
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1 

The last rays of sunset gilded the marble floors of Le Château des Désirs as Gaston Moreau adjusted a champagne flute by a quarter-inch. His reflection in the polished silver domes lining the service cart showed a man carved from granite: salt-and-pepper hair swept back with surgical precision, vest cinched tight enough to silhouette every rib, eyes like chilled Chablis scanning the dining hall for imperfection. The rustle of silk drapes and the low hum of the crystal chandelier above were the only sounds in the cavernous room, save for the occasional clink of Poppy rearranging a garnish on the appetizer platter with deliberate sensuality. 

The service door swung open with a creak of protest. 

“Ta-da!” 

Gaston didn’t turn. He knew the cadence of those bare feet on marble—light, teasing, already performing. “You’re early, Poppy.” His voice was a velvet-wrapped command, no room for argument. 

Poppy twirled into his periphery, her strawberry-blonde curls bouncing like a sprung trap, her freckled skin glowing under the chandelier’s warm light. Naked save for the pearl choker at her throat, she hopped onto the center banquet table, sending silverware shivering—a deliberate provocation. She stretched like a cat, arching her back to present rosy nipples already pebbled in the air-conditioned chill, her fingers trailing down her own stomach before she hooked them in the dimple of her hip. “Check the merchandise, boss,” she purred, parting her thighs just enough. “Extra ripe tonight.” 

Gaston’s nostrils flared. His grip on the champagne flute tightened until his knuckles whitened. “Off the table. Now.” 

She pouted but obeyed, landing with a deliberate slap of soles on stone that echoed through the hall. “Spoilsport,” she teased, circling the table to trace a finger along the rim of a serving dish. “Who’s my lucky diner? The Count again? He loves my—” 

A timid knock echoed from the grand oak entrance. Gaston stiffened. Poppy’s grin widened as she caught his eye, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. 

He strode to the door, pausing to ensure his cufflinks aligned with his knuckles before wrenching it open. 

The girl on the threshold flinched. Violet Tremblay clutched her suitcase to her chest like a shield, her oversized cardigan swallowing her frame. “Th-the train was—” 

“Irrelevant,” Gaston cut in. “You’re late.” His voice was a razor in silk. “And badly dressed.” His gaze flicked to Poppy, who had draped herself over the back of a chair, one leg hooked over the armrest. 

Violet’s eyes darted past him to the opulent dining hall—gilded mirrors reflecting Poppy’s plump curves, oil paintings of grape-harvesting nymphs that seemed to writhe on the walls, a mahogany sideboard laden with decanters of amber liquid that shimmered like promise. They widened further when she spotted Poppy, who arched her back and let her head fall forward, strawberry curls cascading like a waterfall. 

“Welcome to the buffet, newbie!” Poppy chirped, waving with wiggling fingers. Her toes curled over the edge of the chair cushion, revealing pink polish. 

Violet’s cheeks flamed. “I... I thought this was a serving position. The ad said ‘fine dining experience.’” Her voice was a mouse squeak against the velvet purr of the chandelier. 

Gaston circled her like a sommelier inspecting a dubious vintage. “Remove the cardigan,” he purred. His fingers brushed her shoulder, and she shivered. “Uniform inspection. Now.” 

Hands trembling, Violet unbuttoned her sweater. Beneath it, a faded sundress clung to slender hips, its neckline high enough to hide any cleavage. A faint scratch marred her right collarbone—probably a childhood fall. Poppy whistled. 

“Nice canvas,” Poppy murmured, pushing up from the chair. “Bit brush-shy, though.” She padded closer, her nipples leaving faint streaks on the cold marble as she examined Violet’s collarbone. 

Gaston’s lip curled. “No. This won’t do at all.” He snapped his fingers toward the service corridor. “Poppy, fetch the apricot glaze and the bristle brushes. We’ll need to exfoliate before the first course.” 

Violet hugged herself tighter, her breath audible. “First course of... what?” 

Poppy winked as she passed, her bare hips swaying. “Oh, sweetie. You’re not just serving dinner.” She plucked a strawberry from a passing trolley, bit into it with a juicy crunch that left her lips glistening. “You are dinner.” 

The door clicked shut behind them, leaving Violet alone beneath the chandelier’s shimmer. Its light caught the nervous sweat gathering at her collarbone—and the first spark of curiosity in her wide, darting eyes. She swallowed hard, then tentatively reached for the hem of her sundress, her fingers trembling. 

Gaston returned to the table, his gaze lingering on Violet’s trembling form before flicking to Poppy, who was smearing glaze on her own inner thigh with a contented sigh. She circled back, wiping excess glaze on her palm before offering it to Violet. 

“Poppy,” Gaston murmured, “show our new friend the menu.” His fingers tapped the leather-bound book lying open on the sideboard. The pages depicted sketches of nude figures in various positions—some bound, some bent, all adorned with edible flowers and drizzles of honey. 

Violet’s breath hitched. Poppy leaned in, her strawberry-scented breath warm against Violet’s ear. “See? The Count prefers his main course trussed—ribbons at the wrists, honey dripped from the throat.” She traced a finger along Violet’s collarbone. “But the Duke? He likes a moving buffet—gotta keep the legs warm, you know.” 

Violet jerked back, skin paling. Gaston watched her, his fingers drumming against the champagne flute. 

“Poppy, the glaze,” he reminded. 

Poppy pouted but obeyed, pressing the cool jar into Violet’s hands. “Time to prep, sweetie. Start with your shoulders.” She guided Violet’s shaking fingers, demonstrating with slow circles. “Then down, back, up—if you’re lucky, they’ll let you stay on the platter all night.” 

Violet’s fingers tightened around the jar. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. Gaston’s eyes narrowed. 

“Off the table, Poppy. Let her learn her role.” 

With a mock bow, Poppy sauntered toward the staff quarters, her laughter echoing down the corridor. Violet remained frozen, the glaze warming in her hands. 

Then, with a shaky breath, she began to undress.

Chapter 2 

The air thickened like the promise of a summer storm as Gaston straightened the last crystal glass with deliberate precision. His gloved fingers trailed along the rim, the supple leather catching the flickering light just so—a hint of sin in every gesture. Violet’s breath hitched, the silk of her robe shivering against her thighs as she watched him work. Across the table, Poppy stretched languidly on her silver platter, a smattering of berries dotted across her flushed skin like a map to hidden pleasures. 

“Soufflé Doré isn’t just a meal, Mademoiselle Violet,” Gaston murmured, his voice a velvet threat. “It’s a contract in flesh and flavor.” He turned to face her, his gaze a slow unraveling of every shred of modesty. “Our patrons don’t just taste—they devour. And you’ll be the feast.” His gloved hand reached out, thumb tracing the curve of her collarbone. “Elegance first. Abandon second. Let them consume every sound you make.” 

Poppy’s laughter was a husky counterpoint, rolling up from the platter as she plucked a grape from her navel and crushed it between her teeth. The juice dripped, dark and sticky, down her chin before she licked it away with a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue. “Rule one: ding the bell when you’re hungry for their mouths,” she purred, tapping the chime beside her hip. “Rule two: scream like they’re tearing you apart when you come.” She stretched again, the raspberries shifting against her skin. “And pro tip—if they’re boring, bite down. Hard.” 

Violet’s fingers twisted in the silk of her robe, her pulse thundering in her throat. “What if they… want to take more than a taste?” The words spilled out before she could stop them, raw with fear and something else—something darker. 

Gaston’s eyes flashed, his gloved hand sliding beneath her sash with possessive ease. The silk parted, exposing a sliver of stomach—soft and vulnerable. “They’ll want everything,” he whispered, his voice a ghost of heat against her ear. “They’ll want your surrender. Your gasps when they spread you open for the oysters. Your moans when they tongue the creases of your hips. And your screams when they feast on your cunt like it’s the final course.” His fingers dug into her hip, a silent command. 

Poppy’s laughter curled around them, rich and knowing. “Last Thursday, some tech bro ate peach gelato out of my ass for an hour straight. Came so hard he tipped me in Bitcoin.” She licked her palm clean with a satisfied hum. “Clamp down on the first bite. Gets ’em every fucking time.” 

Violet’s breath staggered in her throat as Gaston pushed the robe off one shoulder, the cool air kissing her exposed skin. “Sir, I’m not—” 

“Silence,” he growled, his fingers tightening. “Doubt is poison. Watch.” 

Poppy leaned forward, her nail tapping the bell in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The chime shivered through the air like a promise. 

“Begin,” Gaston murmured, stepping back as the curtains parted to reveal silhouettes gliding into the room. “Serve the oysters. Let every sigh melt on their tongues. Every gasp sharpen their hunger.” 

Violet’s robe whispered to the floor, leaving her naked and trembling under their hungry gazes.

Chapter 3

The marble beneath Violet’s feet seemed to pulse with each step, her soles leaving faint smudges of chocolate and sweat on its cool surface. Poppy’s parting whisper—a hot breath against her ear—still lingered: “Make them want to lick you clean.” 

She paused at the edge of the fountain, where a guest lounged on a velvet settee, his suit jacket parted to reveal a pleated silk shirt clinging to his chest. His eyes raked over her, lingering on the chocolate droplets suspended in the crease of her thighs before flicking back to her face. Violet tilted her head, the movement sending ripples through her hair. 

“Your glass is empty,” she murmured, sauntering closer. The champagne flute felt lighter now, the stem no longer slick with panic but warm from her grip. She knelt gracefully on the cushion beside him, her knees parting just enough to reveal the sheen of chocolate glazing her inner thighs. 

He reached for the flute, but Violet held it out of reach, smiling as she poured the champagne in slow, deliberate streams directly onto his chest. The liquid hissed against the silk, darkening the fabric instantly. His breath hitched as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to lap at the champagne pooling in the hollow of his throat. 

“Let me warm you up,” she purred, her mouth trailing lower, tracing the damp outline of his abs. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing her down but urging her closer, until her lips brushed the straining front of his trousers. 

The zipper rasped down beneath her fingers, the scent of musk and expensive cologne sliding up her nostrils as she freed him. His cock twitched against her palm, already slick with pre-cum. Violet tilted her head, letting a single drop fall from her parted lips onto his shaft, watching with satisfaction as it beaded there before rolling down to disappear into the nest of his pubic hair. 

She took him in, her mouth sinking inch by inch until her nose grazed his pelvis. His groan vibrated through her, his hips bucking up to meet her. Violet pulled back just enough to let her teeth graze the sensitive underside, then swallowed him whole, the tip of his cock nudging the back of her throat. 

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but she gave no quarter, her tongue flattening against his length as she hollowed her cheeks. His thighs tensed beneath her hands, his cock pulsing as he fought not to come. The room’s murmur receded, replaced by the desperate wet sounds of her mouth moving over him, the occasional clink of crystal on fine china. 

When she finally pulled away, his release smeared across her lips, glistening like honey in the chandelier light. Violet swiped it with the back of her hand, her eyes never leaving his, before standing and offering him the refilled flute. 

“Better?” she asked, her voice husky from disuse. 

His thumb traced her bottom lip, smearing the last trace of his cum into her skin. “I’ll be praying for poor service,” he rasped, before turning his attention back to the champagne, his fingers brushing hers as he accepted the glass. 

Violet smiled, the movement sharp as a weapon, before pivoting on her heel. The room pulsed around her, its predatory elegance now a backdrop to her own hunger. Each step echoed with Poppy’s words: Make them thirst. 

She was getting better at this.

Chapter 4

The dining hall’s heavy air clung to Violet's skin like wet silk, thick with the briny perfume of the sea. Servers glided between tables, their silver domes lifted in a flourish, revealing glistening oysters nestled atop crushed ice. Each shell lay parted like an intimate invitation, their pearly interiors catching the flicker of candlelight as condensation slid down the chalices of ice in slow, seductive trails. Violet’s bare feet shifted against the cold marble, the phantom memory of chocolate’s sticky heat still tangling between her thighs. Gaston’s earlier words echoed hot against her skin—"Aphrodisiacs require precision. Flaws spoil the appetite." 

Poppy moved before Gaston could issue another command, her body a sinuous ripple of confidence as she approached a silver-haired man lounging near the center table. His gaze devoured the sway of her hips, the deliberate arch of her spine, the way her fingertips danced over the oysters as if judging their worth. "A demonstration, sir?" Her voice was velvet smoke, fingers cradling the shell like a lover’s jaw, thumb tracing the delicate rim. She tipped the oyster’s liquor into her mouth, lips glistening with the faint sheen of brine, before leaning across the table. Her breath whispered against the man’s lips—a slow, deliberate tease—before she pressed her mouth to his, her tongue sliding the slick morsel between his lips in a transfer that was both tender and obscene. A low, throaty moan vibrated against her skin, his hands rising to grip her waist with a hunger she pretended to ignore. But she pulled back, leaving him gasping like a man drowning in pleasure. 

Violet’s breath snagged in her throat. Across the table, a woman in midnight silk laughed, the sound low and hungry as she crooked a manicured finger at Poppy. "Again," she demanded, her neckline plunging to reveal shadows that promised secrets and whispers. Without hesitation, Poppy straddled the woman’s lap, her thighs framing silk-clad hips in a move so bold it bordered on defiance. She plucked another oyster, her tongue darting out to taste the brine pooling on its flesh before she leaned down, her lips hovering just above the woman’s. A shared breath, heavy with anticipation, then contact—mouths open, tongues tangling as the woman sucked the offering from Poppy’s throat with a desperation that made Violet’s pulse throb. Nails, sharp and crimson, clawed up Poppy’s bare thighs, leaving faint crescents in their wake as the kiss deepened, wet and vulgar. The woman’s hands cupped Poppy’s ass, kneading the flesh with a possessiveness that bordered on cruelty. 

A third diner joined, his hand fisting in Poppy’s hair, wrenching her head back to expose the saltwater sheen on her throat. "My turn," he growled, claiming her mouth as his free hand groped her breast, thumb circling a nipple until it hardened like a bead of coral against silk. The room’s murmur swelled—a chorus of parted lips and shifting fabric as utensils clattered forgotten onto plates. The scent of arousal mingled with the sea’s musk, thick and intoxicating. 

Poppy’s hips rolled, a broken gasp escaping her as the woman’s teeth sank into the flesh beneath her ear. "Yes—" she hissed, then caught herself, fingers digging into the table’s edge hard enough to whiten her knuckles. "No—wait—" The denial was a threadbare protest at best, her body betraying her with every tremor. 

Gaston’s cane cracked against the floor, sharp as a gunshot. "Monsieur Laurent," he intoned, his voice slicing through the humid tension. "The fifth rule, if you’d be so kind." 

The silver-haired man—Laurent—withdrew his tongue from Poppy’s collarbone, chuckling as he licked his lips. "No cresting the wave before dessert," he recited, his palm smacking Poppy’s ass in a mocking caress. "Patience makes the peak sweeter, does it not?" His fingers trailed down the curve of her spine, lingering on the dimples at the base of her back. 

Poppy sagged forward, trembling, a sheen of sweat and seawater gleaming between her breasts. Her eyes met Violet’s—a flash of defiance, of aching want—before she masked it with a smirk. "Presentation," she mouthed, her voice ragged, lips still swollen from the assault of mouths. 

Heat bloomed low in Violet’s belly, sudden and insistent. She clenched her thighs, the slickness there undeniable, shameful. How? How could Poppy endure this—the hands, the teeth, the denial—and still wear triumph like perfume? The oysters on her plate seemed to mock her, their opened shells glistening with the same hunger that stretched taut inside her. 

Gaston’s fingers closed around the nape of Violet’s neck, his touch searing through the thin fabric of her dress. "Tomorrow," he whispered, lips grazing her earlobe, "you’ll learn the weight of their hunger. You’ll learn to ache for it." His breath was warm against her skin, his thumb tracing the pulse that fluttered in her throat. "You’ll beg for it." 

The oyster in Violet’s hand felt suddenly alive, its brine dripping onto her wrist like a promise—or a threat.

Chapter 5

The dining hall pulsed like a living thing, its opulent walls swallowing the champagne toasts and the symphony of silver against crystal. Violet’s breath hitched in her throat as the silver platter settled on her chest, the edges of the warmed crostini grazing her stiffening nipples with deliberate slowness. Truffle oil curled around the guests like a predator’s musk, each drizzle onto the platter painting her skin with its earthy scent. 

“Hold steady, little rabbit,” Poppy purred from her perch on the dessert trolley, her voice a velvet trap beneath the chamber quartet’s soaring violins. She trailed a sugared grape along her collarbone, its sweetness glistening on her flushed skin as she offered it to a bearded man whose teeth scraped her skin with hungry slowness. The grape burst between his lips, juice tracing her cleavage like a promise. “They want to watch you tremble. Don’t give them the satisfaction… yet.” 

A woman in onyx satin plucked a morsel from Violet’s platter, her fingernail dragging deliberately across the underside of one breast. Violet’s knees weakened, the sudden jolt between her thighs sharp enough to make her sway against the platter’s weight. The woman’s eyes darkened as she held the crostini aloft, melted Gruyère stretching like liquid gold between her fingers. “Savor her,” she announced to the table, her voice dripping with the promise of debauchery. “The virgin truffle—so easily bruised, so deliciously untouched.” She bit into the crisp bread slowly, her eyes locked on Violet’s as she licked butter from her thumb with obscene relish. 

Gaston materialized like smoke, his palm flattening against the small of Violet’s back—a steady heat that grounded her even as the room swirled. “Eyes open,” he commanded, his fingers splaying possessively over her spine. “They’ll smell fear faster than truffle oil. But they’ll crave surrender even more.” His thumb pressed against her lower vertebra, tracing downward with a slowness that left her breathless. 

Poppy laughed, arching backward over a tiered cake stand as a guest buried his face in the hollow beneath her ribs. His tongue lapped at the champagne glaze dripping toward her navel, his groan muffled against her skin. “Don’t tease her, Gaston,” she gasped, tangling her fingers in the man’s hair as he nipped at her hipbone. “She’s still learning how wet she’s allowed to get in public.” Her words dripped malice and promise as she ground her hips against the man’s face, her back arching like a cat in heat. 

Another diner beckoned Violet forward—a man with eyes the color of absinthe and a smile that promised sin. He didn’t reach for the platter. Instead, he traced the curve of her hip, his thumb pressing insistently against her lower abdomen where the lace of her panties did precious little to shield her from his touch. Violet’s pulse hammered where his fingers lingered, the ache between her legs deepening to a throbbing need. 

“Let me taste the source,” he murmured, his accent honey-thick and his breath hot against her ear. His thumb circled the outline of her clit through the damp lace, his nail scraping lightly over the fabric. “I’d love to see if her cunt tastes as sweet as that truffle oil.” 

Violet’s gaze flew to Gaston, who watched with unnerving stillness—his jaw clenched, his eyes flashing with something darker than anger. “No,” he said, the single syllable cracking like a whip. “The menu is precise. Courses must be respected.” His hand tightened on her spine, his fingers digging possessively into her flesh as if claiming her. 

The man withdrew his hand with a chuckle, selecting a crostini heavy with black truffle shavings. As he bit down, his teeth grazed Violet’s nipple through the bread’s crisp edge—just enough to sting, just enough to leave her breathless. His tongue flicked out to catch an escaping crumb, his lips brushing her skin with a touch that lingered. 

Poppy slithered off the trolley, chocolate fondue dripping from her inner thigh onto the marble floor like a dirty confession. “Patience,” she whispered in Violet’s ear, her breath hot with dark wine and the ghost of sugar. She pressed something cold and hard into Violet’s palm—a glacé cherry stem, tied in an intricate knot that felt like a promise. “Hold onto this. Remember what we practiced… and how wet you’ll be by midnight.” 

Across the room, a server unveiled a domed platter, releasing a cloud of juniper smoke that curled around the tables like a phantom lover. Beneath it lay a roast peacock, its iridescent plumage fanned out around glazed root vegetables like a sacrifice to excess. The guests applauded, their attention momentarily diverted from Violet’s trembling form. 

Gaston’s lips brushed the shell of Violet’s ear, his breath molten. “When they turn the bird,” he murmured, his hand sliding down to cup her bare buttock, his thumb tracing the seam of her ass through her panties. “You’ll feel their hunger return. They’ll want to see you drip.” His teeth grazed her earlobe, his voice a dark caress. “But you’ll only give them what I allow.” 

The peacock spun slowly on its silver spit, jeweled eyes glinting in the firelight like a wicked grin. Violet’s thighs clenched around nothing, the cherry stem biting into her palm as the first guest reached for the carving knife. The blade sliced through the meat with a wet schick, releasing a fragrance that mingled with arousal and truffle oil in her nostrils. 

Her skin was on fire. 

Her platter was almost empty. 

And the night was so very, very young—stretching before her like a razor’s edge between pleasure and pain.

Chapter 6

The dining hall pulsed around her, velvet curtains heavy with the scent of old money and spent desire. Violet’s skin prickled beneath the weight of silverware clinking against fine china, each delicate bite a battle to maintain composure. The fish course had been a trial by fire—pan-seared scallops melting in her mouth while Gaston’s gloved hands mapped her thighs under the table. Yet she’d survived, her breath hitching only once when a guest had run his fork along her ribcage, leaving a trail of chilled sauce that made her nipples peak beneath silk. 

The crystal shattering against the floor was a lithograph pressed into her nerves. Monsieur Renard, his silver hair slicked back to reveal a sharp jawline, smiled as he set the broken stem beside his plate. His eyes—burnt honey with flecks of gold—slid over her body like molasses. “Gaston, my dear man, the cutlery’s become tedious.” 

Gaston materialized at Renard’s shoulder, his expression a carved mask. “Monsieur, how may we—” 

“Her.” Renard’s finger twitched toward Violet. “For the main course. Abridged service.” 

Violet’s palms slicked with sweat; the platter careened off her fingertips, lamb medallions scattering across the linen. “I—this isn’t—” 

But Gaston’s hand closed around her throat, leather cool against her pulse point. “The only word you’ll speak is yes.” 

Poppy emerged from the crowd, hips swaying with each step, the decanter balanced on her hip like a criminal’s smile. “Bend for him, darling,” she breathed against Violet’s ear. “Let your spine become a question mark. Men live for the pause before the answer.” 

Violet’s knees gave way as Gaston steered her toward the table, Renard’s gaze already burning a path between her thighs. The tabletop was cold against her bare skin, the wood grain pushing into her breasts as she spread her legs, vulnerable. Poppy slid a velvet pillow beneath her hips with the tenderness of a lover. “Imagine you’re arranging fruit on a platter—presentation is everything.” 

Renard’s breath ghosted over her folds, his tongue tracing the seam of her with agonizing precision. Violet’s hips jerked uncontrollably, a high-pitched whimper tearing free before Poppy clamped a hand over her mouth. “Steady,” the woman chided, her eyes glinting. “You don’t want to ruin the experience.” 

Gaston’s palm came down sharply on her inner thigh, the slap reverberating through her like a bell. “Patience,” he growled. “Pleasure’s not a gift—it’s a contract.” 

Renard’s mouth descended again—ravenous, unrelenting. His tongue speared her, curling against that hidden spot that made her vision blur. Violet’s spine arched off the pillow, tendons straining like harp strings as he sucked—sharp, relentless. Pleasure detonated low in her belly, molten and vicious, peaking before Gaston yanked Renard back by the collar. 

“Not yet,” he purred, his gloved hand brushing Violet’s weeping folds. “She’s still learning her rhythm.” 

Renard’s lips were slick with her when he straightened, his eyes dark with hunger. “Exquisite. A palate cleanser in flesh and blood.” 

Poppy helped Violet from the table, her legs jelly. “You’ll dream of that mouth, darling,” Poppy whispered, her breath spiced with cognac. “The way it mapped your edges, the way you folded for him like origami.” 

But Violet hardly heard her. Her flesh still hummed, vibrato thrumming between her thighs. Gaston’s stare held hers—a silent verdict—and in that charged silence, a treacherous truth unfurled: she was no longer just food. She was the banquet itself—degradation and craving fused into something new. Something hungry. Something alive.

Chapter 7

The chandeliers pulsed like a lover’s heartbeat above, their crystal droplets catching the sheen of sweat that now painted Violet’s torso—trickles running from the valley of her breasts down to her navel. Gaston’s gloved hand lingered over the Baked Alaska, its blue flames now subdued to a smolder, the meringue’s surface cracked and weeping vanilla-scented tears. The guests’ collective breath was a living thing, pressing against Violet’s skin as she straddled the dessert from the previous night—her thighs slick not just with cream, but with the remnants of Poppy’s earlier ministrations. 

Every shift of Violet’s hips made the sponge cake throb beneath her, its heat seeping into her folds as the last wisps of caramelized sugar melted against her cunt. Gaston circled her, his ledger abandoned now—his pencil snapping again between his fingers as Poppy’s laughter curled around the room. 

"Mind the mess you make," Poppy whispered, pressing a spoonful of melting cream to Violet’s lower lip. "The staff is paid to clean floors, not your thighs." 

The cold metal of the spoon danced along Violet’s collarbone before Poppy traced its edge down—between her breasts, along her stomach, dipping into the soft curve of her navel. Gaston’s breath hitched as Poppy delved deeper, the spoon disappearing between Violet’s legs where the sponge still pulsed against her. 

"God, look at her," Poppy murmured, withdrawing the spoon coated in a mix of cream and Violet’s own arousal. She offered it to the gray-haired magistrate again, her eyes never leaving Violet’s face. "Taste how she melts under heat." 

The man’s tongue slid over Poppy’s fingers once more, his lips curling into a smile as he met Violet’s gaze. "Decadent," he rumbled. 

Violet’s thighs trembled—half from the desert’s collapsing structure, half from the banked desire thrumming through her veins. Gaston stepped closer, his voice rough as he demanded, "Arch," his gloved fingers digging into the swell of her hips. 

She obeyed, throwing her head back as the flames, now reduced to embers, grazed her cunt. Poppy’s hand replaced Gaston’s, her fingers slick with cream and heat as she worked Violet’s clit in slow, deliberate circles. "Come for us," she breathed, her tongue flicking out to trace the shell of Violet’s ear. 

The room dissolved into sound—the tickle of melting sugar, Poppy’s breath against her skin, Gaston’s ragged inhale. Violet’s climax curled through her like the flames—slow, relentless, burning her from the inside out. 

As she slumped forward, the sponge finally gave way, splitting her open with its molten heat. Poppy caught her, her lips pressing against Violet’s in a kiss that tasted of cream and smoke. "Beautiful," she murmured, licking the sweat from Violet’s jaw. 

Gaston’s voice was distant, strained. "Clean her up. We’re not finished."

Chapter 8

The dining hall hung between exhaustion and excess, the air a heavy broth of burnt sugar, cognac, and the unmistakable musk of Violet’s unraveling. She trembled atop the ruined Baked Alaska, the dessert’s golden crust shattered, its creamy core oozing slow rivulets down her shivering calves. Gaston loomed before her, the silver platter in his grip reflecting the flicker of dying candles with all the warmth of a guillotine’s blade. His gaze dissected her, lingering on each bite mark, each tremor of her overstimulated skin. 

"Rule seven," he growled, the words dropping like ice shards in the cavernous space. The platter’s edge tapped her ankle—a cold, unforgiving kiss. "You came before dessert was served. Disgraceful." His eyes burned a trail down her body, lingering on the swollen, glistening evidence of her transgression. Violet’s thighs quivered, her voice fraying like overused silk. "It was—I didn’t mean—" 

"No excuses," he cut in, voice a velvet-wrapped razor. He thrust the platter forward with a suddenness that made her gasp. "Assume your position." 

Across the room, Poppy snorted, her fingers trailing through the chocolate fountain’s sinuous flow like a cat in cream. "Relax, darling. Chef’s punishments always come with... benefits." She plucked a strawberry from a crystal bowl, sinking her teeth into its ripe flesh with deliberate slowness. Juice dribbled down her chin, painting her skin with the sweetness of defiance. Her wink was a challenge, a promise. 

Violet climbed onto the chilled metal platter, her skin puckering like plucked fruit. Gaston’s command cracked like a well-whipped egg. "Arch. Wrists behind your back." 

She contorted herself, breasts flattened against the unforgiving silver, nipples hardening into aching peaks. The diners’ whispers swelled as Gaston lifted her with the easy strength of a man handling his chosen instrument. Carrying her past guttering candelabras, their wax pools flickering like greedy eyes, he guided her into a shadowed alcove. Velvet drapes swallowed them whole, the scent of old wine and dust thick in the enclosed space—intimate, heavy, alive. 

His tongue was relentless—a slow, searing stripe up her inner thigh, pausing to torment the quivering pulse at her apex with the precision of a sommelier tasting a rare vintage. Violet’s hips jerked, a whimper tearing from her throat as he lapped at her with calculated cruelty. Shame coiled in her belly, hot and slick, twisting tighter with every flick of his tongue. 

Poppy’s voice sliced through the haze, loud and unrepentant. "Enough teasing! My turn!" 

A splash, then raucous laughter. Violet craned her neck just as Poppy straddled the chocolate fountain’s bronze spout, her thighs splayed wide, the syrup’s warm flow coating her inner folds. "Someone hand me the cherries!" she demanded, grinding down with a guttural moan that echoed through the hall. A guest obliged, pressing the sticky fruit between Poppy’s lips before she leaned back, dragging the syrup’s warmth over her clit in obscene, circular motions. Her climax hit like a thunderclap—back arched, a scream shredding the air, chocolate erupting in thick ropes across the table linen. The crowd roared, clinking glasses in salute as Poppy slumped forward, her chest heaving. 

Gaston emerged from the alcove, Violet stumbling behind him, her legs trembling like a colt’s first steps. He surveyed the carnage—shattered stemware, Poppy sprawled in a decadent pool of cocoa, guests dabbing at splatters with linen napkins. A muscle twitched in his jaw, a flicker of irritation, of something far more primal. 

"Poppy," he snapped, tossing a towel at her chest with enough force to make her yelp. "Less spectacle, more discipline next time." His gaze shifted to Violet, lingering on the bite marks purpling her hip, the way her thighs still quivered. "You," he said, grudging admiration threading his tone like molasses through honey, "show promise. For an amateur." 

Poppy lobbed a truffle at Violet’s chest, missing as she ducked with a startled laugh. "Told you he’d break you in right," she called, licking chocolate from her wrist with deliberate slowness. 

Gaston strode toward the kitchen doors, his final words drifting back like smoke on a winter’s night. "Sleep. Tomorrow’s service demands... virgin produce." 

The doors slammed behind him, leaving only the heavy silence of aftermath. Poppy licked chocolate from her wrist, grinning, while Violet stared down at her own reflection in a polished tray—streaked with cream, hair wild, mouth bruised from biting back cries. A laugh bubbled up, sharp and wild, as the last candle drowned in its own wax. Around them, the banquet hall sighed into darkness, sticky and spent, the shadows pulsing with all the promises yet to be kept.
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