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Welcome to Purgatory! A club for every fetish… 

Katie has a fetish for rope and she’s had her eye on 
riggers Leo and Quinn for quite some time. Week after 
week she goes to the club and watches them tie up 
women from afar, while she imagines their rough rope 
against her own skin. 

Now the two hunky men have decided to make their 
move. But is plus-sized Katie ready to turn her 
fantasies into reality? 



 
 
 
 
Katie watched Leo’s hands stroke the woman’s 

inner thigh with the rope as he tied it around her leg. 
She imagined the course texture scraping against her 
own sensitive skin, sending a shiver snaking along her 
spine. She continued to observe the twists and turns of 
the rope as they wrapped it around both her legs and 
waist. The girl giggled through the process but the 
lines etched in Leo’s face showed just how serious he 
took his job. The loud beat of industrial music playing 
in the club pounded with her own heartbeat, pulsating 
through her body. Bodies crushed around her as the 
night’s play got into full swing, but her attention 
remained solely on the rope. 

She tuned it all out to focus on the station below. 
Soon both Leo and Quinn would hook the woman up 
to the swing and fling her across the club, but first he 
tied her. Wetness pooled between her thighs with the 
familiar longing to be the girl in Leo’s hands, slowly 
tied from limb to limb until her freedom was stripped 
and her trust tested. 

“Isn’t it about time you quit watching and started 
feeling, Katie?” The familiar timber of Quinn’s voice 



whispered in her ear as his arms grabbed the railing 
on either side of her, trapping her in his embrace. Her 
pulse skipped as she sucked in a shallow breath of 
surprise. “That could be you down there, feeling the 
rope across your belly, wrapped around your wrists 
and totally at his mercy.”  

Her nipples peaked against her shirt at the mere 
image his words brought to mind. She screwed her 
eyes closed tight, as she tried to stop the effect he was 
having on her. 

“Shouldn’t you be down there helping out your 
partner?” She tried to concentrate on her breathing but 
the man pressed against her back made her heart race 
and her body burn with renewed need. The heat alone 
was enough to make her weak in the knees. 

“Come with me, Katie. Let me tie you.” 
She shook her head as fear gripped her body. She 

wasn’t ready. She wasn’t sure she could recover from 
either Leo or Quinn teasing her body like that. 

Quinn grasped her wrist and flipped her around 
to face him. His amber eyes pierced through her with 
a heated intensity as he watched her reactions. “You 
come here week after week and stand here looking 
down at us as we work. Do you think we don’t notice 
the longing on your face? The way your body squirms 
as we wrap more and more rope around the girls who 



ask us to? Why are you torturing yourself? Or should I 
say...what are you waiting for?” 

She closed her eyes to his questions, searching for 
an adequate answer when she knew there was none. 
How could she deny the truth? “I admire your work. 
What’s wrong with that?” 

His fingers gently grasped her chin and tilted her 
head back, forcing her to look at him. “We see you, 
Katie, we know what you need. Why do you hide 
here?” 

She bristled against his words, shame heating her 
face. “I’m not hiding, Quinn, I’m just observing. I’m 
here and I’m alone, yet no one ever approaches or 
speaks to me. Which is fine, but don’t tell me that I’m 
hiding. What am I supposed to do? Throw myself at 
someone?” 

A grin split Quinn’s handsome face, revealing the 
beautiful smile she loved so much. She always noticed 
how happy his job made him and she envied him that 
feeling. Some ties were more intense than others as 
evidenced by the hard lines of his face when he 
concentrated or the occasional bulge in his pants when 
a willing female turned him on. It was those moments 
when she had fleeting thoughts of both him and Leo 
taking her for their own. The popular riggers were 
frequently gossiped about around Purgatory, and 



word was they had a great time playing the scene 
together but hadn’t taken a submissive of their own 
for a very long time. 

“You don’t have to get defensive with me, babe. 
I’m not sure what’s wrong with the men in this club, 
letting you spend all your time alone. Their loss is my 
gain, though.” He leaned closer, his lips a breath away 
from her own. The sharp tang of citrus filled her 
nostrils and she imagined he’d just come from a break 
where he would have eaten an orange. Did he realize 
even the way his hands peeled the skin from an 
orange could turn a woman inside out? 

Katie sucked in a slow breath, afraid to move. She 
worried he would kiss her as much as she worried 
that he wouldn’t. She was in a mood tonight, and 
watching the play stations hadn’t helped but instead 
stoked the flames inside her until, now pressed 
against one of the men of her nightly dreams, she 
wanted nothing more than to submit to his every 
whim. She ached with the desire to be touched, to be 
tied, and to be fucked by Quinn and Leo. 

He edged a little closer, but instead of kissing her 
like she expected, he stroked her lips with his tongue. 
A gentle touch that was more like a taste than a kiss. 
He leaned into her until they were pressed together 
from hips to breast, and his erection was unmistakable 



pushed against her belly and pelvis. His hot tongue 
licked at the corner of her mouth and along the seam 
of her lips. She opened farther on a soft sigh but he 
only continued his exploration. 

Her own arousal went off the charts as she rolled 
her hips against his. A low growl sounded in his 
throat and he pulled his head back from hers. 
“Careful, Katie. For a girl who professes to being 
happy alone, your body is quickly making a liar out of 
you.” 

She clamped her mouth shut and tried to pull 
back, but there was nowhere to go. He had her against 
the railing and his arms still held her in place. “I think 
we should stop this, people are starting to stare.” 

Quinn glanced to the side, looking at the crowd 
surrounding them. “Since when do crowds bother 
either of us? That’s common around here and no one 
really cares what we do. In fact, they probably wish 
we would do more. I think inside everyone here lies 
the heart of a voyeur.” 

She couldn’t argue with that. Even she got excited 
watching some of the activities going on in the private 
play area. Especially the flogging. It had been so long 
since a flogger kissed her skin she might not 
remember the sensation, but every time she came to 
the club and watched, she got turned on as hell seeing 



the red streaks on bare flesh after a session in a booth. 
She enjoyed every flinch and emotion that crossed the 
faces of the submissives. 

She loved the crackling sound of leather slapping 
a bare back or bottom. Oh yeah, she had it bad 
tonight, and there was never a shortage of people 
willing to put on a show. 

“I can admit I enjoy watching, but I’m not sure I 
want to be the one on display.” 

The corner of his mouth turned up in a wry smile 
at her words. “We’ll see about that.” He pushed away 
from her and grasped her hand. “Come with me.” 

She looked down at his hand covering hers. The 
heat and desire enveloped her further from the simple 
movement. His rope roughened hands scraped 
against her wrist, igniting a flame deep inside her 
belly, the kind of thing that she hadn’t felt in a very 
long time. 

“Where are we going?” 
“I have to get back to work and I don’t want you 

far. I wasn’t kidding when I said it was time.” 
Not giving her a chance to answer, he turned and 

pulled her into the crowd. Warm and pulsing bodies 
rubbed against her as they made their way through 
the throng of people clustered around the play 
stations. When they passed by the last St. Andrew’s 



cross, a glance to the left showed her a new girl 
getting flogged by Dan, a Dominant who more than 
knew what he was doing. She was bare from the waist 
up and there were a variety of red, criss-crossing welts 
on her naked back. Despite Quinn leading her, she 
slowed her pace enough to take a look at the girl’s 
face. Her black hair partially covered her features, but 
Katie managed to catch a glimpse of cobalt blue eyes 
glittering with tears. Despite the tears, or because of 
them, the naked emotion glowed from her face. 

Katie’s breath hitched in her throat when their 
gazes locked, and she understood exactly the ecstasy 
the woman experienced. With the dazed look in her 
eyes and the relaxed state of her body as she hung 
cuffed to the cross, it became obvious she was far 
beyond the simple pleasure of the leather striking her 
skin. She’d made it to the happy place affectionately 
called sub space. 

A surge of envy rushed through her as she tore 
her gaze from the girl and refocused on Quinn in front 
of her. His sandy brown hair just brushed his 
shoulders and curled at the ends, and she imagined it 
to have a silky texture that would glide through her 
fingers like water. The snug black t-shirt that he wore 
hugged his broad shoulders and back before tapering 
down to disappear into the dark jeans wrapped 



around a tight ass and legs. That picture alone was 
enough to make any girl drool. She’d had her eye on 
Quinn for a very long time. 

As they approached the stairs that would take 
them down to Leo and the ropes, her belly fluttered 
with nerves and an obvious case of fear. She really 
wasn’t sure if she could do this, especially here in 
front of so many people who knew her as a regular. 

When she first came to the club, she had wanted 
to learn more about the lifestyle and even dared to 
hope that she would find someone who might want to 
teach her. And learned she had, by watching and even 
sometimes suffering through her own arousal to all 
the stimuli in the room. But other than the staff, who 
had been warm and friendly to her, not a single man 
had approached her. 

Looking at many of the beautiful, rail thin women 
of the club, she’d been forced to admit that her plus-
size figure might not measure up for most of the men 
here. But she had no intention of letting that deter her 
from enjoying the atmosphere of the club and 
spending a few hours a week with like-minded people 
who at least wouldn’t consider her thoughts and 
desires perverse or disgusting like her ex did. 

“Katie, are you okay?” 
She jerked her head up, surprised to find herself 



standing next to Quinn and Leo’s private table and 
Quinn’s gaze boring into hers with concern. 

“Yeah—uhm—I’m fine.” She tamped down her 
nervousness as best she could and gave him a small 
smile. 

“Good, then you can sit here and watch while you 
wait, if you would like.” 

She looked at the table of women all waiting for 
their turn at the ropes and her stomach fluttered all 
over again. She didn’t want to be one of their 
groupies, she just wanted to watch. This up close and 
personal, she didn’t think she could hide just how 
turned on she would get. Nor did she want to be 
compared to the bevy of women who hovered here, 
hoping they would get picked next. 

 “Quinn—I’m not so sure—” 
He pressed his fingers to her lips to quiet her 

words. “I am sure and Leo is sure. You have to start 
trusting sometime, Katie.” With that he turned and 
walked over to the platform to join Leo in tying up 
their latest volunteer for the swing. Leo glanced over 
to her and smiled at Quinn with the wickedest looking 
grin she had ever seen. The kind of oh, shit look that 
made her realize how serious they were about this.  

**** 
Two hours later, Katie still waited at the table but 



had begun fidgeting in the chair. Her fingers tapped 
out the rhythm of the song playing through the club 
against the edge of the table, and her gaze darted 
everywhere in an attempt to not look at the ropes. 
Quinn and Leo had tied girl after girl without another 
word to her and her patience had run out. She wanted 
to either scream in frustration about being left waiting 
so long or stomp from the club like a child. She’d told 
Quinn that she wasn’t ready for this yet, but he and 
Leo had apparently been discussing her at length. 
She’d watched and waited for weeks and couldn’t be 
more surprised that they’d done the same. But this 
waiting was killing her. 

She wanted to let her guard down and give them 
a chance, but the longer she sat there thinking about it 
the more she wanted to bolt. Doubts continued to 
plague her as she watched each new girl approach 
them. Why would they want to be the ones to teach 
her? It had been far easier to stay on the sidelines at a 
good distance and just observe. She glanced down at 
her cell phone for the umpteenth time to check the 
clock. Things would be winding down before long, so 
maybe they wouldn’t put her on display. She could 
hope. 

Earlier in the evening when she walked through 
the VIP doors, the first person she’d noticed was Leo 



leaning against a barstool dressed in a navy blue tee 
and looking through the crowd with a watchful eye. 
She couldn’t resist staring at him. She’d heard many 
women in the club say that his bald head and tribal 
tattoo around his neck made him look scary. She 
couldn’t disagree more. The man was sexy as sin from 
top to bottom. Given half the chance, she’d rub all 
over him like a cat in heat. 

When he caught her watching him she had 
immediately become self-conscious. Maybe wearing 
her new slim skirt and a simple black corset hadn’t 
been such a great idea. She had decided to leave her 
hair down tonight, thinking the red of it against the 
pale color of her skin and the dark as night corset 
would look good. She brushed her hands down the 
fabric covering her torso—she loved the new corset 
she’d bought. It made her feel feminine, not to 
mention it took several inches off her waist. If she 
hadn’t known better she could have sworn the look in 
Leo’s eyes said she looked good enough to eat. 

“You look really nervous sitting there. Have you 
never done this before?” 

Katie looked at the woman sitting across the table. 
“No, this is my first time.” 

“You don’t have anything to worry about. Quinn 
and Leo there know just how to handle a woman.” 



The way the words rolled from the woman’s 
mouth sounded like experience, and sexy as hell. The 
dreamy look in her eyes as she watched the two men 
grated on Katie’s nerves. She so didn’t belong here. 

She glanced again at the time, then at the tiny 
blonde woman with enormous silicone tits that were 
completely bare except for two X’s of black tape 
covering her generous nipples. The club would be 
closing soon, making the blonde the last customer of 
the night. 

So much for it being her time. 
She shook her head and turned back to the 

woman at the table. “Yes, I just bet they do.” 
The woman must have caught the sarcasm in her 

response because she swung her head to look at Katie 
with a sharp, laughing look in her eyes. 

“They have been eyeing you for a long time, 
sweetie, just waiting for you to be ready.” 

“Uh huh.” 
She flashed a quick smile. “You have no idea 

what you’re in for, do you? Well, I guess it doesn’t 
really matter. They’ll be sure to let you know when 
they are good and ready. The question you have to 
ask yourself is, are you ready?” She stood and walked 
away from the table and up to Leo and Quinn. She 
kissed them both soundly on the mouth and told them 



good luck. She stopped again at the table on her way 
to the door. “Tonight you are the envy of every 
woman in the club.” 

She walked through the exit, leaving Katie in a 
state of shock. 

Leo leaned over the girl attached to the rope 
swing between them and spoke to Quinn. Whatever 
he said made him look over at her, and she fought not 
to squirm under his gaze. Quinn laughed and left the 
platform and headed directly for her. 

Uh oh. 
He dismissed the other women at the table and 

seated himself next to Katie. 
“Having fun?” He took a swig of water from the 

bottle he’d left on the table earlier. 
“Not really. Your groupies are the most boring 

women I have ever met. Although just calling them 
women is a stretch.” 

He couldn’t hold back a smile on that one. She’d 
hit the nail on the head and not even he could deny it. 
Not many women who came to Purgatory and lined 
up for the rope swing were really all that affected by 
the touch of the rope, at least not that she could see. 
Instead they were just looking for a cheap thrill. 

“Leo and I have learned to tune them out. You do 
get used to it after a while.” He leaned in closer, 



enough to whisper in her ear. “You’re fidgeting, Katie. 
Why?” 

“I thought you brought me down here to be tied 
into the swing.” 

“You thought we were going to do that here?” 
Leo’s voice sounded from over Quinn’s shoulder. 

“Well—uhm—yeah, I guess so.” Feeling 
embarrassed, she hoped her face wasn’t as red as she 
thought. 

“I might not have been completely clear as to 
when...” 

“What do you mean?” She whispered the 
question, anger filling her as she spoke. She uncrossed 
her legs and moved to stand—it was time to go. She’d 
thought to offer them her submission, but for some 
reason they simply wanted to humiliate her. 

Leo placed his hands on her shoulder and took 
the seat behind her. “Your first time shouldn’t be in 
public, but it should be now and with us. Do you 
really want to deny it? You should probably think 
about that before answering me. I expect you to be 
honest with yourself as well as with us. Anything else 
will be met with punishment.” 

Katie’s cheeks flushed hot at Leo’s words as she 
stumbled with a response. “I—I—would never be 
dishonest.” 



“That’s not what I meant and you know it, 
sweetheart. You have a good heart, but you hide 
behind your wall. You want to submit but you won’t 
open yourself up to it.” Leo’s fingers tapped along her 
shoulders, rubbing the bare flesh. “But that’s what 
we’re here for. We are both going to ask a lot of you 
tonight, are you prepared for that? Do you want it?” 

Her gaze lifted and met Quinn’s directly as she 
struggled with the irritation and fear. His laughter 
had been replaced with an intensity that took her 
breath away and made it difficult to look at him. 

Katie glanced again at Quinn but focused on Leo 
touching her. She’d waited so long to hear the words, 
she wasn’t sure she could believe them. Yes, she 
wanted them, but would she ever be the same again 
afterwards? 

Leo was right, though, her own issues prevented 
her from giving in and really she just needed to relax 
and live a little. 

“I’m scared.” 
“If you weren’t I don’t think either of us would be 

talking to you. We both take your submission very 
seriously.” Leo continued to massage and stroke her 
shoulders and she damn near melted into his skillful 
hands, it felt so good. They’d kept her on edge for 
hours and she’d soaked her panties in anticipation of 



their touch. Now here they were, and they were 
giving her one last chance to back out. She wasn’t 
going to take it. 

“I’m sure.” Her quiet, simple statement brought 
out a wicked grin on Quinn’s face, and Leo pressed 
his lips to the back of her neck while his hands 
continued to roam her arms and torso. 

“I can’t wait to get you out of this corset and tie 
you up for myself.” Leo’s words sent a quick pulse 
straight to her already tight nipples and renewed heat 
pooled between her thighs. 

When Quinn leaned forward and placed his 
hands on her knees, she nearly shot out of the chair. 
His touch electrified her. 

“Spread your legs for me, Katie,” he demanded. 
Surprised by the sudden changes of the two men, 

she hesitated before letting her legs fall slightly apart, 
giving Quinn the access he sought. Grateful she’d 
taken the time to pamper her body before she came to 
the club, she held her breath as his fingers slid up her 
thighs and underneath the hem of her skirt. 

“Are you wet, sweetheart?” She shivered at the 
kiss of Leo’s warm breath on her skin as he spoke to 
her again, trying to distract her from the fact that 
Quinn was scant inches away from her pussy. 

“Yes.” Her husky answer gave away just how 



aroused she was, but did little to relieve the tension 
building or the wanting for them to hurry up and get 
on with it. In fact, she was beginning to care less and 
less about being in public, which gave her a better 
understanding as to why so many submissives in the 
club went so far in their play with others watching. At 
some point during the play there comes a time, she 
knew, when you don’t care about anything but 
feeling. Something that no amount of research or 
observation could make someone understand. 

She closed her eyes and held her breath when 
Quinn grazed the soft fabric between her legs. She 
bucked her hips toward his hand and a small groan 
escaped her lips. 

“Oh yeah, Leo, she’s ready. So fucking wet and 
hot.” His fingers pushed aside her panties and slid 
through her slick folds, glancing across her swollen 
clit. She whimpered in pleasure as Leo grabbed her 
chin and twisted her head to the side so he could 
capture her lips in a hungry and demanding kiss. 
Pleasure arrowed through her as one man teased her 
clit and the other kissed her senseless. Losing focus, 
her instincts took over and her body began to build 
toward an orgasm. When she didn’t think she could 
hold it back, she tore her mouth from Leo and pleaded 
for more. 



“No, baby, not yet.” With that statement Quinn 
gave her clit a hard little pinch that took not only her 
breath but also quelled her impending orgasm. 
Moments later she panted for air and her eyes watered 
with threatening tears. “Just breathe, Katie, in through 
your nose and out of your mouth. Open your eyes and 
look at me.” 

She did open her eyes and looked around to see 
several people watching her display before settling 
her gaze on Quinn. Her body flushed hotly with 
embarrassment as he withdrew his hand and resettled 
her skirt back in place. 

“I think we’re done here and it’s time to go 
home.” For a minute she thought Leo meant they were 
done with her and wanted her to go on her way, but 
then he stood and grabbed her hand to pull her along 
with him. “Give your keys to Quinn so he can follow 
us with your car, you’re going home with us.” 

She didn’t argue, she couldn’t. Her body raged 
with need and a desire for these two men like never 
before. She figured even one night of pleasure with 
the elusive men would last her a very long time, and 
she wasn’t about to turn it down. 

**** 
Surprised by how quickly they arrived at their 

place, she became fascinated with the one-room loft in 



the industrial area of downtown. The large space was 
essentially split in half with a small open-air kitchen 
and large living area filled with leather couches and 
chairs and enough electronics to make any Best Buy 
geek jealous. At each end of the room were large, 
king-sized beds covered with black suede comforters 
and a couple of chest of drawers. The walls were 
covered with framed black and white prints of women 
in various states of undress and tied in every possible 
position an imagination could think of. 

But it was the idea that the two of them lived 
together with no privacy from the other that intrigued 
her the most. She’d often wondered if they were 
lovers as they seemed so in sync with each other, not 
to mention all the stories she’d heard about them 
sharing women when they played. Did they share 
each other when there weren’t any women around? 
An image of their naked bodies writhing on one of 
those beds together flashed through her mind and she 
let out a low moan. 

“Are you okay, Katie?” 
She jerked her head to meet Quinn’s gaze as her 

heart beat faster at being caught in a dark fantasy she 
wasn’t about to share with anyone. 

 “Hmm. Wouldn’t I like to know what you were 
just thinking of? “ 



“I’m—uhm—no.” She pushed those crazy 
thoughts from her brain and concentrated on her 
surroundings once again. “Nice place you have here. 
Suits you both.” 

“Thanks, we like it.” Quinn led her further into 
the loft, next to the seating area. Leo took a seat on one 
of the couches directly in front of her and Quinn 
walked around behind her, leaving her to face Leo 
with him at her back. His fingers went to the laces of 
her corset and slowly began to loosen them. Her body 
heaved a sigh of relief as she inhaled a deep, relaxing 
breath. 

“That’s it, Katie, relax and let Quinn work his 
magic.” 

She loved the rough, dark timbre of Leo’s voice—
its inherent power soothed her rough edges. She 
smiled and continued her deep breaths. 

“Yes, Sir.” 
“Now that’s more like it.” His hands rubbed 

against his jeans-covered thighs slowly, up and down 
their length. Her gaze immediately went to the 
growing bulge in his lap, which she tried to avert her 
eyes away from but couldn’t. Instead she thought only 
of kneeling there on the floor before him and freeing 
his erection so she could suck him. Her mouth 
watered with desire to know his taste. To feel his hand 



on her head as he fucked her mouth. 
Oh, dear God, she was so horny. 
“We know you’ve heard of safe, sane, and 

consensual. Do you have a safe word?” 
She shook her head. 
“Okay then for tonight you will use the word 

‘red.’ If you use it, all play will stop. Understood?” 
“Yes, Sir.” Although stopping was the furthest 

thing from her mind. 
Quinn drew out her laces one by one before he 

finally finished releasing her from the corset and 
whisked it off her body and tossed it into an empty 
chair. Cool air rushed across her skin and her nipples 
pebbled instantly. Strong, masculine fingers traced the 
indented curve of her waist before sliding up her 
rounded stomach to cup a plump breast in each hand. 
She sighed in pure ecstasy at his touch. 

 “Have you ever had your breasts bound?” 
“No.” Her answer came out barely a whisper. She 

found it hard to talk when she couldn’t even think. 
Her body felt like it was on fire and her pussy 
creamed harder in response. The scent of her heat 
filled the air around them and she was certain they 
could both smell it. 

“There are so many ways I can work the rope 
around you, it’s hard to pick just one.” Leo’s fingers 



pulled and strummed her aching nipples as he spoke. 
A sigh escaped her lips as she arched into his hands, 
praying he wouldn’t stop. 

“Take off your skirt.” With shaky fingers she 
fumbled with the button and the zipper before 
shimmying the skirt down her hips and thighs. Leo 
scooped her skirt from the floor and tossed it out of 
the way. 

“Do you have a favorite design?” She suspected 
that some of the Shibari patterns would be, and she 
could imagine how sensual he would make her look 
and feel tied up in one. 

His hands dropped to her side and he took a step 
away from her. She looked at Leo in alarm, who with 
a simple look reassured her everything was fine. 

Quinn walked over to a tall cabinet in the corner 
and opened the front panel to reveal row after row of 
coiled rope in every color imaginable. 

“This is our private rope collection, Katie. Each 
one has been hand colored with a specific person or 
design in mind. He reached in to the top shelf and 
removed an exquisite magenta colored strand and 
moved back toward her. “This is the one we designed 
specifically for you, babe. We’ve been saving it.” 

“You were that sure of me?” Quinn merely 
smiled. “You planned tonight?” 



“We’ve been planning tonight for a long time, 
sweetheart. We just had to wait until we thought you 
were ready.” 

She shivered a little from the cold and from the 
confidence that these two men had in her. Could she 
possibly live up to it? “And you think I’m ready 
now?” 

“Yes.” They replied in unison. 
Quinn unfurled the rope and draped it over her 

shoulders. The dark burgundy color against her fair 
skin stood out stark and beautiful. They were right 
about it being a good color for her. 

Her favorite dress was in that exact shade. In fact, 
last month she’d worn that sexy outfit to the club and 
Leo had complimented her on it. 

Leo stood from the couch and paced toward her, 
stopping mere inches from her nude body. His fingers 
grabbed the edges of the rope and pulled her forward 
against him as he slanted his mouth across hers. His 
tongue plunged through her lips, taking her with an 
unexpected hunger. Her own body responded as she 
rubbed against him, spreading her legs just enough 
for the rough fabric of his pants to scrape against her 
clit. She moaned into his mouth as he pulled the rope 
tighter, forcing it to dig into the skin on the back of her 
neck. 



Hands grasped at the globes of her ass, spreading 
them, and a finger ran along the crack. She’d never 
had two men touching her at the same time, and their 
attention was a heady sensation as they pinched, 
pulled, and prodded her sensitive spots. Every 
movement came with a spark of both pain and 
pleasure as they experimented with her body. 

When Leo pulled from her lips she wanted to beg 
and plead for more, but she instinctively knew better. 
Two experienced Dominants working her body were 
only going to give her what they wanted and nothing 
more. She had to be patient. He tied a knot into the 
rope at her throat, which rested in the hollow like a 
necklace. Leo continued to make a series of knots at 
short intervals all the way to the apex between her 
thighs. 

Quinn’s hands moved across her back and under 
her arms to her front. When he wrapped a separate 
section of rope between the knots that Leo had tied 
and pulled them tight around her back, it created a 
diamond pattern on her chest. He tied off the rope and 
repeated the process with each new section until she 
had a series of diamonds trailing down her torso 
straight to her pussy. Occasionally the last knot 
rubbed against her clit, causing her to lose her breath 
and focus every damn time. 



With a wicked smile Leo bent down to pull the 
rope between her legs. She’d seen this pattern before 
and she knew they would attach the rope work in the 
front to what Quinn had done in the back and, oh dear 
God, that rope would nestle between her folds and 
run up her ass to her back. 

Already her body flamed hot. The scrapes and 
tugs of the ropes against her skin drove her mad, and 
she just knew that if that knot rubbed her just a little 
bit more she would explode. 

On the verge of begging to come, Katie cried out 
when Leo buried his face between her legs. His tongue 
speared the slick, heated folds, licking at her juice but 
not touching her swollen clit. Instead he slid 
downward and plunged his tongue inside her as deep 
as he could get it. Her head lolled backwards against 
Quinn’s chest as he braced her arms with his hands to 
keep her from falling. 

“Whatever you do, Katie, don’t come without 
permission.” 

Was he kidding? She wanted to scream in 
frustration as she tried to wriggle away from Leo’s 
tempting tongue. Her attempts to stop him were 
futile. He simply grabbed her ass and held her tight 
against his face, while he continued to work her pussy 
with his hot tongue. She wanted to cry. Their demand 



for her to not come under these conditions was 
unreasonable. She wouldn’t—couldn’t hold back. 

“I—I can’t stop it. Please, please, it’s...” 
Her words died as Quinn pinched her nipples so 

hard it took her breath away. The demanding need to 
come died with the onset of such sharp, unexpected 
pain. Tears sprang to her eyes. 

“Don’t worry, babe, if you can’t control it, I will.” 
His firm words settled around her like a blanket. He 
and Leo had every intention of taking their pleasure as 
needed but, just as important, they would take care of 
her. In that moment they were everything to her and 
that warm feeling not only eased her pain but left her 
with the desire to please them like never before. 

With a few last frenzied licks to her over 
sensitized tissues, Leo not only brought her right back 
to the brink of orgasm but he pulled away from her 
then, denying her a release. 

Her gaze latched onto his at the sight of him 
licking his lips. “Such a good girl. Tastes good too,” 
Leo spoke as he threaded the rope between her soaked 
flesh, turning it over to Quinn, who pulled it tight 
enough so that the texture of the rope touched every 
sensitive spot she could think of. Quinn settled the last 
knot snugly against her hard little clit. 

If she moved even a tiny fraction, teasing pleasure 



fractured through her, which was designed precisely 
to drive her crazy. When the rope was secure, Quinn 
delivered a sharp little blow to her ass. “Now the real 
fun can begin. But first, don’t you want to see how 
gorgeous you look now? Tied just for us?” 

 “Yes.” It was all she could manage. Even deep 
breathing moved the rope enough to excite her. 

He grabbed her hand and pulled her behind him. 
A gasp of pleasure forced its way from her mouth 
with each step. The simple movement of one step in 
front of another moved the tight rope along her pussy 
and ass, a constant press and release of pure bliss that 
made it difficult to think. 

“Feels so good, doesn’t it?” She nodded. “You’re 
not going to come until I tell you to, right?”  

“Yes, Sir.”  
He stopped her in front of a full-length mirror 

that gave her a first glimpse of her rope-clad body. 
Normally a little self conscious about her nudity, what 
they’d done to her, the beautiful rope work, made her 
proud of the way she looked. 

“Oh my God, it’s stunning!” She tried to fight 
back the tears that welled in her eyes, but a few leaked 
out anyway. “You’ve made me so beautiful.” 

Both men stepped closer and embraced her 
between them. 



“No, Katie, you were already beautiful beyond 
measure, we just showed you how much.” 

“I don’t know what to say,” she whispered. 
“Thank you.” 

“Don’t thank us yet, let’s see how you feel when 
we are done playing with you.” 

A healthy dose of fear shot through her, but not 
enough to bring her back from the euphoria they had 
created. She felt so good right now, she almost didn’t 
care what they did as long as she got to come soon. 

“Do you still remember your safe word?” She 
nodded. “What is it? I need you to say it.”  

“Red.” 
“Okay then, go get up on that bench then and get 

down on all fours for us, baby.” 
She looked over to where Leo pointed and saw a 

black leather padded bench only a few feet away. She 
took a deep breath to steady herself because she knew 
even a few feet of movement could be enough to make 
her come, and she couldn’t do that until they said. 

She moaned with agonizing pleasure when she 
moved toward the bench, the continued rubbing 
against her sensitive flesh almost more than she could 
bear. 

Her steps faltered. “Please.” 
“Almost, baby. Just do as you’re told and we’ll 



take care of you. Trust in that.” She heard the rustling 
of clothes being removed behind her as she took the 
last few steps and got into position as requested. With 
her ample ass high in the air and nothing to cover 
herself, feelings of vulnerability mixed with pure 
decadence washed through her. She watched both 
men approach her, Leo carrying a crop and Quinn a 
wicked grin. 

She stared at their erections in awe. More heat 
spiked through her as she waited for them to touch 
her. Two gorgeous but drastically different men. 
Together they both wanted her, and everything she 
had dreamt of was coming true. 

Quinn stepped in front of her and laced his hands 
through her hair. “You really have been such a good 
girl and I think you deserve a reward. Open wide, 
baby.” He placed the tip of his cock against her lips 
and she opened her mouth, more than eager to taste 
him. She stroked the head of him with a long, slow 
lick before swirling along the more sensitive 
underside. His masculine heat and taste exploded on 
her tongue as she delved farther along the shaft with 
her mouth, his thick length stretching her lips around 
him. A deep, sexy groan from Quinn filled the quiet 
space of their apartment. 

More. She wanted more. 



So distracted by the luxurious feel of Quinn’s dick 
in her mouth, she’d forgotten for a moment about Leo 
behind her until she felt the touch of a small, cool strip 
of leather against one bare ass cheek. He caressed 
circles along her skin and took his time going back 
and forth from one globe to another. His hand 
grabbed the rope that ran along her ass and pussy and 
she nearly came with a jolt. 

She needed to beg again, but it was impossible to 
talk with Quinn’s cock stuffed in her mouth, and his 
hands in her hair holding him all the way to the back 
of her throat. Katie relaxed her throat and did her best 
attempt to swallow against his flesh. 

 “Fuck!” His hands tightened in her hair and the 
muscles in his body visibly tensed. “Our little girl and 
her dirty little mouth are going to make me come 
soon.” 

She reveled in the pride his words gave her until 
a sharp crack across her bottom shot an intense 
piercing pain throughout her backside and straight to 
her clit. It hurt—oh God, it hurt— but damn if she 
didn’t want him to do it again. 

A deeper burning built in her womb as her inner 
muscles jerked in response. Before she could consider 
how to control it, another blow from the crop landed 
on the opposite cheek. Her mouth tightened around 



Quinn on a low, deep wail. He was going to make her 
come and she wouldn’t be able to stop it this time. 
Pleasure seared through her until she thought she was 
burning alive. 

“Oh yes, Katie, suck my fucking cock.” 
Spurred on by his words, she worked him harder 

and faster. Leo’s hands did something with the rope 
behind her as it fell away from her pussy. The release 
of the pressure against her clit and ass should have 
given her a measure of relief, or an ability to control 
the building orgasm, but it didn’t. It was too late. 

Quinn thrust in and out of her mouth in a rapid, 
frenzied pace. Pushing his dick a fraction deeper in 
her throat each time. Pleased with the wildness of his 
actions and desperate to taste him, to have all of him 
inside her, she tightened her mouth and stroked her 
tongue at the same pace he fucked her mouth. 

“Fuck. Yes. Baby!” His words were short and 
clipped with agony until she felt a blast of hot semen 
cross her tongue. She didn’t—couldn’t—stop or slow 
as she continued to suck him as he filled her mouth 
with his release, eager for every drop. 

“My turn.” 
With one long and deep thrust, Leo plunged his 

cock into her juice-soaked pussy. She cried out around 
Quinn as she was stretched and filled to capacity. He 



immediately withdrew to the tip and sank back into 
her body with just as much force. 

“Give it to us, Katie, it’s ours. Your come is ours 
now.” 

She couldn’t quite comprehend Quinn’s words. 
Not with Leo’s cock pounding into her, building an 
intensity that was completely out of her control. 

“Say it, Katie,” Quinn demanded 
 “Please. Please. I can’t—”  
“Say it or he’ll stop.”  
Her body bucked with every stroke, and she was 

lost in arousal. Fingers touched her breasts, her 
back...everywhere.  

“Ours.” Leo snarled the word.  
“Yes!” she screamed out to them, so desperate 

now. “Both of yours.” A finger pressed against her clit 
and her body exploded. 

Fracturing her into tiny bits of light and pleasure 
as her body rocketed against them in spasms. 

Her legs and arms weakened, unable to support 
her any longer. She reached out for something to hold 
onto and grabbed the railing in front of her. 

She cried out over and over again as the strongest 
release of her life quaked over her. Her pulse beat 
with the ever increasing volume of the music until 
finally a bit of reality began to sink in again. 



Wait a minute. What am I holding on to? She pried 
her eyes open to find herself standing at the railing in 
the club. She glanced around to the hundreds of 
people around her. Most of them didn’t see her, but a 
few watched her with curiosity, some with blatant 
desire if she wasn’t mistaken. 

Oh. My. God. No! 
Heat and humiliation coursed through her as she 

realized that she had just orgasmed right here in front 
of all these people while lost in a daydream about Leo 
and Quinn. She wanted to run and hide from the 
embarrassment. How could this happen to her, she 
hadn’t even been drinking. 

Leo and Quinn. 
They were just below her. She’d been watching 

Leo tie up another girl. She looked straight ahead at 
the stage, too afraid to look down. She had to get out 
of here. She would have to force herself to walk 
through the crowded club all the way to the exit and 
pray no one said a word to her. But first...she had to 
look down. Had to know if they’d noticed. Surely not. 
They were always so busy. 

She took a deep calming breath and released on a 
nice slow exhale. She tilted her head down and 
looked. They both stood there, ropes in hand, staring 
up at her. Her gaze connected with Quinn and then 



with Leo. They both stared at her with such intensity 
and arousal that she thought the heat and 
embarrassment flushing her face would kill her. 

Quinn was first to break into a smile. A grin so 
wide there was no mistaking just what they had 
witnessed. 

Leo crooked his finger at her and motioned for 
her to come down. She wanted to duck and hide, but 
something deep within her wanted them more. She 
was a grown woman, and she could handle the fact 
that she had just had an orgasm in public. Hell, this 
was a fetish club, after all, and that kind of thing 
happened all the time here. 

Just not to her. 
She hesitated and Quinn’s expression grew 

serious and mouthed one word to her. The one she’d 
waited for. 

“Ours.” 
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