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Preface

This story isn’t here to be polite. It’s pure smut—raw, intimate, and told in first person for your immersive pleasure. Every touch, every whisper, every wicked fantasy is crafted to make you feel as if they were your own. 




Dim the lights and lose yourself in me. 




Content information: Voyeurism, exhibitionism, Group play F/M/M/M, bdsm, 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: The Application




I nearly drop my heels trying to unlock the door with one hand while juggling my phone, my purse slipping off my shoulder like it's trying to escape the night right alongside me. The keys finally slide into the lock with a reluctant click, and I shoulder the door open just as Lilla's voice crackles louder through my phone, sharp with laughter and timing.  

"Tell me you at least got a good drink out of it," she says, her tone already smug like she knows the answer.  

"Barely. Sparkling water and half a flute of warm champagne I didn't even finish."  

"Nothing worse than having to go in dry," Lilla snorts, and I can hear the sound of her lighting a cigarette.   

"I don't think I can survive another corporate circle jerk," I mutter as the door slams shut behind me. My heels hit the entryway tile with a clatter that echoes in the too-quiet condo. "Seriously. Tonight was supposed to be a celebration of success, not a goddamn stroke fest. Just a bunch of dick-sucking and preening in overpriced suits with too much cologne. Like they were bathing in it."  

Lilla's laugh is immediate, high and wicked, like a toast raised to my bitterness. "God, I can smell it. I bet half of them thought they were giving ‘alpha’ when really it was just ‘middle manager with a Rolex and mommy issues.’"  

"I'm serious," I groan, setting my bag on the counter and slipping out of my blazer. "The room was just a glorified ego petting zoo. Champagne and caviar and a hundred different ways to say 'I make more money than you.' And me? I'm there sipping sparkling water like a sad nun at a swingers’ party."  

The living room greets me with its sterile, minimalist decor—clean lines and neutral colors, nothing sharp or indulgent or human. I pause in the quiet, the weight of the evening settling into my bones. All this effort, all this success, and for what? My life looks perfect, curated—but it feels boring.  

"Girl, I know you love the grind, but I haven't heard you sound happy in a while," Lilla says, her voice soft but edged with concern. "Every time we check in, it’s like you’re holding your breath. How much is this job really worth if it’s draining you dry?"   

I slump into the couch with a bitter laugh. "You're right. It’s all networking and clout-chasing, constant pressure to be 'on' all the time. And god, don’t even get me started on my sex life. This job’s sucked it dry—I might as well be a virgin again."  

"Oh please," Lilla teases, "you're not celibate, you’ve got a drawer full of toys and that vibrator with the suction setting you said changed your religion."  

"That toy is a technological marvel, yes," I grin, "but it doesn’t kiss your neck or whisper that you're theirs. It doesn’t pull your hair or fuck you into forgetting your name."  

I sigh, sinking deeper into the cushions, the leather cool against my thighs as I rub my temples with one hand, the phone still pressed to my ear. "It’s been nothing but fingers and battery-powered delusions over here. And don’t even get me started on the overachieving showerhead."  

Lilla hums knowingly. "Sounds like you just need to get laid, take some stress off. Why don’t you just wrap those long legs around one of those corporate boys?"  

"I can’t fuck anyone in my industry," I say, the words tasting like resignation. "Rumors fly faster than market shifts. Once they know who's in your bed they all try and take advantage of it."  

"Then you need to look outside the glass tower, babe. You’re a big girl now. Remember what it was like to go out? Make eye contact that meant something? Let someone buy you a drink?"  

I laugh, but it's more exhale than joy. "I miss that. I miss you. If you still lived here, we’d already be four shots deep at some dive, making out with mistakes."  

"You don’t need me to hold your hand," she says gently, almost like a dare. "Go out. Get wrecked. Be a hot, unhinged mess with some stranger."  

I glance around the condo—spotless, dull, and entirely too quiet. I’ve built a life that looks perfect from the outside, like I’d won some high-stakes game I’m not even sure I wanted to play. But Lilla’s words won’t shut up in my head. Maybe she’s right. Maybe it’s time to find someone far away from the power lunches and LinkedIn connections. Someone who doesn’t give a shit about what I do for a living. Someone who won’t judge me for needing to be fucked a little just to breathe. That doesn’t just sound good. It sounds necessary.  

"Fine. Maybe I will."  

"There she is," Lilla purrs. "Call me if you wake up with regrets. Or rope burns."  

"Thanks babe. Always so supportive." I laugh.  

"Always here for you hun."  

We hang up and I drift to the kitchen, pouring myself two fingers of whiskey neat. The amber liquid catches the light, warm and promising. I sip, and it scorches its way down, slow and steady like a memory. Like muscle memory. Like a pulse under skin I forgot I had.  

God, I used to be wild. Like, really wild. Before I gave a shit about title promotions or what my boss might think about a slightly-too-red lipstick. Before the brand deals, the meetings, the subtle rules of being a woman in charge without ever showing the strain. Back when I could get wrecked and still show up to work with bruises on my thighs and a smirk on my lips.  

I used to kneel. I used to crave. I used to let strangers call me pet names while they tied silk around my wrists. I played.  

The memories hit like a wave—red lights, leather couches, laughter muffled by music and masks. A breath on my neck. A voice in my ear, low and certain: "Open wider."  

Club Temptation.  

Fuck, Lilla and I lived for that place. Like it was ours. We’d show up in heels and unapologetic hunger, pick the prettiest man—or two—who looked like he knew the difference between domination and performance, get absolutely ruined, and still be in the office the next day high on the aftermath.  

I walk back to the couch, set the drink down, and pull my laptop into my lap. The machine humming to life. My fingers hesitate for one second, just one heartbeat, then type the URL.  

An old forum. One I haven’t dared to touch in years. One that only members of the club were granted access to. It loads slow, like it knows it’s been waiting. My heart stutters. The login screen appears.  

I type it in. Kneltforthis.  

It still works.  

The forums open up like an ex I should’ve blocked—familiar, messy, and still making my thighs twitch. The moment the threads load, it hits me like muscle memory. It’s a jungle of horny desperation and unfiltered hunger, cryptic posts written like confessions and dares. Every click makes my thighs press tighter, like my body remembers this place even better than my mind does.  

God, I missed this. Not just the sex—the permission. The anonymity. The freedom to want without having to explain why. This—this is what I fucking needed. Not dates or small talk or stress. Just desire. Just good fucking.  

I scroll through the Wanted boards—still chaotic, still weirdly specific. Hotwife shit. Couple-swapping like it’s a neighborhood potluck. Unicorn hunters begging for bi babes to fix their marriages. It’s all loud and thirsty and trying way too hard. None of it hits right. Not for what I’m craving tonight.  

Then I see it.    




One submissive wanted.  

One hour.  

Three masked dominants.  

No names.  

In the Viewing Room.  

Apply only if you’re ready to be watched.    




The words hit like a pulse between my legs. My nipples harden against the fabric of my dress. My breath hitches, sharp and shaky, like I’ve just been caught doing something filthy in public. Something in me doesn’t just stir—it clicks. Like I’ve been waiting for this exact invitation. Like my body already knew what it needed before my brain could catch up. I drain the rest of my whiskey, set the glass down, and click on the post. My fingers are already trembling.  

The application opens. It’s short, but not casual. No fluff. No bullshit. Just questions that expect honesty. It wants to know what you like, what you don’t, what you want done to you and how badly you want it. The whole thing feels like it’s watching me back. Clinical. Hungry. Waiting.  

  

Name: Optional. No real names.  

Experience Level: Choose one—Curious, Trained, Devoted.  

Hard Limits: List.  

Kink Checklist: Required. Select all that apply.  

— Impact Play, Bondage, Edging, Degradation, Praise, Objectification, Breath Play, Double Penetration, Voyeurism…  

Safeword: Must be included. 




At the bottom:  

 Consent must be confirmed with full awareness that this is a one-hour session, fully anonymous, masks on, witnessed from behind glass. No interruptions. No reassurances. Just you, and them.  




I fill it out like my fingers already know what to type, like I’ve been waiting to say yes for years. When it asks what I’m looking for, I write:  

"To be seen. To be undone. To remember what it feels like when I don’t have to be in charge."

I hit submit. My skin’s flushed, thighs sticky, heart racing like I’ve already been touched. I’m not even in the room yet and I’m wrecked with wanting.  

Three masked men. One hour. No names. Just use.  

Fuck, I’m already fantasizing. About being stretched open, used like a toy, made to beg and shake while strangers watch from behind glass. Getting completely ruined and loving every second of it. Lilla would be so damn proud.  

Even if I don’t get picked to be their sub? Who cares. I could still show up, soak in the air, the sounds, the looks. Maybe catch someone just as desperate as me. Maybe let myself fall into something filthy just for the fun of it. But God, what I wouldn’t give to be the one they choose. Bent, broken, and begging for more. Yeah. That’s what I want.  

I close the laptop slowly, like I’m tucking something sacred back into a hidden place. My thighs squeeze together instinctively. There’s no way I’m sleeping like this, not with this ache pulsing low in my belly.  

I make my way to the bedroom, peeling my dress over my head, panties sliding down my legs. I toss them aside, crawl into bed, and open the drawer beside me like I already know what I need. My fingers wrap around the toy—my favorite one—the one that always knows how to get me there.  

I settle into the sheets, legs parted, the vibrator buzzing low in my hand. No teasing tonight. I press it straight to my clit and suck in a breath through my teeth.  

My eyes fall shut, hips grinding into the rhythm. I picture their masks. Their hands. That moment when I’m told to open wider. When I’m not allowed to come yet. When one of them whispers in my ear how good I look begging.  

It doesn’t take long. My toes curl. My breath catches. I come hard and fast, mouth open against the back of my hand.  

It’s good. Fuck, it’s good. But it’s not enough. 


Chapter Two: The Setup




The hotel suite smells like clean linens and quiet money, that fresh, neutral luxury that promises discretion without trying too hard. 

There’s a massive king-sized bed right in the center, all white linens and stiff perfection, like it’s waiting to be ruined. Headboard is modern, dark, nothing ornate—just solid. Clean. Across from it, sunk right into an alcove in the wall, is the best part: a big, glossy jacuzzi tub, deep and wide and positioned like it was built to watch everything go down on that bed. Like it's daring people to get filthy in front of it. 

The walls are dressed in muted abstract art, the kind that whispers rather than shouts. The lighting is soft, recessed into the ceiling, casting a steady low glow that smooths out every edge. Floor-to-ceiling windows stretch along the far wall, half-covered by blackout curtains, letting in just enough of the city’s shimmer to remind you how high up you are—and how far from normal everything's about to get. 

I let the door click shut behind me, that soft little sound hitting like a punctuation mark. My heels sink into the carpet with each step as I move into the room, tossing my overnight bag onto the bench at the foot of the bed without ceremony. The coat comes off next, slipping from my shoulders. 

I walk to the window, press a hand to the cool glass, and take in the skyline for all of two seconds. 

But I’m not here for the view. 

I’m here for what’s waiting beneath it. 

Next door, Club Temptation throbs behind dark windows, low and steady like a pulse I can feel between my thighs. Not loud. Not showy. Just present. Humming with promise, vibrating with something filthy and familiar. It’s been years since I walked through those doors. Years since I let myself even want this. I can’t believe I hadn’t thought to come back until now. All that time spent chasing perfect titles, chasing approval, chasing stability that never really satisfied me. 

Thank you, Lilla. For the reminder. For the push in the right direction. 

I’m going to enjoy tonight. Because this morning, I got the email. 

You’ve been chosen. 

That was all I needed. That’s why I splurged on the suite. I don’t plan on coming back alone. I don’t plan on walking straight, not if they do their job right. And if they’re really good, if they ruin me right, I might just let them take turns fucking me in that oversized hotel bed, my body still raw and wrecked from the club. 

But only if they earn it. 

I pour myself a glass of champagne from the ice bucket. The bubbles crackle and fizz against the rim like they know what's coming. I pick up my phone and pull up the email again. 

Three profiles. 

Three men. 

Three masks. 




The Gentleman. 

A half-mask, oni style. Elegant. Sharp. His photo shows a man with a jawline carved from patience, salt just beginning to thread through dark hair at his temples. A suit tailored like second skin. He looks like control. He smells like rules you want to break. His list: bondage, anal play, slow torture of the best kind. He likes precision over chaos. 

“I enjoy unwrapping a woman like a gift. Slowly. Thoroughly. I want to hear you thank me for every second of restraint.” 




The Jester. 

Cracked half harlequin mask. Mischief weaponized. His profile photo: abs, bare and unapologetic, a half-smirk as he pulls up his shirt like he knows exactly what he’s doing. A lean frame built for stamina. He plays with sensation until you're a trembling wreck. Edging. Teasing. He wants tears. Wants whimpers. Wants to push you to the edge and leave you hanging there, desperate. 

“I want to see how long you can last before you’re begging me to stop making you feel so good it hurts.” 




The Beast. 

A wolf skull mask. Bleached bone and brutal honesty. His photo is nothing but forearms, thick and inked, veins popping beneath skin. His shirt is black, too tight, arms crossed like a challenge. He didn’t smile. Didn’t need to. 

“I don’t do soft. I take. I fuck. I leave marks. Don’t wear anything you want to keep.” 

I didn’t hesitate when I saw them. Didn’t ask myself if I was ready. I just hit reply. 

They sent over a confirmation packet: rules, boundaries, expectations. A full kink checklist. 

Double checking my safe word: Halcyon. 

Hard limits? I wrote them down carefully—no blood, no breath play, no names. Everything else? I clicked yes. Edging, degradation, impact, restraint, group play, anal, toys, voyeurism. 

Tonight isn’t about softness. It’s about shedding the last few years like a blazer that never fit right, one breath too tight across the ribs. It’s about saying fuck the titles, fuck the networking circles and polite smiles, and fuck me—hard. I didn’t come here for tenderness. I came to be ruined. On purpose. By more than one man, if they can handle me. 

The instructions were crystal clear. Enter at ten. Not a second early. Not a second late. Wait alone in the first-floor lounge. No drink. No chatter. Just sit, still and ready. The Gentleman will come for me. And that thought alone has me clenching around nothing, already half gone. Because I’m not walking into just a club. I’m walking into a scene. Into surrender. All I have to do is sit and let myself be unwrapped. 

I take a slow sip of champagne and move to the mirror. The dress I picked is black silk, clinging and barely-there. Low enough to flash curve, high enough that no one’s asking twice when it’s time to bend me over. No bra, no panties, nothing but skin waiting for hands to claim it. 

I pull out the mask—white lace, soft and feminine, delicate in a way that looks innocent until you see the eyes behind it. I tie it behind my head, fingers steady like muscle memory, then scoop my hair up into a ponytail, tugging it tight. I stare at myself in the mirror, lips parted, pulse thudding low. Something in me settles, clicks, like a puzzle piece sliding into place. I look like prey dressed up to be hunted, and fuck if that doesn’t turn me on even more. 

The streets hum with weekend energy as I walk out of the side entrance of the hotel, coat wrapped tight but my body already thrumming underneath it. My heels click softly against the sidewalk—sharp, deliberate. I don’t rush. Anticipation is part of the ritual. 

Club Temptation doesn’t need to announce itself. Just a small neon sign, faint and red above the blacked-out door, curling in cursive: Temptation. Easy to miss. Impossible to forget. 

The line outside is modest, mostly regulars, a few wide-eyed first-timers in tight dresses and tighter nerves. The bouncer stands just beyond the rope, muscled and watchful, taking cover charges and giving once-overs that could strip paint. He sees me approaching and straightens, his eyes dragging from my heels to my throat, not leering—assessing. 

"Name?" he asks. 

"Kneltforthis," I reply. My old handle. My real skin. 

He checks his list, then gives a single nod. "You’re on the Viewing Room list. There’s a locker waiting if you want it." 

"Thanks." Not that I’d need it. Everything I brought stayed back at the hotel—purse, panties, hesitation. The Beast said not to wear anything I didn’t want shredded, and I took that shit seriously. I’d leave my coat in the locker too, just so I didn’t end up walking out of here naked. 

The bouncer grins like someone who’s seen too much and never gets tired of watching more. "Go on in." 

I step past him and into the heat of it, letting the door shut behind me like a seal breaking. I shrug off my coat in the locker room and toss it into the open space like I’ve done this a hundred times. Like I was built for this. Like it’s muscle memory. Like I’ve been waiting to come home to it. 

The scent hits first. Leather. Sweat. Sex. Power. Thick in the air and crawling under my skin. The music thrums low, more heartbeat than song, snaking up my spine and wrapping around my ribs like it knows what I came here for. The dance floor flickers to my left—heat, hips, mouths too close. No one’s pretending. They’re grinding, teasing, moving like the next breath is going to taste like someone else’s tongue. The lounge wraps around it all like velvet sin—dark leather couches, crystal drinks catching the light, shadows thick enough to get away with anything. 

I spot it. One couch, dead center—like it was put there just for me. Right where anyone watching would look first. I make my way over and sit. Legs crossed. Back straight. Mask in place. I settle like I belong there, because I do. 

No one approaches. They don’t have to. The air around me screams it—I’m giving full sub energy. They feel it in the way I hold still, in the way I wait, like I’ve already been told to. Because I have. Because that’s the game. And what surprises me most is how easy it is to fall back into it. Like I never left. Like she’s always been under the surface, just waiting for permission to come out and play. 

But fuck, waiting is brutal. Every second stretches out, slow and tight like latex over skin. My thighs are twitching. My breath stays steady only because I’m forcing it to. Under the mask, under the calm, I’m soaked. Starving. Strung tight with need. 

I want their hands. Their weight. I want to be watched, owned, claimed like I’m already theirs.

So I wait. 

Because that’s what good subs do. And fuck, there’s something hot about that—being soft on purpose, being sweet like bait. There’s power in giving in, in choosing to be pliant. It makes the taking that much harder, the fucking that much deeper. I’m not fragile. I’m not weak. I’m a gift being unwrapped, and the pleasure hits harder when you know it’s given freely. 


Chapter Three: The Submission




I’m trying to keep my cool, pretending I’m not strung tight with want, and then he’s just there. Like the room bent around him and dropped him right in front of me. Older. Sharp. Every inch of him held tight in control, and fuck if that doesn’t make me clench. The kind of man who doesn’t need to say a word to make your whole body sit up and beg. His suit is tailored perfection, all sleek black menace. And that mask? Onyx and blood-red, shaped like a grinning demon with curved teeth, wicked and gleaming. Gorgeous. Dangerous. Exactly what I came for. 

The Gentleman. 

He stares at me like he already knows what I sound like when I fall apart. Doesn’t say a damn word for a long second. Just drinks me in. 

“You waited so patiently. Good girl,” he says at last, his voice low. “You wear anticipation like it’s made for you.” 

I smirk. “I dress for what I want.” 

"Perfect. Are you ready?" He offers a hand, and I take it like the dirty little secret I am. 

We move through the club, his hand pressed low on my back like he owns me already, and of course, I’m not complaining. The dance floor is a mess of skin and need, hips grinding, fingers trailing, mouths parted and ready. No one’s really dancing. They’re just pretending not to be seconds from fucking. The people lounging around it are no better, all expensive drinks and pretending they’re not about to get wrecked the second someone crooks a finger. 

Every step deeper winds the tension tighter, pulling it low and hot through my core. We hit the hallway, dim lights, cracked doors, shadows moving inside. Bodies pressed close. The soft slap of skin. Breathy moans float out and cling to the air like perfume. It smells like sweat and sex and promise. 

We climb the stairs at the end of the hall, each step dragging a fresh wave of heat up my spine. The air shifts around us, thickens, warms, like the whole place is holding its breath. At the top, we enter a wide room that hums with tension, thick enough to taste. 

Low red light drips down the walls, casting everything in velvet shadow. Plush chairs curve around the space that was built for watching. Bodies lean into the dark, eyes sharp and heavy with want. The room is quiet, but it hums with need, every breath held for the moment something breaks. Every gaze finds me. They came to witness a fall, slow, shaking, undone. And they won't look away. 

Jutting out from one side of the room is a structure like a jewel box, The Viewing Room, two of its walls made of dark, tinted glass. Inside, the occupants will see only mirrors and shadows. Outside, the spectators see everything. Every gasp. Every tremble. Every fuck. It’s a stage wrapped in secrecy. 

I feel their eyes already. That flutter beneath my ribs? That’s them. Watching. Waiting for the unraveling. 

The Gentleman leads me through the crowd like he’s walking me straight into a sin I’ve been begging to commit. He opens the door, and I step through without hesitation, heat curling in my gut. The door shuts behind us with a soft click, sealing us in like a secret. 

Red light spills through the room like a slow burn, soaking into everything. The air is thick, humid, heavy with sweat and sex and anticipation. A bed waits in the center, black sheets, blood-red pillows, leather cuffs hanging from the posts like an open dare. It doesn’t just invite you to misbehave. It demands it. I catch my reflection in the mirrored walls, eyes wide, lips parted, already undone, and we’re not alone. 

Two men are already there. 

The Beast is all tension and ink, a fucking wall of muscle in a tight black tee and that bleached wolf skull mask. Arms crossed, jaw set, radiating don’t-fuck-with-me energy. Doesn’t say a word. Doesn’t need to. He looks at me like he’s already imagining what I’ll sound like when he’s done. 

The Jester lounges against the wall like he’s the intermission act, shirt half-unbuttoned, harlequin mask cracked in a permanent grin. Lean, fit, confident as hell. One hand teasing the hem of his waistband like it’s a game he always wins. 

The Gentleman steps in behind me, his palm warm and firm at the small of my back. I can’t tell if he’s keeping me from bolting or putting me on display like something shiny and breakable he’s just unwrapped. 

“This is her.” 

The Jester steps forward and circles me. “Profile didn’t do you justice.” 

The Gentleman continues, "Let's start this off the right way. What's your safe word?" 

I meet his gaze. “Halcyon.” 

He chuckles, and fuck, it’s a sound that slides under my skin. 

“Halcyon, clever little bird. Calm in the chaos,” he says, voice low and rough. “Say it, and everything stops. No judgment, no questions. Just quiet. But if you don’t…” He grins, slow and sharp. “You’re in for one hell of a night.” 

He glances at his watch, and everything tightens. Like a string pulled taut. The moment changes, sharp and electric, and I know we’re not playing anymore. 

“Let’s begin.” 

The hour starts. 

The Beast doesn’t wait. 

He’s on me in two strides, grabbing the front of my dress and ripping it wide open like it never stood a chance. Silk tears with a hiss, sharp and sudden, and the pieces float to the floor while I stand there, bare, exposed, lit up from the inside out. My breath catches, but he doesn’t give me space to think, let alone breathe. His hand is at my throat in a blink, firm, steady, claiming. Then he steps in, pushing me until the back of my knees kiss the edge of the bed. I stumble, and he follows, all heat and weight, pinning me down. 

“Easy,” the Jester says, voice light and teasing. “Don’t scare her off before I get a turn.” 

The Beast ignores him, hand sliding down to part my thighs. He finds me wet, soaked, slick, ready. 

“She’s dripping,” he growls. “Walked in here already soaked for us.” 

His voice drops low next to my ear. 

“I'm going to take you first. Rough. I can tell you'll like it.” 

He yanks at his belt, standing between my legs at the edge of the bed, and the sound of leather sliding free makes every nerve in my body sit up and beg. He peels his shirt off like it’s nothing, like he hasn’t just changed the whole temperature of the room. 

And holy fuck, he’s solid. All muscle and tattoos, cut sharp and inked deep, like someone built him to break women in half and make them say thank you. My mouth goes dry, and I don’t even try to hide that I’m staring. He knows. Hell, he wants me to. And I do, drink in every line, every shadow, every promise written across his skin. 

My eyes track the trail of hair down his stomach, watch his fingers dip to the waistband of his jeans. He’s watching me watch him, lips curling into a smirk like he already knows I’m about to lose it. He pushes his pants down slow, like he’s giving me a show, and yeah, I’m watching. Then I see it. 

Pierced. 

A gleaming barbell right through the thick head of his cock, shaped like a Saint Andrew’s cross. I swear my breath catches so hard it punches heat straight through me. My eyes go wide. My thighs twitch. He sees it all. Grins like he just won a prize. My hands dig into the sheets. I’m already shaking. 

The Jester comes closer, fingers drifting along my leg. “God, look at you. Shivering already. Don’t worry, baby. We’re all trained to ruin you.” 

The Gentleman doesn’t move. Just drops into the chair against the wall like he owns the place. Legs spread, hands resting on the arms like a king ready for the show. He watches me and smiles like he’s just settling in for the first act. 

That’s when it sinks in. This is just the beginning. The first ripple in whatever mess I’ve signed myself up for. 

The Beast leans in close, all heat and hunger, his lips brushing my temple like he’s marking territory. His breath ghosts hot over my cheek. Then he spits into his hand and strokes it over his cock. 

“Let’s see how much of that pretty submission is real.” 

One hand wraps around my throat again, slow and sure, and the other braces beside my head like he’s about to wreck me right into the mattress. Then I feel it, the thick, heavy press of his cock at my entrance. Blunt. Unapologetic. 

"Try not to scream too much." 

And then he pushes in, slow and unrelenting. 

I gasp as he stretches me wide, thick and piercing and too much in the best way. My walls fight and then give, clenching around him as he sinks deeper. He bottoms out with a groan, deep and filthy, the kind of sound that says he’s been hard for this all night. And now he’s finally got what he wanted. 

It’s raw. Feral. My body feels like it forgot how to be taken like this, and now it’s relearning in real time, nerves lit and screaming. He thrusts into me again and again, each stroke deeper, harder, like he’s trying to etch himself into my bones. 

I reach up, fingers digging into the forearm clamped around my throat, nails biting into his skin. His eyes darken in the sockets of his wolf mask, lips curling, like he gets off on the way I claw at him. My legs tremble, thighs shaking as he slams into me harder, deeper. I cry out, loud, broken, because he’s fucking me like he owns me, and right now, he does. 

"Fucking hell, he's always so greedy," the Jester mutters. "Come on, Beast, nobody can see shit like this." 

The Beast shoots him a glare, then cuts his eyes up to the mirrors like he just remembered we’ve got an audience. And then he grabs me like I’m nothing, lifts me right off the bed like I weigh less than air, and spins us. 

Flat on his back now, he slams me down onto his cock so deep I lose my breath, my mind, maybe my fucking name. Stars burst behind my eyes and I almost cum, so close it feels like falling off a ledge. My body seizes, clenches around his cock, but he holds me still. Grinding just enough to make me twitch. Letting me squirm. 

He laughs, low and fucking smug, like he’s savoring every second of the way I twitch on top of him. Breaking me apart in slow motion. Letting me feel every inch of the control I had given up. 

"Ride him, little bird," the Gentleman calls out from the shadows. "Let everyone see how pretty you look coming apart." 

I plant my hands on the Beast’s chest, breath ragged, body wrecked, and start rolling my hips, slow, deliberate, with purpose. He’d toyed with me, dragged me right to the edge and held me there. Now it was my turn. 

Not just riding him. Fucking him back. Grinding down on his cock with every ounce of precision I had left. His piercing drags against my walls, a spark of pain and pleasure that I use to my advantage. I move just right, angles, pressure, rhythm, and watch his composure start to crack. 

He groans, low and guttural, his hands gripping my hips like he’s hanging on for dear life. But I don’t let up. I work him like it’s the only way I’ll survive this. Every shift, every squeeze around him, is calculated. The orgasm builds, hot, thick, and so damn close, but I shove it back down. Not yet. I want to feel him come apart. I want to watch him lose it. I tighten around him again, and his breath stutters. 

“Fuck,” the Beast growls, voice shredded. “You’re trying to make me cum first.” 

I meet his eyes, lips curling. “Maybe I am.” 

The Jester laughs behind us, voice full of teeth. “Hear that, Gent? She’s poking the Beast like she forgot what she signed up for.” 

The Gentleman rises, slow, calm, rope in hand like it’s an extension of his will. His gaze pins me in place, cold and unreadable. 

“You think you get to play with us?” he says, voice like steel wrapped in velvet. “Hands behind your back.” 

I blink, breath stuttering. “What—?” 

He slaps my ass, sharp and immediate. I jolt. “I won’t say it again.” 

And fuck, I know I’ve crossed a line. 

My belly flips as heat rushes through me. I slide my arms back, spine arching, and the moment feels different now, less flirting, more consequence. He binds my wrists, slow and precise. The rope snug, deliberate. Then he reaches around and clips the nipple clamps on, each one biting with cold precision. The chain between them dangles like a warning. 

“No more games,” he murmurs against my ear. “You asked for this. Now you take it.” 

The Beast starts moving my hips again, grinding, thrusting, using me like his personal fucktoy. Every thrust is deep and steady, and I’m barely holding on, reduced to gasps and whimpers. 

But I feel it, the shift. His grip tightens, one hand locking down on my waist, the other spreading wide over my lower back. He knows. He knows I tried to turn the tables, tried to make him break first. And now he’s taking his control back. 

The Jester laughs, climbing up onto the bed behind me with a wicked grin in his voice. “Oh, you pissed him off now. Sweetheart’s gonna get wrecked.” 

He tugs the chain on my clamps, sending a lightning bolt down through my chest. My breath catches. I can’t even flinch before he’s kissing my neck, sliding his hand down over my belly, fingers finding my clit like a promise. 

The Beast pulls me down harder onto his cock, groaning low, rough hands on my hips like he’s done being patient. I’m straddling him, thighs burning, chest heaving as he thrusts up into me from below, hard, fast, unrelenting. My knees slip, legs shaking, but he doesn’t give me time to catch myself. 

"He is going to make you beg for it," the Jester hums. 

His pace turns savage, each thrust punching up into me so deep it knocks the breath from my lungs. I swear I see stars, white-hot and flickering at the edges of my vision. The sound of skin slapping skin fills the room, loud, wet, filthy, and the way it echoes off the mirrored glass makes it feel like it’s coming from everywhere. 

The Gentleman doesn’t even blink. Just watches from his chair, that same unreadable smile curving his mouth. “Let her beg. She asked for this.” 

I cry out, wrists bound tight behind me, no way to brace, no way to stop it. Every bounce of my body makes the clamps pull tight, every thrust knocks the breath from my lungs. He’s gripping me like I’m nothing but something to use, something he owns. And every time I get close, every time I’m right there, he stops. 

I started this. Now I’m paying for it. 

He holds me there, cock still buried deep, not moving, just twitching inside me. The Jester’s hands trace me like a map, teasing every inch before zeroing back in on my clit. He works me in slow, steady circles, dragging me back toward the edge with maddening control. The Beast stays still, cock thick and throbbing, his restraint driving me wild. 

Again, right before I break, they stop. 

Fuck, they’re going to make me beg. 

“Please,” I whisper, then louder, “Please, can I cum?” 

“Are you going to act up again?” the Gentleman asks, cool and sharp. 

“No, sir.” 

“Perfect,” the Beast growls. “That’s what we like. Now cum all over my cock.”

He starts grinding up into me again, deep, slow, and filthy. 

“Head up, baby, don’t want the audience missing a thing,” the Jester murmurs, giving the chain a sharp tug. My gasp is instant, the sting flooding through me. His fingers don’t stop working my clit, just keep circling tighter and tighter. 

In the mirror, I see myself coming apart, lips parted, eyes wild, legs trembling, a perfect fucking wreck. 

And then it hits. 

I cum, hard. 

My thighs are trembling, clit pulsing so hard it’s like a second heartbeat. I can’t breathe, I don’t even try. The orgasm tears through me in brutal, messy waves, each one bigger than the last, until I’m nothing but sound and shaking and sweat. The only things anchoring me are the rope biting into my wrists and the low, filthy growl rumbling up from where he’s still buried inside me. I’m not fighting it. I can’t. I give in completely, wrecked and wide open. 


Chapter Four: The Edge




I lean back into the Jester’s chest, still catching my breath. He laughs low behind me, mouth brushing my shoulder like he’s about to tell me a dirty secret. “You did so fucking good,” he purrs, voice thick with praise. “Wanna know a trick for next time? Something to really make the Beast lose his shit?” 

He doesn’t wait for my answer. Just keeps going, tone lazy and smug. “Ball massage, baby. Just a little one. Swear to God, makes him melt like fucking butter. Gets him every time.” 

I barely register the movement, but I feel the change. His hand slips down between the Beast’s thighs, fingers teasing at the base, then gently massaging lower. It’s tender and filthy at once, and from the guttural noise that the Beast lets out, deep and strangled, it’s working. 

The Beast stiffens under me, his cock still buried deep, twitching with the threat of release. I feel it swell, throb. 

But he grits his teeth and holds on. 

"Fuck off," he snarls through clenched teeth, then shoves me off with a growl, rolling me onto the sheets beside him like he’s punishing both of us. I sprawl out, gasping, blinking up at the ceiling like I just got dumped by a god. 

The Jester just laughs. "Touchy." 

"Stop playing around. We only have an hour," the Gentleman says, finally rising from his chair like he’s been waiting for just the right moment. He doesn’t rush. He peels off his suit jacket with maddening precision, folds it like it’s sacred, and drapes it over the back of the chair. 

Then he undoes his cuffs, slow and deliberate, rolling each sleeve up over thick forearms. 

My breath stutters. I don’t look away. Neither does he. 

"Right, only an hour. Better not waste it," the Jester grins, grabbing the hem of his shirt and yanking it off in one smooth motion. His torso is lean and cut, muscles flexing just enough to make my mouth water. My eyes follow the line of his chest down, landing on the soft trail of hair leading into his waistband. 

He catches me looking and smirks. "Eyes up, sweetheart. You’ll get your mouth on it soon enough." 

He doesn’t give me much time to stare. Just grabs my hips, rolls me onto my back like it’s the easiest thing in the world, and spreads me wide open like a gift he’s been waiting to unwrap. He takes a second to look, really look, his gaze all dark hunger and dirty admiration, like my pussy is something holy and filthy at the same time. Then his mouth is on me. 

Hot. Greedy. Unapologetic. 

His tongue starts slow, wide, deliberate licks that drag from clit to cunt and back again. The kind that pull moans out of me without warning. That make me arch right off the bed. He groans into me, and fuck, it vibrates through my whole body. He’s sucking, licking, fucking me with his mouth like it’s a challenge, like he’s trying to make me lose it in front of everyone watching. 

And it’s working. Every second he stays down there, I get closer. Closer to falling apart. Closer to giving him exactly what he wants. 

And he knows it. But every time I climb, every single time I’m on the edge of falling, he stops. 

Pulls back. 

Waits. 

And then he does it again, slow, wet, deliberate. I don't even know which is worse at this point, Jester’s mouth or the Beast’s cock. Both feel so good. Both leave me gasping, twitching. 

I whimper. Buck. Grind into his mouth shamelessly. "Please," I pant. "Please—" 

Before I can finish, the Beast grabs a fistful of my hair and drags me toward him. He shoves his cock against my mouth, thick and hard and still glistening from me. 

"You’re not just gonna lie there and moan. Be a good little hole and make yourself useful." 

My mouth opens on instinct, lips wrapping around the Beast’s cock as he presses past them, thick and demanding, slick from everything they’ve done to me. He tastes like sweat and sex and control. I take him deep, tongue flattened, jaw relaxed, choking just a little as his piercing hits the back of my throat. 

And while I’m stuffed full of him, the Jester doesn’t let up. He sinks two fingers into me, slick and unrelenting, curling just right as his tongue circles my clit with a rhythm so precise it borders on cruel. He knows what he’s doing. Knows how to work me into a mess. Every thrust of his fingers sends shocks through my core, while his tongue works tighter, faster, until I’m gasping around the Beast’s cock, eyes rolling back in my head. 

The Beast fists my hair, slow and tight, and pulls me off his cock like he's dragging me back from the edge of something dangerous. My lips slide wet and swollen off the head, spit stringing between us as I gasp for air, chest heaving, throat raw. He watches me catch my breath like it’s a performance, like the struggle is half the turn-on. 

"Please," I gasp, barely holding it together. 

"Please what, sweetheart?" the Jester asks, voice smooth and teasing, like he already knows. 

"Please make me cum. Please—fuck—I need it." 

He hums low, leaning in so close I can feel the smile in his voice. "God, see? That’s all I ever want. A little begging." 

And then he gives it to me. Just like that. 

His mouth clamps down on my clit, fingers thrusting deep and perfect, hitting that spot that makes my whole body seize. I fall apart loud and feral, thighs clamping around his head like I’m trying to trap him there. It hits hard, raw, brutal. 

Before I can even catch a breath, he grabs my legs and folds me in half, pushing my knees up until they’re nearly brushing my ears. The angle is brutal, filthy, perfect. He holds me like that, open, shaking, completely at his mercy, then lines up his cock and sinks in slow. 

Thick. Heavy. Stretching me all over again. 

My cunt’s still twitching from the orgasm, sensitive and slick, and I feel every fucking inch as he pushes deeper. My back arches off the bed. A cry claws its way out of my throat. I’m full, so full, and he hasn’t even started moving yet. 

"Shit, she does feel good," he growls. "Like she was made for this, just to be split open on my cock." 

He starts thrusting into me like he’s digging for something buried deep inside, some piece of me only his cock can reach. Not fast. Not wild. Just deliberate and brutal in that way that makes my toes curl and my eyes roll. Every thrust is a question. Every answer is a moan I can’t control. He’s hitting that spot like he’s trying to rewire what pleasure feels like inside me. 

His grip on my thighs is bruising, grounding, everything. I want to feel those marks on Monday. Hell, I want to sit at my desk and squirm and remember exactly how I got them. I want to leak all day and pretend I’m not soaked because I let three masked men break me into pieces. 

My eyes meet with the Beast, still beside me, cock in hand, stroking slow like he’s got all the time in the world. Watching the way I take it, the way I shudder around every inch. “Go on,” he growls, low and dark. “Cum for him. Let us see what you look like when you break.” 

And fuck, I do. I let go. I shatter. I let them see every twitch, every gasp, every raw little sound that falls out of me. I arch because I’m told to. I moan because I’m expected to. My body moves on instinct, no thoughts left, just need and obedience, every nerve begging for more. 

The Jester groans, hips grinding in slow, tight circles, slick heat between us thick as fog. He doesn’t let go. Doesn’t break. I feel him trembling above me, his control hanging by a thread, the low growl in his chest vibrating down into mine. Then he pulls out with a curse, dragging his cock free with a wet sound that leaves me gasping. 

I collapse back against the sheets, dripping, aching, but already hungry again. 

"Look at you," the Jester leans in, brushing his fingers along my waist, his voice all gravel and praise. "Taking cock like it’s your whole damn purpose." 

"You’ve done so well, little bird," the Gentleman says. My eyes lock on him as he steps closer, pants undone, cock thick in his fist. He’s stroking slow, lazy, like he’s got all night even though we all know he doesn’t. That smile on his face? Fuck. It’s devastating. Not just lust, ownership. Approval. Promise. It says I’ve pleased him. 

My body clenches the second he speaks, tight, hot, a full-body reaction to the weight of his praise. And then I see it. The flogger in his other hand, hanging loose and easy, like he’s been waiting to use it. My cunt throbs, sharp and aching, because I already want to know what it feels like on my skin. 

"You want this, little bird?" he asks, not needing the answer. "You think you're ready for the next part." 

The room stills. The heat between my thighs hasn’t gone anywhere. 

"Flip her," the Gentleman says, calm and commanding. 

The Jester and the Beast move in without hesitation, hands rough and certain as they flip me over, face down, ass high, knees spread wide on the bed. My cheek hits the sheets, and I suck in a breath, wrists still bound tight behind me. I squirm, not to get away, but because I can’t see. That’s the part that gets me. Not knowing. Not seeing. Just waiting, for whatever’s about to happen next. 

I hear his footsteps, slow and deliberate. The Gentleman’s presence rolls over me before he even touches me, thick with tension. Then I feel it. Leather dragging lightly across my back, feather-soft, a warning dressed up like a tease. My breath catches, sharp and shallow. 

The first strike lands. A whisper. Barely a sting. Just a taste. Then another. Sharper. It kisses heat into my skin. Then another. This one cracks, a sharp snap that makes me jolt, a startled whimper tumbling from my lips. 

He takes his time. Letting the rhythm build. Letting it speak. 

Each strike is a sentence. Each pause, a question. 

And me? I’m answering the only way I know how, spine arching, ass lifted higher, mouth open and spilling out every broken little moan they drag from me. I can’t hide it. Don’t want to. I want them to see what they’re doing to me, feel it in the way I beg without saying a word. 

"That’s it," the Gentleman murmurs. "Let them see every sound you make. Let them wonder what you taste like when you cry." 

The flogger keeps landing, slow and rhythmic, like he’s building a song out of pain and want. I feel each stripe blooming across my skin, heat sinking deep. It’s not just the sting, it’s the way it echoes, the way it lingers. I breathe through it until I can’t. Until the moans turn sharp and wet, and my eyes burn. 

My breath stutters, throat thick and tight. The tears come hot and messy, trailing down my cheeks before I even realize they’ve started. I think about saying it, about letting the word slip from my lips, soft and shaking. Halcyon. My out. My escape. But I don’t. Because deep down, I know the truth, I don’t want quiet. I don’t want soft. I want this. The storm. 

He leans down, voice like velvet dragging across my spine. "This is what you’ve needed, isn’t it? To be used. To surrender." 

He runs a hand over the spots he just lit up, palm slow and warm as it traces each stinging mark. It’s not an apology, it’s a reward. A soft touch after the sharp bite. The way he drags his fingers across my skin sends a whole different kind of shiver through me, one that settles low and deep. The ache starts to blur into something sweeter, something earned. 

From behind, the Beast lets out a growl. "Damn," he mutters. "She looks pretty like this. All marked up and shaking." 

The Jester chuckles and taps a finger against the glass. "She’s gonna have the entire audience jerking off if she keeps moaning like that. We should sell tickets next time." 

"Little bird," the Gentleman says, voice low and laced with promise, "Let’s get you ready for all three of us." 

My breath catches again. I don’t need to see his face to know he’s smiling. I feel hands on my hips. Fingers brushing between my thighs. A mouth at my neck. They’re surrounding me now, moving in like a tide I can’t fight. And I don’t want to. 


Chapter Five: The Limit




The bed shifts beneath me as the Gentleman climbs up, moving with that quiet control that makes my pulse jump. The Beast settles in near my head, his heavy presence impossible to ignore. The Jester stays close, his gaze hot enough to burn. 

Then I hear it, the slick snap of a bottle, that unmistakable sound that makes everything inside me tighten. And then the lube hits my skin, cold and smooth, sliding over my ass like a whisper. I flinch. Clench. My breath catches hard in my throat. 

But he doesn’t rush. Doesn’t press. Just lets me feel it. 

The Gentleman rests his hand between my shoulders, solid, warm, steady. It’s not forceful. It’s a claim. A promise. A silent command to stay where I am. 

And I do. It’s not just the pressure of his palm. It’s the promise in it. The unspoken command to stay right where I am. To take it. To trust him. 

Then the handle of the flogger, smooth and heavy, presses between my cheeks, circling the tight ring of muscle in lazy, maddening strokes. I feel my pulse pound under my skin. 

“Relax,” he says, voice low and patient, like we have all the time in the world. 

And I do. 

The handle presses in slowly. Not too much. Just the tip at first. Then a little deeper. He rocks it in and out, coaxing me open until the burn gives way to a bloom of heat. I moan into the mattress, hips twitching as my body starts to take it. He keeps going, measured, careful, deliberate, until I’m gasping with every push, greedy for more, sweat slick on my skin. 

Behind me, the Jester lets out a groan. “Fuck. Can I put her hands to use? This is hot as hell.” 

The Gentleman chuckles, never breaking rhythm. “Go ahead. She’s still got more to give.” 

The Jester moves in beside me, fingers quick and sure as he undoes the knots. My arms drop, limp and shaking, but I don’t get a second to recover. The Beast grabs a fistful of my hair, rough and certain, yanking my head up just enough to meet the weight of his cock pressing against my lips. No hesitation. No gentleness. Just the command in his grip and the heat of him ready to use me. 

“Suck,” he growls. 

And I do. 

My lips stretch around him, jaw already sore from how thick he is, tongue pressed flat as I try to breathe through it. The Jester grabs my hand and wraps it around his cock, his skin hot and throbbing in my palm. 

“Stroke it, sweetheart. Nice and slow.” 

I try. I really do. But every muscle in me is already shaking. My other arm barely holds me up. My body’s a live-wire of sensation, and the flogger handle is still moving in and out of my ass, stretching me deeper, making my spine arch. 

And then it vibrates. 

It hits me like a jolt, high and sharp, a wicked little buzz that shoots up my spine and rips the breath right out of my lungs. I squeal around Beast’s cock, eyes flying wide, drool slipping past my lips as my whole body jerks like it’s been lit up from the inside. 

The Gentleman laughs, dark and delighted. “That’s why it’s my favorite toy.” 

His hand comes around, sliding slick fingers between my legs until they land on my clit. He rubs slow, steady, knowing exactly how to drag me closer with every pass. 

“Let’s see how long you can stroke and suck and moan before you fall apart.” 

The Jester thrusts into my palm, groaning. “Don’t stop now, baby. You’re doing fucking perfect.” 

The Beast is relentless in my mouth, hips grinding, growls rumbling in his chest. I choke, recover, choke again, and I still don’t stop. The vibration. The fullness. The pressure. The heat. I can’t tell which sensation tips me over first. 

And then I shatter. 

I come with a scream I can’t hold in, throat stretched around Beast’s cock, the sound muffled and raw. My whole body locks up, orgasm ripping through me like lightning. I’m shaking, moaning, falling apart all over again, and I don’t even care. 

The bed dips as the Gentleman moves behind me, calm and steady like he’s been waiting for just this moment. He slides the handle out slow, still buzzing, and it drags aftershocks through me that make my legs tremble. Then it’s gone, discarded with a soft thud somewhere beside us. 

I hear the faint stretch of latex. His hand brushes the curve of my ass. 

“You’ve taken my toy,” he murmurs, voice rough. “Now lets see if you can take me.” 

He pushes into my ass with one long, steady stroke, inch by inch like he’s carving space that only he gets to fill. My whole body screams from the stretch, nerves on fire, but it’s not fear, it’s fire. The head of his cock breaches me, thick and burning, and for a second all I can do is gasp and hang there, trembling. It hurts. 

"Breathe," the Gentleman says, voice low and steady. 

And I do. Because right now, I trust him. I don’t have to think. Don’t have to guess. I just have to listen and let go. Let him take the reins while I fall deeper into the bliss of doing exactly what I’m told. 

He keeps pushing in, slow. I take another breath, shaking, my focus narrowing to the Beast’s cock in my mouth, thick and relentless. I try to stay there, stay grounded, stay good. 

Then the Gentleman bottoms out, hips flush with mine, cock buried so deep it knocks the air right out of me. The pain doesn’t vanish, it shifts. Melts. Turns into this heavy, grounding fullness that makes my whole body hum. 

The Beast never lets up. His grip stays locked in my hair, guiding my mouth over his cock with relentless, steady thrusts. Each one hits the back of my throat and drags a sound from deep inside him. He’s groaning through clenched teeth, hips rolling with restraint I know is costing him. But he keeps the pace slow enough that I can breathe, can take him without breaking. 

The Jester watches from the side, lazy strokes over his cock, eyes locked on the wreckage they’ve made of me like it’s art he’s proud of. 

“Look at her,” he murmurs. “Fucking ruined. Just the way we like it.” 

He then picks up the flogger again, that wicked little handle still buzzing, and drags it down my body, slow, deliberate, like he’s savoring every inch. When it hits my clit, already throbbing, already too much, I jerk like I’ve been shocked. 

“Stay still,” the Gentleman says, voice like a leash wrapped tight around my throat. He fucks my ass in slow, controlled thrusts, every inch deliberate, measured. His other hand curls around my waist, grounding me, holding me steady. 

“Fuck, that’s it,” the Jester says, still fisting his cock, eyes never leaving me. “Look at her twitch.” 

The vibration kicks harder, pounding through me in waves that sync with every thrust, every groan, every filthy sound echoing off my skin. They’re everywhere, filling me, fucking me, wrecking me from every angle. I break again, loud and messy, my body convulsing like it's short-circuiting, my scream lost around Beast’s cock. I’m shaking, clenching, unraveling all over them. It’s too much. It’s everything. And I don't want it to stop. 

After a while, the Gentleman pulls out, breath ragged, a wicked grin curling on his lips. “Time’s almost up, little bird,” he pants. “Let’s see if you can take all of us now.” 

The Gentleman grabs me under the arms and lifts me like I weigh nothing, moving me into place. The Beast lies back, already grinning, already waiting. He grabs my hips and pulls me down onto him, guiding me right where he wants me. His cock slides in with zero resistance, soaked, hot, needy, and I swear I feel every inch. That piercing? It drags along my insides like a curse and a blessing all at once, lighting up every nerve it touches. I moan, helpless and already on fire. 

The Gentleman moves in behind me, hands firm on my hips, his cock pressing against my ass, hot and thick. He doesn’t rush. He just pushes in slow, inch by inch, stretching me all over again until I’m gasping into the Beast’s chest, my nails digging into his skin. My whole body tightens, stuffed and shaking, and I swear I can feel every pulse of him as he sinks in deep, claiming his spot like it was made for him. 

I scream, stuffed beyond belief. Full. Overwhelmed. Held open. 

From the side, the Jester whistles low. “Now would be a really good time to use your safe word, baby girl.” 

And for a second, I almost do. 

My mouth falls open, breath snagging somewhere between a moan and a sob. I want to say it. I want to scream it. But all I can do is hold onto the edge, eyes glassy, lips trembling. I swallow the sound clawing up my throat and whisper, raw and shaky, "Please... don’t stop." 

I take them both, breath ragged, brain fucking static. Every time the Beast slams up into me, it shoves me straight into the Gentleman’s hips, and when he drives forward, I’m dragged right back down onto the Beast again. It’s a rhythm of wreckage. I don’t know who’s inside me where, I just know I’m full. 

The Jester slides onto the bed beside me. His fingers hook under my chin, lifting my face until our eyes lock, mischief in his grin, hunger in his stare. 

“Still got room for me?” 

I nod, barely, and open my mouth. 

He slides in slow, savoring every second, like he’s claiming the last part of me that hasn’t already given in. His cock presses past my lips, hot and pulsing, stretching my mouth wide as my jaw aches to take more. The taste of him floods my tongue, and I moan around it, my whole body tightening like I need this just as bad as they do. 

All three of them. At once. My body isn’t mine anymore, it’s theirs. A playground, a pulsing rhythm of sweat and skin and sound. A vessel stretched to the brink, shaking with every thrust, every grip, every filthy word whispered between clenched teeth. I’m nothing but raw nerve endings and slick need, stuffed and trembling, aching for more. Mouth, ass, cunt, they fill me, own me, and I take it. All of it. Because right now, this is who I am: open, obedient, and utterly, devastatingly theirs. 

The Gentleman’s voice is velvet against my ear. “You’re going to remember this. Every time you close your eyes, you’re going to feel how full you were. How good it felt to submit.” 

The Jester chuckles between thrusts. “Look at her. Taking it like a born little whore. Gorgeous.” 

The Beast is quiet, focused, his hands gripping my waist like he needs to hold onto something real. 

The pressure builds like a wave about to crash. My thighs are trembling, my throat’s tight, and every breath feels like it could snap me in half. I’m clinging to the edge, everything inside me pulled taut. And then I fucking break, bursting apart, body locking up as the orgasm tears through me so hard I forget how to breathe. 

The Gentleman follows, groaning low as he cums, hips pressed flush to mine, cock wrapped tight in latex. He shudders, breath hot against my shoulder, then pulls out with a hiss and a soft exhale. His lips brush my skin gentle, almost reverent. 

"Almost out of time, little bird," he whispers, voice thick with satisfaction. 

The Beast flips me onto my back and pins my arms to my side. I barely get a breath before he slams into me, deep, hard, brutal. No rhythm. No teasing. Just this raw, unfiltered need that rips a cry from my throat. He fucks like an animal in heat, wild, relentless, driven by instinct and lust. And fuck, I let him. I want it just as feral. 

My head tips over the edge of the bed, mouth already parted when the Jester moves in. He grabs my face like he owns it, thumb pressed tight under my chin, and drives his cock into my mouth with no warning. Deep. Rough. Fast. Each stroke hits the back of my throat, dragging out gagged little noises I can't control. My lips stretch, my eyes water, and still, he keeps going. Fucking my throat like it's the only thing that matters. 

I gag, moan, gasp, but I don’t stop. My body vibrates with every thrust, every groan, every filthy sound echoing off the walls. They fuck me like they’re carving their names into my skin, like they’re not going to stop until every inch of me is marked. Jester shudders deep in my throat, pinning my head down to the mattress as he cums hard, cock pulsing on my tongue. I swallow, messy and eager, lips raw and stretched. The Beast’s cock twitches inside me, and then he pulls out with a groan, jerking himself over me until I feel his release splash hot across my stomach. 

Tears on my cheeks. Legs shaking. Mouth swollen. 

I’m gone. Absolutely wrung out, every nerve humming, every hole stretched and aching. Used up in the best possible way. Fucked raw, broken open, and put back together by their hands. And I loved every goddamn second of it. 


Chapter Six: The Invitation




I lay there just trying to catch my breath, chest rising slowly, heat clinging to every inch of me like a second skin. My lungs burn, my limbs tremble like I ran a marathon through fire and begged for every step. I’m marked in red, stretched wide, used up in the most beautiful ways, and still, it’s the quiet after that wrecks me most. That deep, rolling ache. That throb of satisfaction. That low hum under my skin that says I’ve been undone and rebuilt. And fuck, I’ve never felt more alive. 

There’s no rush. No more commands. Just the sound of breathing, heavy and slow, like even the walls are catching their breath. 

The door opens quietly. 

A staff member steps in, quiet as a sigh, moving like she’s been trained not to stir a single ripple. She never looks me in the eye, but there’s something soft in her presence, like she knows exactly what’s just happened and respects it. She sets down a folded robe, a fresh towel, and two bottles of cold water, no words, no judgment, at the edge of the bed. Just care. She then disappears like she was never there at all. 

For a second, the room breathes with me. Still. Heavy. Intimate. 

And I remember. Fuck. We’re still in the club. Still being watched. The Viewing Room isn’t private, not really. But I’d completely forgotten. Forgot there was a world outside this bed, outside these men, outside this ache I don’t want to let go of yet. 

The Jester is the first to break the silence. He shifts in close, hands warm as he starts rubbing at my wrists where the ropes left faint marks. He’s grinning like the cat who got into every drop of cream. "Well, fuck. You survived." 

“Barely,” I rasp, swallowing a half-laugh. “You’re all fucking insane.” 

“You’re welcome,” he shoots back with a wink, eyes dancing behind that cracked mask. 

The Beast stands and stretches, his movements a slow ripple of muscle and power. He rolls his shoulders, cracking his neck with a grunt as he gathers cloths. “You did good.” His voice is softer now. Not quite gentle, but something close. He pauses, then adds, “Didn’t think you’d last. But damn... you did good.” 

He says it like it costs him a little to admit it. Like it is a compliment he doesn’t quite want to give but can’t deny. 

The Gentleman kneels beside me. He doesn’t rush. Doesn’t say anything right away. Just helps guide me upright, his hands steady, reverent. He lifts the robe and slips it around my shoulders, drawing it closed with the kind of care that makes my throat tighten. 

“You were extraordinary,” he murmurs. “Truly. Some scream. Some sob. You... you bloomed.” 

His words settle in my chest like a promise. Like praise meant just for me. 

I look at them, these masked men, glistening with sweat, their breaths slowing, their cocks softening but their presence still sharp. It should’ve just been lust. A scene. A game. 

But it feels like more. 

“Are you busy the rest of the night?” I ask, voice low and just a little rough. “Because I have a suite next door. Jacuzzi. King-size bed. Champagne in the fridge.” 

The Jester’s eyes flare with mischief. He props himself up on one elbow. “Now that sounds like a recovery plan I can get behind. Can I drink it out of your navel?” 

I raise an eyebrow. “Only if you behave.” 

He grins. “No promises.” 

The Gentleman straightens, tilting his head like he’s measuring the weight of the invitation. “And the masks?” he asks, calm but pointed. 

The Beast hesitates, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his features as he pulls on his pants. “That’s not what we agreed on,” he mutters, not quite looking at me. 

The Gentleman gives a slow nod, considering. “He’s right. This wasn’t part of the original arrangement.” 

I prop myself up on one elbow, lips curling. “Come on. It's not that different. Same girl, same night, just a softer bed and better lighting.” 

The Jester whistles low. “She’s got a point. We keep the masks on, no real difference. And when’s the last time we got to fuck in a jacuzzi?” 

The Beast looks between us, jaw ticking. His eyes drag over me, slow and heated, like he’s trying to decide if he’s had enough. And then I see it, his lips twitch like he might smirk, and he mutters, “Fine. Masks stay.” 

The Gentleman’s smile is small but sharp. “Agreed. Same rules.” 

The Jester grabs the water bottle, tosses it to me, then winks. “You sure you’re not gonna pass out on us before round two?” 

I unscrew the cap, take a long drink, and meet his gaze without flinching. “You think I invite men back to my hotel if I’m not planning to ruin them?” 

The Beast lets out a soft laugh, more breath than sound, but it’s the closest thing to warmth I’ve heard from him all night. 

The Gentleman and the Jester pull their clothes back on, slow and casual, like this is just another night out. Then the Gentleman turns to me and offers his arm, elegant, poised, like he’s walking me out of a ballroom instead of a room we just tore apart with our bodies. Like I’m not still dripping and aching and wrecked from what they did to me. 

And I take it. Let them walk me out like I’m still worth showing off even after they’ve wrecked me. We leave the club, step back into the quiet darkness of the night, and make our way to the hotel next door. 

And fuck, I feel good. Not just satisfied. Complete. Like I stumbled into something I didn’t even know I was missing. Like I’d found a part of myself I’d locked away, deep and hungry. 

And the best part? I still don’t know who the hell they really are. No names. No history. Just masks and moans and a night that made everything make sense. 


Chapter Seven: The Overflow




The suite hits like a wet dream, modern, sleek, all warm shadows and soft carpet under aching feet. Light glows low and golden, kissing everything in this lazy, amber haze that makes skin look even more fuckable. It smells expensive. Clean linens and citrus. The door clicks shut behind us. 

Shoes come off. Masks adjust. Bodies stretch. That heavy heat from the club doesn’t leave, it just deepens. It thickens in the air as the Jester beelines for the jacuzzi like a fucking cartoon fox, already whistling. “Now this is what I am talking about,” he grins, “You really know how to host.” 

He flips on the water and starts filling the tub. Steam rolls up. 

The Gentleman steps in behind me, all heat and calm control, slipping my jacket off like it’s part of some ritual. Then his fingers ghost over the tie of my robe, not yanking, not rushing, just tugging it loose like he’s savoring the moment. His hands skim every bruise, every welt, slow and deliberate, like he’s reading a story only he knows how to tell. 

“You’ve got excellent taste in trouble,” he says, voice low and satisfied, eyes dragging over me like he’s memorizing every inch. “We’ve had others… but none of them? None of them did it for all three of us. Until you.” 

The praise hits like warm hands on my skin, and I let it sink in, all soft and smug. He doesn’t linger, though just peels away with that same calm swagger, like wrecking me was just another line item on his to-do list. He strolls to the mini-fridge. Pops the champagne like a man who’s earned it, pours with steady hands. 

The steam from the tub starts rising like a slow exhale into the room, heat curling into every corner. Jester flips the switch for the jets and grins over his shoulder as they bubble to life. Then he peels off his clothes and slips in like he owns the damn place. 

“Come on, babe,” he calls, voice smug and lazy. “Water’s perfect. Don’t make me enjoy it all by myself.” 

The Beast is quiet, hulking, all heat and silent weight. He peels off his shirt, then his pants, slow and easy like he’s got nowhere else to be. His muscles roll under ink like a tide, all power and tension. No words, just steps into the tub like it was made for him. Like it knows his name. 

I follow right after, hips aching, cunt still pulsing, body sore in that deep, dizzy way that makes every step feel like a memory. There’s barely enough room with the two of them already in, but I climb in anyway, press right up against the Beast’s chest like I belong there. He doesn’t say a word, doesn’t shift. Just lets me lean back into him. Lets me have that softness, even if only for a minute. 

The jets roll over my skin like they know exactly what I’ve been through. Every ache gets kissed by the heat, tension slipping out of my shoulders, down my spine, and into the water like it’s pulling the night out of me. 

The Gentleman passes out drinks like he’s hosting a damn pool party. I take mine, lean back, and let the bubbles do their thing. 

“This tub’s too damn small,” Jester laughs, looking entirely too pleased with himself as his knees knock against mine. 

The Gentleman is stretched out on the bed, drink in hand, watching like a man with a front row seat to his favorite sin. “It’s fine,” he says, lazy and smooth. “I like the view. Just make sure the fucking actually happens in the tub. I’m invested now.” 

I feel the Beast hardening behind me, thick cock pressing against my ass as his hands slide up, rough and sure, cupping my breast like he owns it. He’s ready, hell, I can feel him getting harder by the second, heat rolling off him like a warning. 

Jester finishes his drink with a flourish, then swings one leg over the side of the tub and grins. "Come on, babe. Don’t leave me hanging." 

He doesn't wait long. I lean in, hands braced on his thighs, lips parting around his cock. I take him slow, tongue teasing, dragging out the first long moan he gives me. One of his hands slides into my hair, not pushing, just holding. 

Behind me, Beast shifts. No warning. Just grabs my hips, lifts me up, and thrusts in deep, all at once. The water splashes, friction biting in the best way. I choke on Jester’s cock and moan all at once, pinned between them like it’s where I was always meant to be. 

The Jester pets my cheek. “Look at her, multitasking like a pro.” 

The Gentleman watches from the bed, slow stroke in hand, quiet but eating up every second like it’s his favorite show. They’ve got me pinned between them, moving in sync, rough and deep, my body nothing but wet heat and need. The steam, the water, the weight of them, it all blurs together. My head’s swimming, high on it, drunk off the way they fuck me like I’m the only thing that matters. 

But the heat creeps up and wraps around me, heavy and dizzying. My limbs start floating, like I’ve lost gravity, vision tunneling fast. I open my mouth to say something, just a second, just a breath, but nothing comes out. My body tips, weight giving out. I go limp against Jester’s lap, and the Beast is right there, catching me before I can slip under. 

“Hold on,” the Gentleman snaps, already moving. 

Everything stops. The Gentleman scoops me up like I weigh nothing, carries me straight to the bed. He grabs a bottle of water, presses it to my lips, and I drink without thinking, still dazed and floating. His arm stays wrapped around me, pulling me into his chest, his other hand stroking down my back slow, steady, grounding. 

The Beast crouches beside the bed, his big hand brushing mine like he’s not sure if he should touch. “You alright?” he asks, voice low and rough, like maybe he blames himself. 

Jester comes back in with a handful of ice cubes and a little smirk. Gently pressing the chill to my neck. “I really was joking when I said you were going to pass out.” 

“I’m good,” I say, voice still a little raspy. “Just got too hot. I’m okay now.” 

The Gentleman takes one of the cubes from Jester, his fingers trailing along my skin like he already knows where I need it most. “You sure you’re good to keep going?” 

He rolls the ice over my nipple, slow, watching every twitch. 

“Fuck yes,” I whisper, breath catching. “More.” 

He drags the cube lower, teasing slow across my belly, then down between my thighs. When it hits my clit, I gasp. Then he slides it lower, lets it melt just a little before pushing it inside my cunt. I shiver so hard I nearly arch off the bed. 

"Cold?" he murmurs, lips close to my ear. "Good." 

Then his fingers follow, curling deep, stroking me slow while the cold lingers inside. "You’ve been fucking amazing tonight. Why don’t we give you a little something back?" 

The Jester drops his mouth to my chest, tongue tracing lazy circles around my nipples, lips dragging in a way that makes my whole chest tighten. He’s not rushing. Just soaking up the way I squirm for him, slow and filthy. 

The Gentleman’s hands still between my thighs, fingers deep one second, then circling my clit the next, smooth and maddening. He moves like he knows my body better than I do, hitting every nerve just right, like he mapped it out earlier and memorized the whole thing. 




They’ve got me caught between heat and rhythm, building me up so slow it feels like I’m coming apart molecule by molecule. I’m gasping, back arching, hips chasing every stroke like I can’t get enough. My hands are fisting the sheets, the moans falling out of me thick and helpless. 

And then it hits, hot and wild and all-consuming. My orgasm crashes over me, full body, soaking the Gentleman’s hand as my thighs clamp down and I tremble between them. 

The Beast hasn't said a word. Just watches, jaw tight, eyes sharp like he’s still starving. Then he shifts, lays back on the bed, cock thick and hard, voice like gravel. “Ride me. However you want.” 

I crawl over him, straddling his hips, and sink down onto his cock with a moan I don’t bother to hold back. My thighs tremble from the stretch, cunt already fluttering as I grind down slow, letting him fill me inch by inch. The ache flares up, heat blooming low in my belly like I’ve been waiting for this exact moment to come back to life. 

I ride him with purpose, hips grinding in slow, filthy circles like I’ve got something to prove. I want him to come. I want to pull it out of him with every roll of my hips, every moan spilling from my lips. I rock over him, feeling that thick cock stretch me just right, deep and hot and so fucking good. I let the sound out, low and rough, vibrating through my chest. 

I lean in, hands on his chest, nails digging into skin and leaving little half-moons like a mark. His fingers grip my thighs tight, hips jerking up into me like he’s fighting every instinct to flip me over and take control. He’s holding back. For me. And it’s driving us both wild. 

He grunts, head thrown back, eyes glazed. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me lose it.” 

I ride harder. Dirtier. Sloppier. Just to hear that sound again. Just to watch him fall apart under me. 

“Can I come inside?” he asks. 

I don’t say a thing. Just sit up slow, give him that filthy grin I know drives him crazy, and reach back to cup his balls. I rub him soft, gentle, dragging out every ounce of tension he’s been holding onto. His whole body goes tight, breath hitching like he’s trying not to lose it, but it’s too late. He lets out this deep, guttural groan that punches through me like a tremor. I feel him pulse inside me, thick and hot, that kind of messy finish that makes my cunt clench and my thighs twitch like I’m gonna come again just from that alone. And I ride it out, grinding slow, milking him for every drop until there’s nothing left but sweat and shudders. 

The Jester slides in behind me like he’s been counting the seconds, cock already throbbing with need. He presses down on my back, flattening me against the Beast’s chest. The heat between us is suffocating, filthy, perfect. 

He lines himself up, cock sliding through the mess they’ve already made of me, and thrusts in deep. I scream, because it’s too much, because it’s everything. I’m stretched to the brink, stuffed full, cunt fluttering around both of them as I shake. 

Beast lets out this low, primal growl under me, rough and barely there, but it rolls through my whole body. His hands lock around my thighs, tight and possessive, and I can feel it, his cock thickening again inside me, stretching me all over like he's ready to go another round. My breath comes out broken, shaky, every nerve on fire, already bracing for more. 

"Fuck," he moans. 

“Look at her,” Jester groans, his mouth right at my ear. “Taking both of us like she was made for it.” 

Hell yes, I am. My body’s wrecked, stretched past the edge, full and shaking, and still it’s not enough. Jester groans behind me, hands digging into my hips, fucking me like he’s trying to leave a mark on my soul. Every thrust grinds him against the Beast still inside me, pressure so intense it’s sending sparks through my spine. My pussy clenches hard, greedy, not letting go of either of them, not ready for this to end. I’m a mess of gasps and moans, voice shot, body boneless and burning, and he just keeps driving in deeper, harder. 

“Fucking miracle,” he groans against my ear, voice rough and frayed, and then he loses it, cumming hard, deep, like he’s been holding it back for hours. I feel it spill inside me, hot and thick, and he stays there for a breath, like he can’t quite let go. Then he pulls out slow, letting me go like it hurts to stop. 

I flop to my back, sliding off the Beast with a whimper, wrecked and leaking with both their cum, skin still buzzing like I’ve been plugged into something electric. Then the Gentleman climbs over me, bare now, slow and deliberate. His body’s all lean muscle, a trail of dark hair down his stomach, cock thick and hard again, and that look in his eyes, like he’s still starving, like I’m dessert and he’s just getting started. 

“You want me to fuck you nicely?” he asks, voice like smoke and sin. 

I grin, breathless, messy. “I don’t do nice.” 

His smile twists darker. “Good.” 

Then he grabs my thighs, spreads me open like a promise, and drives into me with one brutal, no-warning thrust that knocks the air straight out of my lungs. There’s no easing in, no gentle coaxing, just raw, unfiltered need slamming into mine. His cock fills me to the hilt, thick and unforgiving, and I swear I see stars. 

He fucks me like a man possessed, hips snapping hard, hands gripping my thighs so tight I know I’ll wear his fingerprints come morning. Every stroke is punishing, claiming, like he’s been holding back all night just to break me in this final, perfect way. The bed creaks under us, the air thick with sweat and breathless, filthy sound. 

His hands slide up to my chest, fingers finding my nipples and pinching hard, sharp enough to make me cry out, back arching. It’s not sweet. Not careful. He works me like a man who wears a devil’s face for a reason. No pause. No soft mouth at my throat. Just pain twisted into pleasure until I’m gasping and grinding back like I can’t get enough. 

He keeps going, fucking me with that same relentless drive, eyes burning into mine, chasing his own finish like he’s been holding it off just to wreck me completely. When he cums, it’s raw and deep, hips locked tight, cock pulsing so hard I feel it all the way up my spine. He groans through his teeth, grip bruising, and still doesn’t slow, not until I’m shaking under him, fucked-out and twitching. 

And when he finally pulls out, he leans back on his heels, chest rising and falling, just staring at me, at the wreckage he left behind. My legs spread, lips swollen and slick, cum dripping down my thighs, breath still ragged. He doesn’t say a word. Just watches, eyes dark with satisfaction like this was the exact ending he needed. 

And fuck, it makes me want him all over again. My body’s still twitching, raw with need, even though I’m stretched to my limit. I want more. Another round. More hands. More mouths. More of their cocks and that filthy, perfect control. 

But I’m wrecked, completely. Every inch of me is buzzing, soaked, marked by every stroke they gave me. I can feel the cum leaking out of me, sticky and hot, each shift of my hips a reminder of how full they left me. I’m bruised, ruined, and aching. We’re a mess. And it feels perfect. 

They clean me up slow, like they’re savoring the wreckage. Warm cloths, soft hands, not a single word. Just this quiet care that feels more intimate than anything else tonight. No rush, no pressure, just them touching me like I’m something precious. It sinks into my skin, deeper than sweat, deeper than come. The kind of tenderness that makes everything ache sweeter. 

I’m sprawled across the sheets, every inch of me sore and humming, when the Jester leans over with a shit-eating grin and kisses my shoulder. "So," he says, cocky as ever, "scale of one to ten, how wrecked are you?" 

"Eleven," I breathe, laughing. 

"Thought so." 

The Gentleman sits on the edge of the bed, wiping my thighs clean. “We’re calling it a night,” he says, voice low but final. “You need rest.” 

“I could go again,” I tease, knowing full well I probably can’t. 

He smirks. “We both know that's a lie.” 

And then the Beast does something that surprises me. He doesn’t say a word, just stands there, all quiet and unreadable, then reaches into the hotel drawer and pulls out one of those cheap-ass notepads. Rips a page, scribbles something quick. His handwriting is messy but sure. 

He walks over, folds the paper in half, and presses it into my hand without looking me in the eye. 

“Text when you wanna play again,” he rumbles, voice low like gravel and heat. 

The Jester actually blinks. “Seriously? You gave her your number?” 

The Beast just grunts, low and unbothered, like he knew exactly what he was doing the whole time. 

The Gentleman lifts a brow, like he’s surprised but not enough to argue. He doesn’t say shit, just watches me curl the note into my palm like it’s something dangerous and delicious. Like he knows I’ll use it. 

They help me under the covers—Jester tucking me in with a grin like he’s about to make a smart-ass comment but doesn’t, Beast smoothing my hair like he’s not usually the type to touch soft, and the Gentleman brushing a kiss to the top of my head like he’s sealing me in with something quiet and final. They all linger for a second, like maybe they don’t want to go. But then they do. 

Sleep crashes over me before I can even fight it. Heavy, warm, satisfied. When I wake, the suite is silent. Still. But the air still smells like sweat and sex and them. Like the night never really left. 

And the note? Still there, folded neat on the nightstand where I placed it.  

Text when you’re ready to play again. 

I stretch, slow and lazy, muscles sore and dripping with memory. My thighs ache in the best way—used, claimed, adored. I grin into the pillow like a woman who knows exactly what she wants. It wasn’t about names or faces or who they were under the masks. It was the feeling. The letting go. The surrender. 

Just release. Ruin. Ritual.

Exactly what I fucking needed. 


From the Author
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See you soon! 
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Teaser from your next Temptation: Hands that Bind

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. 

Continue reading here...
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