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Club Temptation

Teaser 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. 




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


Chapter One




I’ve spent most of the week stuck in my office. Tonight I finally gave myself a break and parked at the bar with a glass bourbon mixture dripping onto a messy stack of papers. Blueprints, notes from the city, one form stamped REVISIONS REQUIRED in angry red letters. A bag of tile samples sits by my feet and clinks every time I move. It’s late, I’m exhausted, and the remodel is wearing me down.

From where I sit I can see most of the floor. Red leather couches curve around the dance area. High tops scatter like little islands. Velvet curtains mark the private booths on the edges. The back wall’s covered in mirrors so it looks like the place stretches on forever. It works—people get lost in the reflection. I built it that way.

The bass rolls steady through the floor, not too loud, just enough to keep everyone moving. The DJ’s on the small stage in the center, guiding the beat. People drift in and out, talking, laughing, slipping behind the curtains at the back where the real play happens. They come back flushed and smiling. I can’t help but envy them.

I trace the shower section on the blueprint. This is what’s eating me alive. Out of everything members have asked for, whether it was new lighting, more private booths, or fancier furniture, showers are what they keep bringing up. A place to rinse off before or after a night of fun so they don’t have to go home smelling like sex or pay the climbing prices at the hotel next door. It almost makes me laugh. People come here for their wildest fantasies, and what they want most is a decent shower. Still, I can picture it clearly: stalls, steam vents, bodies rinsing off under the lights. The city inspector doesn’t care about any of that. She wants ductwork numbers and humidity loads. I’ve got those scribbled in the margins, but patience isn’t something I have left.

The bartender, Deb, sets a water down. She glances at the mess I’ve spread out. “That bourbon isn’t going to keep you standing,” she teases. “Drink this before you start yelling at the paperwork.”

“Bossy,” I mutter, but I take the glass.

She leans on the bar for a moment, eyes flicking to the blueprints. “So is it the city inspector or your contractor giving you this headache?”

“We're shooting for both right now. The city inspector isn't half as bad as the contractor. He says he can’t source the drains we agreed on.”

Deb rolls her eyes. “That man couldn’t source ice in a freezer. You should fire him and let me run the job.”

I laugh. “You’d probably do better. At least you answer your messages.”

“Damn right I do. And I’d never try to upsell you on drains.” She shakes her head and pushes off the bar. “Contractors. Always the same story.”

She moves down to another guest, leaving me with the water and the same headache the contractor gave me earlier.

The club moves around me while I stare at the paperwork. The crowd sways, the place buzzing and alive. I feel another pinch of envy. I built this place to be an escape, not another grind, but lately it feels like I give more than I take. People come to me to settle disputes, patch up boundaries, keep the space safe. I don’t mind being that woman, but I honestly can’t remember the last time I let myself enjoy what I built.

A laugh cuts sharp across the bar. Not playful, but frustrated. My head lifts without thinking. A couple stands at one of the high top tables. She’s in a bright dress, hands moving as she talks. He’s young, tan skin glowing under the red light, dark eyes that flash blue when they catch it. A strong jaw, tight with a frown that doesn’t suit him at all, one of those men who’d look a hundred times better with a smile. He says little, calm on the outside, but the tension between them is obvious.

I catch one of the security guards near the front and nod toward the couple. He follows my gaze, sees what I see, and I give him a quick signal to hold off. Sometimes couples just need a minute to figure themselves out, to test a boundary they didn’t know was there. As long as they’re not dragging the room down, we let them be. When the vibe starts to sour, that’s when we step in.

I try to drag my attention back to the blueprints, underline resubmit drawings like it matters more than what’s happening twenty feet away. But the woman’s voice spikes: “You promised we’d try.” I hear that kind of line all the time. He answers low, hands running through his hair.. Not threatening, just trying to steady himself. She leans in. He leans back.

The woman slaps her hand against the table. He says something low, but she only leans in closer instead of easing up. She strikes me as the type who came out to be noticed, looking for attention and maybe trouble. He looks more like a puppy, eager to follow, but right now he’s just getting pulled along. I’ve got space for both in my club, but I don’t let anyone’s drama turn into bruises.

I finally give up trying to focus on the paperwork and start sliding everything back into the folder. My phone buzzes again with another reminder from Delgado, but I don’t even answer this time. Out of the corner of my eye I see the security guard is busy with another guest. Deb steps back over, eyeing the high top.

“You know what’s going on with them?” I ask quietly.

She shakes her head. “Not sure what the problem is tonight, but they’ve been here before. I get the feeling the girlfriend likes to push boundaries.”

I nod. “Alright, I’ll handle it. Bring me two fresh waters.”

She quickly grabs the waters and sets them in front of me. I take a breath, push the folder aside, and get up to make my way over to the couple.

The woman’s voice cuts loud now, sharp and vulgar. “What kind of boring fuck doesn’t want a threesome?” she spits at him, angry enough that people nearby start to look over.

He shakes his head, trying to keep his voice low, sarcasm still in it. “Yeah, because wanting my girlfriend all to myself is the worst crime in the world.” He reaches out like he’s ready to guide her away. “Come on, can we just leave?”

She jerks back and shoves him hard, enough that he stumbles into the high top and the whole table rattles. People nearby gasp and turn to stare. His face goes red as the attention lands on them.

That’s the line. Once it crosses into a shove, it stops being play. It becomes my problem to deal with.

I walk up to the couple with an open stance, easy smile. She notices me first and bristles. His eyes meet mine. Relief flickers there, quick but real.

I slide a water onto the table between them, just far enough that neither can grab it first. It’s a small trick that usually helps cool things down. I’ve handled enough of these moments to know space can do more than words sometimes. I turn to her first, keeping my voice steady and calm.

“How are we doing over here?”

She smirks like it’s a challenge. He exhales like it’s a lifeline. I don’t look away.

This is my club. She doesn’t know it yet, but she’s about to fuck around and find out who runs it.


Chapter Two




“We don’t need water,” she snaps, her voice sharp enough to make a few heads turn. Her lip curls like I’ve offended her, eyes flashing like I’m just staff she can brush aside. She sways in her heels—not falling-down drunk, but buzzed enough that every word comes out louder than it should. The nearby tables quiet, watching.

I nudge the glass closer to her. “Take a minute. Cool off.” My shoulders square, and I plant myself between them. If she wants to push this further, she’ll have to go through me.

She gives me a laugh that grates. “Why don’t you mind your own business? This is between me and him.” She flicks her hand toward him like he’s a piece of furniture.

I let her words hang in the air before I answer. “It is my business. I own this club. Everything that happens under this roof is mine to deal with.”

That lands. You can feel it in the room. A ripple moves through the crowd—relief, curiosity, maybe even a little satisfaction. People lean back, waiting. They’ve seen me step in before. They know how this goes.

He tries to shrink in on himself, his voice so soft it almost disappears. “Can we not do this here?” His fist curls against the table, his eyes fixed on the floor like he wishes it would swallow him whole.

She bares her teeth at him. “Shut up. You’ve been embarrassing me all night.” Then she twists the knife: “You can’t even fuck right half the time.”

A couple of gasps from the tables nearby. His cheeks flame, shame dragging him lower in his chair. He looks like he wants to vanish.

“That’s enough,” I cut in, my tone sharp and final. I let the silence stretch for a beat, then add, “You’re done here.”

Her chin jerks up, but she sways again. “We paid good money. I’m not leaving just because you’ve got a stick up your ass.”

“Then take the money back.” My gaze doesn’t leave hers. “Full refund. But what you don’t get is the right to treat him like shit in my house. You don’t get to trample boundaries here. Not ever.”

Her jaw tightens. “You’re serious? Boundaries? This is a fucking sex club.” she scoffs, pitching her voice high like she thinks mocking me will shake me.

I tilt my head, slow and steady. “Do I look like I’m joking?”

She laughs again, brittle. “Unbelievable. We just had a fight. That’s all. No reason to make it a big deal.”

“You’re right,” I say, softer now, though it’s still edged. “It doesn’t have to be. You can save yourself some dignity and walk out on your own.”

“And if I don’t?” Her words shake, but she pushes them out anyway.

My gaze flicks to security. They haven’t moved, but the promise is there. “Then they’ll show you the door.”

Her face twists. She grabs her purse and jabs a finger at him. “Fine. Let’s go.”

I shake my head once. “He can stay. No reason you should ruin his night too.”

She blinks, stunned, then laughs again, too high and a little desperate. “Daniel lets go." He doesn't budge. "Are you kidding me? You drove us here, Daniel.”

His voice, low and rough, finally breaks through. “Maybe you should’ve thought about that before you pulled this stunt.”

Her eyes widen. “Daniel, if you don’t leave with me, we’re done.”

His answer is simple. Final. “Bye.”

It almost makes me laugh.

She sputters, heels cracking against the floor as she storms out. Security shadows her at an easy pace. She doesn’t dare touch him again. The crowd parts, and the echo of her exit is the only rhythm out of sync with the club’s pulse.

I nod to the nearest guard. “Get her name from check-in. Ban her.” My tone stays calm. It doesn’t need to rise.

Relief ripples through the room. Conversations start up again, laughter slipping back into place. A couple of regulars lift their glasses toward me. A quiet toast. I return the nod and shift my focus back to him.

He exhales, color still high on his face. Mutters like he’s talking to himself, “Well… that could’ve gone worse.” His voice is raw, heavy with all the words he swallowed tonight.

“Trust me,” I tell him, my voice easing but still holding steel. “She got off easy.”

He looks up, really looks at me. The shame is gone, replaced with something hotter, sharper. His eyes catch the light, dark flashing to blue, and the way he watches me sends heat crawling low under my skin. Like I’m not just the one who pulled him out of the fire. Like I might be exactly what he’s been looking for all night.

He drags a hand through his hair. “Thanks for stepping in.”

I shake my head. “No need. She would’ve made a bigger mess if I hadn’t.”

He lets out a rough laugh. “Felt like I just got shoved on stage in front of an audience.”

“You did,” I tell him, watching the way his eyes search mine. “She wanted the spotlight. Some people always do.”

“Not the first time she’s done it,” he admits with a humorless chuckle. “Guess that should’ve been one of those red flags I pretended not to see.”

“You’re not the first person to ignore them,” I say, softer now. “We all want to believe people will get better.”

He leans a little closer. “At least let me thank you with a drink?”

I can’t help but laugh. “It’s my bar. How about I get you one instead.”

He grins, the tension finally breaking across his face. “Deal.”

And damn, he really does look better with a smile.


Chapter three




“So she didn’t even talk to you about it first?” I asked Daniel. He was halfway through his drink, shoulders starting to relax, like each swallow loosened the weight he’d carried all night. It surprised me how easy it felt to talk with him. Maybe it was the bourbon in his hand, or maybe it was the way he kept looking at me—like he needed someone to unload on, or maybe just needed me Either way, I didn’t mind. I needed this distraction as much as he did.

He shook his head and let out a humorless laugh. “No. We walked in, she dragged me straight into one of the rooms, and there was another woman already waiting. Krysta just announced, ‘She’s going to teach you how to dom,’ like it was no big deal.” He laughed again, but there was bitterness in it.

“And that’s when it blew up?” I asked.

“Exactly. I never asked for that. I’ve never even hinted that I'd would like to spank her or call her names. She wanted it so badly, and I just kept going along with whatever she asked, but apparently I was never enough.” His voice carried more weight than I think he meant it to, and it stuck to me.

I leaned against the bar, close enough that he had to look at me. “She’s missing the point. Being dominant isn’t just about spanking or degrading someone. That might be one version, but it’s not the whole picture.”

He turned fully toward me, his eyes catching the low light. “Well, however you spin it, I’m not a dom. I like enjoying sex. That’s it.” His frustration was clear, but underneath it I heard cynicism. The kind planted when someone twists kink into something ugly. I hated hearing it. I’d built this club to be safe, and here he was already marked by someone else’s poison.

“That’s actually the point,” I told him, letting my voice soften. “Enjoyment. Exploration. People get caught up in the labels, in what a Dom is supposed to be or what a Sub should look like. Roles can mean different things for different people. What matters is trust. Talking about what you want, pushing limits together, not against each other. That’s what it’s supposed to be here.” I meant it. I wanted him to feel that.

“That sounds great in theory,” he said with a small smile, though his eyes stayed on me longer than they should have. “But it’s hard to find. God knows I haven’t had any luck.”

“It’ll happen,” I reassured him, leaning in a little closer than before. “You’re young. You’ve got time.”

He smirked, gaze flicking to my mouth. “You sound so confident. It’s kind of infectious.”

“Thank you,” I teased, letting my smile linger. “I do try.”

He leaned in too, like we’d slipped into our own little bubble. “Alright then, wise one, how do I even talk to someone about this stuff? How do I bring it up without sounding ridiculous?”

“You start by being clear about what you want,” I told him. My hand brushed the side of his arm. “Talk about what you want, what you don’t, what you’re curious about. Plan the scene so no one is guessing. No surprises, just an agreement about where it goes.”

His lips curved. “Sounds complicated.”

“It takes practice,” I admitted, lowering my voice, “but you could always practice with me.” The words hung between us, hotter than I intended, my instinct to take care of him tangled with the charge building between us.

He straightened, trying to mask the way his eyes lit up. “With you? Alright.” It was obvious he was excited, and the way he tried to play it cool was almost endearing. Cute, even.

“So, Daniel,” I said, reeling him in, “what do you want?”

He paused, really thinking about it, then sighed. “That’s the problem. I don’t know.”

“Alright, then tell me what you’ve enjoyed so far.”

“Well, I liked watching last time. That was sexy. But I don’t want to be watched. And I definitely don’t want a threesome. I don’t want to share.”

“That’s a great start,” I told him. “You already know more than you think.”

He smirked, clearly loosening up. “Your turn. What do you want?”

The way he asked told me he was flirting now. “Careful, kid. You don’t know what you’re asking for.”

“That’s why you should tell me. Communication, right?” He laughed.

“Got me there.”

“And don’t call me kid,” he added with a grin. “Unless you want me to start calling you Ma’am.”

“You can call me Ma’am as much as you like,” I said smoothly. “We'll need to work on your tone.”

His mouth opened, then closed again as he searched for a comeback. Finally, he tried, “Well… Ma’am. If we were to plan a scene, what would you want?”

I thought about warning him off. Telling him he’d just dumped a girlfriend and didn’t need to dive headfirst into something new. But that wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to see his reactions to what I wanted.

“I’d take you to a room and start with some training. Make sure you know how to listen, how to respond when I give you instructions.” I leaned in, close enough for him to feel the heat of my words.

“Training?” He wasn’t sure if I was serious. "Like a dog?"

"Would that bother you?" I ask waiting for his response.

It's clear he doesn't know what to think. "Would I have to wear a collar?"

I keep my voice very firm. I don't want him thinking this is a joke. "No that's something you earn."

He swallowed hard, his eyes flicking away for a second. "You didn’t strike me as someone who was into role play." The way he said it told me he was pulling back, testing the ground. For a beat, disappointment flickered through me. I shouldn’t have let my hopes get ahead of reality. Just because he looked like a puppy didn’t mean he wanted to be treated like one. Still, part of me wanted him to.

“I enjoy it,” I admitted, keeping my tone steady. “I like watching my partner slip out of their own head. Letting me take control. It isn’t for everyone, and I wouldn’t force it. But when it works, it’s intoxicating.”

His shoulders eased, and he leaned back toward me. “And after the training?” There it was—interest creeping back in, even if he wasn’t ready to name it yet.

“If you did well, I’d reward you. Let you touch me, maybe even taste me.”

That landed. I could see it in the way his body shifted, his knee bouncing under the bar, his throat working as he swallowed again. He was already picturing it.

“And if you did very well,” I added, lowering my voice so it brushed against him like a promise, “I’d let you come. Does that sound like something you’d enjoy?”

“Yes,” he answered too quickly. His nerves were obvious, but so was the hunger. “What kind of man would turn that down?”

I let my smile soften. “I don’t hold expectations, Daniel. What matters is that my partner enjoys themselves. If something doesn’t feel right, we stop. You don’t keep going out of obligation. You only keep going if you want to.”

The relief and the spark in his eyes told me exactly what turned him on the most—being reminded that his pleasure mattered.

“Alright,” he said finally, licking his lips. “I think I’d like to try your scene.”

I knew I was getting myself into trouble. He was all raw edges and bruises, the kind of man who’d been kicked and kept coming back for more. But I couldn’t turn him down now.

I grabbed my radio. “Heather, I’m sending a guest your way. His name is Daniel. Give him access to VIP and set him up in a private room.”

She confirmed, quick and efficient.

“VIP?” He grinned. “You’re spoiling me already.”

“One of the perks of owning the place.” I stood, slid my hand to the back of his neck, and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Now, listen carefully. I have to drop these documents off in my office, so you’ll go to the VIP area alone. When you get to the room, I want you stripped and kneeling on the floor waiting for me. Do you understand?”

His breath hitched. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I watched him stand, taller than me and carrying himself a little differently now. There was still a nervous edge to him, but I could see the confidence starting to come back after the way his ex had torn him down earlier. He walked off toward the back halls.

I gathered the blueprints and paperwork, trying to convince myself to walk slowly. Make him wait. I had no doubt he was going to be ready and waiting for me. He's a good boy. Or at least a man who wanted to be, and tonight I was more than willing to see if he could.


Chapter Four




I stood outside the VIP room door, my pulse steadying before I stepped in. When I opened it, Daniel was already waiting for me, kneeling on the floor in nothing but his boxers. His head tilted up toward me, sheepish but trying to look confident.

I arched a brow. "Not naked?"

He let out a nervous laugh. "Felt weird just kneeling here with nothing on."

"It isn’t weird," I corrected him, voice sharp but steady. "It makes you feel vulnerable. If keeping those on makes you feel safer, then you were right to keep them."

Relief flashed across his face, his shoulders sinking a little. "Now that you’re here, I’m good."

That pulled something deep in me, the satisfaction of knowing my presence calmed him. I liked that more than I wanted to admit.

I let my gaze sweep the room, familiar but charged now that he was in it. A single bed dressed in black silk sheets stood against the far wall, cuffs tucked neatly at its corners. A heavy armchair sat angled toward it, the kind designed for lounging but carrying its own weight of authority when used right. The dresser was low, polished wood, its drawers full of toys and tools, and a mini-fridge hummed softly in the corner. Everything anyone could need to train a man who wanted to learn.

My eyes snapped back to him. "Stay."

I crossed the room to the dresser, opened the top drawer, and pulled out a collar with a leash clipped to it. The sound of the chain brushing against the leather filled the air as I turned back.

He swallowed. "I thought you said I’d have to earn that."

"You don’t get to wear it." I let the words hang, then walked past him to the chair and sat. I leaned back, legs crossing leisurely, the leash still dangling from my hand. "Come."

He started to rise, and I cut him off. "On all fours. Dogs walk on all fours."

His laugh was startled but amused, and he obeyed, lowering to his hands and knees. The sight of him crawling to me sent a thrill racing down my spine. He looked up at me when he reached my feet.

"Sit." My command was crisp. He dropped his ass to his heels, eyes fixed on me. I reached out, patted his head, rubbed behind his ear like he was a pet. He closed his eyes and let out a soft sigh.

"Feels good," he admitted.

Good. I wanted him pliant, comfortable, open. I wanted him to sink into this.

I held up the leash and collar, then tossed them across the room. The chain clattered against the hardwood. "Fetch."

He cocked a brow at me, like he was deciding if I was serious. I didn’t blink. With a smirk, he crawled off, bent to pick it up, then paused, teeth closing around the leather before carrying it back in his mouth. I laughed low in my throat as he dropped it into my hand.

"Good boy." I tossed it again. He went after it. Again. And again. By the third time, he set it on the floor and glanced back at me. "How is this sexy?"

I tilted my head. "Obedience is sexy. Watching you do exactly what I say is sexy. Don’t you like making me happy?"

He went quiet, then reached the leash again. This time, just before picking it up, he rolled lazily onto his back, stretching his arms above his head. His grin was smug as he looked at me upside down. "You said you liked watching me. I figured I’d give you a show. Or maybe I was hoping for belly rubs."

My lips curved. The disobedience was cute, tempting even, but I didn’t say that out loud. Encouraging bad behavior was never wise. I rose from the chair and lowered myself to kneel beside him.

"Does the puppy want belly rubs?" I asked softly.

The joke fell away from him instantly, his body going rigid, the air in the room sharpening.

I stayed close, my voice even. "You have to tell me, Daniel. Say what you want."

Color rose high on his cheeks. His breath caught before he whispered, "Can I have belly rubs?"

A rush of heat flooded me at the words. I rewarded him for playing, for saying something so ridiculous and vulnerable. My hand slid over his chest, down the ridges of his stomach, rubbing back and forth in slow, sensual strokes. He exhaled hard, shuddering beneath my touch, and when I let my palm rest over the hard length straining in his boxers, he moaned softly, unable to hide how much he wanted it.

I kept my hand there, heavy and still. "No. Only good boys get their cocks rubbed."

He whined softly, hips twitching. "Please."

"If you want that, you’ll have to be punished for not listening," I told him. His eyes widened.

"I don’t want to be hit," he admitted quickly.

I stroked his hair, steadying him. "I would never hit you unless you begged for it. Hitting puppies just teaches them to be afraid. There are other ways to punish bad dogs."

His breath caught, curiosity flickering with the arousal. I stood, turning my back to him as I lifted my hair and commanded, "Zipper."

He surprised me, using his teeth to tug it down. A sharp shiver ran through me. Clever boy. He was staying in character without me having to remind him.

I let the dress fall away and stepped out of it, leaving me in nothing but black lace and heels. I crossed to the bed, sat back on the edge, spreading my legs with slow precision. My finger pointed to the floor in front of me.

"Come."

He crawled toward me, eyes dark with want.

I lifted one foot and held it near his chest. "Take my heels off."

He slipped one shoe free, then the other, but lingered with the second, his hands warm against my foot as he kneaded lightly. His head lowered, lips brushing my skin before he kissed it. "They must be sore from walking around in these."

A laugh escaped me. "Are you trying to get out of punishment?"

His grin was unrepentant. "Is it working?"

I pulled my foot away, settling it on the floor. "Keep your hands on your thighs and away from your cock."

He obeyed, palms pressing flat against his legs, eyes locked on me as if he could will me to change my mind. I slipped my fingers beneath the lace of my panties and touched myself, slow and steady, circling my clit before sliding lower. His gaze never wavered, hungry and reverent, and the way his jaw clenched told me how badly he wanted to reach for me. I spread my thighs wider, making sure he saw every movement as I dipped my fingers inside and pulled them back slick, teasing myself until I was rocking slightly against my own hand.

His breath hitched, a soft curse spilling from his lips. He leaned forward a little before forcing himself still, a shiver racing down his arms. The sound of him unraveling just from watching made the heat climb higher. I traced my clit again, faster now, until the tension coiled tight and sharp. The pressure broke with a rush, pleasure crashing over me in waves that left me gasping his name, my hips jerking helplessly as my release soaked my hand. I let him see it all, the mess, the loss of control, because that was part of his punishment—having to watch and do nothing.

When I caught my breath, I held my hand out toward him. "Open your mouth."

He obeyed instantly, lips parting. I pressed my fingers against his tongue, letting him taste me. He groaned low in his throat, licking and sucking with desperate hunger.

I pulled free and set my foot against his cock, sliding it slowly along the length straining in his boxers. His moan vibrated around the taste of me still on his tongue, and I smiled, savoring the sight of him undone under nothing more than my command.


Chapter Five




I keep my fingers in his mouth until the last tremor of my orgasm fades, then slide them out and brush his jaw with a light tap. “Good boy.”

He shudders like the words go straight through him. His throat works as he swallows. “Ma’am, can I touch you now?”

“Not yet.” I let the smile tug slow at my mouth. “You’re enjoying this too much to give in, aren’t you?”

He fights himself for a beat, then nods. “Right.”

“Strip,” I tell him. “All the way.”

He pushes up to his knees, hooks his thumbs in his waistband, and shoves his boxers down. They slide off his thighs and he steps out, careful but not clumsy. His cock springs free, already flushed and wet at the tip. He doesn’t touch himself. He doesn’t try to reach for me. He just stands there, arms loose, shoulders squared, eyes locked on mine like he knows I’ll be the one to decide what happens next.

I take my time looking. Slow, shameless. Up the strong lines of his legs, the trail of hair at his stomach, the curve of his chest, the tension in his jaw. Good behavior deserves reward. I reach out, wrap my hand around the base of his cock, and stroke him a couple of times, slow and deliberate. His mouth falls open and he arches into my hand before he steadies again.

“Bed,” I say, tipping my chin toward it. “On your back.”

He climbs onto the mattress and stretches out across the black silk. The cuffs wait at the corners. He glances at them, then back at me. I step up, resting one knee on the edge, leaning over so he feels the weight of me standing above him. He stays still because I expect it.

“Do you need restraints,” I ask, “or can you keep your hands off me?”

He glances from my face to the cuffs and runs a hand through his hair. The question throws him. He’s already given over control, but now he has to admit what he wants to try. I can see it flicker across his face—the nerves, the curiosity, the pride all tangled together.

“Don’t overthink it,” I say, firm but steady. “Say what you want.”

He breathes out. “The cuffs. I want to try them. Not because I can’t obey you. I just want to feel it.”

That answer makes me smile. “Honest and specific. Very good.”

I take his right wrist first, fastening the cuff snug, brushing my fingers over his pulse. Then the left. The leather warms fast against his skin. He tests the give, settles, and his chest rises quicker now. His eyes don’t leave my face.

“I want to ride your face,” I tell him, plain and steady. “Do you understand?”

His pupils flare. “Hell yes.” He catches himself. “Yes, Ma’am.”

I laugh, low and pleased. “Better.”

I strip off my bra and panties, letting them fall to the floor. His eyes darken, hungry, like he’s barely holding it together. I climb over him, knees framing his head, one hand braced on the headboard, the other tilting his chin. “Tongue out,” I say. “Flat. No teasing until I say.”

He obeys, mouth open, tongue offered. I lower onto him slow, deliberate, my breath catching at how raw it feels. The first pass is careful, giving him time to map me, giving me time to settle into the feel of him beneath me. I adjust until he’s right where I want him, then start to move. Steady at first, showing him the rhythm. I tell him when to press up, when to let me take. He listens so eagerly, so focused, I know I can push him. When I tell him faster, he gives me faster, matching me without hesitation.

“Deeper,” I murmur, and he makes a low sound I feel more than hear, lifting his head to follow the command. “Longer strokes,” I guide, and his tongue drags slow from base to tip until my fingers tighten in his hair. “Short now,” and he switches instantly, quick and sharp, until I’m gasping and gripping the headboard.

Every correction lands. He takes each one like it’s the only thing that matters. I grind down, pull back, shift again, using him without apology. The heat climbs fast and sharp. My voice spills praise—yes, there, more—and he moans against me, the vibration pushing me higher.

“Good boy,” I say, again and again, because repetition is its own kind of reward. It makes him hungrier, more precise. He’s slick at the mouth and jaw, cheeks flushed. When I’m right at the edge, I stop instructing and start taking. I ride his face with purpose, grip his hair like a handle, and let the hunger I’ve been holding finally have me. The orgasm tears through, raw and unpolished, and I grind down until it breaks me open and leaves me trembling, breath ragged, thighs shaking around his ears.

I ease off him and slide down his body, kneeling between his spread legs. He blinks up at me, dazed, smiling like he’s wrecked and proud all at once.

“That was so sexy,” he rasps. “Nobody’s ever had the confidence to just sit on my face. Not without me begging or talking them into it.”

“You were so good for me,” I say, smoothing my hands over his ribs and down his stomach, feeling him tighten. “You want your reward now?”

His cock jerks at the word reward, is the only answer I need.

“I’m going to ride your cock,” I tell him, grabbing a condom from the drawer. I tear it open, roll it down him, watch his chest rise. “You can only cum after me. Tell me when you’re close.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” His voice is reverent.

I brace my hand on his chest and sink down at my pace. The first slide of his cock into my cunt is slow, a filthy sweet stretch that makes us both groan. I sit with him buried to the base, hold there, make him feel every inch without letting him move. His hands flex in the cuffs, his jaw tight, eyes shut like he’s praying.

I ride him with a steady rhythm, hips rolling, silk sheets sliding under my knees. I find the angle I want and keep it. Each stroke deliberate, controlled. He tries to move with me and I press a hand to his chest to keep him still.

“You don’t set the pace. I do.”

“Yes,” he breathes. “Yes.”

I pick it up. Faster. Deeper. I drop onto him hard, taking what I promised. He groans every time I sink to the base, eyes locked on my face like he’s memorizing me. I don’t look away. I want him to see I’m not performing, I’m consuming.

“Close,” he says, voice tight. “I’m close.”

I pull off him instantly, sit back on my heels, smiling slow. “No.”

He chokes on a sound between a laugh and a plea. “Please.”

“Ask me better.”

“Please, Ma’am.”

I tilt my head, studying him like something I’m not finished unwrapping. Then I sink back onto him in one long stroke that makes his eyes slam shut. I ride him again, hard, unforgiving. I talk to him while I do it—tell him how he feels inside me, how he’s going to keep his voice down, how he’ll tell me every time he’s close. And every time, I stop. Every time, I prove it.

By the second edge he’s wrecked, breath ragged, muscles shaking, cuffs creaking as he fights the urge to grab me. “Hands stay where they are,” I remind him, and he nods, wrists straining but holding.

I lose count somewhere after the third. I keep him there, keep him shaking, hovering on the knife edge where ache and pleasure blur together. I change rhythm, change angle, keep it new even when the rule stays the same. Every time he says close, I leave him empty, then take him again when he’s desperate. His gratitude is its own praise.

By then he’s begging, not pretty words, not clever—just raw, desperate honesty. “Please. Please, Ma’am. Please let me.”

“Not yet,” I say, even when my thighs burn and my pulse thunders. “You’ll wait for me.”

“I’ll wait,” he swears, and the conviction makes me clench around him.

I change the angle and grind down, the sound leaving me raw. I ride him harder, until the headboard taps steady against the wall. He warns he’s close and I don’t stop. I tell him no with my mouth while my hips say yes. I take until the orgasm rips through, ruthless and bright. I shake with it, hands pressed to his chest.

“Now,” I breathe, looking into his eyes. “Cum for me.”

He breaks with a groan, surrender and relief tangled together. His body bows, wrists straining against the cuffs as he spills into the condom. The way he says my title while it hits him will live in me for days. I stay on him, make him feel every last pulse.

When I finally lift off, I’m shaking but steady. I strip the condom, tie it off, toss it away, then lean down to brush my fingers over his cheek.

He’s flushed, wrecked, smiling like he just sinned and loved it. “I don’t know how many times you stopped me,” he admits, voice wrecked.

“I lost count,” I say, just as breathless. I unbuckle one cuff, then the other, rubbing each wrist to soothe the skin. “You did exactly what I asked.”

He flexes his hands, looks at me with gratitude, heat, awe—all of it untainted by what came before with her. “What do I call that,” he asks quietly. “All of it.”

“Control,” I say. “And trust.”

I slip the cuffs off his wrists and step over to the dresser, grabbing a chilled bottle of water. When I press it into his hand, his fingers curl around it.

“Drink,” I tell him, and he does, tilting his head back, throat working as the water runs down. The room still hums with sex and satisfaction, thick in the air between us.

I slide a hand into his hair and gently massage his scalp, just to see his eyes darken. “Good boy,” I tell him again, because he earned it. “Very good.”


Chapter Six




He lay with his head on my stomach; one arm curled around my hips like he was afraid I might drift away if he didn’t keep a hand on me. The room felt warmer than before, soft and quiet, the kind of silence that only shows up after you wring the noise out of your body. I combed my fingers through his hair slowly, rubbing circles against his scalp until his eyes fluttered closed and his breathing found that lazy, satisfied rhythm I like.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” I said, because I wanted to hear it. Not moans, not the way his body moved under me, but the words. I wanted to know what landed.

He smiled against my skin. “Couldn’t you tell?”

“I could,” I said, dragging my nails lightly along his scalp to make him shiver, “and I still want you to say it. What you liked. What you didn’t.”

He turned his face enough to look up at me. In the low light his eyes were soft, a little dazed, a lot happy. “I liked all of it,” he said. Then he swallowed, went honest. “Especially eating you out. I liked knowing I was doing it right because you told me how. I liked not having to guess. I liked letting go and having you take control.”

The relief that ran through me was quiet but deep. I had worried he might fold into embarrassment once the heat faded, that old useless shame men get fed until they choke on it. “Good,” I said. “I like that answer.”

He made a small content noise. I kept massaging his scalp, and after a minute he spoke again, voice shy around the edges. “When do I get another training session?”

I laughed because the way he asked was too sweet to pretend, I wasn’t charmed. “Eager already?”

“Maybe,” he said, hiding his grin against my stomach.

“I’ll make time,” I told him, and felt him smile wider. “You’ve earned it.”

We stayed like that until the sweat on our skin cooled and the hum of the mini fridge was the only sound competing with our breaths. I should have stood up sooner. There was always something waiting for me. Tonight, it was a lock to turn, a checklist to run, an office to close. But he was warm and quiet and heavy on me in a way that felt like the first clean breath after being underwater. I let him have a few more minutes. Maybe I let myself have them too.

When I finally slid out from beneath him, he caught my wrist and kissed the inside of it, unhurried and grateful. “Thank you,” he said.

“You deserved it,” I said again, because I wanted him to believe it.

After we dressed, I sent him on his way with a playful pat on the ass, the kind of casual dismissal that still made him grin like he’d won something. He disappeared back into the club with a little more confidence in his step than when he arrived, and I headed toward my office to clean up. The smell of sex still clung to my skin, sharp and sweet, and it only made me more determined than ever to get the shower rooms built. For all the fantasies this place fulfilled, what people wanted most was the option to wash it all off before stepping back into the world. A clean slate. A way to leave smelling like themselves and not the night. It was funny, but it was true.

I slid paperwork into neat stacks, locked up the drawers, and let the click of each latch settle me. The thought of him lingered, though. Puppy, I found myself thinking. My newest problem. My newest pleasure. Already I was sketching out what a second session might look like—more practice with the basics, more space for him to listen, to learn, to kneel until it was muscle memory. He had taken correction so well, eager to please, eager to be good. If I made time for him, he’d fill it.

I killed the lights and closed the door. The hallway felt colder after the office. I was halfway across the lobby when one of my security guys peeled off the wall and matched my pace.

“Boss,” he said quietly. “Your guy is still outside.”

“My guy?” I asked, even though I knew.

“The one from the VIP room,” he said, trying not to smile. “Still in the lot.”

I didn’t ask why. I just headed for the front. The air outside hit cool and clean. The night had finally shaken off the heat of the bodies inside. I spotted him near the far corner of the lot, leaning against his car, phone in hand. All four tires were flat.

That bitch. I didn’t even need to ask who. Of course it was her. He had dumped her tonight, in front of me, in front of half the club. And this was her answer.

He looked up when he heard me coming and smiled. Actually smiled. “Hey,” he said. “I already missed you.”

“How can you smile right now?” I demanded, stopping in front of him. “She did this. We’ll have her on camera. Security will pull the footage, and you’ll file a report.”

He held his phone up. “Already did. Police report’s filed. I was just checking if your cameras reached this far.”

“They do. And we log plates.” My voice stayed even, but the protective edge in it was sharp. “You’re not staying out here. Call a tow.”

“Working on that,” he said, then grimaced. “I was also trying to find a couch.”

My eyes narrowed. “Please don’t tell me you live with the girl you dumped tonight.”

He winced. “I live with the girl I dumped tonight.”

I blew out a breath and pinched the bridge of my nose for a second. It wasn’t the worst thing I had heard tonight, but it was close. “Of course you do.”

“Lease and timing and money,” he said quickly. “It was supposed to be temporary.”

“Everything is,” I said. I looked at the car again, at the four flat tires lined up like a lesson. “You’re not staying here.”

He straightened. “I can get a ride to a friend, maybe. I don’t want to be a problem.”

“You’re not,” I said, even if I knew I was about to make you one. I weighed the sensible answer against the one my body had already chosen back in the VIP room. He had listened. He had trusted. He had walked out of here taller than he walked in. I wanted to see that continue. “I have a couch.”

His eyebrows went up. “Seriously? You invite strangers to sleep on your couch?”

“Only the house trained,” I said, and the way he laughed told me he had needed that line. “Don’t make me regret it.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, more playful than formal now.

“Good. We can deal with your car tomorrow. Come on.”

He pocketed his phone and pushed off the car, stepping toward me with that open, relieved smile I hadn’t seen on him earlier. “Lead the way?”

I nodded toward my car and started walking. He fell in beside me like it was the most natural thing in the world. We passed under the pool of a parking light and I caught a better look at him. Hair messed from my hands. Mouth a little swollen. Neck flushed. He was tired, loose in his skin for the first time, but he still carried himself like a man who wasn’t going to apologize for wanting the things he wanted.

My brain ran the checklist while my body made other plans. I had known him for hours, not days. He was younger than me and untested in a thousand small ways. Bringing him home was not the smart choice. It was late. He needed sleep and distance. I needed a shower and a lock between who I was at work and who I was at home. All of that was true. And still, when I imagined him curled on my couch with a blanket tucked around his hips, when I pictured the way, his face would relax right before he dropped off, everything in me softened. I didn’t want to watch him disappear into someone else’s guest room and wake up tomorrow second-guessing tonight. I wanted him to wake up knowing exactly who had taken him in.

We reached my car, and I clicked it open. He moved to the driver side and held the door, waiting, which was either sweet or well-trained or both. I slid behind the wheel, and he went around and climbed in. I set my purse on the console, started the engine, and looked over at him.

“If at any point this feels wrong, say so,” I told him. “I’ll drive you anywhere else you want to go.”

He turned in the seat to face me. “It doesn’t feel wrong,” he said, quiet but certain. “It feels like the first good decision I’ve made in months.”

“That would be a low bar,” I said, but I didn’t hide my smile.

He laughed.

Driving us home, the city lights slid over his face, and I caught myself thinking the things I’d been trying to ignore. I had only met him tonight, and common sense said I should have kept my distance. But the way he smiled at me, the way he listened and trusted so easily, made me want to keep him. He wasn’t just another guest drifting through my club. For tonight, he was mine. And good boys—especially ones this eager to please—don’t get left out in the cold.
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Call Me, Shameless




Me: So what was your favorite part? 





SpectatorX: Do you ask all your subscribers that? 




My pulse kicks up hard, thudding in my throat. He finally answered. For a second I just stare, caught between nerves and heat. Fuck it, no overthinking. I lean a hip against the counter. My fingers are shaky as I type back, wicked grin tugging at my lips. 




Me: No, just you. 




His reply hits almost at once. 




SpectatorX: Cute. 




That’s it? Cute? It feels like a jab at my pride. Most subscribers would be stumbling over themselves if I messaged them first. He's not even answering what I actually asked, and I sigh. He probably thinks I’m about to push for money. But now that he’s finally talking, I’m not letting him slip away that easily. Alright, Mr. Spectator, let’s see what I can get out of you. 




Me: Now answer the question. 




I carry the phone to the bedroom, dropping onto the edge of the mattress. The lamp throws a soft pool of light over the sheets. Water trails down my thigh and darkens the cotton where it hits the sheet. I cross my legs tighter and wait, trying to convince myself that I won't be disappointed if he doesn't answer. 




The screen lights. 




SpectatorX: The part where you spread your legs and asked if that was how you were supposed to do it. Playing all innocent, acting like it was your first time touching yourself in front of strangers. I almost lost it the first time you cam. 




I bite my lip and let out a small laugh, feeling a rush of heat flood low in my belly. The thought of him losing it while I cammed, fist tight around his cock, makes me wet instantly. My mind starts spinning with what else he remembers, what else he wants, how to push him to beg for it.  




SpectatorX: Why did you want to know? 




I pause, chewing my lip. I have him hooked now, I can feel it.  




Me: Because I want to know what you came to. 




A long pause. Then— 




SpectatorX: I haven’t yet. 




That gets me. I should wrap this up with a throwaway line like be a good boy and think of me when you cum, but no way that's going to satisfy me now. Texting a stranger like this is turning me on, and I want something filthy out of it. Then a terribly dirty idea worms its way into my brain, and my fingers are already typing before I can stop them. 




Me: Well, if you haven't finished yet. Can I watch? 




My breath hitches, obscene excitement curling in my gut. The thought of watching him stroke for me, of flipping the script and being the one who gets to look. Finally seeing the payoff to all my teasing feels indecent in the best way. 




SpectatorX: You want to watch me? 




Me: Yeah. Private stream through the app? I can send you an invite. Then talk you through every stroke. 




It’s a brazen tease and a dare rolled into one. I don’t even give him a chance to think about it. I hit send on the private stream invite. Just me and him, no crowd, no distractions. The screen taunts me with that flashing waiting sign over and over, my pulse climbing with every second until— 




SpectatorX has joined the stream. 




Continue reading here...
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