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Master Rick had me tied up in a complex shibari rig, the Japanese formal art of rope bondage, suspended from a pulley anchored into the ceiling. My body was wrapped in multiple layers of knotted rope, my tits dangling down and beginning to turn purple from the tight coils bound around them. I couldn’t see them, but I knew my nipples were hard. My body betrays my desire. It felt good to be harnessed like this, my legs splayed open for everyone to see my smoothly waxed pussy opened like a moist, pink oyster. I enjoy being subdued and mastered. 

He rigged a vibrator to my clit, turned around, and bowed to the audience. They politely clapped at his skill with the rope as I shuddered and struggled against the insistent vibrations stimulating my clit.

The crowd drew in closer. Most of them were naked, some half-clothed, a handful fully clothed. I recognized some of the familiar faces of the regulars, many of whom I had fucked in the past. There were some new faces also, as usual. A woman shyly touched my skin with her fingertips, then grew bolder and fondled my ass. Her hand was warm and inviting. I felt someone’s finger go in my ass, and one in my pussy. I couldn’t see them, nor could I move, but it felt good. Master Rick removed the breast bindings, and the shy woman began gently suckling my nipples. Some of the men were jerking off, and others fondling their dates or the breasts of strangers. I soon shook with an uncontrollable orgasm, unable to keep myself from moaning out loud, my saliva drooling past the ball gag onto the floor in a small puddle.

Master Rick removed the vibrator and slowly lowered me to the floor, then began unknotting the ropes. Red rope marks trailed across my body like the small streams in a river delta on a map. I collapsed on the floor, lying there exhausted and naked. I watched as couples paired off and began fucking in the corner mattresses. I wiped the sweat off my brow with my forearm and sat up. The room was heating up, and the rich, dank odor of sex filled the air.

“Good job tonight, Laura,” said Master Rick.

“Thank you. You put me through my paces. I had a nice orgasm.”

“The crowd always loves your performances.”

“It’s all you and your magic ropes.”

“Hardly. I’m just a technician. You’re the performer.”

Master Rick and I were staff at this private sex club. Members were admitted by invitation only, through word-of-mouth recommendations from established members. We met once a month in Master Joe’s dungeon. It was a nice side hustle for him. Most of the members were pot-bellied middle-aged men- not that I’m averse to their affections, I do have a thing for older dad bods- but occasionally a younger man with a big cock would appear. Being only nineteen, with small breasts and a shapely body, I usually attracted their attention with no more than a sidelong glance and a coy smile. It doesn’t take much for a pretty girl to get cock. We’re lucky that way. 

Being blessed with a natural beauty also allows me to make a lot of money on my social media platform. I make enough that I’ve even been able to buy my own small condo. It’s not much, but it’s mine, and I have complete privacy. My parents don’t approve, of course, but I’ve always been a bit headstrong. They’ve come to accept my rebellious ways.

A man approached me. He was in his fifties, with a hairy chest flecked with white. He had a big belly, but I could tell he had been athletic in his younger days. He wasn’t bad looking, and he had a nice cock. 

“Hi,” he said.

He looked nice, so I decided to play. “Hi.”

“I’m Rob.”

“Laura. Nice to meet you.”

“I enjoyed your performance. You looked like you were really having fun.”

“I was. I like bondage and public exhibition.”

He looked down and turned red. It was cute, actually. He was shy. I believe however, that a man should be able to take what he wants, and I love pleasing strong men. This one didn’t look particularly assertive, but he had a decent cock.

“I was wondering,” he started. “I know I’m a bit old,”

He looked up. I just smiled and waited for him.

“Do you think you might accompany me to a bed?”

I felt sorry for him, so I said yes. He brightened up and took my hand. He led me to an empty mattress against the far wall next to a pretty, gray-haired older woman sucking a young man’s cock. I guessed her to be in her sixties. She had a nice body for her age, with full breasts and a plump ass. She was oblivious of us, her face stuffed with cock, her eyes closed and her hands on his ass pulling him deeper into her mouth. The young man had his hands in her gray hair and was calling her a dirty slut. She seemed to like that, and redoubled her efforts on him.

I got on my knees and took the man’s cock into my hands. Rob, I thought, remembering his name. No matter, cock is cock. The name is not important. My clit was still sore from Master Rick’s vibrator, and the ache intensified as I put Rob’s cock in my mouth. 

I love the feeling of a cock growing in my mouth, slowly filling me. I swallowed it to his balls and ran my tongue over it, feeling it harden and heat up with blood. It slowly grew and pressed against the back of my mouth. It kept getting longer, getting much bigger than I had expected. I couldn’t keep the whole thing in my mouth and backed off a little. The thing was getting huge. I started sliding my mouth back and forth on it, and reached down and fingered myself. I felt his hands on my head, pulling me in. I like when a man does that. Other girls tell me they hate it, like how dare he handle me like that, but I’ve always loved when a man takes control, his desire getting the better of his upbringing to treat us like precious angels, and instead treat us like the whores we all are. I moaned, to let him know it was all right. He was doing good. I cradled his saggy balls in my hand and gently fondled them, rolling them between my fingers. I like when a man’s balls hang down low. They’re soft and vulnerable, and I treat them like fragile eggs. I felt him stiffen. I pulled my mouth off and smiled up at him, licking the saliva from the corners of my mouth.

“Wow,” he said, smiling down at me. He was nice, but not masculine in the barbaric manner I prefer. He was a little too polite. I like when a man truly lets go and loses control, practically raping me. Still, I wanted his cock in me. It was long and fat, and I’m a horny slut. I lay back and spread my legs.

“You’re extraordinary,” he said as he got on top of me.

“Thanks,” I said politely.

I put my arms around his neck. He tried to kiss me, but I turned my face away. He kissed my neck and slid his cock into me. I closed my eyes and clamped down as his hotness filled me.

“You’re so tight,” he moaned. “So beautiful. My God, you’re so beautiful.”

I don’t like flattery. I like being treated like a nasty, dirty whore. This one was turning into a sycophant, fawning over me like a puppy. They think that’s the way to get a woman to like them. He doesn’t realize that a thousand men stumble over themselves like that all day on my web site. I wanted a man’s cock, a cock that subdues and forces me to submit. Time to finish this and leave. I clamped my pussy down harder and threw my head back and moaned loudly. That usually does the trick. I felt him shudder on top of me, felt his hot cum filling me. I faked an orgasm and lay back, seemingly satisfied. I was not satisfied. I was left wanting.

He rolled off. “Thank you, Laura. That was nice.”

“You’re welcome. It was good for me, too,” I lied.

I kissed the top of his head and got up. I retrieved my clothes from the corner and dressed, placing a pad in my panties to catch the cum draining out, and said goodbye to Masters Rick and Joe. I went
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