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  Threshold Agony

Pushing Limits in Berlin's Shadows



Chapter 1: First Fracture

Jelena wiped sweat from her brow, the gym echoing with the squeak of sneakers and girls’ sharp grunts. Another practice wrapped. She barked last-minute drills, her voice steady, coach mode locked in. But inside? Restless. Berlin’s October chill seeped through the walls, matching the itch under her skin. Six months here, coaching at this sports academy, and still she felt trapped. Back in Belgrade, family rules choked her. Fiancé bullshit she dodged. Now? Same cage, just colder.

She showered quick, ponytail dripping, green eyes staring at fogged mirror. That tattoo on her inner thigh peeked when she dressed. Tiny script: Crveno. Red. Her secret safeword, inked on a wild student night. Nobody knew. Not even her landlord Dragan, that nosy ex-teammate crashing her flat rent-free vibes. She pulled on tight jeans, black tank hugging her lean frame, sports bra keeping those small tits in check. Powerful thighs flexed as she laced boots. Tonight, escape. Tresor called. Heard whispers at the academy. Underground techno hole. Perfect to drown the noise.

Street fog bit her olive skin. U-Bahn rattled her to Mitte. Queue snaked outside the old vault building, bass already thumping through concrete. She flashed ID, descended stairs into hellish heat. Boom. Sound hit like a body slam. Bass vibrated up her legs, teasing skin through denim. Sweat and leather scent punched her nose. Bodies packed the main floor, strobe lights slashing dark. Moans cut through the techno roar. A girl on knees nearby, collar tugged, eyes glazed. Jelena’s pulse kicked. Throat dry. She pushed deeper, nipples tightening against fabric. God, the air hummed on her.

Dungeon corner drew her. Raised platform, ropes dangling. A woman commanded it all. Tall, built like she lifted worlds. Platinum crop hair, ice-blue eyes piercing the haze. Leather corset strained over full D-cups, arms sleeved in thorn tattoos flexing as she wielded a flogger. Sub on display, a wiry guy, back striped red, gasping. Crowd whooped. The DommeSabine, someone yelledcracked another lash. Precise. Cold smile. Jelena froze. Those eyes scanned the crowd. Locked on hers. Heat flushed Jelena’s cheeks. She couldn’t look away. Sabine’s presence pulled like gravity. Tall frame, piercings glinting, broad shoulders screaming control.

Sub tapped out. Scene wrapped. Sabine uncoiled ropes smooth, aftercare murmurs low. Then she stepped off, straight for Jelena. Heart hammered. Up close, Sabine towered at 5’10”, musk of sweat and ink hitting hard.

“You. Green eyes staring like prey.” Voice gravel over bass. German accent sharp.

Jelena swallowed. “Just… watching. Impressive.”

Sabine smirked, lip ring catching light. Close now, breath hot on Jelena’s neck. “Flattery’s cheap. What’s your game, volleyball girl?” Hand grazed Jelena’s arm, firm. How’d she know? Gym bag slung over shoulder, maybe.

Jelena shifted, thighs clenching. “No game. Name’s Jelena. New here.”

“Sabine.” Fingers trailed up, testing. “Saw you bite that lip. Hungry?”

Heat pooled low. Jelena nodded, impulsive. “Maybe.”

Crowd pressed. Sabine leaned in. “Booth. Now. Or walk.”

Jelena followed. Private booth tucked off main floor, red velvet curtain. Bass muffled. Sabine shoved her against wall, not rough, just owning space. Eyes dropped. “Lift your leg.”

Jelena hiked jeans, thigh exposed. Crveno inked bold.

Sabine’s brow arched. “Safeword tat. Cute. Means red, yeah? Serbian?”

“Da. Yes.” Voice breathy.

“Good girl. Means you’re mine to test.” Sabine’s hand cupped her jaw. “Trial collar. One night. Obey, or crveno. No bullshit.”

Jelena’s pride flared. Stubborn streak. But pussy throbbed. “Safewords clear. Yellow slow, red stop. What’s your limit?”

Sabine chuckled low. “I don’t break subs who can’t handle truth.” Thumb brushed full lips. “Consent?”

“Enthusiastic.” Jelena’s green eyes burned.

Leather collar snapped on. Simple black, O-ring cold on throat. Tug tested it. Sabine’s mouth crashed down. Kiss hungry, tongue claiming. Jelena moaned into it, hands fisting cropped hair. Lips bruised. Sabine pulled back, lipstick smeared red on Jelena’s pale olive neck. Bite mark welled, sharp sting.

“Go home marked. Text tomorrow. Or don’t. Your fracture starts now.”

Jelena stumbled out, collar hidden under jacket. Berlin streets spun. Bass echoed in bones. Thigh tattoo itched. She was hooked. Terrified. Alive.
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