Sodom and Gomorrah
Author’s Note: The idea of this place has been in my head for a long time, but every time I try, I just can’t seem to visualize the people that go there. Ladies, if you think you belong there, please feel free to email me with your appearance, what you’d be wearing there, and what your character would go through. Please remember I’m busy so it might be a few weeks before I can respond. The more descriptive, the more apt of ending up as a story… of course, pictures help too. Hope to hear from you at HarleyRider668(@)gmail.com

It used to be a school building. But the city had moved on and the building had been sold. From the outside, all the windows are blacked out and barred. If you listen hard you can hear the beats of music. The grounds are secluded by trees with plenty of parking, but though there are several entrances, there are really only two that are used by the patrons. Because we’re new, we must go in through the front.
It used to be the gymnasium, but the walls had been painted a dark red and it had been turned into a dance club. Across one end there’s a VIP balcony, and the other is the owner’s. Along the walls are tables and couches, the center is the dance are. There are always people on the floor, but it’s never crowded. People like to watch as much as they like the dancing. This is for the public, and people dress provocatively, but they also stay covered. Here a short dress, there a mesh top showing off a pink bra, if you look close, you can see the occasional Dom/sub couple, using the public place to further humiliate, though it must be done casually and tastefully, usually on the VIP balcony. Alongside the balcony, where the VIP’s could look straight down on the dancers, there’s a small cage with a floor constantly moving up and down. There are always girls in it, usually drunk enough they don’t realize the view they’re giving to the people on the floor below them.
We go through the doors in the corner, past the bouncer, into the hall that used to be the bottom floor of the school. There is a stairwell to our right, but instead we go to what used to be a classroom across the hall. Within it had been converted into a changing room. There are private stalls for when the Doms allow, three of which are occupied, and two subs are blushing red as they’re changing in the middle of the room, one into a school girl outfit, the other a white dress both way too thin and way too tight for modesty.

There is a locker room further back for rent. There’s a St. Andrew’s cross against the wall with a blindfolded, large chested slave left for the amusement of whoever chooses. Her nipples are red and sore, as are her tender pussy lips. Cum is dribbling from her shaven orifice.
Going back out, we go further down the hall. The next door on the right turns out to be a shop, within full of leather goods. It takes the place of two of the classrooms, and lining the walls are all manner of leather garments. There is a young woman and her Dom within. She’s wearing a flannel shirt tied under her chest, a bit being strapped around her head forcing her mouth open. Drool is already dribbling down onto her chest. Her Dom is making the purchase.

The next three rooms have been turned into a sex shop. There are no Doms in now, just the house sub in her lace bra, panties, stockings and heels behind the scant counter. There’s a blue collar around her neck. The walls are chocked full of toys with an emphasis on the bondage and submission aspect of it.
Now at the end of the hall, we ascend the stairs, on the next floor there’s a red runner down the center of the hall. There are subs and Doms meandering down the halls in various kinds of punishment and games. Looking in the door to the right, there’s a women’s clothing store. There is a massive selection covering all range of tastes. Everything from evening gowns to overalls to children’s clothing and onsies that have been sized for adult wear. There is, of course, also a large selection of women’s undergarments, but nothing that the owner had deemed something he wouldn’t want to see anyone wear. Sorry no granny panties in this store. Within there are several couples searching to change the appearance of the slaves. Most noticeably is a large chested blonde in pig tails. We catch the barest glimpse of the flimsy, pink, ruffled panties and bra as she zips up the front of a pink footy pajama. Her cheeks are bright red from the embarrassment of being forced to wear it.

Across the hall is the first of the dungeons. There are chains along the walls, some of them in use; whimpers and screams from the abused slaves; and several Doms in the middle of it all bodily and noisily fucking their toys.
As we walk back out, there’s a Mistress dressed in all black leather sporting a massive, rubber strap on. The slave on her knees before her dressed in a skirt so short it might as well have been a belt was painfully trying to stretch her red painted lips around the fake cock.

We ease around them, taking pleasure in walking, and step into the room with a large, gold ‘2’ on the door. Within this second dungeon, there is of course, more mingling among the masters and using of the slaves. There is a stage in this room though, sporting several shows a night. As we look, there’s a slave on all fours whose master is degrading over the microphone. She’s hanging her head in shame as her deepest secrets and fantasies are being told. She’s to be gang banged after the show.

Continuing down, we pass a petite brunette whose pale skin is scrawled over with lewd drawings in black marker. We’re offered to add by her master and handed a black Sharpie. We make our addition and continue on. The next door on the left is marked “BATH”.
There are three hot tubs within. Masters are relaxing. Slaves are wearing slinky swim suits or nothing at all, feeding them, catering to them, sometimes up to their necks in the water getting fed themselves, cheeks puffed out. There’s one bent at the waist over the edge with her mistress behind her bringing the older slave to orgasm after orgasm.

On the right there’s a piercing and tattoo shop. We choose to walk on by, hearing whimpering within and only imagining what a particular slave might be going through.

At the stairwell, there’s a doorway blocking the stairs going up. It’s the way to the owner’s private living quarters. It’s rumored that he keeps his own harem of slaves up there, possibly even the video feeds to secret cameras over the entire place. Since we can’t go up, we go back down. At the base of the stairway there’s a large bathroom. We peek in.
There are the typical urinals to the right and stalls further on. To the left there are sinks and beyond them larger stalls for the Doms that prefer the services of their slaves to toilets. Centered along the back wall is a woman strapped down in a large tub. We can’t keep but looking. The girl within blinks up at us. Her mouth had been forced wide open and a funnel sticking up out of it. We can see her tongue wriggling at the bottom. Over her chest there are bubbly spots of spit that had been rained down on her. You can only imagine what her helpless mouth had been subjected to. That’s not the worst of her blight though. Her knees are pulled up and strapped tightly to the sides of the tub. Her shaved pussy is untouched but for a spray of cum, but another funnel had been placed in her ass, as we look in, we see piss sitting at the bottom of it, slowly draining into her.

We leave and go down the few steps into the addition. On the left hand side is a door that leads to the solitary room. As we look in, many of the slaves within look at us hopefully, hoping we’re their masters returned. They’re chained to the walls, strapped to benches, tied in various uncomfortable positions. One poor unfortunate is on her trembling tiptoes trying to keep from sitting on an angled board tucked tight between her pussy lips, punishing her tender parts. We leave them to their torment and go to the room across the hall.

The auction has started on the stage to the left. We turn to the right and grab a burger from the cook, whose bright red dress was so short we saw a flash of her white panties when she took a step and can see all the way down the cleavage of her ass when she turns. We eat as we watch the auctioneer bring all the slaves onto the stage. When packaging is so important, their owners, and those who sell themselves for the night, have gone past just putting up on stage naked.
The first woman is led out in a long, elegant evening dress. Her hair and makeup is perfect, the black nylons visible between her heels and the hem of her gown. A wedding ring is visible on her finger. The next two were men, probably just desperate for sex. After them, a woman fully decked out in a white bridal gown. Again every little detail was done to make it look as real as possible, right down to the makeup and lace veil. The next woman was cinched tightly into a leather corset that offered up her bare tits and her smooth-shaven pussy was on complete display. Her face was a leather mask, completely covered but a pony tail jutting out the back and a steel ring keeping her mouth wedged open. Her legs were shod in fishnet and tipped with tall heels. Her arms were buckled at her back and all her clothing donned locks to make it impossible to remove. She was no more useful for anything more than being a toy.
The next offering was a young woman wearing a thin, blue nighty through which all her underclothes were visible, and the last was a submissive man wearing a wig, makeup, and dressed fully women’s clothes. There are many Dom’s interested, but our interest hasn’t been piqued. We can tell that Sodom is about to grow to be a whole lot more exciting, but for now we must leave.

At the door we promise to return soon.

