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Chapter 1
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Meeting



Their final business meeting was at an open-air cafe on Melrose Boulevard. As usual per Los Angeles, the sun shone high in the sky and birds twittered on branches overhead.

Yasmina applied another coat of red lipstick and looked around the table.

There would be four of them all together. Four Dominatrixes. Four Mistresses. Four Domme’s. Four Tops. Four Dominants. Four, strong and beautiful Femdoms. 

Delphine’s chin was raised, it was her brainchild after all, even though she was letting Yasmina lead today. Yasmina spread a crisp white, cloth napkin over her lap. Satori took a small sip of water. They turned in unison as Martina arrived, late as usual.

“Hey bitches,” she tossed her Prada handbag on the empty chair and walked around the table, air-kissing each woman. “Sorry I’m late. You know me…”

“Can’t be on time if your life depended on it?” Satori rolled her chestnut eyes.

“It’s not my fault.” Martina took her seat. “I was born two weeks late; you all know that. Blame it on my mother.”

Yasmina, usually the most stoic, burst out laughing. “Blaming your parents never gets old, it just gets funnier.”

Martina pouted, but they all knew it was for show. She didn’t care what the others thought of her, not really. “Where’s the coffee?” She twisted around, looking for a waitperson. 

A young, observant man rushed over. “Hello ma’am. Are you all ready to order?”

“Not yet…” Martina glanced at his nametag, “Sam. But you can bring a carafe of coffee.” She waved him away.

“Yes ma’am, right away.” He bustled away, glancing back at the group over a shoulder.

Yasmina cleared her throat and brought out a manilla folder, tapping it on the tabletop. “Ladies, thank you all for being here.” She turned to Delphine, “may I speak for you?”

“You may and you should,” Delphine winked. “You are my lawyer, after all.”

Yasmina grinned.

“Not to mention my best friend and lover,” Delphine stage whispered.

“Hey, what about us?” Martina sulked.

“We’re her other best friends and lovers,” Satori flashed a brilliant white smile.

“Enough,” Yasmina waved a hand. “Delphine is thrilled that we’re all in agreement about our new club.” She turned to her friend.

“Sacrifice,” Delphine clapped her hands together.

“Yes”, Yasmina ran a hand through her short-cropped silver hair. It was a new look for her, and she liked it. A dye job that made her appear several years older than her ancient thirty-five. “Thank you all for signing the contract. I’ve looked it over again and filed for our LLC. As everyone has agreed, we will be in equal partnership with twenty-five percent apiece.”

Delphine leaned forward, her large breasts perched on the tabletop and held out her hand.

Yasmina passed the folder to her friend, who plucked it with pale blue painted fingertips. She rifled through and pulled out a copy, passing it to Satori.

Satori reached in a pulled out a copy, her fake lashes blinking like a butterfly trying to escape its desperate gluey fate.

Martina reached over and snatched the folder from Satori’s hand. Satori’s nostrils flared. Martina grinned and pinched her friend’s tit. 

Satori slapped her hand away. “I’ll get you for that.”

“I’m counting on it.”

“We’ll play later ladies, back to business now. Any questions?” Yasmina tugged her low cut red silk blouse even lower. Breasts heaved and knocked, trying desperately to escape their bondage. 

Each woman shook her head. Martina tossed her dark locks, just as Sam approached with the coffee carafe. The hair whip hit his chest, and he yelped and leaped back, dumping coffee onto the floor.

Martina tsked and Sam reddened, dropping to his knees, a towel in hand.

“Mmm, he’s a natural,” Satori said.

He looked up, blinking rapidly. “Excuse me?”

“Don’t mind them, Sam,” Delphine cooed. “You just happen to be exactly where we like our men.”

“And women,” Yasmina said.

Sam’s jaw opened, then closed. “What? Where?”

“On the ground at our feet,” Martina said around a grin.

Sam’s face took on the color of Yasmina’s crimson pumps. “Oh, my.”

Martina glanced around the table. “Look at his pants ladies, he’s a shower.”

“And obviously a submissive bitch,” said Delphine.

“What?” Sam blinked between the women, the towel in his hand hovering in mid-air. The growing bulge protruded from his slacks and the women nudged each other, giggling.

Marina leaned down, her breasts spilling from her corset. “Looks like you like being on your knees as much as we like you there.”

The young man gawked at her tits, which were fully exposed. Brown nipples crested the corset, peaking over the top.

Yasmina cleared her throat, and Martina snapped back to attention. “Let the boy do his job, ladies.”

Hiding his purpling face, the young man put his head down and scrubbed up the remainder of the spill. Standing, he turned away quickly, holding the towel in front of his large bulge. “I’ll bring more in a minute.” He turned and ran.

“Martina, you’re incorrigible,” Satori said. “Flustering the poor boy.”

“That’s no boy,” Martina grinned. “Over eighteen and they’re men.”

“They’re never men,” snorted Delphine.

The women nodded their agreement.

“So,” Yasmina tapped the table. “Are we on the same page about how the club will be run and who will work each night?”

“It’s brilliant, if I don’t say so myself,” said Delphine. 

“Yes, well, it was all your idea,” Satori took a tiny sip of water. How the woman could make sipping water look as sexy as a lap dance was beyond Yasmina’s skill-set.

“And she will never let us forget it,” said Martina.

This time Delphine pinched Martina’s tit. Martina shrieked so loudly that the four-top of business men next to them stopped talking to look. Martina licked her lips seductively and raised her coiffed brows. The men nodded and smiled appreciatively before returning to their conversation.

Delphine cleared her throat. “The way I’ve proposed it, we all get to rotate, so no one gets stuck with weekend nights repeatedly and we get to stay open seven days a week.”

“It’s perfect Delphine,” Yasmina loved her friends and was thrilled this seemed to be working out. Everyone paused to look down at the contracts, and by the time Sam reappeared to pour each one their coffee, the women had time to ogle him openly. 

Sam paused behind Delphine, which was no surprise. The woman was a goddess incarnate. Black Botticelli curls hung in perfect coils around her dark face and cascaded down her back. Her huge breasts completely defied gravity and seemed to levitate above the contract spread open on her placemat. 

Sam was a frozen statue, with the coffeepot raised in one hand and his eyes trained on Delphine’s bosom, practically bulging out of his head. His mouth was slack and Yasmine’s gaze flicked to the young man’s crotch. He sported a woody that a thirty something would have hidden and a forty something would have been proud of. Her gaze flicked to his face. There was a sparse smattering of hair on his upper lip which begged the question, how much he did he have between his legs?

As if he could feel her gaze, Sam looked up and caught Yasmina’s eye. His widened and his mouth moved  as though he wanted to say something but couldn’t quite figure out what.

Yasmina held up a finger, crooked it and bade him to her side. Without pouring Delphine a cup of coffee, the young man scurried over. He kept his gaze cast down, but it was obvious that he was having trouble focusing. His eyes flitted between each women’s cleavage, their lips, and all exposed glints of skin.

“Sam,” Yasmina said his name to grab his attention.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“We’re opening up a new club next week. Are you over twenty-one?”

He flushed, bit his bottom lip and nodded. “Just turned ma’am.”

“Do you like Dominant women?”

“Ma’am?” his face crimsoned again, but he met her eyes and bobbed his head quickly.

“I’ll tell you what Sammy,” Yasmina glanced around the table and the other women nodded and grinned. This wasn’t their first bus boy foray. Sam held his breath, the carafe shaking in his hand. “First, put down that carafe.”

He did as he was told, with a trembling hand. Then he shyly met her eyes. She pushed herself away from the table and motioned to the floor beneath. “Drop to your knees and pay us each with tongue service.”

His eyes widened, and his pants immediately tented. “Ma’am?”

“Think of it as your audition. If we like your talents, you’ll get more free passes to our club than you’ll know what to do with.”

“Oh…” he hesitated for a second. “Thank you ma’am. Wow…” His gaze darted quickly around the restaurant and without another word, he fell hard onto his knees and crawled beneath the table.

“Well, this is delightful,” said Martina. “And just what the doctor ordered.”

Yasmina scooted her chair back into place. Each woman sat up a bit to adjust their skirts and widen their legs. Yasmina knew her friends well. No one wore panties, especially not to a restaurant where this was often their behavior. 

“Me first, Sammy boy,” Yasmina demanded. “I need to warm you up for my friends.”


Chapter 2
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Sammy



Yasmina leaned back in her chair as Sammy worked his head between her legs. Reaching down, she widened her thighs and pushed her pussy lips open. “Start with a delicate flick,” she said, facing Martina as if she was chatting with her friend.

A soft tongue flicked at her already swollen clit. “Yes, little bitch, just like that. Flick your tongue lightly over my clit until I tell you what to do next.”

Her friends eyed her, smiling. “Lucky cunt,” said Delphine. “I’d better be next.”

“Oh you know it. I’m just warming him up,” breathed Yasmina.

“Weren’t you first yesterday?” asked Martina.

“Yes bitch I was and I’ll be first again tomorrow,” Delphine tapped her nails on the table.

Martina snorted. “In a month, after the club is a raging success and we’ve all put in our time, will you stop acting superior?”

“Maybe.”

Yasmina moaned and her friends turned to watch and smile.

“Harder now Sammy, use the flat of your tongue to stroke me up and down.” She wiggled in her chair. “Yes, yes like that.” Her head lolled on her shoulders. “Now press and release.”

Satori’s hands disappeared under the table and she leaned back on a sigh, her eyes lidding but not closing. Yasmina knew Satori was a voyeur and played to her friend. Her mouth slackened, and she licked her open lips, her lids dropping too as her body tensed for orgasm.

“Oh mamma yes,” hissed Martina. “You’re so beautiful when you come.”

That pushed Yasmina over the edge, and she held Satori’s unwavering gaze as the orgasm shot through her. Less than a second later, Satori came too, biting back a groan, her eyes never leaving Yasmina’s. Both women shook in their chairs, tiny spasms wracking their bodies.

Delphine sighed deeply. “Those were delicious orgasms ladies. My turn.”

“Give me a fucking minute to enjoy the glow of the aftermath,” Yasmina said, and Martina giggled. “Don’t you move Sam, drink down my juices like the greedy little mouth slut you are.”

She let her head fall back as several minute tremors rocked through her body. When she was done, she leaned forward on the table and her eyes flicked back up to the table of businessmen. They were all watching, their mouths slack and their hands unseen underneath the table.

“We have an audience ladies,” Yasmina said, and the girls turned to gawk, openly. The men quickly looked away. Two of them pale enough to redden and two dark knights who flushed slightly. “Move to your right now, Sammy.”

“Yes, boy, that’s it, spread my thighs yourself,” said Delphine. “And I like a hard clit suck. Pretend your mouth is a suction cup…” Delphine leaned back and Yasmina watched, working herself again.

All of her friends masturbated as each one came to Sammy’s tongue and Yasmina peeked over at the table of business men throughout. They watched as well. When he’d serviced them all Yasmina scooted back so he could stand without being seen by the rest of the waitstaff. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and grinned. The front of his pants was stained wet and Yasmina flicked his still tented dick with a finger. He flinched but kept smiling. 

“Ladies?” she glanced around the table at each of her friends.

“He’s a keeper,” said Delphine, and the other two nodded. 

Martina, sucking on her fingers, pulled them out of her mouth with a pop. “I can’t wait to torture him at the club.”

“It looks like you passed Sammy.” Yasmina fished in her cleavage and he gawked openly. 

“Oh, thank you ma’am. It’s been such a pleasure to taste… service each of you.” He looked at each woman slowly, his cheeks pinkening.

Yasmina pulled a glossy card from between her breasts and handed it to him. “This is a free thirty day pass to our club.”

“Oh, thank you ma’am.” He glanced down at the card, his eyes growing impossibly wider. He turned the card over and looked up, his gaze roaming over each Mistress. He bowed his head. “Goddesses, thank you.” He curtsied and hurried away, the coffee pot covering his soiled, tented trousers.


Chapter 3
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Yasmina and Delphine arrived in the lobby together, hours before the official opening. Martina and Satori were scheduled to arrive later. It was pre-determined that for opening night Delphine had the most to lose. And Yasmina was a proud control freak.

Delphine had chosen a high rise in the heart of downtown. If they wanted to expand, she told the others, there’d be options.

“We’ve set up the top floor for tonight’s opening,” Paul, the most handsome construction worker said. “Just as you ladies requested.”

“Wonderful, we’ll go have a look.” Delphine stepped into the glass elevator with Yasmina at her side. It was an express elevator to the penthouse and key protected. Delphine placed her key card against the panel and the elevator creaked to life. When Delphine conceived Sacrifice she told Yasmina she envisioned a dungeon, but Yasmina pointed out an opportunity to do something different. Something unique and sensual and fun. The top floor of the building was Yasmina’s idea and one she was proud of. Upon further discussion, they leased both the top floor and the basement since both were available.

As the elevator climbed, so did Yasmina’s thoughts, already focused on expansion. If this was successful, they could lease the entire building and make it into a Femdom hotel with themed rooms.

The door opened onto the main room, which was why everyone who would be admitted had to check in at the lobby. The security guard made sure they were on the list or had a card and then they were either escorted up or the guard would use his keycard in the elevator to admit them.

A complicated process, but eventually monthly patrons would get their own keycards, much like the one they’d already given Sammy.

The lights blazed so both women could inspect the main room, direct and delegate. Three hours later and it was close to perfect, just in time for Martina and Satori’s arrival. The elevator door slid open, and both women stepped out, stunning and immaculately dressed. They’d all agreed on black outfits. Yasmina wore a latex catsuit. Delphine was on full display in a tight black leather corset and skirt. Martina wore a sleek, long black evening gown that hugged all of her curves and sparkled under the light with just the right amount of sequence. Satori was in vinyl. A tight-fitting bodice with a zipper pulled most of the way down. She must have used tape on her bosom to hold it in place. Her skirt was short with laced openings on either side and her creamy skin beckoned to be touched. They wore matching boots, black leather thigh highs with four-inch heels.

Satori rushed over and slid one arm around Yasmina’s ample bottom and the other around Delphine’s waist. “Wow. You two have done an incredible job. It’s so impressive.”

Martina slinked behind. “Yeah, and we will have to kiss Delphine’s ass for the rest of time because this place will be a tremendous success.”

Delphine turned to face her. “You can start now.”

Martina laughed and stood on her tip-toes to place a long, wet kiss on Delphine’s mouth.

When they came up for air Delphine said, “That’s not my ass.”

“It’s not, but it’s easier to reach and just as delicious,” Martina purred.

Delphine pulled her back for more. Yasmina glance around, pleased to see their bartender and a few of the party decorators had stopped to watch. Yasmina turned back to her friends and licked her lips. Martina was mounting Delphine like the shameless hussy she was. One of Delphine’s hands wrapped around Martina’s ass, the other slid between the long slit in her dress to caress her pussy. They rubbed their breasts against each other and one of Delphine’s gorgeous tits popped free. Martina bent forward to kiss it, taking her friend’s dark nipple in her mouth and teasing it with the edge of her teeth. The four friends had sex with one another so often that each one knew exactly what each one loved. Each woman could bring any one of her friends to orgasm in under thirty seconds. They prided themselves on it. 

“Come on my fingers,” Delphine growled, her voice deep and husky. “I want to taste you.”

Martina rode her harder, bouncing up and down, and as she came, she threw her head back and screamed. Yasmina knew it was part show but Martina was a screamer and when she had to reign that in, in public, her orgasms were less intense.

Delphine held her friend as the small quakes of her aftermath shook through her frame, and then she pulled her fingers out and placed them in her mouth, sucking loudly. Martina threw herself at her friend, pushing her fingers away and taking Delphine’s mouth. Their bodies pressed and writhed as they made out, groaning loudly.

“While I hate to break up a delicious moment…” Yasmina said. “Let’s save your future orgasms for later, ladies.”

Martina pulled away, pouting. “You know I can come countless times bitch.”

“You can and you do, often when it’s inappropriate,” chastised Delphine. “Yasmina is right, we need to focus on the opening right now, you dirty little slut.”

“You love it,” Martina straightened her dress.

“We all love it,” Satori’s eyes glittered.

“I need a drink,” Martina waved them off and headed to the bar.

Delphine had insisted on hiring two bartenders, one was a gorgeous sissy while the other was non-binary. Selene wore a sexy lace outfit and a cock cage, with no underwear. The other bartender, Alex, was clad in head to red toe latex, including their head. Only their eyes and mouth were visible. Delphine insisted on running the air conditioner, specifically for those wearing latex and vinyl but also to keep everyone’s nipples hard.

Martina leaned against the bar, smiling at each bartender, knowing they’d just watched her come. “I need a dirty martini to chase my orgasm.”

“You know this is a non-alcoholic bar, right?” asked Yasmina.

“Oh, crap, I forgot,” Martina waved a hand in the air. “Who’s stupid idea was that, anyway?”

Delphine smacked her hard on the ass, and she jumped, shrieking. “We all agreed on that stupid idea because…” she held up a hand with one finger in the air. “We couldn’t get a liquor license and two…” she held up another finger, “we don’t want anyone here that’s inebriated and can’t consent to play.”

“Whatever,” Martina rolled her eyes. “Fine soda water with a dash of lime, please.” 

“We’ll all have the same Alex and Selene,” said Delphine.

After the foursome got their drinks, they convened by the only windowed wall not covered over by thick, red velvet blackout drapes. Standing in a line, the group looked out onto the glittering city below. 

“This is sexy as hell,” whispered Satori. “I was worried when you had the idea for a top floor opening, but…” she glanced around, “I had nothing to worry about.”

“I love how the BDSM furniture is stationed around the room and the stage is in the center,” said Martina. “I’m sorry I doubted your vision.”

Martina and Satori dropped to their knees in front of Delphine and Yasmina, placing their hands on the ground in supplication. “Hail to the Queens.” Their voices rang as out as Delphine and Yasmina grinned at each other.

“Nice girls, nice. Thank you. You may all rise now. None of you belong at our feet,” said Delphine.

“Not tonight anyway,” Satori winked, and they both stood.

Three women manned the different stations for the opening. Delphine oversaw the St. Andrew’s cross. It was her favorite after all. Yasmina was the stage manager, keeping her eye on the fantasy box and calling people on stage when it was their turn. Satori positioned herself next to Lucifer’s chair. Martina was the floater, moving around the room and monitoring the deluxe stockade and fucking bench.

There were theme rooms as well, and patrons could check them out on a guided tour. But for opening night, everyone would party in the main room only.

At ten o’clock, Delphine pushed the wall intercom, calling down to the front desk.

“There’s a lobby full of people ma’am but I was waiting for your call,” said the security guard.

“They’ve all signed the non-disclosure and release of liability forms?”

“They all have ma’am, yes.”

“Wonderful. Please send them up.”

“They won’t all fit in one elevator,” he chuckled.

The girls squealed and Delphine took her finger off the button and held one blue polished long fingernail to her lips. The girls quieted down, and she pressed the button again. “Do your best.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

By eleven o’clock the top floor was full. Music bounced off the BDSM furniture in atmospheric tones. It was loud enough that people couldn’t quite make out one another’s conversations, and low enough that they could still hold conversations. There was a pleasant mix of men, women and gender neutral people, mostly submissives. A few Dominants had shown up for the opening, but they were all friends of the house Madams. 

A naked man wearing only a collar and leash, with no one holding the leash, approached Yasmina. Before she could sus him out, he dropped to his knees. “Thank you for inviting me Goddess. My deepest wish is that I can pleasure all of you again. I am here to be used.”

Yasmina narrowed her eyes, looking down at the top of his strawberry blond head. “I invited you?”

“Yes ma’am,” he glanced up nervously. “I was your waitperson last week on Melrose.”

Of course. “I didn’t recognize you without your clothes on and your face unsmothered by pussy.” The back of his neck turned crimson. “Oh yes, that blush. Sam.”

“Yes ma’am,” his head remained bowed. “I’m so honored to be here.”

“Sammy,” she purred. “Stand.”

The boy-man did as he was told. “I have a question ma’am.”

“Ask it.”

“Why did you ask me if I was twenty-one when you don’t serve alcohol?”

“Ah, an astute little creature. No reason.” He didn’t need to know that twenty-one was her personal minimum age for playthings. And even then, their brains still weren’t fully formed. But their dicks were. 

Sam would have been taller than Yasmina if she wasn’t wearing her four inch black boots, but as it were, they were the same height. She chucked the bottom of his chin, raising his eyes to hers. Stretching out her other hand, she grabbed the package dangling between his legs. He shrieked and crimsoned again. What a delightful little specimen. She leaned close to his ear, breathing in the scent of fresh soap and lust. “I will use you as an example tonight, little Sammy.”

“What?” he sagged as though he was about to faint and Yasmina caught his arm, holding the poor beast up.

“Keep your eye on me and be ready whenever I call for you.”

“Yes, ma’am.”


Chapter 4
[image: ]
Sacrifice



After Sammy recovered, Yasmina sent him to fetch her microphone. Moving on to the stage, she tugged his leash, forcing him to follow behind her while stumbling. 

“Ladies and worms,” she addressed the audience. People chuckled, but everyone quieted down. “My name is Yasmina and I’m one of the four Madams of Sacrifice. Welcome to our superior Femdom lair.”

She paused for the raucous clapping. “I’d like to introduce my cohorts.” The other four women walked onto the stage and introduced themselves.

“If you have any questions, concerns or need anything, please ask any of us. We are here to help. Within reason,” said Delphine.

“Goddesses,” a bulky man in front of the stage called out and fell to his knees.

Delphine offered him a cruel smile. “Lovely.” She waved a hand, dismissing his gesture. Delphine knew how to project without using a microphone, one of her many talents. “Each night, after tonight, there will only be one of us in charge plus a lovely array of house Tops and house bottoms. Sacrifice is open seven days a week from ten o’clock at night until eight in the morning. I will explain the stage in a moment, but first, are there questions?”

The bulky man raised his hand and Yasmina gestured for him to climb up. He wore leather chaps and waggled his bare ass in front of the audience as he climbed on stage. She handed him the microphone, and he cleared his throat. “I was wondering if there will be a full bar after tonight and if not, why?”

Yasmina slapped the man’s naked ass. Hard. He yelped and jumped a few inches in the air. Snatching the microphone back, she motioned for him to get offstage, waiting patiently as he scurried back down. “In my opinion and the opinions of my colleagues…” she motioned to the other four women who nodded. “Alcohol and kink play do not mix. Alcohol lowers inhibitions yes, but when you’re consenting to sexual play, you need to be in your right mind. When you’re receiving pain from a Top, you should not have your senses dulled.”

Delphine cleared her throat. “How many of you have received a caning or some other beating while drunk or high that felt mild at the time but the next day you regretted it? Maybe it verged on actual abuse or it left permanent marks when that was not what you wanted. Or maybe it just left you feeling icky instead of pumped?”

Yasmina was not surprised to see over half the audience with raised hands.

“How many of you regretted the night before, wishing you’d been in your right mind to stop it?”

Several hands went down, but most of them remained aloft.

Delphine nodded and smiled sidelong at Yasmina.

This couldn’t be going better if they’d staged it, which they didn’t. The women knew each other well enough to finish one another’s sentences and debated the club’s rules and reasons for months. Yasmina held the microphone to her lips. “We want to remove that from this equation. We won’t be able to control what you do before you arrive here and we’re all aware of that, but we’ve decided to be part of the solution, rather than create a problem.”

Martina stepped forward, and Yasmina handed her the microphone. “If we catch anyone doing or dealing drugs of any kind, legal or illegal, you will be banned from Sacrifice forever.”

The other three nodded.

“Or drinking,” Martina added. “If you sneak a bottle or flask in and we catch you…” she ran a fingernail, as black as her hair, along her pale throat. 

Delphine stepped forward and pulled out one of her magnificent breasts. The audience gasped, collectively. Martina grinned. “We know that the reason you’re all here is because this is your drug of choice…” She grabbed Delphine’s breast and tweaked the woman’s dark brown nipple, teasing it to full mast. Delphine’s eyelids dropped, and she groaned loudly. “I don’t think anyone here would risk losing access to these,” Martina said. “So don’t fuck up.” Delphine turned her body toward Martina, who handed the microphone back to Yasmina and the two women started kissing. A hush fell over the audience as they watched.

Martina pulled Delphine’s other breast out of her bodice and took a step back so everyone could see them. Satori moved behind Delphine and fondled her perfect ass, kissing the back of her neck and rubbing against her. Someone in the audience moaned. Yasmina did the same to Martina, forming a double layer Delphine sandwich.

Yasmina lose herself in the bodies and warmth of her friends. They were all exhibitionists, able to both tune out an audience and play to one as only women who had been intimate a thousand times, could.


Chapter 5
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The four of them milked the show for several minutes and by the time they were finished, Delphine remained with her assets revealed, as did Satori. The two women stood side by side, offering the audience an unabashed view of their amazing tits. 

“Girls,” Yasmina said. “As much as I love seeing your boobs and I know the rest of our patrons feel the same, we need their full attention for a few more minutes.”

The women laughed. Delphine wrangled her large breasts back into the confines of her tight bodice and Satori slipped her small but mighty ones undercover as well. Delphine stood with her hands on her hips, her cleavage mocking everyone. Yasmina handed her the microphone and whispered in her ear.

Delphine shimmied and bounced, garnering everyone’s attention before speaking. “There are lockers in the gender neutral bathroom where you can leave your street clothes. Each locker has a touchpad and you can change the code, the instructions are on the inside door. Don’t worry about changing them back, we have master keys and they will all be reset at the end of the morning. If you leave anything inside them, we will have a lost and found.” She handed the microphone to Martina, who stepped forward.

“We know you all want to get onto the fun part of your night. And we will reward you for your patience,” she flashed them her predatorial smile, all teeth and flashing dark eyes. Several of the people in the audience fell to their knees and stayed there.

“Everything that happens at Sacrifice must be consensual, especially non-consent. We understand your twisted minds, maybe even better than you do, which is why you all had to sign non-disclosures and consent forms before even being let into our club. That said, if anyone feels unsafe at anytime or if anyone has any problems or concerns, please report them to the house Top. Management takes your issues seriously and anyone who does anything unwarranted or unwanted will be dealt with properly.” She held the microphone between two fingers and punched the rest of her her open hand with a fist.

Satori leaned into the mic, “and they’ll be banned from Sacrifice forever.”

“Yes,” Martina said. “And if anyone feels regret for anything they did or anything that was done to them after the fact, like the next day or the next week, it’s your responsibility to tell us.”

Satori held her hand out, and Martina placed the microphone in it. “And now, onto the reason you’re here…”

The audience clapped and then waited patiently.

“This is a club where you can act out all your perverse fantasies,” she paused for more clapping. “And the more perverse, the better.” She winked and licked her lovely, full lips. “We have stations set up here in the main room.” She pointed to each one. “If you want to be tied to the St. Andrew’s cross and whipped in front of an audience…” she pointed to the cross. “Etcetera. Whatever your pervy kink is, we can probably handle it here. If you’re not sure, just ask.” She handed the microphone to Yasmina.

“And that brings us to the main stage. Here…” she tapped a spiked heel. “Is where the real magic happens. “Delphine, can you grab the box?”

Delphine made a show of walking to the corner of the stage. Once in position she rubbed her hands slowly, teasingly over her curves and stomping a boot-clad heel. When she bent over, she jutted her ass into the air facing the audience and ran her hands over her ample and perfectly rounded rear. There were gasps from the members. Retrieving the wooden box, she stood up and turned around, holding it out for all to see. It was black lacquered and made of wood, but the outside was adorned with ornate metal-work. It was an elaborate piece of art.

Delphine sashayed over to Yasmina holding the box just below her massive breasts, which were now strewn her tight dress-top that proud nipples were visibly hard. She tossed her dark curls in a coquettish gesture, raising one shoulder to catch and trap it behind her back. 

“Thank you, Delphine,” Yasmina grinned. “The box that Delphine holds will be fitted permanently atop a table on the stage.” She pointed to stage right. “So that it always remains here.”

Someone in the audience clucked, but Yasmina ignored them. “There will be a pad of paper and pens next to it, and we encourage everyone to write down their fantasy and slip into the box.”

Delphine turned it so the lid faced the patrons. She pointed to the slot in the top. “Like a piggy bank.”

“Exactly,” Yasmina said. “And it will remained locked so don’t get any ideas.”

“If you put something in by accident…” Delphine tapped the box and shrugged. “Too bad.”

“The house Top is responsible for checking with each person’s hard limits first and we won’t permit anything illegal,” said Yasmina.

Martina slinked forward, inserting herself between the two women. She leaned down toward Yasmina’s breasts to speak into the microphone. “No need to sign your name unless you want to take part in the fantasy. If you submit a fantasy that doesn’t include you, we’ll do our best to have it acted out per your specifications.”

“Performances will happen all night on the center stage, we’ll go through as many fantasies as we can per night. If yours wasn’t picked you can submit it again on another night. If two fantasies are the same, we’ll only have one per night acted out,” said Yasmina.

Satori moved to the front. “That’s it for the main room. But starting tomorrow night, we’ll open up the two theme rooms.”

The audience applauded.

“We will have more but for the opening, we have equipped only two.”

“What are they?” a small waifish girl wearing a collar and nothing else called out from the crowd.

“We have a medical room,” said Satori.

Everyone cheered, louder than before.

“And we have a suspension room,” said Martina. “My personal favorite.”

“Rope or hooks?” the same girl from the crowd asked.

“Both,” Martina grinned, if her sadistic smile could be labeled as such.


Chapter 6
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“We will screw the box into its table now and encourage you all to put your fantasies inside,” Yasmina ran a red fingernail seductively over the box that April held. “We’ll give you all an hour. When we check back, everyone will know what your sick desires are.”

The crowd applauded and broke into small groups. Some made their way over to the bar and others formed a shy line near the box. April popped the lid and Satori helped her screw the tamper proof hardware through the bottom of the box and lock it to the table. The table itself was screwed to the stage. April held up a stack of parchment and fanned it out for everyone to see. The pen was also attached to the table. Yasmina was sure people would inadvertently walk away with it in order to write down phone numbers. 

“Here you are, sluts and pervs,” April said. “We’ll check back in an hour.”

The four women stood near the bar for last-minute checks. “Sammy,” Yasmina crooked a finger and motioned the boy over. He weaved his way through the crowd, not bothering to hide the terrified look on his face.

“Yes, Mistress?” he asked as soon as he reached her side.

“Oh…” Martina spun toward him. “Look girls, our yummy waitperson from the other day. All naked and delicious.” She licked her lips.

The boy wavered on his feet and looked nervously between the women.

“Grab a taste,” Yasmina grinned at her friend.

Martina leaned forward and yanked Sam flush with her body. She slid her lips over his. His mouth parted to welcome her, and she sucked in his lower lip and bit down. He struggled to pull away, but she wrapped her arms around him and grabbed his perfectly rounded ass, holding his body against hers. The creature had no chance. He melted into Martina, sighing against her, his cock plumping hard between his legs. 

“Well, look at that. He’s a grower, not a shower,” said Delphine. She reached between his legs from behind, grabbing his useless thing and digging her long fingernails into it. 

Sam shrieked and wriggled, but the two girls held him in check. Martina kept kissing him while Delphine berated his parts with her nails.

Yasmina whispered to Satori and handed her the key. Her eyes flashed, and she set off toward the stage. Satori climbed onto the stage and a hush fell over the audience, all heads pivoting. Even the submissive being flogged on the St. Andrew’s cross stopped screaming. 

Satori bent over the box, and the slit in her long skirt revealed creamy, toned thighs. No one said a word, but everyone watched and a few of the submissives dropped to their knees. She unlocked the lid and rifled around inside of it, snatching a piece of paper.

Satori held the paper above her head, waving it around for emphasis, and then unfolded it and read it silently. “Oh, this is delightful.” The audience held their breath in anticipation. Satori grinned. “Sammy,” she called out.

Martina and Delphine stopped playing with the boy, his entire body stiffening as the crowd turned their heads, following Satori’s gaze.

“Come up on stage worm,” Satori hissed.

His body shook, and he took one step back. Martina and Delphine exchanged glances, then grabbed each arm. He dug his heels in and Yasmina shoved him from behind. Flailing forward, two large men caught him, scooped him up and carried him toward the stage. He went limp in their arms, looking over their shoulders, trying to catch Yasmina’s eye. She flashed him her most wicked grin.


Chapter 7
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The two men threw him on the stage where he fell and rolled, coming to rest at Satori’s feet.

She looked down at him, a sharp smile curving her lips. One that promised pain and subjugation. His cock grew, filling with blood, and his jaw slackened as he stared up at her.

“All right submissive sluts,” Satori said. “Are you ready?”

The crowd cheered, most falling to their knees.

“Virgin hole,” she looked down at Sam, who was cowering at her feet.

“Y-y-yes Mistress?” he stuttered.

“Turn sideways and get on all fours so the audience can see your sweet, round, virgin ass.”

He stuttered and sputtered but did as he was told. “But how do you know…” he looked up at her.

“That you have a virgin ass?”

He nodded, chewing on his thin bottom lip.

“Do you not? Have you been anally penetrated before? By anything or anyone?”

He shook his head. “No, ma’am.”

The audience howled and clapped.

“Did you know?”

“I had my suspicions,” she winked at the crowd and several people snickered. Glancing down at the handwritten card, she said, “I’ll need three volunteers to start.”

People raised their hands, and she chose an androgynous person dressed in black latex, a large busted, but tiny woman in four-inch heels and a thin, African American man with slightly graying hair. They climbed up on stage and excitement buzzed around them.

“Virgin,” Satori glanced at Sammy, who remained on all fours like a dog.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“What is your sexual preference? Male, female or non-binary?”

“Female ma’am.”

“Wonderful.” She turned to the three people on stage. “What are your names and pronouns?” She pointed to the androgynous person first.

“I go by Moonlight, Moon for short. I’m genderqueer. They, them.”

Satori nodded. “And you,” she pointed at the woman.

“Erin. She, her.”

Satori looked at the man. 

He cleared his throat. “Ian. He, him.”

She walked over to the side of the stage and motioned for them to follow. She spoke to them in hushed tones for several minutes, letting them nod. Looking up, she smiled at the audience. “Yasmina, virgin, is your submissive for the evening, is he not?”

“He is,” she grinned.

“Will you do the honors?” 

Yasmina walked to stage right and up the stairs. She took the note that Satori held out for her and read it, grinning even wider. “Wonderful.”

“Would you rather direct, participate or do both?” Satori asked.

“Direct, of course.” 

Sam was watching her every move, his jaw dangling open, his eyes as wide and round as his ass.

Satori exchanged a knowing look with Yasmina, made a twirling gesture with her hand and bowed. Turning, she winked at Sam, walked down the stage steps and joined the two other club owners. 

Yasmina sauntered toward Sam. His entire body shivered with excitement. Once she reached his face she crouched down, held his chin and kissed him, long and deep. His butt waggled in the air, but the audience remained silent. Yasmina reached under him to touch his dick, pleased to find it had grown harder and was bobbing back and forth between his thighs. She forced her tongue deep down his throat and he groaned in her mouth. Stopping, still crouched in front of him, she slapped his face, hard. Sammy cried out but didn’t waver. His eyes remained firmly fixed on her, though they watered. She tugged a breast free from its constraint and then the other one, folding them over the corset’s under wire. “Your reward,” she cooed.

Sam drooled. He actually drooled.

She stood and walked over to the group of three helpers, whispering something to each of them. They scurried away, and she walked to Sam’s backside. Crouching next to him so the audience could see, she rubbed his ass slowly in calm circles. He tried to look at her, his dick bouncing against his thigh. Yasmina rubbed his ass for a few more seconds and then swatted it with her open palm. He bucked and gasped, his cock standing at attention. Waggling his ass for more, he dropped his chest and jutted it out.

“Why you dirty little ass whore,” Yasmina slapped it again.

He squealed and groaned.

The three helper subs returned to the stage carrying several items. Yasmina pointed to an area next to Sammy, and they deposited everything in a pile. Then she pulled them out of Sammy’s eye and earshot. It took her several minutes to explain the setup and everyone’s part in it. When everyone understood she walked back to her boi.

Leaning down, she whispered into his ear. “You ready to have your world rocked?”

He squeaked his consent.

“Moon, grab the lube and assume position.” 

Moon snatched the lube from a small pile of items. They did as Yasmina asked, waiting behind Sammy’s ass.

Sammy craned his neck to watch them, but Yasmina swiftly bent and slapped his face. “Eyes forward, bitch.”

His body tensed, his jaw clenched and his head snapped forward.

“Ian, your turn.”

The tall man positioned himself in front of Sammy’s face but remained standing. Sammy’s eyes ran up his body and stopped on his face. Without speaking, he started trembling.

“Erin,” Yasmina said.

The girl grabbed two items from the pile and positioned herself over Sammy’s back. He tried to glance at her, but Yasmina cleared her throat and his eyes remained forward.

“Lovely,” Yasmina clapped her hands together. “On the count of three, we will begin. You all know your parts and the order in which you are to complete your tasks?”

“Yes ma’am,” the three answered in unison.

“Perfect,” said Yasmina. “One, two, three…”


Chapter 8
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Moon made a show of slipping on the tight fitting rubber glove and snapping it. They held up their hand so the audience could see and react with murmurs and giggles. Sammy tensed, not knowing what was happening behind him, bare assed and vulnerable.

Slowly Moon twisted the cap to the lube, yanking it off, and squirting a generous glob onto their fingers. They held up their hand and waggled it at the audience. Everyone clapped and hooted. 

Someone yelled, “give it to him.”

Another person yelled, “hard!”

“What’s going on?” Sammy’s brows creased and he held eye contact with Yasmina who stood just behind Ian. 

“You’ll see,” she purred.

Moon dropped to their knees, leaned forward and bit Sammy’s ass. He bucked and yelled, but Moon reached between his legs and grabbed his still throbbing cock, holding him in place. With their lubed hand, they rubbed the generous amount of grease on Sammy’s hole, spreading it around. With their other hand, they pumped his dripping dick, rubbing a gloved thumb over the head.

He groaned and closed his eyes.

Yasmina moved into Ian’s view, caught his eye and nodded.

Ian unbutton and unzipped his tight leather pants and pulled out his massive cock. It was semi-hard and already huge. Yasmina’s smile stretched across her face as she eyed his impressive girth.

Ian dropped to his knees in front of Sammy’s face but the boy’s eyes were screwed shut so Ian whacked his face with the side of his cock. Sammy’s eyes flew open and as his jaw dropped in shock, Ian rammed his prick into it. Sammy tossed his head, trying to dislodge Ian’s spear, but the man just pushed it in deeper, until Sammy gagged. Drool poured from his mouth and Yasmina crouched down, holding his head still. The boy’s eyes darted to the side, trying to make contact with Yasmina.

“Now, now pet,” she cooed. “You’re my little subby bitch tonight and your job is to take Ian’s massive cock like the little slut you are.” She pet the top of his head and wiped away his tears. Sammy’s throat worked to open, his body visibly relaxing. And when a ragged sigh escaped through his nose, Yasmina said, “Moon, now.”

Moon massaged around Sammy’s asshole, spreading the grease. He groaned and jutted out his butt. Moon held his ass with one hand and pressed a finger inside with the other. The boy squealed and moaned. Ian fucked his mouth slowly while Moon fucked his ass with a finger. Yasmina peeked between his legs and smiled. His cock was dripping pre-come, which formed a small puddle between his legs.

“Erin,” Yasmina purred, moving her eyes between the woman and Sammy’s prick.

Erin nodded and fell to her knees. Rolling onto her back she slid underneath the boy. Grabbing his cock with one hand, she pumped it expertly and Sammy’s eyes flitted shut as he sighed in ecstasy. His hips rocked to fuck Erin’s hand and Moon’s finger. He choked on Ian’s cock, saliva bubbling and gurgling from the corner’s of his mouth. Erin grasped his balls with her other hand, kneading and tugging.

“Mmm,” Sammy groaned. His body spasmed as if he was about to come and Erin immediately dropped his dick, as Yasmina had instructed her to do.

The boy cried out around Ian and sadly pumped the air. Erin slid from under her perch and glanced at Yasmina for her next instruction. Out of Sammy’s eyeshot Yasmina signaled with one motion to Moon and another to Erin. Moon removed their finger, formed the fingers on their right hand into a duck’s bill and prodded the entrance of Sammy’s hole.

Erin reached underneath and pumped his massive erection. As he groaned and his orgasm built again Yasmina nodded to Moon. They pushed the fingers of their hand into his ass, twisting left and right. The boy shrieked and bucked, but Yasmina crouched in front of him. She clutched the sides of his face and held eye contact. “Relax into it,” she said. Sammy’s body was stiff, and he shook his head slightly.

“Erin,” Yasmina called the girl’s name, and she quickly returned to her position underneath Sammy, her mouth covering his throbbing cock.

“Moon,” Yasmina pet Sammy’s head and stopped Ian from thrusting by resting a hand on his thigh.

With every moan from Sammy, his cock being pleasured by Erin, Moon forced her hand deeper into his ass. He bucked and groaned, his eyes flashing open and then rolling back in his head.

When their hand slipped all the way inside Sammy, Moon looked at Yasmina and nodded. Yasmina let go of Sammy’s face, he was lost in rapture. She stood, holding her hand up in a fist, and made a pumping motion in the air.

The spit roasting continued in earnest. Ian forced his cock deep down Sammy’s throat. Only an inch of the base was visible. But Sammy didn’t seem to notice. His ass was positioned high in the air as he furiously fucked Moon’s hand. Moon pumped in and out with all their might and Erin sucked his dick like a breast pump, suctioning milk from a tit.

Sammy’s body tensed in pleasure and Yasmina called out, “Erin, now.”

As Yasmina had instructed her to do, the woman bit down hard on Sammy’s dick and the boy cried out, but it was too late… Sammy’s orgasm was ruined. He wailed in frustration and Erin pulled away so the audience could watch the come dribble out of his semi-hard cock.

Most of the audience clapped and hooted but one person cried out, “Oh man, that sucks for you.” 

And another said, “glad that wasn’t me.” 

To which his Mistress responded, “Oh it will be soon enough maggot.”

The End
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A year ago I met someone on a website I frequent and he told me about a sex club he had in NYC.

The idea intrigued me, especially after he told me that the crux of the club was a fantasy box. He explained how people would drop in their fantasies and they would be picked to be acted out on stage.

It sounded titillating and ripe for debasement. I told him I wanted to write a story or two or three, or four—based on the premise of his club.

I changed it to a FemDom club, because that’s what I live and that’s what I write.

The on-stage acts found in this book and the 3 others that follow, may be fantasies, reality, or a mixture of the two.

I’ve had a lot of fun writing these stories. If you haven’t read my first series, the Traveling Domme please do check it out. The first one is free. There are five shorts in that series, all guaranteed to sizzle your fizzle or would that be, fizzle your sizzle? No matter, I just made it up.

Welcome to my mind, it’s a delightful place to visit!

***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 pieces.

Thank you for reading and don’t forget to SERVE!
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