it a good shake before pouring the red drink into a glass.

“Thanks.” Lena enjoyed her first sip, letting the bitterness of the Campari tease across her tongue soon followed by a light sweetness that added a nice complexity.

Only then did she allow her gaze to wander over the room. Most of the cubicles filled with beds on the far side of the room stood open. The rest of the space had been separated into three areas using gauzy, semi-transparent draperies, each set up with different accoutrements, though none of them were currently in use.

Then there were the people, all wearing their clubbing best topped off by masks to protect their identities. Lena looked over the crowd, not seeing the one person she wanted, Anthony. Maybe he’s not here tonight, she thought with a spurt of disappointment. The curtain surrounding the area holding his complex sex swing was closed, another bad sign.

A group of people began to gather in front of the simpler swing as a couple emerged from the employee door and walked over to it. The woman dropped her short robe to stand naked but for her mask as the man knelt to attach the straps. Then he stood, shucking off his robe as well. Both had beautiful, hairless bodies, lightly oiled so their skin gleamed, pale-pink and medium-brown, and the woman’s long black hair had been gathered into a tight bun to avoid it getting in the way.

With a gymnastic leap, the woman launched her lower body into the air with enough force that her feet rose to the ceiling as she turned upside down.

The man stepped forward, his hands adding support as she spread her legs wide. She braced her hands on his thighs, her mouth opening over the head of his erection even as his mouth descended to her folds.

Little gasps ran through the crowd, and a spurt of lust shot through Lena as well. Her eyes flicked up and down, first focusing on his tongue as he teased the woman’s clit, then watching the woman’s head bob up and down on his cock. It was lovely. She found herself shifting slightly as her body squeezed her thighs together. It did little to quiet the growing ache throbbing from her core.

The show continued, the wet sucking sounds growing louder as the couple sped up their ministrations. Many in the crowd moaned, and the restless rustle of clothing filled the air.

The upside down woman’s mouth released the man’s cock with a loud pop, and she screamed, her body shaking through its orgasm. Barely missing a beat, her hands wrapped around his erection stroking over and over until his hips snapped forward to shoot thick webs of white cum all over her breasts.

Everyone watching rubbed their thumbs and fingers together, creating a susurrus of sound that functioned as applause. Then various couples broke off to head for the small rooms, inspired to begin their own play. Most closed their doors, but two men left theirs open, and Lena’s eager eyes watched as they kissed passionately.

“Lena, I’d heard you were here,” a deep voice said.

She whirled to find Anthony standing behind her. His spider-web covered mask did little to hide how his deep brown eyes swept hotly over her. His dark hair and beard perfectly framed his strong light-brown face with its high cheekbones and square jaw. Tall, with wide shoulders and a well-muscled build, he wore a deep-burgundy button-up shirt and a pair of perfectly tailored black trousers. He was gorgeous.

And underneath all that clothing, he was extremely well hung.

She surpassed a laugh and smiled up at him. “Hello, Anthony. Slow night?” She gestured to the curtains closing off his sex swing.

“Not any more, if you’ll have me.” He picked up her hand to kiss her knuckles, his tongue flicking out hot and wet. Her heart sped.

“Yes,” she breathed.

She expected him to lead her to the curtain she’d indicated, but instead he tugged her toward the middle area, the one holding the large bondage X.

“Would you like to try something different?” he said. “I promise I’ll keep things more about pleasure than pain.”

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Pick a safe word.”

She blurted the first thing that came to mind. “Copper.” It was the color of the webbing on his mask.

He grinned.

People noticed them and began to murmur. Suddenly, two tall women thrust away from the crowd, stepping in front of Anthony so that he came to a stop. Their pastel gauzy draped dresses were on trend, their pink masks confections of feathers and ribbon. They looked beautiful.

“Hi,” a familiar voice said. “I’m Miriam.” She stuck out one long hand.

It hung there for long moments as Anthony frowned down at it. Then he raised his and Lena’s still joined hands and said, “I’m not interested.”

A fierce joy filled Lena as Miriam sputtered while Karen pulled her away.

“Sorry about that,” he said.

“So very not a problem.” She grinned widely.

By they time they stood in front of the X, a large crowd had formed.

Anthony pulled Lena to him, capturing her lips in a scorching kiss that had her clutching at his shoulder and pressing up onto her tiptoes to try to get closer to him.

His hands slid over the smooth vinyl of her dress to trace across the bare skin of her back, leaving fiery tingling in their wake. When they finally broke apart, he said, “This dress looks so lovely on you that I can’t wait to take it off.”

She nodded. It was the exact reaction she’d hoped for.

His clever fingers found the clasp at the back of the neck and popped it open. The front fell, exposing her to the waist, naked. He grinned, his hands rising to cup her large breasts, plumping them high and together.

With a pivot, they were perpendicular to the audience, giving them a good view as he leaned over and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. She gasped as pleasure shot through her, redoubled when several onlookers gasped as well.

By the time he worked his way over to her other nipple, Lena was squirming, and wetness soaked her underwear.

Anthony straightened only to sink to his knees, using the movement to roll her dress the rest of the way down her body. Soon she stood in nothing but her black lace thong and her red platform heels. He held her arms out to her side and devoured her with his eyes. “So beautiful.”

Heat filled her cheeks, but she smiled with pleasure.

He nudged her out of her shoes and slid off that final scrap of lace before standing to walk over to the cabinet located to the right of the X. The doors swung wide to showcase a range of toys, whips, clamps, etc.

Anthony squirted lube onto his hand, coating his fingers and using the excess to cover the bright-red butt plug he picked up from a shelf. A few inches long, its narrow tip widened before dipping into a narrow neck right before the wide disk that made up its end. He held it up before her and whispered, “Copper?”

She shook her head.

Smiling, he turned her around and forced her to bend over, her ass pointed right at the crowd. Murmurs broke out as a finger teased her puckered hole, and lust shot through her at the thought of all those people watching him play with her ass. His finger entered in a rush of sensation, and she gasped. Then it disappeared to be replaced by something larger. If he hadn’t shown her the plug, she’d have thought it huge. Even knowing it wasn’t, it still felt that way as it pushed into her ass, stretching wide the strong band of muscle guarding her entrance. With another push, he shoved it home. Lena cried out, the feeling so intense. It had been so long since she’d taken anything up her ass that it was incredibly tight and sensitive.

He let her stand and walked her over to the X, the butt plug rubbing with every movement, sending shivers rippling through her.

Anthony knelt and fastened one of the ankle restraints. She had to take a huge step sideways to line up her free leg with the other arm of the X. The leather of the first cuff dug in as she pulled, and as soon as he finished buckling the second, she could feel them gently tugging her legs wide.

Then he stretched one of her arms up and out, wrapping the leather firmly around her wrist. When he finished with the last restraint, Lena felt drawn wide and more exposed than ever. Her gaze flickered over the crowd: so many eyes able to see everything.

Desire shivered through her, and her nipples hardened to aching peaks. She loved it. How had he known the X would enhance this?

As if he’d read her mind, he smirked down at her. “I won’t blindfold you,” he whispered. “I wouldn’t want to deprive you of your enjoyment.” He well knew she liked being watched and wanted to see the people who watched her, the whole thing creating a feedback loop.

Anthony smiled and plucked a flogger from a peg in the cabinet, trailing it over her breasts. The foot-long black leather flails teased along her skin, and she squirmed.

Smack! The flails flashed across her chest, not enough to really hurt, but the sting added a wonderful layer of sensation. She sucked in a sharp breath, her eyes latching onto the crowd, which had shifted eagerly.

He struck her again and again across her breasts, stomach, and thighs, until her skin sang. She panted and started to beg with each hit, “Please. Please, please, please.” It was all so lovely, but she needed more. Her clit throbbed, begging for attention.

When he finally stopped, his hand dove into her folds, finding them slick and dripping. He groaned. “God, you’re so wet!”

Then the handle of the flogger replaced his hand. Her eyes found the people watching, darting from one eager face to the next. He rocked the smooth hard shaft against her sensitive nub until she came, her cry echoing in the vaulted space.

She sagged in the restraints, her muscles trembling, as he stepped over to the cabinet to come back with a pair of clamps. He attached the first to one of her nipples, and when he let go, the pinch and weight of it tugged on her flesh with a delicious pressure. When he placed the second clamp, the sensation doubled, and she moaned.

He hadn’t even really touched her yet, but the clamps and the plug and the stinging of her skin were giving her so much sensation, her pus ached. She thought she’d go crazy. “Please,” she whispered, her arms tugging restlessly at the restraints.

He jerked his shirt off over his head, not even bothering to undo it, so buttons went pinging across the floor. His black trousers dropped just as quickly until he stood in nothing more than a pair of black boxer briefs, which strained to contain his large erection. He stripped out of them and slid a condom over his length. Her pus clenched at the sight. Yes! She wanted him in her, now.

Kneeling quickly, he unsnapped her ankle restraints so they fell away from her legs. But when he stood, he unclipped her wrist restraints from the X while leaving the cuffs on her. After hooking them together, he led her by her wrists to the pommel she hadn’t paid much attention to. That changed abruptly when he slung her over it and connected her bound wrists to its underside. She found herself draped across it, her stomach resting on the smooth leather, her ass high in the air. The swinging clamps tugged at her nipples, and he tapped the plug, sending sensation vibrating through her ass. She gasped.

The crowd murmured in appreciation, and she looked over to them. Lena was now presented in profile so they’d see everything.

Smack! She jerked as the flails of the flogger hit her ass cheeks, leaving stinging lines of tenderness behind. Smack! Smack! Smack! He started up a quick rhythm. Each individual strike didn’t hurt, but the way they kept coming one on top of the other was overwhelming. Her clit throbbed and ached and demanded another release, but she couldn’t rock forward onto the pommel to put pressure where she most wanted.

The audience shifted, pulling her attention back to all of the people watching, which only sent her desire higher. She found herself pleading again. “Please, please, please.” It seemed all she could do tonight was beg him.

The flogger finally fell for the last time, a gentle flick over her folds that had her writhing.

Then his cock nudged at her entrance, and she strained backward, but her bound wrists didn’t allow her much freedom of movement.

He slid inside with one smooth thrust.

“Ah! Oh, god!” she cried out. He’d felt huge last week, but with the added pressure of the butt plug, she now felt filled to bursting.

He paused, buried deep.

Then he began to ride, moving almost all the way out before thrusting back in. The clamps dangling from her nipples rocked, and each time he hit bottom, it shoved the butt plug farther in.

Lena’d never felt so consumed by sensation. Anthony’s presence filled her entire body, her entire awareness. Even the crowd fell away for a moment.

Then the excited gasps and murmurs drew her attention. She turned her head so she could watch herself being watched. All those hungry eyes on her added another layer of pressure to her sensitized skin, and she broke out in shivers.

Anthony picked up the pace, shoving ever more forcefully forward. He grabbed her hips, his fingers digging in. The harder he hit, the more the deeper the plug plunged too.

Pleasure coiled higher and higher, delight flashing through her with every thrust. She heard him grunt, and her nipples and her ass and her pus all connected into an overpowering wave of sensation that crashed over her and swept her to the heights of pleasure where the entire world fell away, leaving nothing but one throbbing being of delight.

+++

Lena didn’t know how long she hung across the pommel, unseeing, unable to move or think or anything. She thought she’d blacked out for a bit.

Then Anthony’s hands were on her. He eased her from the wrist restraints, helped her to stand on legs gone wobbly, and wrapped a robe around her.

The crowd rubbed their fingers together in applause, and Lena lapped up their adoration. Then her eyes snagged on two tall women standing to the side, their mouths pressed into resentful lines. She laughed. Miriam and Karen had missed out again.

Anthony pulled her toward the back door of the space, carrying her gathered things in one hand while he used the other to support her.

When he deposited her at the door of a small private bathroom to clean up, he gave her a kiss, his hand slipping down her back. His fingers tapped against the butt plug, causing a burst of sensation. “Why don’t you keep this in as much as you can this week?” He smirked. “If you’re nice and ready, I promise another new surprise next Friday.”

Another invitation! Yes.

“I’d like that.”

She smiled back, her thoughts racing. What could ever top tonight?


TRIPLE DESIRE

Sensation overwhelms her. She’s pressed between two men, both focused on her pleasure.

Curvy Lena’s risqué experiences at Anthony’s sex club have helped her regain her self confidence, but his latest request takes things to a new extreme. He wants to add an extra man to their play. All in front of an audience.

She thought she knew what pleasure was. She was wrong. Her first threesome offers the steamiest delights as two gorgeous men take her in every way.


+++

Lena tried not to show how turned on she was as she walked across the office at work, heading for the women’s bathroom. Yet the butt plug Anthony’d asked her to wear rubbed deep inside her with every step, adding to her delicious torment.

The man himself filled her waking thoughts and fevered dreams. After two amazing trips to his exclusive sex club Spider’s Web, she’d already had more orgasms in the past couple of weeks than in the previous six months. And they’d been mind blowing. Anthony turned out to be more than happy to accommodate her exhibitionist desires while adding a few extra kinks of his own. Just last week, he’d strapped her to a bondage X and whipped her into a frenzy before pounding her senseless.

And he’d promised something new again for this Friday night.

The thought drove her crazy.

It was only Wednesday afternoon, but she found herself heading to the bathroom to masturbate. Again.

Yet as soon as she shut herself in a stall, the bathroom’s main door banged open.

“I still can’t believe it!” Miriam’s bitter voice cut through the air. “The way he snubbed me. Me!”

“It’s his loss,” Karen said.

Lena smiled. The two model-thin mean-girls of the office had failed to attract Anthony’s attention last Friday and weren’t taking it well.

“But did you see that woman he picked! She was short and fat and… and… short.”

“And that dress!” Karen added. “So very three years ago.”

Their words cut through Lena’s desire, and she grimaced. There were reasons she hated these two after all.

She squared her shoulders. She wasn’t fat. She was curvy, and she refused to chase the dictates of fashion when the clothes didn’t flatter her.

Besides, Anthony certainly liked her curves. He called her beautiful, and his desire had been more than evident, his cock gloriously huge and hard.

She opened the stall door and went to wash her hands at the sink farthest from where the other two women preened before the mirrors.

“Lena,” Karen said. “How was your Friday night?”

The two watched her expectantly, eyes sharp, obviously assuming she’d done nothing interesting. Even though they’d witnessed every delightful moment, they didn’t recognize her as the woman from the sex club.

She grinned. “Perfect.”

Every step she took away from them made the butt plug rub, reminding her once again of Anthony and his delicious promise.

+++

Friday could not come soon enough, but Lena did need a new outfit.

She’d worn black and red so far and wanted something different. Happy with the mask she’d bought to offer anonymity while in the sex club, she only needed a dress.

So she spent Thursday evening searching, trying a few different stores she’d found online that catered to curvy women without trying to make them wear shapeless sacks.

It took two stores before she found it. A midnight-blue dress made of lusciously soft silk that clung to her curves. Wide straps crisscrossed over her torso to tie in a large bow at the back of her neck. With a single tug, the entire thing would slide from her body.

She imagined Anthony’s large hands pulling on the bow…

It was perfect.

+++

As soon as Lena got home from work on Friday evening, she stripped out of her work clothes and headed for the shower, letting the hot water pour over her until her skin sang. Her hands, slippery with soap, roamed slowly, teasing her nipples and pus with light brushes that left her wanting more. Even the rasp of the towel as she dried off wasn’t enough, but she resisted going further, wanting to save her excitement for Anthony’s touch.

Leftover Chinese made for an easy and quick dinner, giving her extra time to get ready.

She played her favorite song by The Wicked Ones, dancing around her bedroom naked while the guitar solo soared though the air.

Back in the bathroom, she twisted her hair up into a French knot, securing it with a rhinestone clip. Then she applied blue eye shadow that matched the dress and several coats of mascara, but used only a tinted lip gloss to keep the focus on her eyes.

She put on a black satin strapless bra and panty set, and the silk dress slid over her skin in a soft caress. She added a lovely pair of black strappy heels and twirled in front of the mirror.

Perfect. Her overall style tonight ended up a little more sophisticated than the past two outfits, but she still looked great, which was exactly what she’d been going for.

Hopefully Anthony’d love it.

One final step before leaving: she inserted Anthony’s butt plug with ease. Her body’d grown used to the intrusion over the past week.

But knowing she was heading for him and his sex club brought her awareness of the pressure in her ass to full force. Every step promised more. Every bounce and sway of the subway car sent delight trickling through her.

Men looked at her, their gazes interested, and a naughty part of her thought of telling them of the butt plug she wore, of where she was going, and what she was about to do. The looks on their faces!

Roosevelt Avenue station was as busy as ever, and she excited onto the street leading to the club in a small crowd. Most people peeled off into the various restaurants she passed. Yet a few continued on ahead with a select number turning the corner at the end of the garment factory. The alley looked simple and unassuming, but a large bouncer guarded an undecorated metal door.

The man who reached the door first got in, the next one was turned away, and Lena showed the VIP pass on her phone and was quickly waved inside.

The faint sounds of the bass beat surrounded her as she started down the metal staircase, and each step exaggerated the feel of the butt plug. Her heart began to race and she had to pause halfway and compose herself so she could descend steadily.

Yet she didn’t want to be calm. She wanted the excitement only exhibitionism could bring and yanked open the door eagerly.

As the loud techno music of the nightclub poured over her, Lena pushed forward into the crowd, impatience rising within her. The club was cool, the crowd fun and attractive, the music compelling.

But none of it was enough.

She forced her way through the thick sea of gyrating bodies, feeling trapped into slowness by them, symbolized by the large silver web hanging high overhead.

As she got close to breaking through to the door that lead into the sex club, a hand wrapped around her upper arm, yanking her to a halt and spinning her around.

“Wha—?”

Jeff leaned down to shout in her ear. “Lena. We need to talk.” His eyes raked over her with a heat he’d never shown when they were together. “You look beautiful.”

Lena snorted. She’d become beautiful to him only because another man wanted her.

He’d finally stopped coming up with fake phone numbers to text her from, so she’d thought he’d given up. It seemed her ex decided on a change of tactics instead.

She looked down at the hand gripping her then back up to his face and cocked an eyebrow. When he didn’t take the hint, she grabbed his pinky finger and bent it backward, all her time spent lifting weights in the gym making it easy even though he tried to resist. He’d turned into such a creeper. How had she ever liked him?

As Jeff bent forward, his face twisted with pain, she torqued the finger a bit more and yelled to be heard over the music, “Let me say this once and for all since you seem unable to get the message. I never want to see you again. Don’t call me. Don’t text me. And never ever touch me. I don’t give you permission.”

She dropped his hand and strolled away as a round of cheers and whoops rose from the people who’d caught the show.

+++

Lena pushed through the last of dancers to come to a halt in front of the bouncers guarding the web-covered door.

Lena barely had to wave her VIP pass on her phone, and she was inside the tiny room that acted as a noise-lock between the nightclub and the heart of Spider’s Web. She pulled her masquerade mask from her purse, fastening it to her head and checking with a mirror to make sure the silver lace framed her eyes just right.

Then she moved into the sex club, waved in by the final bouncer who stated the sex club’s policy prohibiting photos or videos.

This part of Spider’s Web had three main areas sectioned off with gauzy curtains and set up with equipment for various acts. There were also a series of small private rooms with beds for patrons to use on one side of the main space and a bar on the other.

Hanging globes bathed the space in soft golden light, and light instrumental music played quietly enough to allow everyone to hear any sounds of pleasure. People were scattered across the room, wearing their clubbing best, all topped off with masks for privacy.

The regular bartender greeted Lena with a smile. “Welcome back. What’ll you have?”

“A Spider Martini, please.”

The pretty woman got to work mixing gin, Campari, and a few other items. Then she shook them with ice, rattling it firmly against the inside of the metal container, before pouring with a flourish.

The cool red drink teased Lena’s tongue with sweetness followed by the bitter bite of the Campari. She was really beginning to love the combination. She raised her glass to the bartender. “Thanks.”

As she sipped, she leaned back against the bar and took a closer look at the crowd, hoping to spot Anthony’s tall form.

She didn’t see him, but people began to gather around the central space in anticipation of a show, so she wandered in that direction.

A woman wearing a skin-tight red vinyl catsuit and pointy-toed boots led a man on a leash over to the bondage X.

Lena’s pus clenched as she caught sight of it, remembering how Anthony’d teased and whipped her in that very same place. Last week had been so very, very hot.

The man’s outfit of crisscrossing straps of black pleather did little to hide his straining erection. Once she’d secured his ankles and wrists so he was spread wide, she ripped the tiny bit of cloth covering his cock away, so it leaped forward, bobbing and ready.

She opened the cabinet standing to the side and picked up a riding crop.

Smack!

Lena could almost feel the tingle on her own skin, which once again had her mind racing: what could Anthony have planned for tonight?

The man cried out, and the woman stopped. “Did I say you could speak?”

He shook his head. “No, Madame X.”

Smack!

Again he yelled.

The woman’s mouth made a dissatisfied line, and she returned to the cabinet to return with a ball gag. The man opened his mouth readily, and his cock jerked in excitement as the woman buckled the gag in place. Clearly, he’d wanted this all along and had purposefully made noise in order to have it added to his punishment.

The dominatrix paced back and forth in front of him, the riding crop flashing out for various strikes, but avoiding his groin. Then she picked up a flogger made of multiple short leather flails and really went to work, her arm rising and falling constantly as she spanked his entire torso and his thighs. She moved fast, yet had such perfect control that she never touched his erection, which strained for release.

Tingling swept through Lena, as she remembered how Anthony’d used a flogger like that on her. The people around were also affected, several shifting restlessly.

Madame X stopped to retrieve a set of clamps, which she attached to his nipples, his earlobes, and his bottom lip. Crouching, she snapped a pair of circular rings around his balls without touching his cock. The man gasped, his erection bobbing up and down.

Next she added a blindfold. Taking up the riding crop again, she ran the soft pleather head up his thighs to tap a ball clamp. He moaned, his hips arching forward. Madame X feathered the crop over his chest, tapped each nipple clamps, the spanked his thigh with a sharp snap. The play continued with alternating soft touches interspersed with bursts of pain from various clamps.

The man writhed, panting furiously through his nose as sweat coated his skin.

With one last move, Madame X ran the flails of the flogger up the length of his cock, fluttering them over his head. He groaned around the ball gag and came, his hips jerking forward as he shot streams of semen toward the crowd.

People rubbed their fingers together in quiet applause, then a few groups headed off to the cubicles. A man and two women sat on the edge of one of the beds, leaving their door open for all to see. They took turns kissing while a multitude of hands moved everywhere. Lust shot through Lena.

A commotion behind her caught her attention. She turned to find Anthony cutting through the crowd, heading straight for her. People parted before him, leaving whispers in his wake as he was recognized.

And why shouldn’t they whisper?

Anthony was gorgeous. He wore a deep-green dress shirt and charcoal trousers that perfectly showcased his tall, well-muscled build. His beautiful light-brown skin glowed in the warm light of the club, offset perfectly by his tousled dark hair and perfectly trimmed beard. He had a strong jaw, high cheekbones, and deep brown eyes that grew hot whenever they saw her. The black domino mask covered in a copper spider’s web only added to his allure.

“Lena, I’m so glad you came.” His eyes roved over her appreciatively. “I love the dress. You look beautiful.”

A couple of weeks ago, she would have fluttered with embarrassment and tried to deny the compliment. No more. “Thank you.”

He leaned close, his deep voice dropping to a rumble. “Have you been wearing the gift I gave you?”

“All week long.” She smiled up at him, her pulse speeding as she caught the smell of musk on his skin. “In fact I’m wearing it now.”

“Excellent.” He ran his fingers down her arm to gather up her hand in his. “Are you ready to start our play?”

Tingles shivered over her skin, and she offered him a breathless, “Yes.”

He tugged her forward. She’d expected another romp in his custom sex swing, but he instead turned her toward the other side of the space.

“Are we…” She gestured to the bondage X they’d used last week.

“No, we’re not using the St. Andrew’s cross this time.”

Ah, so that’s what it was called.

They walked to the area holding the simple sex swing. A spurt of disappointment ran through her. Sure, the vertical 69s she’d seen done with it looked fun, but they weren’t very exciting compared to what they’d done the week before.

Anthony waved his hand overhead, and a man slid through the crowd to approach them. He was as tall as Anthony and had the same warm Mediterranean complexion and dark hair, but was built along leaner lines. He had a sharp nose, but his lips were beautiful, and the shape of his dark blue mask had been chosen to perfectly frame them.

“This is Michael.”

Warm brown eyes raked over her, lingering on her chest. “You’re every bit as delicious as Anthony said you were.” He swooped her hand up, teasing those luscious lips across her knuckles, sending her heart skipping.

Michael didn’t let go, rubbing little circles on her skin with his thumb.

Lena looked up at Anthony. Was he pawning her off on another guy? “What is this?”

“I promised you a treat.” He flourished his hands toward the other man. “So I asked Michael if he’d like to join us.”

“Join?” Her pulse thundered in her ears. Did he mean…?

“The three of us, lovely Lena. If you’re amenable.”

Oh! Her head spun. She’d tried a threesome before in college, the typical FMF to make her boyfriend happy. It had been okay, none of them really knowing what they were doing.

But her with two men as experienced as Anthony? She licked her lips. She’d always wanted to try it. And if she did it here at the club, there’d also be people watching, her favorite kink. Her pus clenched with want.

“Lena?” Anthony’s dark eyes looked troubled. “Is this okay?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “It’s perfect.”

“You’re amazing!” He grinned, and looked at Michael. “Didn’t I tell you?”

“You did.” Michael kissed her hand again. “He said you were the bravest, sexiest woman he’s met in years.”

“Really?”

Anthony leaned over to nip at her ear lobe as he growled, “Really.”

She shivered, imagining what they’d do, and why Anthony’d had her wear the butt plug all week. It rubbed deliciously with each step forward, suddenly central in her thoughts.

As soon as they entered the area with the swing, a crowd began to form, and numerous excited whispers filled the air. It seemed threesome acts were considered a special event.

Anthony lifted her chin and kissed her, his lips hot on hers. His tongue slid into her mouth, insistent and demanding. In moments, she rose on tiptoe, her fingers digging into his wide shoulders to pull her body tight to his.

When they finally parted, Anthony spun her about, her lust-dazed mind given no chance to recover before Michael touched his lips to hers. In contrast to Anthony, he took his time, teasing her lips with little flicks of his tongue for long moments before venturing inside. He tasted like sweet mint, and his fingers traced streaks of heat over her back as she lost herself in his kiss.

She gasped when Anthony plastered himself to her back, pushing her forward into Michael. She was caught, sandwiched between two hard bodies, as Anthony ground his erection into her ass, setting the butt plug moving. Michael’s cock dug into her stomach, and one of his thighs pushed in between her legs, pressing against her clit in a glorious wave of sensation.

Michael claimed her mouth again as Anthony nibbled on her neck. The men’s hands locked onto her hips. One of her arms snaked around Michael’s waist while she lifted the other over her shoulder to clasp the back of Anthony’s neck. They undulated, the three of them turned into one lustful organism striving for pleasure.

She felt subsumed, overwhelmed by the double sensation of the two men.

Anthony broke away first, and Michael followed suit, leaving her standing, gasping, her panties soaked. It had been so good, she’d almost forgotten they were being watched.

“I think it’s high time I unwrapped my pretty package,” Anthony said. His fingers plucked at the bow on the back of her neck, and exactly as she’d envisioned, her dress slid to the floor leaving her in only her black satin underwear set.

“My, my, my,” Michael said, his gaze appreciative. Then he stripped off his own shirt, displaying more clearly his long, lean build, which came with a glorious six-pack.

She watched avidly as he continued to undress, with quick glances to confirm Anthony did the same. But Michael was the unknown quantity, and her curiosity was piqued. Soon he stood in nothing but a pair of burgundy boxers, and she held her breath when he leaned over to remove them. As he straightened, she got her first look at his cock, which was long and lean like him.

Anthony pressed hot to her back, and she turned to find him naked. He had a gorgeous chest with lots of lovely muscle and wide shoulders. And his strong thighs brushed against hers, sending tingles racing through her.

His fingers slid around to the clasp of her strapless bra. “Let’s do something about this.” It fell from her body as Michael tugged down the matching panties. Then they pressed into her again, back and front, all lovely skin on skin, and she moaned at being so fully surrounded.

The crowd murmured, and she glanced over. So many people were watching them, watching her. She squeezed her thighs together as lust shot through her.

Anthony then turned her back to the crowd and had her bend over, her ass high in the air. His fingers tapped at the base of the butt plug, making her gasp. “Would you like to do the honors?”

“Gladly,” Michael said. Then gentle fingers pulled the plug from her as the crowd shifted with the restless rustle of clothing.

Anthony pulled her to standing and walked her over to the swing. He knelt before her, sliding the straps around her thighs. The swing was a lot simpler than the complex one he’d first taken her for a ride in, so it didn’t take him long. He secured a second set of straps around her torso, hooking them to the lines running up the ceiling.

“What are these for?” she asked. They hadn’t been used in either of the vertical 69s she’d seen done here.

“They’ll keep you upright without you having to do anything.” With a click, he used a remote to raise her a few inches off the ground. “How does that feel? Are you steady?” He gave her shoulder a tiny push, and the upper set of straps kept her from falling forward or backward.

“It’s good.”

More people had gathered, making the crowd larger than the past two weeks. It seemed word had gotten out that Friday nights tended to have a special show.

A shiver ran through her, all those extra eyes a delicious pressure on her skin.

The swing pulled her thighs apart, and Anthony stepped between them. Michael’s hands slid down her back to caress her ass. He must have communicated something to Anthony, because the larger man kneeled until her center hung directly in front of his face. Yet he waited, and a spurt of disappointment shot through her.

Then Michael kissed first one butt cheek, then the next. His mouth moved closer and closer to the center of her crack, and she held her breath. Was he going to?

His tongue fluttered against her puckered hole in a wave of delicious sensation.

“Ah! Oh, god!”

He shoved the tip inside, so hot and wet. It was exquisite.

Murmurs ran through the crowd, jerking her gaze sideways. Oh, god. Michael was rimming her, and people were watching. A jolt of desire flashed through her.

As if sensing how close she was, Anthony shot her a devilish grin as he leaned in to flick her clit with his tongue.

And that was all it took. Michael’s tongue speared into her ass, and Anthony sucked on her clit, and the pressure of the crowd’s gaze added another layer of pleasure. Lena screamed, her head arching back, her fingers clinging to the swing’s cables as her orgasm burned through every nerve ending in her body.

When she came to, Anthony still kneeled before her, but Michael now stood pressed to her back. He slid aside a bit, and a lubricated finger teased her ass where his tongue had just been. He slipped the tip in, and her muscles clamped around it.

“Easy now,” he whispered against her ear. “We’re going slow.”

He held his finger there, and the hard ring of muscle relaxed, allowing him to slide it deeper. “That’s it.”

The butt plug had been good, but the movement of his finger felt even better, the inside of her ass so wonderfully sensitive.

When he could pump the finger in and out, he squirted more lube and worked a second finger into her. “I love how you got your ass all ready for me. It’s going to feel so good to put my cock in there, isn’t it?”

She could only whimper and nod, too lost in pleasure to speak.

He continued, working his fingers in and out of her as she hung transfixed by his touch.

When he finally withdrew, she moaned at the loss.

Yet Michael soon stepped around the side, letting her see the condom sheathing him. He squirted lube into his hand and worked it over his erection until it glistened. Then he disappeared behind her.

Even after the butt plug, even after his fingers, the head of his cock felt huge as it pushed against her puckered hole. Her muscles tensed.

Anthony leaned forward, his mouth moving over her folds to come to her clit. He licked and sucked and soon had her tingling with pleasure all over again, so her muscles released.

Michael’s cock slid forward, the first press a burn that had her gasping even as he groaned. Then he popped forward, the wide head finally past the first ring of muscle. He held still for a moment, his face pressed to the side of her head as he panted. “You’re so fucking tight.”

Anthony grinned up at her and kept licking.

In a few moments, Michael starting moving again, sliding deeper. Anthony’s attention to her clit added a layer of pleasure to the burn, and by the time Michael was fully seated, her body had warmed to the intrusion. He slid in and out, and she gasped, the burn turning to pleasure.

When she let out a happy moan, Anthony stood and rolled a condom over his huge erection. Her eyes widened. She already felt full to bursting. How the hell was that going to fit?

Although she was plenty wet, he still smeared himself with lube. Then he stepped between her splayed thighs. He nodded to Michael. The man behind her buried himself deep and held still.

With one hand holding her hip, Anthony used the other to guide his head to her pus. She finally understood the choice of the simple swing: its lack of bulk let the three of them get close enough for this.

Michael reached around to cup her breasts, his fingers teasing over her nipples. Anthony pushed forward, stretching her wide, and she groaned. He was so big! The pressure was both amazing and too much. Her body writhed, but she had no leverage, trapped between the two of them, her feet lifted off the floor.

Once he had enough of his cock inside to be steady, his hand slid back to thumb her clit, and the jolt of pleasure washed over her. Anthony rocked deeper into her, while Michael continued to hold steady. It took long moments, but the larger man finally pushed all the way in, and the three of them hung there for an extended moment.

Lena felt split wide, filled as she’d never been before. It was scary and intense and glorious.

The rustle of clothing jerked her gaze to the restless crowd, all devouring her with their eyes, and her lust spiraled even higher.

Then the men began to move.

Michael slid out and into her sensitive ass, then Anthony’s huge cock pumped into her pus, then Michael, then Anthony. They set up a steady rhythm so she was constantly filled, her body rocked between the two of them. Her world shrank to the feel of skin on skin, the salt of sweat, and the smell of the men surrounding her. She could barely register the audience watching as the combined tingling of her pus and her ass began to feed off of each other into an overwhelming whole.

Michael moaned, Anthony grunted, and she gasped as they slowly sped up.

Full, so full!

“God, you feel so good,” Michael whispered.

“Amazing,” Anthony added.

And his thumb returned to her clit as they sped up once more.

Her head fell to the side as the sensations overwhelmed her, and the people watching caught her attention. So many people, so many eyes!

Anthony plunged forward, hitting her deep inside, and Michael followed suit, his hips snapping forward. Fuller than ever, she broke apart around their cocks, her muscles spasming as delight exploded outward to fill her entire world. Caught between the two of them, she could only gasp in a silent scream, her toes pointed as her head fell back and she gave herself over to pure sensation.

+++

Things afterward were a bit of a daze. Lena felt drugged by pleasure, her body gone languid and heavy.

Her feet touched the ground as the entire club filled with the sound of fingers rubbing in applause. Multiple hands eased the straps from her body and held her upright. A robe wrapped her in silky softness before Anthony scooped her off her feet and carried her into the private room at the back.

When she eventually became fully aware, she sat on a black leather couch in a richly appointed executive office lit softly by a single lamp.

Anthony smiled from where he lounged beside her, clad in nothing but underwear. “There she is. Welcome back.”

“Hi.” She grinned.

He kissed the back of her hand. “Thank you for a wonderful evening.”

“No, thank you,” she said, straightening and looking around. “Have you seen my clothes?”

“They’re over there.” Anthony gestured to the wooden desk. “But there’s no rush.” He picked up and shook a snifter before pouring out two drinks the bright red of a Spider Martini. After he’d handed her a glass, he raised his. “To an excellent evening.”

She drank, the cool liquid sweet and tart and amazingly refreshing.

“I was wondering…” He reached up and peeled off his mask, showing her his face for the first time. He was even more handsome without it. “Our meetings at the club have been wonderful. Would you be interested in something more?”

Delight spurted through her, and she could only ask, “What?”

“We could see where this could go.”

That was kind of vague, so she asked, “What are we talking about?”

“Making a more official arrangement to be play partners or perhaps even more. We can take it slow. Get to know each other, maybe even with our clothes on some of the time.”

She definitely wanted to be play partners. And a relationship? Intrigue raced through her. “Okay, but you’ve got to promise the clothes are only on some of the time.”

“It’s a deal.”

After he untied her mask, he studied her bare face, his eyes warm with appreciation. Anthony leaned over to kiss her, and Lena found herself squirming in her seat as his tongue stroked gloriously over hers.

Say what you will about where they were going next, one thing was certain.

No one would call her boring ever again.


DIFFERENT DESIRE

She waits breathlessly as the dominatrix adds restraint after restraint to the man’s body, her entire being quivering with blossoming want.

Desperate to find the key to her locked libido, Ivy visits an exclusive sex club. As a dominatrix parades a leashed sub in front of the audience, desire spikes hot in Ivy for the first time.

She always knew she was different, but she never imagined the pleasure to be found in restraining a man and taking what she wants.


+++

Brad grunted in Ivy’s ear and fell still, his weight pressing her down into the mattress and making her feel smothered. She fought off her reaction for prolonged moments, then shoved at his shoulder until he rolled off of her with a sleepy, “That was great, babe.”

“No it wasn’t,” she muttered. But he was already snoring, not even realizing Ivy hadn’t climaxed.

She glared at the plaster ceiling, angrier with herself than the hookup beside her. He’d been her tenth guy. A woman’s magazine article from a couple of years ago had said it might take sleeping with up to ten different men to find one who was sexually compatible. Even knowing such stories were full of shit, she’d still hoped.

This had been her last idea, and it hadn’t worked. It was time to face facts: she wasn’t wired like other people. She’d never had an orgasm with another person. If she were being honest, she’d never even gotten that turned on with a guy. Ivy could masturbate with the best of them, though she didn’t fantasize when she did so, instead focusing on her body’s sensations. She’d even tried making out with a girl to see if the problem was one of orientation, but that didn’t seem to be the answer either.

So what was?

+++

The answer still eluded her the next morning. Ivy huffed in frustration and frowned at her reflection, bracing herself to go back into the office to face the dismissive looks of her coworkers. When the bathroom door opened, she froze, praying it wasn’t Miriam and Karen. The mean girls of the office often made Ivy the brunt of their sharp tongues, and she couldn’t deal with a dose of their spite right now.

Ivy let out a relieved breath when Lena bustled into the room. The short, curvy woman was humming, and she radiated self-confidence as she adjusted the neck of her cute blouse in the mirror. How did she do it? Ivy wondered. Lena’d been meek and kind of plain up until about a month ago, when she’d changed her look. She also now radiated a confident sexuality.

Lena caught her staring and raised an eyebrow.

All the words spilled out of Ivy. “How’d you do it?” She waved a hand up and down Lena’s body. “How’d you find yourself and get so… so happy?”

Lena smirked and pulled out her cell phone. “Give me your number.”

Ivy did so. A text pinged, and she opened it to find a graphic attached. Metallic-silver text stood out against a black background, all framed by silver webbing:

One VIP Pass to Spider’s Web

New York City’s Hottest Club.

“A club?” How was a nightclub going to change her life?

Lena must have heard Ivy’s doubt, because she said, “It’s not a regular club. Cross the dance floor and find the web-decorated door on the back wall. That’ll take you to where the real action is.” Lena gave a saucy wink and walked out, her chin high and her hips swaying as her heels tapping confidently across the floor.

Yes, Ivy thought. I want that. I want to find my confident, sexual self. She read the invitation again, a spark of hope reigniting within her.

+++

Ivy tugged down the short skirt as the subway train swayed from side to side. Lena’s wink had made Ivy dress as sexily as possible, but she wasn’t used to wearing anything this short, and the fabric seemed to creep higher every time she moved.

Finally, they pulled into Roosevelt Avenue station.

A surge of people carried her out onto the platform and along a long hall to the endless escalator that carried her up to the unknown. Anxiety churned in her stomach. What if she failed at this as she’d failed so many times in the past? What if she still couldn’t figure out the key to the lock of her sexuality?

She pressed forward, stepping out into the bright New York City night filled with all the light and sound of a busy street.

Ivy pulled out her phone. The map showed the club was a couple of blocks north, so she headed in that direction. Two women walked right in front of her dressed in the high-fashion gauzy dresses with panes of transparency. Flashes of skin showed every time they moved, and the man walking right behind them certainly seemed to enjoy the view.

Ivy ran a hand over her own black dress. It was one of those body-conscious banded dresses that had been all the rage the last time she’d bothered to go shopping, but it was clearly not what was currently popular. Her stomach churned again.

Her heels tapped along the sidewalk in a nervous tattoo. At least her shoes were good. The bright-red stiletto heels always made her feel sexy.

The street was lined with restaurants, various businesses closed for the day, and even a regular night club or two, but nothing that screamed sex club. Then the women and man in front of her turned right at the corner of a garment factory. Ivy’s map had her following them into an alley where a huge man stood in front of a plain metal door.

The women were let in, but the bouncer put up a hand to stop the man. “Invitation.”

“Aw, come on, man. Give a guy a break, will ya?”

The bouncer’s eyes narrowed, and he looked the man up and down before shaking his head. When the man tried to push past him, the bouncer put one meaty hand on his shoulder, spun him around, and propelled him back down the alley with a push that sent the man stumbling.

Ivy took a quick step backward to get out of the way, her heart thundering in her chest, even though the bouncer had been careful not to send the man anywhere near her.

After taking a few deep breaths, she pulled up the invitation on her phone, but her hand still trembled a little as she held it out.

The huge man smiled and held the door open for her.

A set of metal stairs descended in front of her, and the deep pulse of bass thrummed through the air. Ivy crept down, one hand gripping the rail. What would she find?

Electronic music washed over her as she opened the door at the bottom and stepped into the club. The lights flashed all around her, strobing and bright. They pulled her eyes to the ceiling, where a huge silver web draped across the expanse, crisscrossing high overhead. A long bar ran lined one wall, staffed with numerous bartenders. But most of the space was taken up by the dance floor filled with a writhing mass of bodies.

She had to work her way through the knot of people before she could see the doorway on the far side of the room with a web painted on it. Two more bouncers stood in front of it, turning away person after person. Would she make it through? Hopefully. She didn’t think Lena would have misled her.

And indeed the other woman hadn’t. Ivy showed her VIP Invitation and was waved into a tiny chamber with a door opposite. The first door closed, shutting out most of the noise of the club until all that came through was the thump of bass. She opened the other door to be greeted by a bouncer.

“Do you have a mask?” he asked.

“No.” She needed a mask? Why hadn’t Lena said?

The question was answered when he handed her a black domino. “You can keep your phone, but there are no photos or videos allowed inside the Web.”

“Okay.” She tied the satin ribbons behind her head, and he waved her through.

Ivy walked out into a completely different kind of club.

Soft music played unobtrusively in the background, and hanging globes lit the room in an even golden glow that made it easy to see everything. A subsection of the young and beautiful milled around the main space. Everyone wore masks, and most people had clearly brought their own since they were decorated with feathers and gems and bright colors.

Three sections made up the main space, separated by gauzy, semi-transparent draperies. The left side of the room had little cubicles with small beds inside. Ivy’s gaze skittered over the kissing couple who’d left their door open. As per usual, seeing them did nothing for her.

A bar stood to the right, so she wandered over to take a look at the menu.

The bartender, a pretty woman with platinum hair spiked straight up, said, “What would you like?”

“I don’t know. Suggestions?”

“The Spider Martini’s pretty good.”

Ivy nodded.

“I haven’t seen you here before.” The bartender went to work, mixing various liquors to make a red cocktail.

“It’s my first time.”

“First drink’s on the house.” The bartender slid the glass across the highly polished wooden surface of the bar.

“Thanks.” Ivy took a cautious sip, surprising by the tangy mix of bitter and sweet. “It’s good!”

The other woman smiled.

A murmur swept through the crowd, and Ivy turned. A man and woman pulled back the curtains of the area on the right. They shrugged out of their robes to stand naked, and the man helped the woman into the straps of a sling. Ivy took a step forward, the sight of the thick black webbing digging into the woman’s pale thighs speaking to something within her.

Then the woman flipped herself upside down. While Ivy appreciated the athleticism of the move, the sixty-nine the couple started did nothing for her. Her gaze wandered, and she headed back to the bar for another drink.

“Everything okay?” the bartender asked as she mixed and shook.

Ivy gave an embarrassed shrug. “Not my thing.”

“That’s cool. There are different kinds of acts. Hopefully you’ll like something.”

“Hopefully.” The bartender how no idea how important her words were, how desperate Ivy felt to find something here tonight. Ivy took another swig of alcohol, trying to dampen the nervous feeling crawling through her body.

+++

When the oral-sex act finished, the audience rubbed their fingers together in a susurrus of sound then broke up into clumps. A few couples and one threesome retreated to the cubicles. The rest of the people descended on the bar.

Ivy moved away from the crowd and stood in the center of the room, which was quiet and calm. Please, let the next act be it, she thought. Please.

Her position gave her an excellent view of the central space. As soon as a woman pulled back the curtain, Ivy was transfixed.

The woman was tall and made even taller by the spiky stiletto heels of her boots. She wore skin-tight red vinyl from toes to the top of her neck, leaving only her pale hands and face bare. She’d pulled her long blonde hair up into a high braided ponytail.

And if all of that weren’t arresting enough, the woman disappeared behind a back curtain only to emerge leading a man on a leash.

Ivy’s breath caught in her throat.

Black leather straps crisscrossed his body, standing out in stark contrast against his light skin. Metal studs dotted the thick leather collar around his neck, and a large D-ring attached to the leash. He crawled on all fours, the eyes behind his mask lowered.

The dominatrix tugged at the leash, and he rose to his feet. The network of straps crossing his body did little to hide his nudity, but a small black loincloth covered his groin.

Ivy’s eyes drank him in, tracing along the edges of his costume’s straps. They bit into his skin, and something about the sight attracted her to another human for the first time in her life. What is this? she wondered.

A huge X dominated the center of the space, and the dominatrix attached cuffs to the man’s wrists and ankles to secure him in place. With the flick of a riding crop, his loincloth fluttered to the floor, exposing his erection.

People pressed close all around Ivy, and when a couple of women tried to step in front of her, she shouldered around them to maintain her clear sightline.

People murmured and joked, and she opened her mouth, ready to tell them to shut up. Then she snapped it closed. What was this? This wasn’t like her.

Fortunately everyone quieted when the dominatrix stood facing the crowd, her lips pressed into a thin line. With a sharp nod, the commanding woman walked over to open the tall cabinet standing to one side. Whips and dildos and things Ivy didn’t know the name of hung inside on pegs or filled shelves. After grabbing a whip, the dominatrix whirled to face the bound man.

He whimpered, straining against his bonds to get closer to his mistress. “Please.”

The dominatrix froze, her arm held high in the air. “Did I say you could speak?”

“No, Madame X.” He hung his head then looked up at the woman with beseeching eyes.

“Maybe you don’t deserve to be punished.” She lowered the whip.

He opened his lips, but caught himself before he could slip up again. His mouth continued to move as if he barely fought the desire to speak, but no sound emerged.

“Good.” The dominatrix raised the whip, her arm slicing down in a clean arc of such perfection Ivy held her breath.

The leather snapped a couple of inches from the man without touching him. He tugged at his bonds, trying to get closer.

After a few more teasing snaps, the whip touched his thighs, and he cried out, his cock bobbing with excitement.

“Quiet!” Another lash, another cry.

Warmth tingled in Ivy’s core, and she shifted from one foot to the other.

Madame X let her arm fall still then strode over to the cabinet, the click of her stiletto heels loud on the concrete. She returned with a ball gag.

An eager expression crossed the man’s face, and he opened his mouth wide to allow her to position the gag without any resistance. He wanted it, Ivy thought. He wanted the dominatrix to gag him, to control his voice. A jolt of lust shot through Ivy.

Instead of the whip, the dominatrix now held a flogger with numerous foot-long flails and a riding crop. She teased the black leather flails of the flogger over his chest with her left hand then used her right to strike his thigh with the riding crop.

Smack!

The man grunted, his cock jerking with excitement.

The same excitement filled Ivy. Seeing his pain and pleasure completely controlled by the woman, hearing the impact of leather on flesh, made her want to squirm. Her clit gave an insistent throb.

Madame X returned to the cabinet to scoop up a set of clamps, which she attached to the man’s nipples. He squirmed as she kept going, adding clamps to his earlobes and bottom lip. Crouching, she snapped a pair of circular rings around his balls without touching his cock. His erection bobbed up and down when the dominatrix held up a blindfold, and he bent his neck so she could secure it in place.

The tall woman lashed across his whole body with the flogger, light strikes that had him straining forward, his eager grunts begging for more. Her aim was precise, never touching his cock.

Ivy shifted to the side to get a better look, biting at her lower lip, her breath coming fast.

Switching hands, Madame X tapped a nipple clamp with the head of the riding crop, making him jerk. Then she struck his stomach.

Smack!

Ivy balled her hands into fists to keep from reaching out.

Smack! Smack!

The man panted around the gag, a sheen of sweat breaking out across his body. The dominatrix tapped at the ball clamp, and he made a high noise, his cock jerking.

The strikes kept up, alternating between harder hits with the riding crop and softer teases with the flogger. Welts darkened to red, adding a counterpoint to the black straps crossing his pale skin.

The sight made Ivy’s heart race, and she squeezed her thighs together, trying to offer some sensation to her suddenly greedy clit.

Madame X struck the man again and again, playing with sensation as she alternated between harder and lighter, with taps of various clamps interspersed for even more sensation.

Ivy’s breathing now matched the man’s as he panted, desperate for release. When he thrashed against his bonds, the sight of his bound wrists and ankles sent a bolt of desire racing through her. She squirmed, the tingling of her clit a delicious torture.

When the other woman reached out and removed a nipple clamp, he squealed, writhing against his bonds. Did that hurt even more than putting them on? Ivy wondered, fascinated.

When the second nipple clamp came off, the man thrashed, precum gleaming on the head of his cock. A jolt of lust shot through Ivy, making her gasp. She’d never felt anything like this before!

The dominatrix used the flogger constantly now, the soft whacks a counterpoint to pain of removing the ear and lip clamps. Then she stepped to the side and ran the riding crop up the man’s inner thigh, tapped the ball clamp, and feathered the leather head the length of his cock.

He grunted, his hips snapping forward as semen shot outward in an arc.

The crowd rubbed their fingers together in that quiet form of applause, and Madame X nodded coolly, accepting her due praise. But Ivy’s hands were trembling too much to make much noise. She stood transfixed, her eyes tracing over the man’s skin, lingering on the restraints until a man rushed in from the back and closed the curtain, cutting the area off from view.

Ivy snapped back into her body, her horny, hungry body.

A few couples and one threesome had already drifted across the room to take most of the cubicles, but one stood empty. Ivy trotted forward, shouldering through the crowd. She’d bust if she didn’t touch herself!

Closing the door, she dropped onto the wide padded vinyl-covered bench and yanked her skirt up. Her hands dove into her underwear, and she jammed two fingers into her puss as the other hand teased at her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her.

Behind closed eyes, pale flesh crisscrossed and constrained by black filled her vision.

Electricity, sharp and strong, flashed along her nerves. Ivy’s back arched up off the bench, and she groaned as her puss clamped around her fingers in spasms of delight.

+++

Ivy lay panting for long moments, slowly recovering from her orgasm. It was the first time she’d ever fantasized about another human being, and it had been wonderful… and far more powerful than anything she usually felt from masturbating.

When she finally gathered herself, she cleaned up with the wipes provided and straightened her clothes. Upon leaving the cubicle, she walked to the bar.

The bartender smiled. “What’ll it be?”

“Uh…” How to ask this? Heat burned her cheeks, and Ivy hesitated. If you waste this chance, you’ll regret it, she snapped at herself. “I’d like to speak with Madame X.”

“I’ll ask. Hold on.” The bartender disappeared into the back only to return a few moments later. “She’ll be out in a minute if you want to wait over there.” The bartender pointed back over to the curtained area where the act had been.

“Thanks.”

“No problem. Glad you found something you liked.” She had no idea just how true her words were.

Ivy walked over to stand by the curtain, her hands twisting knots around one another. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she muttered under her breath. She took a half step away, then the gauzy material fluttered, and Madame X stood in front of her.

“You’re the one who wanted to see me?” The note of command still filled the dominatrix’s voice.

Ivy nodded.

The other woman’s eyes tracked over Ivy, missing nothing. “I’m glad you enjoyed the show, but I’m not taking on any new subs at this time.” Madame X spun around and walked away.

No! She couldn’t leave! “I don’t want to be a sub!” Ivy called out.

The other woman turned, one eyebrow raised. “Then what do you want?”

Anxiety tied her stomach into knots, but Ivy lifted her chin and said the bravest thing that had ever passed her lips: “I want to be you.”

+++

The cool night air caressed her burning cheeks, and the various noises of a busy city formed a wall of white noise around her. What had she done? Ivy’s steps were slow, her mind elsewhere as she made her way back down the street to the subway station. Passing under a streetlight, she took another look at the card in her hand. Bright red, it had “Madame X” printed in bold black letters on one side and an address on the other.

An address Ivy had an appointment at come Saturday.

She still couldn’t believe it.

The dominatrix hadn’t laughed in her face at least.

Her body still tingled from the force of her orgasm, and the man’s gasps and grunts still filled her ears. Ivy continued walking, passing the same shops and restaurants as a couple of hours before.

Only she felt like a completely different woman.

+++

Brad’s handsome face broke into a wide grin as he opened his apartment door. A good few inches taller than her, he had the lean, well-defined build of an athlete who focused on speed over strength. With pouty lips, dreamy eyes, and a thick mass of dark curls framing a lightly tanned face, he resembled a debauched angel, a look that had drawn her to him in the first place.

“Hey, babe. This is a surprise.” His eyes roamed up and down her body. “You’re looking hot. I love the shoes.”

She slapped a hand to his chest and pushed him back into the living room, kicking out with one of her bright-red pumps to slam the door behind her. “Shut up.”

His eyes widened as his mouth dropped open, but she mashed her lips to his, licking hungrily. He moaned and kissed her, tasting faintly of beer. When he raised his arms to try to wrap them around her waist, she pushed them down, holding his wrists to his sides.

Ivy didn’t want to be restrained in any way. She wanted to do the restraining.

When he tried to pull back as if to protest, she pressed forward, plastering her body to his front and nipping at his lips. He lost himself in the kiss again, his tongue tangling with hers until fire shot through her.

They finally broke apart, panting.

“What’s got into you?” he asked.

“I’m in the mood,” she answered, saying it honestly for the first time in her life. “Are you willing to play?” She ran a hand down the front of his t-shirt to tug at the waistband of his already tented boxers.

He nodded.

Ivy grinned. “Good. This time we’re going to do things my way.”

She strode past him and into the bedroom. Brad had one of those masculine bedsteads made of metal with lots of straight lines and sharp right angles. It was perfect.

She ransacked his closet, pulling out his collection of silk ties. He worked in finance, and had spent their entire first meeting at a bar regaling her with stories of his success. It was high time she put that power wardrobe to work… for her.

When she spun around to face him, she said, “Strip and get on the bed.”

He hurried to comply, raising the t-shirt over his head to expose his flat stomach, ridged with defined muscle. He had to pull the waistband of his boxers forward to get them over his erection. When he straightened to stand naked, his cock bobbed, hard and eager, giving the lie to the bemused expression on his face.

Once his back hit the sheets, Ivy moved forward, snagging one of his hands and pulling it out and up toward the bed frame. Dropping her clutch and most of the ties onto the mattress, she took one of the lengths of silk and wound it around his wrist, tying it firmly to the metal.

She worked her way around the bed, securing first one ankle, then the next. When she made it to his final free hand, Brad said, “Okay, wait a minute. What are you going to do?”

Ivy met his eyes. “Sex, Brad. I’m going to have sex with you, but on my terms.” She gestured to his erection. “Are you okay with that?”

He licked his lips then nodded.

The silk slid over his skin, dark against light, and lust shot through her. She tied the final knot and stepped back, taking him in in all his bound glory.

Her breath caught in her throat as desire hit her. He was completely under her control.

Ivy slid her hands under her skirt, dragging her black lacey panties down her thighs in a slow tease that had his eyes riveted.

Once she’d stepped out of them, she put a foot on the bed, her bright-red heel dimpling the mattress. The skirt rode high, flashing him. Brad licked his lips again, giving her an idea.

She kept the rest of her clothes on, enjoying the power play of being almost fully clothed while he was naked.

Climbing onto the bed, she made her way up his body until she straddled the top of his chest, her knees pressing into his armpits. Grabbing hold of the headboard, she ruched her skirt up and leaned her hips forward until she hovered over his mouth: time to finally put it to good use.

“Lick me.”

He tongue lapped tentatively at her lips without even touching her clit.

Ivy glared down at him. “Lick me,” she snapped.

Her commanding tone galvanized him. Brad’s head lifted from the bed, straining forward as he flicked his tongue over her sensitive nub. Pleasure flashed through her.

“Yes,” she hissed. Reaching down, she buried a hand in his thick hair, holding him to her. Ivy undulated, riding his face. His mouth worked at her, licking and sucking with ever greater enthusiasm until her entire core tingled with incipient orgasm.

Yet she wanted more.

Shoving his head away, she rose up onto her knees and climbed down his body. Brad’s lips and chin were shiny, coated with her juices. He’d never looked better.

Ivy pulled a condom from her clutch and rolled it down his firm length. His hips jerked at her touch, and she gave a little teasing squeeze. She could walk away right now and leave him completely unsatisfied. The power of it made her breath catch in her throat.

But not tonight. No, tonight, she was going to use him for her own pleasure as he’d used her the previous evening.

Ivy pulled her skirt up over her hips and spread her legs wide. Holding the base of his cock, she lowered herself slowly onto his head, enjoying the stretch of penetration for the first time ever.

Brad groaned. Ivy’s gaze shot to his face to see a look of ecstasy. Hell, no. She squeezed the base of his cock. When his eyes met hers, she said, “You don’t come until I do. Understand?” Another hard squeeze.

He nodded.

She eased lower, delighting in being able to control the speed for once, able to savor every inch. When their bodies touched, she paused, loving the sensation of his hard cock buried deep.

Then she began to ride. Ivy rose and fell on his cock, changing the angle every few moments to find exactly the one that felt best. Soon the ridge of his head scraped over her g-spot with every withdrawal. Brad raised his hips from the bed, spoiling her newfound position, and she slapped a hand to his chest. “Hold still.”

His butt fell back onto the mattress, the tendons in his neck standing out in sharp relief as he strained to do her bidding.

Faster and faster, she plunged her body down onto his until they slapped together with the meaty sound of flesh on flesh. Brad’s mouth gaped open as he gasped for air. Ivy reached out and shoved her fingers into his mouth, coating them in wetness. Then she reached down to feather them over her clit, setting it buzzing.

Pleasure, a molten tingle of delight, spiraled from her core, growing ever greater. Her heart thundered, and she panted, licking salt and sweat from her lips.

Brad thrashed on the bed, his arms pulling at the ties binding his wrists until the bedstead creaked in metallic protest. But he didn’t get free.

The sight of him restrained did it. Pure sensation burned along her nerves, setting them on fire, and Ivy came, her body arching as her head fell back in a scream.

Brad cried out, joining her, his hips lifting to slam into her once, then again.

+++

The next morning at work, Ivy added a new layer of red to her lips and blew a kiss at her reflection. She chuckled, remembering Brad’s consternation when she’d had to cut him out of the ties. All of his writhing had pulled the knots too tight to undo any other way. Yet the power of his climax had far overshadowed any of his protests about the loss of clothing, and he’d already been talking about finding better restraints for next time.

If she decided to see him again, that is.

The bathroom door opened, and Lena walked in. “You’re looking good.”

Ivy grinned, the satisfaction of last night’s orgasm still humming through her body, the first she’d ever had with another person and the strongest of her life. “I’m feeling good.”

“So you like Spider’s Web?”

“Let’s just say I found one of the acts very interesting.”

Lena nodded.

Ivy dropped the joking tone and caught the other woman’s eye. “Thank you.” The Ivy of a few days ago would have babbled on, trying to explain the transformation she’d undergone. New Ivy left it at that.

She walked back out into the office, her stride confident, and eyes that had skipped over her in the past now followed her every move.

She ignored them, no longer needing their approval.

Ivy might be different, but she finally knew who she truly was.


DOMINANT DESIRE

He stands bound before her, his bare skin begging for a spanking. Her body tingles with anticipation as she raises her hand.

Inspired by a kinky sex-club act, Ivy restrained a man and used him as she desired. It was her very first taste of partnered sexual pleasure. Now it’s time to gorge.

With lessons from a dominatrix, Ivy builds her budding Domme confidence by practicing on an experienced sub. But is she ready to take control of a steamy scenario of her own? Ivy’s about to find out when she seduces a gorgeous stranger.

She thought she knew how hot it would be to spank a man. She had no idea.


+++

Nerves ate at Ivy’s stomach as she rode the subway across the city. She had her first lesson with the dominatrix Madame X and had no idea what she’d be expected to do.

It doesn’t matter, she thought. Whatever it is, it’s worth it.

Seeing Madame X’s act at the sex club had changed Ivy’s life. She’d hurried off to her latest hook up, tied him to the bed, and rode him to the first orgasm she’d ever had with another person. Her thighs squeezed together just thinking about it.

She wanted more.

The subway train lurched to a stop, and the doors opened with a hiss. Ivy hurried out, pressed along by the crowd. If only they knew, she thought. I like tying men up!

She laughed, imagining the look of shock on the face of the little old woman in front of her. Though who knew? Maybe she’d been a bad bitch back in her day.

Traffic and honking and yells assaulted her along with the smell of hotdogs from a cart as she exited the station and made her way along the sidewalk. It was a sunny Spring Saturday in New York City, and everyone was outside taking advantage of it.

Ivy made her way to the address printed on the back of Madame X’s card. She wasn’t sure what she expected when she rang the buzzer to be let in, but it wasn’t this.

Weren’t dungeons supposed to be dark and underground? Instead, she stood in a loft made bright by multiple sky lights with a ceiling soaring far overhead, giving a feel of spaciousness.

If it weren’t for the large X and various other pieces of odd-shaped furniture along the back wall, she might have thought she was in the wrong place. If she ignored the range of whips and floggers and riding crops displayed on that same wall that is.

Madame X walked toward the area with the strange furniture. She wore tailored black trousers, a white sleeveless silk blouse, and black pumps. The dominatrix didn’t look that different from a high-powered business woman. She whirled around and ran a critical eye over Ivy. “If you want to be a Domme, you’re going to need to do something about your wardrobe. You don’t have to wear PVC or leather if you don’t want to, but you do need to project a certain image, one of control and confidence.”

Ivy looked down at her ruffled skirt and billowing blouse with a grimace. She hadn’t even started yet and she was already making mistakes.

“What shoe size are you?” the dominatrix asked.

“A seven.”

The other woman opened a small cupboard and rummaged around inside. She pulled out a bright red pair of pumps with silver heel spikes. “Take these. They’re too small for me, and someone might as well get some use out of them.”

Ivy eyed the shoes. She wasn’t the best with tall, stiletto heels.

“Take them,” Madame X snapped.

Ivy’s hands jerked forward.

The dominatrix smiled. “And that’s your second lesson of the day. You need to learn how to use your voice as a tool of command. Now put on the shoes.”

Ivy leaned over to slip off her ballet flats. The red pumps were snug, but not too bad, and when she stood up, the high heels forced her to stand straight to maintain her balance.

“See, they’re already doing good things for your posture.” Madame X pointed to a mirror. “Take a look.”

Ivy stepped forward, and the sound of the heel striking the hardwood floor galvanized something inside her. She felt sexy in these shoes, in control. By the time she’d crossed to the mirror, her head was high and her back was straight. She looked… she looked different, powerful.

Madame X came to stand just behind her, catching the eyes of her reflection. “There now. Keep tapping into that feeling.”

Ivy nodded, taking one last look at the new woman in the mirror before following Madame X over to the wall of spanking equipment.

+++

After a couple of weeks, Ivy had become fairly good with a short flogger and riding crop, each far easier than the long whip. When she asked the dominatrix about it, the answer surprised her.

Madame X lashed at the air with her whip, making the sharp snap. “There’s nothing else quite like a whip. The effect it has on a sub can’t be matched by anything else. And it puts on a great show if you’re working in front of an audience.” She snapped it again. “But most of that is psychological. It’s less practical to use than crops or canes or floggers. You need a lot of room and a great deal of control or you risk doing too much damage to your sub. Which is why you’re not going to use it today on Henry.”

“Henry?” Ivy would get to work with a person? She sucked in an excited breath. She’d been practicing on dummies until now.

The door to the loft opened, and Ivy spun around, moving confidently now in the red high heels.

A man walked in, the man, the one from the sex club. He was even more handsome without the mask, his cheekbones high and his dark eyebrows framing gorgeous green eyes. He wore jeans and a tight t-shirt. It showed off his nice build, but Ivy couldn’t help remembering the way he’d looked in his fetish gear with the black bands cutting across his pale skin.

Desire shot through her.

“Henry’s agreed to help you with the next parts of your training. He’d my best sub, and he knows how to suggest what he wants. Don’t you, Henry?” Madame X shot him a wry smile.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Henry’s going to go and get ready.” The other woman waved him to the curtain covering the back corner of the room, and he trotted off.

“Now, remember what I told you,” Madame X said. “It’s not about pain as much as it is control. Run through some of the things I did in my show if you get stuck. His safe word is ‘hippo.’ If you hear that, stop what you’re doing immediately and release him from all restraints.”

Ivy nodded.

Madame X strode for the door.

Ivy blurted, “You’re leaving?”

The dominatrix simply waved a hand over her shoulder and kept going.

She lifted her chin and squared her shoulders. I can do this, she thought. Ivy ran a hand down the sleek black pencil skirt that hugged her thighs. She’d slowly been building up a new wardrobe, one of strong lines and bold solid colors all anchored around core pieces in black. Simply wearing the new clothes made her feel more confident.

Henry emerged from behind the curtain, wearing nothing but the black-leather straps. Even the loincloth was gone, and he was already erect.

Desire shot through her.

He walked toward her, eyes lowered.

Ivy cleared her throat, still too nervous to trust her voice. When he glanced up, she pointed to the floor. Madame X hadn’t let him walk during the show, so neither would Ivy.

Henry dropped to all fours and crawled toward her. He stopped at her feet.

She bypassed the St. Andrew’s Cross, which is what she now knew the large X was called, and went to one of the larger frames anchored to the wall. A beam ran overhead with leather cuffs hanging from it, and it offered her the ability to walk fully around him so she could strike either his back or front. The vertical beams also had ankle cuffs chained to them to spread his legs.

“Stand and get in position.”

Henry hurried to comply.

Ivy bound one of his wrists, his skin warm to the touch. As she crossed in front of him to bind the other, his cock bobbed, and he gave a little gasp. Henry’s eyes followed her every movement, adding a layer of sensuality and awareness to them. Her puss clenched, and the unusual reaction startled her so much she almost dropped the ankle cuff.

Her new sexuality felt delicious.

As she stood in front of a restrained Henry, knowing he was fully under her control, her heart sped. His pale skin gleamed, outlining the black leather straps and making his bound state amazingly obvious.

She couldn’t gag him since he needed to be able to say the safe word, and she didn’t want to blindfold him either. Ivy liked the hot way his eyes watched her.

She walked along the wall, trailing her hand across the various spanking tools. What to use? Her fingers brushed along the riding crop, and she hefted it, liking the feel of the grip. Then she grabbed a flogger with a multitude of black leather flails a foot long.

Henry’s eyes watched her hungrily as she stalked back toward him, letting the high heels of her shoes put an extra swing in her hips. She reached out with the flogger, dangling the flails across his skin.

With a snap of her wrist, she struck the bare skin of his stomach, making him hiss. Fascinated by his reaction, she hit each of his thighs, lust spiking through her as the leather licked across his skin.

Ivy switched so her dominant hand held the riding crop. She swished it through the air a few times, enjoying the sound it made. Then she laid it across his thigh.

Smack!

He cried out.

Smack! Smack!

Henry panted, his erection jerking.

She ran the flails of the flogger over his cock, and his hips snapped forward. Her puss clenched, and wetness soaked her underwear.

Ivy circled him. Henry’s bare butt cheeks were two globes of perfect muscle. She longed to mark them.

The riding crop flashed through the air.

Smack!

He groaned, and a faint line pinked the pale skin. Her heart sped up.

Smack!

The impact traveled up her arm, satisfyingly solid. Another pink mark.

Ivy’s arm rose and fell, the riding crop hitting a variety of locations on the meaty part of his buttocks. By the time she finished, they were both panting heavily. His ass was a lovely red, and she ran her hand over it, enjoying the feel of the heat radiating from his skin.

Henry whimpered.

Ivy walked back around to find his cock swollen, the purpled head weeping precum. She trailed the flogger’s flails over him, and he cried out, his hips snapping forward as he shot an arc of semen straight ahead.

After setting aside the crop and flogger, she released his ankles, then his wrists.

Lust coiled through her, humming under her skin. She supposed she should wait for him to change and leave so that she could do something about it.

But Henry dropped to his knees in front of her. “Please.” He reached out to touch her feet. “Please let me serve you.”

Ivy wavered. Madame X hadn’t said anything against it, and a lot of lessons centered on making the Domme happy.

“You may touch me,” she said, keeping her tone commanding.

Shivers raced through her as he looked up with adoring eyes. His mouth was hot and wet as he kissed the tops of her feet, and his tongue slid across her skin in the most delightful way as he licked his way up her bare leg. The short skirt had been a good idea.

Henry paused when he reached the edge of black fabric blocking his way.

“Proceed,” she said.

His fingers pushed her skirt up, his lips continuing to tease. Tingles washed through her. She’d never done this before, never wanted to. Yet having a man on his knees, seeing to her pleasure was amazing.

When his fingers traced over her clit through her underwear, Ivy reached out and grabbed hold of the frame as her knees went weak. She needed to find a better place to do this so as to maintain more of a sense of control.

After nudging him away with her knee, Ivy walked over to one of the benches and perched on its edge. Henry waited where she’d left him, and she pointed to the floor in front of her. “Come here.”

He crawled to her, his eyes locked onto the place where her thighs disappeared under her skirt. Her heart raced as she took in the way he kneeled before her. This. This is what she wanted.

“Proceed.”

She let him push the skirt up. He hooked his fingers in the waist of her underwear and pulled them slowly from her body. Once he’d removed them from her feet, he crumpled the black lace into a ball and held them to his nose. Breathing deeply, he moaned.

Lust shot through Ivy, and she had to fight to keep her expression composed.

She spread her legs as he leaned forward, watching as his mouth worked its way up her inner thigh. His tongue flickered over her clit, and she gasped as electricity shot through her. It was exquisite!

Ivy dug her hand into his thick hair and held him to her. The black straps crisscrossed his back, digging into his smooth pale skin in a delightful memory of restraint. His ass rose in the air, the red of it further exciting her. She’d done that, she’d tied him up and spanked him, and he’d loved it.

Henry licked and sucked and worked at her sensitive bundle of nerves as desire coiled tighter and tighter in her core. Then it broke over her. Pleasure, hot and bright, ran lighting along her nerves, making her mouth fall open on a silent scream. She gasped, her head thrown back, the hand clutching his hair the only thing that kept her upright.

Aftershocks shivered through her as he fluttered the flat of his tongue over her. When they grew to be too much, she pushed him away and stood, smoothing her skirt back down over her thighs.

Henry watched her with those gorgeous green eyes. “Did I please you, mistress?”

Ivy refused to tell him he’d just given her the very first orgasm she’d ever received from oral sex… and one of the strongest of her life. It wasn’t his place to know such a truth about her. It would shift the balance of power too much.

Instead she ran a hand through his thick hair and said, “Yes.” He squirmed with delight and pressed more kisses to the tops of her feet.

I need to get my own Henry, she thought.

+++

The sex club seemed the perfect place to look for a man to fit her needs, so Ivy asked Madame X when her next show was scheduled so Ivy could attend.

When the evening rolled around, Ivy slid into her new black dress. Unornamented, its buttery leather hugged her body, stopping above mid thigh. She slipped on her killer red heels and added lipstick to match. Posing in front of the mirror, she turned from side to side. She looked good, and more importantly, she felt sexy.

Men on the train shot her admiring glances. She’d never gotten this kind of attention before and reveled in it. After leaving the subway station, Ivy strode down the sidewalk, her steps so much more confident than last time as she passed restaurants and bars full of people doing normal, boring things. Not her. Not anymore. She had a pass to the city’s hottest sex club, and she was going to use it.

When she turned into the alley, she showed her VIP invitation to the bouncer and was immediately waved inside. The metal steps led her down to the nightclub portion of Spider’s Web, with its heaving dance floor and pounding bass beat. Bright laser lights flickered through the dark space, highlighting the dancing crowd, and Ivy cut through the mass of people, eager to reach the hidden delights of the real club.

She had her phone ready by the time she reached the spider-web covered door at the back, and the bouncers waved her inside. The small room cut off a great deal of the noise of the nightclub, and Ivy paused to tie on her black domino mask. Pushing into the room beyond, the final bouncer reminded her no photos or videos were allowed and stepped aside.

Golden globes cast a warm glow over the open space of the sex club, which had been split into three main areas separated by gauzy curtains.

Ivy had timed her entrance perfectly. A couple was just finishing their act in one of the areas. A curvy woman was strapped into a complex sex swing, held suspended in midair. She threw her head back in ecstasy as a large, well-muscled man pounded into her. She screamed her climax, the man grunting his completion not long after, and the audience rubbed their fingers together in appreciation.

Everyone in the crowd either rushed to the bar or to the small private rooms lining the far wall for some sex of their own. Yet Ivy remained, studying the pair who’d just performed. There was something…

The man released the woman from the swing, his movements gentle. He wrapped an arm around her in support when her knees wobbled, and she looked up at him with happiness and adoration written all over her face.

A face that seemed familiar even with a fancy mask covering her eyes.

Ivy did a double take. Was that Lena? Ivy grinned. Good for her, she thought.

She worked her way to the bar and caught the eye of the pretty woman with spiked, platinum-blonde hair. “A Spider Martini.”

The bartender went to work, adding multiple liquors to a shaker and pouring the deep red cocktail into a waiting glass. The tangy drink had lingering notes of sweet and bitter, and Ivy loved it.

“Glad you came back,” the bartender said. “Must have found something you liked.”

She couldn’t know how true her words were, but Ivy said a simple, “Yes.” She toasted the bartender and turned to face the room.

The smaller crowd who had made it into the inner sanctum were dressed in their finest, which often included intricately designed masks. Ivy touched her plain domino, its severe black lines perfectly matching her dress and her new demeanor.

Ivy glanced at her phone. It was time.

She strode confidently across the floor to stop right in front of the central area. Within moments, an employee pulled back the curtain to display Madame X leading a crawling Henry on a leash. The dominatrix had dressed in her neck-to-toe red patent-leather outfit, complete with killer high-heeled boots. Henry wore a collection of black straps, which crisscrossed his fair, well-built body.

Ivy let her gaze wander over the rest of the audience as the dominatrix bound him to the St. Andrew’s Cross. Who pushed to the front? Who was alone or at least not clearly in a couple? Of the whittled-down options, who did she find attractive? A couple of men caught her eye, one blond, one dark haired.

The sound of a whip snapping through the air tore her attention back to the show.

Madame X flicked the long length of leather out a couple more times, quieting the audience and grabbing their attention. It never touched Henry, who strained forward, bound and spread eagle in giant X. His cock bobbed with each near-miss.

“Please, Mistress,” he said.

“Quiet!” Madame X snapped. “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

The next snap barely touched his thighs, but he cried out.

Madame X strode over to the cabinet at the side of the space and picked up a ball gag. Henry’s expression went hungry as soon as he saw it, and he held his mouth open eagerly to allow her to buckle it into place.

Ivy smiled, loving the way the black straps of the gag dug into his cheeks. He looked so good like that. She shifted her weight, her body restless.

Madame X returned to the cabinet to grab a riding crop and a flogger. Returning to Henry, she lashed out.

Smack! Smack!

Desire shot through Ivy.

The dominatrix teased him with the flails of the flogger, running them over his chest and thighs until his cock jerked with excitement. Then she reared back, the riding crop flashing through the air.

Smack! Smack!

Henry grunted, his hips pumping the air.

Ivy’s clit gave an answering throb, and she clenched her thighs together.

Next Madame X added nipple and ear clamps to Henry until he squirmed. She finished off by tying a blindfold around his head.

Then she really went to work. Her arms rose and fell in perfect synchronization, landing a series of sharp hits with the crop alternating with softer teases with the flogger’s flails. Every so often she tapped the head of the crop against a clamp, making Henry pant around the ball gag.

Lust burned hot in Ivy’s belly, and her heart raced. She had to stop herself from stepping closer.

Madame X kept going until Henry writhed, sweat slicking his skin. She dropped the flogger to reach out and remove the clamps one by one, each release making Henry whine as sensation flooded his system.

With one last flicker of the head of the crop along his cock, he came, his hips snapping forward as semen arced outward.

Ivy’s puss clenched with want.

+++

As the rest of the crowd melted away, heading for the bar or the small private rooms along the back wall, Ivy lingered. She hoped one of the men she’d noticed would do the same.

And indeed it worked. The dark-haired man stood only a few feet from her, his eyes still glued to the St. Andrew’s Cross.

He was tall, with nice shoulders and the leanly muscled build of someone who kept in shape without going too crazy with the weights. Exactly as she liked. Dark jeans hugged his long legs, and he wore a deep-blue dress shirt that left an enticing triangle of smooth chest bare. His long black hair framed a light-brown face. The black domino mask did little to hide the strength of his nose, nicely offset by high cheekbones and beautiful lips. He was striking.

Desire burned in her belly as she imagined that smooth light-brown skin on display before her, blushed with red by her hand.

This was it, the moment to put herself out there. A thread of doubt trickled through her, setting her stomach churning. But she’d never find anyone if she didn’t try.

She cleared her throat. Using her newly firm tone, she said, “Did you enjoy the show?”

His head turned. “I did.” He had a gorgeously smoky voice. “And you?”

She nodded. “I love watching Madame X work.” Here we go, she thought. Ivy took a breath. “And I love the lessons I’m talking at her dungeon.”

He swiveled to face her, his dark eyes intent as he searched her face. “Tell me more?”

Her heart skipped. He was interested! But she contained her excitement and said a cool, “Yes.”

He stepped closer and tilted his head toward the small, private rooms. His voice dropped, becoming even huskier. “Show me more?”

Anticipation shivered through her. “Yes.”

Ivy took the lead, heading across the main room to one of the few remaining open cubicles. The first was completely plain, so she walked to the next, which had options for restraints. Perfect.

A wide padded vinyl-covered bench took up most of the space, so by the time he shut the door, they stood close together.

He smelled of sandalwood and musk, and his pupils were so dilated when he looked at her they’d turned his brown eyes black.

Ivy set her purse on top of the small shelving unit, which held condoms, lube, and clean-up wipes. She opened it to pull out a few of the things she’d brought along. Her training with Madame X had moved her past men’s neckties. It turned out Velcro had amazing uses for tying someone up without the need for knots or complex gadgetry.

“Your name?” she said.

“Naveen. What should I call you?”

Huh. She hadn’t thought of that. She hadn’t yet earned to the right to be called Madame or Mistress, and she didn’t want to use her real name. “V,” she said. “You may call me V.”

“What do you want me to do, V?” He reached out to touch her arm.

She shrugged off his hand. “I didn’t give you permission to touch me. Now, be quiet.”

His mouth snapped shut, and he took a half step back.

“Take off your clothes.”

His fingers made quick work of his shirt buttons, and he shrugged the fabric from his shoulders, revealing a gorgeous chest and abs covered in smooth light-brown skin and cut with ridges of definition. He unbuttoned his jeans, and the sound of the zipper filled the small room. Naveen eased the heavy denim down his long legs and pushed them off, shucking his shoes and socks as well so he stood in nothing but boxers.

Well-tented boxers.

Ivy’s heart skipped. He looked huge.

She snapped her fingers. “Those too.”

He smirked, sliding off the boxers and exposing his fully erect cock. It was indeed huge.

Before they went any further, she asked, “What is your safeword?”

“Mango.”

“Hold out your hands.” She wrapped a thick fabric cuff around each wrist, Velcroing them closed. The heavy black looked so good against his skin, and her heart rate kicked up a notch.

The room had a few extras she was more than happy to take advantage of. Eyebolts protruded from the walls and the floor along the bottom of the bench, and long loops of webbing hung from the ceiling, ready to be hooked onto.

“Turn around.”

Grabbing a couple of long Velcro packing straps, she pulled Naveen’s wrist high and attached it to one of the pieces of webbing. The packing straps were rated for 500 pounds of weight and could restrain a person easily.

She repeated the binding of his other arm. Stepping back, she took him in. He stood, his arms up and wide. Good, but not great. He could still move around too much. She wanted, needed, more control.

Crouching, she added cuffs to his ankles and used more packing straps to connect them to eyebolts in the floor.

He was spread eagle now, his glorious ass just begging to be spanked.

She ran her hand over the smooth skin, making his firm muscles jump and sensitizing the area. Then she reared back.

Smack!

Ah! The tingling of her palm matched the tingling of her clit.

Smack! Smack!

Naveen groaned, his arms jerking at the restraints.

Smack!

Ivy ran her hand over his flesh, feeling the heat already built, admiring the faint pink creeping across his light-brown skin.

She crossed to his other side and used her left hand to give her right a break, wanting to draw out how much sensation she could give him.

Smack! Smack!

Vibrations ran up her arm, setting her entire body humming.

Smack! Smack!

Naveen’s hiss had her vag clenching with want.

Smack! Smack!

Ivy rubbed his ass, soothing the hot skin, and moved to switch hands again. She should get gloves, some nice leather ones that would protect her while still offering a good slap.

But she liked this, the connection of her skin on his.

Raising her right hand, she let fly.

Smack!

His hips bucked away from the strike, and he whined. He was close to his edge.

Smack!

Naveen cried out, and Ivy let her hand drop, panting a little as excitement sent adrenaline coursing through her veins. This was good. This was enough for them both. Madame X always said to learn when to stop. Besides, Ivy wasn’t finished with him yet.

Squatting, she unfastened the ankle straps, leaving the cuffs in place. Then she stood and did the same for his wrists.

“Turn and sit.”

He perched on the edge of the wide bench, wincing. Ivy suppressed a smile. He wouldn’t be forgetting his spanking anytime soon. But his cock bobbed, swollen and weeping with precum. Someone had liked it as much as she had.

“Lay back,” she said, keeping her tone brisk.

She spread his arms out, using more packing strips to attach them to eyebolts on the back wall. Then she squatted and reattached his ankle cuffs to eyebolts in the floor. Perfect.

Grabbing a condom, she stepped close and pulled the skirt of her dress high. She wore no underwear, and he craned his head up to see, his eyes fastened on her mound.

Ivy climbed onto the bench and threw a leg over his, sitting on his upper thighs and straddling him.

Naveen hissed as extra weight pressed his ass into the bench, but his cock jerked with excitement.

She rolled the condom down his length. Holding his erection in place, she hovered over him, sliding down, down. He stretched her wide with a delicious pressure. Her eyes traced the restraints holding his wrists, and pleasure shivered through her.

Leaning forward, she braced her hands on his chest and rose and fell a few times. Naveen grunted, his hips lifting, spoiling her rhythm.

“Lie still,” she snapped.

His cock jerked inside her at the command, and he complied, gritting his teeth, but keeping his ass pressed to the bed.

Ivy lifted and slammed down, chasing the added sensation she got when her clit hit his body. Tingling filled her, coiling desire hot in her belly.

“Oh, yes!” Naveen said.

“Quiet!”

Their bodies slapped together, his cock hitting deep inside. Ivy panted, her heart racing as she moved ever faster. The rich smell of sandalwood and musk filled the air as he started to sweat, and she licked salt from her lips.

Naveen panted, his arms jerking at the restraints. The sight shot a bolt of lust through her, and her puss clenched tighter around his cock.

“Yes!” he yelled.

Ivy hissed and slapped one of her hands over his mouth. The feel of his tongue teasing her skin and the sound of his muffled cries, controlled by her, set her heart racing.

She pounded their bodies together as delight built. Smacking down, she ground her clit against him, his cock going deep, filling her completely. His arms jerked against the restraints, and he cried out behind her hand.

Pleasure, hot and bright, exploded from her center to race through her body like a flash of fire. His hips snapped up, pressing them even closer together. Ivy gasped, her back arching as her puss clenched around his cock in spasms of pleasure.

+++

Ivy climbed off Naveen and reached out to release his wrists. Sliding from the bed, she cleaned up with wipes and smoothed her dress down over her thighs before crouching to release his ankles.

He pushed up to sitting, his eyes watching her.

She looked at him. Time to practice a little aftercare. Henry always knew what he wanted, but Naveen might not. “How are you feeling?” she asked.

He grinned and slid off the condom, holding up its fullness before tossing it in the trash. “Pretty damn good.”

“Do you need anything?”

He stood and turned so his still-pink ass faced her. “Rub a little of that aloe on for me?”

Pure aloe was one of the lubes offered. She squirted the cool gel into her palm and smoothed it across his firm buttocks.

He sighed. “Thanks. That feels great.”

While she packed up her cuffs and straps, he got dressed. Then Naveen cleared his throat. “So… I guess you might learn new things all the time from that dominatrix.”

“Yes.”

His eyes were hot at they searched her face. “I’d like to see you, to do this again. Or other things.” He smiled, becoming even more handsome. “Anything you want.”

“Oh, I want lots,” she said, her heart skipping.

And she could get it. She now had her very own Henry!


DOMME DESIRE

He’s spread eagle before her, bound and awaiting her touch. Lust shivers through her. She cracks the whip, the audience gasping in surprise.

All of Ivy’s training with a dominatrix has led to this: her very own show at an exclusive sex club.

But it’s a big step, one she never expected to take so soon. As an audience full of people watch her every move, Ivy needs to become the Domme she was always meant to be: Madame V.

She is power and lust and command, controlling the body of the man before her and the desires of an entire crowd.


+++

Ivy strode down the sidewalk, enjoying the bustle of New York City on a Saturday evening. The subway had been packed, and here on the surface, cars jammed the streets and a crowd of people filled the sidewalks. Various styles of music spilled from restaurants and bars blending into a complex chorus of overlapping notes. Everyone was hurrying home or out for dinner or some other mundane task.

Not me, she thought. Excitement buzzed along her nerves. I can’t believe I’m about to put on a domination show in front of an audience.

Madame X, the dominatrix Ivy had been taking lessons from for a few months, had an emergency and had asked Ivy to fill in for her at Spider’s Web. The sex club was one of the city’s most exclusive, and weekend nights always brought in a good crowd.

And this time they’ll be watching me, she thought. Knowing that put a little extra strut in her stride.

A man whistled at her in her sleek black leather mini dress and killer red heels. She ignored him, even though a part of her wanted to uncoil the leather whip hidden in her purse and snap its long length in front of his face.

Ivy smirked. She’d be using the whip soon enough. Desire filled her, making her body tingle. Ever since the first night they met at the club, Ivy and Naveen had been meeting once a week for sex. But not just any kind of sex. No, Naveen was a sub who was more than happy to let Ivy practice whatever new BDSM techniques she’d picked up from Madame X.

Between her lessons, which included practicing on Henry, an experienced sub, and all her play with Naveen, her sex life had gone from lackluster to amazing. Discovering domination had kick-started a libido she’d long thought dead. Now she couldn’t get enough and remained constantly horny.

When she got to the alley that held the entrance to Spider’s Web, she waited while the people in front of her were either let in or turned away. Two tall women in diaphanous dresses giggled as the bouncer waved them past. The man behind them protested loudly when he wasn’t allowed to follow, but the bouncer remained resolute.

Ivy showed him the VIP Pass on her phone and was let inside. The metal staircase descended before her, the thump of deep bass trickling through.

The door at the bottom opened out into the regular part of the nightclub. A huge silver spider web hung from the ceiling, and a bar lined one wall of the huge room, but most of it was taken up by the dance floor. Laser lights whirled overhead in the otherwise dark room, lighting the writhing crowd in flashes. Electronica music blared, the heavy bass beat vibrating in her chest.

Ivy cut through the dancing mass of people, headed for the door at the back of the room painted with a large spider web. Two hulking bouncers guarded this one, but again, her VIP Pass got her past without issue.

She stepped into the small room that served as a soundlock between the two parts of the club and pulled her new mask from her purse. Professionally molded to fit her face, it was a fairly plain domino mask except for the fact that it was made of bright-red leather the exact color of her shoes.

Once it was in place, she stepped through the inner door and into the heart of Spider’s Web. Numerous golden globes lit the sex club a warm glow, and the music was quiet and unobtrusive. Gauzy curtains divided the main room into three areas, each with its own set of special sex swings or furniture. A row of small private rooms stood opposite the bar where patrons could retreat for more private pursuits. Ivy had certainly made use of them.

The audience stood clustered in front of the far right area, where a man and woman were putting on a show. The woman hung completely upside down in a simple sex swing so that her head was a few feet off the ground. It was the perfect height to wrap her lips around the man’s cock. He had his face buried between her spread open legs, lapping at her clit. Their movements were well synchronized, the two of them having perfected their veritical-69 with long practice.

The act, and all regular sex, didn’t really do much for Ivy. It was one of the reasons she’d first come to the club, desperate to find something to unlock her reluctant libido.

Thank god for Madame X.

Ivy waved to the bartender, a blonde with short spiky hair, and got a welcoming smile in return. Then she ducked beneath the end of the bar and stepped through the door into the back room. She’d never been behind the scenes, but the dominatrix had told her what to do.

She made her way out of the bar’s storage area and down a hallway to stop before a door labeled Room Two. At her knock, it swung open, and there stood Henry.

He dropped his eyes and stood still, awaiting her command. Henry was such an experienced sub he was always willing to drop into the right headspace for a scene at a moment’s notice. He’d stripped out of his shirt but still wore jeans. Built lean instead of bulky, Henry had pale skin covering his well-defined chest.

“Continue to get ready,” Ivy said.

He nodded and closed the door. Then he stripped off the rest of his clothing and began to put on a complex set of black leather straps. They crisscrossed his light flesh, the contrast between the two colors alluring and one of the very first things to spark Ivy’s desire the first time she’d seen him.

Ivy walked over and took a seat in front of the lighted vanity. She checked her makeup in the mirror and freshened her bright red lipstick. It perfectly matched her mask.

She didn’t own a PVC catsuit like Madame X, so she’d wear the outfit she had on. Besides, if she’d learned one thing, it was that while clothes helped to project the image of a Domme, it was really her confidence that would convince the audience she held the power she wielded.

“I’m ready if you’d like to inspect me,” Henry said.

Ivy swiveled in her chair.

Henry’s high cheekbones were partially obscured by his mask, but his gorgeous green eyes were still visible. His dark curly hair tempted her fingers, which remembered the feel of holding onto it, pulling his mouth to her puss.

He’d finished buckling on his harness so the straps crisscrossed his torso, making an artistic display of naked skin. A small black loincloth covered his cock, which was quiet for now, but that would soon change. Henry loved to play.

“Turn for me,” she said, making her tone commanding.

Henry hurried to do so, presenting his naked ass, outlined beautifully by a set of straps. Ivy’s hand itched. She wanted to spank him and watch that ass turn pink. Too bad the audience outside expected a more complicated show.

I supposed I’ll have to save the more hands-on spanking for Naveen for after, she thought.

“You’ll do. Get on your hands and knees and crawl to me.”

He dropped to the floor quickly and hurried over to her. Once he sat in front of her, she picked the leash waiting on the table and clipped it onto the collar around his neck.

Then she pulled her whip from her purse. The club had a cabinet full of various sex toys for use, but this was the whip she’d been practicing with. She was familiar with its length, its snap, and the exact movement of her arm that would make it sing through the air. A personal whip was one of the first things Madame X had suggested Ivy buy, and they’d had many lessons on its use because it was one of the most difficult toys to master.

Ivy held the grip in her hand, letting the whip unspool onto the floor. She would walk out like that, one hand holding Henry’s leash, one hand brandishing the whip. Yes, that would be perfect. As she pictured it, her clit throbbed with want, and she squeezed her thighs together to try to relieve some of the desire for sensation. She’d need to wait until after the show to see to her own pleasure.

A knock on the door, and a woman’s voice called out, “You’re on in five minutes.”

Ivy’s heart skipped, adrenaline filling her blood. This was it!

Her first time as a real Domme.

+++

Ivy walked Henry to the staging area. He crawled the entire length of the hall, staying in the sub mindset to get ready for the show. Tugging him along also helped her to get into the right headspace as well.

Then they were out into the backstage area. The gauzy curtains hid the main room of the club from view, but voices chattered and glassware clinked. An audience. She was going to have an audience!

Ivy took a bracing breath and nodded to the backstage helper. They lifted the curtain out of her way.

Head high, Ivy marched forward, Henry trailing from the leash in her right hand, the whip help high in her left so its long length arced through the air.

Quiet fell but for the rustle of clothing as the audience moved forward, expressions eager. Ivy paraded Henry around it a little circle before bringing him to the large X that dominated the central area. When she unclipped his leash and tapped his shoulder with the handle of the whip, he stood and turned his back to the St. Andrew’s Cross. With his arms and legs spread wide and held ready in position, Ivy had no trouble adding the restraints to his wrists. Then she crouched to secure his ankles.

When she stood, he was spread eagle before her, bound and at her mercy. Her puss clenched, and wetness dampened her underwear. He looked so beautiful and perfect like this, just waiting for whatever she wanted to do to him.

Ivy turned to the crowd. Time to put on a show, she thought. Her arm rose, then snapped down, the whip singing through the air and making a loud crack. People jumped, then chuckled in embarrassment.

Ivy paced across the open space, checking how much room she had between the large toy cabinet, the St. Andrew’s Cross, and the audience. She ignored the spanking bench for now.

Then her arm lashed out, snapping the whip a few inches from Henry. He gasped dramatically, his eyes going wide. She hid her smirk, but the audience ate it up.

Ivy lashed the whip a few more times, careful not to actually hit. She’d practiced a lot, but needed more work to strike flesh without ripping through skin.

Coiling the whip, she walked over to the cabinet and set it down on an empty shelf. Then she stared at all of the options. So many options! Every type of crop and flogger and paddle were hung inside, and lower shelves were covered with clamps, scrapers, and Wartenberg wheels.

What would Madame X do?

She’d stick to the act that worked. Ivy had seen the show multiple times by now and used that as her template. She grabbed a flogger with foot long leather flails in black leather and picked up a riding crop. Turning to face the audience, she swished the crop a few times, and it whistled as it cut through the air.

She strode toward Henry, her bright red heels striking the floor with a confident sound. When she reached him, she used the riding crop to flick away his loincloth. His cock sprang forward, eager and hard, and he gasped.

Ivy trailed the flails over his chest, teasing and sensitizing his skin so he’d feel the blows to come even more. Henry strained forward, jerking his arms in the restraints. The sight was beautiful.

She lashed out, the flails slapping his stomach and making him hiss. Then she hit him again and again, the flails a duller sting.

“More, Madame V. More!” he called out.

“Quiet!” She took a step back, dropping her arm. Hitting him now would only reward his bad behavior. The gleam in his eye told her he’d hoped to spur her to move the play forward. He’d learn she wasn’t so easily led. No pushy little sub should get what they wanted right away.

Yet a thrill also filled her. He’d called her Madame! It was the first time she’d heard her full Domme name.

For that, he deserved a boon.

The riding crop flashed forward, hitting the meaty part of his thigh.

Smack!

She hit again, marking the other leg with a pretty pink spot that made such a beautiful pattern on his skin.

Smack!

Henry cried out, writhing against his restraints, his cock jerking and jumping with want. Seeing him like this made her heart race. Her underwear were soaked, and she hadn’t even done much to him yet.

Smack! Smack!

“Yes! Yes, Madame V!”

“Quiet.” Ivy spun on the ball of her foot and marched over to the cabinet.

The audience shifted, eager to see what she’d do next. Having all these people watching, looking to her to craft a satisfying scene only added to her excitement.

She set down the crop and flogger and picked up a ball gag and a handful of clamps. Once she stood in front of Henry again, he opened his mouth wide, eagerly taking the black ball into his mouth. Then he leaned his head forward so she could secure the strap. His eyes gleamed at her, full of anticipation. Henry loved be gagged.

As soon as she had the gag secured, Ivy pulled down his lower lip and added a clamp. Then she dangled one from each earlobe. When she got to his nipples, he was panting around his gag, the sound of his breathing loud and insistent. His cock bobbed as she added the first clamp, and he squirmed. When she added the second, he made a high sound in his throat.

Lust, hot and insistent, shivered through her, and she wanted to force Henry to his knees and bury his face in her crotch.

No. She had a show to do.

Ivy went back to the cabinet for the riding crop and flogger.

Now came the real work.

She dangled the flails of the flogger over his skin, teasing his chest and thighs. She tapped one of the nipple clamps.

Smack!

The crop flashed out, hitting his pec, and Ivy could almost feel the sting in her own body as her clit throbbed.

She hit again.

Smack!

She tapped the other nipple clamp, and his reaction had her squeezing her thighs together.

She kept up the play, teasing him with the flogger then striking hard with the crop, blending the sensations to keep his body constantly guessing and unable to get used to any one feeling. She tapped on the clamps, reawakening the pinched flesh and setting him straining forward for more.

Henry writhed, his arms tugging violently at the restraints as he gave himself fully over to heady mix of pain and pleasure.

Ivy reached out and plucked the clamp from his lip. His back arched, and he whined around the gag. Taking a clamp off often hurt far worse than putting one on as blood rushed back into the area, setting the nerves alight. She slapped his thighs with the flogger, making his cock jerk. Ivy removed one of his ear clamps then the next. He panted and moaned.

Murmurs of appreciation ran through the audience. Knowing people were watching and enjoying set her pulse racing.

A couple of smacks with the crop landed right above his nipples.Then she released one of the clamps. His cock jerked, the head swollen and weeping with precum.

She used the flogger on him, lightening the sensation for a moment to prepare him to fully feel the pain about to come. Then she released the second nipple clamp.

Henry jerked against the bonds, his entire body straining forward. His cock bobbed, begging for sensation. Ivy ran the head of the riding crop up his length, teasing it back and forth in a flutter as she went.

His hips snapped forward, and a jet of semen shot from him as he pumped away, his cock fucking the air.

Ivy’s clit throbbed, demanding release.

Yet she needed to retain her professional demeanor. Schooling her face to remain expressionless, she strode to the cabinet to return all of the toys. Flinging her whip around her neck so the ends draped down her front, she made her way back to Henry.

Squatting, she unclipped his ankle restraints then stood to release his wrists. Ivy barely got his leash attached to his collar before he fell to the floor, landing on his hands and knees and panting.

Instead of crouching again in front of the audience, she remained standing tall and left his ball gag in.

Ivy unlooped her whip with her free hand and faced the audience. She gave one last lash, the crack ringing through the room. All of the faces were eager as the people rubbed their fingers together in quiet applause.

She led Henry away, her stride confident and strong as elation sang in her veins.

She’d done it!

+++

Henry crawled all the way back to the dressing room. Once inside, Ivy sat on the chair, and said, “Come here.”

When he knelt in front of her, she reached around to release his gag.

Henry remained quiet as the black ball slid from his swollen red lips, but he shot her a look that let her know he had something to say.

“You may speak,” she kept her tone commanding.

“Madame V, may this humble sub serve you?” His eyes flickered to where her short skirt barely hid the shadowed meeting of her thighs.

Desire burned in her blood, roaring back to life, fueled by her success. “Sit up for me. Let me see you.”

His pale flesh was a work of art. The black leather straps created the strongest lines, but interspersed were the red and pink marks she’d made on his skin. Her puss clenched.

Yes, she deserved release.

“You may serve me.” She let her thighs fall open.

Henry’s pretty green eyes glittered with delight, and he crawled forward, his shoulders pushing her legs farther apart. His hands slid under her skirt, tracing fire across her skin. She lifted her ass to let him push the leather up to her waist.

Her underwear, as red as her shoes, slid down, tugged by his deft fingers. As soon as he’d slipped them from her feet, he returned to his task, running his tongue up her inner thigh and setting her heart racing.

His lips whispered over her, teasing her clit, and pleasure washed through her. How had she gone so many years without experiencing such joy?

But she was too keyed up for slow. Ivy buried her hand in his thick, dark hair and pulled him forward. His mouth opened over her, hot and wet, and she moaned. His tongued pressed to her clit, and she ground her hips against him, using him exactly as she wanted. He lapped and sucked, and desire coiled hot in her belly, spiraling higher.

Ivy panted, her heart racing, and the smell of her sex filled her nose and mouth until she could almost taste herself.

Henry’s tongue fluttered over her sensitive bundle of nerves.

Pleasure exploded from her center, setting her puss clenching. Her hand squeezed him to her as she threw her head back in a silent scream.

+++

God, she’d never come so fast in her life. And to think, Naveen waited for her at his apartment.

Henry continued to nuzzle her clit, which soon grew too sensitive. Ivy gave him a gentle shove. “Enough.”

There were wet wipes on the vanity, so she cleaned up and smoothed her skirt down her thighs while Henry got out of his costume.

Then she checked in with him. “Are you okay? Do you need anything?” He typically took care of himself afterwards, but she still wanted to check.

“No, I’m good.” He grinned, tugging on a pair of boxers. “Better than good. Thank you for the play, Madame V.”

She sucked in a breath. That name again, and not as part of the show for the audience. “Thank you, Henry.”

Re-coiling her whip, Ivy stored it in her purse and made her way back into the club. A couple of patrons stopped to ask her about her services. She thanked them for their interest, but let them know she wasn’t accepting clients and gave them Madame X’s card instead.

In the small antechamber, Ivy removed her mask and smoothed a hand over her hair. The outer nightclub still seethed with a mass of people. A part of her wanted to brandish the whip again and crack it a few times. She pictured them splitting before to make a clear path, then shook her head, grinning. No one would hear the snap of the leather over the pounding music or even see what she was doing in the low light.

Once she was out on the street, the relative quiet after the club let her mind drift back to the show. Having an audience had been exciting, and the interest of the people afterward had been a pleasant surprise.

It left her wondering if she might Domme professionally someday.

+++

Naveen buzzed her into his apartment building. When the elevator let her out on his floor, he stood waiting in the doorway to his apartment.

Tall, he had good shoulders that narrowed to a lean waist. His dress shirt hid a chest and stomach cut with ridges of definition. Without a mask, his face was gorgeous, with light-brown skin stretched over high cheekbones and dark eyes that always looked upon her with heated intent. He had long black hair and a beautiful mouth.

And best of all, Naveen was a sub. Her sub.

He stepped aside so she could enter the living room. His apartment was nice, with white walls and a set of large windows. He’d picked functional furniture with clean lines, and it worked. The whole place felt sleek and modern.

“How did it go?” he asked.

She hadn’t allowed him to attend. Although they’d made it clear they weren’t exclusive with each other, Ivy hadn’t felt comfortable working with Henry in front of Naveen.

She dropped her purse onto the couch, spun to face him, and broke into a grin. “It was fantastic!”

They’d been spending a bit more time like this, simply talking as if they were dating instead of jumping immediately into their roles as Domme and sub.

She liked it.

“The experienced sub called me Madame. And afterward, people even approached me to see if I was taking clients. Can you imagine?”

He grinned and reached up to trace a finger over her cheek. “Actually, I can.”

She stepped into the touch, looking up at him. “It was also amazing to have an audience. To know so many people watched and were excited by what I was doing.” She placed her palm on the smooth V of skin shown by his open collar. “I’m a little keyed up.”

His eyes darkened further, his pupils shot wide. “Let’s play.”

“Yes.” Then she stepped backward until they no longer touched. Her tone changed to commanding. “Take off your clothes.”

It was their ritual now, based on what they’d done their very first night together. Him being naked with her fully clothed helped both of them get into the Domme/sub mindset.

His clever fingers moved quickly down the row of buttons on his shirt, parting the light-blue fabric and shrugging it from his shoulders.

He already stood barefoot, so when he slid his jeans down his long legs and straightened, he wore nothing but a pair of dark-blue boxers. They were tented, his huge erection pressing against the smooth cotton.

“Those as well,” she snapped.

Naveen grinned and shoved the boxers to his ankles, kicking them off. He stood naked before her, gorgeous, his cock jutting proudly forward.

Ivy’s heart skipped. All that glorious light-brown skin, hers for the marking!

She pointed to the floor, and he dropped to his hands and knees. There were toys in the bedroom. They’d been building a collection both here and at her place. But she’d already played with toys this evening.

She wanted a more hands-on experience.

“Your safeword is still mango?”

“Yes, V.”

A spurt of disappointment ate at her stomach. When was he, her own sub, going to gift her with the title of Madame?

Naveen crawled forward, coming to a stop right in front of her. He leaned over and kissed the tops of her feet left bare by her red heels.

Desire shot through her, and she put her worry aside, too eager to play to let it spoil her night.

He moved, his ass wiggling in the air, and her hands itched. She wanted to spank it, to see it flush red, to feel the heat radiating from his skin.

His couch made a wonderful improvised spanking bench. It stood in the middle of the room, so he could lean over the back, which had enough cushioning for his stomach.

She pointed to it now. “Assume the position.”

Naveen crawled over, eager. He rose to his feet and draped the front of his body over the back of the couch, resting his forearms on the seat. The position left his ass high in the air, his smooth cheeks just begging for attention.

Her puss clenched as she teased her fingers over him, getting him ready by sensitizing his skin.

Her arm reared back.

Smack!

The shock ran from her stinging palm all the way to her clit.

Smack!

The other cheek bunched and flexed at the impact. He was so responsive!

Smack! Smack!

Naveen hissed, his body shifting to rub his cock into the couch.

“Hold still,” she snapped. She had no intention of letting him come until she’d used him for her own pleasure.

Smack! Smack!

Ivy walked across to his other side, needing to change hands. She ran her fingers over his ass. It was already warm and starting to turn pink. She’d done that. Those were her marks. Wetness trickled down her inner thighs.

Smack! Smack!

The vibrations carried along her arm, sensitizing her entire body.

Smack! Smack!

Naveen’s groan had her clit throbbing with want.

Smack! Smack!

Ivy switched hands again and rubbed his ass, soothing the hot skin and letting him calm a little to prepare for the next hits.

Raising her hand, she let it flash forward.

Smack!

His body bucked, and he let out a pained whine. He was nearing his edge.

Smack!

“Ah!” Naveen’s butt cheeks clenched, and Ivy stepped back. Learning when to stop was one of the most crucial aspects of being a good Domme. It was time to move on to the next part of their play.

“Follow me.” She strode for the bedroom, her heels loud and confident on the hardwood floor.

“Yes, V.” Naveen dropped to his hands and knees to crawl after her.

His bedroom was as plainly furnished as his living room, but he had the perfect bed. Thick steel posts rose on each side to support the horizontal bar that made up the headboard. The build was repeated at the foot of the bed. All those bars provided excellent places for attaching restraints, and four cuffs dangled from the corners of the bed, ready for use.

“Lay down on the bed.”

He crawled up into position, his movements quick and eager. Once he lay on his back spread eagle, Ivy walked from one corner of the bed to the next, fastening the heavy leather cuffs to his wrists and ankles.

She grabbed a condom from the nightstand and tossed it onto the smooth white sheet beside hism. Ivy caught his eye then slowly slid her skirt up to her waist, exposing her nakedness. He licked his lips, his eyes latching onto her bare mound.

Once on the bed, she threw a leg over his thighs to straddle him. His body was warm and firm, pressing against her inner thighs. The look of his wrists bound sent a jolt of lust through her.

After ripping the packet open, she smoothed the condom down his hard length.

Then she lifted slightly and used one hand to guide his head to her entrance. With a flex of her thighs, she sank onto him, his cock stretching her deliciously. Delight pulsed through her. She pulled away until almost the entire length of him was exposed to air. His hips lifted from the mattress as he strained upward as far as the restraints would allow.

Her puss rejoiced, so very happy to be filled.

Ivy rode him, slamming her hips down to meet his so his cock buried itself deeply each time. He began grunting with each thrust, and she panted, her heart racing. Sweat slicked her skin, and she licked salt from her lips as the smell of sex filled the air.

Naveen bucked below her, harder and harder as her pace increased. The head of his cock hit deep inside, sending a bolt of sensation through her. She gasped. Her legs strained as she bounced harder, chasing that delicious sensation, her breath hissing through her teeth each time he hit it.

His hands jerked at the restraints, going no where. He was completely in her power. The sight sent a flash of desire through her.

“Please,” he said. “Please, Madame V.”

Oh! There it was, the title she’d been hoping for!

Her puss clenched, tightening around him. He groaned. His hips snapped upward, burying him deeper still, and her orgasm spiraled outward in a fiery burn of pleasure that arched her back, her mouth opening on a scream.

+++

Ivy let herself collapse forward onto Naveen for a few minutes until her panting subsided. Then she got up to unfasten his wrists and ankles. After peeling out of her leather dress and bra, she lay back down beside him.

His arms went around her. They were doing more of this too, holding and touching when not playing. It was nice. He was the first person she’d ever really wanted like this.

She caught his eye. “You called me Madame.”

He shrugged as if it were the most obvious fact in the entire world. “You’re my Domme.”

“Yes,” she said. Warmth filled her chest. “I most certainly am.”

A Domme. It was who she’d always been.

She’d simply needed to discover her true desire.

The End

Click below for your next read or check the following pages for full descriptions.

SPANKING EROTICA COMPLETE SERIES: Kinky Sex Rough Sex Explicit

FEMDOM EROTICA COMPLETE SERIES: Male Chastity, Feminization, Humiliation, Spanking, Bondage

HOTWIFE SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time Rear Entry, FFM, FFF, MFFM, Straight to Gay Bisexual

NAUGHTY SHARED HOTWIFE COMPLETE SERIES: First Time, Interracial, Public Sex

International readers, find them here: COMPLETE SERIES


Other Stories by Rita Fury

Want sexy spanking stories?

[image: ]

SPANKING EROTICA COMPLETE SERIES: Kinky Sex Rough Sex Explicit

PADDLE GAMES – Desire shivers through her as he touches her. But she wants more. Taking a chance, she hands him his paddle.

PADDLE ON – The position holds her splayed wide, ready for him. She squirms with want as he picks up his paddle.

PADDLE PLUS – As he slips a blindfold over her eyes, she aches with anticipation. What toy will he use first?

PADDLE PRIMER – Blindfolded, she’s at his mercy. He’s going to use every toy this time.

PADDLE PURE – He’s teased her all day, leaving her squirming with desire. Now she’s finally going to get the attention she craves.

PADDLE PERFECT – He touches her in new places. Her desire sparks hot. It’s her first time… and it’s amazing.

International readers, find all of my completed series here:

COMPLETE SERIES


Want kinky femdom stories?

[image: ]

FEMDOM EROTICA COMPLETE SERIES: Male Chastity, Feminization, Humiliation, Spanking, Bondage

OFFICE POLITICS – He lies bound before her, his smart mouth finally silenced. The improvised paddle is solid in her hand. Lust shivers through her.

OFFICE DOMME – Desire races through her as he squirms in discomfort. Her chastity command clearly chafes.

OFFICE SISSY – His face flushes red with humiliation as he shows off the lacy panties he wears. Lust spikes hot in her.

DOMME DISCIPLINE – The grip of the paddle fills her hand with a promising weight as he stands bound and helpless before her. She’s going to make him scream.

SISSY MAID – He crawls before her. The short skirt of his frilly maid costume hides nothing. Anticipation shivers through her as she lifts the paddle.

SISSY PET – He’s on his hands and knees, a pretty little kitten all dressed in pink and white. His tail waves high in the air. Delight flashes through her.

SISSY STRAPPED – She bends him over the desk. Her new toy juts from her body, its firm weight ready for action. Lust coils in her belly.

DOMME PUNISHMENT – He lies bound and vulnerable. The large plug is heavy in her hand as she shoves it home. He whines, the noise high and sharp.

International readers, find all of my completed series here:

COMPLETE SERIES


Want naughty hotwife stories?

[image: ]

NAUGHTY SHARED HOTWIFE COMPLETE SERIES: First Time, Interracial, Public Sex

HIS BEAUTIFUL WIFE – She starts the video recorder. Pleasure shivers through her as her coworker touches her. It’s so naughty and wrong.

ONE BEAUTIFUL LIE – Her coworker’s huge body holds her pinned to the wall. Lust shoots through her. Anyone could see.

HER BEAUTIFUL LIFE – Her gorgeous coworker bends her over the end of the couch. She squirms with lust. Her husband’s only a few feet away.

A BEAUTIFUL START – The stranger kisses her with heated intensity, his hands grasping her hips. She shivers with lust. This is exactly what she needs.

A BEAUTIFUL SURPRISE – The stranger’s body pins her to the wall. She squirms with want. Being watched is the hottest thing she’s ever done.

A BEAUTIFUL FUTURE – The stranger’s dark hands trace hot across her skin. Lust races hot through her body, growing with every touch.

International readers, find all of my completed series here:

COMPLETE SERIES


Want naughty hotwife and ménage stories?

[image: ]

HOTWIFE SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time Rear Entry, FFM, FFF, MFFM, Straight to Gay Bisexual

SEEING DOUBLE: First Time Hotwife – His callused hands glide across her skin, raising shivers. Want pulses through her. It’s the first time a new man has touched her in over a decade.

ON THE DOUBLE: First Time Rear Entry – He touches new places, setting her nerves alight. It’s her first time… and it feels glorious.

DOUBLE THE FUN: First Time Stranger – Desire spikes through her. The man touching her is a complete stranger. She doesn’t even know his name. And she wants it like that, all dirty and forbidden.

SWINGING TRIPLE: First Time FFM – Sensation overwhelms her. The man presses hot against her back as the woman kisses her passionately. Her husband watches every heated touch.

LESBIAN TRIPLE: First Time FFF – One woman licks her chest while the other caresses her from behind. She’s lost in sensation as desire overwhelms her.

SWINGING FOURSOME: First Time MFFM – Her husband presses into her from behind. She spreads the woman’s thighs, mouth watering for a taste. The other man moans as lust flares through them all.

International readers, find all of my completed series here:

COMPLETE SERIES


About the Author

I write steamy stories of women discovering the type of sex they crave with gorgeous men able to fulfill their every desire.

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story, please leave a quick review on Amazon or Goodreads. Reviews mean a lot to independent authors and help other readers find stories they’ll like.

Website   TwitterGoodreads

Find all of my stories here:

US Amazon

For readers in other countries, this link will take you to your local Amazon Site:

International Amazon Sites

OEBPS/image_rsrc1F6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F8.jpg
SHARED
HOTWIFE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F7.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




