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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. 




Dim the lights and lose yourself in me. 




Content information: Voyeurism, exhibitionism, revenge sex.




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


Chapter One: Starving




I perched on the edge of the bed, the red silk of my dress gliding over my thighs like a lover’s touch. The hotel room was quiet, save for the steady buzz of my phone vibrating on the nightstand. Another text from Brandon. Another excuse.

"We need to talk about this. You’re overreacting. Call me."

Overreacting. That fucking word.

It clawed at my insides, igniting a slow, simmering rage beneath my skin. He always did this—twisting the blame, making me feel like I was the problem. Like I was too much. Too emotional. Too needy. Too fucking aware of the fact that he had been slipping away, piece by piece, excuse by excuse.

The phone buzzed again, the vibration rattling against the polished nightstand. I didn’t even bother to pick it up this time. I already knew where this was going. Another text, another desperate plea for me to back down, to stop being "dramatic."

I should have blocked him already, but some part of me wanted to see him squirm, to see how far he’d go to salvage the thing he’d taken for granted for so long. Brandon was good at pretending to care. Good at saying all the right things just long enough to keep me where he wanted me—waiting. But not tonight.

I smoothed my hands over the fabric of my dress, feeling the heat radiating off my skin. I had bought this dress for him, chosen it with him in mind—the deep, sinful red that hugged my curves, the plunging neckline designed to make his jaw slacken, the high slit that promised just enough to make him ache for more. I had planned everything, even the hotel room next to Club Temptation—all of it had been for Brandon.

I’d spent weeks orchestrating tonight, convincing myself that this grand gesture might finally snap him out of whatever funk he’d been in lately. Ever since he’d started his new job, things had been… different. Distant. Our conversations felt forced, our time together rushed, and the intimacy we once shared had dwindled down to a shadow of what it used to be.

I’d tried everything—date nights, lingerie, little surprises to keep things interesting. But no matter what I did, Brandon always found an excuse. “I’m tired.” “I’ve got an early morning meeting.” Or, more recently, “It’s just been stressful at work.”

And then there was her.

I tried not to think about her, but the image of his new secretary crept into my mind like an uninvited guest. Amanda. Blonde, bubbly, and probably just naive enough to think her endless giggles and coy smiles weren’t painfully obvious. I’d met her once, at a company happy hour Brandon had dragged me to a couple of months ago. She was everything I wasn’t: younger, flirty in that effortless way that made men feel like kings, and clearly very interested in my boyfriend.

I hated the way Brandon had lit up around her that night, how he’d smiled at her in a way he hadn’t smiled at me in months. I hated even more how he’d brushed it off when I brought it up later.

“She’s just friendly,” he’d said with that infuriating laugh of his, the one that made me feel like I was being ridiculous for even asking. “You’ve got nothing to worry about, babe.”

But I wasn’t stupid. I saw the way he leaned in just a little too close when she spoke, the way his eyes lingered on her legs as she crossed and uncrossed them at the bar. I had spent weeks convincing myself it was all in my head, that I was overthinking it, but deep down, I knew better. And tonight, when he called to cancel our plans yet again, I couldn’t ignore the nagging suspicion that Amanda was the real reason.

His voice on the phone had been calm, like he didn’t even realize how close I was to breaking.

“Sorry, babe,” he’d said, as if he were apologizing for forgetting to pick up milk at the store. “Something came up at work. I’ll make it up to you, okay?”

“Work,” I’d repeated flatly, my grip tightening around the phone. “Right. And let me guess—Amanda’s there, too?”

There had been a pause, just long enough to confirm what I already knew.

“She’s part of the team,” he said finally, his tone defensive. “You know that. Don’t start this again.”

My blood had boiled at his dismissal. Don’t start this again. Like I was just some paranoid girlfriend who couldn’t handle her boyfriend having a life outside of her.

“You know what, Brandon? Forget it,” I’d said, my voice shaking with anger and hurt. “Forget tonight. Forget us. I’m done.”

He’d started to say something, but I didn’t let him finish. I ended the call, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst out of my chest.

Now, an hour later, he was bombarding me with texts.

"We need to talk."

"You’re blowing this out of proportion."

"Don’t do this, babe. I’m on my way."

On his way? I almost laughed out loud at that. The thought of him showing up here, acting like the hero swooping in to save the day, was almost enough to make me scream.

Gone was the girl who waited, who second-guessed, who made herself smaller for the sake of a man who barely looked at her. In her place stood someone new—someone who had finally decided she didn’t need permission to take up space.

I had spent weeks researching Club Temptation after stumbling across it online. Not just any nightclub—this was a social sex club. A place where inhibitions were left at the door, where pleasure was currency, where people took what they wanted without shame. The testimonials on the website had made my cheeks burn, but they had also sent heat curling low in my belly, had set my pulse racing with something I hadn’t been able to shake since.

Curiosity. Arousal. And, for the first time in forever, excitement.

At first, I told myself it was for Brandon. That if I showed him I could be wild, if I proved I could step out of my comfort zone, maybe he’d stop looking for excitement elsewhere. Maybe he’d see me again.

But now, standing in this hotel room, wearing a dress meant to seduce a man who no longer deserved to touch me, I knew the truth.

This wasn’t about him. This was about me.

I fastened the straps of my heels, the sharp click of the buckle like a final decision locking into place. I had booked this hotel as a safety net, a retreat in case the night became too much. But now?

Now, it was my launchpad.

I wasn’t walking into that club to wait. I was walking in to be seen. To be wanted.

To take exactly what I craved without apology. Tonight, I wasn’t looking for love. I wasn’t looking for safety. I was looking for someone who would look at me and know exactly why I was there.

Someone who would watch me. Want me. Someone who would make me forget I had ever planned this night for anyone but myself. And I was ready to find him.

Brandon had made his choice. Now it was time for me to make mine.


Chapter Two: The Hunt Begins




The night air kissed my skin as I stepped out of the hotel, the city humming around me, alive with possibility. Ahead, Club Temptation glowed like a beacon in the darkness, its neon sign casting a sultry red light over the line of eager patrons waiting to get inside. The steady pulse of bass spilled onto the street, a low, seductive thrum that vibrated through the pavement, up my legs, sinking into my bones.

I paused for half a second, breath catching, my heart pounding in a wild, erratic rhythm. This was it. I could turn back now. Call a car. Pretend I never wanted this.

Or—I could step forward.

I smoothed my hands down the fabric of my dress, the silk whispering beneath my fingertips, and lifted my chin. No hesitation. No second-guessing.

Not tonight.

The people around me were buzzing with excitement, their conversations blending with the distant thrum of music. A couple ahead of me exchanged whispered words, their hands wandering over each other like they couldn’t wait another second to be inside. A group of women laughed and teased one another about who was going to "be bold enough" tonight. The energy was infectious, and despite my nerves, I felt a flicker-

Anticipation.

I could feel the club’s pull, could sense the promise waiting just beyond those doors.

When it was my turn at the door, the bouncer—a tall man with a shaved head and a no-nonsense expression—checked my ID. He scanned me with a brief glance, then handed it back with a nod.

“Cover’s forty,” he said in a deep voice.

I fished the cash out of my clutch, and as he took it, he gestured toward the door.

“Enjoy yourself,” he added, and for a split second, the corner of his mouth quirked up in a small, knowing smile.

The moment I stepped inside, the world shifted.

The music hit me first, a deep, pulsing beat that seemed to crawl under my skin and take hold of my heartbeat. The lights were dim, casting the room in shades of red and gold, with flickers of shadow that danced along the walls. It wasn’t like any nightclub I’d ever been to before—there was an intimacy to the space, a sense that the usual rules of the outside world didn’t apply here.

My heels clicked against the polished floor as I made my way toward the bar. The air was thick with perfume and cologne, mingling with the faint scent of leather and candle wax. People were everywhere—lounging on plush couches, leaning against the bar, swaying on the dance floor. Their movements were confident, languid, like they were completely at ease with themselves and the space around them.

I slid onto one of the barstools, grateful for a moment to collect myself. The club pulsed around me—deep bass reverberating through the floor, conversations blending into a sensual hum. My pulse was still quick, excitement and nerves tangling in my stomach as I adjusted my dress and let my gaze sweep the room.

A bartender appeared in front of me, his dark eyes warm with curiosity, an easy smile playing at his lips. He was handsome—lean and broad-shouldered, with the kind of effortless charm that made him look like he belonged behind a bar in a place like this.

“What can I get you?” he asked, his voice a smooth blend of casual and inviting.

“A strong drink would be nice,” I said with a small laugh, trying to sound more relaxed than I felt.

He chuckled, shaking his head. “Ah, BYOB here. If you’ve got something, I can hold it behind the bar for you. Otherwise, mixers are on us.”

BYOB. That explained why I’d noticed people in line carrying bags with them. A detail I’d overlooked in my rush to get here.

“Just a cranberry juice, then,” I said, feeling slightly awkward.

“Coming right up.”

As he turned to pour my drink, I let my attention wander, drinking in the scene before me.

The dance floor was hypnotic—bodies swaying, rolling together in a slow, sensual rhythm, lost in the music and each other. Off to the side, the lounge exuded a quieter kind of intimacy. Plush seating. Dim lighting. The low hum of conversation punctuated by laughter, by the occasional brush of fingers against bare skin, by lips grazing over a jawline, a throat.

And beyond that… something deeper.

Doors tucked into the shadows, slipping open and closed, leading to places I could only imagine.

“Here you go.” The bartender slid my glass in front of me, giving me a knowing wink. “Enjoy.”

I smiled in thanks, bringing the glass to my lips. The sharp tang of cranberry juice grounded me, steadied the restless energy thrumming through my veins.

Then, a presence beside me—subtle perfume, warm skin, the rustle of sequins catching the light.

“You don’t drink?” a voice asked, playful and curious.

I turned, my gaze meeting striking green eyes framed by thick auburn waves. The woman beside me was stunning, her gold dress hugging her curves like liquid fire. She radiated confidence, the kind that turned heads without even trying.

“Oh, I do,” I replied quickly. “I just didn’t realize it was BYOB.”

Her lips curled into a grin, mischief dancing in her expression. “Lucky for you,” she said, reaching into her clutch and pulling out a small bottle of vodka, “I came prepared.”

She slid the bottle across the bar between us, a silent invitation.

“How about a trade—some of this for a splash of your cranberry?”

A slow smile tugged at my lips. “Deal.”

I handed her my glass, watching as she flagged down the bartender for a glass of ice, splitting the cranberry juice between us. She poured a generous amount of vodka into my drink, then passed it back, her fingers lingering just long enough to send a spark of awareness through me.

“First time here?” she asked, sipping her own drink.

“Yeah,” I admitted, taking a slow swallow, the alcohol warming its way down my throat.

Her laughter was smooth, rich, like she had been in my exact position before. “You’ve got that look—the mix of excitement and nerves.” She leaned in slightly, her gaze flicking over me in quiet assessment. “Don’t worry, it’s normal. By your second drink, you’ll feel right at home.”

Something about her confidence was infectious, drawing me in, making me forget the lingering tension in my shoulders.

Lily took another sip before setting her glass down, her gaze scanning the room like she owned it. “So, what brings you here?”

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal, but something about her made me want to be honest. “A failed date,” I admitted. “But I think I ended up in a much better place.”

Her grin widened. “Now that is the right mindset.”

She shifted, angling toward me, one elbow propped on the bar as she gestured toward the dance floor. “Club Temptation is exactly what it sounds like,” she said, her voice low, teasing. “A place to explore, to indulge. The dance floor is where it starts, the lounge is where things get more interesting, and those private rooms in the back?” She dragged her tongue over the rim of her glass before taking another sip. “That’s where things really happen.”

I swallowed, heat curling low in my stomach.

“It’s not as intimidating as it sounds,” she assured me. “Everyone here is respectful. You only do what you’re comfortable with. No one’s going to pressure you.”

I nodded, taking a sip of my vodka-cranberry. The alcohol warmed me from the inside out, and the sweetness of Lily’s reassurance made me feel like I might actually be able to handle this.

Eventually, she excused herself, disappearing into the crowd to meet someone, leaving me alone in the intoxicating haze of Temptation. The music pulsed through the air like a heartbeat, dark and seductive, wrapping around me, pulling me in.

I slid off the barstool without hesitation, my body already surrendering to the rhythm as I made my way onto the dance floor.

The moment I stepped into the swirl of bodies, I let go.

The bass thrummed through my veins, liquid heat pouring into every movement as I rolled my hips, let my hands skim over my own curves, let the music claim me. Here, beneath the flashing lights, surrounded by strangers lost in their own pleasures, I was weightless. No thoughts of Brandon. No bitterness, no hesitation. Just this—pure, reckless abandon.

Then, I felt it.

A slow, creeping awareness ghosted over my skin like a whispered secret, sending a shiver down my spine. Someone was watching me. I turned my head, gaze flickering toward the lounge, and the breath left my lungs.

Him.

He sat back on a sleek leather couch, legs spread in an easy, unapologetic sprawl, the very picture of casual dominance. Confidence radiated from him—not the kind that needed to be flaunted, but the kind that was simply there, woven into the way he held himself, the way he watched me.

He was older—maybe early forties—his dark hair kissed with silver at the temples, his sharp jawline softened only slightly by the amused smirk playing at his lips. But it was his eyes that held me captive.

Dark. Piercing. Knowing.

A slow, simmering heat unfurled in my belly, low and deep, coiling tight as the weight of his gaze burned into me. He made no effort to look away, no attempt to disguise his interest. This wasn’t a fleeting glance, not the kind of look men threw in passing.

This was something else.

It was ownership before a single word had been spoken. A silent declaration that, if I let him, he would ruin me in all the ways I wanted.

I turned back to the dance floor, pretending to focus on the music, on the movement of my body—but I wasn’t dancing for myself anymore.

I was dancing for him.

And I could feel his eyes on me, trailing over my curves, branding my skin with the promise of something dark, something delicious. I risked another glance.

His smirk deepened, amusement flickering across his face, as if he knew.

Knew how my pulse had quickened. Knew how my thighs had pressed together. Knew exactly what he was doing to me without even touching me.

A wicked thrill shot through me—electric, undeniable.

Who was this man? This stranger who could unravel me with just a look?

I didn’t know.

But I was suddenly desperate to find out.


Chapter Three: Predator or Prey?




No matter how hard I tried to focus on the music, on the rhythm of my own body, my gaze kept finding him. Again, and again.

Through the shifting bodies on the dance floor, through the swirl of heat and flashing lights, he was there—watching me. And fuck, the way he watched.

Dark. Dangerous. A hunger that sent a sharp, pulsing thrill straight through me, pooling low in my belly. The air between us crackled, thick with an unspoken promise, something primal lurking beneath the surface.

Then, just when I thought he might come to me, he moved.

Not toward me.

Away.

He stood, slow and deliberate, his movements graceful, controlled, exuding the kind of quiet dominance that made my pulse stutter. His gaze held mine, scorching, unwavering—challenging—before he turned and disappeared into the club’s darker depths.

A retreat. A dare. A blatant invitation to follow.

Heat flared in my chest, a mix of frustration and intrigue.

How dare he? How dare he light this fire inside me, pull me into his orbit, and then walk away—as if daring me to chase him?

My body moved before my mind could catch up, instinct leading where logic should have warned me to stop. He had pulled me into his orbit, and I followed—heels clicking against the floor, my pulse hammering in anticipation.

The music dulled as I slipped deeper into the club, past bodies locked together in frantic, lustful movements, past the heated whispers and moans slipping from barely parted lips. The air thickened, dense with sweat and sex and the thrill of indulgence.

The hallway stretched before me, lined with doors left slightly ajar—each a window into a world of temptation. Shadows shifted, figures tangled together, some half-dressed, others completely bare. Hands roamed freely, mouths parted in pleasure, bodies moving in ways that made my thighs press together.

A shiver crawled up my spine. I kept moving, the hum of anticipation coursing through me like liquid fire.

And then—I found him.

Waiting.

Leaning lazily in the doorway of a dimly lit room, his posture deceptively relaxed. But his eyes—his fucking eyes—gleamed with something sharp, something predatory.

A fox watching the rabbit step willingly into his den.

His lips curled at the corners, slow, amused, wicked.

“Lost, little bunny?”

His voice was pure sin, smooth and velvet-wrapped, a taunt that sent a delicious shiver racing down my spine.

I raised an eyebrow, stepping closer until the space between us crackled with tension. “If I’m the bunny, then what does that make you? The fox?”

“Perhaps.” He tilted his head, studying me, like he was deciding whether I was prey or something else entirely. “And why would a bunny follow a fox into his den?”

I let my lips curve, knowing exactly what he was asking. Exactly what I was walking into.

“Maybe she’s curious…” My voice dropped, thick with something that wasn’t quite innocence. “Maybe she’s looking for a little adventure of her own.”

He stepped back, the movement deliberate—an unspoken invitation. My pulse quickened as I crossed the threshold, drawn into the intoxicating promise of the unknown.

The room was cloaked in dim, sultry light, shadows flickering across walls draped in heavy curtains. A bed sat at the center, adorned with plush pillows that seemed designed for indulgence, for bodies entwined in every imaginable position.

With a steadying breath, I reached behind me and closed the door, shutting out the world beyond. In this private sanctuary, we were hidden from prying eyes—wrapped in the heady anticipation of what was to come.

He closed the distance with slow, measured steps, his presence wrapping around me like a vice, warm and suffocating in the most exquisite way.

"Let’s see how adventurous our little bunny can be," he murmured, his voice a soft command that sent a shiver skittering down my spine.

Before I could respond, his hands were on me—confident, practiced, deliberate. The brush of silk against my skin, the firm tug of fabric as he tied a blindfold over my eyes. The world plunged into darkness, my senses sharpening in its absence. Every shift in the air, every movement he made, sent electric tingles along my skin.

His lips hovered near my ear, breath warm, teasing. “I like pets who know how to obey. You’d better follow instructions.”

A thrill curled low in my belly, a dangerous mix of nerves and need. “I’ve never been very good at that,” I teased, voice laced with challenge.

A sharp crack—his palm landing on my ass—made me gasp. The sting was immediate, spreading heat through my skin, down between my thighs.

"Then let's work on fixing that," he said smoothly, the warning in his voice unmistakable. "I will decide when you get to see again. And don’t even think about touching the blindfold."

The weight of surrender pressed into my chest, a delicious, unexpected thrill. Giving myself over to a stranger—someone whose name I didn’t even know—should have terrified me. But it didn’t. It exhilarated me.

His fingers curled around my arm, firm but not rough, guiding me across the room. I felt the shift in air, the way the space opened up as we neared the bed. My knees brushed the edge, and I realized the sheets beneath my fingertips were smooth, slick—silk.

Anticipation coiled tight in my belly.

"Now, little bunny," he murmured, his voice deep, edged with command. "Show me just how adventurous you can be."

I felt his gaze, heavy and unwavering, even though the blindfold. He was letting me set the pace, but I had no doubt—he was in control.

Slowly, I reached for the straps of my dress, dragging them down my shoulders, the silky fabric clinging to my skin before finally slipping, pooling around my waist in a whisper of surrender. The cool air kissed my bare flesh, a stark contrast to the heat rolling off my body in waves.

A low, appreciative growl rumbled from somewhere in front of me, thick with approval. He liked this. That knowledge sent a fresh wave of heat between my thighs.

Was he watching closely? Was his cock already hard from the sight of me? The thought made my pulse race, my breath quicken. My fingers ghosted over my skin, teasing, exploring, my hands moving in slow, sensual circles over my breasts. I toyed with my nipples, rolling and pinching until they were tight, aching peaks.

The need to see him—to rip off the blindfold and catch a glimpse of the hunger I could feel radiating from him—was overwhelming. But I resisted.

“What a show,” he mused, voice thick and indulgent. Dangerous. Close. “Keep going, little bunny. You don’t want me getting bored.”

His words sent a delicious chill down my spine, my skin prickling in awareness of just how intently he was watching.

I obeyed, letting my fingers drift lower, inching the hem of my dress up my thighs, teasing him the way I was teasing myself. Higher, higher, until I knew he could see the lace barely covering my soaked pussy.

His sharp inhale sent a thrill through me.

Sliding my fingers between my legs, I pressed against my clit through the damp fabric, biting my lip at the pressure. The sensation was maddening—just enough to tease, but not enough to satisfy.

“Is this entertaining enough for you?” I challenged, smirking despite the breathlessness in my voice.

A beat of silence. Then, his voice—low, rough, starved.

“For now.” A pause, his footsteps bringing him closer, his presence an intoxicating heat against my skin. “But I suspect this is quite the adventure for you.”

The smirk vanished from my lips.

He saw right through me.

My chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths as I waited for his next command.

“Take them off.” His voice was velvet, a dark, unyielding promise.

His fingers grazed my wrist, just a whisper of contact, but it sent a sharp jolt of need straight to my core.

“Show me how you play with yourself.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, my pulse hammering at the thought of exposing myself so completely. The idea was both daunting and electrifying, a sharp contrast of shame and desire twisting inside me. But there was no way in hell I was backing down.

My fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down my legs in one slow, deliberate movement before tossing them aside. The cool air kissed my bare, aching pussy, sending a shiver racing up my spine.

I spread my legs, my skin burning under the weight of his unseen gaze.

“Go on, bunny,” he murmured, voice thick with command. “Touch yourself.”

A pulse of need shot straight through me.

My fingers dipped between my slick folds, teasing, exploring, circling my clit with slow, featherlight strokes. I had done this countless times alone, but never like this. Never with the knowledge that someone was watching—really watching. That his eyes were locked on my every movement, that he was studying the way my body trembled, the way I gasped with every flick of my fingers.

The thrill of performing, of baring my pleasure to him, sent a surge of reckless excitement through me. My movements became bolder, chasing the pleasure building deep inside me, imagining his hands replacing mine, his mouth devouring me instead.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice dripping with approval. “Make that pretty pussy come for me.”

The words sent me spiraling.

A sharp, desperate moan escaped my lips as the orgasm crashed over me, wave after wave of pleasure tearing through my body. My back arched, my thighs shaking as I unraveled, my cries filling the room, filling his ears.

When the tremors subsided, I let out a breathless laugh, my body still thrumming, my skin slick with heat. “How was that?” I asked, smiling in the darkness, waiting for his praise.

Silence stretched between us.

Then—

“Passable,” he drawled, his tone maddeningly casual.

I blinked, irritation flaring at his indifference, my lips parting to argue—but before I could protest, his hand was on my shoulder, firm and unyielding, pushing me back onto the bed.

“Let me show you,” he murmured, his voice turning darker, silkier, edged with wicked intent. “What a real orgasm feels like.”

He parted my legs as he knelt beside me. “Open your mouth,” he instructed. I obeyed, and he slipped two fingers inside, exploring briefly before withdrawing them. Then, those same fingers traced a path down my body, igniting sparks wherever they touched, until they found their way to my eager flesh. Gently, he inserted them, curling them expertly as he stroked inside me.

The urge to rip off the blindfold was overwhelming—I wanted to see him, to drink in the way his eyes darkened as he touched me, to watch the raw hunger on his face as he took his pleasure in mine.

His hand found my breast, fingers spreading wide before squeezing, his grip firm, possessive. A sharp gasp slipped from my lips as he rolled my nipple between his fingers, teasing, tormenting, until pleasure coiled deep in my belly, hot and unbearable.

A low moan escaped me, unbidden, raw.

And I knew he was smirking.

“Tell me you like this, Bunny,” he demanded.

“Yes,” I gasped, my breathing quickening as he intensified the pressure, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“Yes? Yes, what?” he prodded.

“Yes, I like it,” I managed to say, barely able to keep my voice steady.

As he quickened the pace of his fingers, my body responded instinctively—arching, trembling, needing more. His hand left my breast and quickly pressed firmly against my abdomen, pushing his fingers deeper inside me, intensifying the sensations rippling through my core. Blinded by the blindfold, my world was reduced to the overwhelming pleasure elicited by his clearly expert touch.

My nails sank into his arm, a silent plea for more, for mercy, for anything to anchor me as he worked me open. Every stroke sent another ripple of ecstasy pulsing through my core, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my body straining toward the inevitable.

And then—I shattered.

A sharp cry tore from my throat as the orgasm ripped through me, hot and blinding. My thighs clamped around his hand, my muscles locking down as wave after wave crashed through me, electric, overwhelming.

But he didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow.

Didn’t fucking let up.

He worked me through it, dragging out every last tremor, every last pulse of pleasure until I was left utterly wrecked, boneless beneath his touch, my body still trembling from the aftershocks.

A satisfied hum rumbled from him, his fingers finally retreating, leaving me empty, aching—greedy for whatever he had planned next.

"Holy shit," I managed to gasp out, the reality hitting me like a wave. He had been right—now that was a real orgasm.

The first thing I saw was him.

His dark, smoldering gaze locked onto mine, heavy with something raw, something dangerous. He looked wrecked with desire, his lips parted, his jaw tight with restraint.

“Now, that was a fucking show,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. Then, with slow, deliberate intent, he lifted his fingers to his mouth—coated in me—and licked them clean. His tongue flicked over his knuckles, savoring every last drop as if he were indulging in the richest, most decadent treat.

My stomach clenched. My pussy clenched. .

“And you listened so well,” he continued, his tone a sultry purr. “I’m proud of you.”

A final shudder of pleasure rippled through me at those words—his approval sinking into my skin, curling deep in my belly. I forced my breath to steady, my gaze dragging over him—taking in his sharp jawline, the glint of sweat at his temples, the sheer hunger written across his face. Then, lower. Fuck.

The thick, unmistakable imprint of his cock strained against his pants, the outline so pronounced, it made my mouth water.

I reached for him without thinking, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, tugging him closer. My voice was soft, but my need was anything but.

“I want more.”

His eyes darkened, his smirk wicked and knowing. Predatory.

“Oh, bunny,” he murmured, rising to his feet, towering over me as he extended his hand. “You have no idea what you’ve just asked for.”

I slid my fingers into his, the heat of his skin sending a spark straight through me. His grip was firm, commanding, and when I made the smallest move to smooth my dress back into place, he caught my wrist—stopped me.

His smirk deepened, full of sin and promise.

“It’s perfect the way it is,” he murmured, voice rich with approval, thick with intent. His gaze swept over me like a caress, dragging slow, deliberate. Possessive. “Besides…” He leaned in, breath hot against my ear.

“You won’t be wearing it for much longer.”


Chapter Four: Maincourse




His grip on my wrist was firm but unhurried, leading me deeper into the corridors of Club Temptation, where the air was thick with heat, where moans bled into the bass-heavy music, and where every turn revealed another secret waiting to be unraveled.

I barely knew him. The Fox. That’s what I had decided to call him—the man with sharp eyes, sharp instincts, and a presence that made my stomach tighten with something close to fear… but not quite. No, this wasn’t fear. This was anticipation.

And I was following him.

Draped in the remnants of my dress, the fabric bunched around my waist, I was naked in every way that mattered. Every inch of my exposed skin burned under the weight of lingering stares as we moved through the club, my pulse quickening with each appreciative glance, each smirk of interest.

I felt them watching.

Men. Women. Strangers draped in silk and leather, their eyes dark with hunger as they whispered to each other, as they traced my body with their gazes like they were already imagining what I might look like writhing.

My breath hitched as The Fox slowed, his fingers flexing against my wrist before sliding lower, wrapping possessively around my hand. A silent message. A warning. A claim.  We stopped before an unmarked door bathed in a low, red glow.

VIP.

The attendant standing guard barely acknowledged The Fox—his approval was already assumed. Instead, his gaze slid over me, slow and deliberate, his smirk curling in appreciation at my state of undress.

"You’re bringing a gift tonight?" he mused, voice edged with something teasing.

A thrill sparked in my belly, pooling lower, hotter.

The Fox chuckled, low and rich. "No," he murmured. "She’s bringing herself."

The attendant’s brows lifted slightly in intrigue, but he said nothing more as he pushed the door open. I stepped inside, the air shifting immediately. Thicker. Heavier. Electric.

The VIP lounge wasn’t just a room—it was a stage. A carefully curated exhibition of decadence and indulgence, where pleasure wasn’t merely felt but displayed, savored, celebrated.

Floor-length mirrors lined the walls, their gilded edges framing scenes of raw, uninhibited desire. Each surface reflected the sensual chaos unfolding within the space, turning a single moment into a kaleidoscope of sin. It wasn’t just about touch—it was about sight, about watching yourself come undone, about knowing that others could see every moan, every thrust, every surrender from every angle.

Plush, velvet seating hugged the perimeter of the room, each couch occupied by bodies entwined in shameless desire. Some whispered filthy promises against each other’s lips, their hands wandering, teasing, tasting. Others had already surrendered to the moment—soft gasps and guttural moans filling the dimly lit space, bare skin glistening under the golden light.

And at the center of it all—a bed.

A couple moved in sensual tandem, their connection raw and unfiltered. The woman was positioned on all fours, her body fully exposed to the watching crowd, her flushed face half-hidden against the mattress as the man behind her gripped her hips, guiding her in a slow, teasing rhythm. He was deliberate—controlling the pace, drawing out her pleasure, letting the audience drink in every second of her unraveling.

I had never watched someone like this before. Not in real life. Not in a way that felt so…intimate.

I felt the thrill of it immediately—the sheer eroticism of witnessing pleasure so uninhibited, so offered. It wasn’t like watching a film or listening through the walls of a thinly insulated apartment. This was different.

This was real. And it was fucking breathtaking.

A shiver ran through me as my initial hesitation melted into fascination. The rhythm of their bodies, the way she surrendered to it, the way he commanded it—it was mesmerizing. Their moans weren’t just sounds; they were echoes of pleasure I could feel curling through my own body, whispering dark invitations to my mind.

It wasn’t just them on display.

It was me, too.

The way my breath quickened. The way my thighs clenched. The way my nipples tightened beneath the scrap of dress still clinging to my body. I was suddenly hyperaware of the people around me, of The Fox’s eyes drinking in my every reaction.

He moved closer, his presence enveloping me, his warmth chasing the lingering chill from my exposed skin. His breath skimmed the shell of my ear, low and deliberate.

“Do you like being watched,” he murmured, his hands ghosting down my sides, teasing the curve of my hips, “or do you prefer to watch?”

A slow, aching pulse throbbed between my legs.

I didn’t need to answer.

The Fox moved, his fingers curling around my wrist, guiding me toward a sleek leather couch positioned perfectly beneath one of the mirrored walls.

He sat first, with all the grandeur of a king presiding over his domain, his legs spread in lazy command. He studied me, his smirk slow and indulgent as he pulled me between them.

With a firm but patient hand on my hip, he pressed me downward.

I obeyed, sinking gracefully to my knees, the cool floor grounding me as heat coiled low in my belly. My back arched instinctively, my ass lifting, perfectly displayed for anyone watching. A sinful invitation. A silent provocation. I could feel eyes on me.

“I want you to suck my cock, Bunny,” he commanded, his voice a dark, velvety growl as he freed himself from the confines of his pants. His cock stood thick and engorged, pulsing with heat, veins straining against his skin. A wicked smirk played on his lips. “And if you do a good job, I’ll make sure you’re properly rewarded.”

I let my gaze linger, drinking in the sight of him—long, hard, dripping with desire. The thought of taking him deep, feeling his cock fill my mouth, made my thighs press together, seeking relief.

With deliberate slowness, I placed my hands on his strong thighs, feeling the heat of his skin beneath my fingertips. Leaning forward, I started at the base, dragging my tongue up the length of him, tracing the ridges and the prominent vein that pulsed with every throb. He inhaled sharply as I reached the tip, pressing a teasing kiss there before swirling my tongue around the swollen crown, tasting the salt of his arousal.

His jaw tightened, but that brief flicker of pleasure in his expression told me everything I needed to know—he liked it.

Emboldened, I opened my mouth wider, taking him in inch by inch, letting him slide against my tongue, my lips stretching to accommodate his thickness. I moved slowly at first, savoring the feel of him, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked him deeper. His groan was low, ragged, sending shivers of anticipation down my spine.

I set a steady rhythm, bobbing my head, working him with my tongue, my lips, feeling him harden even more with every stroke. My pussy ached, dripping with need, but I focused on the task at hand, on the way his muscles tensed beneath me, on the breathy curses he let slip as I took him deeper, swallowing around him.

Then, his fingers tangled in my hair, tightening just enough to make my scalp tingle. He took control, guiding my movements, forcing me down until he hit the back of my throat. I gagged around him, my throat constricting as he held me there for a moment, reveling in the sensation, in the way my body struggled to accommodate him.

Tears pricked my eyes, and just as I thought I might break, he pulled me back, letting me gasp for breath before plunging me down again.

“Fuck, Bunny,” he groaned, his voice rough with need. “You take my cock so fucking well.”

I moaned around him, the vibrations making his grip tighten. He thrust into my mouth, slow at first, then faster, using my mouth the way he wanted. The rawness of it, the utter lack of restraint, sent a thrill rushing through me. I wanted to be used, to be claimed, to bring him to the edge.

But just when I thought he was close, when his grip in my hair turned almost bruising, he stopped.

A sharp exhale, a rough chuckle. He pulled me off his cock, a string of saliva connecting my swollen lips to the head of his cock.

I looked up at him, dazed, panting, my mouth tingling from the effort.

“What a good girl,” he murmured, brushing his thumb over my wet lips, his eyes gleaming with dark approval. “Now for your reward.”

Before I could respond, he pulled me onto his lap, positioning me with effortless strength. His cock pressed against my soaked pussy, teasing, rubbing against my swollen clit, making me gasp.

Holding himself in one hand, he tapped the head of his cock against my entrance, taunting me, watching me shudder with want.

“Go on, Bunny,” he whispered, his voice thick with hunger. “Have a seat.”

I wanted nothing more. I positioned myself over him and slowly sank down, filling myself with him. He placed his hands on my hips and pulled me all the way flush against him. A sharp intake of breath escaped my lips, quickly turning into a low moan as I adjusted to the fullness. Placing my hands on his shoulders, I began to grind myself against him.

Facing the mirror, I caught my reflection. My movements became a dance, hips gyrating slowly at first, then with increasing urgency as I sought to match the rhythm of the music that filtered faintly through the walls. His hands roamed over my body, from the curve of my hips to the swell of my breasts, each touch sparking jolts of pleasure that I reflected in the rolling movements of my body.

As I rode him, lost in the intoxicating rhythm of our bodies, I became aware that we were not alone. The mirror reflected shadowed figures lingering at the edges of the room, their gazes locked onto us, drinking in every movement. A slow, delicious thrill coiled in my belly at the realization.

Their eyes felt like phantom hands, stroking over my bare skin, urging me to let go completely, to surrender to the raw, unfiltered pleasure of being both performer and spectacle. The wickedness of it sent a jolt of arousal straight to my core.

Leaning into him, I lifted my hips deliberately, allowing our unseen audience to witness the full, depraved show—his thick cock plunging into my slick, eager pussy, stretching me, owning me. My rhythm grew bolder, more purposeful, every roll of my hips a declaration that this moment, this pleasure, belonged to us alone.

Then, movement.

A man emerged, his gaze dark with lust, his interest undeniable.

“May I join?” His voice was a husky drawl, rough with want.

I froze, my pulse spiking with uncertainty. Panic curled at the edges of my arousal, threatening to break the intoxicating spell. I wasn’t sure I wanted that. No—I was sure. I didn’t want to be shared.

Before I could find my voice, the Fox’s grip tightened around my waist, anchoring me to him.

His voice dropped into something dark and primal, a low, possessive growl that sent a deep tremor through my body.

“No,” he said, firm, unwavering. “She’s mine tonight.”

The claim settled into my bones, hot and thrilling, igniting something wild inside me. The refusal wasn’t just a rejection—it was a mark of ownership, of desire so consuming that he wouldn’t let anyone else touch me.

I loved it.

I pressed into him, my hands gripping his shoulders, my body moving with renewed fervor. The heat between us blazed higher, my pace growing more desperate, chasing the edge of something devastating. His hands guided me, commanding without words, pulling me down harder, deeper, until my entire body clenched around him, spiraling into a pleasure so intense it shattered me.

Then—release.

It crashed over me in a violent, breathtaking surge. My back arched, my head falling back as the orgasm ripped through me, blinding, breathless. My body convulsed, my pussy clenching around him, milking every inch, dragging him into my climax, my cries echoing through the room.

The Fox watched me unravel, his expression dark, satisfied, completely in control.

Before my pulse even settled, he moved.

He didn’t just throw me down onto the couch—he pinned me there, the weight of him pressing me into the cool leather, a stark contrast to my overheated skin. A sharp gasp left my lips, my body still trembling from release, but he wasn’t finished.

No hesitation. No mercy.

With one smooth motion, he drove into me again, stretching me, filling me, his thrusts deep and demanding. The wet, obscene sounds of our bodies colliding filled the air, blending with the low murmurs and soft gasps of those still watching. Every movement sent another wave of pleasure spiraling through me, a relentless rhythm that only made me crave him more.

I clung to him, nails biting into his shoulders, as if I could somehow pull him deeper, make him a part of me. He kissed me then—hard, possessive, his tongue sweeping into my mouth with the same force that his cock speared into my pussy. The kiss wasn’t just a kiss. It was a claim.

Then, with a sudden, ruthless tug, he fisted my hair and pulled my head to the side, exposing my throat to his teeth. The sharp bite made me whimper, a jolt of delicious pain shooting straight to my core, leaving me trembling beneath him.

“You like that,” he murmured against my skin, his breath hot and teasing. Not a question—an observation. A wicked truth he had just uncovered.

His free hand traveled upward, fingers tracing the curves of my body, setting fire to every nerve they grazed. He palmed my breast, kneading, teasing, before capturing my nipple between his lips. A slow swirl of his tongue, a soft, taunting flick, then—his teeth.

I arched, my breath a sharp, desperate inhale, pleasure spiking at the contrast of sensation.

“Tell me,” he ordered, voice dark and demanding.

“Yes,” I gasped, my body pushing into his mouth, wordless in my plea for more.

His low, approving chuckle was a vibration against my sensitive skin. “Good girl.”

The way he said it—deep, possessive—sent another rush of heat between my legs, my pussy tightening around him, pulsing with need.

His pace grew rougher, harder, his control slipping as his own need took over. My thighs trembled, body tightening, breath catching as I felt myself hurtling toward the edge.

And then—his hand wrapped around my throat. Not to hurt. Just to hold. To own.

I gasped, eyes flying open to meet his, fierce and unyielding, filled with something dark and intoxicating. “You’re mine,” he growled, each word searing into my skin like a brand.

That was all it took.

I shattered beneath him, the orgasm ripping through me in brutal, unrelenting waves. My back arched, my body tightening around him, milking every last inch of his cock as the pleasure overtook me completely.

With a deep, guttural groan, he pulled out, his release spilling hot across my stomach, marking me as his.

A wicked satisfaction settled in my bones as I lay there, panting, the musky scent of sex thick in the air. But even in my sated haze, I could still feel the weight of hungry eyes on us—watching, wanting.

He must have sensed it too.

He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of my ear, his voice a dark promise.

“Let’s go somewhere more private. You’re too good to share, and I’m not in the mood to fend off scavengers.”

“My hotel room,” I murmured, my voice still thick with pleasure, but filled with something else now—intent.

His dark eyes locked onto mine, hunger still burning in their depths.

“Yes.”

Unrushed, he stood, fixing his clothes with a lazy sort of grace, but when he reached for my hand, his grip was firm. Claiming.

He led me to a discreet hallway I hadn’t noticed before. A locker room.

There, with effortless efficiency, we adjusted ourselves just enough to step back into the world beyond these walls. He draped a coat over my shoulders, his gaze raking over me with the silent promise that soon, there would be no more barriers between us—no more clothes, no more restraint.

As we stepped into the cool night air, the heat of his body next to mine was a stark contrast to the breeze that kissed my still-flushed skin.

The club was behind us now, but the night was far from over.





Chapter Five: Desserts




The moment the hotel room door clicked shut behind us, the air between us turned molten. There was no pretense, no hesitation—just raw, unfiltered need. His mouth crashed into mine, a bruising kiss that left no room for doubt. His hands were everywhere, rough and reverent all at once, peeling the dress from my body like it had offended him by keeping my skin from his.

I clawed at his shirt, desperate to feel him, to press my body against his without the barrier of fabric between us. When I shoved it off his shoulders, my fingers traced over the hard planes of his chest, the firm ridges of muscle, the evidence of a man who knew discipline and control. And fuck, that control was unraveling right in front of me.

With a sudden, commanding grip, he seized my waist and threw me onto the bed, the movement effortless, sending a delicious thrill straight through me. My breath caught as he stripped off the rest of his clothes, his body revealed in the dim hotel lighting. Older, sculpted in a way that came from years of strength, experience—a body that knew exactly what it was capable of. Fuck maybe I had a thing for older men. Or maybe it was just him.

His gaze burned as he stepped between my legs, raking me with a hungry stare. He grabbed my ankles, lifting them onto his shoulders, and taking each heel off, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the arch of my feet. Taking his time, thinking what to do to me.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice laced with authority, thick with impatience.

I hesitated, his command unexpected, but the heat in his voice left no room for doubt. I rolled onto my back, my head hanging off the edge of the bed, and in an instant, I understood.

From this angle, I was completely exposed to him, my body laid out like an offering, my pussy glistening in the soft light. His cock was aligned with my lips, demanding my attention.

“Go on, bunny,” he murmured, stroking himself, the head of his cock grazing my lips. “Make me hard again.”

A rush of arousal pulsed through me as I reached for him, my fingers wrapping around the base, my tongue teasing along the sensitive underside. I took him into my mouth, slow at first, savoring the weight of him, the salty taste, the way his breath hitched as I worked him deeper. His cock growing harder by the second.

He groaned, a deep, primal sound that made my thighs clench. “Fuck, just like that.”

Emboldened by his reaction, I took him deeper, relaxing my throat, sucking him down until my nose brushed his skin. His hips flexed, pushing himself further inside, making me gag, my throat constricting around him.

The sensation sent a sharp jolt of arousal through me, and without thinking, my hand slid between my thighs, my fingers pressing against my aching clit.

He noticed instantly.

“What a dirty little bunny,” he chuckled darkly. A sharp slap landed on my breast, sending a delicious sting through my body. “You didn’t even ask if you could touch yourself.”

Before I could react, he gripped my wrist, pulling my hand away. Then, without warning, he thrust deep into my throat, pinning my head down against the mattress with his cock.

“You want me to touch you?” he growled, his voice dripping with amusement and dominance.

I moaned, the vibrations making him groan in pleasure.

“I can’t hear you,” he taunted, pulling out just enough for me to catch a desperate breath.

“Please,” I gasped, my voice wrecked, needy.

“Good girl.”

He slid his fingers between my legs, plunging two inside me with ease, my wetness coating him instantly. I arched, but he held me down, his fingers working me open as he thrust back into my mouth, setting a rhythm that had me teetering between pleasure and the delicious struggle for breath.

I was drowning in sensation, the overwhelming combination of being filled at both ends, his cock stretching my throat while his fingers fucked my dripping pussy. My body shook, every nerve on fire, the pleasure building, rising, consuming.

“Cum for me, bunny,” he demanded, curling his fingers just right, pressing against that devastatingly sensitive spot inside me.

I shattered.

A sob of pleasure ripped from my throat, muffled by the thickness of his cock as I came hard, my body convulsing around his fingers. He didn’t let up, prolonging my orgasm, dragging out every last wave of pleasure until I was shaking.

Before I could catch my breath, he pressed me down, my ass in the air, my knees sinking into the mattress. I heard the crinkle of a condom wrapper, felt the heat of him behind me, the weight of his body as he aligned himself at my entrance.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard you forget his fucking name,” he growled, voice thick with promise.

And then he was inside me.

A deep, punishing thrust that knocked the air from my lungs, filled me so completely I could do nothing but moan, lost in the stretch, the perfect friction.

He gripped my hips, using them for leverage as he drove into me, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. The sound of our bodies meeting, the slick, wet slap of skin on skin, filled the room, drowning out the city beyond the hotel walls.

A sharp slap landed on my ass, making me cry out, the sting blending seamlessly with the pleasure. “Fuck, your ass looks good like this,” he groaned, squeezing the tender flesh before landing another sharp, delicious smack.

My fingers twisted into the sheets, knuckles white as my body trembled beneath him, each punishing thrust driving me closer to that devastating edge. My moans turned into cries, raw and unfiltered, swallowed by the air thick with sex and sweat.

His hand slid up my body, curling around my throat, pulling me upright until my back arched against his chest. The heat of him pressed into me, every hard, sculpted inch of him claiming me with brutal precision.

“Cum on my cock, bunny,” he growled into my ear, his voice nothing but sin and command, his free hand slipping between my legs. His fingers found my clit, rubbing in tight, merciless circles, sending a fresh shock of pleasure ripping through me.

I shattered.

The orgasm tore through me like a live wire, my body locking up before convulsing violently around him. A strangled cry left my lips as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, my release so intense, so overwhelming, I couldn’t stop myself—liquid heat spilled from me, soaking the sheets beneath us.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his grip tightening as he felt me fall apart around him. “That’s it. Look at you, making such a fucking mess for me.”

In a blur of strength, he pushed me down flat, pressing my belly into the plush mattress. His body caged mine, his hand wrapping firmly around my throat again, grounding me, binding me in the best way.

And then he was inside me again—deep, relentless, his cock stretching me open as he took me from behind with pure, unfiltered need.

Each stroke was sharp, deliberate, ruthless. The controlled pressure of his grip at my throat made every gasp sharper, every sensation more intoxicating. I was trapped between him and the bed, pinned beneath the sheer force of his hunger, every thrust branding me as his.

His grip tightened just enough to send a dizzying rush through my head, my vision swimming in blissful submission.

With a final, raw groan, his movements turned desperate. His hips slammed into mine, each thrust deep, punishing, until finally, he buried himself to the hilt. A shudder ripped through him, his body tensing, his breath ragged against my skin as he came hard, filling the condom with a release so intense it stole the last remnants of control from him.

He collapsed against me, his weight deliciously heavy, pressing me into the mattress, grounding me in the haze of our shared pleasure. His breath was warm against my shoulder, his chest rising and falling in tandem with mine, our bodies still slick with sweat, flushed from the relentless pace we had set. Even spent, the heat between us lingered, simmering beneath the surface, threatening to ignite all over again.

The night had stretched into something endless—a feverish blur of tangled limbs, rough hands, desperate moans. We had fucked like we were starving for each other, devouring every inch, exploring every craving without restraint. He had taken me over and over again, pushing me further than I had ever gone, and I had let him, eager, insatiable, needing more.

And still, I wanted more.

I had expected him to disappear before the morning light. To slip away like a phantom in the night, leaving nothing but the scent of sex and sin behind.

But when I stirred, the sheets cool against my overheated skin, he was still there.

The Fox.

Bathed in the golden glow of morning, he looked almost serene—a stark contrast to the man who had wrecked me in every conceivable way. Yet even now, sprawled lazily beside me, there was something predatory about him, something that told me he wasn’t done with me yet.

His eyes fluttered open, heavy-lidded with satisfaction, locking onto mine with a slow, knowing smile.

"Morning," I murmured, my voice husky from sleep, thick with the remnants of our night.

"Good morning," he rumbled, his voice deeper than before, a slow drag of sound that made my stomach clench. His hand slid beneath the sheets, his fingers finding mine, lacing together in an effortless, intimate gesture that sent a fresh shiver down my spine.

I hesitated. Because I wanted more. More than just the night, more than just the memory of his hands on my body, his cock buried deep inside me. But asking for that felt dangerous.

He must have sensed it, because his thumb traced slow, lazy circles against my skin, a silent reassurance.

"Stay for breakfast?" he offered, his voice casual, but the dark intent in his gaze was anything but.

I let the moment stretch between us, testing the weight of his words, of the lingering heat between us. His eyes held a promise, a challenge. A temptation.

I exhaled, my lips curling into something soft, something knowing. "I’d like that," I admitted, then let my gaze drop sweat stained sheets. "But maybe a shower first?"

His smirk was pure sin. "That’s a good idea. We can shower together… save some water."

He sat up, stretching, the muscles in his back flexing as he rolled his shoulders, a sight that sent fresh heat rushing between my thighs. Then, without hesitation, he stood, walking naked toward the bathroom, the slow, confident sway of his hips making it impossible to look away.

Fuck, I wasn’t going to make it to breakfast.

I bit my lip, watching the way his muscles moved beneath his skin, the still-fading marks from my nails on his back. He glanced at me over his shoulder, catching my stare, amusement flickering in his expression.

"Coming, bunny?"

I let out a slow, breathy laugh, already slipping off the bed, knowing exactly what awaited me. And as I followed him into the steam-filled bathroom, the promise of another long, ruinous morning ahead of us, I realized something else.

I might have walked into Club Temptation searching for something more.

I had found what I was looking for.

And now?

I wasn’t so sure I wanted to leave the fox’s den at all.
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Teaser from your next temptation: Wicked Invitation

His hand settled on my lower back. 

Firm. Unyielding. Claiming. 

A bolt of heat shot through me, sharp and undeniable. This was the first time he touched me like this.  

“I knew you'd come.” His voice was quiet, but filled with certainty. His eyes, shadowed with something I hadn’t seen before. Possessive. 

A slow, delicious shiver coursed through me. He was the one who had sent the invite. He had asked me to come and then waited here, hoping I would show up. I took him in. The cool, composed professional I was used to had vanished, replaced by a man whose hand now rested heavily on my waist, and he looked like a man ready to take. 

“You invited me?” I breathed, still trying to wrap my head around it. 

His smirk deepened. “Of course I did.” 

I found myself stepping closer, unable to resist. His fingers danced up my spine, teasing the bare skin between my halter top and jeans. 

“I’ve read every book you’ve checked out.” His voice was a slow, sinful drawl.  

My stomach flipped. “You did?” 

He leaned in, his lips grazing just beside my ear. “Every filthy, desperate little story you brought up to me.” 

A soft whimper escaped my lips. 

He chuckled, a dark, knowing sound. “Did you really think I wouldn’t notice? That I wouldn’t see how you devour those naughty little fantasies?” 

My face burned, but the knots in my stomach had nothing to do with embarrassment. He knew. He had always known. 

“Did you like them?” I asked, my voice softer now, tinged with curiosity. 

Julian’s fingers slid beneath my chin, tilting my face up until I was forced to meet his gaze. His thumb brushed against my lower lip, slow and teasing. 

“Like them?” His voice dropped. “Darling, I invited you here to recreate them.” 

Fuck.  Leave it to a bookworm to be this romantic and this dirty. There was no doubt in my mind that he had read those books. 

My fingers curled against his shirt. “Then why…” I hesitated. “Why didn’t you ever flirt back? Or act interested? You always made me feel like you didn’t care.” 

His eyes had a glint of wickedness, something unapologetic. His knuckles brushing the delicate curve of my jaw, light yet purposeful. “I prefer to keep work and pleasure apart. And honestly, you were so adorable every time you walked away frustrated, thinking I hadn’t noticed you trying to catch my eye.” 

A sharp breath escaped me. “You—” 

He chuckled, the sound low and indulgent, like he was savoring my reaction. The back of his fingers trailed down my neck, feather-light but cruel with promise.  

“Oh, darling,” he whispered, “You have no idea how much I enjoyed watching you squirm.” 

Heat pooled low in my stomach, my thighs pressing together on instinct. My entire body felt like it was buzzing, hyper-aware of his touch, his scent, the raw power he exuded with nothing more than a whisper. 

“Now,” he drawled, voice smooth and lethal, “are you ready to turn those filthy little fantasies into reality?” 

I swallowed, pulse pounding. “I—” I blew out a shaky breath. “I still can’t believe this. You could’ve just asked me out like a normal person. This is… a bold first date.” 

He smirked, the corners of his mouth curling like he knew something I didn’t.  

“Darling, if you wanted a simple little date, you would have asked me. But you didn’t.” His fingers traced a slow, tantalizing path down my throat. “So why don’t you admit it? You didn’t want dinner and polite conversation. You wanted to be here. With me. Like this.” 

Heat flared beneath my skin, my breath coming quicker. “Alright, fine,” I admitted, my voice softer, trembling slightly. “It’s what I wanted.” 

His eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “Good girl.” 

His thumb brushed over my chin one last time before he stepped back just enough to give me space—space I didn’t even want. 

“Now,” he said, voice turned to steel wrapped in silk. “I’m going to ask you one more time.” 

His fingers skimmed down my arm, igniting every nerve in their path. 

“Do you want to make those fantasies come true?” 

A delicious, aching pause. 

“Yes.” The word spilled from my lips before I could think to hold it back. 

Julian smirked, his grip tightening around my wrist just enough to make my stomach flutter. 

“Come with me.” 

It wasn’t a request. 
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