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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: Exhibitionism, breath play, bdsm,  body modifications, and plenty of dirty talking 




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


Chapter One: Red Lipstick

My mother’s voice clawed through the back of my mind the moment I caught sight of that red lipstick—bold, blood-colored, defiant—smudged just slightly at the corner of the woman’s mouth as I peered inside.

Good girls don’t do red lipstick.

To my mother, red lipstick wasn’t just makeup—it was a warning sign. A vulgar invitation. Proof a woman had no shame. A woman in red was someone who opened her mouth for all the wrong reasons—and probably spread her legs just as easily. And judging by the tender bruising in Mrs. Becket’s mouth, my mother wouldn’t be far off.

I swallowed that thought, bitter and sharp, and kept my hands steady as I worked—careful not to drag that scandalous red across her cheeks. She looked polished, professional, every bit the image of restraint. But her throat told another story. A quick rendezvous on her lunch break, maybe. Fast, hard, dirty. The kind that leaves a mark where no one’s supposed to see.

I didn’t judge her.

Honestly, I was envious.

Whatever she’d done to get those bruises, it wasn’t sweet. It was raw, and rough, and filthy in all the ways I only ever let myself imagine. My own sex life felt like a ghost—tame, bland, so soft it never left an echo. I’d never had someone grip my hair, shove their cock so deep it would leave the back of my throat sore the next day.

And thankfully, just like Mrs. Becket’s bruises, no one could see the thoughts in my head. I let out a slow breath as I pulled my fingers from her mouth, doing my best to keep my voice from giving away any of the dirty thoughts I was having.

“All done, Mrs. Becket,” I said, steady and smooth. “You know the drill—more floss, less guilt.”

She laughed, casual, like we were just two professionals sharing a routine appointment—completely unaware that I’d just clocked the bruise at the back of her throat and knew exactly how it got there. “Thanks for squeezing me in today.”

I gave her the same practiced, polite smile I always used. “The nurse will take it from here. Have a good one.”

I peeled off my gloves, dropped them in the bin, and rolled the stool back into place. Break time. Same as always. I pulled off my mask as I stepped into the hallway, my tablet still in hand, tapping in the last of Mrs. Becket’s notes. Just needed to drop it off—then lunch.

My lunch was already waiting in the fridge. Same container, same contents, packed that morning without even thinking. Turkey sandwich. Baby carrots. One of those fruit-on-the-bottom yogurts. Boring, reliable. Just like everything else.

The dental office gleamed around me—white walls trimmed in gold, polished marble counters, floors so shiny they reflected every scuff on your shoes. The scent of eucalyptus clung to the air, trying too hard to be calming. Generic rock played overhead, a steady hum that filled the silence without ever making you feel anything.

On my way to the break room, I stopped by the nurse’s desk to check my schedule. Chris, our secretary, was there, typing like the keyboard had personally offended him, a stack of patient files threatening to bury him alive.

“Oh no,” I muttered, already recognizing the messy scrawl on the top file.

“Oh yes,” Chris groaned, not even looking up from his keyboard.

“I thought Dr. Reed agreed to use the tablets for all his notes now.” I flipped through the stack. It looked like everything from his full day.

“He did. Right up until the app confused him and he gave up in a huff.” Chris finally glanced at me, eyes pleading. “He’s a menace. Please save me.”

There was no fighting it. Dr. Reed was sixty-five, stubborn as hell, and allergic to change. And Chris knew damn well I was the office pushover when it came to picking up the slack.

“I’ll take care of it after lunch. You won’t be stuck here late.”

Chris lit up. “You’re too good to me, girl! My hero!”

Yeah. I was too good. Everyone here knew it. I gave him a small smile and turned toward the break room. Lunch first. Then maybe I'd pretend this place didn’t depend on me to keep it running.

I was halfway to the breakroom when I heard them—Laura and Shelby—talking low and fast, giggling like they were back in high school. I paused at the door, just outside the break room. It was cracked open, just enough for their words to slip through.

“Swear to God,” one whispered, “he tied me up with his belt and went down on me like he knew exactly what he was doing.”

A sharp laugh followed. “And you let him? On the first date?”

“He had forearms, Shelby. You don’t say no to that.”

I stepped in with the deliberate clearing of my throat. Both women jumped like guilty schoolgirls. One fumbled with her coffee cup, the other straightened her scrub top as if modesty could erase what had already been said.

“Oh my God—sorry, we didn’t think anyone was—”

I offered them a smile—soft, a little self-deprecating—trying to make it feel easy, like I was in on the joke. Like I wasn’t judging them. Because I knew what they saw when they looked at me. The good girl.

“No need to apologize,” I said, still holding my smile. “Sounds like you had a pretty good date.”

They laughed nervously, eyes still wide—women my age, but quick to shift once they realized who was in the room.

Laura was the first to recover, her tone flipping from scandal to safe like a switch. "It was nice, really. He took me out to dinner, real gentleman. We had a great time."

Nothing about belts or mouths now.

Shelby caught the signal fast. She glanced at me, then said, "What about you? You seeing anyone new since, you know... your ex?"

I blinked, caught off guard. "Not dating, exactly. But… I’ve been looking around."

It came out awkward, a little stiff. I tried to smile, tried to keep it light. But the moment had already passed. They weren’t letting me in. Not really. And I got it. I’d always carried that good girl energy—too polished, too proper.

I didn’t blame them.

After a bit more small talk, Laura and Shelby made excuses to head back to their stations, and I was left alone with the hum of the fridge and the soft churn of the coffee pot. I grabbed my lunch from the fridge and sat at the little table, unwrapping the same sandwich I’d packed that morning without thinking.

I took a bite, chewing, but barely tasting. I kept thinking about what Laura had said—how quickly her voice shifted from scandal to sweet. Like she was flipping a switch. Like she didn’t trust me enough to say anything real.

Maybe it wasn’t that they thought I couldn’t relate. Maybe they just assumed I wouldn’t approve. That I’d judge them. And honestly? I understood. I’d been doing that kind of math my whole life. Weighing every word. Measuring the edge of propriety like it was a tightrope. That kind of fear doesn’t start with you—it gets passed down. And mine? Came straight from my mother. Her voice lived in the back of my head like a second conscience.               Always whispering what a good girl would or wouldn’t do.

But I had a secret. One I kept folded tight beneath beige professionalism and sugar-sweet smiles. A slow-thrumming, breath-catching ache that flared every time I heard the whisper of scandal and pretended not to listen. A part of me that had been waiting—patiently, hungrily—for permission to come alive.

My phone lit up with her name. Mom.

Of course.

The last person I wanted to talk to mid-bite, but she knew my schedule like she had it tattooed behind her eyes. If I didn’t answer, she’d just keep calling.

"Hey, Mom," I said, sandwich in hand.

"Oh honey, did I catch you at a good time?" Her voice was all sugar, but we both knew she timed it just right.

"Yeah, I’m on lunch. What’s going on?"

“I’ve just been worried about you like always,” she said, her voice all sugar and subtle digs, like warm tea that scalds your tongue. “All alone in the city. I just don’t know how you manage, especially in that apartment. It must get lonely. Do you even know your neighbors?”

Translation: She was worried I’d be mugged, murdered, or—worse—dating someone she hadn’t vetted. But she’d never come right out and say that. She didn’t have to. Guilt was her mother tongue.

But the truth? This job, this move—it was the best thing that ever happened to me. It gave me an excuse to leave without setting the town gossip on fire. Everyone thought I needed space after the breakup. That I was chasing a career. And yeah, technically, both were true.

But more than anything, I was chasing air. Distance. The kind of space where I could finally stop feeling like I was being watched every second. Judged. Labeled. Molded. Here, I didn’t have to play the part of the perfect daughter. The responsible one. The one who stayed small and quiet and grateful.

"I’m fine, Mom. It’s just work and home. Nothing wild."

"Well, this Sunday when you drive down, the Pritchett's will be joining us for dinner. Their son—Ryan? You remember him. He’s in town. He’ll be joining us too."

And there it was. The setup.

"That’ll be nice," I said, keeping my voice even. Sweet. The way she liked it.

"You two used to get along so well. He’s doing great these days. Bought a house. Steady job. He’s looking to settle down, you know."

Of course he is. Just like my ex. Another man with a checklist looking for a woman to fit into the blank spaces.

"Sounds like he has his life together," I offered.

"It’s just a shame things didn’t work out with you and Adam. He was a good man."

I bit my tongue. Hard.

Adam had been controlling, dismissive, manipulative. He didn’t want a partner—he wanted a wife who’d cook, clean, and stay quiet. And my mother? She never really believed me. She just saw what she wanted to see. The version that looked good from the outside.

"Yeah. Things just didn’t align," I said, letting the words sit between us like a sealed box I had no intention of opening.

"Oh! And can you bring a dessert on Sunday? Something simple. Your lemon bars, maybe. You always did them just right."

"Sure," I said automatically.

"Such a good girl," she said, like it was a compliment. Like it wasn’t something she’d carved into me with every expectation I was too afraid to ignore.

I smiled even though she couldn’t see it. "I’ll be there."

"Alright then, sweetheart. Drive safe."

"Bye, Mom."

I ended the call before she could add anything else. Set the phone down and took another bite of my sandwich, chewing a little slower this time. Thinking.

My phone buzzed beside my lunch, lighting up the screen with a single message.

Emily: Are you coming out tonight?

I stared at it for a beat too long.

It wasn’t just a question. Not from her. Not from Emily.

With anyone else, it might’ve meant a drink after work or a casual bar crawl. With Emily, it meant something entirely different.

Yes. I was going tonight.

Because out there—beyond the soft lighting and tight smiles of polite company—was the city. And in the city, I could be mine. Unfiltered. Unapologetic. I didn’t have to smile when I wanted to scream. Didn’t have to nod and swallow silence when someone said something that made my skin crawl.

I didn’t have to be her daughter. Or play the role of the nice girl, the good girl—the one who never talked back, never wanted too much, never let herself be seen.

Out there, I could shed the weight of expectation like a second skin.

And there was only one place that ever felt like freedom.

My sanctuary. 

Club Temptation.


Chapter Two: Sex Clubs

The moment I stepped through the doors of Club Temptation, the air shifted. It always did—like the place knew exactly what you came for and welcomed you with open arms and a wicked grin. The temperature dropped just enough to raise goosebumps, and the scent wrapped around me: leather, sweat, perfume, and something dirtier, something electric.

The bass thudded deep in the walls, heavy and primal. The dance floor pulsed with bodies tangled together, drenched in colored light. Reds, purples, blues—each flash slicing through sweat-slick skin and barely-there clothing. Desire moved in waves here, thick as the music, unavoidable.

Black leather couches ringed the dance floor, sleek and deliberately placed. Some held people sprawled out, drinks in hand, lips at necks. Others hosted more explicit scenes—hands, mouths, fingers disappearing beneath clothing. Watching wasn’t rude. Watching was expected.

At the far side of the room, the bar stretched long and backlit, bottles glowing on mirrored shelves. A bartender in a tight black vest slid drinks across the counter without missing a beat. The whole place buzzed with movement, breath, anticipation. This wasn’t a fantasy. This was the city’s undercurrent made flesh. And I knew it now like I knew the back of my hand.

The first time I’d walked in, I’d felt like prey. My date—some smug, overconfident Tinder match—had brought me here to throw me off-balance. He thought he could use the dark corners and naked bodies to overwhelm me, disarm me. Break down my defenses until I said yes.

But he didn’t expect Emily.

She slid in like smoke, all smile and sharp eyes. Took my hand and made it look easy. Like we were old friends. And then Jack followed behind her, quiet, grounded, radiating calm with a kind of steady power. He didn’t need to raise his voice. The guy vanished before I could say no or thank you.

It should’ve ended there. But Emily didn’t walk away. She followed up. Invited me back. Made me feel like maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t just messed up date. Maybe it was a beginning of finding myself.

The first few visits, I hovered. Watched. Sat quietly with a glass of wine and my heart in my throat. But over time, it shifted. The hesitation faded. My posture straightened. I stopped looking for exits and started noticing everything else.

Now, I moved through the lounge like I belonged there. Past the dancers, past the watchers. My heels clicked soft against polished concrete as I scanned the space—and found them.

Emily lounged on the black leather couch like it had been custom-built for her particular brand of redheaded mischief—wild curls spilling over one shoulder, legs crossed at the knee in a way that dared someone to look twice. She held a drink in one hand and owned the space with the other, arm draped over the backrest like a queen on her throne, lips curled in permanent amusement.

Jack sat beside her, all lean limbs and lazy confidence, his shirt—as always—halfway unbuttoned like he couldn’t quite commit to being dressed. A silver chain winked at the hollow of his throat. He was ever the host—eyes constantly moving, scanning the room, reading the pulse of it. Making sure everyone felt safe, welcomed, and just a little bit wanted. He had a way of drawing people in without effort. A smile here. A soft joke there.

Emily spotted me and grinned. "There she is."

"Hey, stranger," I said, slipping into the seat across from them.

Jack was already pouring wine, handing the glass over like it had been waiting for me.

"Good timing," he said.

"Always," I replied, letting the first sip settle on my tongue. Bold, dark, expensive.

Emily leaned forward, eyes bright. "So… how’s reality treating you?"

I sighed. " “Work, as usual. And my mom’s back on her matchmaking crusade.”

Emily rolled her eyes. “Let me guess—nice boy, steady job, loves Jesus, hates vibrators?”

"Probably thinks ‘kinky’ means lights on,” Jack said, not missing a beat.

I snorted. “Honestly? You’re not far off. I know she means well, but I wish she’d stop trying to orchestrate my entire life like I’m her favorite pet project.”

Emily’s tone shifted—softer, but no less firm. “Yeah, moms do that. They try to write your whole story before you’ve even picked up a pen. Out of love, out of fear, out of their own unresolved shit.”

She tucked a red curl behind her ear and gave me a look that was all warmth edged with something sharper. “But you don’t have to read the script they hand you. It’s your life, not hers.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You sound like you’ve been there.”

“Oh, I have.” Her lips curved into that signature Emily smile—crooked, fire-warmed, and just a little wicked. “And that’s why I love that you keep coming back here. Not for the sex—not yet anyway—but because you’re paying attention. You’re curious. You’re not hiding from yourself anymore.”

She leaned forward, eyes bright and dangerous. “You’re figuring out who you are, babe. And what better way to do that than staring your dirtiest, most delicious desires straight in the eye—even if you haven’t touched them yet?”

Then softer, like she was handing me something holy.
“You don’t find truth by staying clean. You find it when you let yourself get messy.”

A laugh escaped me, quiet but real. “That’s exactly why I keep showing up.”

Jack raised his glass, smirking over the rim. “That, and the view.”

Emily rolled her eyes and shot him a glare. “Don’t make me leash you in public again.”

He grinned. “Promises, promises.”

I laughed harder, shaking my head. “You two are trouble.”

“The best kind,” Emily said with a wink.

Jack’s smirk curved slow and wicked. “You know you should just bring someone who’ll make her little setup boy bolt before the bread hits the table. Someone who calls you ‘mistress’ with a straight face and doesn’t blink when she clutches her pearls.”

I sipped my wine, laughter curling in my throat. “Now that’s tempting.”

Jack raised his glass, eyes gleaming. “I bet it’d make one hell of a dinner conversation.”

I could picture it so clearly—my mother’s strained smile, the rigid way her hands would fold in her lap, the forced civility like porcelain barely hiding the cracks.

If she ever found out I was a regular at a sex club it would send her into cardiac arrest. If she ever knew of this version of me? The one in heels, sipping wine under dim lights, surrounded by heat and wicked laughter, swapping jokes with people she’d watched fuck in front of a crowd?

That would’ve shattered her.

I’d seen them in the voyeur rooms—Emily riding Jack like she was testing how far he could bend before he broke, and Jack taking it all like she was the only god he’d ever worshipped. It wasn’t just sex. It was reverence. It was surrender offered and taken with teeth bared and fingers clenched. A different kind of devotion. One that tasted like power and sweat.

And it made me ache.

Emily and Jack were magnetic. Unapologetically themselves in a way that was more than sexy—it was empowering. They never asked me to join. Never pressured. They just let me be close enough to feel the heat. To watch.

And let’s be honest— there’s something about seeing your friend’s asshole in perfect lighting that brings a certain closeness. But I’d never joined in. Not once. I just watched.
I just watched. Trying to make sense of the ache under my skin. Trying to figure out who I was when no one expected me to be anything at all. When no one was looking to see if I was still the good girl. Still safe. Still small. Some kind of guilt still clung to me like smoke, holding me back, keeping my hands clean.

But maybe tonight would be different.

Maybe if I let myself fall, I’d finally find where I landed. Maybe Sunday brunch would sting a little less if I spent Friday night pressed to a mattress, wrapped in bruises and the scent of someone else’s sweat. Maybe I’d show up still sore.  Still humming with it.

And maybe—just maybe—I’d bring cream puffs so full they burst at the seams instead of those neat perfectly square little lemon bars.

It had been almost a year since I’d actually been fucked—and let’s be honest, whatever Adam and I did barely qualified. Especially after what I’d seen here. Compared to the things I’d watched in this club, he may as well have been reading me a bedtime story.

And tonight?

I wasn’t in the mood for fairy tales. Maybe it was time to admit I wanted more.

"You know what," I said, swirling my wine like it held courage, "I think tonight’s the night I find a playmate."

Jack perked up like a dog hearing the treat bag rustle. "Oh? Are we talking playmate as in light spank or full-blown screaming safeword?"

Emily gave him a look. "Don’t scare her off before she even opens her legs."

"Honestly, I’m surprised it took you this long," she added, turning to me. "You’ve had that horny nun energy since day one."

I groaned. "God, don’t say that."

"It’s a compliment," she said, grinning. "Sin in the eyes, chastity belt on the brain."

"Well, I’m officially ready to take the belt off."

Jack leaned forward, all mock seriousness. "I am sure I could introduce you to someone good. Should I start drawing up a menu? We’ve got vanilla swirl to full dungeon daddy. Pick your spice level."

I laughed. "I am not sure I am ready for the full menu, Jack.”

"Calm down, Jack," Emily said, nudging him with her foot. "You’re starting to sound like her mother setting her up."

Jack clutched his chest. "Low blow."

"You should go and make your own selection," Emily continued, turning to me. "Part of the thrill is stalking your prey."

The idea slithered under my skin. A reversal. I wouldn’t be the one on the sidelines anymore—I’d be the one choosing. Hunting.

"I like that," I said slowly. "Although I doubt I’d make a very effective huntress."

Emily raised a brow. "Sweetheart, all you need to do is pick a man and say, 'Can I suck your cock?' and half the room would follow you home."

I choked on my wine. "Jesus, Emily. Nothing that vulgar has ever come out of my mouth."

Jack wiggled his brows. "Time for the vulgar to come out… and go in."

Emily smacked his thigh with a laugh. "Ignore him. He’s only allowed to talk if he’s gagged."

She leaned in, voice softer now. "A blowjob’s the easiest place to start. Minimal investment, maximum payoff. Just a taste. See what you like."

I nodded, but my throat was dry. The words formed in my head like a dare.

Can I suck your cock?

Could I say that? Let it roll off my tongue like it belonged there?

God, I wanted to.


Chapter Three: Tattooed Men

I left Emily and Jack behind with a wink and a refill. Emily gave me a look—something between "go get 'em" and "don’t do anything I wouldn’t do," which, let’s be honest, didn’t narrow things down much. Jack just raised his glass in a silent salute, already sliding a hand up Emily’s thigh. I knew they were already making plans of their own for the night.

I slipped into the flow of the lounge, headed toward the bar. Heels quiet against the floor, heartbeat not so much. The music throbbed low and seductive, wrapping itself around the room in waves. The crowd shifted around me, a rolling tide of anticipation and heat.

At the bar, I found an empty spot, leaned against the counter, and let my eyes scan the room. The lounge and dance floor stretched before me, framed in dim light and sin. From here, you’d never know what this place really was. If you didn’t know what to look for, it could be any high-end lounge in the city. Gorgeous people sipping cocktails. Bodies grinding on the dance floor. Laughter humming under the music.

But there were signs—if you knew where to look.

That woman leaning just a little too far into her partner’s lap. The man gripping the back of another man’s neck a little too tightly. The way someone licked salt from a wrist instead of the rim of a glass.

If you wandered down the back hallways, past the velvet curtains and the smirking staff, you'd find the real secrets. The voyeur rooms, beds that looked more like stages. The sensory rooms where people surrendered their senses, one by one. The private rooms you could take by the hour, the minute, the need.

There was the back lounge—more exclusive, more indulgent—where performances bled into spectacle, where moans blended with music. Upstairs, the theater. Downstairs, the dungeon. Club Temptation hid nothing… except itself. From the outside, it played the part exclusive high-end club. But beneath the surface?

I stood at the bar, watching it all. Familiar faces drifted through the haze. Some regulars I nodded to, others I pointedly ignored. There were certain people here I had learned better than to get tangled with—no matter how good they looked or how sweet their words sounded in the dark.

Then I saw them.

Three people near the edge of the lounge. A man and woman——already halfway to fucking with their eyes. Comfortable with each other in that unshakeable, hand-on-ass, shared-secrets kind of way. And the third?

My stomach did something ridiculous.

He was tall. Built. Covered in ink from fingers to neck—black lines dancing over skin in sharp, wicked patterns. Piercings caught the light across his brow, lip, ears… and I’d bet anything there were more beneath his jeans. He had that dangerous look, the kind that said, I’ve done terrible things, and I’d do them again with a smile.

My mother would’ve fainted on sight.

Perfect.

I was pretty sure I’d seen the couple before—in one of the voyeur rooms, maybe a Blue Room once—but the tattooed man was new. Fresh meat. And if he wasn’t? I was kind of pissed I'd failed to notice him sooner.

I didn’t hesitate.

Wine glass in hand, I moved toward them. One step, then another. My thighs already a little tense, like my body was ahead of my mind. I made sure to walk like I knew what I was doing. Like I wasn’t about to try something bold and stupid. I stopped just a few feet away, close enough to be noticed.

He seemed restless. Sitting like he didn’t quite belong, like the room was too loud for his thoughts but too quiet for his instincts. One hand cradled a glass of whiskey, the other draped lazily over the back of the couch—like he was trying to look casual but the tension in his thighs betrayed him.

I stopped in front of him.

“This seat taken?” I asked, locking eyes with him. For a moment he didn’t say anything just looked me up and down.

The other guy nearly spit out his drink, laughing.

“Markus, she’s talking to you,” he said, smirking. “Didn’t even have to flash a nipple to get attention.”

Markus.  Of course that was his name. Something hard and sharp that would sound even better when moaned.

The woman beside him laughed, fingers skating down his chest. “Finally, someone to rescue him from us. You’re his hero.”

Markus sighed like this was all terribly annoying, but his eyes hadn’t left me. Not for a second. “You two ever shut the hell up?”

“We’ll leave you two to it. Don’t scare her off, yeah?” The couple left with flair. The guy even brushed imaginary lint from the seat like he was offering me a throne.

“Enjoy,” the woman added, already dragging her partner toward the dance floor. “Be gentle with him. Or don’t. He acts tough, but he gets all shy when pretty girls start making demands.”

“Both of you go fuck yourselves.” Markus's said as his gaze followed them toward the dance floor, like they’d just abandoned him to the wolves. Then he looked at me.

I slid into the seat beside him like I’d done it a hundred times before, like I wasn’t toeing the edge of a cliff in six-inch heels. We were close—closer than we needed to be—but neither of us moved. It was a quiet standoff. Tension pretending to be casual.

His gaze flicked to me, then away. Back again. Not subtle. Like he couldn’t decide what I was—threat, temptation, maybe just a woman playing at something she didn’t fully understand. His hand curled tighter around his whiskey glass, knuckles pale. Like he needed something solid to grip.

“Sorry, they’re a fucking nightmare,” he muttered, running a hand through his long dark hair. Then he looked at me with a crooked smile that didn't quite hide the way his pulse jumped.             

Up close, Markus was a fucking sin. His jaw looked designed to be straddled. The stubble along it was uneven like he’d forgotten to care—just enough to scrape across thighs and leave a memory. His eyes flickered hazel under the low lights. Warm, yes, but watchful. Uncertain in the way that said he wasn’t used to being this out of his element.

Which was funny, because Markus looked like he’d eaten girls like me for breakfast—tattoos like armor, cocky slouch, eyes full of things that didn’t belong in daylight. And yet here he was, fidgeting with his glass like I might bite him first. For the first time, I felt like I wasn’t the only one pretending to be something I am not.

“You look nervous,” I said, letting my wine roll across my tongue before I spoke.

He huffed a laugh. “Yeah, well… I think I’m supposed to be cooler than dead air and fidgeting with my glass.”

That laugh wasn’t cocky. It was honest. Maybe the whole tough guy thing was a jacket he wore but hadn’t broken in yet. Or maybe it was just part of the way he protected himself from the world.

“You’ve got enough ink to intimidate the bouncer, you could’ve sat here looking mean and mysterious, let the room do the work for you.” I said, lips curling around my glass.

“Yeah, well it's my first time at a place like this,” he admitted. Then again, a little quieter, like he was confessing. “Honestly, I was worried I was signing up for an orgy.”

That earned a small smile from me. "Is that not what you were looking for?”

“Not at all. My illustrious business partner and his girl dragged me here,” he said, tapping his glass against his knee. “Thought it’d be... fun. Which apparently meant ditching me as soon as they could hand me off.”

“They sound like good friends,” I said, teasing gently.

“They think I need to get out more.” He didn’t look at me when he said it—just at his drink, like it held answers.

“And do you?” I asked. “Need to get out?”

His eyes lifted to mine, lingering there. Then the smallest shrug. “Maybe.”

He didn’t need to explain. I could see it in the slope of his shoulders. The way his gaze kept tracking the room. He was the kind of person who watched everything, who never got caught off guard. And tonight, his friends had shoved him straight into a place built to undo people. And Club Temptation didn’t come with instructions.

“You a regular?” he asked, flashing that crooked smile again—like it was armor he didn’t quite know how to wear. “Or just hear to pick up lost boys?”

I froze for a heartbeat. Not at the question, but at the ache behind it. At the sudden panic that maybe, if I told him the truth, he’d judge me. That he’d hear the words I come here to watch and fuck myself later and see something desperate. Or worse, pathetic.

But then something shifted. Something inside me—small but fierce—unclenched.

And I just didn’t care anymore.

"You could say I’m a regular," I said, slow and deliberate, my voice silk-wrapped steel. "But tell me—how lost are you, Markus? Want me to take you to Neverland?"

He laughed. The real kind. A low, surprised chuckle that melted a little of the stiffness from his frame. His shoulders dropped just enough. And fuck, he looked even better when he relaxed. It made something twist low in my belly—need curling tight and hot, hungry.

I drank him in—inked arms, messy long hair, the pulse ticking fast at his throat. And then the words slipped out before I could soften them. Before I could coat them in coyness.

“I want to suck your cock.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. Wasn’t sweet or shy or wrapped in apology. It came out sharp. Solid. Like it had been sitting on my tongue all night, waiting for permission to be real. Emily would’ve thrown me a damn parade.

Markus blinked. Just stared.

Like he couldn’t decide if I was fucking with him or if he’d just stumbled into his favorite daydream.

I didn’t look away. Didn’t fidget. I let him make his choice. Let him decide what kind of girl I was.

His eyes dragged over me like a slow fuck. Like he was trying to decide what kind of trouble I was. Then he chuckled. Deep. Low. It rumbled out of his chest and settled low in my gut. His arm moved behind me on the couch—close, but not touching. Just heat. Just suggestion. The kind of proximity that made it hard to breathe without thinking about tongues and teeth.

He downed the rest of his drink. One smooth motion. “You don’t play, do you? I thought you were gonna flirt a little… make me chase it.”

“Sorry,” I said laying my hand on his thigh. “I’m not in the mood to make you chase. You’re the prey tonight, babe.”

“Fuck…” he breathed, like the word had been yanked from his lungs. His thighs jumped under my hand, like even his body was caught off guard. His hand moved to my shoulder—not to push. Just to anchor himself. I felt him come undone and I hadn’t even tasted him yet. He looked at me like I’d just changed the laws of his world.

“You want to suck my cock, right here in front of everyone? You don’t seem like the type.” he asked, his voice rough, laced with awe. The silver ring on his tongue caught the light as he swallowed hard, eyes darting briefly across the room—then back to me.

“You’d be surprised.” I said running a slow circle on his thigh with my hand.

“Then do it, baby. That’s what were here for right?” His voice cracked. His hand tightened on my shoulder.

And all I could think was:

Good girls don’t do this.

And I didn’t fucking care.

I sank between his spread thighs with more confidence than I actually felt—shoulders squared, breath steady, even as my heart pounded like a war drum in my chest. The floor was hard and cool beneath my knees.

I wasn’t a pro. Not by a long shot. But I’d spent enough nights in the shadows of Club Temptation to know how this moment should unfold. I’d watched. I’d studied. I’d seen how people worked a cock to make a man moan. I looked up at him, voice low and sure, even if my fingers trembled slightly as I reached for his belt.

“Tell me what you like,” I said, my gaze locking with his. “And what you don’t.”

Markus’s mouth twitched, that cocky grin breaking through again. “I’ll be sure to let you know.”

The smell of leather and sex clung to the air, but under that—him. His cologne, sharp and warm. Cedarwood, maybe. Spice. Something dark that settled deep in my chest and spread like heat through my limbs. I breathed it in and let it center me.

I reached for his belt, undoing it slow, the metal buckle giving way with a click that felt louder than it should’ve. His zipper followed, smooth and deliberate. He was already straining beneath his briefs—thick, hard, twitching with need. Goddamn.

I palmed him through the fabric, dragging my fingers down the length of him, feeling him jerk under my touch. He was so ready. Giving him a look as I pulled down the waistband of his briefs, freeing him.

And there he was—bold, hard, flushed. Beautiful in that filthy, primal way I’d only imagined until now. A silver barbell glinted at the tip, wicked and gleaming in the low light—fuck. It suited him. A little dangerous. A little daring. The kind of thing that whispered I like it when it hurts, just a little.

I smiled. That’s going to leave a bruise.

My fingers curled around him, slow and deliberate, my palm wrapping around him. He twitched in my grip, and I watched with sharp-eyed fascination as the muscles in his stomach clenched, breath hitching hard.

He groaned, low and strained, hips jerking ever so slightly.

I ran my thumb along the thick underside of his cock, tracing every ridge, teasing the sensitive head with the barest brush. My hand moved with confidence I didn’t know I had until tonight. My nerves had dissolved into something darker, something hungrier. I wasn’t nervous anymore.

I was starving.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue up from the base to the tip—slow and savoring, like a woman unwrapping something expensive and long-coveted. He tasted like sweat and salt and skin, sharp with lust, thick with heat. The metal of his piercing was cool against my tongue, and I toyed with it shamelessly, flicking it, rolling it along the roof of my mouth, letting it tap against my teeth.

Above me, Markus groaned. Low. Desperate.

“You’re teasing me,” he said, breathless, his hips giving a twitch, his hands twitching at his sides like he didn’t know where to put them.

I glanced up and smirked. “That’s the point.”

Then I sank lower.

Took him into my mouth inch by inch, feeling him fill me, stretch me, hit places that made my eyes flutter closed. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked softly, working him deeper with careful control. He reached for me—just an instinct—but I slapped his thigh with a sharp little tap and pulled back just enough.

“Uh-uh,” I whispered, my breath warm on his wet skin. “Use your words.”

He let out a broken, wrecked sound, head tipping back. “Please. Fuck. Keep going.”

That’s more like it.

I braced one hand on his thigh, the other wrapped around the thick base of his cock. Found my rhythm—slow, tight, wet. My lips slid along his shaft, tongue swirling with each pull, every glide of my mouth calculated to make him forget everything but the feeling of me.

And the thing that made it better than perfect? We weren’t alone.

I knew people were watching.

I could feel it. That subtle shift in air, that heat of voyeuristic curiosity. I could sense their hunger—the stares, the silent awe. And I fucking thrived on it. He was coming undone under the gaze of strangers, and I was the one doing it to him.

“Faster,” he choked out. “Please—”

I obeyed. Not because he asked, but because I wanted to watch him break. I bobbed my head faster, sucking harder, my jaw aching but I didn’t care. I let my spit coat him, messy and slick, his cock dragging over my tongue again and again. The sounds—wet, filthy, obscene—filled the space between us like a soundtrack to the lust pooling in my gut. The rhythm of the club’s music thudded beneath us, matching the pace of my mouth, the pulse between my legs. His thighs tensed. His voice broke.

“I’m gonna come—fuck—I’m—”

I didn’t stop. Didn’t flinch. I just took him deeper. Let him hit the back of my throat hard. Let him feel the heat, the squeeze, the control. He came with a cry, his body shuddering, hips jerking helplessly. Hot release flooded my mouth, and I swallowed it all—greedy, grateful, triumphant. I pulled back slow, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and met his gaze.

Ruined. Stunned. Still shaking.

“Fuck,” he breathed, like the word had been dragged from the marrow of him. “Is this the part where you ask if I want to fuck you?”

I tilted my head, smiling like a lioness. “Do you?”

“Hell yes,” he groaned. “You promised me Neverland, remember?”

I stayed on my knees a beat longer, savoring the way he looked at me—wrecked and still aching. I reached up, slow and purposeful, and took his hand in mine.

His fingers slid into mine with no hesitation. No resistance.

I stood, pulling him to his feet. My skirt was still bunched high. My lipstick was smeared. I could feel the slick warmth between my thighs, and I didn’t care. I wanted him to see what he’d done to me.

I turned, leading him toward the back hallway. The shadows deepened around us, the hallway swallowing the noise of the lounge behind us.

He hesitated only once.

“If you’re gonna take me to some dark little corner…” His voice dropped, no longer teasing. “You better not leave me there alone.”

I glanced back, my hand squeezing his. The red light behind me bathed the edges of my smile in sin.

“I don’t plan on leaving my new toy alone,” I purred.

And this time, when I led him into the dark, he followed without a single question.

And I didn’t look back.


Chapter Four: One-Night Stands

I led Markus down the corridor like I owned it.

Because tonight, I did.

His hand was laced tight in mine—tight like a man holding the edge of something too steep, too sudden. I didn’t slow down for him. I didn’t check to see if he was sure. He could stop me if he wanted. But he didn’t. He followed, breath shallow, steps half a beat behind, like the gravity of what we were doing was finally sinking in.

The music pulsed behind us—bass deep enough to shake your ribs. The air clung to skin, thick with sex, sweat, and that distinct scent of leather and surrender. Lust was a fog here. You didn’t breathe it, you absorbed it.

Neon shadows flicked across his tattoos—violet slicing over his throat, cobalt down the hard curve of his arm, all that ink catching light like a warning sign. And still he kept close, quiet. I could feel his tension pouring off him in waves. I felt the heartbeat pounding through his palm where it met mine. That throb of nervous energy. The way his breath caught whenever we passed an open door.

The Red Rooms spilled moans into the hallway, full view of a woman gagging around cock with tears running down her cheeks and mascara smudged like war paint. Blue Room—one woman restrained, a man drawing teasing circles on his thighs with a riding crop. Every doorway was a story. Every glance was permission or a dare.

And Markus was seeing all of it.

He tried not to react. Tried to look unfazed. But I saw his eyes linger too long. Saw his jaw twitch when a nearly nude woman strutted by with lace on her hips and dried cum glistening on her thighs. His arm came around my waist, possessive. Protective. Like he thought he could shield me from the club I knew better than he did.

I let him hold me. Just for a moment, let him feel useful. It was adorable. And it lit something wicked in me. He had no idea what I was about to do to him. I didn’t need protection. I wasn’t the girl clutching her pearls anymore, blinking wide-eyed in the shadows. Not tonight. That version of me had been slowly unraveling for months—ever since I first slipped through the doors of this place and realized how much of myself, I’d been taught to hide.

Tonight, I wasn’t hiding. Tonight, I wasn’t the favorite daughter, the trad girlfriend, the good girl with polite hands and a pretty smile. I was letting it all go. Every suppressed ache. Every time I bit my tongue. Every night I touched myself in secret and felt guilty afterward. He had no idea what I was about to do to him. No clue how pent-up I was. How long I’d been starving to feel powerful, to be the one taking instead of asked to be taken. And now that I had him? Soft and hesitant and out of his depth? Oh, I was going to feast.

The hallway bent, lights shifting from violet to deep blue. Like we were walking into water. I found the door I wanted—half-cracked, cobalt light spilling onto the floor—and pushed it open with my heel.

Empty.

Perfect.

The room was small. Private. Lit only by the glow of blue neon. One low bed. Clean black linens. A single black velvet wedge on the mattress. And a mirror. A whole fucking wall of it. I watched him behind me in the reflection, eyes darting around, still trying to play cool. Still trying to process the fact that he’d followed me into the dark. I grabbed his belt loop and pulled him in. He followed without a word.

I turned to him, still holding that loop between my fingers like a leash. "Did you like being watched?" I asked, voice low, velvet-wrapped steel. "We can leave the door open let everyone admire those tattoos. Or…" I tilted my head, arching a brow. "Would you prefer privacy?"

The question wasn’t innocent.

Do you want them to see you? See us?

For a breathless second, I wondered if he’d leave it open—let the world watch me break him in, let the walls witness him fall apart beneath my hands. The thought made something coil low in my belly, dark and hungry. But then Markus stepped forward, jaw tight, hand steady as he pushed the door shut with finality.

The lock clicked into place, sealing us inside, muting the moans and music to a heartbeat’s hum. No audience. Just us. Just him, and what I was about to do to him.

"Not tonight."

His words held a promise that this might not be the only night. His voice was rough, needy.

"Good," I said, sliding my fingers up his chest. “Just you and me then.”

I backed him up until the bed caught him behind the knees and he sat, breath catching in his throat. I didn’t say a word. Just looked at him. Legs spread, arms behind him, gaze locked on me like I was his whole goddamn world.

"Arms up," I said.

“Yes, Ma’am.” He obeyed instantly.

Good boy.

I stripped him slow—because I wanted to savor it. Because he deserved to feel what it was like to be unwrapped. My fingers slipped beneath the hem of his shirt, dragging it up inch by inch, revealing inked skin and sculpted muscle like a secret I was peeling open. He lifted his arms without a word, obedient already, letting me tug the shirt over his head and toss it aside with casual authority.

My hands didn’t hesitate. They wandered like I owned the map and he was just the terrain. I traced the curves and ridges of his chest with my fingertips, then leaned in, letting my lips follow the same path—hot, open-mouthed kisses down the line of his collarbone, a soft bite at the edge of his shoulder. When I found the barbell piercing through his nipple, I couldn’t resist teasing it with the tip of my tongue.

I smiled against his skin, lips brushing just above his nipple, then dragged my nails down the center of his chest—slow and cruel. Just enough pressure to raise a line of red, just enough for him to flinch. A hiss escaped his throat.

I followed the edge of the wolf tattoo inked across his ribs, tracing the lines like scripture. Worship disguised as possession. Reverence in the shape of control. My touch wasn’t gentle. It was claiming.

Because his body was a canvas. And tonight?

It was mine to paint.

He hissed, breath catching, and that sound—raw and real—made my clit throb.

"Do you enjoy a little pain, Markus?" I purred, my voice dripping with authority and a hint of dark delight.

“"Right here, right now? Fuck yes, you can drag those nails all up and down my body," he challenged, his eyes blazing with the thrill of the game.

He sat there—breath shallow, chest rising too fast, lips parted like he might beg if I gave him permission. And I hadn’t even taken his pants off yet. I shoved him back against the pillows with a firm push, watched him go pliant beneath me, and dropped my hands to his waist band. His belt clicked open with a snap that felt too loud, too final. I took my time with the zipper, dragged it down slow while holding his gaze. His throat clenched. I wanted to bite it.

He lifted his hips and slid down his boxers. Hard. Bare. Beautiful. Cock already hard again and leaking with precum, twitching like it was waiting for orders. He squirmed under the weight of my stare, chest rising like he couldn’t catch a full breath. I thought of move I'd seen couples do at the club, making a list in my mind about everything I wanted to do to this man.

I drank him in, slow and shameless, cataloging every detail. My mind raced with every filthy thing I’d seen at the club. Every scene, every act, every flick of a tongue or clench of a fist I’d memorized from the shadows. And now, all of it was spilling into a list I was dying to write across this man’s body.

Markus caught my look. Smirked—just barely. It faltered at the edges, like even that was more bravado than he could manage right now.

“You gonna keep staring,” he rasped, voice rough with want, “or are you gonna do something about it?”

I arched a brow, pleased. But before I could reply, he reached for his jeans crumpled on the floor, fingers digging into the pocket. A foil packet appeared between his fingers—held up like an offering. Or maybe a surrender.

He tore it open with his teeth, and all the while, his eyes stayed locked on mine. Watching. Waiting. Like I might vanish if he blinked.

Then, with one steady hand, he rolled the condom on. Smooth. Confident. Ready.

“Smart boy,” I purred, my voice honey-slick with approval.

He chuckled—low and breathless. “Trying to be.”

Then, a pause. A flicker of something quieter, deeper in his gaze.

“You’ve got me,” he said, voice dropping lower. “Whatever you wanna do to me tonight… I’m yours.”

I stood slowly, hiking up my dress. Still dry-mouthed with control. Then peeled my soaked panties down my legs, let them drop to the floor like a gauntlet thrown. Markus didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. His eyes tracked every inch as I stepped out of them, as I climbed onto the bed and straddled him like I was made for it.

I straddled him like I’d been born for it—like my body had always known it would one day end up on top of a man like Markus. I didn’t tease. I didn’t hesitate. I gripped the base of his cock, let the thick heat of it drag through my slick folds, slow and purposeful, watching his breath stutter as the head bumped against my clit. He twitched beneath me, hips jerking just slightly, like he couldn’t help it. Like his body had already surrendered before his mind had a chance to object.

I sank down slow. Inch by aching inch.

Every part of me stretched to take him. Every part of him pushed deeper, filling spaces I didn’t know were empty until this moment. His piercing dragged along my inner wall like a live current, and it lit me up from the inside. Nerve endings flared, spine arched, mouth parted.

Sex had never felt like this before.

My moan punched from my chest.

His, strangled. “F—fuck—”

I started to move, hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles, grinding against him, setting the rhythm. I braced my hands on his chest, felt the steady drumbeat of his heart slamming beneath my palms. Felt his cock inside me. I leaned down and kissed him—open mouth, tongue, no mercy. He whimpered into my lips. I swallowed the sound.

Then I broke the kiss, just enough to whisper, “Look at me.”

He did. Eyes glassy, pupils blown, mouth soft with awe.

And I fucked him like I meant it.

Each grind ground my clit against the bone of his pelvis, pressure building with every downward roll. Each bounce stretched me further, dragged his cock against every hypersensitive inch inside me. I moved like I wanted to brand him with the memory of this—of me. My thighs trembled. My breath came in gasps. The slick slide of our bodies filled the room with obscene music, raw and wet and real.

Still, I didn’t stop.

Couldn’t.

“Please,” Markus gasped, the word cracked open and raw, his spine bowing up off the mattress like he was chasing something he didn’t know how to name. His fingers dug into my hips, hard, desperate.

The weight of him filled me completely—stretched me wide. Something deep and feral inside me sighed with relief. My hands braced on his chest, fingers curling into the heat of him, feeling the thundering drumbeat of his heart beneath my palms. I rolled my hips slow, deliberate, letting the friction sing.

I rolled my hips slow—deliberate—dragging friction across every inch inside me. His cock ground against my walls, thick and slick and unrelenting, and when I shifted my hips just so, the barbell in his piercing caught—

Oh.

Lightning.

It sent a shiver straight up my spine, cracked open something molten in my belly. I adjusted my angle, found it again, again, each time grinding my clit against the sharp ridge of his pelvis until I was clenching around him, breath caught, body on fire.

Markus was wrecked beneath me.

Utterly, gorgeously undone.

His muscles flexed beneath his tattoos with every stuttering breath, chest rising like he couldn’t get enough air. His eyes fluttered half-shut, lashes trembling. Lips parted. Silent. Wordless. Drenched in sweat and need.

He looked like a man drowning in pleasure, like I was the only thing anchoring him to the world.

His hands abandoned my hips only to fist in the sheets, knuckles white, as if gripping the bed was the only thing keeping him from begging for more than he could handle.

And I wasn’t about to stop.

I moved harder. Faster.

My rhythm sharpened, gained edge, gained teeth. My thighs burned. My breath stuttered. My dress was bunched at my waist, clinging to my sweat-slick skin, but I didn’t care. I was heat and hunger and command, riding him like I was born to. Like every inch of this was mine.

He tried to push up into me.

Tried to thrust back.

Tried to take a sliver of control.

Absolutely not.

I slammed him back down with a hand flat to his chest, grinning as his breath punched out of him.

“Uh-uh,” I growled. “You stay still.”

His hips froze instantly. His breath hitched, like a gasp caught in his throat. Eyes shot open—wide, startled, needy. Markus didn’t fight it. Didn’t hesitate. He just nodded—throat bobbing, jaw slack, eyes blown wide with submission.

“Yes… fuck, yes.”

And just like that, he was mine. I rode him like I owned him. Because I did.

Every breath, every sound, every twitch of his body belonged to me now. And I wanted to see him fall apart. I wanted to be the one who brought him to his knees from underneath me.

I felt it then—that ripple of power. That high that came from having someone fall apart beneath your touch. From holding the reins and pulling tight. I slid my hand up from his chest, slow and deliberate, fingers dragging along his sweat-slick skin until I reached the column of his throat. I paused.

Then wrapped my hand around it. Not tight. Not yet. Just enough for him to feel the suggestion of it. His pulse kicked wildly under my palm. His lips parted. His eyes fluttered shut. And he moaned. Low. Guttural. The kind of sound a man makes when he realizes he’s fucked, and loving every second of it. He didn’t pull away. He didn’t flinch. If anything, his cock twitched inside me.

“You like that?” I whispered, voice husky.

He nodded, unable to form a word. So, I squeezed. Just a little. Just enough. His hands flew back to my hips, clutching me, not to stop me—but to hold on. Like I was the only thing keeping him grounded while the rest of him floated off into some sinful, blue-lit void.

The image of him—the inked, strong man coming undone under me—pushed me closer. Made me wetter. I rode him harder, chased the high like it was oxygen. My thighs burned, my clit throbbed, my body flushed with sweat and want.

I watched his face—the flushed cheeks, the slack mouth, the way his lashes trembled over half-lidded eyes. My hand tightened reflexively, and the sound he made—half gasp, half broken cry—was enough to make me clench around him.

I was losing control. Drunk on it. And when I came, it was like I shattered.

My entire body tensed, grinding down on him, milking every inch of his cock. I clamped around him, body convulsing in waves of pleasure so strong I forgot where I was. I squeezed. Harder. Too hard.

His eyes shot open, wide and wet. A flash of panic cut through the haze.

I let go instantly.

“Shit—” I gasped, pulling my hand back. “I—I didn’t mean—”

Before I could even finish the apology, his fingers bit into my hips, and he slammed up into me so hard it stole the air from my lungs.

“Fuck,” he shouted, voice wrecked, body arched off the bed as he came.

His cock pulsed inside me, spilling with each wave, his mouth open in a silent cry. His whole body trembled beneath mine, every muscle taut with the force of it. I collapsed onto him, my forehead against his shoulder, panting, trembling, overwhelmed.

After a long moment, I swallowed hard and whispered, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to go that far.”

He didn’t answer right away. I bit my lip, afraid I’d broken something. That I’d crossed a line I hadn’t meant to cross. Instead, he slid his arms around my back, palms wide and warm against my skin. He pressed a kiss into my hair. Then he chuckled, low and still a little breathless.

“If you’re fucking me like that,” he said, voice rasping against my temple, “no apology needed.”

I laughed against his skin. Giddy. Drunk on him. On us. On the way we’d just broke each other. His cock twitched again, still buried deep.

“Didn’t know I was into choking,” he murmured. “Turns out… I really, really fucking am.”

I lifted my head and looked down at him. He was flushed, sweat-slicked, wild-eyed. The red marks from my fingers painted across his throat like a signature. I brushed a thumb over them, soft and reverent. He shivered.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said, smirking.

“Please do.”


Chapter Five: Motorcycles

The Blue Room still smelled like sex and sweat and something sacred.

My satisfaction clung to the air like smoke. Heavy. Lingering. Impossible to ignore. His, too—etched into the ruined way Markus leaned against the wall, eyes glazed, lips parted, chest rising in slow, stunned like he was still catching up to what the hell just happened.

He’d come hard. And it showed.

The condom was gone. Handled. But the evidence remained—in the flushed curve of his throat, the bruises blooming like roses where my fingers had claimed him, the red scratches streaked across his chest like claw marks. He looked fucking wrecked. Used.

And he’d fucking loved it.

I loved that he loved it.

Loved the way the heat still pulsed through my limbs like I was vibrating with it—this raw, trembling edge of power that clung to me like the sheen of sweat on my skin. I hadn’t just fucked him. I hadn’t just made him come. I had taken something for myself. Claimed it. Devoured it. Reveling in the taste of my own freedom.

No set-up from my mother. No safe, church-boy dates she’d arranged with that too-sweet smile and that calculating voice. No whispers of “he’s a good boy, sweetheart” as if that meant I should fold my knees and open my heart.

Markus stood there, his shirt wrinkled, jeans half-undone, hair sticking to his temple. His lips were kissed raw, and a smear of my lipstick still lingered on his face like a bruise. I hadn’t even thought to fix it. In fact, part of me wished I’d worn red. Bright, unapologetic, slutty red. I would’ve marked him from jaw to cock—every inch.

“Fuck,” he muttered, voice still rough, words scraping low in his throat. “I didn’t know I needed that.”

Combing my fingers through my hair like I hadn’t just rocked his world. “You say that like I didn’t notice.”

He laughed, and that sound—wrecked, breathless—coiled hot in my belly. I liked that sound. I wanted to pull more of it from him, again and again.

“You wanna head outside for a smoke?” he asked, dragging a hand through his hair, still breathless.

I blinked, arching a brow. “You smoke?”

He shrugged, already reaching for his shirt, still half-dressed and wholly wrecked. “Not really.”

I shot him a look.

He smirked, slow and crooked. “Figured the air out there’s got more oxygen than in here... and I need something to ground me before I ask you to do that again.”

That made me laugh. I found my underwear, tossed my hair over my shoulder, and followed him through the dim hallway, past the red-lit exits, and out into the biting night air.

Outside, the night air hit sharp—cool against sweat-slick skin. The smoking patio was nearly empty, lit only by a flickering overhead bulb and the faint glow of city lights bleeding through the dark. Just a couple of dazed voyeurs loitering in the corners, still coming down from whatever sins they'd survived.

Markus stood beside me, hands in his pockets, head tipped back to the sky. The wind tugged loose strands of hair across his brow. He looked... undone. Like I’d peeled him open, left something bare and trembling underneath. And he hadn’t hated it. Not even close.

“So,” I said, tilting my head, “are we just standing out here pretending to smoke now?”

He grinned, eyes gleaming. “I’m doing a great job, don’t you think?”

“Flawless. Really selling the image.”

Another smirk. But this one softened around the edges. He looked at me a moment longer, something quieter in his gaze.

“You really don’t fuck around, do you?”

“Not here.” I turned to him fully, chin lifted, voice sure. “This place is made to be who you really are. No hiding.”

His eyes darkened. A silence stretched between us—not awkward, just charged. Like the stillness right before lightning strikes. I could still feel it. The ghost of his throat under my hand. The stretch of him inside me. The way he’d surrendered completely without ever saying the word.

“I’ve never…” he started, then shook his head. “I’ve never had anyone take control like that.”

I held his gaze. “And like it?”

He exhaled. “No. That was... fuck.”

“Intoxicating?”

His mouth tilted up. “Fucking addictive.”

I smiled, and it felt like a crown sliding onto my head. “Good.”

He ran a hand down his face, still catching his breath, then looked at me—dazed, soft around the edges. “You need a ride home?”

I tilted my head, lips curving. “To your place or mine?”

He didn’t even blink. “Dealer’s choice.”

Of course he said that.

I stepped closer, voice low, playful. “How about we take the long way… to your place?”

His eyes lit up, a spark flaring behind the haze. “I got somewhere even better. If you're willing.”

“More than. Let's go.”

We walked in comfortable silence out into the parking lot, the air cooler now, brisk against my flushed skin. And then he veered toward something that made me pause.

A motorcycle.

Not one of those plastic, soulless speed machines—but a real one. Matte black. Low-slung. Growling with restrained power. It looked like it had eaten roads for breakfast and still hadn’t had enough.

I slowed to a stop, lips curving into a smirk as the machine came into full view. Pure muscle and menace. A beast with two wheels and no apologies.

Of course Markus rode a motorcycle. It was too perfect. The tattoos, the rough edges, the way he’d let me break him open with my thighs and a whisper—he was built for this kind of cliché. The good kind. The kind that made you ache.

But what made me laugh, sharp and breathless, wasn’t the bike.

It was me.

Me, standing there with wind-kissed skin and sin in my chest, staring at this dark, beautiful thing like I’d always belonged on the back of it. Me, thinking about how my skirt would ride up. How my arms would wrap around his waist.

“Really?” I said, the amusement thick in my voice, curling at the edges.

Markus shot me a grin, unapologetic. “What? You expected a Prius?”

I laughed, breath fogging in the night air. “No. Just funny, is all.”

He arched a brow. “What’s funny?”

“I never saw myself as the girl who’d climb on the back of one of those.”

He stepped closer, gaze dropping to my legs. “You sure look like her now.”

I swung one leg over the bike like I’d been doing it my whole life, skirt hiking indecently high, my thighs gripping the sleek frame, heels clicking against the metal. I didn’t blush. I didn’t fix it.

I wanted him to see.

He handed me a helmet, gaze crawling over my body like he was memorizing every exposed inch.

“Hold on tight,” he murmured.

“I always do,” I murmured, wrapping my arms around his waist as he swung onto the seat in front of me.

The bike snarled to life beneath us, the engine's purr sinking into my bones. As we pulled away from the club and into the night, the last of my good-girl guilt was ripped clean off, left to die in the rearview mirror.

The ride wasn’t long.

But it was long enough for the buzz of adrenaline to melt into something deeper. Slower. Every twist in the road pressed the engine between my legs, the low hum vibrating right against where I was still slick, still aching from what we’d done. From what I’d made him feel. From what he’d let me take.

He guided us higher. Up winding roads until the city disappeared behind us in a haze of gold and smoke. An overlook. Quiet. Empty. The kind of place meant for stolen kisses and unspoken confessions.

He killed the engine, and the sudden hush felt intimate in a way that had nothing to do with silence. I swung off the bike, legs trembling slightly from the ride, from the aftershocks still humming low in my core. I peeled off the helmet, letting the wind drag fingers through my hair as I turned to him, lips curling.

I swung off the bike, my legs unsteady from more than just the ride. The vibrations were still thrumming through my core, a slow pulse that hadn't let go since the club. I peeled off the helmet, fingers raking through my wind-tangled hair, and turned to face him with a lazy curl of my lips.

“So,” I said, voice lilting, “this the part where you reveal you’ve lured me out here to murder me in the woods?”

Markus leaned forward, resting his forearms on the handlebars, eyes full of mischief. “If I were planning a murder, I probably wouldn’t have let you make me come like that first.”

I stepped closer, smile sharpening. “Could’ve been part of the kink. Some people like to go out with a bang.”

“Then you definitely picked the wrong guy,” he said, his gaze trailing down the length of me and back up, slower this time, less hungry, more savoring. “I don’t like endings. I like reruns.”

My laugh came easy, warm and wicked. “You brought me all the way out here for a view, then?”

He shrugged, but there was heat in the way he watched me. “Thought you deserved to see something beautiful before I took you home and kept you all to myself.”

“Wow,” I murmured. “Impressive. Barely a hint of serial killer in that one.”

“When you get fucked the way I just did…” He shook his head, smile crooked. “You don’t want to risk letting it go.”

“You’re sweet,” I said, voice teasing, but low. “For a guy who just got choked out and came.”

His expression shifted—open, raw. His eyes darkened like I’d flipped a switch.

“Fuck, that was hot,” he muttered. “I keep replaying it in my head.”

“Yeah?” I leaned in, letting my hand slide up the inside of his thigh. “You gonna be thinking about it later when your hand’s wrapped around your cock?”

That earned a real laugh, gravel-rough and warm. He stayed straddled on the bike, looking up at me like I was the fucking moon. Like he hadn’t just come once already. Like I’d only whetted his appetite. 

“No,” he said, voice rough. “Because I don’t think I’ll make it that long.”

He pulled me onto the bike—fast, firm, no hesitation.

I gasped as he spun me around, hands strong on my waist, and bent me forward over the bike. My body landed on the seat in front of him, my ass pressing directly against his groin, skirt riding up high enough to bare everything. The leather seat was smooth beneath my thighs, the night air brushing against my skin.

He didn’t wait.

His fingers slipped beneath my panties, tugging them aside. I felt the heat of him behind me, thick and hard, already aching to be inside. Somehow, he was even harder than before.

I reached back blindly, fingers curling around his cock. Slick from earlier, still hot and swollen from my mouth, my cunt. He twitched in my grip as I stroked him once—slow, claiming, like I already owned him.

“You’re already hard again?” I teased, voice low and breathless.

“No teasing this time,” he growled, voice frayed with need, barely holding it together.

I smiled, dragging my thumb around the head of his cock, teasing his piercing. “You sure you can handle that?”

“Try me,” he said. No hesitation. Just challenge.

I tilted my head, looking back at him. “Then fuck me raw.”

A low, guttural groan rumbled from his chest as he ground into me, the length of his cock pressing slick and hot against my swollen folds. He thrust forward, no warning, just the thick, full stretch of him sliding into me in one hard stroke. I gasped, knees buckling, palms flattening on the bike as he pressed me down over the seat, his cock buried deep inside me.

And then—God, then he did something I didn’t expect.

The bike roared to life beneath us. The engine’s growl thrummed straight through the seat, straight into my clit.

And fuck—it hit my clit like lightning.

I gasped, my whole body jerking forward as the rumble beneath us sent shockwaves through my core. My thighs clamped tighter around the seat, my breath hitched sharp, and my nails dug into my palms. The engine's steady thrum vibrated directly into where I needed it most, each pulse dragging slick pleasure against every soaked, swollen nerve.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, voice wrecked already, hips moving without my permission.

Behind me, Markus groaned, voice thick in my ear. “You feel that? Fuck, you’re clenching my cock so hard. Every time I rev it…”

He twisted the throttle.

Harder.

The vibrations intensified, and I nearly moaned—hips grinding down without thought, my body chasing sensation on instinct alone. It was a drug, this rhythm, this delicious addiction to Markus’s cock and the way the engine below us growled like it was hungry for more.

The wet press of my cunt against the vibrating seat, the thick slide of him between my folds—it was almost too much. Almost.

I shifted my hips, found the right angle, and slammed down onto him, grinding my clit against the vibrating seat with a broken gasp. The stretch of him was perfect, hot and unrelenting, and the sound Markus made—deep, desperate, guttural—was pure need.

He met every thrust, hips lifting to catch me each time I dropped. Each movement drove him deeper, the friction brutal and blissful. My body ached from before, still raw, but it only sharpened the pleasure. Every thrust felt like it etched something into me I didn’t want to let go of.

Markus’s hand slid up under my dress, found my breast, and rolled a nipple between his fingers until I was whimpering—riding him faster, harder, chasing that edge we both felt coming. The build was quick, dirty, so fucking desperate.

Then his hand moved. Left my breast and pressed firm against the small of my back.

And he revved the engine again.

The vibrations slammed through me like a shockwave, and he used his palm to pin my hips down against the seat, forcing me to grind harder into the machine’s purr. My entire body seized, thighs trembling, pleasure blinding and sharp.

He revved it one more time. And viciously thrust inside me.

And I came. Hard.

The orgasm ripped through me like wildfire—wild and brutal and consuming. I screamed into the open night as my pussy clenched tight around him, soaking him, thighs trembling as wave after wave tore through me. I couldn’t stop grinding down, couldn’t stop shaking. He was the only solid thing in the world, the only anchor as I unraveled on top of him.

When I finally turned my head, gasping, sweat-streaked, his eyes met mine.

“You ever done that to a woman before?” I asked, voice hoarse and wrecked.

His grin was slow. Lazy. Proud. “Nope.”

I laughed, feral and still panting. “You’ve been holding out on me.”

“I didn’t have the right woman,” he said, dragging his fingers up my spine, reverent like he was worshipping me. “Not until now.”

I grinned, feral. “Let give you a little reward then.”

I straightened, rising up slow—feeling every inch of him slip wet and thick from my cunt. He groaned at the loss, and I turned with a grin, straddling him proper this time. Thighs spread wide, soaking and shameless, I planted my hands on his shoulders like he was my personal fucking throne.

Then I sank back down onto his cock.

Hard.

He stretched me open all over again—hot, full, obscene—and I didn’t give him time to catch his breath. I rode him like I owned the ride, like his dick was just a tool for me to get off. Markus let me take over again—of course he did. His eyes were on me like I was holy and hellbent, his mouth parted, breath ragged as I bounced on him with no mercy.

I tangled my fingers in his hair, yanked his head back until his throat bared sweet and vulnerable.

“I fucking love this,” he rasped, watching my tits bounce, watching my body work him like I’d trained for it.

“You love being used,” I growled, dragging my nails down his chest hard enough to leave lines.

“I love you using me,” he moaned—filthy, honest, wrecked.

And that was all I needed.

I fucked him like I was trying to break him. Slamming down over and over until the slap of my ass against his thighs echoed into the night. His cock dragged against every oversensitive nerve inside me, his piercing catching in just the right place—each stroke a jolt of white-hot electricity. Every bounce was harder, wetter, louder. His hands gripped my ass like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to push me off or hold on for dear life.

“God, fuck—” he groaned, eyes rolling back as I rode him raw, sweat pouring down both of us, slick coating our skin, our thighs, his cock. I could feel how close he was. The way his hips started jerking up into me, wild and desperate. The way he moaned every time I clenched around him.

I bit down on his shoulder—hard. Left a mark.

“I’m close,” he gasped, voice shredded. “You gonna let me come inside you?”

“Yes,” I snarled. “Fucking fill me.”

He came with a shout, cock pulsing deep, spilling inside me in hot, messy waves. His whole body went taut, trembling, as I kept grinding through it—milking him, using him, chasing my own high like fire through gasoline.

It hit seconds later—violent and raw.

My head snapped back, mouth open on a moan that was half scream. My cunt clamped down on him like a vice, rippling around his cock, sucking him deeper. I rode it out on shaking thighs, using him until my muscles gave out and I collapsed against his chest, both of us panting, sweat-slick and drenched in come and ruin.

I leaned in close, lips grazing the shell of his ear, the taste of him still sweet on my tongue. My voice was low, wrecked, full of wicked intent.

“I want to take you up on that whole kidnapping and keeping me to yourself comment.”

Markus let out a breathless laugh, deep and warm, the kind that vibrated straight through my chest.

“Careful,” he murmured, his hands tightening on my hips, like he was still anchoring himself in the aftermath. “Say something like that again, and I might just keep you tied to my bed for a week.”

I rolled my hips once, slow and deliberate, just to hear the way he groaned.

“You promise?” I teased, brushing my nose along his jaw.

“I don’t make promises I don’t intend to keep,” he said, his smile lazy and dangerous. “And fuck, you make it hard to let go.”

His hands didn’t leave my body. One trailed down to the curve of my ass, the other slid up my spine like he was still learning me, still memorizing every inch.

And maybe he was. Because this wasn’t just lust anymore. It wasn’t just need. I leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth—slow, unhurried. A claim. A thank you. A warning. He exhaled like he’d been holding his breath since the first time I touched him.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

His body did the talking—thighs still trembling, chest still rising and falling too fast. Red scratch marks slashed across his skin like proof. My handprints on his throat. Bruises beginning to bloom beneath the ink. His cock, spent but still twitching against my thigh, like it hadn’t quite gotten the message that the ride was over.

He looked wrecked.
Owned.
Beautiful.

And I didn’t feel guilty.
Not even a little.

Good girls don’t wear red lipstick that ends up smeared across a man’s jaw.
They don’t strut into sex clubs and drop to their knees for strangers.
They don’t fuck them in dark rooms with mirrors for walls.

They don’t climb on top of beautiful, tattooed men and fuck them breathless on motorcycles overlooking the city.

They don’t leave nail marks down a man’s chest like a signature.

But I do.
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Teaser from your next temptation: Yours to Break

And suddenly it was just Lucian and me. 

Me, half-naked in nothing but lingerie. Skin flushed. Breathing too fast. He turned fully, gaze dragging over every inch of me. Slow. Possessive. A hundred strangers within arm’s reach, and still it felt like the only eyes that mattered were his. Then that smile followed pleased, hungry, edged in something sharp. And heat bloomed low in my belly. 

"You came," he said, and it hit me how much it mattered to him. Like he’d pictured this moment, and hadn’t been sure I’d give it to him. 

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "I had nothing better to do." 

His eyes flicked over me, sharp and unreadable. "Is that so?" 

"Don’t let it go to your head." 

He stepped in close, close enough that the air shifted. 

"There’s no reason to be nervous," he murmured. "While you’re here, you’ll call me Sir. And just so we’re clear, if anyone touches you without permission, I’ll break their hands." 

His voice didn’t change. Didn’t rise. It didn’t need to. 

"You touch anyone—without asking me first—this ends. I don’t share." 

His words hit low, right where fear twisted with heat. And I realized something deep in my gut. 

He meant every word. 

My breath caught. My chest tightened in that delicious way that happens right before you fall. Fear? Maybe. Turned on? Definitely. "Still having a hard time believing you're not some mobster with a bondage kink." 

He studied me, eyes sharp and steady, like he was reading all the noise behind my silence. "One last very important thing, you can leave or end this at any time, you know that?" 

The words shouldn’t have hit so hard. But they did. No one had ever offered me that kind of choice before. Not my ex. Not anyone. What I needed never mattered—only what they could take, what I was supposed to give without question. But Lucian wasn’t asking me to just take it. He was asking if he could give. And that changed everything. I wanted it. Wanted him. Because for once, it felt like the power was mine to hand over. 

I held his gaze, slow and steady, lips parting just enough to let the words fall out like a promise. 

"I’m here because I fucking want to be, Sir." My voice was low and hot, all rough edges and no shame. I didn’t blink, didn’t hide. 

His smile was instant, deep and satisfied. "Already making me proud, princess." 

My whole body lit up at that. Heat curled low and tight, throbbing between my thighs. Fuck, I wanted him to say it again. I didn’t think I’d be into being called princess, but coming from him? Yeah, I could get used to it real fast. 

"Now, we're going to head downstairs," he said, voice steady, like he wasn’t leading me somewhere debaucherous. "Let you watch a scene. If that doesn’t scare you off, we’ll start negotiations and maybe our own scene. Give you your own little taste." 

"Do I get a menu, or is it more of a chef’s choice situation?" I asked, arching a brow. 

He smirked. "You’re funny. But sarcasm has its time and place." 

"And this isn’t it?" I asked, feigning innocence. 

"Not if you want to walk straight." 

That shut me up. Sort of. 




Continue reading here...
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