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Excerpt from your next temptation:


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. 




Content information: First-time kink exploration, bdsm dynamic, Rope bondage (shibari), light impact play, 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: Hands on

It’s the hands.

Not the rope, not the girl he’s tying—though yeah, she’s got that blissed-out look like she’s halfway to heaven. Not even the way the rope pulls tight over skin like it knows exactly where to press. It’s the hands. His hands.

Confident. Slow. Intentional.

Hands that don’t just tie knots—they make works of art. They command you without saying a word. They make surrender look like the best fucking idea you’ve ever had.

Those hands are Dominic’s.

We’re in the basement of Club Temptation—beneath the lounge, dance floor, and voyeur rooms. The dungeon. This is where the ones who need more come to find it, but right now it’s quiet, but not empty. The usual thrum of sex and spectacle hasn’t started yet; the club hasn’t officially opened. The only people down here are the ones who came for the shibari workshop, scattered in small, hushed clusters.

The space is split into zones, each one framed by sheer, shimmering red curtains that don't hide a damn thing—just make it feel like you’re seeing something you shouldn’t. Floor tape marks out the play areas like tiny stages, each corner of the room its own little theater of tension and release. The lighting is low, rich and red, casting everything in the kind of glow that makes skin look softer and secrets look sacred.

Down the center runs a clear walkway, almost like a runway, giving you a straight shot view of every zone. No scenes are happening now—no moaning, no flogging, no begging—but the echoes are in the air. The walls remember.

I’m not here for the scenes. Not yet. I’m here for the workshop—for the knots, the rhythm, the quiet art of restraint that lets me feel just a little closer to what I’ve never dared ask for. I’ve never been here when the club’s actually open, when the curtains part and the moans echo and the air thickens with sex and surrender. No, I’ve only come for the workshops. For the rope. For the hands that wield it. Okay—maybe not just for the rope.

Tonight, the room is quietly buzzing. Couples are all over the mats, rope coiled at their feet like sleeping snakes. Some are already fumbling through ties, others watching, mimicking. A few solos are scattered along the edges, practicing on themselves. There’s something tender in it—watching people try to bind their own limbs, like maybe if they tie themselves up tight enough, they’ll finally feel something.

Dominic stands in the center, sleeves rolled to his elbows, that black shirt clinging to every inch of muscle like it was tailor-made to tempt. He’s got that calm, no-nonsense vibe that makes your brain shut up and your thighs clench. Like he could wreck your day and make you thank him for it. On the street, you’d think personal trainer—the kind who knows how to break you down and build you back up just right. His posture says patience, but his presence? Pure command.

Behind him tucked half in shadow, a suspension rig waits. Still. Empty. Its ropes sway slightly in the filtered air like they’re already impatient. Like they’re bored without a body.

I’ve seen Dominic use it before. I’ve watched from the back as he lifted someone up, slow and reverent, every knot a promise. I’ve imagined what it’d feel like—weightless, stretched out, fully seen. But today, sadly, the rig isn’t part of his demo.

Which is probably for the best. My attention shifts back towards him.

I lean forward in my seat, notebook in hand, pretending like I’m completely distracted by ache building between my thighs. The only notes I’ve ever actually taken are on the exact shade of his green eyes, the sharp cut of his jaw, that military-tight crew cut—and those forearms. God, those forearms. The way they flex when he pulls the rope just right? That’s what’s got me feral.

His demo partner kneels in front of him, already calm, already waiting. Like she knows what those hands are capable of. Like she’s ready to be undone. And I can’t stop wondering what it would feel like to be in her place.

And damn, those hands.

“This wrap,” he says, looping rope beneath her collarbone, “should rest here. Not lower. Pressure matters.”

His voice isn’t loud, but it cuts like silk. The entire room leans in. A guy near the front frowns as he tugs on his rope like he’s trying to replicate it with oven mitts. Dominic moves like he’s sculpting. Like every pass of the rope is a stroke of intent. He steps behind her, adjusts a line across her chest, his knuckles grazing the side of her breast. She exhales slow and deep. It’s not sexual—but it is.

I came to the first class out of pure curiosity. Thought I’d sneak in, learn a few tricks, satisfy some quiet itch I didn’t know how to scratch. But then it turned into something else. Now, I come back every other Wednesday. Same spot. Same seat. Like clockwork.

I swear I’m not a stalker. I’m just... committed. Dedicated. A little too invested, maybe—but in a way that feels safe from back here. From this distance. Watching is easier. Cleaner. It lets me indulge the tension without risking the fall.

And Dominic? He has no problem being watched. Hell, I think he enjoys it. He’s a professional when he teaches—measured, magnetic, always a step ahead. He never has to raise his voice. He just moves with intention, speaks with certainty, and the whole room leans in.

And watching him? It helps. Doesn’t fix the ache, but it hushes that restless little gremlin under my skin whispering tie me, wreck me, make me beg. Makes me feel like maybe I’m not a total freak for wanting this. Like this itch might actually mean something. Like maybe it’s not something to be ashamed of.

Because real talk? Most people hear the word rope and immediately think porn—or worse, something criminal. I’ve never met someone who didn’t flinch. Who didn’t give me that look—you know the one. Like I just handed them a front row seat to my private freak show and asked if they wanted popcorn. Even my more open-minded friends hit me with that awkward smile and a, "Well, if that’s your thing, cool." Like I just told them I eat chalk for fun.

So how do you even say it?

Hi, can you tie me up and make me forget where I end and you begin?

Yeah… not exactly something you lead with on a dating app. And I wasn’t about to do it with some rando, either—rope’s personal. Rope takes trust. The kind that doesn’t come in a first-name-basis and safe-word crash course.

“Once you lock this side,” Dominic continues, looping around her torso with a practiced flick of his wrist, “you’ll want to create counterbalance here—” he pauses, looking over his shoulder at the audience, “—assuming your partner doesn’t wriggle too much.”

A few chuckles ripple through the crowd. Even his demo partner smiles, shoulders relaxing.

Someone up front raises a hand. "What if the bottom has a shoulder injury? Can you modify?"

Dominic shifts, continuing the tie while answering. “Yes. You can substitute the over-arm wrap with a parallel pass beneath the scapula. If you’re rigging for someone new, always check range of motion first. Pain shouldn’t be a surprise. Always adjust. Everyone’s different. And if their hands go numb? You fucked up. Fix it.”

A low laugh ripples through the group. He smiles, just barely. But it hits. He finishes the tie with a tight flourish, knot tucked into her back like a secret. The model breathes evenly, slowly. Framed in rope. Owned by it.

Dominic steps back. “That’s the shape,” he says. “It’s not about how pretty it looks. It’s about how it feels.”

He turns to the room.

“Partners—practice. If you’re solo, use last week’s mod. Need help, raise a hand.”

That’s my cue.

Because it's about time for the club shift gears. That bass upstairs kicks in—slow, pulsing, thick with promise—and I know the bar's being stocked, glasses clinking, lights dimming. It’s the signal. The soft warning. The night’s about to get dirty. Once this class wraps, the real players crawl out, all swagger and intention and want.

I’ve lingered before. Just a little. Clutching my tote like it was gonna save me, pretending I had something to do—reorganizing my notes, checking my phone, waiting for traffic or some divine sign. I’d stick to the lounge when the energy shifted, when the air got thicker and everything started to hum. Told myself maybe I’d wander, just a peek, just to see what it’s like when things get hot enough to burn.

But I never made it past the hallway. Never through the doors or the curtain. Just stood there watching the silhouettes move like shadows in a fever dream—moaning, gasping, the rhythm of impact and restraint. And every damn time, I chickened out. Envy curling hot and sharp in my gut. Terror riding right behind it.

I’m not ready for all that.

Not yet.

Also? The parking lot turns into an absolute shitshow once the crowd starts to roll in. Two entrances, one exit if you’re lucky, and a whole line of horny people trying to peel into the club like their orgasms are on a timer. I start packing up, fast. I’ve got it down to a science. Notebook. Pen. Water bottle. Tote. Don’t make eye contact. Don’t linger. Don’t look too desperate.

“Hey—wait.”

Not over the mic. Just behind me. Real. I freeze. Turn.

Dominic. No rope. No headset. Still too hot. He stands there like nothing’s strange. Posture casual. One brow raised. But his eyes? His eyes are locked on me like he’s finally decided I’m worth tying down.

“You’ve been coming to my classes for a while,” he says.

I nod. “They’re… informative.”

He tilts his head. “Right. Informative.”

My cheeks burn.

“I’ve got a more advanced session next Thursday,” he says, voice dropping into something darker. “Still here. Smaller group. You'd be interested in being my model?”

My mouth goes dry. Not because it’s the first time he’s spoken directly to me—but because this feels different. This feels real. He’s not just inviting me to watch. He’s asking me to step into it. Into the center. Into his hands.

My brain scrambles for something clever, something cool. But all I manage is, “Me?”

He grins. “You. You’ve been watching long enough. You know the rhythm. You know the rules. You’d be perfect.”

My heart stutters.

He pulls a card from his pocket—sleek, black, minimal. Hands it to me like it’s no big deal. His number is printed in silver at the bottom.

“I promise I’m not going to do anything nefarious,” he says with a little smirk. “Unless you’re into that.”

I laugh, a little too loud. “I don’t usually… I’ve never…”

“You don’t have to decide now,” he says. “Just know you can trust me. I take this seriously. I take you seriously.”

That’s the problem. He does take it seriously. And it makes it so much harder to brush off.

“I’ll think about it,” I say, clutching the card like a lifeline.

He steps back, just enough to let me go, but not enough to let me forget.

“Don’t think too long.”

Then he walks away like he didn’t just rearrange the furniture in my head.

I’m still standing there, holding his card like it might burn through my fingers. I hover for a second too long, brain short-circuiting between want and wariness, before bolting for the exit with my heart hammering in my chest.

So now the balls in my court or the rope’s basically in my lap. Whatever metaphor works—he made a move. Saw something in me I wasn’t ready to admit. Straight-up asked for more. And now I’m walking to my car with his card burning through my pocket and a swarm of butterflies doing body shots somewhere deep in my pelvis.

It’s just being the model, right? He gets a body to tie up. I get to be that body. Easy.

Except it’s his hands. And let’s be real—once they’re on me, I already know I’m gonna be wrecked. Like, good luck going back to being the quiet girl in the back row after that.

Should I go?

Can I keep my horny little curiosity from turning into a full-blown meltdown?

Fuck it.

I guess I’m about to find out.


Chapter Two: Private Lesson




The receptionist gives me a once-over and a soft, knowing smile. "Private rope lesson, right? Dominic’s already downstairs. You’re good to go."

My stomach flips. It’s quiet in the club—too quiet. No bass thumping through the floor yet, no crowd noise spilling in from the bar, no participant waiting for the class to start. Just this loaded silence, like the walls are already bracing for what’s coming. The club won’t officially open for another hour or so, but the anticipations' already thick in the air as staff gets things set up.

I’ve been here plenty of times for the workshops, but always as the girl in the back with her eyes wide and her mouth shut. Watching was easy. Safe. Clean.

But right now I’m here to be the one tied.

And suddenly, it doesn’t feel like a fantasy anymore. It feels real. Too real. The kind of real that makes your pulse jump and your brain second-guess everything. I’m not hiding in the dark. I’m not scribbling fake notes in the back row.

The dungeon stairs stretch longer than usual, bathed in that signature low, red glow. It feels like a descent into something I can’t talk my way out of. And when I slip through the curtain at the bottom, it’s all there waiting—stations prepped, rope coiled like it’s holding its breath.

And then I see him.

Dominic’s at one of the cleared stations, barefoot, in joggers and a white tee that’s doing absolutely nothing to help me stay sane. He looks relaxed, but there’s this calm intensity in the way he handles the rope—coiling and sorting it like it’s sacred, like every loop matters. The kind of focus that makes your knees feel a little unreliable. When he finally looks up and sees me, he grins. It hits square in my chest and slides lower.

"Hey, perfect timing," he says, standing and walking over with that casual, too-hot-for-his-own-good confidence. "Bit of a change—I had two couples booked, but they canceled last minute. If you’re still okay with it, we can do a one-on-one."

My brain stalls. "Wait, really? I thought this was a group thing."

"It was." He shrugs. "But I’m not letting a night go to waste. Unless you’d rather not."

"No—I mean, yeah. I’m good with it," I say, tripping over myself like a nervous freshman.

"You worried about the cost?" he teases, a wicked edge in his smile. "Because I’m not charging you. I invited you. This one’s on me."

My brows lift. "Seriously?"

"Seriously." He steps a little closer, voice dipping into something low and easy. "Honestly, I should be the one paying you. Getting to be your first rigger? That’s a hell of an honor."

I laugh, flustered, heat crawling up the back of my neck. "Okay, that’s a bit much."

"Not to me." He grins like it’s the most natural thing in the world. "Come on—let’s get you settled."

He gestures toward the mat. I follow, nerves rattling in my chest. He pulls a coil of rope into his lap and sits comfortably like this is just another Wednesday, like tying someone up is the same as making coffee.

"Alright," he says, voice warm but focused. "Let’s go over the basics. Safe word?"

"Red," I answer, the word sticking slightly in my throat. "And yellow if I need to pause."

"Classic. Can’t go wrong with the traffic light system," he says with a wink that should not be allowed in a professional setting. "Any old injuries or places you don’t want me touching?"

"No injuries. Just… kinda nervous," I admit.

He tilts his head. "That’s a good sign. Means you care. Nerves are normal. I go slow, I check in. And you tell me the second something doesn’t feel right, cool?"

"Cool." I breathe a little easier.

"Good. Because my goal here is to make you feel safe while I completely ruin your ability to think in a straight line." He flashes a smirk, then softens it with, "Kidding. Mostly."

God, he’s charming. It’s ridiculous.

He clears his throat like he’s remembering to reel it in. "What are you hoping to get out of this tonight?"

I shift on my feet. "I guess… I just want to understand what it feels like. Not just technically, but… emotionally. I’ve seen how you work with people. I want to feel that."

His expression softens in a way that somehow makes everything worse. "That’s the best reason to be here. And last question what are you comfortable trying tonight?"

I exhale slowly. "Maybe a chest harness. Some hip stuff if I’m doing okay. I’m not trying to impress anyone."

"You don’t have to. You showing up already says everything."

I blink. Okay. That one landed.

"Go ahead and change if you need," he adds, easy again. "I’ll get the rope ready. But take your time. I want your brain and body in the same room before we start."

He says it so casually, like this is just his usual rhythm. Like he flirts like this with everyone. Maybe he does. Maybe he’s just good at putting people at ease. But I can’t stop wondering if it means more than that.

And the way my heart is pounding?

I really hope it does.

I strip down to the black bodysuit I wore under my clothes. Not lingerie. Not trying too sexy. Just… prepared. But when I turn, I catch him looking. He doesn’t pretend otherwise. He just smiles like he likes what he sees.

"Ready when you are," I say, trying to sound more confident than I feel.

"You sure?" he murmurs, walking over, rope in hand. "Because once we start, I’m gonna need your trust."

I nod. "You’ve got it."

"You got a favorite color combo?" he asks as he unspools a coil of rope, eyes flicking up like he already knows the answer.

"Not really. Whatever you want," I say, trying to sound breezy and not like my brain’s short-circuiting over his biceps.

He grins. "I’m thinking purples and blues. You look like someone who’d wear bruises like jewelry."

My breath catches. He’s obviously teasing, but damn if it doesn’t hit where it counts. He's got me imagining it. My skin, marked and blooming in color, each bruise deliberate. I’ve seen him use knotted rope ends in impact play before. Would I like that?

He finishes choosing his rope, and I realize I’ve been standing there, staring. Caught. He grins again, chin tilting toward the mat in invitation. Time to get my head on straight.

I follow, trying to act like I’m not internally combusting. My legs are doing the moving thing, sure, but my brain? Absolute static. I stand there, hands awkwardly hanging, heart racing, and then he steps behind me.

“I’m going to walk you through a Hishi Karada tie,” he says, voice low and steady. “It’s a full body harness—diamond pattern across the chest, hips, thighs. It’s beautiful. Secure. Decorative, but functional too.”

I nod, trying to sound casual. “I remember you demo’ing that once. Looked... complicated.”

“You’ll wear it well.”

He says it so close I can feel the heat of it on my neck, goosebumps everywhere. I hear a mushy little voice whispering in my mind just saying: oh no, we are going to like this. A lot.

He starts at my shoulders, methodical and gentle. The rope circles, tightens—not biting, but snug. Like a hug with intent. It’s already strangely comforting, like my body’s being learned in soft, slow motion. I try to track his hands as he twists the rope just above my breast, forming the beginning of that diamond pattern. I glance back and catch his eyes. His hand comes up, firm but gentle, guiding my jaw forward again.

"Part of the power play," he says low in my ear. "I’m in charge. Trust me. No need to see what I am doing."

The rope hugs tighter across my upper chest. He moves with slow, deliberate focus. His fingers graze the top of my breast as he brings the rope across. My breath stutters, but he doesn’t rush. Doesn’t leer. Just works. And somehow that’s worse. Hotter.

“Too much pressure?” He ask holding the rope from the back.

“No,” I whisper. “It’s good.”

He hums. “Tell me if that changes.”

He moves in front of me, and I try—really try—to keep my eyes forward. But then he kneels to wrap the rope around my waist, and it’s like every thought leaves my head except one: his hair looks so soft. 

My hands twitch at my sides. Nope. Not the assignment. Focus. This is about rope. Sensation. Trust. Not about molesting the hot instructor who’s currently making it very hard to stay professional.

As he moves the rope over my stomach, slow and sure, and the diamonds start to take shape. And yeah—wow. They’re pretty. But more than that? They feel right. Like I’m being held together in all the spots I didn’t even realize were coming undone. Honestly, it's a relief to have something to focus on that’s not Dominic.

“How you doing?” he asks, tying off another section.

“Good,” I manage, as I look down at him. “Really good.”

“You sure you’re not secretly a rope bunny?” he teases, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Most people tense up way more than you their first time.” His hand hovers over my lower belly now, light but steady.

I huff out a nervous laugh. "Not that I know of."

"Give it time," he murmurs, finishing the last diamond just above my stomach. "Can I keep going?"

It takes me a beat to realize what he means. My brain’s still playing catch-up. Then he taps the two ends of rope resting against my pelvis, and—oh. Right. He’s asking about the crotch rope. 

"Yes," I say, and it comes out breathy. Way too breathy. How is he still so calm?

He shifts forward, nudging my knees apart with the gentlest pressure. I gasp—more out of surprise than anything else—and try to refocus. On his hands. They’re big, steady, callused in all the right places, and every move sends a new kind of static through me. He doesn’t hesitate, doesn’t ask again. Just plants his palm firmly on my thigh. It stays there, warm and grounding. Like he’s holding me still with nothing but presence.

Then the rope slips between my thighs, and it’s like my whole body hits pause. His fingers are so damn careful—like he’s threading a necklace, not tying something that’s brushing right up against my clit. And when it does? Soft at first, then snug—it’s a full-body spark. I flinch. No use pretending I didn’t.

“You okay?” he murmurs.

“Mmhm,” I breathe.

The rope keeps teasing me—slow, steady pressure building with every loop. It rubs right up against my clit, not too much, not too little, just this maddening brush of friction that walks the edge. As long as I stay still, I can manage it. I can breathe through it. But every pass winds me tighter, syncing with his hands, his rhythm—like he’s tuned my body to him. 

Then he shifts beneath me. I feel it before he does anything—the change. He gathers the cords, ties them off—and pulls. 

That gentle pressure becomes something else entirely. The rope tightens fast and deliberate, dragging across that spot in a way that sends heat snapping through my core. My knees nearly give. I suck in a breath like I’ve been underwater. 

I try to hold it in, try to stay quiet, but the moan tears out anyway. I come fast, full-body, no grace, no warning. Just me unraveling, helpless under his rope. 

Dominic’s hands freeze. The rope stills. And the air shifts in an instant. 

He steps back, slow and too calm, like he’s trying not to make anything worse. The teasing is gone, stripped away so fast it leaves whiplash. "Did you just...We should stop.”

The heat is gone from his voice. What’s left is sharp. Measured. Professional in the way that makes my stomach sink.

I blink, trying to catch up. My body’s still humming, still wrapped in heat and rope and everything he just awakened. I can feel the slickness between my thighs, the ache where his hands had been—every nerve lit up like it doesn’t know the scene’s over. But he’s already pulling away, hands working the rope like nothing just happened. Like he didn’t just watch me come undone.

"I didn’t mean to push that far," he says, not meeting my eyes. "This was supposed to be instructional. I wasn’t trying to tease you. I mean—I was, a little… but not like that."

"It's fine," I cut in, voice too sharp, too quick. "I get it. I made it weird."

"No," he says, quieter now. "It was my fault. I’m the one who has to keep it professional."

"Like I said. It’s fine." Trying to hide the hurt in my voice.

He nods, but it’s the kind of nod that feels like a curtain falling. His attention drops to the rope in his hands, like it’s the only thing keeping him grounded. His fingers move with practiced care, but the tension in his shoulders is impossible to miss.

By the time the last knot is undone, I’m already moving. Grabbing for my clothes. My hands don’t seem to want to cooperate, fumbling with my bag like it’s fighting back. My pulse is still hammering, adrenaline stuck on a loop with nowhere to go.

"Thanks for the session," I say, and the words barely make it out.

"Anytime," he replies, still avoiding my gaze.

I bolt before I can say anything else.

And this time, I don’t even look back. Not once. Not even when the curtain sways shut behind me like it’s sealing the whole thing off. Exactly what I thought would happen, happened. He was just being nice. Professional. Probably talks like that to every new girl who walks in nervous and wide-eyed. And me? I let my horny little heart think this meant something. Let it tangle itself in fantasy, just like the rope. And now? I get to sit with the ache of it.


Chapter Three: Knots between us




I skip the next two workshops.

Every Thursday, I stare at my inbox, watch the club’s weekly newsletter land with a soft ping, and pretend it’s just another email. I don’t open them. I don’t even let myself hover over the subject line too long. I delete them. Fast. Like if I do it quick enough, my body won’t remember the feel of rope cinching across my chest. Or the warmth of his palm on my thigh. Or the exact second my moan cracked the room in half.

But it does.

My body remembers everything.

I convince myself he wasn’t attracted to me. That I got carried away and embarrassed myself. That he invited me to the session because he felt sorry for me, or maybe because I was convenient. Not because he wanted me. Definitely not that.

I spiral. Hard.

I touch myself twice in the first week, and even more times in the second. All to the same memory—his voice, low in my ear, telling me to trust him. His fingers wrapping the rope tight, the way he said power play like it meant something more. The way his hands lingered just a second too long. The way my body said yes even when my mouth was trying to keep it cool.

He texted a polite, professional follow-up, but after that? Nothing. Just silence.

Eventually, I crack.

It’s not just the memory of him. It’s the rope. The way it felt against my skin. The way he looked at me like I was something he could read with his hands. I can't shake it. Can't stop replaying the moment everything stopped.

So I do something I’ve never done before.

I decide to go back to Club Temptation.

Not for a class Not for a lesson.

I go on a Friday night. Full club hours. Music, bodies, scenes in motion. And yeah, I tell myself it’s to let off steam. That I need to get him out of my system. That maybe if I watch someone else get freaky—if I let someone touch me, pull me tight—I’ll stop thinking about him every time I close my eyes.

So I dress simple. A black dress that hugs but doesn’t shout. Boots with a little stomp to them. Hair up like it doesn’t matter who sees my neck. But it does. God, it does. I want to be looked at. I want to feel something real and physical and now.

The second I step inside, it hits me—that low buzz in the air like the walls are breathing heat and permission. Laughter floats in from the lounge, bodies are already swaying on the dance floor, and a slow, dirty bassline pulses through the floor like a heartbeat. The scent is a heady mix of leather, sweat, and sex-in-the-air tension, and it clings to everything.

I make it to the bar and order a drink. The bartender just gives me a look—one of those subtle, I-know-why-you’re-here kinds of looks—and slides the glass my way without a word. I take a slow sip, trying to look casual, like I’m not scanning the room. But I am. Of course I am.

The place is packed. People grinding on the dance floor, half-naked couples tangled on the lounge couches, scenes unfolding in every corner. Threesomes. Foursomes. Whole clusters. And me? I don’t recognize a soul. I feel invisible and exposed at the same time. Another mistake.

And then I the last person I want to see.

Dominic.

He’s not in his instructor gear. No rope. No clipboard. Just black jeans, a dark gray henley, and a glass of something amber in his hand. He’s sitting on one of the lounge couches, talking to a beautiful woman with legs for days and a confident smirk that screams power. She’s angled toward him, relaxed, clearly comfortable. One hand gestures as she talks, the other resting casually on the back of the couch. She laughs at something he says, and he leans in just slightly, smiling.

My heart drops. I take a step toward the entrance, maybe to escape to the bathroom, maybe just to breathe.

But it’s too late. He sees me, and the shift in his expression is immediate. His posture shifts instantly. Whatever easy conversation they were having disappears. He says something to the woman—short, polite—then stands. Then moves straight toward me like there’s no one else in the room. My pulse spikes and my feet root themselves to the floor. I freeze, my glass halfway to my lips, caught somewhere between panic and anticipation.

He stops just a few feet away, close enough for his cologne to hit me, dark and clean with that sharp undertone. Close enough to remember how his hands felt on me, confident and unhurried and impossible to forget. I glance down at them before I can stop myself, and it hits me all over again. Big mistake. My body responds instantly, like it never left that floor, like it never untied itself from the way he touched me. The ache between my thighs kicks back in, hard and unrelenting, and I feel ridiculous for being this easy. Pathetic for still wanting.

"Didn’t think I’d see you here," he says. His voice isn’t cold, but there’s a careful edge to it. Like he’s testing the water. Like he’s unsure if I want him to be here.

I try to shrug, aim for casual. “Could say the same about you. Thought you wouldn't be here on a friday night.”

“I'm usually not.” His eyes skim me, not obvious, but enough. “Felt like being around people tonight.”

My throat tightens. I take a sip of my drink to buy time. “Well. Here we are. Plenty of people around.”

He nods too, but doesn’t say anything at first. The silence stretches, awkward but electric. Then he steps closer, just enough to make my breath hitch. When I don’t pull away, he finally speaks again. “I missed seeing you in class.” His voice is quieter now, almost like he’s afraid saying it out loud might ruin something.

I set my glass down, crossing my arms like that’ll shield me from how warm that made me feel. “Been busy.”

His brow lifts. "Busy, huh?"

“Yeah. Work’s been... hectic.”

He gives me a look that says, Really?

I sigh. “Okay. Not really.”

“Didn’t think so. So what’s the real reason?”

I glared at him. "You know the reason."

He lets out a breath and says, “Look, I know I crossed a line that day, I’m sorry. I’ll leave you alone.”

That stings. “No. Don’t do that. I am sorry.”

He pauses. Waits.

I force the words out. “I should be the one apologizing. I’ve been avoiding you because I messed everything up. I lost control. I came. Loudly. And then you went cold. You untied me so fast I thought I’d done something wrong. I figured that was your way of saying nope without making it weird.”

He looks shocked. “You think you messed up?”

“I orgasimed, Dominic, right there during a lesson. You went all professional mode. What else was I supposed to think?”

His jaw tightens, eyes falling to the floor before he looks back up. “Shit. No. That’s not what happened at all. I messed up. I invited you into something that was supposed to be safe and structured, and instead I forgot I was supposed to be your instructor, not the guy getting off on how good you looked in rope. I crossed a line. I broke your trust.”

“I didn’t say stop,” I whisper.

He huffs, rubbing the back of his neck. “God, you’re making this hard. There are rules. Boundaries. You’re not supposed to fall for someone you’re tying up during a class.”

I blink. “Dominic… you really think I kept showing up to those classes for the knots? First one was curiosity. Every single one after that? I was there for you. I’m not subtle. I was basically a stalker.”

His expression finally breaks. He laughs—soft, stunned. “Honestly? The stalker vibe kind of works on you."

He leans in again, this time with a weight behind his words. “My career means a lot to me. I never want to blur lines like that again. But that day? The way you looked at me, the way you responded, it fucked with my head. I wasn’t prepared for how much I wanted you. And I panicked.”

I nod, softer now. “I guess we both failed at the communication part.”

He brushes his knuckles lightly across my shoulder, just a soft drag of contact that makes my skin buzz. “Then let’s work on that,” he says. “I’m off the clock now. This is personal time.”

My cheeks burn, but I manage to hold his gaze. “Well, on or off the clock, I wouldn’t exactly mind if you got a little... unprofessional with me.”

It comes out awkward and breathless, but his grin spreads slow and wicked, like he’s savoring every bit of it. “God, you’re cute when you try to flirt.”

“Shut up,” I mumble, but I’m smiling and he knows it.

He breathes in, long and slow, then exhales like he’s been holding it all in for weeks. “So... what if we started over? On the right terms this time.”

“I’d like that.”

His voice dips, smoother than I’ve ever heard it. Confident, quiet, just this side of filthy. “Come with me,” he says. “Let me rig for you tonight. Tie you up. And if you want it—really want it—I won't stop till you tell me to.”

My pulse spikes so fast it leaves me dizzy. I look up at him, lips parted, heat flooding every inch of me. “I would like that.”

He offers me his hand, palm up like a promise.

No hesitation. I take it.


Chapter Four: Tethered to Him

The dance floor is wild—bodies everywhere, the bass thumping through the floor like a second heartbeat. It’s loud and sweaty and just the right kind of chaotic. Dominic finds my hand and laces his fingers through mine, like it’s the most normal thing in the world. His grip is firm, reassuring, but not possessive—just enough to let me know I’m safe. That he’s got me.

Everything’s alive out here. The pulse of the music. The heat of skin brushing skin. The way laughter mingles with gasps and moans in the air. I tighten my grip on his hand as he leads me through the masses.

A couple dances close enough to grind, their eyes locked in a rhythm that’s more than just the music. Another pair kisses near the edge of the floor, slow and filthy and unapologetic. Everything about this place vibrates with tension and release, and I feel it sink into my skin.

Dominic leads me past the lounge and into the hallway. The air shifts here cooler, quieter, more purposeful. The walls are darker, bathed in moody, shifting light. Doors line the corridor, each one marked in color.

Red. Blue. Purple.

The red rooms buzz with energy—moans and breathy gasps filtering through cracked doors. One’s open just enough for me to see a pair of lovers pressed up against a two-way mirror, exposed and shameless. The sounds slip into the hallway, and I feel the heat between my thighs.

The blue doors pulse low and steady. I catch a glimpse of a group scene inside one. Bodies wrapped together, some standing, some kneeling, hands and mouths moving in sync. It’s a mess of limbs and moans and velvet ropes, and I can’t tell who’s in control. It’s beautiful. Terrifying. Hot.

By the time we reach the purple doors, my breath is shallow, my skin buzzing. A soft, rhythmic impact echoes from somewhere behind one. A whimper. Then a sharp cry that ends in a broken gasp.

I am quickly reminded that I’ve only ever been here for his classes—quiet, structured, safely removed from the chaos. But now? Now we’re walking through the pulse of Club Temptation in full swing, and everything feels amplified. The music throbs through the floor. Laughter and low moans echo from every corner. I don’t know where to look. I don’t know where to breathe.

I stick closer to Dominic, nearly glued to his side, like if I let go of him I might get swallowed whole.

He glances down at me. “You okay?”

I nod, cheeks flushed. “Yeah. Just... this is my first time here during club hours.”

His eyebrows lift. “Seriously?”

“Seriously. I’ve only ever come for your workshops.”

He pauses, then smirks a little. “So what brought you here tonight?”

I hesitate. But then I exhale the truth. “I was going to find someone. Someone to help me forget about you.”

His smile fades—not angry, but something sharper settles in. A flicker of jealousy. Possessiveness.

“I’m glad I came tonight then,” he says, voice low. His eyes don’t leave mine.

He stops in front of a purple door, opens it, and steps inside, holding it for me. I follow.

The room’s got that soft, low-light glow that makes everything feel slower, deeper. It’s warm and a little hazy, with flickers of led lights dancing along the wall like they’re part of the mood. It smells like leather.

There are toys everywhere—lined up like a museum of kink. Paddles, floggers, cuffs, clips—each one with its own kind of promise. There’s a full wall of rope, every color you could think of, perfectly coiled like it’s waiting to be picked. A padded bench sits off to one side, and there’s a mirror—because of course there’s a mirror. Everything about the room feels intentional. Built to be seen, to be felt, to make you want to surrender the second you walk in.

Dominic shuts the door behind us.

He turns to me slowly, then walks forward until I have no choice but to back up against the wall. One hand presses beside my head, the other trailing a knuckle lightly down my jaw. My breath catches. I can feel the tension rolling off him like heat.

“Tell me,” he murmurs. “How many times have you touched yourself thinking about that lesson?”

I suck in a breath. “I—”

He arches a brow. Waits.

“Three,” I admit, voice barely above a whisper. “Maybe four.”

His smirk is all teeth and wicked heat. “Only four?”

“Okay, five.”

He hums. “I’ve lost count of mine.”

My mouth drops. I go hot all over. “Seriously?”

He leans in, his lips brushing my ear. “Several. And every time, it was your face I saw. That sound you made when you came. The way you trembled under the rope. I’ve thought about it nonstop.”

My knees nearly buckle.

Then he pulls back just enough to meet my eyes. “Tonight, I want to bind your arms. Wrap a hip harness around you. Frog tie those gorgeous legs back where you can't move. How’s that sound?”

I swallow hard. “Can we do the diamond shorts?”

His grin is immediate. “Hell yes. Your ass would look so fucking good in them.”

He walks over to the wall of rope and starts selecting pieces, laying them out with practiced ease.

“Strip for me,” he says without looking up. “Then come here.”

I do.

I take a breath and start undressing slowly, deliberately. First, I slip the straps of my dress off my shoulders, letting the fabric fall down my body until it pools around my boots. I toe those off one at a time, feeling the cool air kiss my thighs, my calves, my bare skin. Then I pause, my fingers hovering at the clasp of my bra. He’s watching me now, quiet, focused, the kind of look that burns.

I meet his gaze. Then I unhook my bra and let it fall.

Next, my panties. I hook my thumbs in the sides and drag them down slow, not for him, but for me because the weight of his stare makes me feel like something divine. I straighten, naked now, exposed, but not afraid. I look him up and down. "I want to feel the rope," I say, then add, voice lower, "I want to feel everything."

He crosses the room in three steps, heat rolling off him. He doesn’t kiss me, doesn’t touch—not yet. He just nods toward the padded bench. “Kneel.”

I climb up, knees spreading on the cushion, back straight. He steps behind me, and I hear the sound of rope sliding against his palm. A rush goes through me.

He starts slow, as always—wrapping my arms behind my back, binding my wrists together first, then winding the rope up around my forearms, pulling them snug to my spine. He works with confidence, checking each knot, every tension point, murmuring little praises under his breath like he can’t help it. I watch him in the mirror.

“Perfect,” he says. “Absolutely perfect.”

He’s not done.

More rope appears in his hands. He starts crafting the diamond shorts, winding rope around my waist, the tops of my thighs, over the roundness of my ass, forming an intricate lattice that frames and lifts. He pauses now and then to run his fingers along the lines, tugging slightly, adjusting.

It’s tight across my cheeks, but open where it matters. My cunt is bare, aching, throbbing with every heartbeat.

Then come the thighs.

He kneels in front of me, his face level with my chest, and shifts in even closer—so close I can feel his breath against my skin. His hands slide down my thighs, slow and warm, and then he gently nudges my knees farther apart. He doesn’t say anything, just starts working the rope around one leg, bending it tighter so my calf presses into my thigh. Legs, snug and secure. Then the same with the other.

It’s not a showy tie—it’s not about putting me on display. It’s about grounding me. Making it clear I’m not going anywhere. I’m already kneeling, but now I couldn’t stand even if I wanted to. I’m locked into place, legs folded up beneath me, tied tight and held in position. I’m not just here. I’m his—folded, contained, completely at his mercy.

And God, it turns me on even more.

He adds a few more loops to each tie, tugging them snug, and fuck, the rope hugs me like it was made for my skin. Every tiny move I make, I feel it. Not just pressure—more like a reminder. A whisper against my body saying, he did this.

The rope won’t let me forget who tied me. It holds firm and steady, not too harsh, but in that perfect way that makes me feel contained. Safe. Claimed. I shift just a little and the friction sends a spark straight through me, up my thighs, over my hips. It’s electric. All I can think about is how good it feels to be this held down, this present. Just me, the rope, and the ache blooming hotter every second.

He steps back and lets out a breath, like he’s looking at a masterpiece.

“You’re stunning,” he says.

There’s extra rope hanging off each leg, a little wild and unfinished—like it’s waiting to be used. Like a promise dangling in the air.

“I’m okay with being...hit,” I whisper, surprising myself.

His eyes flash. “Yeah?”

I nod. “I want it. I want to feel it.”

He trails his fingers down to the extra length of rope still hanging from where he tied off my legs. There's plenty to work with. He runs the ends between his fingers, then flicks them lightly across my thighs to test the weight.

The first strike lands across my thigh—not harsh, just a warning. I gasp at the sudden sting, but it’s good. Grounding.

“You okay?” he asks, voice low.

“More,” I say, breathless.

He doesn’t hesitate. The rope snaps against me again, harder this time. Then he ties rough little knots into the ends, adding weight. He drags them up my inner thighs slowly, teasing, letting the anticipation simmer.

When he strikes again—directly against the softest skin between my legs—I cry out. It’s pain, yes, but shot through with pleasure so sharp it steals my breath.

Again. The next hit makes my body jerk in its bindings.

He watches every reaction—how I jolt, how I gasp, how I twitch under his rope. His eyes are locked on me, dark and hungry, his jaw tight. When I glance back, I catch the heat in his stare and the hard bulge straining in his jeans. He looks like he’s barely holding himself together.

“Look at you,” he says, voice low and ragged. “You’ve never looked more fuckable in your life.”

I meet his eyes, heart pounding. “Then fuck me,” I say, raw and breathless. “Please. I need it.”

And I mean it—I need him like I need air.


Chapter Five: Bound to Break




The second the last rope strike fades from my skin, Dominic is already moving like a man with a mission.

He slides one arm beneath my bound thighs and the other around my chest, and lifts me like I weigh nothing. The ropes dig in, pulling snug, grounding me. I gasp, more from the sheer power of it than surprise. I feel like a prize being claimed. One heartbeat I’m still kneeling on the bench, and the next, I’m tossed onto the bed like a doll, bouncing gently against the mattress, breath leaving me in a stunned exhale.

He steps back. Stares.

And then he strips.

He doesn’t rush. He knows exactly what he’s doing, and he wants me to see it all. His shirt comes off slow, like he’s letting me savor every inch—those broad shoulders, those abs I’ve fantasized about way too many times, that ridiculous V-cut that points straight down like an arrow. My mouth literally waters. Then he moves to his jeans, unbuttoning them with that cocky little flick of his fingers, and shoves them down over those thick thighs.

He kicks them off without even looking, and just like that, he’s naked. Hard as hell. Cock flushed and heavy and absolutely begging for attention. My breath catches, and instinctively, my thighs try to press together. All I can do is lie there and take him in. And fuck, I’ve never wanted anyone more in my life.

“Still green?” he asks, voice a low rumble.

I nod, barely able to speak. “Yeah.”

“Good.” He grins, stepping forward. “Because now you’re mine. And you’re not going anywhere.”

He grips the rope looped at my hips, tugging just enough to remind me I’m bound, pinned, utterly at his mercy. “You’re tied down, helpless, spread wide for me. And I’m going to fucking ruin you.”

I think he’s going to slam into me. Take me like a man starved. But he doesn’t.

He kneels.

He grips the rope again and pulls me to the edge of the bed, inch by inch, until my legs are pressed to his shoulders and I can feel his breath on my cunt.

“Legs wide, baby. Let me see that perfect pussy that’s been keeping me up at night.”

And then he’s licking me.

It’s not soft or shy. He dives in. His tongue drags a long, deep stroke through my folds, top to bottom, slow and firm, before circling back to my clit. He groans like he’s already drunk on the taste of me, lips sealing around that sensitive bundle of nerves and sucking hard. My whole body arches.

“Fuck, you’re already soaked,” he murmurs against me, his voice sending vibrations right through my core. “You thinking about me every time you touch yourself? Or just dreaming about me putting you right here?”

I moan. Loud. My hips try to buck but the ropes keep me in place, shaking. He keeps going, tongue stroking me again and again, deep licks that glide between my folds and then flick up to my clit like he’s trying to coax the truth out of me.

“You get this wet thinking about me?” he growls, sucking rougher, like he’s daring me to deny it. “Was it the rope? Or was it the way you came in front of me last time, moaning like a desperate little slut who wanted to be tied down?”

I try to say something—anything—but all that comes out is a shaky gasp. My brain’s fried, my body’s short-circuiting, and then he’s sliding a finger inside me. One. Then two. Deep. Slow. Like he’s on a mission to find every spot that makes me twitch. His fingers curl just right, hitting that place deep inside that makes my whole body light up. I cry out, already teetering again, because fuck—he knows exactly what he’s doing and he’s not letting up.

“Say my name when you cum,” he growls, mouth closing over me again. “Let the whole damn club know who makes you come like this.”

It hits fast, too fast, and there’s no outrunning it. I try to hold back, but fuck, I can’t. It’s like my body takes over, and I scream his name, wrecked and desperate. "Dominic." It rips out of me, sharp and raw, like I’ve been punched from the inside out. And still, I’m begging for more.

But he doesn’t stop.

He doesn’t let up. Not even a little. His mouth stays on me, tongue dragging long, lazy strokes through my folds like he’s got all the time in the world and no plans to come up for air. Then he’s right back on my clit, sucking hard, messy, like he knows exactly how to make me fall apart.

And I do. I can’t help it. Every twitch, every moan, every shaky breath—I feel him responding to all of it. He groans into me like he’s getting off on how wrecked I am. Like he wants to keep me teetering right on that edge just so he can watch me fall again. I’m straining against the rope, soaked and shaking, and his mouth is still working me over.

“I want your thighs shaking,” he says. “I want you to come until you’re soaked and aching, until you’re begging for my cock like it’s the only thing that can save you.”

And I do. I come again. And again. My clit pulsing, my cunt dripping. My thighs are trembling. I’m crying. There’s nothing but him and his mouth and the rope keeping me from flying apart.

“Please,” I whisper. “Please, I—”

He finally pulls back. His face is wet, flushed, cock twitching. “You look fucking wrecked,” he says, voice thick with hunger. “And we haven't even got to the main course.”

He tears open a condom, rolls it down his length with one practiced hand.

“You ready to be split open on this cock?”

“Yes,” I breathe. “Please, yes.”

“You sure?” he grins wickedly. “Because once I’m inside, I’m not stopping until I break you open. Until your voice is hoarse from screaming my name.”

He positions himself, gripping the ropes at my hips.

And then he’s inside me. Just like that.

I cry out, loud and raw, because holy fuck, he’s huge. He stretches me deep, slow, all-consuming. It’s too much and exactly what I needed. Every inch of him hits somewhere I didn’t even know could ache like this. It’s pain and pleasure tangled up together, sharp and sweet, and I never want it to stop.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he hisses. “Gripping me like you were made for this cock.”

He gives me a second to adjust. Then starts to move.

He starts off slow, just easing me into it, making sure I feel every inch. Then he picks up the pace. Harder. Rougher. His rhythm turns punishing, hips snapping against mine like he’s got something to prove. And honestly? I want him to. I want him to fuck every thought out of my head and then keep going. By the time he’s really going at it, it’s brutal.

The ropes at my hips bite in, and he uses them like handles, dragging me into every thrust. “Take it,” he grunts. “Take every fucking inch.”

I moan, breathless, delirious. “Don’t stop.”

“You feel how soaked you are?” he growls. “You feel how this pussy’s swallowing me whole? You love being used like this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I scream. “Yes, I love it—I love it—”

His hand moves up and grabs my breast, rough and greedy. He squeezes hard, then rolls my nipple between his fingers until I’m gasping, squirming. It’s not gentle, and I don’t want it to be. His hands are rough, callused, and they feel just as good as the rope, maybe even better. “These tits were made to be played with,” he growls. “Could fuck you all night and still wouldn’t get tired of touching you.”

I come again, and it’s wild—loud and messy, his name flying out of my mouth before I can stop it. My whole body goes tight, shaking all over, legs jerking in the ropes. My cunts gripping him so hard it feels like I’m trying to keep him inside me forever. He looks down at me grinning, still buried deep, like he’s just getting started.

“Not finished yet, baby.”

He flips me over like I weigh nothing, and suddenly I’m face down, ass up, still tied, still completely on display. He climbs up behind me, steady and confident, and grabs a pillow. I feel him lift my hips just enough to slide it under me, tilting me up higher. I gasp into the mattress, hands clenched in the rope, breath ragged.

He shoves back into me. Deeper from this angle. More intense. More primal.

He grabs a fistful of my hair, pulling just enough to lift my head and see myself in the mirror. “Look at you. Helpless. Exactly where you belong.”

He pounds into me harder now, snapping his hips, his balls slapping against me. “You love this. You love being fucked like a toy.”

I sob. “Yes, yes—please—more—”

“Say it. Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours! I’m yours, I’m yours—”

“That’s right. My rope. My cunt. My mess.”

I completely fall apart. Screaming, sobbing, my whole body jerking as the orgasm crashes through me like a wave that takes everything with it. I think I black out for a second, just gone. No thoughts, no words, just heat and shaking and him.

He pulls out with a rough groan, and I catch the reflection in the mirror—him, standing over me, stroking his cock fast, his jaw tight, eyes locked on me. “Gonna mark you,” he pants, breath ragged. “Gonna cover this pretty back—”

And yeah, he does. Hot, messy spurts painting across my back, my ass, the rope—marking me just like he said he would. I feel it drip down, sticky and warm, and I don’t even care how wrecked I am. I fucking love it.

I collapse face-first into the bed, breath gone, legs shaking. I don’t even try to move. I couldn’t if I wanted to.

He climbs in beside me, wraps an arm around my bound body, and pulls me into him like he’s not ready to let go. And honestly? Neither am I.

“You’re mine now,” he says, voice lower, rougher. Not a command. Just the truth.

And I believe him.

Because there’s nothing left of me he hasn’t touched. And nothing I want more than to feel his hands all over me again.


Chapter Six: Unraveled




I must’ve blacked out for a second. Or maybe I just melted straight into the mattress. My whole body feels loose, like every bone gave up. I’m still buzzing from everything he just did to me—sweaty, sticky, and sore. That wrecked-but-still-glowing feeling that makes you want to laugh and cry at the same time. Yeah. That.

Dominic brushes his knuckles gently along my cheek, his touch featherlight. “Hey,” he murmurs, voice rough with affection. “Still with me?”

“Barely,” I whisper, smiling.

That crooked grin he flashes me should be illegal. “Good,” he says, leaning in to kiss my temple. “Means I did it right.”

He starts untying me, slow and steady, like he’s got all the time in the world and no plans to rush this part. Nothing feels mechanical about it—it’s soft, almost careful. Every knot he undoes feels like he’s unwrapping something he actually cares about. His fingers brush my skin with every pass, checking in with those tiny pauses, rubbing out the tension in all the places the rope bit in. It’s not just aftercare. It’s him still holding me, even while letting go.

Once he’s got me untied, he grabs a towel and wipes down my back—cleaning up the mess he made with a kind of tenderness that makes my chest go tight. It’s sweet. Ridiculously so. And I’m not even trying to hide how much I love it.

“Doing okay?” he asks, his voice dropping low.

I nod. “More than okay.”

He yanks the sheet off the bed and wraps it around me without saying a word, wrapping me up like he’s wrapping up leftovers. I let out a little laugh, but I don’t fight it. It’s warm, soft, and sweet. Then he pulls me in, his arms looping around me like I belong there.

“There,” he murmurs, brushing my sweaty hair off my forehead with a smirk. “Look at you. My favorite little rope bunny—tied up, fucked out, and all bundled up like a grand prize.”

I laugh, hoarse and glowing. “Did you just call me your favorite?”

He shrugs with zero shame and holds me tighter. “Unless you’ve secretly got another rigger tying you up and making you scream like that?”

I smirk. “Not even close.”

He lifts a brow, mock serious. “Then your mine. And you should be careful, I’ve got a territorial streak.”

“You? No.”

He chuckles, dragging his fingers up and down my arm, light enough to make me shiver. “How do you feel? For real.”

I let out a shaky breath, still trying to find the right words. “Like I got completely wrecked,” I say, a little laugh slipping out. “In a good way. I think. I’m still... processing.” I glance at him, cheeks warm, suddenly shy. “That was... a lot. But kind of amazing.”

His eyes darken slightly, pleased. “You were unreal, you know. The way you took every knot, every inch. You let go, let me guide you. That trust? That’s everything.”

I can feel heat crawl into my cheeks. I bite my lip, a little overwhelmed. “I’ve never felt anything like that. Never thought I’d find someone to experiment with like that.”

He smiles, leaning in to kiss my shoulder. “You can experiment with me anytime.”

We stay wrapped up in that perfect silence for a few minutes, tangled together. I let myself sink into the warmth of him, the closeness, the easy rhythm of our breathing syncing up.

Eventually, I glance over at him, still wrapped up in the quiet buzz of everything we just did. I feel safe. Steady in a way I didn’t expect. “You know,” I say, voice a little shy but honest, “it’s kinda a shame we didn’t make it downstairs tonight.”

Dominic tilts his head, playful curiosity in his eyes. “Yeah? What were we gonna do downstairs?”

“You remember last month?” I say, glancing up at him. “You did that suspension demo on the rig.”

His grin pulls slow. “I remember.”

I chew on my lip for half a second, then just say it. “I was thinking... maybe that could be our next experiment.”

His eyes flare, sharp and hungry in an instant. “Suspension, huh?”

“Yeah,” I nod, trying not to sound too eager. “It looked... powerful. And kind of beautiful. Like flying, but filthy.”

He lets out a low whistle, leaning back on one elbow like he’s imagining it. “That’s not beginner-level stuff, you know.”

“I figured.”

“But you want it.”

“Yeah,” I say again, more sure this time. “I want to try.”

He stares at me for a beat, then murmurs, “Fuck, I’d love to get you in the air. All tied up. Nowhere to go. Just hanging there, open and gorgeous, totally at my mercy…”

My breath catches.

Then he straightens a little, his voice dipping. “But if we did that here… people would be watching. And if I had you up there like that?” He smiles, slow and filthy. “I’d want to fuck you senseless. And I’m not doing that with an audience.”

I try to keep it light, teasing. “You’ve never minded an audience before. All those workshops.”

His expression shifts, sharp and serious. “That was different. That was rope. Skill. Technique. That wasn’t you.”

He leans in, brushing his knuckles along my cheek. “I don’t mind showing people my work. But I don’t want to share you. Not like that.”

That hits me right in the chest. I swallow hard. “Okay.”

He softens again. “So if you really want that suspension? You’ll have to come to my place. Private lesson. No distractions.”

I fake a long pause. “Hmm. That sounds... suspiciously like an invitation to get tied up and railed in your living room.”

“It absolutely is,” he says without missing a beat.

I laugh, a little breathless. “Well. I guess I could be persuaded.”

“I reinforced the beam myself,” he adds proudly, like that’s the selling point.

I snort. “Of course you did. Handy and horny.”

He grabs my hand under the blanket and squeezes. “You coming to my next class?”

I glance at him. “You asking or assigning?”

He grins. “Bit of both. I need a demo partner.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” he says, brushing his lips against my forehead. “But heads up... it involves a lot of touching.”

My stomach flips in the best way. “Sounds like I’m getting the full experience.”

He leans in, close enough that his breath tickles my ear. “Good. Because I’m not doing demos with anyone else again.” Then, quieter, playful, but with that edge. “But you better behave this time. No cumming in front of anyone but me.”

I bury my face in his chest, laughing even though my cheeks go hot. “No promises,” I mumble.

He laughs too, low and warm, and pulls me in tighter like he’s trying to fuse us together. And I let him. I don’t want space. I want this.

His hands are moving slow over my back, just little lazy circles, and it hits me—it all started with his hands. Those steady, confident hands that made surrender feel like a choice I couldn’t wait to make.

Now those same hands are wrapped around me, still just as sure, but softer now. Holding me like I’m his. Like I’ve been his since the beginning.

Whatever this is, it’s not just a scene. It’s not some one-off, private lesson.

It feels bigger than that. Realer.

And yeah, I’m already kind of obsessed with what comes next.


From the Author
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And if you like to watch from the sidelines, you’ll find me on: 
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See you soon! 
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Good Girls Don't: Spicy Night Taking Control at an Indulgent Night Club  
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Excerpt from your next temptation:




Silver Sin




We slip into one of the rooms marked with a soft blue light. Inside, the space is quiet and intimate. A wide bed with black sheets takes up most of the room, its dark frame stark against the deep walls. A mirror runs along one side, reflecting just enough to make me aware of every movement. There’s a small dresser tucked into the corner and soft lighting that casts everything in a seductive glow. The door clicks shut behind us, sealing us in.

He glances at me, something unreadable flickering in his eyes. "If it’s too much, I can walk you out," he offers. "No shame in it." 

I shake my head fast. "No. I don’t want to leave. Do you want me to leave?" 

His eyes search mine, then he steps in closer. "No," he says, his voice lower now, serious and a little rough. "I’m just glad you’re not running." 

"Do the women usually run away?" I ask, half teasing, half curious. 

He gives a low chuckle. "I don’t usually play tour guide. Most people I meet already know what they’re into. This… bringing someone new into it? That’s different." 

"And then the waitress you flirt with decides to crash your secret sex club," I say with a laugh. 

He smirks. "Not even close to the weirdest thing that’s happened to me. Honestly? It’s kinda hot." 

I laugh too, though it comes out a little breathless. Nerves. Anticipation. All of it. "So… what happens now?" 

"You tell me what you want," he murmurs, dragging his fingers down my arm slow enough to make my skin buzz. "All of it. Don’t hold back." 

"I thought I was supposed to listen and obey," I tease. 

"That’s part of it," he says, eyes narrowing and he laces a hand around the back of my neck. "But I want to know what you really want." 

God. It’s so much pressure. But I already know. "I want to make you happy. I want to know what you like… and give it to you. I want to be good for you." I pause. "I want to hook you." 

He groans and grabs my hips like he can’t stop himself. "You’re playing with fire." 

"Maybe." 

He stills, his expression sharpening. "Alright, here’s how this goes," he says, all trace of teasing gone. "We’re about to do a scene. If you say ‘end scene,’ I stop—no hesitation, no guilt, no questions. You don’t owe me an explanation." 

"Got it." 

"And if something feels off—too much, too fast—you need to speak up. No suffering in silence, just because you think it's what I want." 

"Promise." 

"And in return," he says, looking dead serious, "when we’re in it? I expect you to follow my lead. Fully. No pushing boundaries, no games, no testing limits." 

A little thrill shoots through me. "I’m in." 




Continue reading here...
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