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I had heard a lot about the sex club. Everyone talked about it in all the kinky circles, a hidden den of depravity. Exclusive. Members only. Luckily, one of my long-time submissives was a member and he set me up. When my carriage pulled up in front of an innocuous-looking high-rise on the Las Vegas strip a doorman greeted me. He opened the limo door and held out a hand.

A long, black, velvet cloak covered my otherwise scantily clad body, and it swished as I stepped out of the car.

“Miss...” he let go of my hand and stood expectantly.

“Moon,” my mouth curved into a half smile.

“Right this way, Miss Moon,” he gestured toward the front doors. “You can check in at the desk. They will tell you where to go.”

Following me, he held the door open, and I sashayed inside.

The desk man looked up, the flicker in his eye carefully masked. “Hello ma’am. How can I help you?”

“I’m here for the oubliette.”

“Yes ma’am,” his eyes betrayed veiled excitement as he punched at his keyboard, eyes flicking to the computer screen and then back to me.

“Blue Moon,” I said.

He entered my name into the computer and looked up a moment later. “Welcome Miss Moon. Supremacy, the oubliette, is underground but first time guests are shown there personally.”

I straightened. I real dungeon below ground. Titillating. “Are you the one who will take me there?” I let my eyes roam slowly over his handsome face.

He flushed and looked away. “No ma’am, Simone will show you the way.” He checked his computer and then looked back up, his eyes pinned on my fuchsia lips. “We have a set of house rules and a contract for you to sign.” He handed me a clipboard. “I’m sure nothing on the list will surprise you. Safety issues mostly, and some overall hard limits for the club. If you’ll please read it, sign it. You can give it to Simone, she’ll be up in a few minutes. You can have a seat in the lobby.”

“Will do.” I winked at him, and he flushed again.

The lobby was modern and minimal with standing chrome lamps that stretched toward the ceiling, and spotless white leather couches. Simone. I shivered with anticipated delight while perched on the edge of a couch. I read through the rules, all standard. No permanent marks unless a bottom agrees beforehand. No scat play unless the Top pays for cleanup. No permanent disfigurement. No breath-play without the bottom’s written consent, and it’s only allowed to first drop, no passing out. Hard-limits are to be discussed with each bottom prior to engaging in play. Nothing life threatening is allowed. All bottoms with health issues must fully disclose them to the Mistress prior to play. No play is allowed between parties if anyone involved has had more than one alcoholic drink per hour. The house Mistress can kick anyone out of the club at any time for any reason. Nothing sexual is allowed in any of the side rooms. No real names are used and if anyone recognizes someone from outside the club, they are not allowed to disclose this — full anonymity. If anything is broken, the person responsible must pay for it. And so on.

It took me five minutes to read through the entire contract and sign it. As soon as I finished the elevator doors yawned open, and a woman dressed in a red lace teddy stepped out. Delicious. Her four inch black stilettos clacked on the marble floor as she approached me, holding out a hand. “Miss Moon?”

I stood and took her hand. “Yes. You must be Simone.”

“At your service,” she bowed, looking at the floor. “And I mean that quite literally, I am your assigned submissive for the evening. Are you ready to go downstairs?”

Double delicious. I liked the place already. “I’m ready Simone,” I reached out a hand and cuffed her chin. She held very still but I could feel her light tremble. Pulling her chin up, I waited until she made eye contact. “I’m very pleased that you’re assigned to me. You’re absolutely scrumptious.” Her red lips curved into a wide smile, and she curtsied. “Thank you Mistress but truly, I am the lucky one. Look at you.” Her eyes swept over me, and she licked her lips. Leaning closer she whispered, “I have a tiny hard limits list.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I squeezed her hand tightly, digging my fingernails into her flesh and she moaned, sagging toward me.

“I like you already,” her eyelids dropped to half mast. “Are you ready to go to the dungeon?”

“Oh, yes.”

I handed her the clipboard. She took it with her free hand but kept hold of my hand with her other. We walked to the elevator, stopping briefly at the front desk where Simone placed the clipboard. I glanced at the doorman; he was watching us from the corner of his eye, but his hands were not visible on top of the desk. He must love his job.

Inside the elevator she pressed a key card to the screen, and we descended. “I saw that Anson invited you to Supremacy, yes?”

“Yes, he’s one of my submissives.”

“He’s not here tonight but…” She licked her lips. “Serving you, he’s a lucky sub.”

“And tonight, so are you.” I smiled.

Her body trembled again, and she quickly dropped to her knees. “I can’t wait, Mistress.”

Simone was my type but then, in my opinion, Simone was everyone’s type. Everyone with a pulse. The woman, when standing, was tall and lean, sporting an almost athletic body. Thick red hair fell in gently curling waves over the front of her revealing red lingerie. Full painted matching red lips pursed into a delectable pout as she looked up at me.

I reached down and ran my fingers through the soft waves of her hair, and her mouth parted. I yanked her forward by her hair, pushed her hard against the back of the elevator and covered her mouth with mine. Her body softened against me, her mouth opening so I could explore. My tongue slid between her lips, exploring the warm, wet darkness that unfolded before me. Exploring her further, my hands moved over her hips, dancing along luscious curves. She widened her legs and jutted her pussy forward. I slid my hand around, presented with a large opening on the side of her teddy. Slipping my hand inside, I found her pantiless and wet. She ground her cleft into my fingers, her mouth moving against mine.

“Oh yes,” she whispered into my mouth when I pushed a finger inside. Her tight little pussy pulsed, and I pulled my hand away just as the elevator ground to a stop.

She panted in protest, but I grabbed both her hands and pressed them into the elevator wall, still exploring her hot little mouth. Mashing my body into hers, I slid my breasts against her soft little mounds and brought up one knee to press it against her gyrating pussy. She fucked my knee wantonly, her head sagging, her eyes rolling into her head.

The doors had opened, but she didn’t make a move to stop, like a good trained slave.

I broke the kiss. “You will come before I let you leave this elevator,” I growled. I hadn’t turned around but imagined there were eyes on us, watching me take her in public. Being an exhibitionist fueled my fantasy.
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“Oh yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.” Her head fell back, and she fucked my knee harder, pressing her wet pussy into me. Her slick juices aided in bringing her to climax. She dropped onto my knee and rode me like a little hussy, her pants and groans growing louder. I grabbed her tits through the thin fabric and pinched her nipples hard. This took her over the edge and she stiffened, wailing and trembling as she came on my knee. A stream of delicious cum gushed over my leg as she did so. Her orgasm covered my knee and dripped onto the elevator floor. Her body spasmed as she collapsed against me.

“A squirter,” I said. “I love that.”

“Oh Mistress, I should have warned you,” she slid down the elevator wall and I let her.

“Your punishment is licking up your juices.”

“From the floor?” She looked aghast, and if I knew it was utterly clean, I’d have made her.

“From my knee and leg.”

“Oh, thank you, Mistress.” She threw herself on me, her little pink tongue lapping fervently. When her tongue moved to the inside of my thigh, she looked up. “May I make Mistress come now?”

“You may not,” I snapped. “But you will be expected to later.”

“Oh thank you,” she continued licking up and down my leg, as though I was a popsicle and she were suffering from heatstroke.

When she finished to my satisfaction I glanced around through the doors. Surprisingly, we were not being watched by the public. A long gray hallway stretched for several yards. Before stepping out, however, I glanced at the ceiling and was delighted to find a not-so-hidden camera. Perfect. We were being watched after all, most likely by the handsome young thing at the front desk. I blew him a kiss while Simone straightened her outfit as best she could.

Grabbing her hand, I pulled her out of the elevator and we walked down the long hallway, our heels clicking in unison on the cold cement floor.

She squeezed my hand. “We keep the entrance innocuous just in case someone accidentally wanders down here.”

At the end of the hallway was a large double metal door with a keypad on the side. She pressed her electronic key against it and the doors whooshed open. It was dark inside, and at first my eyes wouldn’t adjust. She led me through and the doors closed behind us.

We stood in a large open room. The first thing that caught my attention when my eyes adjusted was an impressive sex act in full swing on stage at the far end of the room.

A man was on all fours, dressed as a pony. He wore a horse mask and held a bit gag in his mouth. Adorned with a saddle, a woman perched atop, straddling him. A long swooshy butt plug tail almost reached the floor. The woman’s sharp boots dangled from stirrups hanging down at his sides. She pressed spikes on the backs of her boots into his otherwise naked flesh.

The man walked forward on all fours, his expression changing between pain and ecstasy. People spurred them on, shouting out suggestions.

“Whip him,” a woman called from the audience.

“Electrify the beast,” cried another.

The blond-haired beauty that rode him looked out into the audience, shielding her eyes against the lights.

“Is all of this audience participation?” I asked Simone.

“Not at all. Has anyone explained exactly what kind of sex club we are?”

I shook my head. “Only that you’re Femdom.”

She grinned. “That we are. We don’t allow male Tops to participate here. They’re allowed inside to watch and to drink, though some do masturbate at times.”

I licked my lips, and she clutched my hand tighter. Leaning in, I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her to my mouth. She went limp against me, practically panting, and I smiled. “I will taste you later.”

“Ohhhh,” she lost her balance, and I caught her.

“Simone?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“Are you a complete submissive or a switch?”

“Submissive one hundred and fifty percent,” she tossed her red locks and pressed her pert breasts into my arm.

We walked further into the dungeon and she led me to the bar. “Drinks for Mistresses are free, paid for by our wealthier submissives.”

“Wonderful, but you still haven’t explained what else makes this club different.”

“Apologies ma’am.”

I motioned to a stool. “Sit, order me a drink, and then spill the deets.”

Simone waved the bartender over. He was naked except for a red lace thong that did little to contain his broad prick. A thick, heavy chain ran between his pierced nipples, attached to the ring in each. It swayed and clanked as he walked.

“Toy, this is Miss Moon.”

The bartender did not meet my gaze. He was well trained. “Welcome to Supremacy ma’am. How may I serve you?”

I looked at Simone, who nodded. “All our slaves are here to serve the Mistresses, Toy included. He is the bartender, but if you want to use him, he’s here for your pleasure.”

I grinned cruelly. I wanted to use him all right. Reaching out, I wrapped my hand around the chain that hung from his nipples and pulled it hard. He cried out but his expression betrayed him; it was one of utter ecstasy.

“Thank you, Mistress. I can only hope my pain and suffering pleases you.”

“Oh, it does.” I twisted the chain, eyeing his nipples rings. His eyes rolled back, and he groaned. “Bring me a kombucha.” I needed to keep my head clear for my first time at a new club.

“Right away Miss Moon,” he waited like the good toy he was.

I gave one hard tug and twist, watching his handsome face contort into pain and then let him go.

“Thank you so much Mistress, I am here to serve you all night long.” He moved down the bar to get my drink, returning less than a minute later with a frothy cup.
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Simone leaned in close, brushing her breast against my arm. “Everyone who gender identifies as female in a red lace outfit, such as my own, works here. Those who gender identify as male are all wearing a red lacy thong, like Toy. And non-binary people are wearing a cross between the two. She pointed at a person wearing a red lace thong with lacy red ties criss-crossing over their chest and back.

We are all house submissives and may be used at anytime by any Domme. However, if one Mistress is using us, another may not cut in without asking permission first. It’s generally accepted that whoever is using a submissive is their owner at that moment.

I nodded. “Sounds perfectly civil.”

A house submissive is not allowed to say no to a Mistress. Other than each person’s particular hard limits, we are at your beck and call. If, at any time you want to switch up submissives, add another to the mix or move to a submissive customer, you are welcome to do so. We are your slaves and you are not expected to treat us as anything more.

My hand snaked out to grab her breast through the thin lace of her teddy. I tweaked her nipple so hard she screamed, but her eyes lidded and her mouth went slack. “I can only hope to be used by you all night long.” she groaned.

“And the stage?”

Her head snapped up. “Oh, yes...”

“Why don’t you come sit on my lap while you tell me.” I leaned back, and she slid off her stool and climbed onto my lap. I positioned her so she faced away from me. Spinning the stool around to face the stage, I spread her legs wide and pulled the flimsy amount of material covering her crotch to the side. Then I spread her lips and played with her wet pussy, putting it on display for all to see.

The people who weren’t engaged in their own sexual activities turned their eyes upon us, watching me work her pink parts with expertise. Within minutes she was panting, her head leaning back onto my shoulder.

“You’re forbidden to come again,” I growled in her ear and she made a mewling sound. “Tell me about the stage while everyone watches me play with your sweet pussy.”

She ground hard into my fingers like a wanton whore for several seconds before she stopped and lifted her head, turning it toward my ear. “The stage is where people act out their fantasies. Any Domme can go on-stage alone, put a submissive on stage, or put a variety of people up there. Typically, there is one Domme in charge of each scene, but they can co-top if they wish.”

I pulled my fingers free and put them in my mouth, finally tasting her. Delicious juices pricked my tongue, and I growled. “So I can make you act out one of my fantasies on-stage if I wish?”

“Oh yes,” she panted, writhing her ass against my pussy. “You read the house rules?”

“I did. We negotiate first.” As usual.

“If your fantasy involves a house submissive, there is no need for negotiations.” She smiled coquettishly. “Unless of course it involves anything from the rules that you need permission from the house Mistress for first.”

“Understood. So, what’s your dirtiest fantasy, Simone? One you’ve never experienced in real life or told anyone about?”

“Oh Mistress. Do I have to say?” She stiffened.

I grabbed her sweet face and forced her to look at me. “Yes, you must.”

“But you won’t make me do it, will you?”

I pulled her face to mine and took her mouth, letting her taste herself on my tongue. My other hand pressed between her splayed legs. “Do you want to please me?” I whispered.

“Oh yes,” she moaned. “I would do anything for you.”

I pinched her clit between my thumb and forefinger, massaging her juices over the swollen nub and she panted heavier, pushing into my hand.

“Tell me your deepest fantasy Simone and I’ll make you come again as a reward.”

“Oh yes Mistress, please...” she groaned and buried her face in my hair, whispering her darkest desires into my ear.

The woman was truly dirty and her fantasy, though not unique, was one I’d never seen outside of porn. “That sounds genuinely delicious,” I said when she’d finished.

“But Mistress, you wouldn’t make me… you wouldn’t do that… please…”

Without answering, I stuck a hand down the lace front of her top and pulled out one of her breasts. “Toy,” I called from over my shoulder. “Come.” I would save her dirty fantasy for later, I wanted her warmed up first.

The bartender practically bolted himself over the bar, standing upright in front of me. “Go down on your knees in front of lovely Simone.”

“Yes, ma’am.” His eyes roamed over her, splayed for all to see, and his dick sprung free from the thin fabric that covered it.

He dropped to his knees, eyes trained on her open flower. Looking up at me, he licked his lips and waited. I played with her breast, rubbing her nipple until it pebbled hard. “Bury your face between her legs Toy and lick her until she squirts down your throat. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.” He wasted no more time and was between her legs, lapping at her sex as she writhed against me.

All the patrons near us had stopped watching the stage and were watching our show instead. “Ohhhh,” Simone gargled and panted. “Oh yes. When can I come Mistress?”

“When I say you can.”

She made an unintelligible sound at the back of her throat. Toy wrapped his hands around her thighs, his mouth buried deep between her legs. She craned her head back, reaching for my mouth with hers. I yanked her breast, forcing her to arch back into me. My other hand snaked through her hair and I pulled it taut, bringing her face close to mine. She was panting hard, gyrating her hips and fucking Toy’s mouth.

“Look at all the people watching you, Simone.” I pushed her head forward, and she gasped, reddening prettily. Her eyes closed, and I bit her ear sharply. Crying out, they flew open again. “You will watch them watch you, or you cannot come, is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How do you feel about yourself right now Simone?”

“I feel like a dirty slut whore,” she cried out.

“Scream it so everyone can hear,” I growled.

“I am a dirty slut whore,” she screamed and her audience laughed.

“Tell her,” I said to them.

“You’re a dirty whore,” yelled one Dominatrix dressed in black leather.

“A filthy little come slut,” shouted another.

“Dirty, brazen hussy, getting your pussy licked in front of a room full of strangers,” growled a woman dressed in head to toe latex.

Simone stiffened against me, panting hard. “Yes,” she cried out. “I’m a dirty, dirty, whore. I love being used in front of all of you. Being on display and having you watch me come.”

“Now,” I growled into her ear. “Come now, in front of them.”

“Oh, my…” she screamed, throwing her head back and coming hard. Her legs wrapped around Toy’s face and she bucked between us as I pinched her nipple and bit down on her neck.

“Fuck me…” she screamed again as the audience laughed and cheered.
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After her little show I scurried Simone off to one of the side rooms she’d pointed out, breathlessly. We were alone, laying in a warm embrace on a red velvet couch wide enough for four. I toyed with her hair and ran a finger lightly down her half naked body. She shivered under my touch and burrowed closer to me.

“What are these rooms for exactly?” The contract had said that no sex was allowed in the side rooms.

She smiled up at me, her head in the crook of my arm. “Aftercare.”

Wow, that was responsible of the club owner.

“Sex isn’t permitted in these rooms. They’re not set up for it.”

She was right. There were no tables with condoms or alcohol spray bottles. The couch wasn’t covered in latex or vinyl. The lighting was low, a slow pulsing pink and the walls were painted a cool gray.

“How many of these rooms are there?” I stroked her cheek.

“Seven,” her voice was dreamy, not much more than a whisper. She snuggled closer and after a few minutes her breathing changed. She was asleep.

I lay with Simone in my arms and worked out my plan for her night. When she awoke, twenty minutes later, she stretched and snuggled closer.

“Are you ready for round three?” I asked.

She blinked up at me, her electric blue eyes flashing with excitement. “Round three? But what about you Mistress? You haven’t come once yet. Can’t I…”

I put a finger to her lips. “You can help me, yes, but the way you do that is by letting me own you tonight.”

“Of course, I am your slave for as long as you’ll have me.”

“Good. And by being my slave, I get to direct your scene on stage if I wish, is that correct?”

She looked away, almost shyly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. And to make that happen, who would I speak to?”

“The house Top. Her name is Madam X. You can find her easily on the floor.” She pointed a manicured finger at the open doorway. “She’s the only one wearing red latex with knee high black boots and a…”

“Black headdress?”

“Yes. You’ve seen her?”

“I have.” She was hard to miss. I extricated myself from the lovely Simone.

“You’re leaving?” She didn’t bother hiding the pout in her voice or the disappointment painting her pretty face.

“I am but you’re to remain here until I call for you. Understood?”

“Oh yes, Mistress Moon. Thank you.”

I left the room without a look back. It was time to properly explore the club on my own. I walked through the throngs of people. The submissives were mostly naked and many of them kneeled at the feet of their Dominatrix’s. Some were collared and leashed as well. There was a nice mix of male and female subs. As usual, the men outnumbered the women, which worked to our favor as the female Domme’s outnumbered the males. I only counted three male Doms on my first pass. They stood in a tiny cluster of black leather and spikes, watching the stage with dark eyes and tight smiles.

Many eyes were upon me as my velvet cloak swept the room. The people by the bar had already gotten a good look, but the club was large and by the time I was at the stage, the bar had disappeared into the background. Madam X turned at my approach and held out a hand.

“Miss Moon?”

I wasn’t surprised she knew the name of each Dominatrix before being properly introduced. That was the sign of a good House Top.

“Yes. Madam X, it’s lovely to meet you.” I shook her hand, and she offered me a tight-lipped smile. I leaned in. “I have a question about the stage and what I’d like to use it for.”

“Yes, Miss Moon?” Her smile was wide and wicked. “Please do tell me what you have in mind.”

She led me to stage left where there was a hidden alcove. Ushering me inside, she closed a door and sat on a black leather bench. I took the seat on a matching one across from her.

“My office,” she winked and motioned around with a flourish. It was the size of a tiny closet with room only for the two built-in benches and a tiny table between them. Atop the table was an ashtray, a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, two crystal glasses and a snifter of brandy. “Would you like anything?” She cocked her head and motioned to the items.

“I’m good, thank you.” I sat back and crossed my legs.

“Would you mind if I…” she picked up the pack of cigarettes without waiting for a response and tapped one out.

I minded, cigarette smoke irritated me and I was about to say as much but she pushed a button on the wall next to her and a loud reverse fan started up. She lit the cigarette and held it up to the vent. The smoke whooshed toward it, and I couldn’t smell a thing. “I know how people feel about the disgusting habit. There’s an air purifier in here too. It will make the smell virtually odorless.” She motioned to her outfit. “I can’t say the same for the rest of me but…” she shrugged unapologetically. “As bad habits go.”

“It’s not the worst one,” I said.

She leaned forward and her head-dress swayed slightly atop her mass of jet black curls. “Now tell me Miss Moon, what would you like to do on our stage?”
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An hour later I led Simone, blindfolded, from the sitting room. I’d elicited the help of five handsome submissive males. Each one was lovely in his own way, and yet each one differed completely from the other.

Samuel was Irish with a splash of growth on his freckled face and light carrot hair.

Adam’s limbs were long and lean with a disproportional cock that hung full and thick halfway down his thigh.

Carl’s complexion was as dark and mysterious as his mood. While he aimed to please like the rest, he couldn’t hide his edge.

Peter was my favorite. A pale brown Latino with just enough fire to kindle my own.

And the group wouldn’t have been complete without a blond who went by the name of Lincoln. His blue eyes were playful and kind.

Simone giggled as they shuffled her between them and led up onto the stage. When she tripped on a stair, Peter caught her in his arms and swooped her up without copping a feel, then he sat her down on the stage and sat behind her so she had the support of a human chair.

I moved across the stage so Simone wouldn’t hear me. “Samuel and Lincoln,” I called out, and the men were kneeling at my feet in a second.

“Yes, Mistress Moon?” Samuel said.

“Madame X will show the two of you where to get a futon for the stage and a clean vinyl sheet. You will carry that up here and set it up for Simone.”

“Of course,” they scurried off.

“Carl,” I motioned the buff man close and whispered in his ear. “Go choose three sex toys and make sure you include at least one dildo.”

“Oh yes Miss Moon,” his dark gaze flitted down my body and I slapped his face, hard. His eyes went wide, but his gaze moved to the ground. “I’m sorry ma’am, you’re just so beautiful, I couldn’t help myself.”

I lifted his chin with a finger. “You will pay for that later by making me come. Hard.”

“Oh thank you Mistress,” he dropped to his knees.

“Now kiss my boots.”

His lips grazed the tops of my leather thigh highs and I laughed before pushing him back with a foot.

“Oof,” He landed on his ass, where he sat looking up at me.

I pressed my spiked heel into his crotch and he grimaced in pain but said nothing and did not move.

“Beg for a cockstomping slave.”

“Oh yes Mistress, please. Stomp on my useless man parts. They are no good to me. I only need them to please you, if you so desire.”

“I do not. I have no need for your useless cock. If I want to get fucked, you will use a dildo, not that pathetic thing between your legs you call a dick.

“Yes, Mistress, I am only here to serve.”

I ground my heel into his ball sack, and his face contorted with pain. “Spread your legs.”

He complied quickly, and I mashed the ball of my boot onto his cock, scraping up and back. He groaned in pleasure and arched back. I kept up the movement until the head of his prick leaked pre-cum. I used his own slick wetness to mash his cock down even farther, rubbing it back and forth with my boot.

“Oh Mistress,” his voice was husky. Heavy lids drooped, and his breath shortened.

“I will not allow you to come.” I took my foot off and ground my heel into his balls again. He screamed, and I laughed. There was clapping around us and I looked up to see a group of Domme’s surrounding us and laughing.

“Make that worm pay for his pleasure,” said a tall blond Mistress with huge breasts, straining to pop out of her velvet corset.

“Oh I intend to,” I flashed her a smile and removed my boot. “Get up Carl.”

The man tried to stand but fell over onto all fours and the group of women laughed harder. As he scrambled to stand again, I kicked him hard in the ass and he flew forward, splayed face down on the stage.

Several women were hysterical. One laughed so hard she cried. I walked over to Carl and pressed the toe of my boot into his ass. Turning and pushing, I pried his hole open, and he moaned and fucked the floor. His head twisted sideways and a puddle of drool emerged from his mouth.

“She’s anally raping him with her boot,” a woman clapped.

“What a dirty man-whore. Look at the way he fucks the stage,” another woman snorted derisively.

I removed my boot from his ass crack and gave him a good swift kick on one of his cheeks. “Get up and get those sex toys slug.”

“Yes ma’am,” he scrambled to his feet and jumped into the crowd. He couldn’t move fast because several women swatted his ass with their bare hands and one grabbed his package and twisted it painfully.

Samuel and Lincoln hoisted a double futon onto the stage and spread a fitted black vinyl sheet over it.

I crossed back to Simone who was leaning against Peter and caught his eye. I motioned for him to bring her over to the futon and lay her down.
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Peter helped Simone up, then moved behind her, placing his hands on her tight waist. He guided her to the futon and helped her lay down. She was face up with her legs toward the edge of the stage.

I looked into the audience. There were two young male submissives standing in a corner together and I motioned for them to come up on stage. They moved quickly, trembling slightly. “Each of you will hold one of her legs. Hold them wide apart so we can all see her beautiful pussy. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress,” they both scrambled into position, one on her left and the other on her right.

“Pull her legs wider,” I barked.

Simone screeched, but not from pain. Her face was red with embarrassment.

Carl returned with several toys and I motioned for him to place them next to Simone’s right hand.

“Now, Adam, you have the largest cock so you will have the honor of fucking Simone’s mouth. Make her gag on your cock when I tell you to.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” He rushed over to Simone’s head, kneeled so that his knees were on either side of her face and lowered his half-hard cock into her mouth. She opened for him, her pink tongue stretching out to taste.

“The rest of you will stand around her with your dicks in your hands and you will watch her while you stroke yourselves.”

The other four leapt to position. Two on one side of her supine body and two on the other. Their pricks stood at attention, and they all started playing with themselves at once.

“No one will come until I say you can. If one of you comes before you’re allowed, you will be severely punished and not allowed to participate for the remainder of the night.”

No one said a word, but Lincoln’s dick slipped from his hand.

“I need each of you to say that you understand what I allow you to do and what your punishment will be if you do not comply.”

“I understand, Mistress,” Adam panted. The tip of his cock was in Simone’s mouth and she was sucking at it as if it was an everlasting jawbreaker.

I looked at Lincoln. “I won’t come until you say I can Mistress.”

“Same here,” said Samuel. “I will last, you are in charge of my orgasm.”

Peter wouldn’t look me in the eye. “I hope I am not punished Mistress but if I am, I will deserve it.”

“You can count on me ma’am.” Carl stroked himself slowly.

“We’ll see.” I turned toward my audience. “Audience participation is encouraged.”

Everyone clapped, all eyes on the stage.

“Now Simone…”

Her eyes glazed over and she couldn’t see me, so I moved closer into her line of sight. Her gaze flicked to mine. “Grab a toy that Carl brought. They’re next to your right hand.”

She moved her hand around until it closed over a large, black, silicone dildo. She lifted it up, and I nodded. Her mouth stretched and her throat worked around Adam’s huge cock.

“Hold your pussy open with one hand and use that dildo with your other. Fuck your delicious wet pussy for us.”

She moaned around Adam’s dick. The men holding her legs tightened their grips, their own cocks hard and pulsing against their bellies.

Simone scrambled to hold the outer lips of her pussy open, but they were so slick with her juices, they slipped from her grasp.

I snapped my fingers. “I need a volunteer submissive.”

A slight woman leapt up onto the stage, her dark eyes pinned on Simone and she licked her blush berry lips. Her skin shone a rich mahogany under the hot lights of the stage and she dropped to her knees in front of me. “Nicole, at your service.”

I bent down and touched her thick hair. “Stand up Nicole.”

She stood, and I clasped her face, kissing her luscious lips, running my tongue along the seam and making her shiver. Leaning close, I whispered in her ear and she nodded, then scurried over to Simone and dropped down next to her. Nicole held Simone’s pussy open with one hand and buried her other hand between her own legs.

Simone groaned, her eyes flicking down to Nicole and then back up to Adam.

“Fuck yourself with the dildo Simone. Fuck yourself hard. You’re not allowed to come yet, but when you do, you will squirt.”

“Mmm,” Simone gurgled and rammed the dildo inside her dripping cunt.

“Do not come until I allow it. Any of you.”

Madame X climbed on stage next to me and whispered. “This is quite a delicious scene. Look at the audience.”

My eyes flicked out over the crowd. At least half of the submissives were on their knees with their heads buried between their Mistress’s thighs. The half that didn’t have owners were openly playing with themselves. I laughed loud and deep. “No submissive in the audience may come until I allow it.”

The submissives that weren’t otherwise engaged in their Mistresses’s parts were all watching the stage with half-lidded, stoned gazes, but they groaned in agreement.

“Adam fuck her face harder,” I commanded. “Make her gag on your cock.”

He did as he was told, pressing the first quarter deep down her throat. Simone choked but loosened her throat and took him in. All the while she fucked herself silly with the dildo and rubbed her breasts, pinching enlarged, hardened nipples. Her eyes snapped shut.

The four men standing over her picked up their frenzied pace, yanking their junk in long, smooth, hard, motions.

Lincoln let out a groan, his head snapping back and he quickly let go of his cock a second too late. Hot semen spurted from the tip and covered Simone’s breasts. Her eyes fluttered open.

“Lincoln,” I growled. “Lick up your mess and then go stand in the corner with your back to the scene. I will punish you.”

Several women in the audience cackled gleefully.

“He couldn’t control himself, no surprise,” a Femdom snorted.

“Little fucktard man whore,” another person called out.

Lincoln reddened and dropped to his knees. He licked Simone’s breasts with long, shaking tongue strokes and she arched her back, pressing her tits into his face.

“Suck her tits while you’re down there,” I said.

He took one nipple into his mouth and kneaded her chest, groaning as his dick hardened again.

“I need a Mistress who’s particularly cruel with CBT,” I called out and several rushed toward me. I pointed to a busty Asian brunette with short-cropped hair and a wicked smile. She yanked a leather tie from the front of her black lace corset. She had tucked it between her massive cleavage. I motioned for her to join me.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Mistress Monica,” she purred, holding my gaze and unabashedly batting her long, lush, lashes.

I grinned and licked my lips, then pointed to Lincoln. As soon as the submissive finished cleaning up his mess he sat on his knees and blinked up at us.

“Tie that useless sack and nub of his up tight. Then tie his hands behind his back and take him to the corner where he can listen without seeing. Do whatever else you deem he needs to learn his lesson.”

“Gladly,” Mistress Monica busied herself with the task and Lincoln caught my gaze, silently pleading.

I rolled my eyes at him and turned away. “I warned you, bitch.”

The scene was progressing nicely. The three men playing with themselves were taking their jobs seriously, especially after what happened to Lincoln, and their eyes flashed between Simone and the audience. Most stroked themselves lightly, dropping their ministrations often to watch our lovely submissive’s show.

“Nicole,” I called to the woman holding Simone’s lips open and the beautiful pixie looked up with wide, dark eyes.

I pointed to the toy collection. “Grab that large dildo and fuck our pretty girl’s ass with it.”

Simone gasped around Adam’s cock and strained her head, trying to look, but I bent down and swatted her cheek with an open palm.

“Ouch,” Adam cried, pulling out his cock.

I crossed to the back of the stage where there was a large bucket containing implements for impact play. I snatched a ratan cane and moved back to Simone, who looked up in shock.

“Did she bite you?” I asked Adam, and he nodded, sucking in his bottom lip. His huge cock hung half-way down his thigh, still enlarged. “Did you like it?”

He nodded again, his eyes flicking down to the woman, spread wide at his feet.

“Then you will be the one to receive the lashing.”

He took a step away from me, and I shook my head. He dropped to his knees and raised his bare ass in the air. The audience clapped and hollered. “Give him welts,” one woman said. “Make him bleed,” called another.

I held the end of the cane and gave Adam three quick lashes. He cried out but stayed in place.

“Show the audience your ass,” I demanded.

He stood and turned around, bending at the waist, and everyone clapped.

“Now take Lincoln’s place and play with yourself next to Carl.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He walked to the side of Simone where Lincoln had been and stroked himself. His eyes flicked down to Carl, playing with his cock, and Adam licked his lips.

I turned my attention back to Nicole. She held up a massive dildo, and I nodded. “Go wet that in Simone’s whorish mouth.”

Nicole crawled on all fours over to Simone’s face and looked down at her.

“Kiss her first,” I said.

The small woman bent over and placed her mouth on Simone’s. Simone dropped what she was doing between her legs and grabbed Nicole’s face, pulling her closer.

“Caress each other,” I commanded.

They groaned while making out, and Simone’s hands moved to Nicole’s breasts. Nicole did the same and the men jacking off over them moaned and dropped their dicks. Peter closed his eyes. Carl looked at the ceiling. Adam dug his fingernails into the head of his prick and Samuel dropped to his knees.

“Subs, you are to watch the women making out and playing with each other’s breasts.”

The men looked down at the women. They moaned audibly and bit their lips, not daring to touch their dicks, which pulsed with excitement.

“Nicole darling,” I whispered, “it’s time.”

The woman broke her kiss with Simone and ran the dildo, almost lovingly, over the seam of her lips. Simone opened her mouth to take it and Nicole rammed it in, fucking the other woman’s mouth with it. Simone’s hands moved between her legs where she fucked herself with the other dildo and rubbed her clit. Her throat worked over the one in her mouth, opening to accommodate its girth. The men watched with wide eyes and hard pricks that bounced up, hitting their stomachs. Save Adam’s which was too large and bounced uselessly against his leg.


Chapter 7
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Mistress Monica, who’d tied Lincoln, came to stand next to me. She wore a cruel smile, and I glanced at Lincoln to find him hog-tied on the floor with his back to the scene. “I hope you don’t mind,” she cooed into my ear. “He tried to turn around when his hands were restrained.”

“Perfect choice,” I said.

“And… just in case, I tied his dick to his hands so whenever he moves them, it pulls tighter around his useless clit.”

“Wonderful.” I clapped my hands together. “Lincoln, your suffering is delicious. Nicole…”

The woman glanced up at me, still on all fours, fucking Simone’s mouth with the dildo.

“It’s time.” I pointed to Simone’s nether-regions and Nicole pulled the implement from Simone’s mouth then looked up at me, waiting. “You may kiss her again.”

“Oh, thank you Mistress.” Nicole bent to kiss her again, long and hard. When she stopped, her breath came in short gasps, and her eyes were glazed. She scrambled back between Simone’s legs and the two men holding her wide, pulled her open a few inches more. Simone bucked beneath them, trying to fuck herself silly.

Nicole kept her eyes on me as I pantomimed the insertion. “Boys, lift her legs higher so Nicole has access to her ass.”

They both jumped up to a squatting position and rested Simone’s legs on top of their knees. Their dicks hung hard and full between their slightly widened legs.

Nicole bent down to get a better view and Simone stopped fucking herself, inhaling a sharp breath of air and holding it.

“Lick her asshole Nicole, wet her up.”

The girl dropped her head, lapping at Simone’s pink rosebud. Simone’s hips gyrated, her head thrown back in the ecstasy of being rimmed.

“Yes, oh fuck… yes…” Simone panted.

The dildo was laying next to Nicole, and I picked it up and held it out to my co-Topping Mistress. She walked to the goody box and returned moments later with a large tube of water-based lube. We spread it liberally on the dildo together, laughing as Simone watched us, mouth agape.

I handed the dildo back to Nicole, who smiled shyly and then bent to press it against Simone’s opening.

“Play with her pussy while you do that, Nicole,” I ordered.

Her eyes widened, and a broad smile lit her face. Nicole used one hand to twist the dildo inside Simone’s widening passage and her other hand to finger fuck the submissive’s front hole.

Simone’s breath came out in fits and gusts. Her hips gyrated, fucking the dildo and Nicole’s fingers.

“Do you want to taste her?” I purred.

“Oh yes, Mistress, please…” Nicole whined.

The four men surrounding Simone were whacking their meat again, watching the scene with wide eyes. Carl was actually drooling.

“Keep fucking her ass and pussy while you eat her,” I said. Nicole fell on top of Simone, her tongue out before she landed on the woman’s pink hole. “Leg holders,” I barked at the two men on the sides. “Keep hold of her legs with one hand and use your other hand to play with your little nubs.”

Their eyes grew large as they scrambled to grab their stiff pricks, pumping one-handed like expert wankers.

The scene was frenzied and wild. Simone’s moans and gasps escalated, her eyes open and glued to mine. She was waiting until I said she could come. That turned me on more than watching her writhe under Nicole’s tongue and hands. Her wanton and piercing gaze was more erotic than watching the six pathetic submissives wanking their cranks. It was hotter and more intimate than looking out into the audience as Mistresses wailed, coming on the faces and hands of their slaves.

Simone’s body arched up, and I knew she was on the verge. Everyone was on the stage was on the verge. I waited for several long beats, holding Simone’s eye contact as she panted and twisted, her body and face contorting. All for my pleasure. All under my direction. All because of me.

“We’re going to count down from ten and when we reach number one, every single one of you on this stage, except for Nicole, will be allowed to climax.”

“Oh thank you Mistress,” groaned Peter.

The rest moaned and made in-audible garbled sounds.

“The six males will come all over Simone and Nicole. You are to soak their bodies and hair with your disgusting semen.”

“Yes Mistress,” moaned Adam. He held his huge cock in two hands, pumping it fast and fierce.

Nicole moaned between Simone’s legs and Simone never broke eye contact with me, though her body was as tense and rigid as an over-wound clock.

I looked at the other Domme on stage with me. “Let’s count down together.”

She grinned and held a hand out to me. Our fingers wove together, and we moved close enough so our shoulders touched. “Ten,” I said.

“Nine,” she giggled.

“Eight,” I whispered.

The men strained. Some pinched their eyes closed while others bit their lips. One bit his lip so hard, he drew blood.

“Seven,” she purred.

I waited, holding Simone’s gaze as she panted, bucked and strained.

“Six,” I said.

“Five,” my new Domme friend pressed one of her large breasts against my arm.

I grabbed it with my free hand and massaged her beaded nipple through her tight lace corset.

“Four,” I hissed. “Do not come before we reach one…”

“Ahhhh,” Carl screamed and his wad shot over the women, coating the back of Nicole’s head and Simone’s legs. He turned to me, eyes huge, mouth hanging open. I ignored him and twisted Monica’s nipple.

“Three,” she cried out and reached a hand around to cup my tight ass.

“Feel how wet I am,” I whispered in her ear. She didn’t hesitate. Her hand dove under my tight leather skirt where she found me pantiless and dripping down my leg. “Oh yes,” she pressed her fingers into me and deftly played with my swollen bud. I swayed on my feet, grabbing her tit harder to keep from losing my balance.

“Two,” I groaned, grinding my drenched pussy into her hand.

She hesitated, looked at me, then back at the scene and we smiled at one another. I reached for her face, and we crashed into each other, kissing and panting. I rode her hand and pressed mine between her legs. She was just as drenched as me. Our tongues entangled, kisses as smooth as satin. I whispered into her mouth and we broke the kiss and screamed together as we climaxed. “One…”

The group on the floor howled and writhed. Simone’s gaze went glassy and her body coiled a second before its release. “Nicole, stop licking her.” I panted, and the girl pulled away as Simone squirted into her face. Nicole opened her mouth to drink down the sexy submissive’s nectar. The five remaining men let their cum fly. White gobs of thick jizz completely soaked the girls. The few remaining Mistresses in the audience who had not orgasmed and the three male Doms groaned in ecstasy as they too climaxed. Simone shrieked with a multiple orgasm and Nicole buried her face between the woman’s legs to lap her up.

Monica and I sagged against one another. “Carl,” I barked. “Your punishment for not waiting to come is to lick up everyone else’s mess. You dirty cum slut whore.”

He blinked back tears, then crawled over to lick the girls clean. Nicole collapsed on top of Simone, then rolled off and lay with her sperm lathered head in the woman’s armpit. Simone shivered and threw an arm around the girl, pulling her close. She looked up at me and mouthed “thank you” before closing her eyes and sighing deeply.

The End
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Author’s Reflection - Unedited



Again, a longer story because as my wise cousin says “you can’t finish a story before it’s done”.

This book is based on an idea given to me by an online submissive G, who owned a NYC sex club, back in the day.

I will say, this story was way too much fun to write - it practically wrote itself.

I have 2 more books coming out in the Traveling Domme series, Berlin and NYC. Then I will start a sex club series based on Supremacy. I already have so many ideas, my head is exploding.

In the meantime, I’ll take out my amusements and frustrations on my primary submissive :) He gets to have all the humiliation, pain and torture while I get to have all the fun!

***Mistress Rain***


About the Author



I’m Mistress Rain Star, a lifestyle Dominatrix with a stable of willing submissives who cower at MY feet.

Join My newsletter - DOMINATION

Here you will find out about new releases, hear interesting personal tidbits and receive exclusive dirty, sexy readings.

Thank you for reading!
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