
        
            
                
            
        

    


Public Property: Exhibition, Humiliation, and the Ecstasy of Being Seen




A BDSM Confessions Story – Daring Submission, Club Play, and Public Surrender





Olivia is ready for more—and her Dom is prepared to show her just how deep public submission can go.










Their trust has never been stronger, but now the rules have changed: Olivia will be exposed, tested, and put on display in front of strangers and friends alike. From the first trembling step into an exclusive BDSM club to the brutal thrill of performing for an audience, every new command strips her bare, body and soul.










Will surrendering her secrets for all to see bring Olivia the freedom she craves—or will shame and desire finally tear her apart?











Public Property


 
is Book 2 of the bestselling BDSM Confessions series—a raw, emotional journey of exhibition, humiliation, and the dangerous joy of being truly owned.












Warning:



 
Contains graphic scenes of public BDSM play, exhibitionism, humiliation, and deep psychological surrender. For adult readers only.









Chapter Zero: The Dare










She could still taste the words she’d whispered that morning, raw and trembling and braver than anything she’d ever said:

 

I want to be shown.











Days later, those words lingered on Olivia’s tongue, sweet as sin and just as dangerous. Every moment since had felt stretched thin and electric, charged with the promise of something she’d barely allowed herself to imagine. Public play. Exhibition. The risk of being seen, not just as a woman, not even as a submissive, but as a possession—his, and only his.










Her Dom had barely reacted when she confessed her need. He’d only smiled, slow and knowing, and said, “Be careful what you wish for, little one. Once I start, you won’t want to go back.”










She hadn’t slept much since.




The city outside their window pulsed with summer heat, neon flickers slicing through the blinds as Olivia knelt at the foot of their bed, waiting for his next command. Her collar felt heavier these days, as if it could sense what was coming—how soon she would be made to wear it not just for him, but for anyone lucky enough to watch her fall apart.










Tonight, she wore a simple black dress that hugged every curve, the soft leather at her throat the only jewelry she needed. Her skin buzzed, already flushed, anticipation mixing with shame until she wasn’t sure which was which. She tried to focus on the quiet—her breath, the distant hum of the air conditioner, the slow, deliberate steps echoing down the hallway.










He appeared in the doorway, looming, calm, hands tucked into his pockets like a man about to deliver a sentence. Olivia kept her eyes low, not out of fear, but respect. The silence between them was thick with possibility.










He watched her for a long moment, the edges of his mouth curved just enough to let her know he was pleased. “Stand up,” he said, voice quiet, steady.










She did, heart stuttering in her chest. Her knees wobbled, and she hoped he didn’t see. Or maybe she hoped he did.










He circled her, slow and appraising, like a collector examining a priceless piece. His hand brushed her hip, then the small of her back, fingers pausing to tug at her collar—just enough to remind her who she was.










He stopped behind her, lips against her ear. “You’re ready for this?”










She nodded, breath shallow. “Yes, Sir.”










He smiled against her skin, his voice a low rumble. “You’re about to be seen, Olivia. All of you. And you’ll have no say in who watches. You’ll be on display for me, but also for them. You’ll obey, no matter how hard your shame burns. You’ll take whatever I give. You’ll make me proud, or you’ll be punished, right there in front of an audience. Do you understand?”










She shivered, every nerve alive. “Yes, Sir.”










He pulled back, considering her. “Take off your dress.”










Her hands shook, but she obeyed, sliding the fabric off her shoulders. It fell to the floor, pooling around her ankles. She stood in nothing but her collar and heels, bare to the air and to his gaze.










He traced a finger along her spine, slow and deliberate. “Look at you. So eager. So ready to be ruined.”




He walked around to face her, tilting her chin up so their eyes met. “What do you feel right now?”










She hesitated, searching for words. “Exposed. Nervous. Excited.”










He nodded, approving. “That’s how I want you. Always right at the edge—never sure if you want to hide or show off.”




He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Tonight, you’ll learn what it means to be public property. To be mine, not just in here, but everywhere. To let strangers see what I see. To be used, admired, humiliated, and praised—all at once.”










She swallowed hard, legs shaking. Shame bloomed in her chest, hot and hungry, but she clung to his voice, his promise.










He picked up her dress, folding it neatly, setting it aside. He reached into the closet and pulled out a small box—sleek, black, mysterious. He opened it, revealing a new collar—thicker, more ornate, with a gleaming silver tag that read

 

Property


 
. He unfastened her old collar, slipping the new one around her throat, buckling it tight.










The weight was different—more than just leather and metal. It was a symbol. A warning. A promise kept.










“Tonight, we’ll go somewhere new,” he said. “A place where the rules are different, where everyone there will know exactly what you are. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will answer any question asked. You will let them watch as I use you. You will thank me for every humiliation, every pleasure, every pain. You will not break. You will show them how beautiful it is to belong.”










Her breath hitched, fear and pride fighting in her chest. “Yes, Sir.”










He smiled, taking her by the hand. “Good girl. We leave in an hour. Until then, you will kneel and prepare yourself. Think about what it means to be seen. Think about why you wanted this. When I return, I’ll expect an answer.”










He left her kneeling on the soft rug, heart pounding, her mind reeling.










She closed her eyes and let herself imagine what was coming:










●

 
       

 
The hush as they entered the club, all eyes turning to watch.



 









●

 
       

 
The slow, humiliating walk at his side, nothing to hide behind.



 









●

 
       

 
The moment she’s put on display, her body and obedience the only things she has left.



 









●

 
       

 
The delicious shame of being

 

known


 
.



 









But beneath it all, deeper than the fear or the shame, was the wild, undeniable thrill of finally being seen—for everything she was and everything she wanted to be.










By the time he returned, she was trembling, her skin buzzing with anticipation. He stood above her, waiting.










“Well?” he asked. “Are you ready to be shown?”










She looked up at him, naked and kneeling, the word

 

Property


 
shining at her throat.




“Yes, Sir. I want to be yours, for everyone to see.”










He smiled, his eyes dark with approval and something like pride.




“Then tonight, you will be.”










He offered his hand, helping her up, and she realized she wasn’t afraid anymore—not really. Not with him. Not as long as she belonged.










The first step out the door felt like falling and flying at once.








And she couldn’t wait to see who was watching.







Chapter One: The Club










The world outside felt impossibly distant as Olivia sat in the passenger seat, her palms slick with sweat, her new collar snug and heavy at her throat. The city glided by in a blur of neon and shadow, headlights streaking the windows, strangers rushing through their own private nights. Every bump in the road sent a shiver through her body, her mind caught between fear and anticipation.










Her Dom drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting gently on her thigh—a silent claim, a reassurance that she wasn’t alone in this. Neither spoke for a while. The silence in the car was dense, threaded through with the unspoken question:

 

Are you really ready for this?











She wanted to be. She wanted to show him she could be as brave as her confession had promised. Still, her heart pounded so loudly she thought he must hear it too.










Finally, they turned down a narrow side street and pulled up to an unmarked door set into a row of darkened shops. Only a single brass lantern above the entrance gave any sign that this place was different, that something secret and sacred waited inside.










He turned off the engine and looked at her, his gaze calm but serious. “One last time, Olivia. Do you trust me to keep you safe?”










She nodded, her voice steadier than she felt. “Yes, Sir. Always.”










He smiled, and something loosened in her chest. “Good girl. You will remember the rules?”










Her cheeks heated, but she recited them anyway: “No speaking unless spoken to. Answer all questions honestly. Obey every command. Thank you for every humiliation, pleasure, and pain. No breaking. No hiding.”










His approval was a warm, steady pressure in the air. “That’s right. Tonight, you show them who you really are. Mine.”










He reached over, tracing the collar with his thumb, then unclipped a black leash from his bag and snapped it to the silver ring at her throat. The soft click was louder than thunder.










She felt her heart flutter with a mix of dread and excitement as he opened the car door and stepped out, leash in hand. She followed him, knees shaky, wishing she could disappear into her heels and black dress. But there was no hiding—not anymore.










He led her to the door, knocked once, and waited. It swung open almost immediately, revealing a woman dressed in crisp black, her eyes warm but sharp. She looked Olivia up and down, her gaze lingering on the collar.










“Welcome, Sir,” the woman said. “And welcome, property.”




Olivia blushed, lowering her eyes. It was the first time someone outside their world had addressed her by her new title, and it sent a fresh shock of shame and pride through her.










They stepped inside, the door closing with a soft thud behind them. The hallway was dimly lit, the hush of conversation and the low thrum of music growing stronger with every step. Olivia gripped the leash, grounding herself, letting the rhythm of her Dom’s footsteps guide her.










They passed a velvet curtain and entered the main club. The air was heavy with anticipation, a blend of perfume, leather, sweat, and candle wax. Plush couches and low tables dotted the space, small groups gathered in intimate clusters. The lights were low, casting shadows that shifted and danced over bodies in various states of undress and surrender.










No one stared, but Olivia felt every gaze. She kept her eyes down, following her Dom to a booth near the back—a little island of privacy, but not hidden. He sat, pulling her close, resting his hand on her knee.










He leaned in, his voice just for her. “You are safe. Nothing happens you don’t agree to. If you want out, you use your word.”










She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”










He squeezed her thigh. “Tonight, I want them to see what it means to own someone who wants to be owned. I want them to see your trust, your shame, your pleasure. You’re not here to be perfect. You’re here to be real.”










A server approached—another woman, collarless but confident. “Welcome back, Sir. Anything to start?”










“Whiskey for me,” he said. “Sparkling water for her. And let the host know we’re ready for the showcase.”










The woman smiled knowingly. “Of course.”










Olivia’s heart hammered.

 

Showcase.


 
He’d warned her, but hearing it made everything real. She barely noticed her water arrive; her Dom pressed it into her hand and made her take a sip, steadying her.










They sat together for a long moment. Her Dom touched her in small ways: brushing her hair from her cheek, tracing his thumb along her jaw, letting her feel the constant reminder of his presence.










Then the host appeared: a tall, elegant man in a tailored suit, moving with an authority that brooked no argument. He looked first to Olivia’s Dom, then to her.










“Are you ready, Sir?”










He nodded. “She is.”










The host extended his hand. “Come, property.”










Olivia hesitated only a second before standing, legs trembling, her Dom close behind. The leash trailed from her collar, an unbreakable link between them. She followed the host to a raised platform in the center of the club—subtle, but unmistakably a stage.










Lights warmed her skin, blinding her for a moment. She heard the low hush of voices, felt dozens of eyes settle on her. She was not alone. She was, for the first time, truly on display.










Her Dom stood beside her, one hand on her back, his voice low and clear. “Kneel.”










She obeyed, sinking gracefully to her knees, back straight, hands on her thighs. The collar, the leash, the silence—all of it worked together, stripping her bare, making her the property she’d dreamed of becoming.










He addressed the room: “This is Olivia. My property. Tonight, she will obey me in all things. She will answer your questions if asked. She will thank me for every act. She will be shamed, praised, and used—and she will do so with pride.”










A murmur ran through the crowd. Olivia’s cheeks burned, but she kept her posture perfect, her mind spinning with the wild, beautiful terror of it all.










Her Dom circled her, every movement deliberate. He trailed his fingers down her spine, letting the room watch as she shivered beneath his touch. He bent low, his mouth near her ear.










“Do you trust me?”










“Yes, Sir.”










He unzipped her dress from behind, peeling it away so she was left in only her collar and heels, exposed to the eyes of strangers. There was no laughter, no ridicule—just the heavy, attentive silence of people waiting to see how far she would go.










He stroked her hair. “Look up, Olivia.”










She did, meeting the eyes of the audience for the first time. She saw curiosity, envy, desire—reflections of her own longing staring back.










He turned her to face him, his hands gentle but firm. “Why are you here?”










She swallowed, voice steady. “To be yours. To show everyone that I belong. To be seen.”










He smiled, proud and dangerous. “Good girl.”










He pulled her into his arms, held her tight, and for one dizzying moment, she forgot the crowd, the shame, the fear. All that existed was his approval—the knowledge that she had chosen this, and he had chosen her, again and again.










He turned to the room. “You may ask her anything you wish. She will answer honestly. You may watch, but you will not touch—unless I give permission.”










The questions came, one by one—curious, respectful, some playful, some intimate. Olivia answered each, her voice trembling but never breaking. With every answer, her Dom praised her, a hand on her shoulder, his approval steady as the beat of her heart.










By the end, her shame had transformed. It was no longer something to fear, but something to embrace—a gift to be offered, a bridge between her and the world.










When her Dom finally led her from the stage, the crowd applauded, a gentle, genuine celebration of her courage. He gathered her into his arms, kissing her hair, holding her tight.










“You were perfect,” he whispered. “You made me proud.”










She melted against him, her body still buzzing, her heart wide open.










For the first time, she knew what it was to be seen—not just as his, but as herself.










And she wanted more.









Chapter Two: The Edge of Exposure










The applause faded, replaced by the soft clink of glasses and low conversation, but Olivia’s world was still spinning. Her skin prickled with the memory of so many eyes watching her, drinking in her obedience and her shame. Her Dom led her from the stage, guiding her with a steady hand on her lower back, every inch of her body tingling with the delicious, disorienting aftermath of being truly seen.










He took her to a quieter corner near the bar—a small alcove with a velvet chaise and a round, low table. He sat and pulled her onto his lap, settling her so her bare skin pressed against the fine fabric. She melted into him, the collar and leash a constant reminder of who she belonged to and why she was there.










His hands stroked her thighs, soothing and grounding. “You did well, Olivia,” he murmured. “You held yourself together. You let them see your fear, your pride, your need.”










She let out a shaky breath, resting her head against his shoulder. “It was… intense. I thought I’d fall apart. But then I didn’t want it to stop.”










He chuckled, low and approving. “That’s what happens when you give up control, little one. You find out you’re stronger than you think—and that shame can become something beautiful when you let yourself feel it.”










She closed her eyes, letting the words settle deep inside her. Her Dom’s voice always brought her back to herself, no matter how far she’d fallen.










After a moment, he leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “You’re not finished tonight. You said you wanted more. Now you’re going to prove it.”










Her breath caught, half fear, half hunger. “Yes, Sir.”










He guided her to her feet, rising beside her. He unclipped the leash from her collar but left it draped in his hand, a subtle symbol of ownership. He nodded toward the bar. “Come with me.”










She followed, feeling her bare skin flash beneath the low lights. A few people turned, their attention lingering—not mocking, not cruel, but openly interested. A woman at the bar smiled, tipping her glass in Olivia’s direction, as if welcoming her into a secret, fearless club.










Her Dom stopped in front of the bar, addressing the bartender with quiet authority. “Is the exhibition booth available?”










The bartender—a tall man with dark eyes and a knowing grin—nodded. “For you, always. I’ll unlock it.”










He turned to Olivia, his gaze approving, a little envious. “You’re in good hands, property.”










She blushed, dropping her gaze, a tiny spark of pride mingling with the nervous flutter in her stomach.










Her Dom guided her to a small glass-walled alcove set in the center of the club—a space just big enough for a padded bench and a tall, standing mirror. The door clicked open, and suddenly she was on display all over again, but this time with nowhere to hide. People could wander past, watch, linger as long as they wished.










He led her inside, closing the door behind them. The glass wasn’t soundproof—she could hear the music, the laughter, the soft thud of her own heartbeat.










“On your knees,” he commanded, voice steady but gentle.










She knelt, trembling, facing the mirror. Her own reflection stared back: cheeks flushed, eyes wide, the word

 

Property


 
gleaming at her throat.










He circled her, slow and deliberate. “Tonight you learn what it means to let go of everything—not just your fear, but your dignity, your pride. You learn what it means to be used. Are you ready, Olivia?”










She nodded, breathless. “Yes, Sir.”










He smiled—a dark, dangerous thing—and knelt behind her, pulling her wrists behind her back. He fastened soft leather cuffs around them, securing her to a metal ring set in the bench. She was helpless, exposed, unable to hide even the smallest tremor of anticipation.










He slid a finger down her spine, slow and soothing. “Look at yourself. Tell me what you see.”










She swallowed, forcing herself to meet her own gaze in the mirror. “I see a woman who belongs to you. Someone who’s not afraid anymore.”










He nodded. “That’s my girl. But there’s more to learn.”










He produced a black silk blindfold and slipped it over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. The loss of vision made every sound sharper: the hum of conversation, the subtle tap of glass, the rustle of clothes and movement just beyond the booth.










She heard the door click, then the distinct sound of footsteps. Panic flared—was someone else coming in?




But her Dom’s hand settled on her shoulder, steadying her. “No one will touch you but me. But they’re watching. They see you. Every breath, every shiver. And you will give them a show.”










Her skin burned with humiliation and excitement.










He ran his hands over her body—slow, claiming, mapping every mark and bruise he’d left, making sure the audience saw every response. He whispered filth and praise in her ear, voice for her alone, but every movement was a message for those watching:

 

She’s mine. She wants to be seen. She wants to be ruined.











He spread her knees, making her gasp, exposing her fully to the glass. She couldn’t see them, but she could feel their eyes—hundreds, maybe—devouring every inch of her, every tiny surrender.










He teased her mercilessly, fingers stroking, pausing, never quite letting her reach the edge. Her sobs and moans became their music. Shame and desire tangled inside her until she was shaking, desperate, every last scrap of pride burned away.










“Do you want to come?” he murmured, his voice velvet and steel.










“Yes, Sir, please. Please, let me—”




Her voice cracked, raw and pleading.










He tightened his grip. “You will ask the audience. Out loud.”










Panic surged. But she obeyed, her voice trembling as she spoke to the strangers just beyond the glass: “Please, may I come? Please, watch me—let me belong to him, for all of you.”










The room was silent for a heartbeat, then applause broke out—quiet, but approving, as if she’d just passed the hardest test in the world.










Her Dom’s voice was pure pride. “You may come, Olivia. Give it to them.”










He pushed her over the edge, her body convulsing, pleasure burning through every inch of her. Her cries echoed in the booth, a gift for everyone who’d dared to watch.










When it was over, he removed the blindfold, and she saw herself in the mirror—hair wild, eyes shining, face streaked with tears and joy. She didn’t look broken. She looked free.










Her Dom gathered her in his arms, uncuffing her, holding her until her breath slowed. He helped her dress, kissed her collar, and whispered in her ear: “You were perfect. More than I ever hoped for.”










She smiled, exhausted and proud.










As they left the booth, the crowd parted to let them through, some offering soft applause, others just watching with hungry, respectful eyes. Olivia walked tall, her Dom’s arm around her, knowing she’d found something tonight she’d never known she needed.










She was more than his property now.




She was her truest self—seen, claimed, unafraid.










And as she leaned into his side, she couldn’t help but wonder what he might ask of her next.









Chapter Three: The Dare Escalates










The club was quieter now—late enough that the most timid had gone home, leaving only the true devotees. There was a new energy in the air, a sense that anything could happen, that boundaries could be tested and redefined. Olivia felt it buzzing in her skin, sparking along every nerve ending.










Her Dom led her back to their table, letting her catch her breath, his hand wrapped around hers in a silent anchor. She was grateful for the pause, the gentle pressure of his fingers reminding her she wasn’t alone in this. He ordered her more water, watched her drink, and let her settle against him, her body warm and trembling with adrenaline.










But she knew he was far from finished.










He pressed his lips to her temple. “Look at me, Olivia.”










She lifted her gaze, feeling the familiar rush of need and reverence that always came when he took control.










“You did something tonight most people never will,” he said, his voice soft but intense. “You stripped yourself bare for strangers. You let them see your shame and your strength. But do you know the hardest part of surrender?”










She shook her head, breath catching.










He brushed her hair back, fingers gentle. “It’s not the moment you kneel, or the first command, or even the first time you break. It’s what comes next—when you have nothing left to hide. That’s when you either collapse, or you rise.”










His words settled in her, deep and true. She felt her back straighten, her chin lift—not because he told her to, but because she needed to. She wanted to show him she could do more, give more.










He smiled, as if reading her mind. “Good. Because now, you’re going to rise.”










He turned to the club’s host, who’d been watching discreetly nearby. “Is the main stage open?”










The host nodded. “Yes, Sir. Would you like the spotlight?”










A thrill of fear shot through Olivia. The main stage was not an alcove, not a booth—it was the club’s heart. Everyone would see her. There would be nowhere to hide.










But she didn’t flinch. Instead, she nodded, voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, Sir. I want to do this.”










He stood, pulling her gently to her feet. “You’ll follow my lead. No matter what. Do you trust me?”










She met his eyes, fierce and sure. “With everything.”










They walked together to the center of the club. The host dimmed the lights, then brought a single, golden spotlight down on the stage. The rest of the club faded into shadow—Olivia could sense dozens of eyes watching, a sea of strangers holding their breath.










Her Dom guided her to the center, the leash still looped in his hand. He circled her slowly, letting everyone take her in—her body, her collar, her trembling resolve.










He addressed the crowd. “Tonight, Olivia will show you the truth of submission. She will face every question, every challenge, with nothing to hide. You may ask what you wish. You may watch as she’s used, praised, punished. She is not just my property tonight. She is your witness—proof of what it means to belong, to trust, to surrender.”










The first question came from a woman near the front, her voice bright and curious: “Do you like the attention, Olivia? Does it make you feel small or powerful?”










Olivia swallowed, searching for honesty. “Both. I feel exposed, embarrassed. But I also feel strong—because I’m choosing this. Because I’m not hiding anymore.”










Another voice, a man’s, softer: “What’s the most humiliating thing you want him to do to you tonight?”










Her cheeks flamed, but she didn’t look away. “I want him to use me in front of you. I want to be made to beg. I want you all to see how much I need to be owned.”










Her Dom squeezed her shoulder in approval, then turned her to face him fully.










“Kneel,” he commanded.










She dropped gracefully, hands behind her back, collar gleaming in the light.










He unzipped his jacket, pulling out a small black paddle. The crowd murmured, anticipation thickening the air.










“You will count each stroke. Loud enough for everyone to hear. You will thank me after each one. When I am done, you will beg for more. Do you understand?”










She nodded, heart racing. “Yes, Sir.”










He delivered the first swat—sharp, loud, echoing in the silence.










“One. Thank you, Sir,” she said, voice steady, pride and shame tangled together.










He struck again. “Two. Thank you, Sir.”










On and on, each strike stinging, each count drawing her deeper into the space where pain became pleasure, where humiliation became worship. By the tenth stroke, she was shaking, tears slipping down her cheeks—not just from the pain, but from the wild, overwhelming gratitude that he would take her so far, trust her so much.










When he finished, he knelt beside her, brushing the tears away with gentle hands.










“Now beg,” he whispered, so only she could hear.










She looked up at him, eyes shining, voice trembling with need. “Please, Sir. Please use me more. Make me your property. Let them see everything.”










The crowd was silent, breathless.










Her Dom turned to them, pride blazing in his eyes. “You have all witnessed something rare tonight. True submission. True strength.”










He lifted her into his arms, carrying her from the stage to the soft velvet chaise in the corner. The club seemed to release a collective sigh, conversation bubbling up as the lights returned to normal.










He wrapped her in his coat, holding her close, letting her sob into his chest.










“You did it,” he murmured. “You gave me everything. And I am so, so proud.”










She nodded, tears drying, heart bursting. For the first time, she felt not just owned—but celebrated.










As they sat together, hidden in plain sight, she knew the dare would never really end. There would always be a new edge, a deeper surrender, another secret to confess.










And with him beside her, she couldn’t wait to find out what came next.









Chapter Four: The Confession Circle










The velvet coat wrapped around Olivia’s body was as much a shield as it was a comfort, but even its weight couldn’t dull the aftershocks running through her skin. She nestled against her Dom, her pulse slowing with every gentle pass of his hand through her hair. The club felt softer now, the music a distant thrum, the laughter and low voices blurring together. The main stage was empty, its spotlight doused, but the memory of her surrender glowed in the air.










He kissed her temple. “There’s one last experience I want you to have tonight, little one. Something different. It’s called the Confession Circle. It’s… intimate. Honest. You’ll see.”










Olivia looked up, heart fluttering with curiosity and a trace of fear. “Will you be with me?”










He smiled, brushing a thumb over her cheek. “Always. But you’ll speak for yourself. That’s the only rule.”










He stood, helping her to her feet, and guided her through the club. They passed through a curtained doorway to a candlelit lounge, smaller and warmer than the main room. Plush armchairs and deep floor cushions formed a loose circle around a low table scattered with notecards, pens, and a silver bell.










Eight people filled the space: three doms, three submissives, and a host—a willowy woman in a crimson dress whose voice carried like velvet. Some wore collars, some wore only the marks of recent play, but all held themselves with an air of gentle seriousness. Olivia recognized the woman from the bar and one of the men who’d asked a question during her stage scene.










Her Dom squeezed her hand, then settled on the floor behind her, letting her sit in front of him—close, but separate, a sign that her words tonight would be her own.










The host smiled, welcoming them with a nod. “Thank you all for joining the circle tonight. Here, we speak our truths. We share what excites us, what frightens us, what we crave or regret. There’s no judgment. Only listening, and, if you choose, advice or encouragement.”










She gestured to the table. “If you wish to confess, take a notecard and write what’s on your mind. When you’re ready, ring the bell. You may read it aloud, or let someone else do it for you. And if you want to answer a confession or offer comfort, you’re invited—but only with consent.”










A ripple of agreement passed through the group. Olivia watched, fascinated, as a submissive in white lace took a card and scribbled quickly, her cheeks red. Another Dom wrote with slow, deliberate strokes. Olivia’s fingers itched for the pen, her heart pounding with questions she’d never dared ask out loud.










She glanced back at her Dom. He nodded, silent encouragement in his eyes.










She took a card and began to write, her confession spilling out faster than she expected.











I want to be seen. I want to be used, not just by my Dom, but in front of others. I want to be shamed and praised at once. I want to know if anyone else feels this—if it’s normal, or if there’s something broken in me.











She stared at the words, her throat tight. Was it too much? Was it not enough? But the circle was waiting, and the silence was gentle, unhurried.










She picked up the bell and rang it, the sound slicing clean through the air.










The host smiled, eyes warm. “Would you like to read, or shall I?”










Olivia swallowed, then nodded. “I’ll read.”










Her voice trembled but didn’t break. “I want to be seen. I want to be used… not just by my Dom, but in front of others. I want to be shamed and praised at once. I want to know if anyone else feels this—if it’s normal, or if there’s something broken in me.”










The circle was quiet, the only sound the soft crackle of a candle wick.










A submissive across from her—older, with fading bruises on her wrists—smiled gently. “You’re not broken. I’ve felt it too, since my first scene. The shame and the pride live together. Being seen can be the bravest thing we do.”










A Dom spoke up, voice deep and thoughtful. “We crave what brings us release, even if it scares us. Letting go of control in front of others… it’s not weakness. It’s power. Anyone can hide. Not everyone can stand in the light.”










Olivia felt tears prick her eyes, relief and gratitude flooding her.










The host leaned forward. “Thank you for your honesty. Would anyone like to offer comfort or answer?”










Her Dom placed his hand on her shoulder—silent, reassuring.










The woman in white lace spoke softly. “My first time in public, I thought I’d die from the shame. But the applause was healing. Being seen and still loved… that changed me. It made me stronger.”










Someone else—a Dom—offered: “The greatest acts of trust happen in the open. You are not alone in what you feel.”










The circle moved on, each person taking turns with their confessions:










●

 
       

 
A Dom who feared his own need to punish.



 









●

 
       

 
A sub who craved degradation, but worried she’d be rejected.



 









●

 
       

 
Another who longed to break free from expectations and let herself be messy, wild, and unashamed.



 









Olivia listened, heart swelling. She was among people who understood—not just the pleasure, but the terror and the hope.










Her Dom squeezed her shoulder, his lips at her ear. “You belong here, little one. You belong with me, and you belong to yourself.”










She smiled, letting the warmth of the group fill her up.










At the end, the host invited everyone to share a final word—a wish, a promise, a hope for themselves or each other.










Olivia spoke quietly. “I want to keep being brave. I want to go deeper. I want to remember this feeling—the freedom of being seen.”










The group murmured approval, a tide of soft encouragement that wrapped around her like a blanket.










When the circle ended, her Dom gathered her into his arms, holding her close.










“I’m proud of you,” he whispered. “You showed them your heart. You showed me everything. That’s real courage.”










She nodded, feeling it now—the courage to ask for what she wanted, to face her shame, to let herself be loved anyway.










As they left the lounge, she felt changed—lighter, stronger, and ready for whatever came next.










For the first time, Olivia truly believed:




There was nothing broken in her at all.









Chapter Five: The Next Dare










The warm light of the confession circle faded as Olivia and her Dom stepped back into the main club, her heart still humming with the courage and comfort she’d found in that small, secret space. The world outside felt sharper, more vivid, as if every color and sound had intensified now that she’d spoken her truth. She caught herself smiling—a real, easy smile—as her Dom took her hand and led her toward the edge of the dance floor.










He stopped, turning her gently to face him. “You did well, little one. I saw how much that took. You trusted strangers with your shame, and you came out stronger. Are you ready to take that strength into the open?”










She nodded, a thrill running down her spine. “Yes, Sir.”










He looked over her shoulder, raising his hand to catch the eye of the club’s host. The woman in crimson drifted over, a knowing smile on her lips. “Is it time for the next dare?”










Olivia’s Dom nodded. “She’s earned it.”










The host gestured toward the middle of the floor, where several other couples and singles gathered in loose clusters, chatting, flirting, or simply watching. “We play a game here, after every confession night. It’s called The Obedience Walk. Are you familiar?”










Olivia shook her head, heart thudding.










“It’s simple,” the host explained. “A submissive volunteers. The group offers dares—public, but always safe, always consensual. Each dare is a test of obedience and courage. If you accept, you show your willingness to be led, even in front of strangers. If you refuse, there’s no shame, but the dare passes to another. If you complete three dares, you earn a token of pride—a symbol you can wear or keep, proof of your surrender and strength.”










Olivia glanced at her Dom, searching for his approval. His eyes shone with pride and mischief. “Do you want this, Olivia?”










She swallowed, feeling the pulse of her own bravery. “Yes, Sir. I want to try.”










The host turned to the room, her voice carrying easily. “We have a volunteer. Who will offer the first dare?”










A Dom across the floor—one Olivia recognized from the confession circle—stepped forward, a respectful smile on his lips. “I dare you to cross the dance floor on your hands and knees. Stop at each table and thank them for witnessing your obedience tonight.”










The challenge burned in her cheeks, but Olivia’s Dom squeezed her hand, grounding her. “You don’t have to—”










She shook her head, already determined. “I want to.”










He smiled, unhooking her leash and coiling it in his palm. “Go on, then, little one. Show them.”










She knelt, the club’s cool wood pressing against her bare knees, the collar heavy and proud at her throat. Slowly, deliberately, she crawled forward—feeling every eye on her, every breath a blend of humiliation and freedom.










At the first table, a group of women watched with a mix of curiosity and admiration. Olivia raised her head, voice trembling but clear. “Thank you for witnessing my obedience tonight.”










They nodded, one woman touching her hand gently, a silent benediction.










At the next table, a couple smiled, the Dom bowing his head in acknowledgment. “Well done,” he murmured.










By the time Olivia reached the last table, her fear had transformed. She was still burning, but it was the fire of pride, not shame.










She returned to her Dom, kneeling at his feet. He stroked her hair, voice low and warm. “You did beautifully. Are you ready for the next?”










She nodded, breathless. “Yes, Sir.”










The host turned to another member of the group, a submissive with silver chains draped over her shoulders. “Your turn to offer a dare.”










The woman considered Olivia for a moment, her eyes kind but unyielding. “I dare you to stand on the stage, close your eyes, and let your Dom undress you until you’re wearing nothing but your collar. You will stay that way until he tells you to dress.”










A ripple went through the room. Olivia’s Dom searched her face, offering her an out with just a glance. But Olivia straightened her spine, lifted her chin, and nodded. “Yes, Sir. I accept.”










He led her gently to the stage, pausing beneath the warm golden lights. She closed her eyes, letting his hands move over her—unzipping her dress, sliding straps from her shoulders, removing every barrier until only the collar and her bare skin remained.










The air was cool, but she felt hot with adrenaline and pride. She could sense the crowd watching, waiting, but she kept her eyes closed, trusting her Dom to be her anchor.










He leaned in, voice just for her. “You’re perfect. I’ve never been more proud.”










Minutes ticked by—maybe three, maybe ten—until finally he draped her dress over her shoulders, guiding her from the stage. The applause was soft, genuine, a chorus of approval that wrapped around her like a second skin.










Back at his side, she breathed deeply, soaking in the relief and joy of surviving something she’d never imagined she could.










The host smiled, holding up a third and final dare. “For your last challenge, Olivia, you must speak your greatest fear or longing aloud—something you’ve never confessed in public. Not just to your Dom, but to all of us.”










The room fell silent. Her Dom knelt beside her, hand on her back. “You can do this. Or you can stop. Either way, I’ll be proud.”










Olivia swallowed, tears stinging her eyes—not from shame, but from the weight of the moment. She closed her eyes, searching inside herself for the words she’d never said.










“My greatest longing is to be used completely,” she said, voice trembling but strong. “To be stripped of every mask, every defense. To have nothing left but trust and need and the certainty that I am loved, even at my lowest. I want to know that there is nothing in me too broken or dirty to be accepted. I want to belong—fully, deeply, shamelessly.”










A hush settled over the club. Then, one by one, the crowd began to applaud—not just politely, but with genuine, awed respect.










The host approached, slipping a silver token into Olivia’s hand. “You earned this. Wear it, keep it, or give it away—but never forget tonight. You are not just obedient. You are brave.”










Her Dom pulled her into his arms, holding her close as the applause faded. He kissed her softly, his voice rough with emotion. “You belong to me, Olivia. All of you. And I will never let you forget how worthy you are.”










She clung to him, tears finally spilling over, her heart soaring.










In that moment, surrounded by strangers who had become witnesses to her truth, Olivia realized that the deepest humiliation could become the highest pride, and that the act of surrender—when freely chosen—was not a loss, but a reclamation.










She had been dared.




She had obeyed.




She had become more herself than ever before.








And she was ready—finally, truly ready—for whatever came next.







Chapter Six: Aftercare & Epilogue










The club had quieted, the air thick with the residue of laughter, applause, and whispered confessions. Olivia sat at the edge of the velvet stage, her silver token clutched in one hand, her collar still snug and proud around her throat. Every inch of her ached—her knees from the floor, her skin from the lingering blush of exposure, her voice from so much honesty.










But none of it hurt in a way she wanted to change. She felt raw, electric, alive.










Her Dom was there—always there—kneeling in front of her, a towel and water in hand. He cleaned her gently, as if she were something rare and precious, not a woman who’d just been stripped bare before a room of strangers. His touch was slow and unhurried, fingertips pressing into every bruise and tremble, eyes never leaving her face.










She let herself lean into his care, breathing in the scent of leather, sweat, and his familiar cologne. The club’s sounds faded to a hush, the world narrowing to the two of them.










“Let’s go home,” he said softly, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “You’ve given enough tonight.”










She nodded, too tired for words, letting him guide her out. The staff and a few guests offered soft smiles and nods of respect as they passed, some pressing her hand, others whispering their thanks. No one looked away. No one pretended she hadn’t been brave.










The ride back was silent and full of feeling. Her Dom held her hand the whole way, thumb tracing lazy circles over her skin. When they reached home, he helped her inside, drawing a bath that steamed and shimmered in the soft bathroom light.










He stripped her of what little remained—her dress, her shoes, but not her collar—and lifted her into the water. She curled up in his lap, letting him wash away the sweat and fear and adrenaline, replacing it all with warmth and praise.










“You were perfect,” he murmured against her hair, so gentle she almost cried. “You let yourself be seen, truly seen. I hope you felt how proud I was. How loved you are.”










She nodded, voice thick. “I felt it. I feel it now.”










He massaged her shoulders, his hands both soothing and possessive. “Do you understand, Olivia? There is nothing in you that could ever make me let go. Not your need, not your shame, not your wildest craving. You are mine—on stage, on your knees, in the circle, in the bath. Always.”










Tears slid down her cheeks—this time sweet, not sharp.










When the water cooled, he lifted her out and wrapped her in a thick towel, carrying her to bed. He tucked her in, then curled around her, chest to her back, arms around her waist, lips pressed to her shoulder.










For a long time, neither spoke. He simply held her, breathing with her, his hand resting over her heart.










After a while, he broke the silence. “How do you feel, little one?”










She smiled, eyes closed. “Exposed. Safe. Owned. I feel more real than I ever have.”










He kissed her neck. “That’s what I want for you. Not just obedience, not just surrender, but truth. I want you to find yourself—every piece—when you let go.”










She twisted in his arms, facing him. “I did find myself tonight. And I want more. I want whatever comes next. I want… I want to go further. I want to know what it’s like to be claimed in ways I haven’t even dreamed yet. Is that wrong?”










He cupped her cheek, his gaze fierce and soft at once. “There’s nothing wrong with wanting more, Olivia. There’s only the next confession. The next dare.”










She pressed her face into his chest, breath hitching. “I want the world to see who I am—who you make me. I want everyone to know I’m yours.”










He stroked her hair, his voice a promise. “Then they will. There are places, parties, scenes you’ve only imagined. I’ll take you there—if that’s what you want.”










She nodded, sleep tugging at her, heart full to bursting. “That’s what I want. I want to be your public property. I want to belong, no matter who’s watching.”










He smiled into her hair. “Good. Because next time, little one, we’re not stopping at a club. The world is bigger than you think. And you’re ready for it.”










As she drifted off, Olivia felt the last of her fear melt away, replaced by something fiercer than courage—trust, absolute and wild.










She’d faced the light, the eyes, the applause, the dares.




She’d confessed her darkest wants and found only love.




And she knew, deep in her bones, that this was only the beginning.










The story of her surrender would go on—darker, braver, more beautiful.




She was his. She was hers. She was free.










And next time, she would step into the world not just as his possession, but as a woman unafraid of being seen—by anyone, anywhere, at all.









Bonus Chapter: The Invitation










A week passed, but the aftershocks of that night still lingered in Olivia’s bones. She moved through her days softer, lighter, proud. Sometimes she caught herself reaching for her collar even before she got dressed—touching it, remembering every gaze, every command, every bit of shame she’d transformed into strength.










Her Dom saw it too. He watched her move with new confidence, the flush of ownership on her cheeks, the way she smiled at her reflection without flinching. At night, he’d pull her into his lap and just hold her, murmuring praise until her worries melted away.










But he hadn’t mentioned what came next. Not until she found the envelope.










It was waiting for her on the kitchen table—heavy paper, wax-sealed, her name in deep, looping ink. She glanced at her Dom, who sat by the window, sipping coffee and watching her with that unreadable, dangerous smile.










She broke the seal, fingers trembling, and pulled out the card.











To Olivia—






You are invited to the Sovereign Ball.






A gathering for those who crave more than secrecy, who dare to surrender under the world’s gaze.






Bring your Dom. Bring your courage. Bring your willingness to be owned, not just in the shadows, but under the brightest lights.






Dress code: Only what your Owner chooses.











Her heart skipped. She looked up, meeting her Dom’s gaze.










He set his coffee aside, standing, his presence filling the room. “You asked for more. This is it. The Sovereign Ball is held twice a year. Private, international, but far less hidden than a club in the city. There will be hundreds—perhaps a thousand. No one there will flinch at what you want, or what you become.”










She swallowed, nerves buzzing. “What will you have me wear?”










He stepped closer, circling behind her, his hands settling on her hips. “Nothing but your collar and a chain. I want the world to see exactly who you belong to. I want you to stand in the middle of the room, surrounded by strangers, and still hold your head high.”










A thrill rushed through her, fear and longing warring in her chest. She glanced back at the invitation. “And if I’m not ready?”










He bent to kiss her neck, his lips warm at her ear. “Then we wait. But I think you are, Olivia. I think you were made for this.”










She let the card fall to the table, turning in his arms. “What if I fall apart?”










He smiled, fierce and loving. “Then I’ll be there to pick you up. Like always. But I want you to see what you are—a woman who can surrender and still never be broken.”










She leaned into him, feeling his strength steady her. “Take me. Show me. I want to know how far I can go.”










He held her tight, a promise in every touch. “We’ll go together, little one. The world is waiting to see you shine.”










Outside, the city hummed, the world wider than ever before.










Inside, Olivia smiled, feeling both terrified and utterly safe.










The next confession would not be whispered in a darkened club, but proclaimed in a hall of lights, where every risk became a triumph, and every shame a new badge of honor.








She was ready.







Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg
PUBLIC

PRO PERTY W

Exhibition, Humiliation, and
the Ecstasy of Being Seen

POLLY BANE





