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“Her name is Dulcinea, her country El Toboso, a village of La Mancha, her rank must be at least that of a princess, since she is my queen and lady, and her beauty superhuman, since all the impossible and fanciful attributes of beauty which the poets apply to their ladies are verified in her; for her hairs are gold, her forehead Elysian fields, her eyebrows rainbows, her eyes suns, her cheeks roses, her lips coral, her teeth pearls, her neck alabaster, her bosom marble, her hands ivory, her fairness snow, and what modesty conceals from sight such, I think and imagine, as rational reflection can only extol, not compare.”

– Don Quixote by Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra

––––––––
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SHE LOUNGED ON THE chaise, admiring the shine on her knee-high, black leather boots. Her matching corset hugged her tighter than a lover, and desire shivered through the air. The room was soundproofed and luxuriously decorated in velvet and silks. The absolute quiet of her inner sanctum was a salve to her riotous thoughts. 

Donna Delmarco, aka Dulcinea, wasn’t sure how she was going to make rent on her club Chivalry this month. They were a full nude club, so they couldn’t sell alcohol, and that was killing her. No matter how creative her bartenders were, a blood orange spritzer didn’t take the edge off like a whiskey sour with a smoked cinnamon stick infused into the glass.

With some fast talking, a bribe here and there, she had been able to segment her place so there was a small bar area, up front. The waitresses served in bondage gear and pasties. The waiters slung drinks wearing thongs and harnesses. But once you crossed over into the members only club, through a set of doors guarded by buff men with tattoos, it was a world of BDSM fantasy—as long as you didn’t want a glass of champagne.

She had to knock this off. This wasn’t the headspace she needed to be in right now. Her VIP customers, the ones that had kept her afloat this past year, were waiting for a live sex show, where she was in command of the dungeon. They were expecting her to be a goddess, an otherworldly creature of pain and pleasure. She would take, as well as give, until she earned her reputation, and the thousands of dollars they spent for the experience.

If only she had a few sugar daddies to ease the pinch.

A soft rap came at the door.

“Enter,” she said. It had begun. Taking a deep breath, she cast aside Donna and became Dulcinea.

Rico, the brave ruler of her harem, strode in, his eyes downcast and his posture reverent. His bald head gleamed in the soft light. He was also dressed all in leather, his vest open to reveal his muscular chest and pierced nipples. She dipped her leg to the side, exposing herself to him under the short skirt she wore. He took a deep breath but did not raise his eyes.

“They are assembled, Mistress Dulcinea.”

She took his outstretched hand and pulled herself to her feet. The heels of her boots would allow her to look him straight in eyes, if he dared to raise them. She waited, but he was better trained than that. With a grin, she tugged on his nipple ring. He swallowed hard.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She trailed her palm down his chiseled abs and rested it over his cock. Holding her hand there, she waited until she felt him harden. She rubbed it, leaning in to lick his neck. When her teeth nipped at him, Rico drew in a breath. Reveling in the slight tremor that coursed through his body, she gave him one last pat and drew a long switch out of the holster she wore on her thigh.

“Let's go,” Dulcinea said, tapping him on the hip with it. 

Rico followed her out the door. She could feel his eyes on her body as if he were touching her. Sauntering towards the playroom, she felt the anticipation building with each step she took. The realities of her finances shifted away, and peace settled into her chest. She was born to do this. She’d find a way to make it work. She always did. 

The heavy, red brocade drapes hid her entrance to the room. Glancing out in between the curtains, she saw that her slaves were properly kneeling on the stage and their guests were sitting on the floor on colorful pillows and mats below them. 

The theater was filled. Rico told her they had a waiting list, and people had been turned away. She loved that the shows were growing in popularity. They were an extra stream of income, and she was thinking of putting in a Thursday show as well.

They had a full crowd of 30 men and women, each paying $1,000 a ticket for the chance to be chosen for the live action sex show. She recognized almost everyone, but there were a few new faces. Chivalry catered individually to its members’ needs. She had worked with most of these guests in one form or another. The newbies gave her a moment's pause, though. They must have worked with her Doms or Dommes and paid an extraordinary fee for skipping their one-on-one meeting with her.

See? Things were looking up already.

It bothered her that she didn’t know their hard limits and their sexual preferences. Still, they wouldn’t be seated in this room unless they knew what to expect and had signed all the legal waivers. Besides, she was a pretty good judge of things, and you didn’t really go to a live sex show or a club like Chivalry, if you were a prude. 

The crowd’s anticipation was almost palpable. Dulcinea let them wait a few minutes more.

Matteo, whose name meant gift of God, held a tray of goblets in one arm. She had sampled some of his gifts and grew warm at the thought of commanding him tonight. He was built like Rico, but he had medium length black hair that he kept in a tight ponytail against the nape of his neck. The tray he carried was very heavy, yet his arm did not tremble. The ten chilled glasses were full of watermelon and rosemary infused water, an aphrodisiac drink for the women. He was naked from the waist up, and his black cotton pants would drop on command, revealing he wore nothing underneath.

Perlita, her rare pearl, was serving the men their drinks. She was completely naked, except for the pearl belt that held the vibrator inside her pussy. Once the guests were served, she would come up on stage and kneel with Dulcinea’s other sex slaves.

The men in the audience were offered an orange and basil infused water. The flavonoids in the basil helped the blood flow into certain areas. That, and Perlita was instructed to drag her breasts or her ass against them to also stimulate them.

Personally, Dulcinea wished she could just serve a hearty, red wine.

Stop obsessing about the profit and loss. That’s not sexy for anyone. 

Unless she decided to get into financial domination, which could be fun. But that was something to think about when she wasn’t about to perform in front of a live audience.

Dulcinea was surprised to see her chief of security standing directly opposite her at the far end of the room. Was there something wrong?  Alonso, whose name appropriately meant ready for battle, hated these intimate shows. He thought they were an insurance liability, and a lawsuit waiting to happen. She wasn’t worried. She had very good lawyers, and even better contacts in the local police and judicial systems.

Still, all the sex and BDSM made him nervous. She had a feeling he was vanilla as Haagen Dazs, and uptight to boot. He preferred to watch over the dungeon on cameras, sending his men out to keep order. Alonso upheld the rules of her sex club through a headset where he would bark orders, unless the situation required his expertise in knocking heads together. 

Fantasizing about him was her go to scenario when she needed to prepare for an erotic scene. Alonso could be a modern-day pirate, with his eye patch and the long scar on his cheek. She had never seen him undressed, but in her fantasy he was battle scarred all over his magnificent body. He towered over Rico and Matteo, and even made her feel tiny. Alonso was also adamant about not mixing business with pleasure. And since Dulcinea had more than enough pleasure at every turn, she'd reluctantly stopped her pursuit of him. His background in the military and some secret government agency that she wasn't even sure existed, made him more valuable to her as a protector than a plaything. 

Dulcinea frowned. He knew the rules, though. Nothing should get in the way of the audience’s complete immersion in the fantasy. Alonso, however, wasn't dressed for the playroom, wearing his usual black T-shirt and cargo pants instead of 17th Century Spanish garb. She wasn't surprised that he was glaring directly at her. How he could see her through the sliver of curtain, though, she'd never know.

Alonso didn't like how isolated she was during her shows; he had warned her about her attitude. He said that all it would take was one man overpowering her to destroy the illusion that she wasn't vulnerable. He had no faith in her abilities, or her sense of self-preservation. Rico and Matteo were capable of handling any guest intent on violence in the playroom. Truthfully, the guest wouldn't dare behave badly for fear of banishment. And Club Chivalry only catered to those who had passed a rigorous lifestyle test, and signed waivers allowing her carte blanche to do whatever she pleased with their bodies.

Ignoring the demand in Alonso's eyes, Dulcinea noted that, at least the playroom guards were in costume. They were dressed as bandits, complete with scimitars that were not props.

If there was a problem concerning the show, Alonso should have come to her dressing room. He was distracting her, and she couldn't have that.

“Why is Alonso here?” she asked Rico, her fingers twisting his nipple ring. He should have warned her.

“I do not know, Mistress,” he said, perspiration dotting his upper lip.

Well, there was nothing she could do about it now. At her nod, Rico pulled a golden, tasseled rope and the curtains parted enough for him to enter. 

“Welcome distinguished guests,” he said, his deep voice rolling out like decadent hot chocolate. “It is my honor to present to you the Domina of the dungeon, and the owner of Club Chivalry, my sweet Mistress Dulcinea.”

The soft conversation stopped as she used the switch in her hand to push aside the fabric. Holstering it, she walked across the stage and down the short steps into the audience. Alonso's gaze was like a laser. Trying to ignore him was useless. She was too aware of him, wanted him under her too badly, to appear unaffected.

She met his gaze and put all of that longing into it. His eyes grew dark and his jaw tight, yet he didn't move. She wanted to brush up against him, tease him into losing his iron self-control, but she would respect his boundaries. Touring around the room, she nodded at her frequent customers. The new faces seemed horny and restless. Even though they paid the premium to be allowed into the exclusive room, Dulcinea still should have been notified and given a copy of their portfolios to study their hard limits. Unless of course, they didn’t have any.

A wicked smile crept across her face, and a few people blanched and looked away. Drinking in the tone and energy of the room, her pussy grew wet and her nipples hardened. They were here for her and she would relish pleasing and torturing them. Pausing before each of them, they kissed her boot with various degrees of worship. When she approached the new members, she could tell already that there would be a problem. She caught Alonso's brief nod as she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. So, that's why he was here.

While her staff had to dress up, the audience could wear whatever made them comfortable. The newbie male was dressed in an expensive three-piece suit. He wore mirrored sunglasses inside the darkened room. It was a wonder he could see anything. It was an insult to her. She whipped them off his face, and grinded them into shards under her boot.

He opened his mouth to protest, then closed it. She slapped him hard, wiping off his sullen expression and replacing it with one of shock. He wasn't worth her voice or her admonishment. Thick gloves encased his hands that were clutching a gold lariat leash. His submissive was naked and shaking. She was either cold, in pain, or afraid. But unlike the pain and fear that led to pleasure and cleansing, the sub was not enjoying herself. Her breasts were tied up sloppily, cutting into her. Clothespins dotted her stomach and her nipples. It was done haphazardly, without thought or care. They offended her. She plucked them off.

“You can’t do that,” the man said. 

She backhanded him without looking at him. Alonso took a step forward. 

“Do that again...” the man warned.

So she did, rocking his head back the other way. She narrowed her eyes on him. Perhaps she should get the weighted glove.

Blood crested at the corner of his mouth. Dulcinea loved the red spot of it, and had she known his medical history, she might have licked it off him. But he was still a mystery and turning out not to be a pleasant one.

Alonso wasn’t quite looming over them, but it was a near thing. Scowling, Dulcinea flicked her fingers at him. It wouldn't do if she caught him in the backswing. Reluctantly, he moved back.

Holding up three fingers, Dulcinea drew the switch.

The man looked down, frowning. It was apparent he knew what was coming next. If he had been warned, then he knew how she would react. That meant he was either courting a beating or trying to defy her. 

The sub shifted as she knelt. Her presentation was sloppy, and also insulting. After moving a complete circle, Dulcinea saw that the tips of the sub's stilettos were digging into the soft parts of her rounded ass. It was far too early in the night for that type of stimulation.

Winding up, Dulcinea struck the man across the back, three times. Each cut of the switch ripped a slice into his inexpensive jacket.

“I’m sorry, Domina,” he ground out after each one. But he didn't sound sorry.

Dulcinea was enraged. This was not the show she wanted to put on. This was not the show her guests were paying for. Oh, they watched with hungry eyes and the schadenfreude of bloodlust, but this discipline wasn't for show. Honor demanded it. She should throw him out. She considered it. She could almost feel Alonso demanding it of her.

Glancing up at the stage, her slaves were in a state of bliss. On the right side of the stage, Perlita and Rita, her treasured pearls, were naked and presenting in perfect form. That was how a submissive should kneel, backs straight, chest out, knees spread, perfectly still. Both wore their red hair in a bob. Perlita had large pink areoles, and in addition to her pearl belt, wore a pearl belly ring that Dulcinea had given her on their five-year anniversary. Rita wore her leather collar with thin chains leading to nipple rings and then down to her clitoral ring.

Dulcinea took a steadying breath. They were beautiful. This was their night. They waited all week to perform for the audience. They were here to tell a sexual story and perform acts of pleasure and pain. That was what her show was about, not the ugly discipline the man had forced her to inflict. She gained peace looking at their serene faces, and their quivering bodies. Their pussies were stuffed with vibrators on a low setting, and both were entering a state of need. Just as Dulcinea planned. She would not let this toad spoil the night for them.

On the left side of the stage, Lope and Raul, her wolves, were also naked, their cocks encased in steel chastity cages that prevented them from getting too hard. Lope’s brown hair was braided down his muscled back. He had a goatee that was silky soft against inner thighs. Raul had short black hair, shaved close to his skull. He was covered in erotic tattoos of men and women engaged in orgies. The lovers wound themselves over his arms, fucked across his chest, and penetrated each other down his legs. Both men had been lovingly oiled, and their vibrators pulsed inside their backsides in a throbbing rhythm.

All four of her slaves had been denied orgasms all week in preparation for the show. Dulcinea wanted them savage, and thoroughly willing to do anything she chose.

Her slaves' desires were a tantalizing pulse going through the audience, setting the scene. However, the suffering of the little sub in front of her was throwing off the evening. Dulcinea didn't mind causing pain. It had its purpose for pleasure and punishment. Both were her domain in this playroom, and she would decide who received it.

“Knife,” she snarled, holding out her hand.

Rico put a jeweled stiletto in her hand.  She cut the ropes binding the sub’s breasts, the sharp blade slicing through the restraints like they were empty promises.

“What are you doing?” the man said.

This time, she punched him in the teeth. Her knuckles stung through the heavy leather gloves she wore. As the man rocked to his feet, Alonso surged forward again. Miracle of miracles, though, he stopped at her raised palm. Rico was a solid presence at her back. She appreciated that Alonso and Rico would protect her, but she didn't need it from this man—even without the blade in her hand.

“You, strip,” she ordered, pointing the stiletto at the man. “You stand,” she told the sub.

After waiting a second to see if the man would comply, Dulcinea walked over to the trembling sub. “Do you wish to leave?”

She handed the stiletto back to Rico. He bowed and backed away, keeping a close eye on the man who was shedding his clothes.

“No, Mistress,” she whispered. “I’ve been wanting to come here all year.”

She clutched the sub's chin. “I am not your Mistress.”

The sub cringed.

“But I could be,” she crooned, stroking one finger down the sub’s stomach to in between her legs. The sub gasped and stepped wider. She was a pretty thing, large breasts and tanned skin. “If you’re willing to play.” Eager and responsive, the sub panted a bit and leaned forward.

“Who am I?” she asked the sub, tracing a soft finger around her clit.

“You are the Domina,” the sub sighed, and although she wasn’t wet, she wasn’t afraid any longer. Pity, Dulcinea had no time to play with her. 

Dulcinea snapped her fingers and up on the dais, Lope rose to his feet in one swift movement. “If you stay,” she said to the woman. “You will be subject to my commands. Do you agree?”

“Yes, M—”the sub caught herself. “Yes, Domina.”

Slick now, the sub’s eyes half closed as Dulcinea continued to slowly circle her finger over the sub’s clit. Lope approached them and then knelt at her feet.

Cupping his handsome face, Dulcinea smiled at him. “Lick her until she comes.”

The sub’s eyes opened wide, as Lope hooked her leg over her shoulder. As he started feasting on the sub, Dulcinea grabbed her by the chin again. “Do not make a sound, or I will be displeased.”

The sub nodded, clamping her mouth shut, even as her eyes rolled back in her head. She shuddered and leaned into Lope for balance. Dulcinea stroked Lope’s hair and trailed her hand over the sub’s shivering thigh. She was responsive, but then again, Lope was very good with his tongue. Dulcinea walked around them, admiring the sight. She pushed the sub’s ass and Lope’s head, so they were closer together.

“Do you like how he’s licking you?” she whispered in the sub’s ear.

The sub nodded.

“You may come silently.”

Dulcinea took a key from around her neck and knelt behind Lope. Reaching around, she unlocked his cage that entrapped his penis. He choked and moaned as his cock unfurled and hardened. 

“No noise from you either,” she purred in his ear, slapping him on his muscled ass. He responded by gripping the sub’s leg closer and burying his face deep in her pussy.

Rising to her feet, Dulcinea was pleased to see the sub coming, her mouth gaping in a silent scream, her breasts bouncing with vigor as she rode Lope’s face. The color on her breasts was returning to normal, now that the badly tied ropes were off her. Perhaps later, she would have Rico rig her up properly. Looking around the room, the audience seemed intrigued, but they were watching her instead of the sub in the throes of orgasm. When Lope was finished with her, he rose to his feet in a fluid movement and returned to his place on the dais.
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