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All characters depicted in this story are entirely fictional. Any sexual acts are fully consensual and all characters are above the age of eighteen. Any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

Mature themes are explored, so consumers must be above the age of eighteen and reader discretion is advised. 
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EXCERPTS:

1. ‘I watched my naked body rise a few feet in the air, a low gasp escaping from my mouth. Holy shit! It’s happening! It’s actually happening. The restraints clapped and creaked against the frame. I was no longer in control and the realization sent a delicious shudder of excitement down my naked spine. Now pinned to the frame I hadn’t even seen when I walked in here, I was in total darkness. I couldn’t see the other men but I could hear them breathing. My master tied my ankles to the frame and now here I was, held here like a naked human starfish.’

2. ‘I’d been hungry when I arrived because I was too nervous to eat dinner that evening. But now I had the contents of six balls swishing around in my stomach, I felt full and satiated. I smiled as I wondered if a diet of virile semen would take off and then I lowered my mouth to my master’s long cock. I gasped when I felt him stretching my jaw so wide I felt it might dislocate. He grabbed a handful of hair and shoved his huge, throbbing shaft down my throat so fast that it almost caused whiplash. I closed my eyes, my lips resting at the very base of his shaft while his thick rod bent down my throat. And just when my mouth felt like it might tear in two, he started fucking it. Hard. My whole body shuddered with every thrust, like a train pounding down a track, building up momentum.’
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The rundown bar was empty when I arrived, so I waited for two or three minutes but it felt more like a month.

Maybe they changed their mind? I thought, almost turning to leave.

But it was desire that led me there that night and it was that same desire that froze me to the spot.

“Hey!” I shouted, stepping closer to the counter. “Hey? Is anyone here?”

“Hey,” said a deep, male voice. I spun to face the rear door and found a dark-haired guy wearing a black suit with no shirt. The lines of his ripped six-pack were pleasing on the eye. “You Melissa?”

“Who’s asking?” I replied like I’m a lead role in some kind of Compton hood movie. 

“Me,” he said. “Lucas. The guy who responded to your ad.”

Fuck. I was stood alone in that empty bar and suddenly everything became so very... real. I had placed the anonymous online advert ten days earlier. It read: ‘Twenty-seven-year-old brunette female who wants to be used by four guys. Interested in bondage and all things BDSM. Willing to do anything (within reason).’

I placed that ad for two reasons. One, my best friend died last year and it came from nowhere. One minute we were planning our Caribbean holiday, the next I was throwing soil onto her coffin. Maybe sexual fantasies would not be high up on most people’s bucket list. But hey, I’m not most people and this is an itch I’ve been desperate to scratch for a very long time. The second reason is that my hometown of Payton seems to be dominated by women. Seriously, every store, mall and supermarket is wall-to-wall with unsatisfied women. Even the high street and bars are packed with vaginas that outnumber the penises by a factor of five to one. Something had to give, so I hoped the advert might dig up some like-minded men. And because I placed the ad online, I thought the ‘reach’ would be wider. 

I expected a few responses but no one could have prepared me for the volume of emails I received. Sixty-nine! I know. Ironic, huh? What stunned me even more is that fifty of them were from guys in this town. I mean, seriously? Where the hell are they all hiding in the daylight? It’s like I dropped a lump of sugar and a million starving ants came running after me. Not that I was complaining. I was just a little... nervous.

“What’s your favorite color?” Lucas asked me.

“Black,” I said honestly. “And I know. It’s not really a color. More like a shade.”

“Wasn’t going to say that,” he replied, running a hand through his jet black hair. “Welcome to my lair, Miss Black.”

Oh.

And...

Oh.

His handsome smile flew across the dusty bar and landed right in the center of my chest. 

“Your safe word is ‘white’. Now please, follow me.”

“Why white?” I asked him. 

Lucas paused in the open doorway next to a pool table. “Your favorite color is black. White is the opposite. You’re here to be owned and have a little... torturous fun. And when you’re not having fun, Miss Black, you just tell me ‘white’ and the whole thing will stop. That’s the plan, anyway. But I have a feeling you can take a lot of punishment. Now please, follow me.”

My pussy twitched at the thought of what was waiting for me behind those doors. “And what do I call you? What’s your favorite color?”

Lucas raised a sexy eyebrow and smirked. “I don’t do colors, Miss Black. And you call me ‘Master’, of course.”

Fuck. 

It was happening. 

It was actually happening...
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I FOLLOWED MY ‘MASTER’ through the open doors into a short, dark passage. At the end of it was an empty, well-lit room that looked like the entrance to a maze. I stopped on the spot and watched Lucas step onto the black marble tiles of the first floor, his polished black boots clicking against the floor with each step.

“Follow me,” he said.

I gasped when I entered the dimly lit room. Three other men were stood in a triangular formation, each against the rear wall. In the center of the room was a chair that I instantly recognized. I’d soon be tied to that...

“What are your names?” I asked, scanning the room.

“No, no, no,” my master said. “They are not here to talk to you, Miss Black. They are here to service you. Now please, remove your clothes.”

I felt the men’s gaze watching my every movement. Their hungry eyes were like magnets and I couldn’t resist them. The thrill of the moment sent shivers down my spine. I lifted up my white blouse, my white bra on full display for my master. His expression didn’t change. It was hard and determined as I unbuttoned my jeans, revealing a sliver of the red thong that barely covered my pussy lips. My heart was hammering. The room was spinning. My rapid heartbeat felt like it was making my pussy flood into the cotton as it trickled down the inside of my leg.

The guys in the corner watched in silence, their hands resting on the buckles of their belts, like a wild pack of animals. They too were all wearing a black suit with no shirt and all three of them were ripped. Seriously... where the hell have men like this been hiding in this town? I knew that I had no choice but to obey their commands. It’s exactly what I wanted. My blouse landed on the floor next to my jeans and I slid the bra straps off my shoulders before releasing the catch at the front.

“Everything, Miss Black,” said my tall, handsome master, his black leather gloves squeaking as he pulled them up his fingers. “You are very beautiful.” 

I slid the thong over my hips, the sopping material sliding against the delicate folds of my pussy. And then I stepped out of them, smirking when they made a slopping sound as they hit the tiled floor. My cheeks felt like fire as I stood there before my master and his men. Naked. Exposed. My breasts rose and fell in rhythm to the rapid beating of my heart, my pink nipples aching to be touched. My pussy ached for attention as the cool air blew across my slit, my legs pressed tightly together.

I took a step back when my master walked across the tiled floor with heavy footsteps that sounded like the drummers in a marching band. He stopped a foot away from me. So close, I could smell the masculine scent of his taut, muscular body.

“The game begins,” he said.

“And the rules?” I asked with a gulp.

“My name is Master,” he said, holding my wrists with both hands. “These men will take care of the rest. But one thing remains the same. If you feel you can no longer play, you just tell me the color and that will be that. Game. Over.”

I felt the firm leather of his glove touch my naked buttock and gasped with anticipation. A firm hand grabbed my right wrist, pulling it high above my head and a few seconds later, my left. My body felt weightless in my master’s arms and I surrendered my freedom when he strapped my hands together with black lace.

I watched my naked body rise a few feet in the air, a low gasp escaping from my mouth. Holy shit! It’s happening! It’s actually happening. The restraints clapped and creaked against the frame. I was no longer in control and the realization sent a delicious shudder of excitement down my naked spine. Now pinned to the frame I hadn’t even seen when I walked in here, I was in total darkness. I couldn’t see the other men but I could hear them breathing. My master tied my ankles to the frame and now here I was, held here like a naked human starfish.

“And now for the blindfold,” my master said. He was so tall that it didn’t have stretch far to reach my head. Lifting his bulky arms, his jacket fell open and I gasped when his chest pressed against mine. His skin felt hard and hot as a furnace, his toned frame radiating energy and excitement as he fixed the blindfold around my head. “Can you see, Miss Black?”

I shook my head, enveloped in darkness. Like I was floating in outer space, I was in a world of complete impenetrable blackness. And then, like a far off God somewhere in the void, I heard my master speak again, his deep voice vibrating in my ears.

“Are you ready to be touched, Miss Black?”

I took a deep breath and replied in the bravest voice I could muster. “Yes, Master.”

He took a step back and the room was suddenly silent. So quiet, the only thing I could hear was the blood pumping around my body, roaring in my ears like a raging waterfall. And then, like an electric circuit being switched on, a pulse of energy travelled through the air and landed against the soft flesh of my thigh.

That first slap stung, but it wasn’t a bad thing. I needed that pain, to be hurt, to be dominated and fucked by all of them. To feel their touch all over me as they fucked me, took me, using me as a sexual vessel solely created to pleasure them. And as the energy increased, the pain soon began to dissipate into pure, erotic pleasure.

My pussy felt so full, and it felt like I was peeing. I wasn’t, though. I couldn’t stop the gushing stream of excitement that trickled out of me and down my slit as I lay here, suspended in the air.

“Yes, master,” I moaned. “Oh God, yes, yes.”

His powerful, gloved hands felt so hot as he groped my tits, tugging and squeezing the sensitive, tender skin of my C-cup breasts. It was painful and wonderful, like an exotic mixture of pain and pleasure, a perfect cocktail of lust and ecstasy. He slapped the sides of my breasts and I gasped, feeling his tongue trail all over the sensitive skin on my right tit. My nipple hardened under
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