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Locked - Julia in Chastity

I didn’t know what to expect when my editor ordered me to do a story about Club-sub. My boyfriend was all for it. But I never thought of myself as submissive and I didn’t get chastity belts. Why would anyone do that to themselves?

Why indeed.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Bound- Julia in Bondage

After a full year in chastity, where my boyfriend Deke kept me locked in a steel chastity belt virtually 24/7, I got a new assignment from my editor. She was the reason I went to Club-sub in the first place and now she wanted me to go back.

I’ve been visiting the Club at least three times a week for months, but I always visit the tenth floor, the Chastity Floor. Now Eleanor wanted me to go to the ninth floor, the Bondage Floor. I knew Deke would be just as enthusiastic about my new assignment as he had been about my first one.

If anything, I’m surprised it took so long for it to happen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Disciplined - Julia in Pain

Our lives changed when Marcy, my new Domme, took the key to my chastity belt away from my boyfriend.

Now she wants to take me to the Discipline Floor.

I never asked what went on down there, but I know enough about it to understand what discipline means - whips, floggers, riding crops, and canes.

My adventure at Club-sub continues…
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Chapter 1

~~~

I don’t know,” I said to my boyfriend Deke. “I think it’s pretty lame, or maybe perverted.”

Deke shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe, but it’s not like you have much of a choice.”

He was right about that. Journalism is all I’ve ever wanted to do with my life, but with all the old-school media outlets contracting or closing, a girl can’t really be too picky. I was lucky enough to get hired by Metrobeat last year at an almost decent salary. I was a journalist even if I wasn’t writing for the New York Times. I was living in New York, even if it was a fourth-floor walkup in a pretty sketchy neighborhood. And I was just handed what my boss thought of as a plum assignment, even if I didn’t see it that way.

So what was my problem?

“Look, Jules, it might be more interesting than you think.” Deke was much better at looking at the upside in my life than I was, and I love him for it. I can be a bit of a glass-half-empty girl. Or as he likes to joke about my attitude, ‘the glass is too small, the wrong color, and cracked.’

I asked, “How is interviewing the woman who runs a club for women in chastity belts going to be interesting? I don’t even know where to start. Why in the world would anyone in this day and age even contemplate locking their genitals into some mythical-medieval-male-fantasy.”

“Mythical? You mean all those chivalrous knights-of-old didn’t really lock up the poor women-folk when they went off crusading?”

I gave my cute-but-annoying boyfriend a look. “No, they didn’t. Chastity belts were invented in the nineteenth century by men who decided that masturbation was sinful. So they concocted stories.”

“But the women who are using them today are really doing it, right?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “I guess. Why?”

Deke walked over to me and took me into his arms. He always feels and smells great and my shoulders relax as soon as he stroked my hair. He has such a calming effect on me. I’ve been so much happier since we moved in together, even though it’s only been a few months.

“I don’t know.” He ran his hands down my back and cupped my butt. I was surprised to feel his erection pressing against my belly. “It’s kind of hot.”

I shoved him away. “What do mean, ‘it’s kind of hot’? How in the world is it hot?”

He smiled at me and drew me close again. I tried to push back from him but I didn’t try very hard. And since he’s twice my size, it would have been moot anyway.

“Beats me. I didn’t even know the things existed until you brought it up. But as you can see, I find it somewhat arousing.”

“You get hard at the drop of a hat.” I ran my hand up his leg and he let me go just enough that I could stroke his cock a little through his jeans. He turned me sideways and began massaging my breasts.

I knew where this was going.

“Not now, I need to get to work,” I said without conviction. I love the way Deke makes me feel like I’m the sexiest girl in the world. I still can’t believe we’re together - he’s seriously gorgeous, with a rock-hard body and charisma that oozes from every pore. I’m still amazed he finds me attractive, never mind asking me to live with him after only a few months of dating.

“Come on, you can be a few minutes late.” He fumbled with the buttons on my blouse. “I promise I’ll be quick.”

“And you think that’s an appealing offer, do you?” I slapped his hand away and unbuckled his belt, then I peeled back his jeans and pulled his cock out of his boxers. I took him into my mouth for a few quick strokes just to get him wet. Not that I needed any extra lubrication - I was in an almost constant state of arousal whenever we were together.

Suddenly, Deke grabbed my short blonde hair and began fucking my mouth. He’s usually not so rough and he’s never that aggressive. Then he pulled me up to my feet and spun me around. He lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties as he bent me over the back of the sofa in our living room.

Just as I was about to ask him ‘What the fuck?’ he plunged his rock-hard cock deep into my pussy as he grabbed a fistful of my hair again. This was a different Deke than the one I’d fallen in love with. He was assertive, harsh, and unconcerned with my pleasure.

I was shocked.

And I came almost immediately.

So did Deke.

“What the hell was that all about?” I asked as he lay on my back, panting and caressing my breasts.

“I don’t know,” he whispered.

After a few seconds, I tried to raise up off the back of the sofa but Deke wouldn’t let me up. He literally weighs twice as much as me, so I had no choice but to wait for him to move.

Finally, he stood up. He pulled up his jeans as I stood up and tried to rearrange my hair. Then as I reached down to pull up my panties from around my ankles, he grabbed my wrist.

I knew what he wanted.

Deke loves it when I don’t wear panties, especially when I’m in a skirt. I hate it and he knows that, but occasionally I do it to for him. Sometimes I amaze myself at the things I do to please him. I slipped my panties off and handed them to him, then I started toward the bathroom when he grabbed my wrist again.

“Maybe you do want to write that story.”

I looked at him. “This is about chastity belts?”

He gave me a smile that could light up a city. “No, Jules. This is about control.”


~~~

Chapter 2

~~~

Two hours later, I found myself waiting in the lobby of the Penthouse Hotel. I’d heard about their reputation but never visited the place. I didn’t realize the interview I was about to conduct would be at this rumored house of ill-repute until I climbed out of my cab and saw the sign above the front entrance.

This day just kept getting stranger.

I found myself cooling my heels in the main-floor lobby. About ten minutes after my interview had been scheduled to begin a lovely young woman walked toward me from an elevator. I found my eyes drawn to her waist as I looked for signs that she was wearing a chastity belt, but the suit she wore was form-fitted. Unless the belt was really thin and unobtrusive, which I knew from my research was not the typical design or the point of wearing a chastity belt, there was no way she was wearing anything under her clothes except perhaps panties. Perhaps.

I was reminded that I was most definitely not wearing panties.

“Miss Evans?” she asked as she held out her hand to greet me. “I’m Nora Addison.”

I was a little surprised. She was young. Not quite as young as me, but I’m a few months into my first job out of college and she was running some kind of sex Club. I wondered what she might have majored in college that could have launched her on such a unique career path. Bondage and Discipline Management?

She was beautiful as well. Knock-out gorgeous, in fact - almost as striking as Deke but in a totally feminine way, with big blue eyes, high cheekbones, and a figure I could only dream about. I found myself thinking I should be careful never to introduce her to Deke.

I have no idea where that thought came from.

“Sorry I’m late but the morning just sort of got away from me.” She led me to the elevators and swiped a security card through a slot. The elevator opened immediately.

We rode up in silence so I positioned myself at an angle to allow surreptitious glances as we shot skyward. In her three-inch stilettos, she was about a foot taller than me. I’m used to being the shortest person in the room but I’ve rarely felt so short in the company of a woman. I was tempted to ask her where she’d played basketball. 

The elevator opened to another lobby, smaller but even fancier than the one on the ground floor. There was another stunning woman sitting behind a desk who smiled at Nora as we walked past her toward a glass door. Another card swipe and a few more steps and we were seated in the most tastefully decorated office I’d ever seen. Nora even did me the honor of sitting with me at the small conference table instead of conducting the interview from her desk.

She seemed ready to give this meeting more credibility than I was.

“So, how can I help you today?”

“Well,” I said as I pulled out my notebook and ignored her strange opening, “I want to get a better understanding of how your club operates. Who you cater to, how you acquire new clients and how the business model works.”

She gave me a look as if I’d just grown another head.

“I’m sorry, I thought you were here to consider joining. Are you with the press?”

I froze. Did Eleanor, my editor, tell me I was going undercover? I think I would have remembered something like that. Was it unethical to lie about why I was here? I decided from the look on Nora’s face and the tone of her question that I had no choice.

“Sorry. I get carried away when I’m nervous.” I put my notebook away. “I am thinking of joining. I just have so many questions.” I tried to give her my most winning smile.

Nora gave me a long look. “Okay, let’s start again. You’re interested in the Chastity Floor, correct?”

“I am.” I tried not to let fly with the question that jumped into my head, but I just couldn’t do it. “There are other floors?”

“There are, but let’s stick to the subject at hand for now.” She picked up a form and handed it to me. “You can fill this out later and return it. For now, are you interested in a short visit, medium or long-term?”

“Uh, a short visit to start.”

“And you have no experience with belts, correct?”

“That’s right.” I decided to press a little. “Is that common?”

“Quite. Most girls come to us with no prior experience. We get a few each month that are completely unfamiliar with the whole chastity thing.”

“Sounds like my boyfriend.” She gave me a look again. “I mean, he didn’t know what a chastity belt was until I mentioned it.”

“So this was your idea, not his?”

“That’s right.”

“And does he approve?”

“Oh, yes. He’s very enthusiastic now.”

She wrote something on her laptop. “Will you be participating in our revenue-sharing program? Short visits don’t really generate much revenue, at least compared to medium and long-term stays.”

I stalled for time to think. “If I don’t participate in revenue-sharing, how much will this cost?”

Nora smiled as she typed. “Oh, there’s no charge.” More typing. “Unless you decide to purchase a belt, we don’t charge the girls for anything.”

“Then how do you make money?”

She typed for a few more seconds and then shut her laptop. She stood up, so I did too.

“Why don’t you follow me and I’ll show you.”


~~~

Chapter 3

~~~

Nora led me back to the elevators and swiped her card. We rode up to the tenth floor.

“You’re in luck. We finally finished remodeling the floor to suit our needs. It was challenging.”

“How so?”

“Having workmen around presents a variety of problems, so we did most of the work at night. But that meant moving the medium-term girls around, which was pretty disruptive.”

What an odd way to put it.

The elevator dinged as we reached the Chastity Floor. There was a sign saying as much as the doors opened into another small lobby. Another beautiful receptionist made me feel even more inadequate than the first, but then we quickly walked around a corner into another world and all I could do was stare.

There were a dozen girls standing or walking around behind the receptionist’s desk in nothing but chastity belts and high heeled shoes.

“Here, clip this on.” Nora handed me a security card with an alligator clip attached to a short chain that she must have gotten from the receptionist, but I was too distracted to notice. “Follow me.”

We walked down a hallway that was also filled with semi-nude, belted young women in stilettos. Nora walked me all the way to the end of the hall and opened a door. She ushered me inside.

“This is our Day Room. Most of our daily visitors spend their time here.”

The room was surprisingly large. I expected to see a hotel room but it was more like the big party room back at my office. There were several TVs on the walls, a pool table, a full kitchen with small tables and chairs and several sofas of various designs and motifs.

And beautiful girls everywhere.

In nothing but chastity belts and high heels.

I was beginning to feel embarrassed to be dressed. If Nora hadn’t been standing beside me I’m sure I would have bolted. Or maybe stripped off my suit.

Nora walked me over to a table where a few girls were talking and drinking coffee. They gave us a quick glance but otherwise ignored us. They seemed to be engrossed in a conversation about, what else, chastity belts.

“See that centerpiece on the table?” Nora asked me almost as an aside. I had to break my focus on the table talk and look at her to nod that yes, I did see what was sitting right there in plain sight.

“That is a cam and mic array. It’s pretty sophisticated in the way it works but you don’t have to worry about that. After a few minutes, you forget it’s there.”

I let that sink in. Then I asked Nora, trying like crazy to keep the surprise out of my tone but not succeeding at all, “So this whole thing is like a giant peep show?”

She frowned. “Not at all. There’s a lot more to it.” She walked me over to one of the big-screen TVs on the wall. I focused on it enough to realize that it wasn’t tuned to “Days of Our Lives” or “The Price is Right.”

It looked like a scoreboard. Or the betting board at the racetrack my father used to take me to when I was a kid.

“This is where you can make a little money in the Day Room by accepting challenges or offers from our members. It can add up if you’re interested in that sort of thing.”

I tried to focus on what Nora was saying but I was bewildered by the amount of information the TV was throwing at me. It was overwhelming.

“So this is a big camming operation,” I finally managed to say.

“Yes it is, but we find the group dynamic changes the reality in so many ways.”

“Can you explain that a little bit?”

“I don’t have any direct experience with traditional camming but from what I understand it’s pretty lonely and depressing. And boring. Look around here. Does anyone look bored?”

“But what’s the point of the belts?” I asked. I had so many questions but that was the one that seemed most important at the moment. I have no idea why.

Nora smiled at me. “I always say two things in answer to that question, which almost everyone asks when they first see this floor. There’s an old quote, I’m not sure whose it is, that everything is always about sex except sex. And sex is always about power.”

Deke’s comment about ‘control’ rang in my ears. “What’s the second thing?”

“I’ve been here for almost a year since before the Club opened. The first Club, down in Atlanta, has been opened for over two years. When I first saw the chastity floor down there I asked the same question - ‘What’s the point of the belts?’ The answer I was given then is the answer I’ll give you now.”

She paused for dramatic effect. I raised my eyebrows as if to ask again.

“We have no idea.”

I looked at her. I was about to say something but she didn’t let me.

“So, would you like to get fitted?”

~~~

~~~

“Take a really deep breath and pull in your stomach,” Margie, the technician, said for the third time as I stood naked with my hands in the air.

“I am,” I said. I don’t know how exactly it happened so quickly, but I was pulling my belly in as much as I could so that Margie the tech could buckle a leather belt around my waist. The loop that would go between my legs and ‘lock me in’ as the phrase was explained to me, hung down from the belt behind me. The buckle at the front of the belt had a second clasp that would attach to the loop.

“Now because it’s your first visit,” Margie explained, an older woman who didn’t really listen when I talked, “we have to go with this simple leather model. It doesn’t have any pee or poop openings, so you’re sure you don’t have to go?”

I assured her I was fine. I didn’t really expect to be in the contraption for very long. How long could a ‘short visit’ be?

Everyone was very vague on that point.

“Okay. I’m afraid that’s the best I can do, dear,” Margie said with a sadness that mystified me.

“I’m sure that will be just fine.” The belt was incredibly tight. I couldn’t imagine why Margie found it disappointing.

“The members really like it when you’re locked in as tight as possible. They favor the girls who wear their belts as if they can’t breathe.”

“Well, I can barely breathe, so this will do.” I could hardly manage to talk at all. The belt was so constricting that I had to be content with shallow breaths.

Then Margie pulled the loop up between my legs and began to buckle it to the front of the belt. The loop was narrow until it reached my pussy. Then it flared out enough to cover my labia and mound completely It narrowed a bit as it came up the buckle but when Margie pulled it up it fell short.

“Let’s see if we can cinch the belt down toward your hips a bit.” She did so and tried to attach the loop again. We got close but still fell short. After a couple more adjustments and attempts, she managed to buckle the loop into the front of the belt.

Then she did something that just rocked my world.

She put a small lock on the buckle.

I’d seen the locks on the other girls’ belts but I didn’t really process them completely until I was locked in myself. It was a complete mindfuck having my genitals under the control of another person, and a complete stranger at that.

Then she blew my mind again.

Margie dropped my key in a small box and closed the lid. She handed the box to me and explained that it would not open until I’d earned at least $50 dollars in tips in the Day Room.

“Why didn’t you explain that to me in the first place?”

“Not my job, dear.”

Now I was really pissed. I wanted to find Nora, who had left me with Margie when the fitting began. I wanted to give her a piece of my mind.

Then it dawned on me that I was incredibly aroused.

I mean, I was through-the-roof excited.

I’m sure I blushed hard at how turned on I was.

Margie just ignored me and finished up her paperwork.

“Now what?” I asked at last.

“If you want to go home tonight, I’d hurry on back to the Day Room if I were you and learn how the board works so you can earn out.”

“What about my clothes?”

“They’ll be safe with me while you’re gone.”

“When do you leave for the day?” I realized I had no faith in my ability to ‘earn out’.

“Don’t worry, dear. If you don’t earn out by the close of business, you can stay in the overnight wing.”

“You mean I can’t leave?”

“Oh, you can leave whenever you want to, but that box is tied to the board and it won’t open until you earn out.”

“Will I owe more money if I stay overnight?”

Margie smiled at me. I’m sure she didn’t mean to look like she was enjoying my dismay but she seemed to be loving it. “Of course.”

“This sucks.” I couldn’t believe it.

As Margie packed up her forms and ushered me out the door of her fitting room, she whispered her final dig in my ear.

“Now, don’t you wish you’d peed first?”


~~~

Chapter 4

~~~

I wandered back to the Day Room and looked for a place to collect myself. It was a little before noon and I tried to understand what I had to do to unlock the box Margie had given me so I could unlock the belt and go home.

Oh yeah, The Belt.

I’d been so preoccupied with getting out that I didn’t really think about being locked in.

The part that went around my waist was very tight. Even after the loop was attached I still had a little trouble breathing. It was so tight that it pinched my skin, especially near my hips. It felt like I would have marks left in my skin for days.

The loop around my crotch was altogether different. It pressed up against my pussy and made me feel more restricted than I’ve ever felt in my life. I’ve never been claustrophobic but this gave me a feeling very similar to what I imagine that must feel like. I felt trapped. I couldn’t pee, shit, or touch myself. I’m not one to go around all day thinking about masturbating, but the fact that I was prohibited from doing so, even in a room full of strangers, weighed so heavily on my mind that I thought it might drive me crazy.

But I came back to the task at hand - I need to generate revenue. But I have no idea how that works. I walked over to the TV and stared at it. I tried to understand what all the numbers meant but I was lost.

Luckily, someone took pity on me.

“First timer?”

I whirled around and saw a woman not much older than me who was smiling at me. The fact that she smiled at me almost made me break down.

Forget almost. I started sobbing and she took me into her arms. I was suddenly aware of her breasts as they pressed against mine.

She whispered, “Hey, don’t worry. I’ll help you.”

I sniffed back my tears and she held my shoulders at arm's length. She said, “I’m Vera.”

“Julia.”

“I’ve only been here a few times but I got the hang of it pretty quickly. I’m sure you will, too.”

“Did they lie to you at first like they lied to me?” I was still pretty pissed.

“Of course. Who would do this if they told you everything up front?” She gave me another hug and then wiped my tears with the back of her hand. It was such a tender gesture and I couldn’t have been more grateful.

“But you came back?”

“I did, but let’s put that story aside for now. How much do you need to earn out?” She pointed at the box I held.

“Fifty dollars.” I tried not to start crying again but it was tough.

“I know it sounds like a lot, but you’re cute as a button so I’m sure you’ll be out of here in no time.”

“How?”

She pointed toward a box in the upper corner of the TV. “See that area right there? Those are the current offers.”

I looked at the large green box but didn’t understand what I saw. I gave Vera a puzzled look.

“Take the first line. Some member is offering $20 for a 20-minute session on the Couples Couch.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s over there.” She pointed to a sofa in the far corner of the Day Room. Two girls were kissing and fondling each other’s breasts in plain sight of everyone in the room but no one was paying them any attention. I found myself amazed that until Vera pointed them out to me, I hadn’t noticed them either.

“So they’re getting paid to make out?”

“You bet. Even if they’re just into each other, I’m sure they accepted an offer so they get paid to have fun. But it’s more likely that they don’t really even know each other.”

I looked at Vera and I’m sure my mouth was hanging open. “You mean they’re strangers?”

“Probably. Some of the offers specifically pair up two girls who may or may not know each other. A member just decides that he wants to see them together, so he puts up an offer.”

“Are they required to accept the offer?” 

Vera smiled at me like I was a child. “No, it’s all strictly voluntary.” She took my hand in hers. “Of course, the members can always raise their offer.”

I looked at her hand in mine, then I looked at Vera again. She raised her eyebrow.

“Does this mean what I think it means?” I asked in a whisper.

“Maybe. I don’t want to put any pressure on you so don’t worry if it’s all too much right off the bat. I had the same reaction as you on my first visit when someone had this talk with me.” She turned back to the TV and pointed toward another colored box. “But we might get an offer, so you never know.”

I looked back at the TV and then at Vera again. “How can that be?”

She nodded at the top of the TV. “See those?” I looked and saw a pod of cameras similar to the ones Nora had pointed to on the tables just an hour or so ago. When I was fully clothed and so naive.

“So we’re being watched?” I asked.

“Julia, there’s not a square inch of space on this floor where they can’t see us. There are even camera’s in the bathrooms.”

I tried to process that statement when a line popped up on the board.

“See that? We just got an offer. Ten dollars for ten minutes on the couch.”

I blushed. “But…”

“You’ve never kissed a girl before, right?” She squeezed my hand. “I hadn’t either before I came here the first time. It’s really nice. Different from kissing your boyfriend or husband for sure, but nice.”

I looked at her left hand for the first time and noticed her ring. “You’re married?”

She smiled. “I am.”

“And your husband knows you’re here?”

Now it was Vera’s turn to blush. “There’s a good chance that he made that offer.” She looked at me and bit her lip as if she was too embarrassed for words.

I looked back at the board. “How did you know that offer was for us?”

She turned back to the board as well. “I’m number 45. See here on my belt?” I looked where she was pointing and sure enough, there was her number. I looked at my belt and saw my number for the first time.

“So I’m 63?”

“Indeed you are.” She giggled and pointed at the board. “And now we have two more offers.”

I looked and sure enough, there were two more lines that specified numbers 45 and 63, with offers of $15 and $20. My heart leaped.

“Do we get each offer or just the highest one?”

“It’s cumulative. That way the members who are interested in seeing us are working together because they all get to see us, not just the ones who made the offer. It’s really kind of cool. The system encourages multiple offers.”

“So we split $45 if we accept the offers?”

“You’ve got it.” She pulled me toward her and whispered in my ear. “What do you say?”

I nodded and she kissed my cheek.

“Offers are accepted with a kiss.” She nodded at the board again and I turned to look. The offers started blinking and then the numbers turned bold and changed from green to black.  “Are you ready?”

We walked toward the sofa where the other girls were still kissing and caressing each other. My heart was pounding. I’d been tempted once in college to experiment with another girl but I chickened out before anything happened. Now I was being paid and I needed the money.

It seemed a little dirty.

And incredibly exciting.

I looked more closely at Vera as we arrived at the Couples Couch. She was very pretty in a sultry sort of way. She was taller than me and not as curvy. Her slender hips were pinched by a metal chastity belt that had slots over her pussy. Her breasts were small but her nipples were large and fully erect. I wondered if they were always like that or if she was excited to be with me.

The two girls who were already in the throes of passion moved to one side without even looking our way. Vera sat down and pulled me down next to her. She brushed my hair with the back of her hand and then my cheek. She leaned in and kissed my lips so gently. She cupped my breast with her other hand and then pulled me closer to her.

She whispered, “We’re only being paid for ten minutes so I don’t mean to rush you.” Then she kissed me deeply. Her tongue was as soft as her lips and I was overcome with her femininity. Kissing her was such a different experience from kissing Deke or any man.

But I liked it.

A lot.

Our ten-minute challenge was over much too quickly.

“That was really nice,” she said as we stood up from the sofa. The other girls who’d been making out next to us were already gone. I hadn’t noticed when they left.

“What now?” I asked, a bit disappointed that we were done. It seemed way too abrupt.

“Want to get some coffee?” I nodded even though I was a little worried about my already full bladder.

We walked to the kitchen area and I sat at an empty table while Vera got us coffee.

“So, tell me about your husband,” I said as soon as she sat down.

She smiled as she stared intently at her coffee. “What do you want to know?”

I almost did a spit-take. “Are you kidding? Everything! What’s his interest in having you come here? Why is he making offers involving you? Do you wear that belt around your apartment or only here?” I had a dozen more questions but I figured that was enough for now.

“Well, it was his idea in the first place for me to come here. He heard about the Club from a friend, although I’m still not sure I believe that.”

“What do you think is the real story?”

“He got interested in chastity belts a few years ago. He even showed me one online but it was way too expensive and I didn’t really see the point anyway.”

“So you didn’t experiment at that time?”

“No, but he would bring it up every so often. I think he kept looking around online and stumbled across the Club. I don’t work and he handles our finances, so I imagine he’s been spending money here for a while.”

“Did that bother you?”

She took a long sip of coffee as if she was playing for time. “I guess it did. We’re not rich by any means so I think I resented it a little. But once he told me about this place I started changing my mind.”

“Why? Isn’t this just an extension of his fantasy? What’s in it for you?”

Vera reached across the small table and took my hand in hers. “Really? You have to ask?”

I blushed hard. “Okay, but you said you weren’t into girls when you first came here, right? So it’s not like that was a big draw for you, at least at first.”

“No, it wasn’t. But it is now. I really enjoy that aspect of coming here and I’ve gotten to know a few of the other girls. It’s pretty social in a twisted sort of way.”

I took a very small sip of coffee. My bladder was really starting to complain.

Vera said, “Not to mention the money.”

“How much do you make?”

She took another sip. “Have you seen the other parts of the floor yet?”

“Not really. After Nora showed me this place she took me straight to the fitting room.” I shifted in my seat. “By the way, are you familiar with this type of belt?”

“Sure. That’s the standard issue for first-timers. Why? Gotta go?”

“So bad. Is there anything I can do?”

She gave me a sympathetic look but shook her head. “I’m afraid not. Can you last another hour or so?”

I pushed my coffee cup away. “I guess so. Do you think I’ll get out in just another hour?”

“Check the readout on your box.”

I looked at the display on the top of the box. It read $22.50. “Is that all I have left to earn out?”

“That’s it. We must have gotten a few more takers before we started, or somebody left a nice tip.”

“Is tipping common?” I asked.

“Of course. We’re providing a service, aren’t we?” She stood up. “Let’s take a quick tour then we’ll see if we can earn you out of that belt so you can pee.”

She walked me to the far end of the Day Room and into a hallway. We walked for just a few more steps and then she opened what looked like one of the original hotel room doors. Inside was a room that looked anything but an ordinary hotel room.

A girl was lying on a small cushion on the floor near the far wall. There was no other furniture in the room. She was belted and wore high heels and, like all the rest of us, nothing else.

Except for a thick metal collar around her neck.

That was chained to the wall.

“How’s it going, Stephanie?” Vera asked.

The girl looked up at us. She hadn’t moved at all when we entered the room.

“It’s okay.” She looked away again as if she was suddenly embarrassed by our presence.

“Hang in there, girlfriend. How many more days to go?”

“Six.”

“I’ll see you again tomorrow, okay?”

“Thanks, Vera.”

We left the room and closed the door.

I looked at Vera. “What the hell was that?”

“That’s one of the intermediate-term challenge rooms.”

“How long has she been in there?”

“Nine days, I think. I’m pretty sure she accepted a 15-day offer.”

I was stunned. “Fifteen days is an intermediate-term deal? What in the world do they consider long-term?”

Vera gave me another one of those placating-smiles I was beginning to loathe. “Long term is usually counted in weeks or months, not days.”

“There are girls here for months?”

“No, usually not here. If someone accepts a long-term offer, it’s almost always outside of the Club.”

“So she wears it at home?”

“And at work, on the street, everywhere. And, obviously, those deals pay the most.”

“Obviously,” I said without trying to hide my shock. “How many of these rooms are being used for this kind of thing?” I pointed at Stephanie’s room. There must have been a dozen doors in the hallway where we stood.

Vera looked at me without smiling.

“All of them.”


~~~

Chapter 5

~~~

I walked the whole way home from the Club. I didn’t want to be distracted by a cabbie or the crowd on a subway car. I needed to think.

With Vera’s help, I earned out of my commitment in just one more session on the Couples Couch. I don’t know what I would have done if she hadn’t approached me at the board. As it was, my bladder had been about to burst when my lockbox finally popped open. It was a such a relief in more ways than one.

Was that just an hour ago? Seemed like a lot longer than that.

I walked back to my office to confront my editor. I didn’t like that she set me up, sending me into the interview with no idea about how I would be received. I thought about texting her but decided this conversation needed to be done in person.

Unfortunately, she’s already left for the day before I got back.

I continued my walk back to the apartment. Now that I had to wait until tomorrow to confront Eleanor I turned my attention to Deke and all that I’d learned from Vera.

It was a lot to process.

“You never told me how much you earn here,” I’d asked Vera after we finished our second make-out session. Which, by the way, I enjoyed even more than the first one.

“Well, it varies pretty widely depending on who’s here and how many members are logged on. But in the last few months, I’ve averaged about a thousand dollars a week.”

“And how often do you come to the Club?”

“I started out coming by just once or twice a week. Lately, it’s been pretty close to every day.”

I was too worn out to be shocked by anything Vera told me at that point. “So you really like it?”

She gave me a very warm smile this time. “Of course, what’s not to like?” She took my hand as she walked me to the elevators. “I met you today, didn’t I? How cool is that?”

“So I’ll see you again?” I couldn’t believe I said that, but I was suddenly afraid I might not.

“Of course! I’ll be here tomorrow if you decide this kind of thing is for you.” Then she kissed me on the cheek and I’m sure I blushed for the umpteenth time.

“I’m not sure, but if I do I’ll look for you.” The elevator dinged and the doors opened. I stepped inside and smiled at my new friend.

“If I’m busy with another girl, wait for me. I really enjoyed our time together.”

And with that, the elevator doors closed and she was gone.

And then it hit me.

I didn’t want to see Vera with another girl.

How crazy was that?

~~~

~~~

Deke was waiting for me when I arrived at the apartment. He’d come home early.

What a shock.

“So, tell me,” he said, way too eager, but endearing as all get out.

I gave him the highlights.

Then he tore my clothes off me and we had sex. We definitely didn’t make love - he fucked me, hard and long, an extended version of our morning encounter.

Part of me was pissed.

And part of me loved it.

I’ve never been ravaged before, but that’s what Deke did to me, pure and simple.

He used me for his own pleasure.

And made me cum twice in the process.

As we were lying in the bed afterward, bathed in sweat and semen, I decided to call him on it.

“So, what the hell was that all about? And don’t tell me it’s about control again, like this morning.”

He turned to me and smiled like a little boy. “Babe, I have no idea. This is all new to me.”

“What is it that turns you on?”

He snorted. “Are you kidding? Let’s count them off. You go off to work and wind up locked in a leather chastity belt against your will with no direct ability to get out. You wind up buying your way out of is by making out with some hot fucking stranger, who’s also locked in a metal belt, for the pleasure of how many men on the internet.” He pulled back the sheet that had been covering his cock. “Just going over it again has got me ready for another round.”

I took his cock in my hand and stroke it. “So you don’t have a problem with any of this?”

“Do you?”

I knew this question was coming. I didn’t really know what the answer was until that moment.

“I guess I don’t.”

“You guess? Come on, Jules. You loved it. If you didn’t, you would have raised holy hell. I know you well enough to realize that, even if you don’t. You’re a tough cookie, you know. It’s one of the things I love about you.”

I never get tired of hearing about all the things Deke loves about me, but this one surprised me.

“Really? You think I’m tough?”

“I always have. The way you put me off at first when we met?” He kissed my cheek. “I don’t know if you realize it, but I’m not used to girls saying ‘no’ to me.” He slipped his hand behind my head and kissed my mouth, deeply this time. “Not until you.”

I kept stroking his cock as he kissed me. My pussy was already drenched in his cum but I felt myself getting even wetter. The fact that just a few hours ago I had no access to my vagina seemed to highlight just how good it felt to be free.

Which surprised me no end.

I pushed back from Deke’s mouth even though he still had his hand behind my head. I gave him my most serious look. He looked at me with a mix of lust and concern.

“So you want me to go back to the Club tomorrow?”

He smiled, nodded his eager approval, and pushed my mouth down on his cock.


~~~

Chapter 6

~~~

I was late to work the next morning because Deke insisted on fucking me before and after I got dressed. He also insisted, once again, that I leave my panties home.

“I’m thinking about dumping your whole collection down the trash chute,” he said as I was re-applying my makeup.

“Don’t you dare. I still have a period every month and I’m not going to risk ruining a skirt.”

He waved me off like I was a child.

I walked over to the bed and put my face right in his. “I mean it. Do not mess with my underwear.”

“See? That’s what I was talking about last night. You can be fierce when you want to be.”

I gave him a look as I ran out the door. “I mean it.”

My meeting with my editor did not go as I’d hoped but that’s par for the course. Eleanor intimidates the hell out of me, even though she’s just a few years older than I am. She’s been in the business since I was in high school and she just runs over me whenever she wants to.

“Why didn’t you tell me I was going undercover?” I asked as I walked into her office.

“I can’t believe you think I should have to. Did you honestly think that she was going to just sit down for an interview? Maybe I should rethink the assignment.” She could be so passive-aggressive.

“No, you don’t have to pull me from the story. But it might take a while.”

“No problem. Take all the time you need. It’s not like we have a deadline for this one.”

“Really? It might take a few weeks.”

She gave me a smile that I couldn’t quite read. “A few weeks, huh? Did you enjoy yourself yesterday?”

I blushed in spite of myself. I tried to speak but she cut me off.

“Forget it. Just get me something before the end of the month. If we have to serialize it, we will.”

I left Eleanor’s office with my head spinning. Serialize the story? That meant it could go on for weeks.

Or months.

I contemplated all the implications of spending a lot of time exploring the Club, not only on the tenth floor but all the other floors as well. I’d gotten just a vague indication from Vera that there were a lot of different aspects to the Club and that each kink had its own floor. The thought intrigued me from a professional standpoint but scared me a little from the personal.

I also noticed that my pussy was getting wet at the thought of it all.

I decided to head back to the Club first thing after my meeting to see if I could find Vera again. Now I had a ton of new questions to ask her.

And I wanted to get fitted for a steel chastity belt.

I arrived at the Club just after the morning rush hour but was surprised to see it already full. I would have expected a lull this early with a steady flow of women throughout the day. I’m not sure why I thought that, but I was badly mistaken. The Day Room was, if anything, more crowded than at any time yesterday. I was a little concerned I might have trouble finding Vera.

“Hey, girlfriend,” Vera said as she tapped me on the shoulder. “Couldn’t wait to see me again?”

She was already belted in the same model she’d worn the day before. I was still in my street clothes.

“Let’s get you over to the fitting room,” she said as she grabbed my hand and walked me out the Day Room door. “I trust you’re ready to upgrade?”

I blushed and nodded. I really don’t understand why this whole thing embarrasses me so much but it does. I guess I find it a little too enjoyable for my respectable self-image.

There was a line at the fitting room, unlike yesterday. Vera stayed with me and I had to resist my impulse to pull out my reporter’s notebook just before I started peppering her with questions.

“I don’t visit any of the other floors,” she said in response to my first inquiry. “I love this floor so I just stay put. I think a part of me is afraid to explore since this place has such a hold on me.”

“But do you know what they do down there?” All the other floors that the Club operated were below the tenth floor.

“I know there’s a bondage floor. I’m pretty sure there’s a discipline floor as well, but that’s all I know.”

“Discipline?”

“Yeah, it’s the D part of BDSM. Didn’t you ever read ‘Fifty Shades of Grey’?”

I shook my head. “I never did. I didn’t think it would be interesting and I heard it was poorly written.”

“Oh, it’s a steaming pile of manure, but don’t let that stop you. It’s definitely something you can skim since it’s a fucking doorstop, but it’s worth it.”

Finally, we reached the front of the line and I started stripping in front of my old friend Margie with the tape measure.

“Back so soon, hon?” she asked with a smile. “Let me guess, you want to go with something a little sturdier today, right?” I nodded and she pointed at the chair where I was to leave my clothes.

“Raise your hands up over your head,” she said when I was naked. I smiled to myself as she didn’t make a mention of the fact that I wasn’t wearing undies either day. I wondered if it was a common occurrence in her world.

“Suck in your stomach.” She pulled the tape measure so tight around my waist I grew concerned about how I would breathe. I looked at Vera’s belt more closely and really noticed for the first time not only how slim she was but how tight the belt was around her narrow waist.

“Spread your legs a little for me, dear.” She cinched the tape measure tight against my pussy and wrote down the measurement. Then she went to another room for a few seconds. I took out time alone to ask Vera how long Margie had worked at the Club in this particular role.

“Since it opened, and guess what.” She gave me a big smile and then stage whispered, “She’s Nora’s mom.”

I mouthed the word ‘No’ because Margie came back into the room with a belt for me.

It looked fierce. Different from Vera’s, and since it was meant for me, more intimidating.

“Here you go, hon. Try this one on.” I wrapped the belt around my waist and tried to buckle it but it was a good inch too small. “Here, let me help,” Margie said. “Arms up again.” She pulled the belt hard and the clasp snapped into itself. I gasped at how tight it was.

“Now spread your legs again.” She reached under my vagina and pulled the loop up toward the clasp. It was over an inch short. “Push down on the belt for me, dear.” I did and she yanked the loop up into the clasp.

I couldn’t believe how tight it was.

Before I could say a word, Margie locked the clasp and dropped the key into another lockbox exactly like the one she used yesterday to seal my fate. I suppose it was standard procedure to act quickly before a girl had the chance to change her mind.

I’m pretty sure I would have.

The belt was so tight against my waist and labia I wasn’t sure I’d make it an hour, never mind all morning.

Or all day. I shuddered at the thought.

“Now, you can pee through the slots in the front plate, dear. And you can go number two through the hole in the back. Make sure you use the hand-held shower to clean yourself really well or you’ll get some nasty chafing, which is no fun.”

Once I was locked into my steel chastity belt, Vera and I went back to the Day Room for coffee. I still had a million questions before we accepted our first offer of the day.

“Have you ever done an intermediate-term deal?” I was fascinated by that whole scene.

“I have. I’ve done a couple, in fact. My husband wanted me to earn enough for a custom belt so I really had no choice. You can’t accumulate enough money without accepting an ITO.”

“How long were you in that room?”

“I did the first one for five days and the second for ten.”

“What was it like?”

“Boring as hell, but that’s the point. The members want to see what happens when you can’t ignore the fact that they have you locked in, both physically and mentally. The mental part is the bigger challenge.”

“How so?”

Vera smiled, more to herself than at me. “I don’t know how much you look at your phone, but I was a total addict. I spent more time with my nose buried in my social media feed than I spent interacting with the real world. Especially when I was home alone while Kyle was at work. I masturbated a lot, too. Giving all that up for five days about drove me nuts.”

“Which part was harder?”

“Hard to say. Without the phone to distract me, I felt like masturbating all the time. The fact that I couldn’t drove me to distraction but I couldn’t relieve my stress with my phone. It was kind of a huge feedback loop for the first couple of days.”

I nodded and sipped my coffee. I had to admit, if only to myself, that I didn’t think I could do it.

Vera continued. “After the second night, which I thought would never end, I began to calm down and go with the flow. I dozed a lot more and the cravings really subsided. That’s not to say it was easy. I still had my moments. But something inside me changed.”

“And the second time? Ten days seems like an eternity.”

“It was. Ten days was scarier to start because I didn’t know if I’d revert to form at first. There was only a one-week gap between offers, but I’d quickly gone back to my old ways. Not as much, but still. So I went into the ten-day offer with full knowledge of what it would be like.”

“And what was it like?”

“Different than the first time and a lot different than I expected. The first offer was like a steep valley that I fell into and had to climb back out of. The second was more like a gentle slope that I just kept descending and never really had to do any climbing.”

“So it changed you?”

“Oh, yes. After the second one ended, it was like I was a new person. I didn’t backslide at all. I was a lot more patient with everything, especially my husband.”

Vera leaned close to me and almost whispered. “But the biggest change was that I love wearing this thing.” She glanced down at her belt. “I wear it all the time now.”

I was stunned. In just the few minutes that I’d been wearing my chastity belt, I was infinitely more aware of it than yesterday. The steel was much more constricting than the leather and I couldn’t imagine staying in it for the rest of the day, never mind all the time.

“You really should see the look on your face right now,” Vera said as she reached across the table and stroked my cheek with the back of her hand. “So, shall we?”

We walked over to the board to look for our first Couples Couch offer.


~~~

Chapter 7

~~~

That night, after another day of making out with Vera and talking about her experiences living in chastity, I was conflicted about revealing everything I’d learned to Deke. His interest in the whole scene was both exciting and a little frightening. Vera’s husband sounded a lot like Deke and I wasn’t sure I wanted to go down the road she’d already traveled.

But Deke was having none of that. He insisted I tell him everything and he was fully on board with me doing at least a five-day offer with the same goal as Vera of getting enough money to buy my own custom-fitted belt.

“Do you want me to wear it all the time like Vera does?”

“Hell, I don’t know.” He’d just finished fucking me as we discussed it so I knew I was getting a bit of a distorted read from him. Men change just after they’ve cum - at least in my experience.

“Honestly? Can you look me in the eyes and tell me that’s not what you want?”

He rolled on his side and pulled at my nipple. “I’m not sure. It’s enticing, I’ll grant you that.”

“Why?”

“As soon as you told me that Vera’s husband holds the key to her belt, I thought I might cream my pants.”

“Yeah, I noticed. I think you may have ruined another pair of panties on me.”

He twisted my nipple and I let out a small yelp. “Yeah, what’s up with that? I thought I told you not to wear them.”

I rubbed my sore breast and kept my eyes away from Deke’s. “I was so wet by the time I got home that I didn’t want to stain my skirt.”

He smiled at me and lifted my chin. “So, you’re just as excited about all this as I am, huh?”

I nodded.

“Can you get the time off from work?”

I nodded again.

“Then how soon can you sign up?”

“Tomorrow.”

Deke climbed on top of me and thrust his hard-again cock deep into my cum-soaked pussy. I gasped at how forcefully he entered me. I came almost immediately.

“I want you to do a ten-day.”

“Won’t you miss me?” I asked as he fucked me.

“Just do as I say.”

~~~

~~~

Vera asked if she could come with Nora as she escorted me to my room for the next week and a half. “I suppose it’s alright. Just don’t expect to spend too much time with her.”

I was almost shaking from the thought of spending so much time in a belt I’d only worn for six hours. Margie warned both me and Nora that I hadn’t had enough time to get used to being belted but Nora ignored her mother and I knew I had no choice.

Deke made that abundantly clear this morning.

So I walked as calmly as I could to the room where I would be chained to the wall for twenty-three hours and fifty minutes a day for until a week from Friday. Vera said she’d visit me every day but visits could not last more than ten minutes and a limit of one visitor per day was strictly enforced.

I was almost beside myself.

“Sit here,” Nora said as we entered the room. “If you need to use the restroom, push this button once. Someone will come to unlock your collar. If you decide to end the challenge early, push the button three times and you’ll be free to go. But you will receive no money unless you complete the full challenge. Understood?”

I nodded.

“The water dish is attached to the floor, so you can’t lift it to drink from it. If you use your hand to cup water to your lips we will cuff your hands behind your back for 24 hours for the first violation. If you break the rule a second time, you’ll be cuffed for your remaining time. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You will be fed twice a day. Same rules with the food - no hands allowed. An attendant will clean your face and remove any uneaten food fifteen minutes after your meal is delivered, so don’t dawdle about eating. The members will usually tune in at meal times and if you give them a good show you can expect to collect tips. Understood?”

I nodded.

Nora opened the stainless steel collar that lay on the floor and wrapped it around my neck. It was surprisingly heavy. The chain was thick and heavy as well. As she snapped the collar shut I tried to hold back my tears but I just couldn’t do it. When she locked the chain to my collar I sobbed violently.

“I’ll give you two a few minutes alone but you know the rules, Vera.”

Nora stood up and walked out the door.

Vera wrapped her arms around me as I cried. “I know you’ll do fine, Julia. Just don’t fight it, especially today and tomorrow. It will be tough but that won’t last forever. Let it wash over you.”

I sobbed into her shoulder until she gently pushed me away and stood up to leave.

“You’ll visit me every day?”

She smiled at me from the door. “I promise.”

Then she stepped out into the hall and the door locked automatically when it swung shut.

Except for the red light on the small camera set up on a tripod at the far wall, I was alone.

Alone, but with countless members watching me.

Or none.

I would never know.

~~~

Chapter 8

~~~

My first ten-day challenge was excruciating.

I almost went crazy from boredom. And lack of sleep, which makes no sense but was the focus of my existence.

Just as Vera predicted, the first two days were the worst.

The collar made it very uncomfortable for me to sit up, so I spent most of the time lying on the floor. The belt was uncomfortable unless I was lying flat on my back, so I wound up staring at the ceiling for most of the day. Time passed slowly and I had little sense of its passage without a clock in the room. Only the sun gave me any sense that the day was inching forward toward night.

The first night awful. During the day I could at least note the way the light changed as the sun moved through the sky. The night was moonless, or the moonlight didn’t penetrate the curtains enough to notice, so I was just locked in an unchanging gloom. Only the red light on the camera pierced the darkness.

Eating, drinking, and relieving myself were my only distractions and the degrading nature of each activity weighed on my mind.

At first.

By the end of the second day, I was almost in a trance. As the days went by, I felt my body but I was more and more removed from it as well. I ate to relieve my hunger but I was soon unconcerned about how I degrading it all was.

I didn’t think about my audience at all. I saw the red light but it ceased to matter.

I lost weight.

The belt, so tight when I first tried it on, was loose by the last day. Not so loose as to allow me access to my vagina, but even that didn’t matter to me by the end. I had come to accept my lack of access to myself.

Vera visited me every day as she’d promised, but somewhere near the fourth or fifth day, I began to resent her intrusions. I think she sensed that and by the last day she was barely checking in on me before leaving.

She gets it.

When Nora appeared at last to unlock my collar and my belt, I felt oddly naked. I was completely naked but it felt so strange to me.

And I began to understand why Vera wore her belt all the time.

I didn’t earn quite enough money on my ten-day challenge to pay for a custom-fitted belt but Deke eagerly volunteered to make up the difference. The fitting process was just an extended version of that first session with Margie and in less than a month from the first day I set foot in the Club I was the proud wearer of a beautiful stainless-steel chastity belt.

Deke held both keys to the lock.

I went back to work but spent as much time as I could spare on nights and weekends at the Club. I rarely saw Vera since I was working when she visited the Club but we talked on the phone and remained good friends. I followed her example and welcomed several newcomers to the Club and showed them how it all worked and helped them earn their way out of their first commitments. I even visited a couple of girls when they entered into their first intermediate-term challenges.

I was profoundly changed by the experience of full-time chastity. As I knew he would, Deke kept me locked-in almost 24/7 as soon as my custom-fitted belt was ready. He even had me sleep in it, in bed with him virtually every night. I’d never been a big fan of anal sex but Deke decided that since the belt was so conducive to that form of intimacy, he would forgo access to my vagina.

Not long into my chastity, I lost virtually all access to my vagina.

Deke decided that I should wear low-riding skirts and midriff tops all the time, even in winter, to advertise my chastity to all my colleagues, friends and family.

I have no ability to change anything about the way he controls my body.

But I love it. I truly love it.
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Chapter 1

~~~

Can you go to the Bondage Floor in a chastity belt?” Deke asked when I told him about my new assignment.

We were lying in bed after having anal sex, the only kind of sex we’ve had for almost a year. “I’m not sure. I guess I’ll find out.”

“I really don’t want to let you out of your belt.”

Except for short hygiene breaks, I’d been locked in my custom-fitted, stainless-steel chastity belt since I first visited Club-sub twelve months ago. I write about my experiences for my job but I do so anonymously, so I don’t really get any credit for my reporting except with Eleanor, my editor. My posts about my time on the floor and my adjustment to life in chastity were the website’s most popular articles and the city was abuzz with trying to discover who was writing them. I lived in fear of being found out even though I resented not getting my due.

It is all so confusing.

Now Eleanor wanted me to branch out.

“You’ve done a great job,” she said to me just after I filed my latest piece. “But I feel like it’s time to move you to another floor and find out what’s going on there.”

I was aware of the other floors at the club which was housed in the notorious Penthouse Hotel in Manhattan. Most of the girls on the Chastity Floor I’d gotten to know stayed put - I never talked to anyone who ventured downstairs. Although each floor was part of Club-sub and the members who paid to watch us as we paraded around almost naked for them had access to the other floors as well, we girls kept to ourselves. Even Deke, my boyfriend, who I know had signed up as a Club member shortly after I took that first assignment, even he doesn’t talk about the other floors and what goes on there. I don’t even know how many floors the Club leases from the Hotel.

“If I can’t fully explore the Bondage Floor without being released from my belt, do you want me to turn down the assignment?” We’d had a similar discussion a year ago when Eleanor first asked me to visit the Club. Back then, Deke didn’t even know what a chastity belt was or what it was used for.

My, how things have changed.

“I don’t know, let me think about it.” He rolled over and turned out the light on the nightstand.

I wound up lying awake in the darkness with Deke’s cum seeping from my ass. I’d gotten used to sleeping in my belt over the year and wondered how it might feel to be out of it for more than the few minutes a day I was currently allowed. Deke was very strict with my key.

I also wondered what kind of bondage I would be subject to if he allowed me to accept this new assignment.

I realized sleep would be difficult tonight.


~~~

Chapter 2

~~~

I went directly to the club the next day shaking from nervousness and lack of sleep. I called ahead to have Nora, the Club manager, meet me in the lobby. My security card was good for the Chastity Floor, but I needed to get her approval to move down to the Bondage Floor.

“Julia, you look lovely,” Nora said as she approached the sofa where I waited for her. Even though we’d had limited contact over the past year, I learned that for all her talents as an administrator, Nora was invariably late for everything. “You’ve lost some weight, haven’t you?”

“I have, thanks for noticing.” I didn’t tell her that my chastity belt is quite a bit more bearable if I stayed ten pounds below my fitted weight.

“So, I understand you’re interested in moving on to the Bondage Floor?” she asked as we rode the elevator. “I’ll forward you the paperwork if you’d like.”

I nodded. “Can I visit in my belt?” I asked.

“Yes, of course. There will be a few things you won’t be able to do if you’re still in chastity, but there’s plenty of options available. From what I hear, a lot of the girls who stay belted get bigger tips.”

The elevator dinged as we arrived on the ninth floor. I stepped into the small lobby and touched Nora’s arm. “Is there an earn-out on this floor like you didn’t tell me about upstairs?” My first day on the Chastity Floor I found myself locked-in without prior knowledge of the rules.

Nora smiled at me but it was a cold smile. “Of course not. Now that you’re a valued member of our team you get treated differently. Or hadn’t you noticed?”

Like so many of the women who had some sort of power over me, Nora could be a stone-cold bitch.

She led me past the receptionist to a much different layout than the floor just about us. After a year of visits upstairs, the contrast was striking. There was no Day Room with its kitchen and sofas. No crowds at all, really. We sat on the small wooden chairs behind the receptionist.

Nora anticipated my question. “As you can see, this floor sees a lot less traffic than Ten. All of the challenges and offers are performed in private by our trained specialists. We go to a lot of trouble to make sure everything is safe for you.”

“Safe in what way?”

“Every session is monitored by our Quality Control unit and they will intervene if they feel a subject is at risk of permanent injury. A ‘safe-word’ is absolutely mandatory in each session, and if you’re gagged in any way, a physical signal is required. We will interview you before each session so you know what’s about to happen and there is always a debriefing after each session.”

“A debriefing?”

“We ask you if you enjoyed the session, if there were any problems, and if you found anything you really enjoyed for reference. The interviews are archived for your protection and ours.”

“Has anyone ever complained to the authorities or sued.”

“We have a spotless record.” Nora seemed to be getting annoyed with me but I didn’t care. I felt burned my first day at the Club and you know the old saying - Fool me once, shame on you…

She handed me what I can only describe as a menu. “Take your time looking over your options and then let Faye know how you want to proceed.” She pointed at the receptionist. She left me alone with my thoughts and the list of the day’s specials.

I never got around to reading Fifty Shades of Grey as Vera, my friend from upstairs had suggested, so I was really at a loss for what to choose. I decided that the first item on the menu was probably the way to go, so I walked over to Faye’s desk and waited for her to notice me.

“Have you decided?” she asked after a beat.

I tried to say the word but I just couldn’t do it. I put the menu on the desk and pointed.

“Hogtied,” she said with a bit too much enthusiasm. “Always a good choice for first-timers.” She looked at me. “I’m sorry, I assumed this is your first visit.”

I nodded.

“Let me see who’s available.” She turned to her laptop and typed a few words. Then she waited.

It seemed to take forever. She gave me a weak smile and a shrug. “Shouldn’t be much longer.”

Then she turned her attention back to the laptop and typed a few words. “Okay, Marcy will see you in room 934, just down that hall and on the right,” she said with a nod.

I walked down a long hall to the room and knocked. I was half-expecting a leather-clad dominatrix, like Paul Giamatti’s wife on “Billions” to answer the door. I held my breath as the door swung open.

The woman who greeted me was dressed in jeans and a plain top, not a leather corset with garters and stocking. She wore Nikes, not stilettoes. She was kind of plain, not strikingly and intimidatingly beautiful as I’d expected.

I have to admit, I was a little disappointed.

“Julia? Hi, I’m Marcy. Nice to meet you.” I felt like I was meeting a dog-walker instead of a bondage...what? She opened the door and invited me into what looked like a nice hotel room.

“Nice to meet you, too,” I said. “By the way, do you have a title?”

She smiled. “A lot of the staff like to be called Dommes but I don’t. I think of myself as a rope specialist.”

“So it’s always rope for you?” I was so nervous I couldn’t stop asking dumb questions.

“No, but it’s my favorite. Are you new to the kink as well as the floor?”

“I’ve been in a chastity belt for a year, but other than that this is my first time.”

She went into the bathroom and I heard the water. “I wash up before every session,” she called over the sound of the faucet. “You can leave your clothes on the chair and climb up on the bed.”

I stripped off my skirt and blouse. “Should I leave my shoes on?”

“Up to you. I know some of the members like it so if you’re okay with it you might earn a few extra tips.”

I sat on the edge of the bed and Marcy came out of the bathroom wiping her hands on a hotel hand towel. “Nice belt. Custom-made from the Club, right?”

I nodded. “I got it almost a year ago.”

“I figured. I never heard of anyone trying to stay locked in 24/7 in an off-the-shelf number.” She tossed the towel on the floor and went to the closet. She opened the door and I was impressed by the rack of equipment inside. She pulled out a coil of thick rope and tossed it on the bed.

“Okay, for your first time I thought we’d do a standard hogtie with no bells or whistles. Do you have any old injuries I should know about?”

I shook my head.

“Slide over to the middle of the bed and lie on your stomach.” Once I was in position she grabbed my left arm and pulled it forcefully toward the middle of my back. I felt the rope loop around my wrist and then wrap around my forearm. She was on to my right arm in a flash and I was immediately helpless. Then she picked up my foot and repeated the loop-and-wrap maneuver before finishing with my other wrist. She must have looped one end of the rope through the tie on my arms because I felt a sudden pulling as my feet were drawn up toward my arms.

“All done.” She came around the side of the bed so I could see her face. “You good?” she asked. I said I was fine.

“By the way, your safe-word is ‘apple’. If you need out of the tie for any reason, say the word and I’ll be back to let you out.”

“Where are you going?”

She gave me a smile. “I’m one of two specialists on the floor this morning and I have a dozen appointments, many of which are a lot more complicated than yours. I’ll be back in a couple of hours to check on you.”

“A couple of hours?”

“Don’t worry, the cameras are always monitored so you’re never really alone.”

“I didn’t realize I’d be in here for a couple of hours.”

She smiled again and I didn’t like that look. I remembered it from my first day on the Chastity Floor, as if I was a naive child that needed to be placated.

“I really wish they’d be upfront with you newbies.”

“So how long will I be tied up?” I asked with desperation creeping into my voice.

“All day, I’m afraid.”


~~~

Chapter 3

~~~

I could move around a bit on the bed but not much. The ropes that bound me were snug but not tight enough to cause pain - clearly, Marcy knew what she was doing. Even when I struggled and yanked on the ropes the pain was mostly in my joints from the stress of fighting against my immobility.

I worked myself around on the bed so I could see the camera that broadcast my predicament to countless members all over the world. I’d learned from my year on the Chastity Floor that Club-sub was a gold mine for the owner, who was the same guy who owned all of the Penthouse Hotels around the country. The membership for the Club was rumored to be over a million and growing at a fast clip. I’d asked more than once how many members signed in to watch on a typical day but never got an answer. The scuttlebutt around the Day Room on the Chastity Floor was that fully half the members looked in every day, but I think that’s exaggerated.

Still.

Even if it was just 10% that meant at least tens of thousands and maybe a hundred-thousand viewers were peering at us. With nothing to do while I was tied up, my mind drifted back to those viewers and how many eyes were on me, watching me.

It was pretty intense.

Bondage turned out to be a lot different from chastity. I had expected as much but I didn’t realize until I experienced it how different it would be. In chastity, I couldn’t touch my vagina but I could move around, scratch my nose when it itched, flex my arm when it cramped, or get a drink of water. Even when I signed up for an intermediate-term challenge on the Chastity Floor, where I was chained to the wall for ten straight days, I still had full use of my arms and legs - I just couldn’t leave the room.

But now I was helpless. I was thirsty but unable to get a drink of water. I was hungry but there was no way for me to eat. My legs were sore from being bent back and attached to my arms in a classic hogtie as Nora put it but I obviously could not stretch them out to relieve my discomfort.

I couldn’t do much of anything.

Which, as the hours crawled by, became increasingly exciting.

In the past year, I’d come to enjoy my inability to access my own genitals - there was something oddly comforting in being locked in chastity. Being tied in bondage, even for just a few hours, felt like an extension of, and a magnification of the helplessness that I’d come to love about chastity. It was more overwhelming, more all-encompassing, and somewhat terrifying.

As in, ‘what if no one came back to let me out?’

I didn’t really believe that was a possibility, but the plain fact of the matter was that I had no ability to do anything about it. I was totally helpless. Immobile. I would die of dehydration in a couple of days if no one came for me. I would surely die in a pool of my own urine if left to my own devices. I would never see the light of day or my boyfriend again if something went wrong out in the real world.

Which got me thinking about Deke.

He would love this.

Over the last year, where he took control of my vagina and the keys that kept it locked from me, I was amazed at the change in him. He was a good boyfriend before we started this adventure, but now he dominated me in a way I never expected and would have never thought possible. The chastity belt he has me locked into reminds me every moment of every day that he controls my most intimate parts.

How would bondage change our new relationship? Would he get into tying me up, or be content to have the Club personnel do it while he just watched?

I was lost in my thoughts about how much my life was about to change when there was a knock at the door. The door swung open and Marcy walked into my life again.

So much for dying.

“How’re you doing, Julia?” she asked as she walked to where I was lying and tugged on the ropes. “Any issues?”

“I’m okay, I just didn’t think this would be an all-day thing.”

She smiled at me. “Yeah, the first time is always a bit of an adjustment.”

“So all the sessions last all day?” I didn’t see that coming.

“No, not all of them,” she said as she walked toward the closet that held her stash of ropes. “If you’d like, we can change things up and get you out of here in less than an hour.”

I didn’t see how I could pass up that opportunity. I was thirsty, hungry, and I needed to pee. Another five or six hours of this did not seem appealing, although a part of me was slightly disappointed that I was being offered a choice.

Deke wasn’t the only person who’d changed in the last year.

“So,” Marcy asked, “What do you say? Do you want to change up the challenge?”

“What would I have to agree to?”

“Can’t tell you that. I can only promise that if you want to modify the contract, you’ll be free to go in an hour at most. Otherwise, you’re here until six.”

“Six? I’ve already been here for two hours, why six?”

“I’m sorry, but all day means all day. My shift runs until six-thirty, so you’re stuck until six o’clock unless you want to make the change.” She sat on the bed right by my head and stroked my hair.

I was getting a bad feeling.

But I really didn’t want to lie around for another six hours. “Okay, I’ll modify.”

“Great. Let me grab a few things.” She went back to the equipment closet where I couldn’t see exactly what she was doing. Then she started tossing things on the bed near my knees so I couldn’t see the new equipment either. She was clearly really good at pushing my anxiety to new heights.

“Let’s get you harnessed up,” she said as she inserted an orange ball in my mouth. Then she pulled a few thin leather straps over my head and I could feel her buckling the harness behind me. The ball was pulled snug into my mouth and I immediately started to drool.

As if I had bodily fluids to spare at this point.

“Okay, this is going to be cold, so brace yourself.” I felt her touch my anus through the hole in the back of my chastity belt. She massaged lube into my butt and then inserted a rather large plug of some sort.

She was right - it was really cold.

“That’s an anal hook, Julia. I’m now going to tie it to your gag-harness and give it a tug, so be ready.” She was very efficient and quick so I barely had time to process what she was saying before she yanked my head back and I felt the steel ball at the end of the hook drive itself deep into my bowels. I can’t say it hurt exactly but it sure was uncomfortable.

“Now for the final piece of this challenge. I’m going to climb up on the bed next to you so I can thread this rope through the eyehook in the ceiling.” She stood next to me on the bed for a few seconds and then hoped down to the floor. “One last tug and I’ll tie you in place. Now I’m going to lift you off the bed so once again, brace yourself.”

As she pulled on the rope that she’d attached to the harness and the anal hook I felt my back arching and the pressure on my neck and bowels increasing. She lifted me off the bed slowly but the pain increased with each tug. I tried to protest but the gag prevented me from saying anything that sounded like words. Even I could tell that all I was doing was gurgling and moaning.

As the lift continued I felt my body float above the bed. My back was fully arched and I was in pain. I tried to say my safe-word but I couldn’t make myself understood. I was in a full panic but unable to end the challenge.

“And for the final piece, I have a couple of alligator clips for your nipples. They really hurt at first but that will quickly subside to a dull ache, so don’t worry.” She clipped one to each nipple and the pain was undeniable.

“Actually, I think a couple of weights would look great on the clips. Hang tight.” She giggled.

She added the weights and the pain in my nipples increased.

“All set, Julia. I’ll be back in an hour to let you down.”

And with that astonishing statement, she was out the door and I was alone.


~~~

Chapter 4

~~~

The hour passed so slowly I thought it would never end. Finally, Marcy came back and released me from my first bondage session.

More likely it was my last bondage session.

Once I was freed from the nipple clips, the anal hook, and the ropes on my wrists and ankles, Marcy unbuckled the harness that held that infernal ballgag in place and I could talk again. It took a few seconds for me to stretch my jaw but I was really angry.

“So, what do you think?” she asked before I could say anything. “Any issues?”

“Yes, I’ll say there are some issues. I had no way to communicate, no way to say my so-called ‘safe-word’ once you gagged me.”

“And you wanted to end the session early?”

I flashed my angriest look at her. “Yes, desperately. I was in severe pain. I tried to end it before you left the room but you couldn’t understand me.” I was sitting on the edge of the bed facing the camera but I didn’t care that my outburst was being broadcast and recorded. I was pissed.

“Yeah, I’m sorry about that,” Marcy said with not nearly enough sincerity. “We generally don’t give you an out on the first stress-session by design.”

“So that was not a mistake?” I was astonished. “I thought you were all about not getting sued or some shit?”

“We are, and we never have been sued.” She walked to the window and peeked outside. “I know it feels like I let you down right now, but ask yourself this - aren’t you glad you saw it through?” She turned to me and smiled. “Aren’t you glad you didn’t quit?”

I looked at her for several seconds while I thought about it. I did survive. I wasn’t sure I would but I did. I can’t deny that.

“Look, I know it was tough. The first time always is, especially for someone who’s never tried it before. But I’ve been doing this for ten years, and if I’ve learned anything in that time it’s this. You can’t know what bondage is like until you do it. It’s different once you’ve passed through that first experience and arrived at the other side. You may not realize it yet, but pretty soon you’ll understand that you are a changed woman.”

I considered her for another few seconds before I asked, “Changed how?”

“Now you’re a submissive. You’ve been teetering on the brink for a year by wearing that belt. That’s how I knew that this was for you. Now that you’ve had your first full bondage experience, which, by the way, if it’s done right, always includes pain. Now that you know what it’s like and what you can take, you’ll never be the same again. You put yourself in my hands and I broke your trust. I violated our agreement. I took advantage of you.” She sat down next to me on the bed and put her hand on mine. “But be honest, with me, with our audience, and with yourself.”

I waited. I kept my eyes lowered and waited. She squeezed my hand.

“You loved it.”

I looked up and met her gaze. She was smiling at me. She squeezed my hand again.

“And you want me to do it again, don’t you?”

I almost fainted. She was right. I did want her to do it again. I couldn’t believe it.

She leaned toward me and kissed my mouth. Her lips were soft and the kiss was short but it felt so good, so right.

“Now, go home. Talk to your boyfriend about what happened here today. I have a feeling he’s going to want to see what happened. You watch it with him. Tell him how you felt.” She stood up and walked to the door and opened it. Just before she walked out she turned back to me and smiled one last time.

“Then come back to me tomorrow.”

* * * * *

“Holy shit, Jules,” Deke said after we finished watching my morning session with Marcy. “That was fucking amazing!”

I watched with him and was fascinated, not only by his reaction but by my own. I found myself wishing, for the first time in months, that I could masturbate. The whole thing just bowled me over.

“So you want me to go back?” I asked without really having to. I knew Deke’s answer.

“Of course. I’m going to be tempted to watch it live. What time do you plan to go to the Club?”

“I want to stop by the office to talk to Eleanor first thing, but I should be at the Club no later than ten.”

“Make it 10:30 and I should be done with my morning shoot. I’d love to watch it happen.”

My pussy twinged at me so hard when I heard that Deke would be watching I almost had my first orgasm in a year. Which reminded me of something.

“Do you think I’m a submissive?” We’d listened to Marcy’s speech after the session without comment. I was too timid to stop the recording and Deke was too engrossed to say anything. It’s the longest amount of time I can ever remember that he didn’t say a word to me.

“I don’t know, babe. This shit is all pretty new to me.”

I believed him. Although I suspected he might have been watching me on the Chastity Floor the past year, he didn’t have a username set up - we had to sign up for the service to watch my bondage session. I guess it’s possible that Deke was not being completely honest with me but I couldn’t see why he would lie to me about it. In the nearly two years we’ve been together, I’ve yet to catch Deke lying to me. Either I’m really naive or he’s as honest as I think he is.

I choose to believe he’s honest.

“Do you think you’re a sub?” Deke asked as he played with my nipples. He insists I wear no clothes when we’re home in the apartment together. Just my chastity belt.

“It’s beginning to look that way. I guess if I’ve been going to Club-sub for all this time, there’s a pretty good chance I am.”

“You ever talk about it with Vera?” He tweaked my nipple and then reached for the lube he keeps on the nightstand. He fucks my ass almost every night since I went into chastity.

“I haven’t seen Vera in some time. She’s always there during the day.”

“But you text and shit, don’t you?” He flipped me on my side and stuck a well-lubed finger through the hole in my belt. I moan as he probed my asshole.

“A bit but not much.” I’ve been friends with her online almost since we met my first day at the Club, but I’ve been too busy for social media and Vera lost her taste for it as well.

“Maybe you should reach out to her.” I felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to my bowels. I still don’t enjoy anal sex all that much but it’s better than nothing. And I do enjoy the feeling of pleasing my man while I remain locked in my chastity belt, unable to cum.

I know. Twisted, right?

I said, “It’s not that big a deal.”

Now I wasn’t being totally honest with my boyfriend.

Submissive.

That word had rocked my world.

I decided to stop by the Chastity Floor to talk to Vera tomorrow morning.

* * * * *

“Why does the label matter to you?” Vera asked as we sipped coffee at our old table on the tenth floor of the Club.

“I don’t know, it just does.”

“I’m not sure you are, but if that’s what your domme says you are, I guess you’re in no position to argue.”

I felt a warm glow of familiar old times as we talked. Vera took me under her wing my first day on a year ago and I missed our time together. She really was a good friend and I promised myself I’d make more of an effort to stay in touch.

“What about you?” I asked. “Are you a submissive?”

She took a long sip of coffee. I remembered her stalling tactic from long ago and smiled to myself.

“I guess, but I really don’t care,” she said at last. “I haven’t ventured downstairs like you have, so maybe not.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t go on my own initiative. My editor told me it was time to start a new line of articles.”

She nodded. “That’s true, but you didn’t put up a fight. Sounds pretty submissive to me.” She smiled at me. I love when Vera smiles. I’d forgotten how much.

“Yeah, but maybe I’m just a good employee who follows orders.” We laughed.

“Touche,” she admitted.

“Hey, why don’t you come with me? I can show you the ropes, as it were.”

We laughed again.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Not today, I’m booked all morning. But maybe.”

I stood up, ready to venture downstairs to see Marcy. “Soon, then?”

“Soon.”


~~~

Chapter 5

~~~

After I finished drinking coffee and catching up with Vera I went downstairs for my second session with Marcy. I took the stairs down and as I opened the door to the Bondage Floor lobby I realized that I was so wet and horny I wanted to scream. The combination of anticipation of what my new Domme had planned for me and the fact that Deke would be watching it happen made me moan in frustration. After a full year in my chastity belt, I thought I was past such feelings.

“So, ready for round two?” Marcy asked as she met me in the lobby. I nodded and followed her to the same room we’d used the day before. I was trembling by the time she closed the door behind us and walked to her equipment closet.

“So this is going to be a fairly short session as I’m going to put you into a stress position that will keep me in the room.” She pulled another ballgag harness out of the closet and quickly buckled it into place. My jaw was still sore from the first session but I didn’t protest. I also didn’t ask about a safe-word. I assumed, correctly it appeared, that we were dropping all pretense about that particular fiction.

Once I was buckled into the harness, Marcy indicated that I should undress. I was soon naked except for my belt and she spun me toward the window as I stood in the middle of the room. Apparently, I would not be lying on the bed at all today. She tied my wrists first with a length of rope in a similar fashion as the hogtie, but then she bound my elbows together which put a strain on my shoulders. The pain was mild and a little arousing, not that I needed any help in that regard. I kept thinking about Deke and wishing I could touch myself.

“Lift your right foot.” She looped a tie around my ankle as I balanced with considerable effort on my left foot. Once the ankle tie was complete she moved a chair by the window next to me and stood on it. I watched as she reached for the ceiling and felt my foot rise up behind my head. Then she tied the other end of the rope to my elbows and pulled hard, which lifted my foot even higher. She climbed down from the chair and moved it back to the window.

“So that’s it for today. As I said, I should stay with you in this position to make sure everything stays as it should, but I have to check on someone else first, so I’ll be right back.” I heard the door open and close and I was alone.

I stayed alone for the entire session.

I had no view of the clock on the nightstand so I could not judge how much time was passing as I balanced on my left foot. I only knew that time had slowed to an absolute crawl as my left leg cramped and my hands and left foot went numb from lack of blood flow. My shoulders were screaming at me and I was drooling and moaning from the pain.

After what seemed an eternity, the door opened and Marcy entered. I tried yelling my safe-word at her through my gag but with the same lack of results as yesterday.

“I know it hurts, Julia. It’s supposed to hurt. But it won’t be nearly as long a session today so bear with me.” She went to the closet as I tried pleading with her to release me.

She came back from the closet with the same damn nipple clips as the day before.

“We had a request from someone named Deke online for these, but with twice as much weight as before, so brace yourself.”

The first clip went on and my nipple felt like it was on fire. I hadn’t fully recovered from the previous session, not to mention Deke’s attentions last night. The fact that he was actively making things worse for me was unbelievable. I screamed into the gag but to no avail. Marcy ignored me and clipped my other nipple in short order. Then she added the weights.

Then I came.

For the first time in over a year, I had an earth-shattering orgasm from deep within my belt.

* * * * *

I walked home after my session. Once again, I didn’t want to be in close contact with anyone. I just wanted to be alone in the crowd on the sidewalk.

I couldn’t believe Deke had sent a message to Marcy to put me in more pain. It scared me that he would do that.

It excited me, too.

After Marcy let me down, she told me how it was going to be for the rest of the week.

“Since you came back to me, I’m going to take over as your Domme.”

“I thought you didn’t like that word,” I said in a soft voice.

“From now on, you will not speak unless I give you prior permission. If I give you permission to speak, you will refer to me as Mistress. Is that understood?”

I nodded my head.

“But to answer your question, I don’t use that term until I’m sure it’s appropriate.”

I looked at her but didn’t ask the question I wanted to ask.

As if she read my mind she said, “Yes.”

She stood up and took my hands in hers. “I want to make a few things clear. When you’re at the Club, you belong to me. If I tell you to do something, I expect unquestioned obedience. If you don’t obey, there will be consequences.”

She let go of my hands and started to undress. She offered no explanation. “I want you to grow your hair out. No more style cuts. I like to use hair as part of my ties but your hair is too short.”

When she was naked she sat next to me on the bed. “I’ve looked at some of your recordings from the Chastity Floor and I sense that you enjoyed earning out with the women up there. Obviously, though, you never saw any pussy. I need to you answer a question for me, so you have permission to speak.”

I looked at her.

“Have you ever been with a woman outside of the Club?”

I shook my head.

“Have you ever licked another woman’s pussy?”

I shook my head.

“Well, that’s about to change. From now on, whenever we’ve finished a session, you will lick my pussy until I tell you to stop. Is that clear?”

I just stared at her.

“I said, is that clear?”

“Yes, mistress.”

As I walked home, the image of Marcy lying down on the bed and spreading her legs for me kept flooding back. I was almost shaking from the intensity of the feeling I experienced as I relived it among the strangers who walked with me.

I can still taste her pussy on my lips as I stumble through the crowd. She grabbed the hair on the top of my head and ground her hips into my face. I licked her as best I knew how but I felt like a complete novice. Which, in fact, I was. But in short order, she started moaning and before long she climaxed as I tongued her clit. Then she collapsed and released her grip on my hair.

“Yeah, you really need to let your hair grow out.”


~~~

Chapter 6

~~~

For the next week, Marcy put me in a new stress-tie every day. Some lasted for hours, others for a few minutes depending on how severe the pain was. She knew exactly where my breaking point was and never exceeded it. But she came close every time.

The first tie after she declared herself my Domme was an inversion. She tied my ankles together in an elaborate tie that used a lot of rope to protect my skin I later found out. She looped the rope through a pulley in the ceiling and lifted me off the ground. Having the blood rush to my head was very disorienting and I felt nauseous almost from the moment she tied off the other end of the rope to a hook on the wall. She left me to dangle there, alone, for hours.

The next day, she tied me in another hogtie, but this time instead of tying my ankles to my wrists she tied them to a noose around my neck. She explained that she would not leave the room as there was some danger that I might asphyxiate myself, but that did little to ease my panic. I only lasted a few minutes in that tie but it felt like hours as I couldn’t keep the pressure off my neck and I almost blacked out.

My fifth session in as many days consisted of a reverse-prayer tie. She clasped my hands behind my back and tied my wrists together. Then she pulled my arms back away from my body and somehow inverted my arms so that my fingers pointed upward. I didn’t even know I was that flexible but Marcy knew, or at least she was willing to find out at my expense. She wrapped another length of rope around my torso and arms. She tightened the rope enough to cause severe strain on my shoulders, elbows, and back. It was excruciating, but thankfully I didn’t have to stay in that one for long.

On the sixth day, she told me I would spend a long time in bondage to make up for two short days in a row.

Lovely.

“This is a frog tie,” Marcy explained as she wrapped a length of rope around my thigh and calf, effectively pinning my leg against itself. She repeated the procedure with my other leg and put me in a kneeling position. Then she tied my wrists to my ankles and yanked the rope tight so I was almost in a hogtie but not quite. The final straw was she looped a leather noose around my neck and lifted my head to that I was balanced on my knees. But the only way to stay balanced was to use the noose to keep me from falling over. The pressure on my neck was severe but not enough to cut off my breathing. It was hard to breathe but I could manage. It was just very precarious.

She left me like that for most of the day.

My seventh and last day of rope bondage was the worst of them all. Marcy bound my wrists together behind my back with a very elaborate tie. Then she frog-tied my legs again before she inserted a ball gag in my mouth. Finally, she threaded a rope through the pulley in the ceiling and tied it to my wrists. She hoisted me up into an inverted position and left me to dangle there for several hours. The strain on my shoulders was severe and my legs cramped from the tightness of the frog-tie, but the worst was being inverted with a gag in my mouth. I couldn’t stop drooling and it ran down into my nose and eyes the entire time.

I was miserable.

And for reasons I cannot begin to fathom, I loved it.

A full week of being bound every day in a new predicament that left me totally helpless was extraordinary for me. I was overwhelmed with the sensual feel of the ropes, the luxurious nature of my captivity, and the sensuality of my submission to Marcy. After she released me she had me lick her pussy until she climaxed. I never got used to it but I began to look forward to the feeling of revulsion and degradation I experienced each and every time.

Deke’s reaction to my sessions was a surprise as well. We always watched a recap of my ordeal each night in bed. He didn’t comment on any of the sessions, which was extremely unusual for my boyfriend. Normally, he’s extremely verbal but since Marcy came into our lives he’s become virtually silent on the subject of my visits to the Club.

But make no mistake about one thing - he still fucks my ass. Every night.

After my week of rope bondage, Marcy told me we’d be moving on to metal cuffs, collars, chains, and cages.

“Due to the nature of the material, there will be fewer stress positions and physical pain involved in each situation, but each session will last longer than the one before. My objectives will be more psychological. There is something about the weight of steel and iron that induces humiliation and degradation, probably because of our association with ancient captivity and slavery.”

We moved to another room for my second week on the Bondage Floor. The room contained a small cage of black iron bars. The cage could be suspended by a motorized winch embedded in the ceiling.

My first metal bondage session consisted of Marcy shackling my neck, wrists, and ankles with heavy stainless steel and chaining them tightly together. The chain looped through the eye in each shackle and I was forced into a tight ball in the cage. A heavy lock was the final touch before the winch hoisted my cage about five feet off the floor and Marcy left me alone with the camera and my thoughts.

She came back five hours later.

The rest of the week I was variously chained to the top of the cage so I could not lie down, hogtied and gagged, suspended within the cage using five different chains, each connected to a different shackle, and finally, I was left out of the cage and chained to the wall, spread-eagle and hanging from my neck and wrists. That was the toughest session of all but I not only persevered but enjoyed it immensely.

“So, Marcy said after the last session. “That concluded your two-week introduction to the Bondage Floor. I expect to see you at least three times a week from now on. If I don’t, if you cut back without my permission, our relationship will be terminated. Do you understand? You may speak to answer.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I kept my head bowed and did not meet her eyes.

“And I want to meet Deke, so make it happen.”


~~~

Chapter 7

~~~

I talked to Deke that night about Marcy’s demand.

“What if I don’t want to meet her?” he asked. “I like the way things are now.”

“It was not optional as I understood it, so if you don’t come in with me I think she’ll sever all ties with me.”

“And you don’t want that to happen, right?”

“I really don’t. I’ve come to depend on her.”

Deke rolled his eyes. “Really, in just a couple of weeks?

“It’s a very intense relationship. I can’t explain it other than that.”

“What does she want to meet me for? She’s not thinking I want to be tied up, is she?”

“I don’t know for sure, but I’ve never seen a man on either floor, so I strongly doubt it.”

“I’ll think about it but I’m not making any promises. When are you scheduled to go back?”

“Day after tomorrow. I really hope you come with me.”

Deke turned on me suddenly. “I said I’ll think about it.”

He was particularly brutal when he fucked my ass that night.

* * * * *

Deke came with me to the Club two days later. I was incredibly happy he decided to come but my nerves were through the roof at the thought of him meeting Marcy. Since I started visiting the Club a year ago, I talk much less than I used to, but I couldn’t stop blabbing the whole way there.

As we entered the lobby on the ground floor, I realized I would have to ring up Nora, the Club manager, to have Deke approved for a visit. I thought back to the first time I met the captivating woman who ran Club-sub and how I should do everything in my power to prevent her from meeting Deke. My heart sank a little but I really had no choice.

I wasn’t even sure Deke would be allowed on the floor, but that was out of my hands as well.

“Good morning, Julia,” Nora said as she strode toward us from the elevator. She extended her hand to Deke as she arrived at our sofa in the middle of the lobby. “This must be Deke,” she said with a big smile. “I’m Nora.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Deke said with a catch in his voice that struck me hard. “I’m not sure why I’m here,” he added with one of his killer smiles. “But I’m glad I decided to come.”

“As am I,” Nora said as she matched him in tone and undertone. I was mortified. Was she going to steal him right in front of me? Could I do anything about it?

“Come with me, you two.” She walked us past the elevators and into a hidden conference room behind the front desk I’d never noticed before. Marcy was waiting for us.

“I’ll leave you to it,” Nora said as she left us.

“Deke, thank you for coming,” Marcy said. “Please, have a seat.”

“What’s this about?” Deke asked. I stayed silent with my eyes on my hands.

“I wanted to meet you. I’ve really enjoyed your girlfriend these past weeks and I was curious about a couple of things.”

“What things?”

“Have you any interest in learning how to safely tie Julia in bondage?” Marcy did not beat around the bush.

“I’ve thought about it. But we really don’t have room in our apartment.”

“A basic hogtie is pretty simple and can be done on a single bed. So, is that something you’d like to learn?”

“Maybe. Would you be willing to teach me?”

“I would, but I’d like to ask you for something in return.”

“What would that be?” I could hear the skepticism in Deke’s voice.

“I would like to expand Julia’s horizon regarding bondage, but your chastity belt presents issues for me. Now, I’m the last person in the world to interfere in a relationship. I have a lot of respect for what you’ve allowed so far, but I just wanted to make the case for allowing more.”

“Would I have to let her out for good?”

“Not at all. If you’ll give me a copy of her key, I can only let her out once she’s under my control and supervision.”

I still had my eyes cast down so I couldn’t see either of their expressions but there was a long pause. It was almost painful for me to resist looking up but I did.

“What kinds of things do you have in mind?”

“If you give me a key? There are several things that become immediately available, but obviously, most of them involve punishing her pussy. Have you heard of the wooden pony?”

“No, what’s that?” I no longer heard any skepticism in Deke’s voice, only enthusiasm. It scared me and excited me.

“It’s a simple sawhorse but with a thin, upright beam. I will position her on the beam and she will have to balance there for several hours. The pressure builds on her pelvic bone as her weight presses down on the wood. It’s quite effective.”

“What else?”

“I think a Sybian would be incredibly effective after a year in chastity.”

“What’s a Sybian?”

“It’s a vibrating machine that looks a bit like a saddle. We position Julia on the machine so that it stimulates her clit for as long as we like. It’s quite effective at forcing orgasms, which I assume she’s done without for her time in the belt.”

Deke said, “I think that’s true, but we’ve never discussed it.”

“Julia, when did you last orgasm?”

I kept my eyes down but said, “Last week, Mistress.”

“When?” She made no attempt to hide her displeasure.

“When Deke called in to have you add nipple clamps after I was tied. I believe it was on Tuesday.”

“Well, no matter. She’s still very sensitive and I think the Sybian will about drive her crazy.” Marcy stood up from the conference table. “Any other questions?”

“When can we start?” Deke asked.

“Do you have her key with you?”

Deke stood up. “I do, but it’s my only copy.”

“I like that. Only one copy. Did you know that, Julia? Did you know there’s only one copy of your key?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Deke, why don’t you give me the key? I think that will be the best thing for both of you right now.”

Deke was silent for several seconds. “I’m not sure I want to do that.”

“Why not? If I have the only key, then it’s out of your hands and Julia is even more helpless.” Marcy walked around the table to where I was standing and touched my chin so that I looked her in the eyes. “Julia, have you ever wished that Deke would unlock you over the past year?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And if he gives me the key so that there’s no possibility that he can unlock you, won’t that be even more deliciously hopeless for you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you don’t want Deke to surrender your key to me, do you?”

“No, Mistress.” I began to cry. Tears rolled down my cheeks.

“But a part of you would love it if he surrenders your chastity to me, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Marcy turned to Deke. “I really think you need to give me her key.”

And he did.
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Chapter 1

~~~

My first session on the eighth floor of the New York Penthouse Hotel, known as the Discipline Floor at Club-sub, was about to begin. After several weeks on the Bondage Floor and over a year on the Chastity Floor, my Domme, Marcy, told me it was time to expand my horizons.

That’s how she put it - “I want to expand your horizons.”

I knew what she really meant.

She wanted to increase the nature and the level of pain she inflicted on me.

Substantially.

Let me digress for a second. I grew up in a nice house in a small town in the south. I was well-treated at home and suffered no abuse or anything that would have led me to believe that I was prone to submission. But in the weeks I’ve known Marcy, my self-concept has changed dramatically.

I am a sub.

When Marcy ties me up on the Bondage Floor, I hate it.

But I love it, too. The feeling of helplessness that overwhelms me when she ties me in ropes or wraps me in chains is so exquisitely delicious and so powerfully sensual that I lose myself completely. I’ve also come to relish the pain she inflicts on me, whether I’m forced to sit for hours on the wooden pony that digs into my pussy, or when I’m stress-tied to induce numbing and cramping, or when she clips those dreaded alligator-clips on my nipples and hangs weights from them to magnify my suffering.

I don’t understand it, but I love it.

“What you’ve experienced so far is gradual, progressive pain,” Marcy explained to me last night. “Pain that starts out slowly and builds over time, as a test of your endurance. Tomorrow I’m going to mark you and you will experience acute pain. The difference between the two is something you will find quite delightful. I know I do.”

I had my doubts.

My parents never beat me. They never had to - I was a good girl, almost to a fault. If I did do something wrong, then one look from my father was all it took to make me feel like a total failure, so he never used his belt on me the way he did on my brother. I heard it through the door but I never witnessed it and never experienced anything like it.

My boyfriend, Deke, never hit me, not even once. Sure, he locked me in a chastity belt for the past year and only fucks my ass through the hole in the back of the belt, but that’s for his pleasure more than my pain. And anyway, I’ve come to enjoy it.

Occasionally.

Somewhat.

No, that’s really not true. I hate it but I love pleasing him. And I find it degrading and humiliating and that part I do enjoy.

Heaven help me.

But when Deke gave the only key that unlocks my chastity belt to Marcy a few weeks ago at her request, at her insistence, she decided to limit his access to my dark passage. When I see her at the Club during the week, she always sends me home with a butt plug firmly locked in place under my belt. She removes the plug on weekends because it would be unhealthy for me to go two days without being able to, you know. But during the week, Deke has to be content with using my mouth to satisfy his desires.

To be honest, I’m not wild about that, either.

But that’s not my focus at all right now. As Marcy walks me down the stairwell in the Penthouse Hotel that houses Club-sub, as she tugs on my leash to make sure I keep up and she opens the door to the Discipline Floor, all I can think about is how it will feel to be whipped.

Or beaten.

Or caned.

One of Marcy’s most effective psychological techniques is that she always tells me as little as possible about what she’s about to do to me. So although I know she is about to mark me, I don’t know how. I don’t know what instrument she’ll use or how long it will last or where she will mark me. I’m almost beside myself thinking about it.

Which is exactly what she wants.

The stairwell door slammed shut as she led me into the lobby of the Discipline Floor. As with the other floors I’ve visited, the lobby is manned by a gorgeous receptionist who greeted Marcy with a smile and a cheerful ‘Good morning’ but who ignored me. Not that I’d be able to respond, in addition to my chastity belt and dog collar, I’m gagged with a full head-harness.

“Is Room 818 available?” Marcy asked. The receptionist nodded and handed her a keycard. We walked down a hallway that looks similar to the one upstairs. Marcy swiped the keycard and walked into the room. I followed, nervous as a squirrel.

The room looked nothing like the rooms on the Bondage floor. It was dark - the windows were nowhere to be seen. The walls looked like they were padded, which I assumed was for soundproofing. The ceiling was lower than normal and covered with the same padding as the walls.

The floor was concrete. There were iron rings embedded in the floor. And the walls.

But most astonishing of all was the large wooden box in the corner of the room. It was the size of a large sofa but it sat upright as if the sofa was turned on its side. It almost reached the low ceiling.

I must have paused at the door to take everything in because I soon felt a tug on my leash. Marcy was watching my reaction when I looked at her. She just stared at me with a blank look on her face, as if I wasn’t coming apart at the seams.

I walked into the room in my standard-issue high heels and waited for instructions. Marcy walked over to the box and opened it. It was mounted on small wheels and it must have been hinged at the back. On the sides of the box were several implements. Tools of Marcy’s trade, you might call them.

There were a dozen whips of various shapes and lengths. There was a row of floggers hanging from their handles. There was a section of riding crops that looked ferocious. And there was a cylinder attached to the wall of the box that was fully stocked with bamboo canes.

I shuddered at the sight of all that accumulated pain.

Marcy finally gave me something of a response to the fear in my eyes.

She smiled. It was not a merciful smile.

“Shall we get started?”


~~~

Chapter 2

~~~

On the Bondage Floor, Marcy never tells me what she’s going to do to me before she does it, even though that violates Club policy. I’ve never dreamed of reporting her and I’ve come to appreciate the psychological stress it causes me.

So the first thing she did when we began my first session on the Discipline Floor surprised me. She told me what she was going to do.

“First thing is to get you out of your chastity belt. I don’t want anything in the way when I whip your ass and that loop will be in the way, too.”

She unlocked the belt and I slipped it off. After a year of being locked-in except for bathroom breaks, the feeling of being released was strange. I’d come to relish the security I felt carrying the weight around and having it press against my vagina. I know it sounds odd but I really felt naked without it.

“Step over here,” Marcy said as I put the belt on a chair in the corner of the room. She went to the closet and came back with a length of rope. She tied my wrists in front of me and then used a small step ladder to reach an eyelet in the ceiling. She threaded the rope through the eyelet and pulled my arms over my head. She tied the other end of the rope to another eyelet in the floor behind me.

“You’ll have the freedom to turn around as I whip you, but that will just distribute the blows around your torso. I think we’ll start with 25 lashes which you will count out as we go. If you lose count or make a mistake, we’ll start over so pay attention.”

She retrieved a long whip from the wooden box and flicked it a couple of times in the air. It sounded ferocious as it snapped. I moaned into my ball gag with fear but also with some anticipation. I’d come to enjoy the pain I endured on the Bondage Floor in a twisted way and the prospect of being whipped appealed to that dark part of me.

But for the most part, I was terrified.

“Remember, count it out. I know you’re gagged but I’ll be able to understand you.”

She stood to one side of me and shook out the length of the whip again. Then she stepped toward me and the leather laced my buttocks. The pain was searing but not unbearable.

“One,” I said through my gag.

Another blow landed quickly. I turned involuntarily and the lash hit my hip and mound. That hurt a lot more than the first one so I vowed silently to keep my ass toward the blows.

“Two.”

Another lash hit my upper thighs and was excruciating. My tears were now flowing freely.

“Three.”

The next blow landed squarely on my ass almost exactly over the mark I’m sure I had from the first one. I moaned and cried. I wanted it to be over.

“Four.”

The blows came faster and harder, or maybe they only felt that way because my entire ass was being brutalized. I screamed and pleaded with Marcy to stop but I kept the count. I couldn’t imagine living through a mistake and starting from zero.

“Twelve, please let me go,” I tried to say through the gag. “Please stop. I’ll do anything.”

Marcy ignored me.

I tried not to turn away from the blows as the pain was worse when they landed on my mound but I couldn’t stop myself. I was desperate to move away from the pain. I was sweating and crying and screaming, but I kept the count.

“Twenty. Marcy, I can’t do this. Please don’t. I’m begging you.”

The lash struck me again.

And again.

Finally, it was over.

Marcy untied the rope from its anchor and I sank to the floor, sobbing. She untied my hands and lifted me to my feet. She walked me into the bathroom and doused a facecloth under the faucet, then used it to wipe my tears away. I looked at myself in the mirror and was overwhelmed at the marks on my body. Big, bold slashes crisscrossed my hips and butt. My mound was battered. A little blood oozed from some of the welts.

I looked at Marcy and she looked at me without sympathy.

She did not release my ball gag.

Then she went back out into the room and retrieved my chastity belt.

I couldn’t believe it. I tried to protest but she ignored me. She snapped the belt around my waist and then pulled the loop up between my thighs and over my throbbing mound. When she clicked the loop into its slot on the belt, I let out a scream. The cold metal front plate pressed hard against my vulva and labia as always, but the comfort it brought me just an hour ago was replaced by searing pain. I cried and pleaded for her not to lock the belt but she ignored me and used the key she’d taken from Deke to lock the belt.

“I imagine the pain will subside in the course of the next day or two. I’ll check on you tomorrow when you come in for your bondage session. From now on, I want to come to the Bondage Floor on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Tuesdays and Thursdays you’ll come to this room. Is that clear?”

I nodded through my tears.

“Oh, and since there’s no bed in this room, we’ll have to finish our session in here.” She unbuckled my ball gag at last and I flexed my jaw. Then Marcy sat on the edge of the counter and spread her legs.

“Kneel down, Julia.”


~~~

Chapter 3

~~~

Over the course of the first few weeks, Marcy and I fell into a very predictable routine. She would tie me on the Bondage Floor according to the schedule she’d described to me. Sometimes the ties were new and sometimes they were familiar. She used ropes most days but alternated the chains and iron shackles in on occasion. The wooden pony was a regular feature.

On the alternate days when I was scheduled on the Discipline Floor, she was very predictable. My first visit, when she whipped my lower torso, was followed by a session two days later when she whipped my breasts. She tied me to the wall for that first tit-whipping so I couldn’t move at all and the blows landed exactly where she intended. She used a shorter whip to enhance the precision of the marks and by the end of the session, my breasts were battered and bleeding.

Marcy granted me a full week to recover, though. The following Tuesday, she whipped my pussy. She tied me into a full spread-eagle position in the middle of the room, then she stood behind me and flicked the whip up between my legs. The tip of the whip landed right on my labia and sometimes on my clit. Twenty-five lashes in such a small area were excruciating.

Then she locked me back into my chastity belt.

I got no sleep that night.

By Thursday of the second week, my breasts were healed so she beat them again, this time with a riding crop. The pain was different but just as severe. The marks were even more precise and my nipples were red and swollen for days.

Each night I went home to Deke and showed him what Marcy had done to me. He usually stared at me for a few minutes before I went to the bathroom to put ointment on the wounds I could reach.

We never discussed my visits to the Discipline Floor.

My relationship with Deke changed dramatically once Marcy came into our lives and took the key to my chastity belt away from him. My boyfriend went from being forceful and a little dominant to being meek and docile so fast I was astonished. I tried to ask him about the change in him and in our relationship but he refused to talk about it.

Because Marcy was inserting a butt plug in my ass every weekday, Deke was unable to use my dark passage as he had been. At first, he fucked my mouth but that changed after a week or so. Even on weekends, when Marcy left my asshole available to him he declined to use it. I have to admit I felt like we were drifting apart and I was not happy about it.

But Deke didn’t seem to mind. He was still a great boyfriend in every other way. We enjoyed living together and still treated each other with a lot of affection, but sex was less and less a part of our relationship. It was almost as if we were just roommates.

Finally, Marcy asked me about Deke.

“Does he still fuck your ass on weekends and your mouth during the week?” she asked out of nowhere. There was nothing subtle about Marcy.

“Not much anymore.”

“We’ll let it go for a few more weeks but keep me informed whenever he uses you.”

I wanted to ask why it mattered to her but I didn’t have permission to speak and I knew the severity of the consequences would be unbearable, so I left it alone.

About a week later and two months after my first whipping, I told Marcy that Deke fucked my mouth again but didn’t cum. She seemed to get angry at first but then calmed right down.

“I think it’s time I visited your apartment and talk to Deke,” she said in a stern voice. “I’ll be there tonight at nine.”

I wasn’t sure if I should tell Deke that Marcy was coming to see him so I just kept quiet. We’d had a quiet dinner in the apartment and were watching TV when there was a loud knocking. I’d been on edge the whole evening so I lept off the sofa and practically sprinted to the door.

“Hello, Julia. Is Deke home?” I nodded. I wasn’t sure if the same rules that she enforced at the Club about needing permission to speak applied here but I decided not to risk it. I just stepped aside and she strode into the apartment as if she owned it.

“It has come to my attention,” she said to Deke as he stood up from the sofa, “That you are still using Julia’s ass and mouth after I told you to stop. I’m afraid we’re going to have to remedy this situation.” She opened a small box she pulled out of her bag and showed it to my boyfriend. “Do you know what this is?”

He nodded.

“I’ll wait while you put it on.”

Deke took the box from Marcy and stared at its contents with a look of sadness on his face. I couldn’t see what was in the box from where I stood so I walked over to the sofa. The box contained a small plastic tube. I knew immediately what it was for.

“I don’t think I can fit in it.”

“That’s the point,” Marcy said. “Julia, suck your boyfriend’s cock and make him cum in your mouth.”

I watched Deke stand up and undo his belt and trousers. I knelt in front of him and took his already-hard cock in my mouth. He came almost immediately as Marcy looked on.

“Julia, slip the sheath on his cock as it shrinks,” she said to me. “Then slip this lock on and give me the key.”

I did as I was told. I couldn’t believe Deke was allowing this to happen. I locked his chastity device and handed the key to my Domme. She smiled at us.

“You two make a very cute couple. I’m having some guests over on Saturday and I want to show you off, so be at my place at seven, sharp. I’ll text you the address.”

Marcy left as abruptly as she came in.

When we were alone in the apartment I looked at Deke but he wouldn’t meet my eyes. “Is this what you wanted all along?” I asked as I struggled not to cry.

“I don’t know,” he whispered.

“Did you know about those devices?”

“I’ve seen them on the internet.”

“And you’re going to wear it for Marcy?”

“For now.”

I touched his face and lifted his chin to look at me. He was crying. “I love you so much.”

“I love you, too.” He took me in his arms and the plastic of his new chastity device clanked against my belt.

I never felt so close to another person in my life.


~~~

Chapter 4

~~~

Deke and I arrived at Marcy’s apartment right on time. She smiled and welcomed us inside as if there was nothing strange about our coming to visit her at all, but I felt like it was surreal. I was in my chastity belt but I wore a loose-fitting dress as per her instructions the day before. Deke was in a suit and tie. He’d struggled with his new device all week - the sleeve was far too small for him, so whenever he got the least bit excited the device prevented his cock from expanding. He said the pain made him even more excited and the pain increased. I could tell from the look on his face that he was dealing with his new dilemma as we entered the apartment.

“This is the couple I was telling you all about,” Marcy said as she escorted us into the living room. Her apartment was enormous by any standard and especially so for Manhattan. I don’t know the going rates for luxury apartments on the upper east side but I was astonished that she could afford such a place.

The room was filled with older couples who were clearly there to see Deke and me. They all had drinks in their hands and some of them sat on the large sofas that filled the room. Marcy led us to the fireplace that dominated one end of the room and told us to face the crowd. Then she did something I was afraid she would do but prayed she wouldn’t - she picked up a leash from a coffee table between the sofas and clipped it to my collar. She held the other end of the leash and pulled on it as she walked away from me. I had no choice but to follow her.

“Julia is my latest sub,” Marcy said to the crowd as she paraded me around the room. “I’ve only been working with her for a few weeks but I am very excited about her progress. She lives with Deke in the village and we’re almost ready to complete their training.”

All eyes in the room were on me as I completed my short walk around the room and arrived back in front of the fireplace next to Deke. Marcy looked like she was burst with pride, which made my pussy wet under my belt. I was confused and embarrassed but I was also proud that Marcy was showing me off to her friends. Showing us off.

“Julia, take off your dress so everyone can see how you’re marked.”

I’m sure I blushed hard as I was suddenly ordered to expose myself. I tried to reason that thousands saw me on camera during every session with Marcy at the Club, but that was much more anonymous and impersonal. 

This was not.

I reached around my neck to unbutton the dress but my fingers just wouldn’t work properly.

“Deke, help Julia.” He stepped behind me and unbuttoned my dress to my waist. Then he lowered the dress to the floor and I was naked before the group except for my belt. My breasts were freshly marked from my Thursday session at the Club on the Discipline Floor and the bruises had only just started to heal. The crowd in the apartment buzzed with excitement at the sight of my wounds.

“Turn around for us,” Marcy said to me. I turned slowly to show the marks from my Tuesday session on my ass. Marcy had whipped me particularly hard that day and the wounds were deep and angry. There were several gasps from the women in the audience as I showed them what I had endured.

“Julia is in chastity as you can plainly see,” Marcy said to her guests. “She’s been locked in for well over a year now and is only allowed out of the custom-made belt for about five minutes a day, which is just enough time to wash properly.”

“Does she ever have sex?” a woman asked.

“Not vaginally, no. She hasn’t had normal relations for the entire time she’s been locked in. Isn’t that right, Julia?” I nodded. “You may speak to answer me.”

“That’s right, Mistress,” I said.

“You say she hasn’t had vaginal sex,” one of the men said, a distinguished-looking gentleman sitting next to the woman who asked the first question. I wondered if they were the guests of honor or something. “Has she had any other kinds of sex in that time?”

“She has. Her boyfriend had been using her dark passage on weekends when I left her unplugged. She wears a butt plug during the week. He was also using her mouth whenever he pleased until just recently.”

“But that’s no longer true?”

“Indeed,” Marcy said with a sly smile. “Julia, show everyone what’s changed since Wednesday.”

I looked at Marcy in confusion. “Undo Deke’s trousers,” she said with an annoyed tone.

I turned to Deke and unbuckled his belt. I half-expected him to stop me but he didn’t. He just lowered his head and let me expose his sheathed cock.

There was another gasp from the crowd.

“As you can see,” Marcy continued, “Deke will no longer be using Julia in any way from now on as I have the key to his device right here.” She dangled the keys hanging from a chain around her neck for the crowd.

“It’s safe to assume the other key is to Julia’s belt,” the same gentleman said.

“It is,” Marcy said.

“Is she wearing a butt plug now?” the same woman asked. It was almost as if they were the only people in the room.

“She is not. Would you like her to wear one now?” Marcy asked the woman.

“Oh, yes, if that’s even possible.”

“I just happen to have one right here,” Marcy said as she pulled a plug out of her bag. “Deke, do the honors for us.” She handed the anal plug to him. “Julia, come closer and turn around so everyone can get a good view.”

I did as I was instructed.

But I wanted to die.


~~~

Chapter 5

~~~

Two days after Marcy’s party I arrived at the Club for my bondage session bursting with questions, but I was forbidden to initiate a conversation. I tried once before and paid a heavy price for my indiscretion so I waited for an opportunity to indicate to my Domme that I wanted to speak.

As I waited for the perfect moment I thought about how Sunday went at the apartment with Deke. He has become a much different person since Marcy came on the scene but my love for him has only deepened and matured. I think of him less as a sexual companion now, of course, but since sex has been eliminated from our relationship we have grown closer as partners in the journey we’re taking to a place neither of us understands but find irresistible.

“I was mortified,” I said to Deke after he asked me about the party. “I’ve never been more embarrassed in my life, but I loved it so much too, which I can’t even begin to comprehend.”

Deke listened as I went on about the mysterious attraction I have to being degraded by Marcy. I must have gone on for almost an hour without a comment from him. Deke has become very less verbal since he went into chastity. I’ve asked him about it but he can’t explain it either. All I know is that he’s become a much better listener which I love so much.

“What about you?” I asked after my long monologue. “Weren’t you embarrassed when I exposed your device?”

“Of course I was, but I was spellbound by the whole scene. It was almost as if I was having an out-of-body experience as they looked at me.”

“I know, I felt it too. It’s like we were spectators on the ceiling, watching them stare at us.” I snuggled into his arm as we sat on the sofa in our living room. “How is that possible?”

“I don’t know.” We sat for several minutes before he finally asked, “Do you know what that was all about? Did Marcy say who those people were? Have you ever seen any of them at the Club?”

“No, not one of them. They’re the wrong demographic for the floors I’ve been on. I can’t remember seeing anyone over thirty in the whole year I’ve been there.”

“Maybe you could ask?” he whispered as he fondled my nipple. The pain Marcy inflicted on my breasts three days prior had largely subsided and Deke no longer seemed to enjoy tormenting me as he had before. Now he was tender and loving as we enjoyed the only intimacy we really had left available to us.

“I’ll try.”

So I looked for an opportunity to glance at Marcy as she tied me into a complex hanging bondage position. I knew I was going to be there alone for most of the day so I would have no time until she came back to let me go if I missed the window.

Finally, she looked at me and I raised my eyebrows. She hadn’t gagged me yet although I’m sure that would be the final addition to the session. She saw me and didn’t frown. I opened my mouth as if to speak but then closed it again.

“You want to know about Saturday night, don’t you?” she asked as she picked up the gag ball harness and began buckling it around my head. I nodded slightly.

“The couple that did all of the talking own that apartment. I come by occasionally to entertain their guests. They pay me to bring subs like you and Deke.”

Marcy had already locked ball gag firmly in my mouth so I had no ability to speak even if I wanted to. I could only hope that she would keep talking because what I’d heard so far only planted new questions in my head.

“Which leads me to the next thing,” Marcy said. “I’m considering removing your belt the next time we visit Mark and Daphne. They loved the performance on Saturday but they indicated that they want to take it to the next level. I know you’re not accustomed to getting advanced warning of what I have in store for you, but I will need your consent for this since it will involve sex. I’ll have Nora send you a form. Bring it with you tomorrow.”

She lifted me off the floor with the hoist and my helplessness was complete.

“I’ll be back in a few hours to check on you.” She left me.

Alone with my thoughts.


~~~

Chapter 6

~~~

The week went by slowly as I made two more visits to the Bondage Floor and two visits to the Discipline Floor. During our Tuesday whipping session, Marcy whipped my cunt. She was especially vicious, even for her.

“I want your mound to be marked but healing when we show it to the crowd this Saturday at Mark and Daphne’s party, so we’re going to up the count to fifty strokes.”

I’d never endured more than 25 lashes on such a small area as my labia and mound so the prospect of that much abuse terrified me. I was already tied securely in place with my legs held apart by a three-foot spreader bar attached to my ankles and my hands locked to the wall. I was gagged with the ball gag harness as usual.

“I won’t make you count today but I do want to muffle your cries even more than normal.” She walked to the supply closet and came back with a roll of grey duct tape. I was in a complete panic. She ripped a long piece of tape off the role and the sound of it jarred me more than I would have believed possible. She wrapped it around my head as I tried to plead with her not to do it. She ignored me of course. In short order, I was completely silenced. Then she removed my chastity belt.

In the past few weeks, the only time Marcy removes my belt is when she’s about to beat or cane or whip me, so whenever she unlocks me I feel even more naked and vulnerable than ever. It’s the last piece in a disturbing yet intoxicating ritual. While I’m being whipped, especially on my pussy, I would sell my soul to make it stop. I hate being whipped there more than anything. It’s so painful and degrading that I almost lose my mind while it’s happening.

But just before Marcy whips my cunt I come as close as ever to having an orgasm. The anticipation is so overwhelming that I sometimes feel like my head will just explode. I never feel so alive as just before the first blow lands.

After it’s over, as I look down and see my hairless mound striped and mutilated and bleeding, as the pain of all that abuse washes over me in a huge tidal wave of sensation, I feel completely debased, degraded, and defiled.

I love that feeling.

I can’t explain it. I hate being whipped, and I hate being whipped on my pussy more than anything. But as I look at myself for the few seconds before Marcy locks me into chastity again, I marvel at the sight, and I revel in the pain. It’s sick, twisted, and unimaginable.

But god, I do so love that feeling.

As Marcy commenced to whipping my pussy, I almost lost my mind. The pain of the first dozen lashes was more intense than I’d ever experienced, and the knowledge that there were so many more to come really fucked with me in a way I can’t explain. Each blow was worse than the last until I was a blubbering mess. I tried to sink to my knees at one point but Marcy had tied my hands so tight to the wall that I couldn’t even do that.

Finally, it was over. I looked down and was shocked by what I saw. I was bleeding profusely from several large lacerations and drops of blood pooled on the floor. My cunt was ablaze with pain. I was barely lucid, but the thought occurred to me that this time Marcy may have gone too far and permanently disfigured me. The thought that I might never recover pushed me down into a place I never dreamed existed. I experienced complete and utter devastation.

And I orgasmed in a shattering burst of mind-fucking pleasure and disgust.

Marcy untied my hands and unlocked the spreader bar as she always does when she whips my vagina. She walked me into the bathroom and gently removed the duct tape from my face and hair. It took a long time but she was careful not to hurt me. She wiped my face with a facecloth and kissed my lips.

Then she sat on the counter, spread her legs and pushed me to my knees.

~ ~ ~

~ ~ ~

Two days later, when Marcy met me in the same room for my second discipline session of the week, she warned me again that this would be a particularly brutal session in preparation for the party that weekend.

“Just like we did with your cunt, I’m upping the count today to fifty so your tits look completely devastated for Mark and Daphne.”

Once again, she wrapped my head in duct tape and tied me securely to the wall. I was unable to make a sound but I whimpered as I braced for the onslaught.

“I’ve found that a caning will leave deeper and more lasting marks on your breasts,” Marcy said as she flashed a bamboo cane before me and the camera. “As before, no need for you to keep the count.”

I’d been caned a few times by Marcy but only on my ass. The prospect of being caned on my tits was appalling. My mound was still on fire from the whipping just two days ago but because of my belt, I couldn’t check to see how much permanent damage had been done. I’d have no trouble seeing the disfigurement of my nipples.

“I’ll start with ten strokes on your left breast, then switch sides.”

Thirty minutes later, it ended.

I couldn’t hold my head up. I looked at my breasts almost against my will. They were a mangled mess. Both of my nipples were swollen and bleeding. Welts and stripes crisscrossed my chest. I was almost numb from the pain.

Marcy took me into the bathroom again to unwrap my head and wipe my tears.

“You are going to be the hit of the party.”


~~~

Chapter 7

~~~

Marcy had asked Deke and me to meet her at the Club so that we could journey together to the party at Mark and Daphne’s apartment on the upper east side. I wondered why she didn’t just let us meet her at the party as we had the week before. During the cab ride, I found out.

“I wanted to talk to Deke before we get there,” Marcy explained. “I’ve been convinced of your submissiveness since I met you, but this is going to stretch your boundaries and the last thing I want is a scene. Mark and Daphne are very good clients so their needs come first. Your development as a sub takes a back seat to that.”

Deke remained quiet and attentive. I, of course, remained silent.

“Mark expressed a desire after last week’s party to have Julia this week, which of course she will accommodate. But I didn’t get a sense from Daphne that she wanted you. I only bring this up so that you’re prepared. If Daphne does decide to have you, I will expect you to perform.”

“Have me?” Deke asked.

“Sexually, of course.”

“But…”

“Naturally, I will release you from your chastity device if she wants you.”

“Julia as well?”

“Obviously. I’m not sure how Mark will want her, but if he expresses an interest in fucking her cunt, or even her ass, we’ll have to release her as well. I suppose there’s a possibility he’ll just use her mouth, but that’s unlikely.”

Deke looked like he might be ill. “So Julia will break her chastity?”

“I expect so. And she won’t just be breaking her chastity. Mark will make a point of paying her for the pleasure of fucking her. He has a thing about being the first to pay a woman to fuck him. He calls it ‘Popping their whore-cherry’ as if that was a thing.” Marcy turned to me in the cab. “Is that a thing for you, Julia? Does the idea of becoming a full-fledged prostitute tonight excite you?”

I’m sure I blushed hard as I nodded my head. I’m not at all sure why, but the thought of becoming a whore excited me no end.

“He will pay you in cash just before he starts, so be ready when he hands you the money. Don’t embarrass yourself. Or me.”

We rode the rest of the way in silence, so I was able to think hard about what was about to happen.

I was worried.

My cunt was still on fire from the whipping on Tuesday. Marcy kept me locked in my chastity belt all week so I doubt I did much healing.

Which is exactly what she had in mind.

“Will I be expected to fuck anyone else at the party?” Deke asked in a quiet voice.

“Perhaps, but doubtful. Most of their guests are just there to observe. Although, as pretty as you are, you might generate some interest from either the women or the men.”

Deke looked horrified. “You mean if a man wants me to fuck him...”

“That’s right,” Marcy said with a sly smile. “And if one of them wants to fuck you…”

“I don’t know…”

“I didn’t ask you for your opinion about this. You will do as you’re told, Deke. Is that clear?”

He nodded. I squeezed his hand.

“What about Julia? Is she available for the other guests as well?”

“Of course. I expect several of the men to be tempted. If no one steps up, especially after they watch Mark fuck her, then the moment will pass. But if one of them screws up his courage to fuck her once Mark is through, I wouldn’t be surprised if all of them take their turns with her.”

I swallowed. After a full year of vaginal celibacy, the prospect of being gangbanged was daunting, to say the least. I was lost in my thoughts for the rest of the ride.

Suddenly, we were at the posh apartment building just east of Central Park. As we exited the cab and were ushered into the lobby by the uniformed doorman, I wondered if he knew why we were there. From the look he gave me, I’m sure he knew something.

The elevator ride to the penthouse was the longest and shortest of my life. I willed myself to be calm as Daphne welcomed us inside. I tried not to shake as we were introduced to the much larger assembly of guests.

“Deke, please do the honors again for us,” Marcy said after we took up our positions again in front of the fireplace in the living room. He turned me to one side and unbuttoned my dress before letting it fall to the ground. The crowd broke into applause as I turned to face them. My breasts were still bruised and swollen which seemed to please them no end.

“And now remove her belt,” Marcy said to Deke as she tossed him the keys. Deke knelt in front of me and slipped the key in the lock. He dislodged the loop that covered my pussy and then unbuckled the belt itself. As he stood up and took away the belt he blocked the view of the guests from seeing how Marcy had marked me. When he stepped aside, the crowd gasped.

“As you can see, Julia is spending two days a week on the Discipline Floor at the Club. The other three days she submits to all-day sessions on the Bondage Floor. But this is a big day for Julia in that she first came to Club-sub to visit the Chastity Floor over a year ago. For those of you who weren’t here last week, she’s been locked in for the entire year with only a ten-minute break each day. If Mark decides to take advantage of her availability tonight, this will be the first penetration of her cunt that Julia will have experienced in quite some time. Mark?”

Mark stood up from his seat on the sofa and turned to address the group. “I want to thank you all for coming tonight, and let’s all give Marcy a well-deserved round of applause for bringing us such a delightful specimen.” He began clapping his hands and everyone followed suit. Marcy smiled and gave them a slight bow.

“For those of you visiting for the first time, I want to explain how the rest of the evening will proceed.” He went over the plan in detail. Then Marcy handed my leash to him and he paraded me around the room. He stopped in front of each couple and allowed everyone to get a close look at my marks. One of the men asked if he could touch me.

“Of course. In fact, let’s have her bend over the sofa so anyone who wants to see just how excited she is can do so.”

He walked me over to the sofa where he’d been sitting and motioned for me to kneel on the cushion. Then he gently guided me to lean forward on the back of the sofa. I felt entirely exposed and at the disposal of anyone in the room. Mark wasted no time in fingering my pussy.

“Yes, she’s very excited to be here. See for yourself, Glen.” I turned to look behind me when Marcy snapped her fingers.

“Eyes front.”

I don’t know how many men fingered my cunt but I do know that several of them did.

They were not gentle.

Then Mark gave my leash a tug and guided me off the sofa. I stood in front of him with my head bowed. Deke was still standing by the fireplace with his eyes downcast as well.

Mark reached into his pocket and pulled out a bundle of cash. He peeled off five hundred-dollar bills and handed them to me. “Undo my belt and trousers, Julia,” he said. I did. His cock was semi-hard, not very big but not small, either. He pushed down on my shoulders. I knelt in front of him and took his cock in my mouth. He stood absolutely still and let me do all of the work.

“Just get me hard enough to fuck you, Julia.” It took some effort on my part but eventually, he was completely erect. Then he led me back to the sofa by my leash and had me assume the same position. No sooner than I was in place when I felt his cock plunge violently into my cunt. I moaned, partly from the pain but mostly because after so many months without a cock in me, it felt so good to get fucked.

The fact that so many strangers were watching me get fucked by a man who had just paid me was incredibly degrading but also unbelievably exciting. The fact that Deke was watching me, still locked in his chastity device, was also embarrassing for me and humiliating for him. And finally, the fact that Marcy was watching me fuck her client was oddly satisfying. I felt like such a good little submissive slut.

As I was enjoying the pain of Mark fucking my still-sore pussy, another guest stepped behind the sofa and undid his trousers. I watched as he exposed his rigid cock and shove it deep into my mouth. I’d never been used like this before. It was just a few seconds before the stranger in front of me and Mark behind me found a rhythm and thrust into me from each end. They climaxed almost in unison. I did too.

They were quickly replaced by two more of the men in Mark and Daphne’s apartment on the Upper East Side. And as soon as they finished, two more and then two more.

It went on for hours.

~~~

~~~

~~~

The End

~~~

~~~

~~~

.
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Thank you for reading - please leave a review.

I'd love to hear from you so email me at lenawhitegirl@gmail.com and check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a free book!
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