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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or to actual events or locations is purely coincidental.

This book is intended for adults only. It contains explicit sexual content, mature themes, strong language, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. By reading this book, you confirm that you are of the legal age required to access adult material in your country, state, or jurisdiction.

All characters who participate in sexual activity or are depicted in sexually explicit situations are eighteen (18) years of age or older.

This novel is written solely for entertainment purposes. The relationships, dialogue, and intimate scenes depicted are fictional and should not be interpreted as educational, instructional, medical, psychological, or legal advice.

Some scenes may depict consensual BDSM, power exchange, role-play, or other consensual adult sexual activities. These fictional portrayals are not intended as guides or instructions for real-life practice. Such activities involve inherent physical and emotional risks and should never be attempted without appropriate education, informed consent, clear communication, and appropriate safety precautions.

The author and publisher accept no responsibility or liability for any injury, loss, damage, or other consequences resulting from any attempt to imitate or recreate acts, situations, or behaviors described in this book.

Reader discretion is advised.

Cover Photo Credit - ©konradbak - Can Stock Photo Inc. - Used under license.
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To me! For finishing the series I envisioned so long ago. 
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A note from the author:
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Dear reader,

Thank you for picking up The Secret Club Series.

This series is written for mature readers and contains explicit sexual content, BDSM themes, power exchange, bondage, sex toys, anal play, voyeurism, and other adult situations. If these themes aren’t for you, this may not be the right book.

Although each novel can be enjoyed as a standalone romance, I recommend reading the series in order to fully appreciate the ongoing storylines and recurring characters.

While the relationships and intimate scenes in these books are fictional, I encourage readers to always prioritize communication, consent, trust, and personal safety in real life. Never engage in sexual activities with someone you do not know or trust, and educate yourself through reliable sources before exploring any form of BDSM or fetish play.

If you enjoyed this story, I’d be incredibly grateful if you left a review at the retailer where you purchased your copy. Reviews help other readers discover my books and make a tremendous difference to independent authors.

As a thank-you for joining my reader community, you can receive The Black Belt (The Secret Club Series Book #2) free when you subscribe to my newsletter:

Newsletter: https://e-r-river.eo.page/newsletter 

You can also stay up to date with new releases, exclusive content, special offers, and behind-the-scenes updates by following me online:

Website: https://www.erriver.com 

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/erriver.fictionworld 

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/e.r_river_author 

Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/16978419.E_R_River 

BookBub: https://www.bookbub.com/authors/e-r-river 

Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/cw/er_river_author 

Thank you for your support and for giving my stories a place on your bookshelf.

Happy reading,

E.R. River
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​Chapter one
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June stood next to her friend, Tara Lesley, waiting to enter The Office-R Club. Getting a pass into the club was nearly impossible. The only way inside was through an invitation or recommendation from a club member. Fortunately, her friend had a way in. The invite couldn’t have landed at a more perfect time for her. The Dom she had a relationship with for the past year let her go, and she burned with the need to release control.

It had been three months since she felt a Dom play with her body, taking the control from her; allowing her the possibility of releasing all the stress through powerful orgasms. She wanted to empty her mind of problems and decisions. When she submitted, those were not hers to take care of anymore, and that stress relief allowed her to experience the most intense pleasure. However, Master Antoine’s last words still lived in her head.

“You’re not invested in this relationship, June. I need someone willing to give herself to me, mind, body, and soul.”

“I’m sorry, Sir. I can do better, I promise. Tell me what you want.” June had been on her knees, crying and pleading with him not to leave her.

“You gave me your mouth and your pussy, June. Give me your ass. Let me fuck your virgin ass. Prove that you want me as much as I want you.”

June trembled in fear, shying away from his outstretched hand. She wasn’t ready for that kind of commitment.

“I... I... can’t, Sir,” she sobbed as Master Antoine packed his toys and left her kneeling on the icy floor of her apartment.

Tara gripped her wrist and squeezed it, drawing June’s attention.

“Just so you know, most men and women here are part of several branches of law enforcement. The Office-R Club is very exclusive, but you might find what you need. If you throw fits, you’ll be booted on your ass. Also, I’m placing my butt in boiling water for you. If you cause trouble, my Dom will have my ass; literally!”

The whispered warning was unnecessary. June smiled in reassurance.

“Don’t worry, Tara. I won’t cause any trouble. I’ve waited three weeks for the response to my application to join the club and nothing. So, thanks for taking me along. I really appreciate your help.”

June wanted to keep something of herself for the special Dom who will want to make her his permanent submissive. She’d dreamed of a lifetime partner. Master Antoine’s departure woke her to a harsh reality. She needed to a Dom to take her virgin ass! That was her new mission.

June looked around but saw little. The large estate they arrived at was dark. The only illumination fell on them from above the huge wooden door of the mansion. A chilling breeze made her shiver. The club had no sign marking it as an establishment. From a distance, the house could be someone’s daily residence, not a sex club.

Footsteps from inside the house drew her attention back to the closed door. Several seconds later, the panel opened. June faced a wide, half-naked chest. She looked up, up, gaping at the massive black-haired man standing in the doorway. He wore blue jeans and a leather vest, letting all his muscles show. The wave of power and dominance radiating from him made her avert her eyes, and take a step back in submission. Next to her, Tara bowed her head respectfully, crossing her wrists behind her back. June followed her friend’s stance. She wasn’t familiar with the club’s protocols.

“Good evening, Master Chief.”

“Good evening, ladies. Welcome. Come in.”

The deep voice vibrated through June’s bones. Her entire body trembled. The air of assertiveness wafting from him made her insides quiver. The immense man stepped aside and Tara entered the club. June followed, trying not to touch Master Chief as she passed him by. No luck. Her hand touched his when she turned slightly and electricity zinged beneath her skin, raising the tiny hairs on her arms.

Master Chief murmured something under his breath, but June couldn’t understand his words. She kept her eyes cast down, looking around as best as she could. To their left, there was a door marked Women’s Changing Room. To their right, the sign on the door read Men’s Changing Room. In front, she saw a beautiful staircase going upward to the next level of the mansion.

“At ease, ladies.”

June lifted her head, relaxing her posture. She fought the urge to turn and look around the very high-class interior. She kept her eyes on Master Chief, trying to pay attention to the conversation.

“Tara, Joe told me you are bringing a friend tonight. Care to make the introductions?”

Master Chief’s deep voice sent shivers down June’s spine. She kept silent.

“Master Chief, this is my friend, June Chandler. She had a Dom until recently, but he released her. She wants to socialize and is looking to do this in exclusive clubs, since her ex-Dom is socializing in the usual clubs.”

Tara turned to June with an enormous smile on her face.

“June, this is Master Chief. He’s a firefighter, and he will spank your ass if you disobey.”

“That’s enough, Tara. Joe is waiting for you downstairs. Take Miss Chandler to the changing room. Don’t take too long. Joe’s already upset with you for letting him know today about your friend’s presence in the club. I have to say, I’ll enjoy watching your punishment.”

June shivered at his words. The ominous tone told her he wasn’t kidding. She looked at her friend and saw her biting her lip. Oh! The minx knew her Dom would punish her! Manipulative sub. June fought back a grin. A large, calloused hand gripped her chin, turning her head. June jumped in surprise.

“Don’t think you’ll escape the punishment, little bird.”

Her eyes widened in surprise.

“W-what did I do?” She stammered over her words.

“You, naughty sub, didn’t wait for your application’s review and background check. I had your application on my desk, but you took the straightforward way in. That’s disrespectful to the other subs waiting for a response to their letter of participation. And that is why tonight you will take the punishment I will give.”

June looked up at the man. He was tall, six-feet-four, maybe. His tanned skin stretched over toned muscles and she couldn’t see a strip of fat anywhere. The thick, black hair and black eyes gave him a dangerous, mean look. She trembled when his eyes narrowed as he took her in. Her gaze lowered, and she almost fell to her knees in front of him.

“June, look at me.”

His baritone voice reverberated through every bone in her body. She couldn’t resist the command. June lifted her gaze.

“Y-yes, Sir?” she stuttered.

“It will be my pleasure to introduce you to the club and have you under my protection for the night. Are you willing? If not, Joe will have to take charge of you.”

Next to her, Tara stiffened. June knew why. She’d never liked it when Master Antoine had played with other subs. And just like her, Tara didn’t enjoy seeing her Master Joe play with another submissive. Especially since they were married and had twin girls. Steady relationships were the best.

“It will please me to be your submissive for the night, Sir.” June was unsure if the giant in front of her could treat her with care and gentleness. He looked like he was about to whip her just for the fun of it.

“Great!” Tara clapped her hands. “June, let’s go undress.”

“What? Tara, I didn’t bring any costume!” June panicked. Had she messed up already? Tara shook her head, laughing.

“The only outfit you’ll wear while inside this club is the one you were born with.”

At June’s puzzled expression, Tara laughed louder.

“The submissive don’t wear clothes while in the club, June. Didn’t you read that part of the application?” Tara finally explained after her amusement died down.

“I skipped the dressing code,” she whispered. “I figured it couldn’t differ that much from other clubs. Are you serious about this? Master Chief is wearing jeans and a vest!” June couldn’t believe what she just heard! Completely naked in front of who knew how many people? Damn!

“Yes, but they are The Masters. Joe and his partner, Danny, are naked as well. Sometimes even Master Chief joins the club buck-naked. And let me tell you, his butt is fine! Come on, June! It’s not that bad. It was a shock for me at first, but then I got used to it. The men are not pushy. If you tell them you’re not interested, they’ll move on. This isn’t the usual club where drunk frat boys forget what the word no means. They are honest men who have a mutual pleasure for D/s play. Besides, Master Chief will take care of you tonight. No one will dare mess with you while you’re under his protection. He’s known for breaking arms.”

“Fine.” June undressed quickly, placing the clothes in a locker. When she turned, Tara was already naked. June tried not to stare. The other woman’s pussy was bare. She could see her labia and the glistening moisture coating it. Tara was already wet. June bit her lip, looking away. She kept her pubic hair trimmed, but it was dark and it would draw attention. Nervousness squeezed her stomach into a tight knot.

“Come on, June. Let the fun begin!”

Tara guided her toward the gorgeous stairs. A hidden door opened below the stairs, and she saw Master Chief waiting for them. He watched her approach, his eyes lingering on the patch of black hair covering her pubic bone. June would have flushed in embarrassment, but she saw appreciation and interest in his dark eyes. They reached him in seconds. He took her arm, guiding her down the short flight of carpeted stairs.

A few moments later, they stood at the bottom of the stairs. June stopped; her eyes wide as a deer caught in the headlights of a car. The space was wide. A Jacuzzi bubbled away in the middle of the spacious room. A small bar sat in the back of the room, and she heard the clicking of billiard balls. The sofas placed around the room held both naked people and half-dressed ones. Men wearing jeans and the same leather vest Master Chief had on, lounged around. Some talked between themselves and some attended to their naked subs. The moans and cries of pleasure accompanied the low music in the room.

Master Chief pulled her forward. June went. As they walked through the club, she felt eyes lock on her. She saw that all women there had their pubic hair removed completely. Feeling exposed, she fought the instinct to cover herself. She knew she had imperfections; cellulite and some scars from a glass that fell on her when she was seven. Her full breasts sagged slightly because of their weight. Her ass was the only thing she truly loved about herself; round and perky.

Tara had cellulite and stretch marks but it was understandable since she had carried two babies inside her. June didn’t have that excuse.

They reached the bar and Master Chief gestured for her to take a seat on the high stool next to his. June tried to ignore the stares, feeling everyone’s attention like a hot blanket covering her back.

“Don’t mind them. They’re just curious. We don’t have fresh blood around here too often.”

His comment annoyed her. Curiosity or not, since they had experience in D/s play, she’d thought they would be more subtle in their perusal of her. Uncomfortable with the situation, she blurted out the first thing going through her mind.

“I thought they nicknamed police officers pigs, not sharks.” Realizing her mistake, June covered her mouth with both palms, staring with wide, frightened eyes at the man she just insulted. Damn her loose tongue! Master Antoine had told her it would get her in trouble one day! She watched the attitude of the Dom in front of her change. The angry expression on Master Chief’s face scared her. Her crude, impolite comment ticked him off badly.

“Not a bird, but a cat. Careful what you say, little wildcat. There are too many Doms in this place for you to let out your claws. Remember, you are a guest. We can remove you from the club immediately.”

The monumental error she made sank in. She dropped to her knees in front of Master Chief, head lowered and hands behind her back.

“My apologies, Master Chief.” Master Antoine would have whipped her for the rudeness. Will Master Chief? The flesh on her bones trembled at the thought. She hated the whip. Master Chief huffed. Was that a sign that he heard her apology and was accepting it? June waited. From the corner of her eye, she saw someone approach. It was a Dom because he wore shoes.

“Hey Chief, how’s it going?”

“Good, for now.”

“Who’s your new pet?”

“This is June. She’s Tara’s visitor.”

“Oh, yeah, I’ve heard something about a new sub coming around. What did she do?”

“She has a sharp tongue. Fortunately for her, she realized her mistake and apologized properly.”

“Nice. So, she’s trained.”

“Yes, she had a Dom, but he released her. She wants to socialize. However, I can see that a part of the training she received didn’t stick. We must work on that.”

“Well, if you need help with her discipline, let me know.”

“Sure thing, Jesse. See you later.”

June listened to the conversation with interest. Who was Jesse? The people in the club talked about her? They knew she was coming?

“Stand, little wildcat. But be careful what you say to me. The next time you insult me, or my friends, I will give you to Jesse. You won’t like it.”

“Yes, Sir.” June rose but kept her eyes lowered, waiting for him to address her again.

“I don’t like being called, sir. It sounds pompous. You call me Master Chief when we play. If you see me on the street and want to address me, my name is Robert.”

“Yes, Master Chief.”

June waited for his next command. Master Chief ordered two bottles of water, placing one in her reach. She didn’t sit on the chair. Instead, she clasped her hands at her back, pushing her chest forward; presenting her body to her Dom. Master Chief grunted and reached for her. He cupped her breasts in his plate-sized hands. He squeezed them lightly. June barely kept the moan from escaping her lips.

“Very nice. They are the perfect size to fill my hands.”

He pulled on her light-brown nipples. June gasped.

“Sensitive?”

“Yes, Master Chief,” she breathed.

“Come stand here.”

June took a step forward and stood between his parted thighs. She could see the outline of his large, erect cock pushing against the material of his jeans. The air in the room caressed her labia, arousing her even more. Master Chief lowered his head to take the right nipple into his mouth. He sucked on it hard. June arched her back, offering her flesh.

“Oh!”

Her pussy contracted with every pull, and when he bit down on her nipple, June’s arousal heightened. The cream gathering between her thighs coated her labia and glistened on her black pubic hair.

Master Chief’s hand released her left breast, moving lower. He drew the fingertips over her belly, sliding them through her wet folds, barely touching her swollen clit. He didn’t stop until he buried two fingers inside her dripping wet channel. Curling those two fingers upward, Master Chief caressed the spot beneath her clit.

June moaned loudly, rocking her pelvis over his hand. The Dom retracted the tantalizing fingers, caressing his way out of her body. He drew his wet digits through her labia again, squeezing her pulsing bundle of nerves between the fingers.

“Ah!”

June’s pelvis pushed forward into his hand. Master Chief retreated completely. His mouth left her nipple with a soft lick of his tongue. His fingers stroked her one last time before they disappeared, leaving her aching for more.

“Hm, I like how you look and the way you are behaving when I’m touching you, wildcat. I like that you have courage; the courage to jump the line to get inside the club. The courage to present your body to complete strangers despite your obvious insecurities. And the courage to allow a Dom you just met to touch your body. Thank you, June.” He tasted the juices on his fingers. “You taste delicious. I might get addicted to it.”

June bit her bottom lip, fighting back a smile of satisfaction and pride at his words. Master Chief was a big man, and she was just five-feet-six, but he’d been so gentle with her. He didn’t punish her when she mouthed off; a sign that he forgave in special circumstances. He didn’t allow the other Dom to take her away or gave her to him. And he didn’t call her names like Master Antoine always had when she messed up in public. Her night was looking up.

“On your application, you stated that you have a couple of fantasies you want to fulfill while here. Can you expand on the subject?”

June blushed.

“I want to take part in a private scene with multiple men. And I want to try anal sex.”

“You never had anal?”

She could tell that piece of information startled him. His body snapped straight and his eyes widened.

“No, Master Chief.”

Master Chief looked at her from head to toe.

“How tall are you? Five-feet-something and one hundred and forty pounds?”

“About that,” she agreed.

“And you want to experience being fucked by multiple partners in one session?”

“Yes,” June gulped, peeking through her lashes at the giant in front of her. “I have a few conditions, though.”

“Really? And those are?”

“As I stated in my application, I’m allergic to latex, so I need the men to take me without a condom. I want medical proof they are clean. I already provided proof that I am clean and that I have birth control protection.”

June placed her conditions and waited to hear Master Chief’s answer. He will accept, or he won’t. The Office-R Club was the third sex club she visited since Master Antoine had left her. The first two had given her the creeps, but this one felt safe.

“Very well. I’ll get some guys together.”

“Oh, okay. Thank you, Master Chief.” June’s enthusiasm deflated. He was going to allow other Doms to play with her. He didn’t want to take part in the session. Why had she latched on to his dominance?

“June, you don’t seem pleased about this. Why?”

June bit her lip, trying to keep the words from exiting her mouth. Master Chief kept silent, waiting for her answer. The quiet between them broke her resolve.

“I thought you will take part in the session,” she murmured with her eyes to the ground.

Master Chief huffed.

June looked up at him and was surprised by the lust glinting in his dark eyes.

“Wildcat, I am the biggest man here. If I join in double penetration, I will split your pussy until you bleed. You’ll need surgery to put it back together. Your mouth is small, so I doubt you could take more than half of my cock there. I’m not bragging; I’m just that large. And your virginal ass... Why haven’t you had anal sex until now, June?”

“I didn’t want to give that part of me to just anyone, Master Chief.”

“But now you do?”

“Yes, Master Chief. I do.”

“Hmm, do you wear any plugs?”

“Yes, Master Chief.”

“What size?”

“Small.”

“Then I’ll rip you apart there. You won’t be able to walk properly, or sit right, for weeks. You will feel pain. And taking you with other men at the same time? Are you a pain slut? I didn’t see that mentioned in your application.”

Tears pooled in June’s eyes and spilled over.

“No, I’m not a pain slut, Master Chief. It’s okay. I understand what you’re saying.” She turned to leave, but Master Chief grabbed her arm.

“I didn’t say I wouldn’t do it, June. But I have my terms to add to this deal.”

June’s hope revived.

“Oh.” She bit her lip, waiting for his terms.

“First, if we can’t use condoms, I want to spill my cum inside your tight pussy; no pulling out. Second, I will choose the Doms who will take part in this session. All the club members are tested for STDs regularly, so we meet that part of your requirements. Third, you will take part in the club’s play sessions for four weekends. That should be enough to get you ready. I will give you a series of toys and instructions on how to use them, when to use them, and for how long. You will obey my instructions to the letter. Do this and I’ll fuck your sweet pussy in the last session.”

“Okay, I can work with your rules, Master Chief.” The excitement inside June grew until she thought she would take flight from all the butterflies in her stomach.

“Fine, your training starts next Saturday. You will come to the club at seven PM sharp. I don’t enjoy waiting. You will present yourself as you are now. For the next four weeks, your only job is to please me in all you do. Do you understand, wildcat?”

Master Chief’s deep voice washed over June like a soothing balm. She nodded.

“Yes, Master Chief.” Finally, she will have both her menage and anal fantasies come true. She just hoped she wouldn’t live to regret it.
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Chapter two
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Saturday, June stood in her walk-in closet, looking in the full-length mirror. The black lace bra and panties caressed her soft skin, and the black shiny stilettos made her legs look endless. Impressed by her figure and the way she didn’t dress, she inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly. Giddy with anticipation, June exited the walk-in closet. She knew she would have to undress at the club, but she didn’t want to drive through the city with no underwear. It gave her a sense of privacy. And maybe, just maybe, Master Chief would appreciate her attire.

“Let’s get this show started, June, and pray it will be a memorable one,” she spoke aloud. Pulling on her spring trench coat to cover her nakedness, June grabbed her purse and headed for the club; and the first session with Master Chief. The ride to the club took fifteen minutes. While she drove there, she imagined different scenarios: spankings, nipple clamps, vibrators, oral sex. Just thinking about what was about to happen got her hot, wet, and squirming.

She parked the car in the back parking lot Master Chief had showed her last week, took a deep breath, and went in for the night. She went up the stone stairs, pressed the bell button, and waited for someone to let her in. The large wooden door swung open and June had a sense of déjà-vu. She met the naked, broad chest of her teacher. Her eyes fixed on the old burn scar covering the right side of his chest. How did she miss it last time? Nerves, probably, and the vest he wore. She gulped, thinking of the pain he must have been in.

“Good evening, June. Please, come in.”

June looked up and met his black, intense eyes.

“Good evening, Master Chief.” His dark hair gleamed under the soft light. He wore only blue jeans. Smiling, she entered the mansion. The interior looked as she remembered; marble floors, the doors to the changing rooms to the sides, same paintings on the walls... She didn’t know why she had the impression that the scenery would change with this new visit.

June took off the coat, folding it neatly, mentally preparing herself for the evening. An animalistic growl came from somewhere. She looked around frantically, searching for the animal who made the sound. Was she about to meet the sharp claws of a wolf? Given that she was half-naked, the claws would sink in, leaving deep gouges.

Then, her eyes met Master Chief’s and June took a step back. His eyes lingered on every inch of her body, his fists flexed at his sides and the growling she heard... That came from him! His increased breathing made him look like a bull about to attack. Then he spoke, and her knees almost gave out.

“Come here, June.”

The rough words caused a rush of heat to move through June’s entire body. She took slow steps until she stood in front of him. His hands rose to cup her lace-covered breasts. June swayed. Master Chief molded the round mounds until her taut nipples pressed in the middle of his palms. He grabbed the two peaks through the fabric, pinching them. June exhaled and a soft moan escaped her. Her torso shifted involuntarily toward him. She had to drop her purse and coat to hold on to Master Chief’s forearms for balance. He increased the pressure of his fingers until June lifted on her tiptoes. She whimpered at the sharp pain but felt the cream of her arousal fill her inner channel, dripping out of her, coating the crotch of the panties. Master Chief removed his hands, but swiftly replaced them with his fiery mouth.

“Oh!” June placed a hand at the back of his neck, grabbing a fist-full of black hair. She pushed her chest forward as best she could, trying to draw him closer to her. Master Chief chuckled and pulled away. His hands didn’t leave her until June felt steady again. Her body and mind buzzed with excitement, but she fought to focus on his words.

“Naughty, naughty, sub. I should punish you for touching me without asking permission. I’ll let you go with a warning this time.”

“A warning?” Her voice shook.

“Yes. One warning.”

He picked up her coat and purse, giving the items to her. He turned her to face the women’s changing room and slapped her ass. Hard!

“Ouch!” June’s head cleared instantly, trying to process the fresh pain. She glared over her shoulder, but kept quiet. At that moment, she saw Master Chief arranging his erect cock in the confinement of his pants. The length pressed against the crotch of his jeans, and June’s mouth watered. How would his cum taste? How would his skin feel in her mouth, against her tongue? Master Chief cleared his throat to draw her attention from his pelvis area. June looked up, blushing when she saw amusement mixed with lust glinting in his eyes.

“That’s your warning. Go undress. I’ll wait here.”

“Yes, Master Chief.” June picked up her coat and purse, then entered the woman’s changing room, smiling like a fool. The lingerie had done its job nicely. She undressed, placing the items in the same locker she’d used last time. The purse followed. She left the shoes next to the locker, certain that no one would steal them. Completely naked, she went out to meet Master Chief.

“Nice to see that you remembered my instructions. Come,” he gestured her toward the door under the staircase.

June bit her lip in anticipation. The door loomed as a portal to another world; which it was. They went down the carpeted stairs, entering the open space of the club. June looked around, taking in the activities. Doms lounged around, talking. A few submissive sat at their feet. Moans of pleasure and cries of ecstasy rose in the air, covering the low music sounding in the club. Master Chief guided her to a couch.

The man from last week, Jesse, was sprawled on one side of the couch with his pants open. A woman kneeled on the floor between his parted legs, sucking him off. June watched in rapture until Master Chief sat next to the man, dragging her on his lap to face the other couple.

“I want to feel your skin next to mine while we’re doing this.”

June gulped.

“O-okay,” she whispered. Across from them, Jesse pressed the woman’s head down, holding it there as he spilled his seed in her mouth with a long groan. June squirmed on Master Chief’s lap and felt her pussy cream. Master Chief’s voice next to her ear drew her attention.

“I reviewed your application and your limit list. You are quite open to your desires. Some of them I cut off from the list because I’m not into rape play or suffocation. That can be dangerous for you if the Dom doesn’t have experience with that type of play. Personally, I don’t enjoy it and the members of this club don’t do those scenes here either. I can tie you up and fuck you until you can’t walk the next day. I use sex toys in most of my scenes. I indulge in water play and wax play sometimes, which I read you enjoy as well. Pussy, ass, and blowjobs are fine with me as long as I prepare you first. Your goal is to have a party, so all of those will be on the agenda. As for your fantasy, I will choose the number of participants and who will join us. You will not know who they are. I might choose four, five, six, or more men to fuck you that night. Prepare yourself well, little wildcat. That session will be a long one. Do you know what high protocol is?”

June nodded. “Yes.”

“Good. From the moment you enter the club, I expect you to follow it. You will present yourself as you are now; completely naked. When you greet me, you will kneel. Your hands will be behind your back and your eyes will remain cast down unless I instruct you otherwise. You will not address a Master first, and if you wish to talk with another sub, you ask for permission. You will wear my leather cuffs at the wrists and ankles for as long as you are in the club.”

Master Chief showed her the padded cuffs with his initials stitched there. He showed her a thin, black-leather collar with a ring in front.

“You will wear this collar in the club for as long as you are my sub. Do you understand and agree with my rules?”

“Yes, Master Chief.” Her gaze lowered as a response to the dominance in his voice.

Master Chief unclipped the cuffs from his belt, placing them around June’s ankles and wrists. Then he placed the collar around her throat. June caressed it reverently.

“You read the files I sent you?”

“Yes, Master Chief.”

“What’s the club’s safety word?”

“Fire.”

“Do you want to choose another?”

“No, fire is fine.”

“Perfect.”

June saw naked feet stop in front of the couch. It was one of the submissive.

“Water or juice, Master Chief?”

June peeked up and saw a petite blonde wearing a chastity belt and nipple clamps with two weights on each. Her skin chilled, then flushed. How would that feel? Master Chief’s deep voice snapped her from her wandering mind.

“Two bottles of water, Angelika, please.”

“Here you go, Master Chief.”

“Thank you.”

June saw the woman that kneeled at Jesse’s feet clean his cock with her tongue.

“Enough, Ana! Take Angelika’s place as a server tonight.”

“But, Sir, I didn’t come.”

The hard look in Jesse’s eyes shut down the woman instantly.

“And you will not come tonight or the following nights. Angelika, come here.”

June watched in rapture as the petite woman obeyed. She placed the empty tray on a nearby table and approached Jesse. He pulled a key from his pocket, unlocking her chastity belt. He placed the belt in Ana’s hands.

“Wash it, put it on, then come to me to lock it. You won’t feel any cock in your pussy until you learn to obey without protest.”

Ana left, sobbing. June felt bad for her and didn’t wish that kind of unfulfilled torment on anyone. Jesse took Angelika’s hands, pulling her over to him. She straddled his lap eagerly. He released the nipple clamps and suckled her dark red nipples until the woman came screaming. June watched, aching to feel the pleasure Angelika experienced at that moment. Her pussy creamed further, and she squirmed on Master Chief’s lap again. He chuckled.

“You like to watch?”

June nodded.

“Let’s see how much.”

His right hand parted her legs, gently caressed, and prodded her drenched folds and opening. June swayed and through her half-opened eyes saw Jesse stroke Angelika’s pussy in the same rhythm with Master Chief. A few seconds later, she felt something cool being pressed against her right breast.

“Ah!” June tried to retreat, but Master Chief’s powerful hands kept her in place. She looked down. He pressed the cool water bottle to her feverish skin. Icy chills rushed through her and goosebumps rose all over her body.

Her nipples became tight buds. Master Chief gripped one tight peak and rotated it between his fingers, increasing the pinch until June gasped. Heat engulfed her breast and rushed down toward her pussy. Master Chief gave the other nipple the same treatment and in minutes, June’s core pulsed in anticipation of what was to come. His long, thick fingers penetrated her. The roughness of their skin created unfamiliar sensations through her body. He played his
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