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Craving Something Darker? 

Club Temptation Series  


Preface







This story isn't here to be polite. It's pure smut, raw, intimate, and told in first person for your immersive pleasure. Every touch, every whisper, every wicked fantasy is crafted to make you feel as if they were your own.

Everyone in this story is a consenting adult, because nothing turns the heat up like a clear, eager yes.


Chapter One: Cause Daddy Said...




I hate that saying, when it rains it pours, because things never seem to just go a little wrong for me. Apparently they have to go fully off the rails, and in this case that meant water pouring out of the walls.

I stood in the kitchen with my phone pressed to my ear, watching a plumber crouched by a jagged hole in the drywall near the hallway. He had a flashlight in one hand and a clipboard tucked under his arm, muttering to himself while he poked around inside like he was investigating a crime scene.

Of course this would happen now.

Right after my summer had already gone to shit, the house had to follow suit.

“I can just stay with Jenna,” I said, dragging my attention away from the wall and forcing myself to focus on the call. “It’s literally not a big deal. She already said I could.”

There was a pause on the other end, the kind that always meant my dad was deciding how much patience he had left for me.

“No.”

I rolled my eyes even though he couldn’t see it. “You didn’t even think about it.”

“I thought about it enough to say no.”

I glanced back toward the open wall, where the plumber shifted and scribbled something down. “Well, I can’t stay here. He said there’s mold. Like actual mold, not just wipe it down and hope for the best mold.”

“Which is why I’ve already handled it.”

That made me straighten a little. “Handled it how?”

“You’ll be staying with Jonas until the repairs are finished.”

I blinked.

“Jonas?” I repeated. “Have I met him?”

“Don’t play coy,” my dad said with a sigh.

“Doesn’t ring a bell,” I lied.

Of course I remembered him. I’d seen him at almost every company event my dad had dragged me to. Tall, broad shouldered, always put together, and way too good looking for someone his age. The kind of man who never seemed rumpled or off his game, like he walked into a room already expecting people to listen.

“Enough.”

I let out a short laugh. “You expect me to go stay with some old guy?”

“He is not an old guy,” my dad said flatly. “He is younger than me.”

“That is not helping your argument.”

His tone sharpened just enough to let me know I was getting close to the edge. “You will not turn this into a debate. Jonas is doing me a favor. He lives close to campus, close to your job, and I trust him to keep an eye on you.”

I pulled the phone away from my ear for a second, then brought it back. “Keep an eye on me? Are you serious right now?”

“Yes.”

I laughed under my breath. “What am I, on parole?”

The plumber glanced over.

I turned slightly away from him, lowering my voice just enough to pretend I hadn’t been about to start a full argument in front of a stranger.

“You’re overreacting,” I said. “I can stay with Jenna. I’ll go to work, I’ll go to class, it’s fine.”

“Would you like to explain to me how that’s different from what you were doing last semester?”

I opened my mouth.

Then closed it again.

He didn’t miss a beat. “You failed two core classes. Not electives. Not something optional. The classes you needed.”

I clenched my jaw and stared hard at the floor.

Not like I didn’t know that.

Failing them had already screwed everything up. My schedule, my graduation timeline, my entire summer. While everyone else was out celebrating being done, I was stuck retaking classes like I had never figured out how college worked in the first place.

And yeah, I got why he was pissed.

He was paying for all of it. The classes, the housing, everything. Of course he wasn’t thrilled about me turning one semester into a more expensive, dragged out version of the plan.

Still, it wasn’t like I had meant to fail.

Things had just been… more fun.

There were always better things to do than sit in a lecture or grind out assignments. I had told myself I would catch up, that I would pull it together before finals, that I would scrape by with a passing grade if I just pushed at the end.

That had worked before.

Just not this time.

“I said I’ll fix it,” I muttered. “That’s why I’m taking summer classes.”

“And you are,” he said. “While staying somewhere I know you’ll actually do it.”

I dragged a hand through my hair. “Then let me come to London.”

He laughed.

Actually laughed.

Not loud, not mocking, but enough to make my face heat anyway.

“Not a chance.”

“Wow,” I snapped. “Okay.”

“You chose to prioritize having fun over your responsibilities,” he continued, completely unfazed. “Now you get to deal with the consequences. You will stay, you will retake the classes, you will keep your job, and you will pay me back part of what this is costing.”

I gestured vaguely at the open wall, even though he couldn’t see it. “So now I’m getting shipped off to your business partner’s place because the pipes decided to explode?”

“You’re being sent somewhere I trust.”

“I don’t need a babysitter.”

“You have yet to prove otherwise.”

That hit exactly where he meant it to.

I squeezed my eyes shut, jaw tight, because getting louder wasn’t going to win me anything. It never did. My dad didn’t argue. He didn’t yell. He just stayed calm until I burned myself out, which somehow made it worse.

“As long as I’m paying for your college and your housing,” he said, “this is what’s happening. Unless you would prefer to go stay with your mother.”

I went still.

Yeah, no.

That wasn’t even a real option. My mom had gotten remarried recently, and the last time I was over there she spent the entire evening glued to her new husband like he was some kind of prize she didn’t want anyone to take. The thought of being stuck in that house all summer, pretending I didn’t exist while they played perfect couple, made my skin crawl.

Dad knew that, which was why he said it.

I swallowed down the rest of my argument, because there wasn’t one left that was actually going to change anything.

“Fine,” I said.

He didn’t answer right away, and I knew exactly what that meant. He was waiting for me to stop sounding pissed off and say it like I meant it. God, I hated that.

“Fine,” I snapped again. “Send me his address.”

“I will,” he said simply.

I hung up before he could say anything else.

The second the call ended, I yelled at my phone. “Fucking, bullshit!”

There was a pause.

I looked up.

The plumber was standing there, clipboard in hand, watching me with the careful, polite expression of someone who had just witnessed a stranger spiral and wasn’t sure if they were about to be dragged into it.

Heat rushed up my neck.

“Hi,” I said quickly. “Sorry.”

He lifted the clipboard a little. “I just need a signature for the repair authorization and mold treatment.”

“Right,” I muttered, pushing off the counter and walking over. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

I barely skimmed the form before signing where he pointed, because what was I going to do, argue with mold?

He took it back with a small nod, glancing past me toward the hallway. “They’ll start treatment tomorrow. You probably won’t want to stay here during it.”

“No,” I said dryly. “I definitely won’t.”

He gave a polite smile, like he was trying not to laugh, then stepped away to get back to work.

I stood there for another second, gripping my phone a little tighter than necessary.

I should have been spending the summer in London, running around and getting away with way more than my dad would have liked, not stuck here dealing with mold, summer classes, and now this. I had already made peace with the fact that my punishment was going to be staying home, going to work, and pretending I was suddenly the kind of girl who learned her lesson. That was one thing. Being shipped off to stay with one of my dad’s friends like I couldn’t be trusted alone was something else.

Jonas was basically a stranger, but worse than that, he was a stranger my dad trusted, which probably meant strict, responsible, and deeply annoying.

I exhaled hard, shoved my phone into my back pocket, and turned toward the stairs.

Fine. If I had to go live under some control freak’s roof while my dad played businessman in London, then maybe I could make it interesting for myself. Maybe Jonas would be easier to deal with than my dad. Maybe he’d actually fall for a little sweet talking. Maybe I could push a little and see what happened. Stay out later than I was supposed to. Talk my way into some freedom. Slip out to parties at the pier if I got bored enough.

And somewhere under all the irritation, buried just deep enough to be annoying, was a small flicker of curiosity I couldn’t quite shake.

Jonas.

Yeah.

This was probably going to suck, but maybe not in a completely boring way.


Chapter Two: House Rules




Pulling up to Jonas's complex, I sat there annoyed.

Long enough to realize my dad hadn’t been exaggerating about the location. Jonas’s place sat right between campus and the café where I worked, which meant I didn’t even have the excuse of a long commute to complain about.

Great.

So not only was I being shipped off to live with my dad’s business partner, I was also losing one of my favorite ways to justify being late.

I cut the engine, and sat there for a second with my hands still on the wheel. Let's get this over with.

I grabbed my bag, got out, and made my way up to the unit, already mentally preparing myself for awkward small talk and whatever version of “keeping an eye on me” Jonas had decided to implement.

I knocked.

There was a brief pause, then the door opened.

My memory hadn’t been wrong.

Jonas looked exactly like I vaguely remembered, just clearer now, sharper. Tall, broad shoulders filling out a simple white t shirt, posture straight without being stiff. His hair was clean and trimmed, his face set in that same slightly stern expression that made it seem like he always knew exactly what he was doing.

Not old.

Definitely not old.

Just very much an adult.

And annoyingly good looking up close. I'll just add it to the list of annoyances.

His eyes moved over me quickly, not lingering, just assessing like he was checking a list in his head. “You made it.”

“Yeah,” I said, shifting my bag on my shoulder. “Traffic wasn’t bad.”

He stepped back and opened the door wider. “Come in.”

I walked past him, immediately noticing how put together everything was.

Not staged, not empty, just… controlled. Like everything had a place and was exactly where it was supposed to be. No clutter, no piles, no chaos.

It felt very him.

He closed the door behind me. “You can set your things down for now. I’ll show you around.”

“Okay.”

I dropped my bag by the entry and followed him further inside, trying not to look like I was actively comparing his place to every other place I had ever lived.

“This is the main living area,” he said, gesturing briefly. “Kitchen’s there. Bathroom down the hall. Your room’s on the first floor.”

He moved into the kitchen and I followed, leaning against the counter as he continued. “I cook most evenings. If you want to eat, you’re welcome to, but you clean up after.”

“I’ll probably just use the microwave,” I said.

He looked at me.

“I don’t have one.”

I blinked. “You don’t have a microwave?”

“No.”

“…Why?”

“They’re inefficient,” he said without hesitation. “They ruin texture, heat unevenly, and encourage lazy habits.”

I stared at him.

He held my gaze like that was a completely normal thing to say.

“You’re kidding.”

There was the faintest shift at the corner of his mouth, like he almost smiled. “Yes.”

Then he turned, opened a cabinet, and pointed. “It’s in there.”

I walked over and pulled the pantry door open.

Microwave.

I looked back at him. “Who puts their microwave in a cabinet?”

“Saves counter space,” he said mildly. “And I rarely use it.”

“I'll change that,” I joke. "I live on hot pockets and ramen."

That almost smile showed again, just for a second. “You’ll change your mind after you try my cooking.”

I huffed a quiet laugh, shaking my head as I shut the cabinet. “We’ll see.”

Some of the tension in my shoulders eased without me meaning it to. He wasn’t warm, but he wasn’t completely rigid either.

That helped.

He continued the tour without missing a beat, showing me where things were, how the parking worked, where I should leave my car, what time he expected the place to be locked up at night.

Then—

“Curfew is ten on weekdays. Midnight on weekends.”

I stopped walking. “Curfew?”

He glanced back at me. “Yes.”

“I’m twenty one.”

“And you’re staying in my home.”

I crossed my arms, leaning slightly against the wall. “I appreciate you letting me stay here, I really do, but you don’t have to take my dad’s whole keep her in line thing that seriously.”

His expression didn’t change.

At all.

“Those aren’t your father’s rules,” he said evenly. “They’re mine.”

That set my teeth on edge. And something in me immediately wanted to push back and see if it actually held. But I could think of anything to say as he held my gaze.

"Fine," I shrugged.

He watched me for a second, then headed down the hall like nothing had happened.

I followed, quieter now, but not backing down.

Just recalibrating.

He stopped at the last door and opened it. “This is your room.”

It was simple, like the rest of the place. Clean bed, dresser, small desk. Nothing extra, nothing missing.

“Downstairs bathroom is all yours,” he added. “Keep it clean. If you need anything, let me know.”

He reached into his pocket and handed me a key. “Spare. Don’t lose it.”

I took it. “Got it.”

There was a brief pause, like he was waiting to see if I had anything else to say.

I didn’t.

“Get settled,” he said, stepping back into the hallway. “Dinner’s at seven if you want it.”

And just like that, he was gone.

No hovering, no awkward small talk, no standing there making sure I felt settled. He showed me the room, handed me a key, told me when dinner was, and that was apparently that.

I stood there for a second before shutting the door behind me. The room was quiet in a way that made the whole thing feel even more real, and when I kicked off my shoes and fell back onto the bed, all I could do was stare up at the ceiling and let it sink in.

So this was my life now. No friends, no London, no freedom, just summer classes, work, and living under the same roof as my dad’s very controlled and definitely-going-to-try-to-tell-me-what-to-do business partner.

Fantastic.

I blew out a long breath and did the math in my head. Repairs, mold treatment, inspections. At least a couple weeks, probably longer.

I could survive a couple weeks. I just had to keep my head down, go to class, go to work, and not get into it with him. Cause it's either that or going to my moms.

I rolled onto my side, staring at the wall, and almost immediately started thinking about how serious he actually was about all this. He didn’t know me, which meant he definitely didn’t know how convincing I could be when I wanted something, and part of me was already wondering how fixed that curfew really was.


Chapter Three: None of My Business




By the time I got back from class, my brain felt like it had been dragged behind a car.

Summer classes were a scam. Everything moved faster, there was more work, and somehow you were still expected to keep up like you had nothing else going on. Which would have been fine if I didn’t also have a job and a life I was apparently no longer allowed to live, because between work, studying, and being on my best behavior, I was starting to feel like I was failing at all three at once.

I pushed the door open with my shoulder and glanced toward the hallway. “Hello?” I called, hoping for an answer.

Nothing came back. I hesitated, then walked past the kitchen and down to his office, leaning just enough to look inside. Empty. I let my bag slide of my shoulder next to the small couch that occupied one side of the office.

A week ago, he’d told me to use the office to study instead after coming home to find me spread out across the dining table with papers everywhere, and at the time it had felt like one more rule to deal with. Now it had turned into something else. I liked being in there when he was home, liked taking up space on the office couch and owning the coffee table, asking questions I didn’t really need answers to, finding small ways to interrupt him just to see how he handled it.

So yeah, walking in and finding it empty wasn’t exactly a win. And I hated that I felt oddly disappointed by it.

I exhaled through my nose, stepped inside anyway, and dropped my bag next to the couch before flopping down onto it. I stretched out without thinking, my feet landing on the coffee table.

I noticed it a second too late.

He hated that.

I moved them after a second, dropping my feet back to the floor with a quiet exhale. It wasn’t even fun if he wasn’t here to see it, and that was the part I tried not to think about too hard, the fact that I’d started doing it just to get a reaction out of him.

It started that way, at least. Push just enough to annoy him, see if I could get a reaction, see if I could make him regret agreeing to this whole thing and send me somewhere else. Maybe loosen something up in the process, like that curfew.

Except he never snapped. He didn’t raise his voice or argue. He just… corrected it. The same way every time. Calm, steady, like it wasn’t a question of if I’d listen, just when. And somewhere along the way I found myself doing things to get more off that attention.

I stared at the ceiling, thinking about the way he’d look at me when I pushed it, not angry, not even irritated, just waiting, like he already knew how it was going to end. Like I did too. Sometimes I’d fix it right away. Sometimes I’d drag it out a second longer just to feel it, that pause, that attention settling on me before he said my name in that low, even tone that didn’t need to get louder to land.

I should find it annoying, but it never felt that way. It felt like for once someone dropped everything else for a second and focused just on me and whatever I'd done. And it took only a week for me to start craving that attention.

Which was…

Not great.

Because now my brain was taking it further, filling in things I hadn’t asked it to, wondering what that same tone would sound like if it wasn’t about dishes or laundry or where my feet were supposed to be. Or if heaven forbid he got some enjoyment out of talking like that to me.

I stared up at the ceiling again, jaw tightening a little. Cause the thought had been ringing in my head for days now.

What would he do if the situation were different? Would he still sound like that, calm and certain, like he already knew exactly how it would end? Or would it change, drop lower, rougher, when he didn’t have to pretend it was about dishes or rules?

My stomach tightened at the thought before I could stop it.

Would his hands be just as steady, just as sure, or would they press harder, guide instead of correct? Would he still say my name like that, or would he say something else entirely, something that didn’t leave room to argue, something that made it very clear I wasn’t the one in control anymore?

I shifted on the couch, heat creeping up my neck, because my brain didn’t stop there. It filled in the rest without asking, the distance between us disappearing, his attention locking in the same way it did when I pushed him, only this time it wouldn’t be about fixing something. It would be about me.

About what I’d do if he told me to stop talking. Or come here. Or kneel.

My breath caught for a second, sharp and quiet, and I pressed my lips together, staring harder at the ceiling like that would shut it down.

It didn’t.

The thought lingered anyway, low and warm and way too easy to picture.

I shifted on the couch, suddenly very aware of how quiet the apartment was and nearly jumped out of my skin, when my phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Are you alright?”

Of course it was Jonas.

I cleared my throat, trying to sound normal. “Yeah. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You sound out of breath.”

I sat up straighter without thinking, like he could somehow see me through the phone. “I just got back and took the stairs.”

“There are six flights.”

“I know,” I said quickly. “I needed the cardio.”

There was a pause on the other end, and I could practically feel him deciding whether or not to call me on it before he continued, “I need a favor.”

“Okay.”

“A package was delivered to the apartment instead of my office. I need you to check that it’s there and not damaged.”

“Yeah, I can do that.”

“It should be in the mailroom.”

“I’ll go now.”

“Take the elevator.”

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, sir.”

There was a beat on the line, like he was about to say something else. Then a quiet sound came through the speaker—low, brief, and cut off almost immediately as the call ended.

I stared at my phone.

Had that been… a groan?

Heat crept up my neck before I could stop it, because it hadn’t sounded like irritation. It hadn’t sounded like anything work-related. It had sounded—

No.

I pushed myself up off the couch a little too quickly, like I could shake the thought loose if I moved fast enough.

It was nothing. Just a normal conversation. I wasn’t going to start reading into every little sound like that.

I definitely wasn’t going to decide he was enjoying this too.

“Stop,” I muttered under my breath, grabbing my phone a little tighter than necessary.

I've just been busy. That had to be it. Classes, work, coming home, dealing with him. I hadn’t had time to think about anything else, no dating, no flirting. Obviously no sex. Nothing that would normally keep my brain occupied.

So yeah, just my brain filling in gaps.

That had to be it.

There was no way I was sitting here thinking about my dad’s business partner like that. I pushed myself up off the couch.

Because seriously, he was older, a lot older, and completely put together in a way I had never been. Disciplined, controlled, the kind of man who probably had his entire life mapped out somewhere and actually followed it. Men like that didn’t look at girls like me and think anything worth acting on, and even if they did, they definitely didn’t do anything about it.

I grabbed the mail key off the counter and headed out, taking the elevator. The mailroom was quiet, the lights humming overhead as I walked down until I found his unit, and the package was there. No dents or signs of being mishandled.

I pulled it out along with the rest of the mail and shifted everything into my arms before heading back to the elevator, sending him a quick text as I waited.

It’s here. Looks fine.

His reply came almost immediately.

Leave it on my desk. I’ll get it later.

I leaned back against the wall as the elevator doors closed and glanced down at what I was holding, flipping through it without really thinking. Bills, business mail, something official looking, and then a postcard caught my eye.

The postcard was glossy, dark in a way that caught the light without being flashy, the kind of thing that didn’t need to beg for attention because it already knew it would get it. The lettering across the front was simple, clean, and deliberate.

Club Temptation.

I turned it over, expecting something loud or tacky, but the back was the same kind of polished. Clean. Bare. Not flashy, just the kind of thing that looked expensive and private and very much not meant for random people.

Orientation Night – New Members Welcome.

Thank you for being a member. We invite you to attend Orientation Night for those interested in the lifestyle. Discretion is expected at all times. Guided introductions and structured experiences will be provided in a private, supervised setting.

I swallowed, my eyes moving slower now as I took it in.

Experienced members are requested to assist with introductions and guidance. In appreciation, participating members will receive complimentary entry for the evening and a reduced bar tab.

Something in my chest tightened as it clicked into place, because this wasn’t some random ad or edgy bar trying too hard, it was for him. Jonas. A member. The kind of member they expected to show up early and guide people through whatever this was, not just stand around with a drink.

I read the line again, slower, like it might change if I gave it a second chance, but it didn’t, and now all I could think was what kind of club calls itself Temptation and writes like that, like everyone reading already knows exactly what they’re getting into. My grip on the postcard tightened as I stepped out of the elevator, trying to picture it and failing, because it didn’t match the man I’d been living with all week, and at the same time it fit a little too well in a way I couldn’t quite explain.

Back in the apartment, I set everything on his desk like he asked, sliding the postcard underneath the rest like I hadn’t been reading it in the elevator, and then I walked away because whatever it was, wasn’t my business.

At all.

I  made it all the way back to my room fully convinced of that fact...for like two minutes. Then I swooped up my phone and started searching. 


“Just to see,” I muttered. Another lie. I needed to know what Jonas was into.

A quick search, and the site loaded, and I stopped dead, staring at the screen as I scrolled.

It wasn’t vague. It wasn’t subtle. It just didn’t bother pretending.

Photos of rooms with low lighting and mirrors angled in ways that made it obvious people were meant to watch. A section labeled voyeur rooms with a few glossy shots of couches facing glass, silhouettes on the other side blurred just enough to be suggestive. Another page showed a dungeon setup, real equipment, not costume stuff, racks, restraints, ropes coiled neatly, paddles and whips laid out like tools waiting to be used. Descriptions that talked about scenes, supervision, consent, structure.

My stomach dropped a little as it clicked into place.

This wasn’t a bar. It was a sex club.

I leaned back slowly, phone still in my hand, eyes tracking over the screen again like maybe I’d misread something the first time.

“No way,” I whispered.

Jonas?

That didn’t fit. Not with what I knew about him. He was controlled, structured, strict in a way that made everything else in his life feel intentional, and this was… people watching other people have sex, rooms built for it, rules around it, entire spaces designed for whatever this lifestyle was.

I scrolled again, slower now, trying to force it to make sense anyway. Maybe he just went for drinks. Maybe he stayed out of the rooms. Maybe it was networking, something surface level that didn’t actually involve any of this.

I let out a quiet, disbelieving laugh, because even as the thought crossed my mind, I knew it didn’t hold up.

I dropped my phone onto the bed and stared at it like it had started this.

Friday.

The postcard had mentioned Friday, and I told myself, again, that it wasn’t my business, that I had no reason to get involved, that this was one of those things you see and then politely ignore like a normal person. Except I wasn’t ignoring it. I couldn’t. It kept circling back, that word, that night, the idea of him there in a place like that, not just showing up but being expected, wanted, involved.

And then another thought slipped in, one mean enough that I should have probably been embarrassed by it.

What if he was into some truly freaky shit?

What if I went and found out exactly what kind?

I stared at the wall for a second, the idea spreading before I could shut it down. Maybe knowing wouldn’t just make things complicated. Maybe it would make things easier. Maybe if I knew what he got up to in a place called Club Temptation, I could use it. Not even in some huge dramatic way, just enough to loosen his grip on all the stupid rules he’d dropped on me. Maybe the curfew could disappear. Maybe I could stop acting like I was grounded at twenty-one because my dad’s business partner had decided that was how this was going to go.

But no. What Jonas is in to is none of my business.

I pressed my lips together, harder this time, like that would make it stick. I didn’t need to know. Knowing didn’t change anything. It didn’t fix my classes, it didn’t make living here easier, and it definitely didn’t erase the fact that sneaking around in his private life was a shitty thing to do.

But I could already feel myself leaning into it anyway.

I let out a slow breath and stared back down at the bed like I could force myself to care more about being decent than I cared about that stupid postcard.

Yeah. No. I wasn’t going.

I wasn’t.

…probably.


Chapter Four: Just to See




By the time I actually stepped inside Club Temptation, I already knew I was in over my head.

From the outside it had looked normal, clean and understated, the kind of place you could walk past without thinking twice about it. Inside was something else entirely. The whole room felt charged, like everyone in it already knew exactly what they wanted and wasn’t even trying to hide it. The bar was packed, the dance floor was full, and people weren’t just dancing so much as touching, hands sliding over hips and waists, mouths brushing ears, bodies pressed close like half the room was already on its way to fucking.

There were people in lingerie and fetish gear mixed in with people dressed almost normally, lace and leather and collars that definitely were not accessories, and every time I looked in a new direction I caught somebody making out in a corner or grinding against someone who might not have been the same person they walked in with. I felt like I’d stepped into a wave of sexual energy so thick it was almost physical, and I had no idea what to do with myself in the middle of it.

“It can feel like a lot at first,” Lilly said beside me, easy and unbothered. “Don’t worry. I’ll stay with you until you find your footing.”

She had been the hostess who greeted me at the front, and the second I admitted I was new, she attached herself to me with the kind of calm, practiced friendliness that made everything feel more normal than it should have. She had walked me through the rules, offered me a locker, and spoken in a tone that suggested people did this all the time without having a full internal breakdown halfway through the decision.

I had declined the locker.

I didn't have anything on me but my keys. I’d left my phone back at the apartment. Cause the last thing I needed was my dad somehow tracking me to a sex club. He would lose his shit.

Before I could stop myself, I scanned the room again, trying not to look like I was looking for Jonas. I still had no plan for what I was supposed to do if I found him.

“Tell me what you’re into,” Lilly said, glancing around with me. “We can decide where to start.”

Into? Me? Apparently older men with secret fetishes. I almost laughed at myself, but instead I gave her the safest version of the truth I could manage. “I don’t really know yet. I mean, I’m curious about BDSM, maybe watching, maybe just getting a feel for the place before jumping into anything.”

It felt lame the second it came out of my mouth, but she didn’t look thrown at all.

“That’s fine,” she said. “Voyeur spaces are a good place to start if you want privacy. You can hang back, watch, and get a feel for things without being pulled into anything.”

I nodded, then glanced farther into the club. “And what about everything else?”

“The free play rooms are open,” she said, matter of fact, “but I wouldn’t recommend starting there if you aren’t sure what you want yet."

Neither of those sounded great. I was not ready to walk in on people having sex, and I was definitely not ready to see him doing it. The second that thought hit, everything in me tightened up, because no, absolutely not, I did not need to picture Jonas with his hands on somebody in one of those rooms, and I definitely did not need the ugly little twist in my chest that came right after. Jealousy. Which was insane. He was not mine, had never been mine, and I had no claim on him at all, so what exactly was I jealous of? The idea still sat there anyway, hot and mean and impossible to ignore, and the more I tried to shove it down, the more annoyed I got that it was there in the first place.

"We’re also running demonstrations downstairs in the dungeon tonight. Orientation nights keep those above clothes, so it’s more educational than anything else.” Lilly said sensing my hesitation.

That sounded safer, although safe had become a pretty flexible word the second I walked through the door.

“So the dungeon is just… BDSM stuff, no sex?” I asked.

She gave me a small smile. “Tonight, yes.”

I let out a breath. “Okay. I think that sounds better.”

“The dungeon, then?” Lilly asked.

I nodded. “Yeah. Let’s start there.”

She smiled again. “This way.”

We moved through the space together, past the bar, past the music, toward a quieter hallway that felt like a shift the second we stepped into it. The noise dropped, the lighting softened, and something about the air itself felt different, heavier, more focused.

She led me down a set of stairs, and the first thing I noticed when we stepped into the dungeon was how organized it was.

Not chaotic. Not dark and wild like I had pictured. Structured.

Curtains divided the room into sections, two rows of small setups on either side, each one spaced out like its own stage. In the middle, a line of low couches ran the length of the room, giving people a place to sit and watch without being in the middle of anything.

Each section was marked off cleanly, tape lines on the floor, clear boundaries, everything intentional. One space had a tall wooden frame with restraints built into it, another had a padded bench, another a setup with ropes already laid out neatly, tools arranged in a way that looked like someone took time in presentation.

“This is where people run scenes,” she said quietly. “Everything here is negotiated beforehand. What you’ll see tonight is mostly demonstrations, but the structure stays the same.”

I nodded, taking it in.

“It’s monitored,” she continued, gesturing subtly. “Red shirts. If anything goes wrong, they step in.”

I followed her gaze and spotted them, people positioned just outside the sections, watching without interfering, and something about the way they stood there—present but unobtrusive—settled into me as a quiet reassurance that this place ran on rules I didn’t fully understand yet but could feel, safe and controlled in a way that kept repeating in my head as we moved a little further in and she slowed.

“Actually,” she said softly, slowing beside me. “That might be a good one to watch. He’s one of our more experienced members, and he’s good at talking people through things without turning it into a spectacle.”

I followed her line of sight and froze.

Jonas.

He looked so right there it almost made me mad. Black pants, black shirt, sleeves pushed up just enough to show his forearms, black gloves already on like this was as natural to him as putting on a watch before work. There was a black paddle in his hand, and every now and then he tapped it lightly against his palm while he talked, the sound soft but sharp enough to make me notice it every single time. He wasn’t trying to look the part. He just did, calm and grounded in a way that made the whole scene around him feel sharper.

A woman was bent over a padded bench in front of him, secured in place with leather cuffs, and even though everyone was fully clothed it didn’t make the scene feel any less intimate. If anything, it made it feel more charged, because there was nothing casual about the way she held herself there, relaxed and open like this was exactly where she wanted to be, willingly vulnerable with her body on display and every bit of attention in that space fixed on what was happening to her.

Jonas was explaining something, his voice low and even, the same tone he used with me when he was correcting me at home, except here it hit me hard.

“Don’t rush it,” he said. “You’re not trying to get somewhere. You’re reading her. If you’re more focused on what you want to do next than what she’s giving you, you’re already behind.”

The man nodded, and Jonas handed him the paddle, and the first thing that hit me was relief so quick and selfish it almost embarrassed me. At least it wasn’t him doing it. At least whatever this was, whatever they had going on, she wasn’t his.

“Pay attention to how she responds,” he said. “If she stays with you, you can build. If she starts to drift, you slow down and bring her back. Keep her in the moment.”

The man struck her, controlled but not tentative, and the woman made a soft sound that went straight through me. My stomach tightened so fast it almost hurt.

Jonas didn’t even glance at the paddle after that. He was watching her face, her breathing, every shift in her body like that was the part that mattered. And I wanted that. I wanted that kind of attention from him. The man struck a couple of more times. Each one harder than the last.

“See that?” he said quietly. “She’s still with you. She’s taking it, not disappearing into it. That means you can keep going. Remember check in's, don't have to stop the tension.”

He stepped in then, close enough to make my breath catch, and slid one gloved hand into her hair before fisting it gently at the nape of her neck and pulled her head back.

“You still with us?” he said.

“Yes,” she breathed.

I felt that answer like it had landed somewhere under my skin.

Jonas let her go and tipped his head at the man. “Again.”

The paddle came down, and I could not stop staring. I should have looked away. I should have remembered why I came here and why this had been a terrible idea from the start. Instead I stood there watching him guide another man through touching a woman I suddenly wanted to trade places with, and the jealousy that hit me was so sharp it almost made me nauseous.

Because that should have been enough to disgust me, and it didn’t. All I could think about was how easy he made it look, how natural he seemed there, how much that steady voice and those gloved hands and that quiet control fit him in a way that made everything at the apartment make more sense.

And worse than that, all I could think about was what it would feel like if he looked at me that way.

If he told me to stay still in that same calm voice and expected me to listen. If his hand was in my hair instead of hers. If all that careful attention was on me instead of some woman lucky enough to already know this side of him.

I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening at my sides, because I was not supposed to want that. I was supposed to be standing there horrified or at least weirded out, not wishing I were someone else, someone he could touch like that without either of us having to pretend it meant nothing.

If I had met him here instead of at the apartment, if I wasn’t just the daughter of the man who dropped me on his doorstep for a few weeks, if I were anybody else in this room, maybe I could have had that version of him.

That thought sat heavy and hot in my chest, and I hated how much it hurt. Then his head lifted and his eyes found mine, and for a second everything else seemed to fall away. Something flashed across his face before he locked it down, something sharp enough to make my pulse jump, but it happened too fast for me to name it. I just knew it wasn’t nothing, and that alone was enough to make panic crawl up my throat.

“I need to go,” I said quickly, already stepping back.

The hostess looked at me, surprised, but I couldn’t bring myself to explain. I turned before I could make things worse and headed for the stairs without looking back, because now I knew, and knowing felt worse than wondering ever had.


Chapter Five: Let’s Talk It Out




I lay in bed staring at the ceiling and replaying the whole thing until it stopped feeling like a scene I had walked into and started feeling like a disaster I had personally built with my own two hands.

This was bad.

Not just awkward bad, either, although it was definitely that. It was the kind of bad that kept getting worse the longer I thought about it, because now Jonas knew I had gone snooping through his private life, knew I had shown up at the club, knew I had stood there watching him like some pathetic creep before turning around and running the second he saw me.

And if he told my dad, I was screwed.

Yes, I was a grown woman. Yes, technically I could go wherever I wanted and make whatever stupid choices I wanted. But being a grown woman and being able to afford life were two very different things, and the only reason I was still in school at all was because my dad was paying for it. My classes, my apartment, the version of my life that still had some chance of ending in a degree instead of me dropping out and pretending I had meant to do that all along. If he got pissed enough to stop helping me, I didn’t have some backup plan tucked away somewhere. I had a part-time job, summer classes, and exactly zero interest in finding out how fast my whole life could fall apart.

I dragged a hand over my face and groaned into the quiet of the room.

Maybe he wouldn’t say anything.

Maybe he’d let it go.

Maybe he’d come home, go upstairs, and act like none of it had happened, and then I could spend the rest of the night coming up with something halfway believable to say if he brought it up tomorrow.

I was still clinging to that stupid hope when I heard the front door open.

My whole body went tight.

I stayed frozen on the bed, listening to the quiet sounds of him moving through the apartment and trying to guess from the pattern of it where he was headed. Every second that passed without him coming to my door made me feel a little better, right up until I heard his footsteps stop outside my room. 

My stomach turned right back over, because clearly he was just standing on the other side of the door trying to decide what to do with me. 

Just forget about it I thought. 

Please, please, please.

Then he knocked.

Not hard. Not angry. Just enough to make it impossible to pretend I hadn’t heard him.

“Can we talk?”

I closed my eyes for a second.

There went that plan.

“Yeah,” I called, though it came out thinner than I wanted it to.

I pushed myself off the bed and opened the door to find him standing there looking exactly like he always did, calm and put together and annoyingly unreadable. If he was angry, he wasn’t showing it. If he was disappointed, he had hidden that too. All I got was the steady weight of his attention settling on me for a second before he stepped back and nodded toward the kitchen.

“Come with me.”

I followed him down the hall with my stomach in knots, already bracing for the worst.

He moved straight to the kitchen and leaned back against the counter like this was any other conversation we’d had in this apartment, like I hadn’t just shown up at his sex club and watched him put his hand in another woman’s hair. The thought hit me again so fast I had to shove it down before it could make my face do something embarrassing.

“Do you want a drink?” he asked.

I blinked. “What?”

“Water. Tea. Something stronger, depending on how you think this is going to go.”

That should not have made me want to laugh, but it did, a small nervous sound slipping out before I could stop it. “I’m fine.”

He nodded once. “Alright.”

Then he folded his arms loosely and looked at me for long enough that I started wishing he would just get to it already.

“Do you want to explain why you were at the club?”

There it was.

I opened my mouth, ready with something halfway polished, and then gave up before I even started. I was too tired to lie well, and something about the way he was standing there made lying feel pointless anyway.

“I saw the flyer in your mail,” I admitted. “I was curious.”

He didn’t react right away, which somehow made me talk faster.

“I wasn’t trying to, like, dig through your stuff or anything. I just saw it when I brought the mail up, and then I looked it up online, and then I don’t know, I just…” I blew out a breath. “I was curious.”

“I know,” he said.

That stopped me.

He rubbed one hand over his jaw and looked at the counter for a second before meeting my eyes again. “I understand being curious. I just wish you had asked me instead of deciding to walk into a place like that by yourself.”

I stared at him. “That’s it?”

His brow lifted slightly. “What were you expecting?”

“I don’t know. For you to be pissed.”

“I’m not pissed.”

I searched his face for a second, suspicious on instinct. “You’re not?”

“No.” He paused, then added, “Concerned about the way you went about it, yes. Angry, no.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. “Oh.”

The knot in my stomach loosened just enough for me to think again.

“I’m sorry,” I said anyway.

His expression shifted a little at that, not softer exactly, but something close to it. “There’s nothing to be sorry about. You’re an adult. If you’re curious, you’re curious. That isn’t something you need to feel ashamed of.”

That landed harder than I expected, not because he said it harshly, but because he didn’t. He said it like it was obvious, like this wasn’t some humiliating thing I needed to apologize for or explain away, and that alone made something in me unclench.

He kept going before I could figure out what to do with that.

“If you’re interested in learning more, there are safer ways to do that than showing up alone and hoping for the best. And if you’re not comfortable talking to me about it, I know women in the lifestyle I could introduce you to. People who would answer your questions, make sure you don’t walk into something unprepared.”

I looked at him for a second, thrown all over again by how reasonable he was being.

“You’d do that?”

“Yes.”

No hesitation. No weirdness. Just yes.

Something about that, about the fact that he was taking me seriously instead of treating me like a kid who had gotten caught doing something stupid, made my chest ache in a way I did not want to think about too closely.

“Thanks,” I said quietly. “For not making this a huge thing.”

He tipped his head once, like that was all it needed to be.

And maybe it should have ended there.

Maybe a smarter person would have let it end there, gone back to her room, and congratulated herself for surviving the conversation without dying of embarrassment.

Unfortunately for me, I was not a smarter person.

Because he was standing there talking to me like I really was an adult, like this was a real conversation and not some lecture, and that made me feel bolder than I should have. Or maybe I had already been too far gone the second I saw him downstairs with that paddle in his hand. Either way, the thought was there before I could kill it.

If he was this open about it, maybe I could ask for more.

“How does that even happen?” I asked.

He looked at me. “How does what happen?”

“A BDSM relationship.” I tucked a piece of hair behind my ear, trying for casual and not at all sure I was pulling it off. “Like, how do people get into that?”

For the first time since he’d knocked on my door, there was something almost amused in his face.

“There are a lot of ways,” he said. “But the biggest thing is honesty. You have to be open about what you want from the start. Expectations, limits, interests, all of it. If people aren’t communicating clearly, they usually end up making a mess of it.”

I nodded slowly like I was considering the answer in some detached, academic way, which would have maybe been more convincing if I hadn’t immediately followed it up with, “What if you don’t know what you want?”

Yeah, I know what I want, I thought. I want you.

He laughed softly, just enough to catch me off guard. “Then you start there. Figuring it out is part of it too.”

I leaned against the island, needing something solid under me while my nerve lasted. “And what do you want?”

That got his full attention.

His brows lifted slightly, and there it was, that split second where he actually looked caught off guard. It was so brief I almost missed it, but I had never seen him without an answer before, and suddenly I wanted to see it again.

“Why do you want to know?” he asked.

I could have backed off.

I should have backed off.

Instead I heard myself tell the truth.

“Because I’m attracted to you,” I said, and once the words were out there was no point pretending otherwise. “To this version of you, and the one I saw downstairs. And I want…”

I had to force the rest out. “I want what I saw, but with me.”

For a second he didn’t say anything at all.

He just looked at me.

Then he dragged a hand over his face, slow and deliberate, and I stared because it was the first time I had seen him look even remotely thrown.

My confidence cracked almost immediately.

Right. Great. Perfect. I had finally pushed too far.

“I mean,” I started quickly, heat rushing into my face, “unless you’re not interested. Which is fine. Obviously. I just thought maybe there was something there, but if I read it wrong then I’m sorry and we can forget I said any of that.”

“Don’t misunderstand,” he said.

I shut up.

He looked at me for a long second, and when he spoke again his voice was still calm, but there was something tighter under it now, something I felt low in my stomach.

“It’s not that I’m not interested.”

Relief hit me so fast I almost went weak with it.

I hated that he could do that to me with one sentence.

“Then what is it?” I asked, trying not to sound as hopeful as I felt.

His jaw shifted slightly. “It’s complicated.”

I let out a small breath and spread one hand against the counter. “Is it? We’re both adults.”

His eyes narrowed just a fraction. “Don’t do that.”

“Do what?”

“Don’t simplify it because it gets you the answer you want.”

That shut me up for all of two seconds.

“You’re my dad’s friend, not my dad.”

“No,” he said evenly. “I’m your father’s friend, you’re living in my apartment, I’m twice your age, and I have never had a sub living under my roof. So yes, it’s complicated.”

My heart was pounding so hard by then I could feel it in my throat, but none of what he said sounded like a no. It sounded like a man listing reasons he should say no while very much not saying it.

And I was absolutely not letting that go.

“I’m only here for a couple more weeks,” I said. “If it doesn’t work, I’m gone anyway. The age thing doesn’t bother me. None of that bothers me.”

He didn’t answer.

He just looked at me, slow and assessing in a way that made my entire body feel too warm.

I could practically see him thinking.

I was already scrambling for something else to say, something smarter or more convincing, when he straightened away from the counter.

“Fine,” he said.

I blinked. “Fine?”

“We start tomorrow,” he said, like he was setting a meeting and not changing the entire shape of my summer in one sentence. “If we do this, we do it properly. We talk first. Expectations, limits, what you’re asking for and what you think you want. Then we decide whether a trial dynamic makes sense.”

I just stared at him.

He looked almost annoyingly calm about it, but there was something in his voice now, something low and contained that sounded a little too much like anticipation for me to miss it.

And just like that, I knew I hadn’t imagined it.

He wanted this too.

“Tomorrow,” I repeated, because apparently that was all my brain could handle.

“Yes,” he said.

I should have said something cooler than that. Something casual. Something that made it seem like I wasn’t suddenly aware of every inch of my body and the way the kitchen felt too warm and the way his eyes had not left me.

Instead I just nodded.

And he nodded back like we had settled something reasonable.

Maybe to him, we had.

To me, it felt like stepping off the edge of something and smiling on the way down.


Chapter Six: Negotiations




I woke up to the sound of someone moving around in the kitchen. It wasn’t loud, not really, but I was still wired from the night before, so it pulled me up out of sleep almost immediately. For a second I just lay there face pressed to pillow, still foggy and trying to really wake up, and then it hit.

Jonas standing in the kitchen last night, saying it starts tomorrow.

He had said it in that same calm, matter of fact way he seemed to say everything, and now tomorrow had officially turned into today. I grabbed my phone off the nightstand and checked the time. I still had two hours before I needed to be at work. Normally that would have meant rolling over and sleeping until the absolute last minute, but instead I was suddenly wide awake, because two hours was two hours I could spend with Jonas, and apparently that was all it took for me to get moving.

I got out of bed, checked myself in the mirror, and did what I could to make myself look a little more alive. Nothing dramatic, just enough that I didn’t look like I had face-planted into my pillow and lost a fight. Then I stood there for a second and immediately got stuck in my own head.

How was this supposed to go? Was I meant to stroll into the kitchen and say something ridiculous like good morning, Master? Was I supposed to act normal? Was I allowed to touch him? Was there some rulebook I had missed in the twelve hours since he said yes?

I stared at myself for another second, then let out a breath.

Okay. Normal. Or at least whatever my version of normal was going to be now.

By the time I stepped into the kitchen, he was plating breakfast. Not toast. Not cereal. Not something quick he’d thrown together on autopilot. Breakfast. Eggs, bacon, potatoes, the kind of full, hot meal that made the whole kitchen smell rich and warm and way too domestic for what we had agreed to the night before.

Jonas looked up when I came in, and if he was affected at all by the fact that today was apparently the day we started whatever this was, he gave none of it away.

“How’d you sleep?” he asked.

I leaned one shoulder against the doorway and tried for casual even though I was suddenly very aware of my own body and wishing I had thrown on something other than flannel pjs. “I got some sleep. Hard to do much more than that when someone has you a little excited to start the day.”

Meaning him.

Entirely him.

Because I had spent half the night thinking about what exactly starting meant, what he would have me do, what his version of a trial dynamic looked like, and if I was being completely honest with myself, a lot of that had turned into thinking about how sex worked into it.

His mouth shifted just enough to tell me he heard exactly what I meant, but whatever he thought about it stayed locked behind that same calm expression. “I was just finishing up,” he said. “I was going to wake you.”

My eyes followed the shift of his shoulders under his shirt and then dropped to his hands as he dished out eggs, and that was enough to bring back the image of him in the club with a paddle in those same hands, black gloves on.

I moved a little farther into the kitchen and watched him finish plating the food, because apparently even that was hot now. “You know I don’t have work until later, right?”

“I know.” He picked up the plate. “I wanted you to get breakfast in first.”

I let out a soft laugh. “Have you seen me eat any form of breakfast this past week? I’m more of a five more minutes person.”

For the past couple of weeks, mornings had been a blur, and Jonas was usually out the door long before I ever got my ass out of bed.

“That’s going to change,” he said as he carried the plate to the dining table. “Breakfast is important.”

I followed him, half amused and half bracing myself. “Is this one of your rules?”

“Yes.”

He sat down with the plate in front of him, then looked up at me and patted his thigh.

I just stood there staring at him for a second.

“You want me to sit…” I trailed off, then gave him a look. “In your lap?”

He didn’t say anything. He just looked back at me with that same calm, patient expression, like he wasn’t joking, wasn’t flustered, and definitely wasn’t about to explain himself twice just because I was standing there acting shocked.

Wow, he's not kidding. This grown man wants me to sit in his lap for breakfast.

Normal me would have said something smartass or tried to tease my way out of it, but one look at his face told me that wasn’t going to get me anywhere. He had already decided this was happening, and all I was doing was standing there catching up to it. I had asked for this, hadn’t I? So I shut my mouth and lowered myself into his lap, still half expecting it to feel ridiculous.

It did not feel ridiculous.

It felt good.

He was big and solid and warm under me, and when his arm came around my waist it happened so naturally it made my stomach flip. Like of course I was here. Like he had already made space for me and all I had done was finally move into it.

Then he picked up the fork, scooped up some eggs, and held it in front of me.

I looked at the fork.

Then at him.

“You’re serious.”

“Yes.”

I hesitated just long enough to feel silly about it, then opened my mouth and took the bite.

I should have felt embarrassed. Or babied. Or at the very least strange about the fact that I was twenty-one years old and sitting in a man’s lap while he fed me breakfast.

Instead it felt… nice.

It felt way too intimate for something as simple as breakfast, with his arm around me, his chest warm against my arm, and all of his attention on me.

I chewed slowly, trying not to let any of that show on my face, and by the time he offered me the next bite I was acutely aware of how quiet the room felt around us. He could have made this awkward if he wanted to. He could have made me feel silly about it. Instead he just kept feeding me like this was the most normal thing in the world, and that somehow made it even harder to ignore what it was doing to me.

Cause breakfast should not feel this sexy.

Between bites, I glanced up at him. “So this is how we’re doing breakfast now?”

“Yes,” he said simply.

I let out a small laugh. “That’s very specific.”

“That’s the point.” He gave me another bite before continuing. “This is how we’ll do everything. You have a choice in it, and I want you to want to follow my rules. Which means I’m going to make sure there’s enough motivation for you to choose obedience.”

I swallowed and looked at him for a second, then at the fork in his hand. “So getting spoon-fed is the motivation?”

“Fork-fed,” he corrected mildly, and when I laughed he tightened his arm around me just enough to pull me a little closer. “And yes. I’ve found that if I make obedience feel good enough, you’ll want it.”

I looked up at him. “That sounds like you’ve done this a lot.”

“I have.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, suddenly a little less smug than I had been a second ago. “And what if I can’t keep up?”

His expression didn’t change, but something in the way his arm stayed settled around me made the answer feel steadier before he even gave it. “You don’t have to keep up with anything. This goes at your pace.”

That should have relaxed me more than it did.

I had spent half the night thinking this would mean rules and punishments and trying not to screw up too badly right out of the gate. I hadn’t expected breakfast in his lap and a conversation about making obedience feel good. I definitely hadn’t expected him to say it would go at my pace.

I glanced down at the fork in his hand, then back at him. “So what happens if I break one of your rules?”

He was quiet for a second, like he was deciding how much to say before he lifted the fork to my mouth again. I took the bite, chewed, and waited.

“We’ll talk about punishment together,” he said. “What it means to you. What you want from it. What would actually be useful.”

I swallowed. “So I do get punished.”

“Only if you want to.”

That made me frown. “That doesn’t sound very scary.”

“It isn’t supposed to be scary.” He gave me another bite, unhurried as ever. “Punishment isn’t something I use because I’m annoyed. It isn’t payback. If it happens, it should serve a purpose, and if it doesn’t serve one, I’m not interested in wasting either of our time.”

My pulse skipped.

That should not have made my stomach flip the way it did.

He held up another bite. I took it, slower this time, and tried to ignore how much I liked being this close to him. After a full week of picking at scraps of his attention and acting like every small correction didn’t matter when it absolutely did, being here in his lap with his arm around me felt almost unfairly good.

That for now landed somewhere low in me and stayed there.

He fed me the rest in the same calm, matter of fact way, like none of this was strange, like I was supposed to be here and he had already decided that meant I’d settle into it eventually. By the time the plate was empty, I was almost disappointed it was over.

He set the fork down, and I was still trying to figure out how to stand up without making it obvious I wanted to stay right where I was when he spoke again.

“I packed you a lunch for work.”

I turned just enough to look at him properly. “You what?”

“It’s in the fridge.”

For a second all I could do was stare at him.

Nobody had packed me a lunch in years. Not since I was little, back when that kind of thing happened because adults were in charge of making sure I had what I needed. Somewhere between middle school and now, food had turned into something I grabbed on the run or forgot about completely, and I honestly couldn’t remember the last time anyone had thought far enough ahead about me to do something like that.

“This…” I trailed off, because I wasn’t even sure what word I wanted. Sweet felt too small. Weird wasn’t right either. “This feels kind of backwards.”

He watched me for a second. “How so?”

“I don’t know. I guess I thought I’d be the one doing that kind of thing. You know. Being helpful. Taking care of stuff. Since I’m the sub and all.”

Something about the way I said it made his expression shift just slightly, not displeased, just more focused.

“Submission and servitude aren’t the same thing,” he said.

I frowned a little. “They aren’t?”

“No.” He stood then, and the loss of his body under mine made me miss the contact immediately, which was embarrassing enough that I had to look away for a second. “Sometimes they overlap. Sometimes they don’t. Caring for you doesn’t put you in charge of me, and submitting to me doesn’t mean your role is to anticipate my needs like staff.”

That shut me up.

Not because I disagreed, but because no one had ever put it that way before, and something about hearing it from him made the whole thing feel less like a sexy fantasy and more like a structure I had walked into without understanding.

“I’ll teach you the difference,” he said.

Then he moved to the counter, picked up a thin packet of papers, and handed it to me.

I took it automatically, still catching up, and looked down.

At the top, in clean, neat print, it read:

BDSM Checklist.

I bit my lip before I could stop myself.

“This is yours?”

“It’s the one I use with potential subs.”

Well that got me warm and fuzzy, because it meant this wasn’t some little one-off thing he was trying out on me just because I had asked. He had done this before. There had been other women. Other subs. Other people he had looked at and decided were worth bringing into that part of his life, and now he was standing there looking at me like I might belong there too.

Potential subs.

The phrase made this feel suddenly, alarmingly real.

He nodded toward the packet. “When you get home from work, fill it out. We’ll go over it tonight.”

I flipped through the first couple of pages, already catching words that made my stomach jump, and before I could stop myself I looked up and said, “Maybe I should just call out sick.”

One of his brow went up.

I smiled quickly. “Kidding.”

Mostly.

He kept watching me for one extra second, like he was deciding whether he believed that, and I had the sudden, ridiculous urge to tell him I absolutely could be persuaded if he wanted to do the persuading.

Probably a thought best kept to myself.

So I hugged the packet to my chest instead and backed toward the hallway. “I should get ready.”

“Yes,” he said. “You should.”

I turned and headed back to my room before he could see too much on my face.

Once the door shut behind me, I just stood there for a second with the packet still in my hands, staring down at it like it might disappear if I looked away.

This was real.

Not flirting. Not me making something out of the way he said my name or the way he looked at me when I pushed him. Not a fantasy I had built in my head because I was bored and horny and stuck in his apartment.

Real.

I had wanted this.

And now I had it.

That thought hit me all over again, hot and thrilling and just a little terrifying.

Then I looked back down at the checklist, smiled despite myself, and thought, well, shit.

I really did get what I wanted.


Chapter Seven: Daddy, Can I?




A couple of days into this, Jonas was already driving me out of my mind.

Not because he was doing anything wrong. That was the worst part. He was being patient, methodical, and maddeningly consistent about all of it, like he had all the time in the world to drag me through the process one careful step at a time while I felt like I was vibrating out of my skin.

He had made me redo the checklist twice.

The first time because I had marked interested on almost everything, which had felt fair to me at the time because I had been excited and curious and in no mood to play picky when the man I wanted was finally taking me seriously. He had looked at it for about thirty seconds before calmly sliding it back across the table and telling me to do it again because it was obvious I had not read half of it.

The second time had gone even worse, because according to Jonas it was also obvious I was choosing things I thought he would like instead of being honest about what actually interested me.

That had earned me a long look and a quiet, “Try again, baby girl.” 

“Baby girl?” I repeated, like I was only teasing and not trying to throw him off from making me redo the whole thing again. 

His eyes lifted to mine. “Yes.” 

I looked at him. “So if you get to call me baby girl, what do I call you?” 

“I prefer Daddy.” 

I thought maybe he was joking at first, but he sat there with a look serious enough to dare me to laugh.  

Daddy. 

The word just sat there between us, and I lost my nerve so fast it almost pissed me off. I dropped my eyes back to the checklist like that had been my plan all along, but my brain was still stuck on it. Not because I didn’t want to call him that. That was the problem. I did. It just felt too big, too real, like if I said it out loud I would not be teasing him anymore. I would be giving him something. Claiming him right back.  

Eventually he had sat me down and gone through it with me himself, line by line, making me talk through what I was actually curious about and what experience I had with any of it. That part had been humiliating in a way I had not expected. Not because I had no sex life, because I definitely had, but because once I had to say it all out loud, there was no dressing it up. Compared to him, compared to the world he clearly knew inside and out, my experience looked exactly like what it was.  

Vanilla.  

He had not made me feel stupid about it. If anything, he had done the opposite. He had told me more than once that if I was going to trust him with this, then he needed the truth so he could do better by me.  

Which was sweet.  

And helpful.  

And still somehow managed to feel like one giant yellow highlighter dragged across every difference between us.  

Still, it had narrowed things down. He had made me actually pick out what I wanted to try first instead of just circling everything that sounded remotely filthy and hoping for the best. Some of it had been easy. I already knew I liked the idea of being lectured for misbehavior, of being corrected when I was acting up, and I had wanted to try paddling badly enough that just saying it out loud made me warm all over.  

Other things had surprised me once we got into them. Like the thought of verbal degradation and there were whole pages of role play options I had not expected to even pause on, and getting down to different types of bondage. Going through all of it had forced me to stop acting like I wanted everything and admit what actually interested me, what I was curious about, what I thought I could handle, and what made my stomach turn over in a way that felt more like nerves than fear. It had also shown me the places where what I wanted overlapped with what he liked. 

That should have made me feel better. .

Instead, by Monday afternoon, I was wound so tight I could barely think.

Because the weekend had passed, and the most physical attention I had gotten out of him was breakfast in his lap and the occasional brush of his hand at my back when he moved me somewhere. He had been careful. Deliberate. Too deliberate, if you asked me.

Everything was moving too slowly.

By the time I got home from class, I was already irritated enough to do something stupid, and the second I walked past his office and saw him at his desk with his phone pressed to his ear, I decided that today was probably as good a day as any.

I went straight into his office, dropped my bag by the couch, and sat down with my textbook. Then I stretched out and propped my feet up on the cushion like I knew damn well I was not supposed to.

His gaze cut over to me immediately.

I ignored it.

This was the fun part.

He was still on the phone, still talking in that clipped, controlled work voice, and I could practically feel his annoyance from across the room even though he hadn't said a word to me. I opened the textbook and pretended to read, like I was being perfectly reasonable and he was the one with the problem.

When he finally ended the call, the silence in the room shifted.

He let it sit for a second.

Then, very calmly, he said, “Baby girl, what are you doing?”

Baby girl. That nickname had been worming its way deeper every time he used it. His baby girl. Just hearing it now sent that warm little pull through me all over again, but at the moment it wasn’t enough to get me out of my mood.

So naturally, I looked up from the page and gave him my most innocent face.

“What does it look like I’m doing? I’m studying.”

His eyes flicked pointedly to my feet.

“Feet down.”

He was using that voice. The dom voice. Low and filled with expectations.

I set the book down slowly and dragged my feet off the couch, making a show of it, then looked back at him with a little smirk. “Oh. Sorry. I forgot.”

“Did you?”

He leaned back in his chair and watched me for a second in that way he had, the one that made it feel like he could see through every bit of nonsense I tried to throw in front of him.

“What else did you forget?” he asked.

I knew exactly what he meant. It was one of the newer rules, one that had felt weirdly domestic when he first gave it to me. Whenever I got home from work or school, he wanted me to shower and change before settling in, because, as he had put it, he wanted a clean break between outside life and here.

I had rolled my eyes at the time.

I still kind of rolled my eyes now.

“I was supposed to shower first,” I admitted.

“And?”

I lifted one shoulder. “I forgot.”

His brows rose just enough to tell me he was not buying that for a second.

“Come here.”

I did.

He moved a few papers aside, pushed his keyboard back, and then tapped the edge of his desk. “Sit.”

I climbed up and perched there in front of him, trying not to be too aware of how close that put us. His chair rolled forward slightly as he settled in, knees parting just enough that mine brushed the outsides of them, and suddenly the office felt much smaller than it had a second ago.

He looked up at me. “Why are you acting like a brat?”

I look away from him. “Maybe I feel like it.”

“Maybe,” he said. “Or maybe something else is going on.”

I let out a breath through my nose. “We haven’t talked about punishments yet. I figured maybe now would be a good time.”

His expression changed just enough to tell me I had finally said the thing he’d been waiting for.

“Do you want punishment,” he asked evenly, “or do you want my attention?”

I frowned. “Of course I want your attention.”

“Have I not given you enough?”

He asked it so calmly that it made me feel childish for a second, which only annoyed me more.

“Yes,” I said, then immediately huffed out a frustrated breath. “No. I mean, yes, you have. Just not…”

“Not what?”

I looked away for half a second, then back at him. “Not the right kind.”

His gaze didn’t move. “Then tell me what you want.”

I should have said it clearly. I should have said it like an adult.

Instead I felt myself getting hot and flustered and pissed off all at once, because I knew exactly what I wanted and he knew exactly what I wanted and somehow he still had me sitting on his desk spelling it out like this was an exercise.

“Physical attention,” I snapped. “Like actual physical attention. Like fucking, for Christ’s sake.”

His mouth twitched, not quite a smile.

“That covers a lot.”

“Oh my God.” I threw my hands up. “What do you want me to do, get on my knees and say, Daddy, can I please suck your cock?”

The second the word left my mouth, the whole room changed.

It had come out wrapped in sarcasm, but the second it hit him, that part stopped mattering. I saw it move through him all at once, the way his nostrils flared as he pulled in a deep breath, the way his jaw tightened, the way he leaned back in the chair and dragged a hand over his face like he was trying to get a grip on himself before he did something reckless.

Then my eyes dropped, and there was no missing the outline of his cock straining against his jeans.

Oh.

Well, that answered that.

The weirdness of the word flew right out of my head. Daddy. Just one word, and I had gotten that kind of reaction out of him. I felt the power of it all at once, hot and sharp and way too satisfying.

No way in hell was I ever calling him anything else again.

A wicked little smile pulled at my mouth before I could stop it.

I rolled the chair back just enough to give myself room and slid off the desk to kneel in front of him.

His eyes snapped back to mine. “Get up.”

I stayed where I was.

“We should talk this through first,” he said, and now I could hear it, that first real crack in all his control.

I looked up at him, licked my lips once, and said it again, slower this time.

“Daddy, can I suck your cock? Haven't I been good enough for you.”

He let out a low sound that went through me like a live wire, then leaned forward and dragged a hand through my hair like he was debating with himself, and I just leaned into him and gave him my best pleading eyes.

Then he said, “Fine.”

For a second I thought he was going to give me what I wanted right there in the chair. Instead he stood, crossed to the couch, and grabbed one of the cushions before dropping it on the floor in front of where he was standing.

“Come here,” he said.

I started to get up fully.

“No. Crawl.”

Oh fuck, yes daddy. The command ringing in my head. Crawl. Right there in that moment I would have crawled all the way to his bedroom.

So I lowered myself to my hands and knees and crossed the space between us like that, my face hot and my heart pounding so hard I could feel it everywhere. By the time my knees hit the cushion, I could see him breathing harder. Good.

“You really think you deserve to suck my cock?” he said.

"Yes, Daddy." I say it nice and slow.

"Go ahead," he say. "You better do a damn good job."

The edge in his voice made me go liquid between my thighs.

I reached for his belt with fingers that were only shaking a little, unfastened it, and opened his jeans. When I pushed them down enough to free his cock, he was already thick and leaking at the tip, and all I could think was that I had waited way too long for this.

I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, feeling the heat and the way he pulsed against my palm. Then I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly over the head, tasting the salty pre-cum.

I caught his hand twitch at his side. When I looked up at his face, I could see he was trying hard to hold himself together, jaw tight, like if he gave too much away I’d win something.

That only made it better.

I took him into my mouth, lips stretching wide around his girth, and sank down as far as I could. Till the head bumped the back of my throat and my eyes watered, but I held there for a long second, letting him feel how eager I was.

I eased back and set a rhythm. Slow at first. Then a little deeper. Then slower again when I felt the way his breathing changed over my head. I hallowed my cheeks, swirling my tongue along the underside. Doing everything I knew how to make him feel this.

“Christ,” he muttered, almost too low to hear.

I smiled around him.

That got me a hand in my hair. Just firm enough to let me know he was done pretending he didn’t need something to hold on to.

I kept going, more focused on him than on anything else, on the sounds I could pull out of him, the way his control kept slipping just a little more every time I took him deeper, every time my hand tightened with my mouth.

“Take your pants off,” he ordered suddenly, voice rough.

I pulled off him with a wet pop, staring up. “Now?”

“Right fucking now.”

I pushed my jeans down, kicked them off awkwardly, panties following and settled back between his legs, the cool air hit my soaked pussy and I shivered. His fingers tightened in my hair and guided my mouth back to his cock.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

I obeyed, sliding two fingers through my dripping folds. Moaning around his cock. My hips rocked against my own hand as I worked him with my mouth. I kept moving, trying to focus on him and the shape of him in my mouth, on the fact that this was finally happening, but the whole thing felt clumsy in a way that made embarrassment creep in at the edges.

“Good girl,” he praised. “Keep going. I want you to come with my cock down your throat.”

The praise should have helped. It didn't.

My motions turned messy after that, more from wanting to please him than from any confidence in what I was doing. I could feel him watching, could feel the way he was trying to stay in control of himself while I worked him over and tried to do what he asked at the same time.

“I want you to come like this,” he said.

And that was the problem.

I pulled off him, breathless and frustrated. “I can’t. Not like this.”

He looked down at me, sharp and focused. “Can’t or don’t think you can?”

Heat rushed into my face. “I have a hard time coming with my fingers. And in general, I always have.”

Saying it out loud felt awful.

Too honest. Too revealing.

For a second I thought I had ruined the whole thing.

Instead, something flickered across his face that looked a lot more like disbelief in over my issues with orgasms than dissatisfaction over the situation.

“Can I try?” he asked.

I blinked. “To make me come?”

“Yes.”

That should have been an easy answer. It wasn’t. I didn't want him to be disappointed if I couldn't cum, and I didn't think I could fake it good enough to fool him. Part of me wanted to say no before I could embarrass myself any further.

But another part of me had pushed us all the way here and was not about to back out now. So I nodded.

He moved to the couch and laid down, then looked at me and gave the next instruction like it was obvious.

“Come here. Straddle my face. And keep that greedy little mouth on my cock.”

I just stared at him for a second. “Oh. I thought you meant…you want me on your face. I haven't showered...”

His look stopped me.

Right. He isn't one for dumb questions.

I climbed onto the couch, awkward and suddenly hyper aware of every inch of my body, and shifted until my pussy was inches away from his mouth, hovering because I did not know what else to do. I had never been on the receiving end of oral.

He ran one hand down my back, steady and grounding.

“Now, finish what you started,” he said.

So I leaned down and took his cock back into my mouth.

The second I did, he gripped my ass with both hands and yanked me down hard onto his face. The first long, hot stroke of his tongue against my pussy made me cry out around his cock.

It was too much and not enough and nothing like I had expected, and I lost track of every coherent thought almost immediately. I tried to keep sucking him, tried to stay focused on what I was doing, but he kept working me deeper into it. Slow, broad strokes at first, then focusing on my clit with devastating precision. He sucked the swollen bud into his mouth, flicked it mercilessly, then pushed his tongue inside me, fucking me with it.

He was patient in a way that felt almost cruel, building me up with one hand gripping my thigh and the other spread warm at my lower back, keeping me where he wanted me while my body stopped feeling entirely under my control.

I lost all rhythm on his cock, reduced to sloppy, moaning sucks while he devoured me.

He answered with one low groan against my pussy, the vibrations shooting straight through me.

That was the part that undid me, realizing he was losing it too. Realizing he wanted this, wanted me like this, enough that the cracks were finally showing.

After that I couldn’t focus on anything except what he was doing to me. My mouth stayed around him because he had told me to finish what I started, but I was barely doing more than holding on and trying to breathe while he worked me higher and higher until the tension in my whole body locked so tight it almost hurt.

Then it broke.

The orgasm hit hard enough to pull a helpless moan out of me, and before I could even process that, before I could think about what my body was doing, he had both arms locked around my waist holding me in place while he started thrusting up into my mouth, losing the last of his control right along with me. All the while he kept his mouth sealed over my spasming cunt.

I was still coming, still shaking, when I felt the hot, sudden flood of his release down my throat.

Everything after that hit in a rush so hard I could barely think. I was still shaking from coming when another surge tore through me, sudden and impossible to stop, a hot flood of liquid spilling out of me while he still had his mouth on me and both arms locked around my waist. I couldn’t even jerk away from it, and by the time he finally let me go I was pretty sure I had just drowned him.

“Oh my God.”

I got off the couch fast, face burning so hot it felt like I might actually burst into flames, and ran to the nearest bathroom to grab him a towel like maybe if I moved fast enough I could somehow undo the last ten seconds.

My whole body was still shaking from the orgasm, but that didn’t stop the humiliation from crashing in right behind it. I had been having the hottest moment of my life, finally getting exactly what I had been begging for, and somehow I had managed to turn it into this. Not sexy. Not mysterious. Not anything I could play off later if I needed to. I had lost control all over his face like an absolute disaster, and now there was no way he was ever going to look at me without remembering it.

I stood there gripping the towel for a second, mortified all over again, because of course this would happen to me. Of course the first time he really touched me like that, the first time he made me come like that, my body would do something I didn’t even know it could do and leave me sprinting for cleanup.

By the time I came back into the office clutching the towel, I was already apologizing before I had even fully crossed the room.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, I didn’t know that was going to happen, I’ve literally never done that before—”

Jonas took the towel from me, still breathing a little harder than usual but otherwise looking far too calm for someone who had just ended up wearing my meltdown.

“Why are you apologizing?” he asked.

I stared at him. “Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“Because I just…” I lowered my voice, mortified all over again. “I just basically peed on you.”

He blinked once.

Then he laughed.

Not mean. Not mocking. Just genuinely amused in a way that made me want to die and kiss him at the same time.

“That wasn’t piss.”

I folded my arms. “Come on. I’m not stupid.”

“You’re not,” he agreed. “But you’re wrong.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “And you know that how?”

That got another laugh out of him, softer this time.

“I have enough experience to know the difference.”

I stared.

Then, before I could stop myself, I said, “You’ve been peed on? On purpose?”

He laughed again, louder this time. “No. Unless you're into that?”

I made a face. "No..."

He reached for me then, still smiling, and pulled me into his lap before I could decide whether I was more embarrassed or horrified. “I’m trying to make you feel better, baby girl.”

I let him pull me in, still half stiff with mortification. “That is not helping.”

“It should.” He brushed my hair back from my face with a tenderness that made my throat go tight for a completely different reason. “You have nothing to apologize for. I got to make you cum so hard you squirted for me. And it was fucking beautiful.”

I looked at him.

His mouth curved. “And I’m looking forward to doing it again.”

That should not have made me relax as fast as it did.

It absolutely did.

I let out a shaky breath and leaned into him, the embarrassment still there but softer around the edges now that he wasn’t acting disgusted or weird or remotely sorry it had happened. If anything, he looked entirely too pleased with himself.

His phone rang.

He glanced toward the desk and sighed once through his nose, like the interruption offended him on principle.

“I need to finish some work,” he said.

I let out a small groan and stayed right where I was. “Yeah, and I need to study. I’ve got a test soon.”

His hand stayed warm at my waist. “Soon how soon?”

I shrugged a little. “Like Wednesday soon.”

He looked at me for a second. “Have you even started studying for it?”

I made a face. “Yes… kind of.”

That got me one of those looks.

“I’m not going to be a distraction from your classes,” he said.

I snorted softly. “Please. I was bad at school long before you got here. I’m sure my dad has already told you what a fuck up I am.”

His expression changed at that, not dramatically, but enough that I noticed. “Your father has never said anything bad about you.”

I opened my mouth, then shut it again.

He kept looking at me. “And you’re not a fuck up. You need better motivation. That’s not the same thing.”

Something about the way he said it, so matter of fact and certain, made my chest ache a little. It was sweet, and I wanted to believe him, but I didn’t. Not really.

He was quiet for a second, then I felt his thumb move once against my side.

“Alright,” he said. “Let’s make a deal.”

That got my attention fast. “What kind of deal?”

“If you pass the test, I’ll let you plan a scene.”

I blinked. “A whole scene?”

“Yes. Every part.”

The excitement hit so fast I sat up straighter in his lap. “I get to call the shots?”

His mouth curved. “Within reason.”

That still sounded amazing.

My brain was already sprinting ahead of me. “What if part of it includes going to Temptation?”

He didn’t even hesitate. “If you make an A, that can be included.”

I let out a huff. “You could have just said no.”

He held my gaze steadily. “I believe you can do it.”

That should not have meant anything, but the way he held my gaze when he said it made it feel like he actually believed I could do it, and for one stupid second I almost believed it too.

I started to shift, finally trying to get up. “Fine. Then I really do need to study.”

His arm tightened before I could move very far.

“Just a few more minutes,” he said.

I looked at him, then at his arm around me, and let out a breath through my nose. “Fine. But then I’m actually going to study.”

He nodded like that was exactly the answer he wanted.

So I settled back against him for a few more minutes, trying not to think too hard about the fact that maybe passing would actually be worth the effort this time.


Chapter Eight: Earned It




I fucking did it.

Passed that damn test with a ninety, and I was still riding that high hard enough that I did not even care how obnoxious the whole thing had been. I had to fight my professor for part of it too, because there was one open-ended question where my answer had not been written out the way he wanted, but it was still right, and I was not about to let him dock me just because I had not worded it like a textbook. I annoyed him until he gave me the points back, and whether he did it because I was right or because he got tired of arguing with me honestly did not matter. I got the grade. I got the A. And now I was standing at the Club Temptation bar with Jonas’s hand on the small of my back and a whole private scene waiting for me down the hall.

So yeah, every second I had spent studying and every second I had spent arguing had been worth it.

I should have felt calmer than I did, considering all of this had been planned out. We had talked through what I wanted, what he wanted, what I was nervous about, what I definitely wanted to try, and what he thought I was ready for. None of this was supposed to be a surprise. But apparently knowing what was coming did absolutely nothing to make me less excited, because I still felt half giddy and half out of my mind just standing there with him.

He had not really stopped touching me since we got there either, and that was not helping. His hand at my back. His fingers brushing my hip when he leaned in to say something. His arm settling around my waist for a second while we waited at the bar. We had crossed paths with a few people he knew on the way in, other Doms, other subs, a couple I was pretty sure were swingers, although honestly at this place it got hard to tell who was into what after a while. I had smiled and tried to act normal while secretly feeling so smug I could have floated. I was there with him. People could see that. They could see where I stood.

And I liked it way more than I probably should have.

Jonas leaned in close enough that his mouth almost brushed my ear. “Are you ready?”

I looked up at him and nodded.

That was all it took. He took my hand and led me away from the bar, down the back hallway where the noise from the club shifted into something different. There were doors cracked open, movement inside some of the rooms, flashes of bare skin and ropes and mouths and bodies, and weirdly enough it was not as embarrassing as I had once thought it would be. Maybe it should have been. Maybe seeing people naked and fucking in a hallway like it was the most natural thing in the world should have made me want to run. But I was with Jonas, and that changed everything. With him there, I felt held inside it instead of thrown into it.

We stopped outside one of the private rooms, and he opened the door and let me step in first.

The room was simple but still intimate. A bed. A small side table. A padded chair in the corner. Soft lighting that made the whole space feel private without turning it into some cheap fantasy set. It was not a voyeur room. Not the dungeon. No audience. No strangers. Just us.

Jonas stepped in behind me and shut the door.

He was wearing black jeans and that black t-shirt again, the same kind of outfit he had on the first night I saw him downstairs in the dungeon, and it looked unfairly good on him. The shirt fit tight over his chest and shoulders, and I caught myself staring before he even moved. Then he reached into his back pocket, pulled out a pair of black latex gloves, and slid them on one hand at a time.

Watching his hands shouldn't have turned me on this much, but it did.

He flexed his fingers once, then looked at me. “Why did you want to do this here?”

I blinked. “What?”

“At Temptation,” he said, taking one slow step closer. “We could have done this at home.”

I realized now anytime Jonas asked me to spell things out like this, is because he wanted to be sure I myself knew why I wanted things. So I swallowed and told him the truth, didn't try to make it sound sexy. “Because I wanted people to see me with you.”

His gaze held mine.

I made myself keep going. “I wanted them to know I’m yours.”

Something dark and pleased moved through his face. “Good answer.”

Then he backed me up until the backs of my knees hit the bed.

His gloved hand came up and ran slowly over my face, down my throat, the touch light enough to make me want more and firm enough to remind me exactly who was in charge once that door closed. I tipped my chin up without even thinking about it, and he watched me the whole time.

“I am proud of you,” he said. “You did well on that test for me.”

That warm, ridiculous rush of pride hit me so fast I nearly smiled.

Then his hand slid down and he tipped his head a little. “But that doesn’t make up for the way you’ve behaved this week, does it?”

The smile died right off my face.

He kept talking in that calm, measured voice that always got to me more than if he had snapped. “The teasing. The talking back. The little rules you keep trying to bend just to see what happens. That attitude.”

His hand stroked once over my throat. “None of that disappears just because you passed one test. Does it?”

I looked up at him and let the answer come soft.

“No, Daddy.”

His eyes darkened.

He reached for the straps of my dress and slid them down one at a time, slow enough to make me feel each second of it. Then he pushed the dress down my body, the fabric whispering over my skin until it pooled around my feet. Standing before him completely bare.

The dress hadn't needed a bra, and I had started the night out with panties, but I had gone into the bathroom before we came down the hall and done exactly what he told me to do: remove them. My underwear was currently held hostage in one of his pants pockets.

He looked. Not rushed. Not greedy. Just a long, steady look that made my skin hum.

Then he nodded toward the bed. “Sit.”

I did.

He stood in front of me, one gloved hand lifting to my jaw. “Now tell me something. What should we do about your attitude?”

I knew what he wanted. Or at least I knew what I wanted.

He tilted my face up a little farther. “Should I paddle that ass of yours?”

I licked my lips and nodded once. “Yes, Daddy.”

His hand slid into my hair and tightened just enough to make me gasp.

“You understand that just because you’re being sweet right now does not mean I’m going to go easy on you.” His voice stayed low and smooth and absolutely serious. “You do not want me to go easy on you. Do you?”

The answer came out faster than I could think about it. “No, Daddy. Please don’t go easy on me.”

That smile of his was the kind that always made me feel like I had just walked into something and was about to like it way too much.

“You’re going to enjoy this,” he said. “And if it gets to be too much, you’ll use your safe word.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Which is?”

“My safe word is red.”

He patted my face lightly. “Good girl. Now let’s get you set up. Face down.”

I climbed onto the bed and stretched out the way he wanted, my pulse already thumping hard enough that I could hear it in my ears. He secured my wrists in the leather cuffs attached to the headboard, then slid a wedge pillow beneath my hips so my ass tilted up and my whole body was positioned to give him the best access to it.

That alone made me feel exposed in a way I liked so much I hated myself a little for it.

He moved behind me and I twisted my head just enough to watch him reach into his back pocket and pull out the paddle.

Red leather.

His paddle.

He had shown it to me before and told me it was his personal one, the one he saved for his favorite subs, and even now that detail hit me right in the chest. The handle fit into his hand like it belonged there, and the broad leather head looked heavy enough to hurt.

He dragged it over the curve of my ass, not striking yet, just letting me feel it.

“We’ll start with five,” he said. “And you’re going to thank me for every one.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Daddy.”

The first crack of the paddle landed hard across my right cheek, sharp and stinging. The sound echoed through the room like a gunshot. I sucked in a sharp breath as the burn bloomed instantly across my skin.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

The second landed on the same cheek, and this time I felt the sting spread wider, sinking in deeper now that he had found the spot and clearly had no intention of being nice about it.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

By the third, something in my body stopped resisting and started leaning into it. The sting turned hot, the pressure built on top of itself, and I could feel wetness gathering between my legs in a way that was both humiliating and impossible to deny.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

The fourth made me tense and then melt right after, and that was when I realized, with a flash of disbelief, that I liked this. I did not just like the idea of it. I liked the way my ass was glowing hot. I loved how the pain lit up every nerve and made my pussy drip for him.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

The fifth and final crack landed with punishing force. I cried out, the sound half-pain, half-pleasure. By the time the echo faded, I was already aching for more. Already imagining all the ways I could brat out again just to earn another five, or ten, or twenty.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

He set the paddle aside with a soft thud. Then his gloved hand smoothed slowly over the swollen, burning cheek he’d just punished, massaging the fierce heat deeper into my skin. The latex felt cool against the throbbing flesh, making me shiver.

“There she is,” he said quietly. “I knew my filthy little girl was going to love getting her ass spanked raw.”

His hand slid boldly between my spread thighs without warning. Two thick fingers parted my soaked folds, and he let out a low, rumbling growl of approval that vibrated straight through me.

“Fuck, look at you,” he said, voice dripping with filthy praise. “Dripping like a desperate little whore just from a few swats on your ass. Your pretty cunt is soaked.”

He dragged his fingers slowly through my slickness, spreading my wetness all over my swollen pussy lips and to my throbbing clit. My hips jerked hard, a needy whine escaping my throat as I pressed my burning face into the sheets.

Then his tone dropped, turning darker, meaner.

“You little slut.”

I froze.

The words kept coming, still calm, still part of the scene, but something in me had already gone tight.

He kept stroking me lazily, fingers gliding through my dripping folds as he continued, calm and cruel. “So fucking worked up just from getting your ass paddled. Look at this greedy little cunt, clenching and leaking all over my fingers like you’re dying to be used.”

I had thought I would like this part part.

I had really thought I would.

He kept teasing me, two fingers sliding up and down my slick slit, occasionally brushing my swollen clit just enough to make my thighs tremble. “Maybe I should leave you here like this,” he mused, voice silky and dangerous. “Ass bright red, cunt dripping down your thighs, door wide open for anyone to walk in and see what a pathetic, needy little slut you are.”

And I hated how much that twisted something ugly inside my chest.

On paper it had sounded filthy and hot and easy to get into. But hearing it out loud while I was actually here, half bound and wet and open for him, it didn’t land the way I expected. Instead of making me feel wanted, it made me feel cheap.

And I hated that.

“No.”

The word flew out of me so fast I barely even realized I’d said it.

The room went still.

I pressed my lips together immediately, embarrassed all over again, because of course he was not actually going to do that. We had talked through this. It was part of the scene. I knew that. I had been the one to include this.

But knowing it did not stop the panic that had hit me the second he said it.

His hand gentled.

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

I hesitated, then let out a shaky breath. “I don’t want anyone else seeing me like this.”

He stayed quiet.

I swallowed and forced the rest out. “I only want Daddy doing these things to me.”

That changed everything.

A second later he moved into my line of sight, one hand sliding under my jaw to turn my face toward him before he kissed me. It was not a soft little reassuring kiss either. It was deep and claiming and sure enough to make my whole body loosen with relief.

When he pulled back, his thumb stroked once over my cheek.

“That’s all talk, baby girl,” he said. “No one gets to see you like this but me. You’re mine.”

Mine.

That was what I wanted.

Not humiliation. Not being talked down to until I felt cheap and exposed in the worst way. What I wanted was this. Him correcting me because he knew I could do better, because he saw more in me than me just being some messy little thing to use up and toss aside. I wanted him taking control of me in a way that felt possessive instead of degrading, like every touch and every word was about pulling me closer to him.

And more than anything, I wanted this exact feeling pressing in on me right now, the certainty that I could trust him enough to try things like this and still stop or change them in the middle if I needed to, because he would listen.

“Then fuck me,” I blurted, the words spilling out before I could stop them.

He laughed, low and rough, and the sound went straight through me.

“What a dirty fucking mouth you have, baby girl.”

Before I could answer, his hand cracked hard across my other cheek, the sharp smack making me gasp and arch. Then he moved down behind me, spreading my thighs wider with his hands.

The first slow, hot swipe of his tongue along my dripping slit ripped a broken “Oh, fuck” from my throat. My fingers twisted hard in the cuffs, the leather biting into my wrists as pleasure jolted through me.

He made a pleased sound against me and went right back in. His tongue was relentless—precise, experienced, devastating. He licked broad and slow from my clit all the way up to my tight little hole. Licking. Sucking at my clit. Shifting pressure until I was squirming against the wedge pillow and trying not to lose my mind.

I really could get used to this.

That was the dangerous thought.

Because it was not just that he was good at it, although he absolutely was. It was that every time he touched me like this, it got easier to let go. Easier to trust him. Easier to surrender. Easier to stop trying to control what my body did and just let it react however it wanted.

And with him, my body wanted a lot.

The orgasm came fast and hard, tearing through me before I could brace for it, and I cried out into the sheets while he held me steady through it.

When he finally pulled back, I was a trembling, dripping mess.

“There you go,” he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “Such a good girl, coming so hard on my tongue. You’re getting so good at coming for me.”

My whole body went hot at that praise.

“You’ve earned my cock now, baby.”

I felt the thick, blunt head of his cock drag through my wetness once, lining up, and then he pushed in.

I moaned into the mattress at the stretch of him.

He didn’t rush. At first he gave me one long, deliberate stroke, then another, each one forcing me wider, making me feel every thick inch claiming my pussy. Then his pace deepened, turning into a steady, powerful rhythm that kept me teetering right on the edge. Arching back for more even as I struggled to take it all.

“That’s it,” he growled, voice rough. “Take every inch of Daddy’s cock like the greedy little sub you are.”

Thrust.

“What a good little sub you are. Taking every...”

Thrust.

"I give you."

Thrust.

"Look at you, so pretty with your ass still red from my paddle."

Thrust.

“Cunt swallowing my cock.”

And then he lost some of that careful control.

His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, fingers digging into my flesh as his thrusts turned faster, deeper, rougher. The wet, obscene sounds of him pounding into my soaked pussy filled the room. Low, filthy groans escaped him every time he buried himself to the hilt, and the raw possession in every thrust made my head spin.

He was not just fucking me. He was taking me apart with it, making sure I felt every inch of who I belonged to in that moment.

I came again around him, crying out when the force of it clamped me down tight on his cock, and he cursed low behind me and fucked me right through it, harder now, rougher, like he was chasing his own end and done pretending otherwise.

The final thrusts were almost brutal.

Then he yanked out with a guttural groan and came hot and thick across my back in heavy, pulsing ropes. The sudden splash of his cum on my skin made me gasp, the filthy heat of it marking me, dripping down my spine and between my reddened cheeks.

It should have felt filthy.

It did feel filthy.

But it also felt like something else.

Claimed.

Cherished.

Like he was marking his territory on purpose, painting me with proof that I belonged to him.

For a second neither of us moved.

Then everything slowed.

He unfastened the cuffs, smoothed a hand over my back, and leaned down to press a kiss to my shoulder while I was still catching my breath.

“You so good for me baby girl.” he said.

That almost undid me worse than the sex.

He got up and got a towel from somewhere in the room, cleaning me up himself with a care that made the whole thing feel softer without taking away any of what had happened. By the time he was done, I was limp and boneless and not even pretending I could move on my own.

He stretched out beside me and pulled me against him, one arm around my waist, and I went without hesitation, curling into his side while my body kept floating down.

For a while neither of us said much.

I think he knew I was still trying to process the part where I had learned something about myself in the middle of the scene. About what I liked and what I didn’t.

Eventually I tipped my head enough to look up at him. “I didn’t like the slut part.”

His hand moved once over my hip. “I know.”

That made me blink. “You knew?”

“I figured it out the second you said no.”

I let out a breath and looked back down at his chest. “I thought I would. On paper it sounded hot.”

He hummed softly. “A lot of things sound hot until they aren’t.”

I smiled a little at that. “That’s annoyingly reasonable.”

“It’s also useful.”

I traced one fingertip over his shirt without really thinking about it. “I liked the rest.”

His mouth curved. “I noticed.”

Heat climbed back into my face, but not enough to make me hide. Not now.

After a minute he said, “What you wanted tonight was possession.”

I stayed quiet.

He was right.

“You wanted to feel claimed,” he went on, voice low and steady. “Not humiliated. That’s an important difference.”

I nodded into his chest. “Yeah.”

His hand settled at the back of my neck, holding me there in a way that made the answer feel bigger somehow.

“We’ll keep learning you,” he said.

That should have been simple.

It wasn’t.

Something about the way he said it, like there was no rush and no frustration in the process, made my throat feel tight for a second. So instead of saying anything stupid, I just curled into him a little closer and let the silence sit.

It felt good.

When he finally kissed the top of my head and told me I had earned a few minutes there before he got me dressed again, I smiled into his shirt and let myself stay exactly where I was, half draped over him, marked all over and still warm from what we had done.

And if I ended up thinking that I could get used to this too, I kept that part to myself. I did not let myself think too hard about what happened when the repairs were done and I had to go back home, or what this was supposed to look like when summer ended, or worse, what happened when my dad got back from London and everything stopped feeling so suspended and easy. Those thoughts were there, dark and waiting, but right then it felt too good to be there with him to give them any real room.


Chapter Nine: Morning, Daddy




I woke up curled against him and immediately decided I did not want to move.

That was the first thought. Not good morning. Not what time is it. Not wow, my whole body is sore in a way that says last night was absolutely worth it. Just a very clear, very selfish, I want to stay right here.

Jonas was still half asleep beside me, warm and heavy and solid in that way that made it way too easy to tuck myself in closer and pretend I had nowhere else to be. One of his arms was still around me, loose now with sleep, but there all the same, and I lay there for a second just enjoying the fact that I could. The fact that I had ended up in his bed. The fact that after everything at the club, after the scene and the aftercare and the drive home, he had carted me upstairs to his bed.

And then we had gone for round two.

That thought came back warm and filthy and made me smile into his shoulder before I could stop it. I had not expected that part. I had expected the club to be the main event, the planned thing, the one we would both be careful with because it mattered and we had worked it out together. I had not expected us to get back to the apartment and end up tangled up in his sheets, half laughing and half desperate for each other all over again, like we could do that too. Like it was not always going to be rules and scenes and structure, but also this. Casual. Unplanned. Just us wanting each other and going with it.

I liked that maybe a little too much.

Lying there in the slow, warm fog after all of it, I had the unmistakable feeling that something had shifted. Not huge. Not enough to make me think Jonas had suddenly turned into a different person overnight. But something in him had loosened a little, just enough to let me feel it, and I liked that too. I liked that I could still see all the control in him and all the care, but now there was this other thing threaded through it, this sense that once the rules were there and the trust was there, he could let go a little with me.

Which was hot.

And dangerous.

And exactly the kind of thing that was going to get me way too attached if I was not careful.

I was still half lost in that thought when the sound started downstairs.

At first it barely registered. Just a faint ringing somewhere below us, easy to ignore if I had wanted to. I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to do exactly that, because if I stayed still long enough maybe it would stop and I could go back to pretending the rest of my life did not exist for another hour.

Then it clicked.

That ringtone.

Dad.

I sat straight up.

My phone.

I had left it downstairs in my room again before we went to the club, same as last time, because the last thing I needed was to risk him checking my location and seeing me at a sex club. Which had felt very smart at the time, right up until the point where I realized that meant he had apparently been trying to call me while I had been upstairs in Jonas’s bed getting thoroughly distracted.

“Shit.”

I scrambled out of bed so fast I nearly took the sheet with me and bolted for the stairs naked and not even remotely thinking about that part until I was halfway down them.

My phone was on the bed in my room, lit up and vibrating across the comforter like it had a personal grudge against me. I snatched it up and saw the missed calls.

Three.

No, four.

No, five.

“Fuck.”

By the time Jonas caught up to me, he looked exactly like a man who had been very abruptly woken up, hair messy, boxers low on his hips, no shirt, and somehow still calmer than I had ever been a day in my life. He stopped in the doorway just as my phone started ringing again.

I looked at him, already opening my mouth to explain, and then the screen flashed Dad one more time.

I answered on instinct.

“Hi, Dad.”

He did not even let me get another word out.

“Where were you last night?”

And there it was.

I winced and tried anyway. “I was here. In bed. I think I turned my ringer off or something.”

Even to my own ears, it sounded weak.

Dad was not buying it either.

“That is bullshit,” he snapped. “I’ve been trying to get ahold of you last night and this morning. Do you have any idea what time it is here? I was half a second away from calling Jonas because if you were out partying after everything we talked about—”

Jonas held out his hand.

I stared at him for a second.

He kept his hand out.

There was no panic in his face. No hesitation. No let me think about this first. Just that same calm, steady look that said he had already decided what he was going to do.

So I gave him the phone.

He put it to his ear and said, very evenly, “David, she was with me all night.”

I went completely still.

I could not hear what my dad shouted back, only the volume of it, but it was loud enough that I did not need the words to know he was furious.

Jonas did not flinch.

“Yes,” he said, calm as ever. “All night. In my bed. It’s exactly what you think.”

I stared at him so hard my eyes actually hurt.

What the fuck was he doing.

Dad was still going off on the other end, voice sharp enough that I could hear the rhythm of it even if I could not make out the words. Jonas listened just long enough to answer.

“Yes, David, you can knock my teeth in when you get back if that makes you feel better,” he said. “But you do not get to be angry with her for this.”

Another blast of shouting cracked through the speaker.

Before Jonas could answer, the line went dead.

He looked at the screen once, then handed the phone back to me.

I just stood there holding it.

“I cannot believe you just did that.”

He leaned one shoulder against the doorframe like this was not the most insane thing I had ever watched happen before eight in the morning. “Baby girl, I am too old to play games where we hide this behind your father’s back and pretend it is something else.”

I stared at him. “Yeah, but you just came right out and said it. Do you understand how awkward everything is about to be?”

He looked completely unbothered. “It will clear up faster than you think.”

I laughed once, short and disbelieving. “That is very easy for you to say when you aren’t the one who has to deal with him.”

His expression softened just a little. “Your father loves you. He is angry now, yes, but he will cool off.”

I tightened my grip on the phone. “And then what? What happens next?”

That was the real question, and the second I asked it, everything that had been warm and sleepy and perfect started to feel a little too thin. Because my dad did overreact first and calm down later. Because the house repairs were almost done. Because London was not forever. Because real life had a way of barging in at the worst possible moment and reminding me there was always something waiting on the other side of feeling good.

“He will probably kick me out or something,” I muttered. “He always does the most before he gets around to acting normal.”

Jonas straightened then and stepped all the way into the room. “If he kicks you out, then I guess you stay here.”

I looked up at him.

He said it so simply that it took a second to register what he had actually meant. Not as some joke. Not as a flirty line. Like he had already thought that possibility through and decided what his answer would be.

“You really mean that,” I said.

“Yes.”

No hesitation.

No softening it.

Just yes.

Then he crossed the rest of the space between us, took the phone out of my hand, set it down on the dresser, and pulled me into him.

I went without thinking.

He kissed me slow and deep, one hand at the back of my neck, the other warm at my waist, and just like that the panic in my chest stopped racing long enough for me to breathe again. I was standing there completely naked, he was in nothing but boxers, my dad had probably just exploded somewhere over the Atlantic, and none of that should have felt remotely manageable.

And yet.

Held there in his arms, I had the ridiculous, undeniable feeling that it was going to be okay.

Maybe not easy.

Probably not clean.

But okay.

When he finally pulled back, I looked up at him and heard myself say, “Fine. I’ll trust you, Daddy.”

His mouth twitched.

I glanced toward the hall. “Breakfast first? I’ll cook.”

That got an actual laugh out of him.

“As long as it doesn’t come out of the microwave.”

I rolled my eyes. “I promise you I know how to use an oven.”

“I'll believe it when I see it.”

He kissed me once more, quick this time, and then moved with me toward the door like this was just our morning now, like I belonged in his space and his routine and his day.

Maybe the whole thing was about to blow up. Maybe my dad was going to come back from London ready to tear the world apart. Maybe the repairs would finish, summer would end, and everything that felt easy right now would get tested in a way I was not ready for.

But as I followed Jonas out of the room, still warm from sleep and sex and the way he had stood there without flinching for me, I knew one thing for sure.

Whatever happened next, with him I was going to be okay.
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