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Devin had never done anything like this before, but it was too tempting to forget. Just thinking about it made his heart start to pound in his chest and his breath quicken to the point where he felt like he had to sit down.

A real, actual sex dungeon? Women who would fulfill his fantasies, punish him, and force him to be a slave for their asses? God, he couldn't think of a single thing that would be hotter than that. Imagining it for only a few brief moments had his cock straining at the front of his jeans. 

His latest breakup, the end of a short fling with a girl he met online, had come as a result of his particular kinkiness when it came to a nice, good butt. The girl he was with was okay with it, and they had a lot of fun, but she just couldn't dominate him the way he wanted, so it wasn't working out. But she had told him about a place and a small group of women who might be more his speed.

"Believe it or not," she had said, "you're not the first guy I've been with who's into that. You know, facesitting and...and dominatrix stuff."

It wasn't exactly on the mark, but he had nodded. 

"Look this place up. Veronica's Boutique. One of my exes told me about it."

"A boutique?"

"Only on the surface. Call them and say that you know Veronica's Secret. And they'll know that you're calling about...being a guest of theirs. Downstairs." She had looked at him then. Knowingly; wistfully. "And they can give you exactly what you're looking for."

His eyes had widened, and he almost laughed, but she sounded too serious. "You're telling me this is an actual sex dungeon?"

She had smiled. "Yes."

That was how he found out about Veronica's, and a little more online digging had told him all he needed to know. A discreet location, meant for one client at a time. Women who loved to make men worship their asses while they teased their cocks and made them their playthings, their sex toys.

So now he was sitting on the couch with his cell phone in his hand, ready to make the call. Devin was a man in his twenties, with brown hair that was a little long on his head, and blue eyes that set it off nicely. He was in good shape—a lot of cardio—but his heart was beating like he'd just run a couple miles.

Right now, he was chewing his lip, and his throat was dry with anticipation and wonder. What if they wouldn't take him on? He'd been thinking about this for days; it would be awful if it didn't pan out. He needed this. 

"Veronica's Secret," he said to himself with a little nervous chuckle. "Here goes nothing."

He dialed the number and brought the phone to his ear.

After two rings, which seemed to last for hours, a woman answered the phone. "Veronica's," she said.

Devin almost couldn't speak. He swallowed, breathed, and finally managed to stammer, "Um...hi. I, er...this is Veronica's boutique?"

"Yes." The woman on the phone sounded a little bored. 

"I, um..." Oh, jeez, was he really going to say this out loud? It sounded so stupid all of a sudden, so much better in his head, in a fantasy. 

But that's what this was, a fantasy. And a chance for it to come true. So Devin got it together and said, "I know Veronica's secret."

Silence. Devin wondered if the woman hadn't heard him, or even worse, if he had been made a fool of. He was about to say something when there was a little giggle on the other end of the line, and the voice that came back over the line now sounded like it wore a mischievous smile.

"How wonderful," she said. "My name's Veronica. It's been a while since we've had someone visit us downstairs. Myra and I are quite eager to have a toy to play with."

Holy shit! Devin's heart stopped briefly, then pounded in his chest. This woman, Veronica, had turned it on like a switch, just like that. This was real. 

"That's good to hear," he said, after finding his breath again. "I want to be that toy."

"I know you do." Veronica sounded amused now. "We want you here as soon as you can be. Tonight."

"Tonight," Devin repeated. "I can do tonight." He worked in the morning, but who cared? He'd stay up all night and drag ass like a zombie tomorrow to get a chance at this. 

"Good," Veronica cooed. "Well, you know our phone number, so you know where we are. Be here at ten. Back door. Bring nothing."

Click.

And that was that. Devin leaned back into the couch, letting out a long sigh and holding his phone firmly in his hands. He willed the tension to leave his body as well as he possibly could, but he was so keyed up after just that short call that it took a little while. 

It was past eight in the evening, now. In less than two hours he would be at Veronica's Boutique, or somewhere nearby, at the mercy of Myra and Veronica herself. That is, if what he had seen online was to be believe. He was sure it was embellished a little bit—someone had said there were five women there at once with him—but so far most of it had panned out exactly like it was expected to. 

Devin reached down to squeeze his cock and found that he was as hard as ever. He considered jerking off before he left, but decided that wouldn't be a good idea. It would be far too tempting if he just sat here on the couch, though, so he stood up and walked over to his bedroom. He tossed his cell phone on the unmade comforter and looked at himself in the mirror.

Collared shirt. Slacks. He was in work clothes after a late afternoon at the office, and it didn't seem right for what he was getting up to tonight. Not that there was necessarily an outfit that he owned that fit this exact occasion, but he could do better than this. 

He stripped, leaving his clothes on the ground, not caring in the least about wrinkles or a mess. There were far more important things afoot. He eyed his body in the full-length mirror that was stuck on the back of the closet door, a trinket he didn't use much but found that he was unable to remove it from the door, almost like it was built-in. So it remained, showing himself. 

Not a bad-looking guy, he thought. In good shape, abs just barely showing (Maybe I should do some sit-ups, he thought to himself idly), shoulders that were strong, if not very broad, and his package snugly contained in his dark blue boxer briefs. Women could do a lot worse than him. And yet, here he was, dying to be the slave to as many women who wished to dominate him, rather than land with a single one.

Tonight, that felt more right than anything. 

After tearing himself away from his thoughts, which again led to an almost-painful arousal that he had to quiet down, Devin decided on a comfortable pair of jeans to combat the chill in the air, and a simple white T-shirt. No need to make it any more complicated than that.

He tried to keep his mind off what was to come so as not to spoil himself, but it was hard in more ways than one. What did Veronica and Myra look like? Blonde? Dark-haired? Busty? Would they be naked, or dressed in lingerie, or...

It was too much to get wrapped up in now, but he couldn't stop himself from letting his mind wander if he stayed. It was time to go. Well, maybe it was a little early, but he would just drive slowly.

Almost gratefully, Devin left his home behind him as he went out into the night. It was almost perfectly dark this late, but more lights spread open the darkness as he drove nearer to the city. 

He didn't know why he liked the idea of being at the mercy of a powerful woman—or women. But at the same time, there was no doubt that it was something that excited him greatly. Being powerless didn't come around often in his everyday life, so it made even more perfect the rare occasions where someone else was pulling the strings...giving him orders...making him do whatever they wanted... He'd had some girls like that, but was always left wanting more, as was the case with his most recent fling.

But at least she was nice enough to send him in the right direction.

Speaking of which, he was here. Veronica's Boutique.

It was a little shop that sat on the corner of a city block. He parked his sedan on the street opposite the storefront, looking at it. It was mostly windows in the front, like many clothing shops he'd seen. 'Veronica's Boutique' was written in red, fanciful script font on the white facade above the door in big letters. In the windows on either side of the door stood three mannequins, two on the left and one on the right. The shop wasn't lit, so they were hard to make out, but they were dressed well and their smooth, featureless faces pointed out to the street. 

Nothing seemed odd or out of place about the shop. He would never have guessed that it was hiding secrets like what he had heard about. But then, that's what makes it a good secret. 

Devin stepped out of the car and pulled in a deep breath of the cool night air. It had rained earlier, and the street was wet, shining with the reflection of the streetlights that were on. This shopping block in the village was quiet this late at night, with all of the shops closed up around nine. 

He walked across the street, no other cars in sight. The only sounds were his shoes on the wet pavement. He stepped up onto the sidewalk and took a cursory glance through the small window in the front door, but there was nothing to be seen inside. The back door was his destination, so he swung
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