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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. 




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




Content information: Voyeurism, exhibitionism, dominance and submission, impact play, and emotional aftercare. 


Yours to Break





Chapter One: Boxes and Bullshit




Sunlight slashed across the apartment, making every imperfection stand out in sharp, unapologetic detail. It reeked of lemon cleaner and cheap soap—sharp, artificial, desperate and failing at covering up the cigarettes' smell. Water stains ringed the ceiling like bruises hopefully old and not signs that it leaked every time. The carpet in the bedroom was marked by something dark and stubborn. I tried to be hopeful that my attempts to scrub it out would be more fruitful than the past tenant.

It wasn’t charming. It wasn’t warm. The place was battered, peeling, worn to the bone—but there wasn't a single trace of my fucking ex. No smell of his cologne in the hallway, no echo of his voice biting into the back of my neck. Just four walls and freedom. And that? That was fucking beautiful.

"So... this is it?" Paul asked, stepping over a box labeled "Kitchen, probably" with that older-brother eyebrow raised to full tilt.

I wiped a streak of sweat off my temple. "Yep. Paradise sweet smells-like-cigarettes-and-questionable-decisions Paradise."

He gave a grunt. "Paradise has peeling wallpaper now?"

"Paradise is subjective," I shot back, setting the box down next to a burn mark on the counter that looked like someone had tried to sacrifice a toaster. "This one comes with character."

"So did Alcatraz."

We both laughed. The kind of laugh that came after hours of hauling boxes. The kind that came when you were pretending everything was perfectly fine.

We’d just hauled in the last of the boxes—books, a couple mugs with smartass quotes, clothes that actually felt like mine. I hadn’t taken much. Paul had pointed it out more than once.

"Seriously," he said, wiping his face. "You left a three-bedroom house with central air and a walk-in closet for this?"

"I left a man who made me feel like furniture." I pushed a box with my foot. "Big difference."

Paul ran a hand through his hair. "You let him keep the house, though."

"Didn’t want it."

"You paid into it. Put your name on it. You could’ve—"

"I wouldn’t want to live there alone anyway."

I didn’t say it, but the words echoed in my head like a scream behind glass: I already felt alone when I lived there.

He shook his head. "Still think you should’ve taken more. At least the car."

"I wasn’t about to keep the SUV he bought to make himself feel like less of a piece of shit."

Paul smirked. "Hence why you get the joy of my help today."

"You mean doing your brotherly duty?"

He crossed his arms. "You know the cheating bastard’s going to move her in."

"Technically he didn't cheat, he waited until after the divorce papers were signed." I kept telling myself that. But every time I thought of his newer, younger model it pissed me off. He had introduced us, fucking over coffee, like he was looking for my fucking blessing.

"Right. He just happened to fall head over dick in love the week after you left."

"He’s always had great timing."

Another shared look. The kind that said: we both know this is bullshit, but we’re too tired to argue with the past.

Paul’s phone buzzed. He glanced at it, then groaned. "Gotta run. Liam’s game. Coach is already side-eyeing me for being late."

"Tell him to score one for his favorite aunt."

"He’ll ask what kind of payment that gets him."

"Two slices of pizza and a cannonball into the world’s sketchiest apartment pool."

He made a face. "Pretty sure you need a tetanus shot to even look at that water."

"Live a little."

He stepped closer, eyeing the place like he still couldn’t believe I’d chosen it. "You sure you’re good here?"

"I get to play my own music, eat cereal for dinner, and walk around in fuzzy socks with zero judgment. What’s not to love?"

"A working heater, maybe."

"I like layering."

He laughed and pulled me into a hug—tight, real. The kind that says I’ve got you even if I think you’re out of your damn mind.

"You’re really doing it."

"Doing it. Owning it. Crying about it later with dignity and possibly a pint of ice cream."

He pulled back and smirked. "Call me if raccoons start moving in."

"Maybe I can charge them rent."

He waved and slipped out. The door clicked shut behind him with that soft, final thud that made everything too damn real.

The hallway buzzed with its usual tired hum—old wiring, bad lighting, voices muffled behind too-thin walls. But inside?

Inside it was just me.

No footsteps. No ex breathing behind my shoulder. No fake laughs. No more pretending to be okay for anyone but myself.

Just me.

And the silence? It wasn’t lonely. It was still. Heavy in a good way.

I turned slowly, taking it all in like I hadn’t been staring at it all day. Crooked blinds that didn’t quite shut. Peeling paint. That single overhead bulb throwing yellow light like it was trying to warm the place with sheer effort.

It was small. Rough. Kinda sad.

But it was mine.

I crouched next to a box and yanked out my favorite mug—chipped, faded, proudly obnoxious with its cracked lettering that read: My last fuck flew off on a broomstick. Still standing. Same. I hadn’t taken much. Just the shit that felt like me—a stack of dog-eared books, the hoodie that still smelled like bonfires, my cast iron pan, and the pillow that didn’t make my neck scream every morning. Everything else? Fuck it. Let it rot back in that suburban mausoleum.

I set the mug on the counter, dragging my hand across the cheap laminate like it could tether me to something real. Then I opened the fridge. It groaned like I’d just offended it personally. One sad can of sparkling water rolled across the shelf and hit the back wall with a thunk—less hydration, more passive-aggressive commentary on my life choices.

My stomach answered with a growl. Loud. Petty. On brand.

"Great planning," I muttered. "Should’ve made Paul swing by the store."

I checked my phone and hovered over the delivery apps. Thai, pizza, tacos—none of it felt right. Not tonight. And not that I’d admit it to Paul, but I wasn’t quite ready to eat my first sad-girl meal on the floor of my shitty new apartment. The idea of unboxing soggy fries in silence made my chest ache in a way I didn’t want to poke too hard. I needed noise. A crowd. Something stronger than sodium and self-pity.

I pulled up the maps app, looking for something nearby. No food. No groceries. But a bar was a few blocks away. Divey. Probably greasy. Probably exactly what I needed.

They had food, and even better they had drinks.

Not wine-in-a-box. Not cry-into-my-hands, mascara-streaked, sad bitch juice. I’d had more than enough of those nights. I wanted something that burned—something that tasted like new beginnings and middle fingers. A drink that said, cheers to the woman who finally walked away from his sorry ass.

I grabbed my purse and ducked into the bathroom. The mirror was cracked, of course. Like even my reflection was trying to break free. I ran a hand through my hair, smoothed it back, swiped on a bold lip I hadn’t touched in months.

Then I stared.

Tired eyes. But behind them? I felt like they finally held some of the fierceness of the me before the marriage. Maybe divorced woman looked suited me. I locked the door behind me. The air outside was cool, brushing against my arms. No breakdown tonight. Just a real drink. A quiet stool. A little fire in my chest.

I headed down the street, a couple blocks toward the bar, already tasting the burn of something strong and reckless waiting inside.


Chapter Two: Whiskey and Whiplash




The bar definitely lived up to its reviews. Shady as fuck. The floor stuck to my boots, the air reeked of stale beer and fryer grease, and the lighting was doing some heavy lifting to hide the cracks in the walls. A game must’ve been on—judging by the wall-to-wall crowd of guys yelling at a single oversized TV like their curses could change the score.

The menu was one page. Laminated. Sticky. I ordered the burger and fries because it felt like the safest bet. When it came time to order a drink, I glanced at the bartender—who looked like he’d pickled himself in Pabst Blue Ribbon sometime in the late '90s—and knew better than to ask for anything that required more than two ingredients.

Whiskey on the rocks. Clean. Sharp. No room for disappointment.

I’d always liked whiskey. But I never drank it much. My ex used to say it wasn’t a drink for women—unless I wanted hair on my chest. His idea of flirting was making sure I knew just how unfeminine I was whenever I did something he didn’t like. Whiskey, leather jackets, bold lipstick. All too much for his fragile masculinity.

The burger came out fast, hot, and absolutely drowning in grease. It tasted like it was clocking in at a thousand calories, packed with everything that made burgers good—salt, fat, and zero nutritional value. Basically? Worth every bite. I’d barely made it through two before I pulled out my phone and made the fatal mistake of checking social media. It wasn't long till I scrolled past his feed.

There he was. Almost ruining my appetite. My ex, grinning like he hadn’t made me feel like a ghost past two years. Arm wrapped around his new girlfriend—fresh highlights, fake lashes, probably smelled like vanilla body spray.

"Fuck you," I muttered under my breath, stabbing the screen with my thumb as I finally blocked him. i didn't know why I hadn't done it before. It felt... good. Solid. Like deleting a virus.

I scraped the last bite off the plate, barely tasting it. Still scrolling like a dumbass, still pretending the block button was enough. I chased it with the rest of my whiskey, let it burn its way down and pretend it could torch the ache out of my chest. Somewhere between scrolling and swallowing, the whole vibe of the bar had shifted. I hadn't notice how loud the room had gotten, how the air had shifted from dull and drunken to something out of control, until someone shouted.

Then someone else shouted louder.

My head jerked up just in time to catch the unfolding disaster: two towering men squaring off beneath the flickering TV, each posturing like bulls in a dusty ring. One had a shaved head, sweat beading along his temples, knuckles already bloodied. The other wore a stained jersey clinging to a frame built from years of beer and brawls. They were loud. Angry. And getting louder.

Glasses clinked, sharp and jarring like warning bells. A barstool screeched back, metal legs scraping over sticky tile. Someone yelped behind me, the sound tight and panicked. One man cracked his knuckles like a threat, the other’s nostrils flared as he stepped forward, chest heaving.

I grabbed my purse and made for the exit, hoping to ghost out without incident. But I’d barely taken two steps before one of them lunged. A fist flew. And somehow, because life is a comedy with shit timing, just as I crossed behind them, one of the men got shoved straight into my path.

I flinched, every muscle locked, bracing for the inevitable hit.

Instead, an arm locked around my waist and yanked me out of the danger zone. I was off my feet before I even knew what was happening, pulled tight against a chest that felt like it had been carved out of granite. Before I could catch my breath, his other fist cracked through the air and sent one of the brawlers straight to the floor with a grunt that sounded like his ego cracked along with his jaw.

My rescuer didn’t let go of me.

He barked at the men to back the fuck off, his voice low and lethal. "Watch where the hell you're swinging, assholes. You almost took her head off," he growled, stepping between me and the chaos like it was instinct. They looked like they wanted to keep swinging—chests puffed, jaws tight—but one glance at him, and their fire fizzled.

I looked up.

Holy shit.

He had to be over six feet tall—maybe more. Built like a tank in business casual: charcoal slacks, crisp button-down, sleeves rolled just enough to show off thick forearms. His dusty brown hair was neatly styled, with a few rebellious strands that refused to behave. His jaw was sharp enough to wound, mouth set in a line that didn’t give anything away. But his eyes—fuck, his eyes—would cut anyone down. They warned: don’t fuck with me.

"You okay?" he asked, not letting me go just yet.

I nodded, my voice temporarily out of service. Because, apparently, almost getting clocked by two drunk guys and then rescued by an actual Greek god would do that to a girl.

He guided me toward the door, his hand firm at the small of my back—steady, certain, warm through the fabric of my shirt. Not rushed. Not possessive. Just confident. Like he did this all the time. Like leading someone out of trouble was as natural as breathing.

And god help me, I liked the way his hand felt there. Not even a little shame about it. Probably because it had been so long since anyone touched me like I was worth defending.

“You were just leaving, right?” he asked once we were clear of the bar.

I blinked. I couldn’t tell if it was a question or a command. “Uh… yeah. Was fixing to walk home.”

“Walk?” One eyebrow ticked up.

“I live a couple blocks that way,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. I couldn't tell if my heart was still racing from the bar fight or from standing this close to him. Either way, I pulled myself together and gave my best impression of someone completely unbothered.

“It’s dark.”

“I noticed.”

“And you're just going to walk home? In this neighborhood? Alone?” His tone wasn’t angry, but it had an edge.

“Are you asking or just reciting the safety report?” I shot back. The sharp edge in his voice sobered me up, slicing through the heat he stirred in me. The last thing I needed was a guy with a savior complex. Sure, he looked like sin in a button-down, but I knew better than to play the damsel.

He didn’t miss a beat. “Let me drive you.”

I scoffed. “Thanks, but I don’t take rides from strangers.”

“Lucian.”

“What?”

“That’s my name.” He looked me dead in the eye. “Now we’re not strangers.”

And with that, he turned and started walking toward the lot like I was already following. I stared at his back, broad and self-assured, the way his shoulders moved like he was always bracing for something. He walked with the kind of confidence that didn’t beg, didn’t wait—just expected.

I exhaled hard and muttered, “Fuck it.” Maybe it was time to play princess for once. I deserved it. A little attention, a little rescue. The kind my ex never gave me, not without strings or shame.

The car was a sleek black sedan, all smooth lines and understated power. When I slid inside, the leather kissed the backs of my thighs, cool and firm. The scent hit me first—clean, cologne and leather.

“Buckle up,” he said, already shifting into drive.

I clicked the buckle into place. My hands dropped into my lap, fingers loose. I wasn’t nervous, not really—I was just waiting. I found myself bracing for him to say something gross or expect something for the favor. Old habits. But he didn’t. Just sat there, calm, quiet.

“So… thanks. For stopping those guys,” I said, voice awkward in the thick silence.

He glanced at me. “Why were you even in there? That bar doesn’t have the best reputation and you didn’t look like a regular.”

I raised a brow. “You do ask a lot of questions”

He sat waiting for me to answer. Pulling the car out of the parking lot.

“I’m new. I was hungry. Sue me. Why were you there? Doesn’t exactly scream after-work happy hour.”

He smirked. “Business.”

“Really? That doesn’t sound nefarious at all,” I said, deadpan.

“I’m in real estate. Company’s looking at expanding into the area. Needed to get a feel for the place.”

“So you came to a bar that smells like piss and fryer grease?” I raised a brow, unconvinced.

“You learn a lot about a place after dark,” he said with a slow smirk that curled at the corners like a secret.

“Right.” I gave him a once-over. “Well, Lucian, maybe my imagination’s dead, but I just can’t picture you selling me a home. Something about those thick thighs doesn’t scream 'desk job'”

He laughed—low, rough, intimate. “Used to play rugby in college. Kept the build.”

“Where’d you play?” I perked up, too interested for someone to claim they were just making conversation.

“You sound like a fan.” His voice dipped into something warm.

“Sure am. I know the rules, the positions, how to call a proper ruck—but let's be honest, I mostly tune in for the thighs and the tackles. Men in short shorts, all muscle and sweat, piling into each other with that kind of barely-contained aggression? Tell me that’s not hot. Half the time I’m watching, I forget who’s even got the ball.”

He blinked. “Huh. Never thought about it like that.”

I laughed at his reaction. “My ex used to give me hell about it. Said it was un-American. But honestly? Football just doesn’t do it for me. Not enough skin.”

“You’re married?”

“Ex-husband,” I corrected quickly. “Still rolls off the tongue sometimes.”

“Good,” he murmured. “I like them single.”

I snorted. “Easy, cowboy. I’m recently divorced. I need to get my life together before I even think about getting tangled up with anyone.”

I meant it. Mostly. But then I looked at him. And yeah… maybe I was lying to both of us.

“Shame,” he said quietly.

I sat there, a little stunned. Did he just flirt with me? And did I seriously fumble it that bad? I didn’t even get a word in before my building came into view, too late to save it, too early to stop thinking about it.

“This is me,” I said, nodding toward my building as he pulled up.

The car slowed, but my brain was still spinning. My fingers twisted in my lap as I stared out the window at my busted-ass apartment. And fuck—it hit me. This was the first real conversation I’d had with a man since the divorce. Someone who wasn’t family or a coworker. And I’d tripped all over it like a rookie. Flirted like I forgot how. I wanted to kick myself. So I swallowed the awkward and forced my mouth to move.

“Thanks again, Lucian. I mean it.”

He didn’t move. “Wait.”

I paused, hand on the door.

“I’m not looking for a relationship either,” he said, voice rich and low, like he was confessing something. “But I am looking for something... indulgent. Something fun. And you—” his eyes dragged over me, slow, hungry “—you’re checking a lot of very specific boxes.”

Disappointment hit low—sharp, hot, almost predictable. Of course the walking wet dream wasn’t after anything more than sex. A casual arrangement. Just my luck. But hey, at least it meant my flirting hadn’t completely tanked. I forced a smirk, swallowing the sting. “Wow. Straight to the point with the kink proposal. Bold of you.”

He shook his head. “Not a hookup. I’m looking for a sub.”

My mouth opened. “Like… what kind? Praise or Fifty Shades?”

He smiled. “Never read either of them. I want someone to please. With pain. With pleasure. Safely. Consensually. Not at your place. Not at mine. Neutral ground. A place called Club Temptation.”

I licked my lips. He made it sound tempting. I wasn’t that kind of woman. At least I didn't think I was. “That’s a very generous offer, but—”

“Don’t say no yet.” His voice dropped, dark and smooth, as he leaned in. “I felt it. The way your body softened against mine. The way you followed without a second thought. No hesitation. You weren’t just leaning into me—you were offering yourself. Craving someone to take control. Someone who knows how to make you feel… deeply. Completely. Everywhere.”

He reached toward me, slow and deliberate, and my breath caught on instinct. My body went still, thrumming with anticipation. His hand hovered just shy of my thigh, the heat of him radiating between us, and then—click. The seatbelt popped free.

He then leaned across me, his arm grazed my chest, that was anything but an accident. Then he opened the door, slow, smooth. Offering me an out. My escape. Even if it didn’t feel like freedom.

“Text me. Call me. When you’re ready.” He handed me a black card—matte, clean, just his name and number. No flash, no logo, just confidence.

My pulse jumped. The red flag sensor in my brain was screaming. I’d just crawled out of a marriage with a man who made me feel like furniture, and here I was, entertaining some stranger who wanted me be his 'sub'. I didn’t even know what that meant. Not really. Not beyond the buzzwords. And meeting him at a club? It sounded insane.

But it also sounded... freeing. And maybe that was the problem. I didn’t fully understand what Lucian was offering—but I wanted to find out. So I took the card. Stepped out of the car. And yeah, part of me already knew it wasn't a matter of if but when I called him.

"Good night, princess." He said it like he knew exactly what that word did to me, like he'd claimed it—claimed me—without needing permission. And yeah, it sounded filthy on his tongue. Dirty in a way that made my knees a little weaker. I stood there like an idiot, watching his taillights disappear down the street, heart thudding like it already missed the heat of him.

So yeah. First night in my new apartment? It ended with whiskey, a greasy-ass burger, a bar fight I didn't start, and a man who looked like he could fuck the memory of my ex right out of me. Lucian wasn’t some casual flirtation. He was the kind of offer that didn’t knock—he kicked the door in and waited for me to crawl toward it. I didn’t know if I was supposed to run or fall, but I knew one thing: that card in my pocket wasn’t going untouched for long.


Chapter Three: Blame the Racoons




It took me almost a week to reach out.

Days of my mind ping-ponging back and forth. Of rereading his card like it might change. Two weeks of late-night Google spirals—"BDSM sub contracts," "Club Temptation dress code," "how to not lose your mind giving up control." All in incognito mode, like the shame would disappear if I deleted the history fast enough. And then, when the fantasy got too loud, the doubt would creep in. What if I wasn’t enough? What if I didn’t deserve what he was offering? When he had given me the card I had been so sure I was going to text him.

But then two things happened in the same night that drove me to it: my ex called, smug as ever, asking if I could house sit while he and his new girlfriend jetted off to Cabo. Like we were friends. Like we hadn’t just clawed our way through a messy divorce. Like I hadn’t already given him everything. Asshole.

And then, a few hours later, a raccoon broke into my apartment. It crawled through the flimsy screen of my third-floor window like even it knew how pathetic my post-divorce life had become. Moved in like it was claiming squatters’ rights. Knocking things off the counter, hissing at me from the top of the fridge, growling every time I tried to chase it out. My brother's joke still ringing in my ears. Now that it was actually happening, it wasn’t so funny.

I stood there in my busted-ass kitchen, clutching a broom like it was a sword, yelling at a hissing raccoon on top of my fridge like this was normal. And right there, in the middle of all that chaos, it hit me. I was so damn tired of holding everything together. I didn’t want to be the one in charge anymore. Not of this. Not of anything.

So I texted him.

Lucian had sent the contract the next morning. Straightforward. Unapologetic. Thorough. There was nothing romantic about it, but something about the clarity—the absolute certainty—had made my pulse trip. I’d read it twice, then again. Highlighted. Made notes. And still I found myself pressing my thighs together as I imagined his voice reading the limits aloud.

Then he sent the details—time, date, address, a short list of instructions that read more like a dare. Go to the VIP entrance. Your name’s on the list. Wear white lingerie. Leave your clothes in the locker room. My heart pounded the second I read it, and of course, I was going to follow every word to the letter. If I was going to do this I was going to commit completely.

The club sat between a hotel and a warehouse, tucked away like it didn’t want to be found—except by those who already knew where to look. A single neon sign buzzed above the entrance: Club Temptation. No explanation. No flashy graphics. Just a name that promised everything and revealed nothing.

The line out front was already packed bodies poured into tight dresses, lace, and leather, all dripping sex and sizing each other up like it was a damn buffet. You could practically taste the perfume in the air, thick.

The VIP door was around the side sleek, dark, and marked only by a red light and a discreet camera. No line. No fanfare. When I gave my name, the bouncer barely acknowledged it. A nod. A door opened. That was all.

The locker room was exactly were Lucian said it’d be. Right next to the entrance. My coat stayed wrapped tight around me like armor, even though it wasn’t doing shit to stop the nerves. My locker had my name on it. Already set up. Like this wasn’t the first time he’d planned something down to the breath.

I undressed slow, like dragging it out might make it less real. White lace hugged my curves, soft and snug, all sheer panels and nothing left to the imagination. The air was cool and sharp across my skin—thighs, stomach, nipples hard under the fabric. I folded my clothes, shoved them in the locker, locked the damn thing before I chickened out, and stepped into the hallway like I wasn’t one second from turning around.

I wasn’t the only one in lingerie, not the only body out on display but it sure as hell felt like it. My skin was buzzing, hot and tight, like every nerve suddenly remembered it existed. I never thought I was the kind of girl who’d be into being watched, but something about this place, about Lucian’s voice in my head and those rules he laid out, the way everything about this club whispered permission—it lit me up. And yeah, it clicked.

The club was already alive warm, thick with heat and noise, bass thumping like a pulse just beneath your skin. The dance floor was a mess of bodies grinding, swaying, teasing hands and bold mouths. Some kissed like they’d starve without it. Some watched like they were waiting their turn. Some were just out in the open, doing things that made my breath catch. But it didn’t feel sleazy. It was curated, slow burn sensual. Like the whole place had been built to make you ache.

I just needed to breathe. Just one breath. One step. One command at a time. Meet me by the bar. I'll be waiting. His text still echoed through me, calm and certain, threading itself beneath my skin. A tether. A promise. A pull I couldn’t resist.

And then I saw him.

The last time, he’d been clean-cut in business casual. Neat, composed, every thick line of his muscled frame stuffed into a button-down like it didn’t quite belong. The kind of body you noticed even when it was trying not to be noticed.

But here?

He looked every bit of a Dom, like he was made for the role. He didn’t just look good. He looked right. Like this was the skin he was always meant to wear. He stood at the bar like the room answered to him. Dressed head-to-toe in black, the shirt clung to his chest and arms like it had been stitched onto muscle, every movement stretching the fabric in ways that made it hard to look away. The sleeves were rolled to his forearms, exposing thick cords of muscle and veined tension. The shirt was unbuttoned just enough to hint at the heat beneath, a tease of skin.

And his hair messy in that deliberate way that looked like someone had ran their hands through it. Tousled, wild, utterly touchable. It made me want to sink my fingers in and see if he’d growl.

He spoke to a couple. The woman, a redhead in sheer black lace. The man beside her was broad, good-looking, his hand resting casually on her hip. Comfortable. Owned.

Lucian smiled at something the man said. Then he turned.

And saw me.

He lifted his hand. Not a wave. A summons. Fingers curling in that slow, deliberate way that made my knees forget how to work. The couple looked at me. Smiled knowingly. The kind of smile that said they understood exactly what I was walking into. Then they turned and slipped into the crowd.

And suddenly it was just Lucian and me.

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

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

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

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

"Don’t let it go to your head."

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

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

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

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

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

He meant every word.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Not if you want to walk straight."

That shut me up. Sort of.

"What about the contract?" I asked, softer now.

"I’m not rushing you," he said, voice low but firm. "I take this seriously. I want you to want it. And to be sure you want it, you need to feel it for yourself first."

"Right," I said, but my body had already made the choice.

He cut through the crowd like it wasn’t even there. People moved without him asking, just parting around him like they could feel the authority rolling off his broad-ass shoulders. Heads turned. Eyes lingered. Some curious, some envious. Me? I followed without thinking. Close enough to feel his heat, to catch the scent of his cologne.

Every eye in the room followed us. Or maybe just me. Half-naked in white lace, it was clear what I was here for. And I wasn’t the only one dressed like a fantasy. Women and men in lingerie moved like they knew what they were offering, glowing like open invitations. We weren’t just on display. We were the reward. It felt like being walked down the aisle, if the aisle led to sin. No flowers. No promises. Just heat and want and the slow, certain knowledge that every step was part of the show.

My skin buzzed like I’d been stripped bare and plugged into a live wire. The way they stared, hungry. I understood now why Lucian made that rule. If I let even one of them get close, it wouldn’t stop there. They’d devour me. No hesitation. No mercy. Just hands and mouths and the promise of being used up. And I didn’t want that. I didn’t want them. I wanted him. I was glad I was with Lucian. No one would dare fuck with him. And for tonight, I was his. Safe, claimed. Because let’s be honest—I never would’ve survived this place on my own.

That thought stuck with me, wrapping tight around my spine like a steady leash. It was the only thing that kept me from turning around and running as we entered the back hallway. The air back here was thick with heat and the kind of sounds that hit low—moans, skin slapping skin, the dull thud of bodies colliding with furniture that had definitely seen things. The walls practically pulsed with the scent of sex and sweat, humid and heavy like it was soaked into the paint.

Doors lined the hall—some barely cracked, offering just a hint of skin and breathless sound, others swung open like a dare, showing everything. People fucking out in the open, no hesitation, like this was just another night and they had nothing to hide. No shame, just raw, unapologetic need on display.

I reached for the back of Lucian’s shirt without thinking, fingers curling in tight like I could anchor myself to reality through him. I needed something solid. Something real. Because holy fuck, it hit me—I was in a sex club. Dressed in nothing but lingerie. Following a man I barely knew through a hallway packed with more naked bodies, getting more action than I'd ever experienced in my life.

Lucian glanced back at me for half a second, and it was enough. Just a silent check-in—You good, princess?—no words needed. Then he reached for me, that big hand curling around my hip like he could tether me to reality. Like if I started to slip, he’d be the one to hold me steady. And without missing a beat, he guided me deeper in.

The hallway opened up into a wide space, dim lighting casting everything in blues and purples. A platform stretched out in the center, surrounded by low leather couches arranged like a stage set. Comfortable, voyeuristic.

The stage itself was mostly empty—just two staff wiping it down like it had seen more than anyone would admit. All around, people lounged like they were at home. Some chatting. Some tangled together, mouths and hands moving like no one was watching. Some were fucking like the show was still going.

We reached the staircases—two of them, split like a choice in a fairytale.

One curved upward into shadow, barely lit. The other dropped into the kind of darkness that dared you to enter. Lucian didn’t hesitate. He turned and took the stairs down.

So I followed, like the good little sinner I was becoming.

Downstairs opened into something I didn’t have a name for. A dungeon, sure, but not like the ones you see in low budget pornos. This was careful. Curated. Beautiful in a way that felt wrong to admit. Red light rolled across the floor like a slow tongue, dark enough to make it feel secret, but bright enough to catch every curve, every flick of a whip, every moan that echoed off the walls.

The air was thick. Like you could taste it. Leather. Sweat. Sex.

The room was split into play zones, each one framed in gauzy red curtains that shimmered. They didn’t hide anything—just made it feel like you were peeking into something you shouldn’t. Each setup had tape on the floor, marking off little stages like kinky theater boxes.

The walkway cut straight through the center of the dungeon like a runway for kink. Behind one curtain, a woman was bent over a table, getting flogged in slow, steady strikes that made her moan like it hurt just right. Another scene—off to the side—had a Domme perched like a queen while her sub crawled to her on all fours, leash clenched between his teeth. And in the back, a man wove rope around his partner like it was a love language, every knot pulled tight with care.

And beyond that, a suspension rig waited in the dark, ropes swaying gently like they were already hungry for the next body to surrender.

Lucian leaned in, voice warm at my ear. "Who do you want to watch?"

I swallowed. My choice. My move. I walked, pulse thudding like I was heading into something I couldn’t undo and maybe I was. Lucian followed, close enough to feel, all quiet confidence and dangerous calm.

I stopped us in front of the curvy woman already bound and on her knees. Naked. Hands tied tight behind her back, shoulders pulled back, chest pushed out like she’d been trained to pose like that. Her Dom circled slow, fingers dragging through her hair like he was petting something delicate. He leaned in, whispered low—whatever he said made her shiver. She didn’t move, didn’t even flinch. She knelt like it was her whole purpose, like giving herself to him was the only thing that made sense.

And then the room went  quiet.


Chapter Four: The Art of Surrender




The room didn’t actually go quiet—my brain just slammed the door on everything else that wasn’t this. Like my senses got sucked into a vacuum of heat and hunger. My pulse? Thunder. My thoughts? Gone. All I could see was the scene in front of me.

The sub on her knees, hands bound tight behind her with thick red rope. Her back was straight, tits out, thighs squeezed together like she needed to hold herself together or fall apart right there. Her skin was already flushed, breath shaky like her body knew what was coming.

And the dom? Yeah, he was tall, broad, had that steady energy like he knew exactly how to wreck someone without breaking a sweat. Wore dark jeans and a simple henley, sleeves pushed up, forearms roped in muscle and ink. Calm, controlled. He looked good, sure—but not better than Lucian. Not even close. Because while this guy was focused, locked in, quiet in a way that said watch this, it still felt like a performance.

Lucian? I didn't think Lucian would just put on a show. I was sure he’d make me feel every second of it. Make me ache for it. Make me remember. Still, I watched. Because Lucian wanted me to. Because this was part of the deal—see what it looks like when it’s done right. Know what I was getting into. No illusions.

The Dom moved with the kind of confidence that only came from knowing exactly what he was doing. Every motion was practiced. Clean. Deliberate. He was already in control and didn’t need to prove a damn thing. The blindfold came first. Black silk wrapped gently over her eyes, tied like a secret. She let out this breathy exhale, like surrender had already started. He leaned in and whispered something in her ear, too quiet to catch, but it hit her like a prayer. Her lips parted, like she was already halfway undone.

And then came the rope.

He started knotting her up like he’d done it a hundred times, maybe more. Ropes slid around her arms, over the curve of her tits, looped tight across her thighs—each pass digging just a little into her soft, plush flesh. Like he wasn’t just tying her up—he was sculpting her into something meant to be undone. Her back stayed straight, hands tucked behind her like an offering, eyes blindfolded but body wide open. She looked fucking divine like that. Exposed. Curvy. Bound. Completely still in a way that screamed trust.

He guided her down, slow and easy, until she was face-down on the mat, cheek pressed to the floor, ass up, and she was ready for whatever he gave her. Rope crisscrossed her body like a map of surrender. Every inch of her said use me. She didn’t resist. Didn’t flinch. She gave in—and he fucking took it like it was sacred.

And then, when she couldn’t move, when she was nothing but breath and heartbeat and restraint—he asked the question.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

Just one word. No hesitation. No fear. Just certainty.

And fuck, my brain wouldn’t shut up. I kept imagining Lucian and myself in the scene instead. What it’d be like if those ropes were his hands. If that low, steady voice was meant for me. If I was the one kneeling, waiting for whatever came next. Shit I was already in trouble—fuck it, hand me the pen. I’d sign that contract in lipstick and kneel with a thank you.

I turned to say something—something dumb, reckless, maybe dirty. Probably would've offered to be his good little sub right then and there.

But he caught me with a single look.

And fuck, it landed like a collar around my throat.

Heat. Control. The kind of command that didn’t need words to say watch, don’t move, don’t even think about speaking.  Yeah, message received. I bit my tongue and turned back to the scene, heart hammering like I’d just been edged with nothing but a glance.

The dom reached for the table and picked up a glass plug—clear, slick, elegant in that filthy kind of way that makes your thighs press together without permission. He didn’t rush. Just coated it in lube with this slow, showy swirl like he wanted everyone to watch. Then he brought it to her ass and started pushing it in, inch by inch, no mercy, no warning. She gasped, whole body trembling like her nerves were lit up from the inside. That plug disappeared into her like it belonged there.

Then came the gloves. Latex snapped over his fingers, smooth and tight. He touched her again, this time with a little more force, this time her cunt. More purpose. Slid two fingers inside her, then three, careful but firm. His pace never changed. Slow, rhythmic, intentional. Like he wasn’t just trying to make her come—he was trying to give her something to hold onto. Something to remember.

Her body trembled.

She moaned. Soft at first. Then sharper. Then she broke. Her whole body tensed and shuddered, her cry muffled by the mat, her pleasure raw and unfiltered. He leaned in, whispered something again. I couldn’t catch it. But the smile on her face after said enough.

At some point, I’d started leaning into Lucian—shoulder grazing his chest like I forgot where my body ended and his began. My pulse didn’t care. It was all in.

He dipped his head, voice low and razor-sharp. “You alright?”

I nodded, heat pooling low. “I’m not running.”

“Didn’t think you would,” he said, like it was obvious. Like he already knew how I tasted when I gave in.

I swallowed. “So… when do I get mine?”

That got him. Just a flicker—interest tightening behind his eyes. A small, satisfied hum like he’d been waiting for that shift.

“You get to pick the set,” he said. “Unless you’d rather I take you somewhere private.”

I tilted my head. “You brought me here, made me walk past a dozen people in nothing but undies, and now you’re worried about privacy?”

His smile curved—gentle, but there was steel under it. "It’s not about being worried. It’s my responsibility to make sure you feel safe before you give yourself over to anything. Especially me. When you surrender, it’s going to be your choice—when, where, and in front of who. That power stays yours."

I didn’t hesitate. I looked him right in the eye, something hot curling deep in my gut. "I’m okay with begging in front of strangers. If it’s you I’m begging for."

And fuck, I meant it. That wasn’t just some cocky line—I was ready. Ready to stop pretending I was something smaller just to make someone else feel big. Lucian wasn’t asking me to be soft or quiet or easy. He was offering me the one thing I’d never been allowed before—real control, by choosing when and how to give it up. He was offering me the power of surrender.

My ex? He’d be in Cabo sipping overpriced margaritas with his new girl, telling himself he’d traded up. Meanwhile, I was standing here in white lace, about to let a man like Lucian strip me bare in front of strangers—and for the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel pathetic. I felt fucking powerful.

Lucian grinned, like I’d just fed him something rare and expensive and he planned to savor every bite. “Then by all means, princess. Pick the place. I want to see exactly what you think you’re ready for.”

I scanned the room, taking in the layout like I might a battlefield. Play zones everywhere—some already lit up with bodies and sound. Others too clean, too pretty, like they were staged. All edges and soft-focus lies.

But then my gaze caught on it.

The sawhorse.

No bows. No softness. Just rough, worn leather and thick straps that didn’t pretend to be sweet. That sawhorse looked like it was built to hold someone down and make them take it—no apologies, no escape. And something inside me, low and aching and wild, rose up and whispered: yes. That. Right there. That's where I’d unravel.

“That one.”

Lucian followed my gaze. “The sawhorse?”

I nodded.

“You sure?” he asked, voice low and even, but I caught the shift. The way he stood just a little straighter. “It’s not a soft landing.”

“I’ve had soft,” I said. “It didn’t work out.”

That smile again—dangerous now. Almost proud.

“You’re full of surprises,” he said.

I smirked. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“Then let’s change that.”

We crossed into the zone, over the tape that marked the edge of comfort—and just like that, I wasn’t watching anymore.

The area taped off held more than just the sawhorse. There was a black leather chaise tucked into the corner, elegant and sin-slick, like it had seen a thousand bodies writhe across it. Next to it, a low dresser with drawers labeled in tidy script: restraints, sensation, aftercare. Above it, a rack mounted to the wall, lined with toys like tools—paddles, crops, floggers, some wood, some metal, some designed to sting and some to soothe.

Lucian didn’t move right away. He just stood there beside the sawhorse, one hand resting casually on the worn leather, like he’d done this a hundred times. Probably had. And somehow, that made it hotter.

“It’s time for negotiation,” he said, voice steady. Low. “No penetration tonight.”

I blinked, surprised by how direct that hit. “Okay.”

He looked at me, reading everything I wasn’t saying.

“I want the focus on you,” he continued. “Your mind. Your reactions. Your control—or the lack of it.”

Fuck.

I nodded, suddenly very aware of my pulse.

“I’m going to strap you down to this,” he said, running his palm along the sawhorse’s surface like it meant something. Like it mattered. “Secure you. Make sure you can’t move. I want your body still, your head clear.”

I didn’t say anything. I was too busy trying not to shake.

Lucian moved to the wall and picked up a paddle—heavy, thick, solid. It made a dull, meaty thump when he slapped it once against his palm. Then he opened the top drawer of the dresser, pulled out a vibrator. It already looked clean, but he still took out a bottle of cleaner, sprayed it down, and wiped both tools with practiced care. The attention to detail shouldn’t have turned me on as much as it did—but it felt like reverence.

“I’m going to edge you,” he said, voice low and sure. “And each time you get close, I’ll correct you—with the paddle. Until you can’t tell if you’re begging to come or begging for mercy.”

Then he stepped in, close enough to feel the heat coming off him. One finger lifted, trailing along my jaw like he was outlining the edge of my restraint. My breath caught.

“Anything you want to change?” he asked.

I looked at the paddle again and my gut twisted. “Yeah, that one’s a hell no.”

He followed my gaze. “Too much?”

“It looks like it will hurt.”

He smiled. Not mockingly. Almost approving. “Fair enough.”

He returned the paddle to its hook and pulled a riding crop from the rack instead. Sleek. Flexible. Mean in a different way.

“This’ll still bite,” he said, handing it to me so I could feel the weight. “But it won’t bruise as deep.”

I held it for a second, dragging my thumb across the leather tip like it might whisper secrets. Would it sting? Hell yes. Would I like it? My body was already answering before my brain had the chance to catch up. My mouth barely had to move. “Yes.”

Lucian took it back, placed it beside the vibrator, and looked at me again—calm, serious, deadly focused.

“I want to train you,” he said. “To connect the sting with the pleasure. So when you feel that sharpness, your body leans into it. Wants more of it. Craves it.”

I swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“Not just okay,” he corrected. “I want your yes.”

I met his eyes. “Yes, Sir.”

Something shifted in his expression—like a switch flipping, slow and deliberate. It wasn’t lust, not exactly. Not yet. It was deeper. He looked like a man who'd just been handed the key to something rare and fragile and knew exactly how to wield it without breaking a damn thing. Dangerous. Focused. In control.

“What’s your safe word?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Ruck.”

He grinned, and fuck, I could get used to that grin, that pleased as hell look. “Rugby girl. I should’ve guessed.”

Then he moved. No hesitation, no small talk. Just purpose. He guided me to the sawhorse like he already knew the shape of my surrender. My stomach met the worn leather beam, knees bending into position, forearms resting against the padded support like my body had been molded for this exact posture. It wasn’t graceful—it was grounded. Deliberate.

He worked in silence, but every touch spoke volumes. First, the cuffs around my wrists—tight, sure, like he’d carved them just for me. Then my ankles, spreading me open and locking me in place. And when the strap came across my lower back, pulled snug and low, it sealed me there—no more guessing, no more games. I was tethered, bent forward, thighs parted, nothing left to hide.

Squirming? Not happening. I was pinned, displayed, fully at his mercy—and I fucking loved it.

The leather under me had gone warm, slick where my skin clung to it, my breath already shallow. I could feel my heartbeat in the backs of my knees, the tips of my fingers, the very center of my cunt. Lucian hadn’t touched me in a minute—at least, I thought it had only been a minute—but my sense of time was already unraveling.

I could feel him standing behind me. Just a shift in the air, thick with heat and that electric buzz that screamed get ready. It felt like gravity had gone personal—like Lucian was pulling me in without a single touch.

And then came the crop. I flinched, bracing for the sting. But it didn’t come. Not yet. He was just teasing, tracing the shape of the strike like a promise. The soft press of leather dragging across my ass, slow and deliberate.

Motherfucker was drawing the outline of my undoing with a goddamn whisper of leather.

Then his hand slid between my thighs, thick fingers pushing in like my body had been waiting for him—because it fucking had. No warning, no warmup. Just that raw, filthy kind of claim that doesn’t ask. It takes. Straight down my spine, it lit me up.

He didn’t fuck around—he just felt. Reading every twitch, every gasp, dragging his fingers like he was mapping me from the inside. Like he wanted to memorize the exact way I clenched. The way I held my breath when he curled just right.

And the way he was angling his fingers, fuck—he got the perfect downward stroke. Deep. Precise. Brutal in the best way. He found that spot inside me that no one had ever quite reached, not like this. Not like he was born knowing exactly where it lived and how to make it scream.

I moaned into the leather, cheek pressed hard to the sawhorse, wrists tugging uselessly against the straps. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t hide. Couldn’t pretend this wasn’t wrecking me.

“You’re soaked,” he said, voice low and dark behind me. “This is what you needed, isn’t it?”

I nodded, barely. Couldn’t speak. My whole body was already lit the fuck up—nerves buzzing, breath shallow, brain sliding into that floaty, delicious nowhere space. Everything was heat and need and holy shit, I was gone.

Then came the first strike, yanking me straight back into my body, right into his hands. The crop cracked across my ass and holy hell, it lit me the fuck up—sharp and mean and perfect. I gasped, body jolting, thighs trying to clamp shut around his hand on instinct, but they were strapped around the sawhorse.

“That’s the game,” Lucian said. His fingers never stopped moving—slipping in and out of me like he had all the time in the world. “You get close, you get corrected.”

Another strike. Harder this time. My breath caught in my throat and came out as a cry. I didn’t know if it was pain or pleasure. Both, probably. Maybe that was the point.

“You don’t come unless I say,” he murmured. “Not until I decide you’ve earned it.”

He pulled his fingers free, slow and slick, and I whimpered—empty and aching and wanting more. Then came the hum. The sound alone nearly made me come. Low, vibrating, deadly. The anticipation was worse than the impact.

When he pressed the vibrator to my clit, my whole body jolted. The pleasure was immediate. Blinding. My hands curled into fists. My legs strained against the cuffs. I wanted to grind into it, to chase the edge he’d been dragging me toward, but I couldn’t. The straps held me in place, and Lucian—Lucian didn’t let up.

I felt it building again. The wave. The burn. My body clenching around nothing, desperate for release.

Then—crack.

The crop snapped down again, and I screamed into the leather.

He did it over and over. Brought me to the edge with the vibrator, fingers brushing featherlight against my thigh, only to snatch it away with the whip of pain. Every time I got close, he punished me for it. My brain screamed at him to stop teasing, to let me fall. But my body... my body started to crave the denial. Started to sink into it.

Time stopped making sense. My vision blurred. My mouth hung open, moans spilling without shape or sense.

The world got quiet. Distant.

All I could feel was his rhythm—the pattern of build and strike, tease and denial. My body stopped fighting and started floating. The sharpness of the crop bled into the pleasure until I couldn’t tell the difference. My muscles trembled with exhaustion and need, but my mind was calm.

Lucian was the only thing I could feel. The only thing that existed.

I didn’t know what he looked like anymore. Just how he sounded. How he smelled. How his touch rewired every thought in my head until there was no room for anything but him.  He said something—I didn’t catch it—but his voice melted through me like heat. I moaned in response, soft and lost.

And that was when I knew I’d dropped.

I wasn’t me anymore. Not really. Not the woman with the shitty apartment and the ex who wanted too much and gave too little. I wasn’t the girl with the raccoons or the sarcasm. I was just his.

Bent. Bound. Dripping. Shaking.

Gone.

And exactly where I wanted to be.

I didn’t know how long it went on.

Time melted. All I had were sensations—sharp and sweet, thick and endless. My skin was on fire, but my mind floated somewhere soft. I was aware of him only in pieces. The hand that brushed my hair off my face. The low sound of approval in his throat when my body trembled just the way he liked.

And the vibrator.

God, the vibrator.

He kept pressing it to my clit like a promise—letting it drag me up, watching me climb, holding me on that thin trembling edge... and then—crack—he’d tear it all away again with the crop.

Over. And over. And over.

Each time I got closer, I moaned louder. Sobbed harder. My body shook with frustration, with hunger so deep it scraped bone. The ache between my thighs was unbearable. My slick coated the leather beneath me, and I didn’t care. I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t anything anymore except need.

Lucian’s voice came from somewhere just above me. Calm. Measured. “Still with me?”

I whimpered. Nodded. Couldn’t find words.

But it wasn’t enough.

He pressed the vibrator again. This time harder. Just a little. Just enough to make my whole body stiffen like a wire pulled taut. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t even cry. I just felt. Every part of me screamed for release.

And when the edge crept close—when my body begged for mercy even as it craved more—

Crack.

I shattered again, just not the way I needed to.

A broken sob slipped out of my mouth, muffled by the sawhorse. I didn’t care how I sounded anymore. I didn’t care if the whole room heard.

“Please,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer.

“Please,” louder this time. I didn’t care how desperate I sounded. I was desperate.

“Sir,” I gasped. “Please let me come. I—I can’t—I need—”

The vibrator vanished, ripped from me just when I thought I couldn’t take one more second. He dropped the crop in front of me—on purpose, right where I could see it. No longer a threat. Then his fingers were back inside me, thick and slick and sure, and fuck, I moaned like he’d just given me oxygen. His other hand pressed down on my back—firm, warm, steady. The kind of touch that said I’ve got you, even when he was wrecking me. And then his mouth was at my ear, breath hot, voice like a goddamn commandment carved into my skin—low, dark, final.

“Then come for me.”

He curled his fingers just right, dragging across that sweet spot deep inside me like he had a map and a mission—and fuck, I broke. My whole body seized, clenched, shattered around him. I came hard, loud, no filter, no shame. Screamed into the leather like the release had been waiting in my bones, clawing to get out. My legs trembled, useless. My arms strained against the restraints, desperate for something to hold onto—but there was only him, and that hand still buried in me, wringing out every last wave until I was nothing but breathless wreckage.

I didn’t even hear myself. Didn’t feel the tears or the sweat or the mess.

All I knew was the crashing release and the firm weight of Lucian’s hand grounding me through every second of it.

And when it was over, I went still.

Empty.

Floating.

Fucking free.


Chapter Five: Breaking Rules




The world came back in pieces.

The sawhorse was sticky under my thighs. My wrists ached, faint and pulsing where the cuffs had held tight. My breath was still uneven. Hair in my mouth. Sweat cooling on my lower back.

Then I realized it—everything had gone still. Not just around me, but inside me too. The silence wasn't soft, it was heavy, like the air itself was holding its breath. I blinked, lifted my head—and fuck me, we had an audience.

Just a few, but enough—hovering past the tape line, lingering near the curtains, eyes burning with that quiet, filthy kind of hunger. Some of them had that look, like they were imagining themselves in my place, bent and begging in Lucian’s hands. Others? They looked like they wanted to be him. Wanted to command. Own. Wreck someone the way he just wrecked me.

Lucian didn’t look at them.

He grabbed the curtain and yanked it closed without saying a damn thing, shutting out the hungry eyes, the noise, the leftover thrum of everything we’d just stirred up. Then he was back in front of me, not saying a word, just undoing the straps one by one with this careful kind of focus that made my chest ache. Like I was something fragile now. Like I mattered. When the last one came free, I waited for the usual get-up we're done cue.

It didn’t come.

“Stay there,” he said, voice softer than I’d ever heard it.

I stayed. Honestly? At this point, he could’ve told me to bark or beg or breathe slower and I would’ve done it. Not because I had to. Because something in me wanted to—needed to. Like my body knew it was safe following his lead.

Lucian reached into a nearby drawer and pulled out a small brown bottle. He opened it, and the scent hit me fast—sharp, herbal, medicinal.

I scrunched my nose. “What is that?”

“Arnica,” he said, pouring a little into his hand. “For bruising. You’re gonna feel this scene tomorrow—I just don’t want you wearing it like a war wound.”

His hands were warm. Skilled. He massaged the lotion into my skin, slow and rhythmic, starting with my ass where the crop had kissed me the hardest, then moving to my wrists, my ankles, the places the straps had bit in deepest.

I wanted to say something. Something soft. Something real. Tell him how fucking good it felt to be handled like that—seen, touched, taken care of without a single ounce of shame. But all I could do was breathe and let my body melt under his hands. My throat was too tight, my limbs too gone. So when he finished, when he helped me up, his hands steady on my waist, I didn’t speak—I just leaned into it.

“Come on,” he said. “Chaise.”

I let him lead me—legs shaky, brain still floating—to the small chaise lounge tucked into the corner. He sat me down like I mattered. Like I wasn’t just a body bent over a sawhorse ten minutes ago.

Then he did something that cracked me wide open. Lucian knelt. Right there in front of me. A man like him. On his knees.

“How do you feel?” he asked, voice low but laced with something that wasn’t control. It was care. A flicker of vulnerability. Like my answer actually mattered more than anything else in the world.

And somehow, this part—the quiet, the care, the way he knelt like I was someone who mattered—hit harder than the crop ever could.

I blinked at him. Smiled. “I feel fucking amazing.”

He let out this breath, slow and full—relief, pride, and yeah, a little bit of that smug Lucian amusement. Then he shifted, laid those big hands on my thighs, and looked up at me like I was art he wanted to ruin gently.

I leaned forward, let my fingers tangled in his hair. “I think I might be dangerously into your brand of fun.”

He smirked. “I’m a man who appreciates indulgence in all its filthy forms.”

I tilted my head, lips twitching. “So this is what indulgence is? Two feral people fucking around in a dungeon?”

He stood, slid onto the chaise next to me, and didn’t waste a damn second—just grabbed me and hauled me into his lap like I belonged there. Like it wasn’t even up for debate. His arms wrapped around my waist, tight, claiming, and he leaned in, voice rough against my neck. “This is what indulgence looks like, princess. Wrecking you ‘til you break, then holding you like you're the only thing I need in the world.”

Fuck, I’m never letting go of this man. I didn’t care what kind of contract he needed signed or what kind of submissive he thought he wanted—I was claiming that spot. Because I wanted more. More of him. More of this. And judging by the way his cock was pressing hard against my ass, he wanted more too.

I shifted in his lap, swung a leg over, and settled myself on top of him before he could say a word. My knees hugged his thighs, arms lazily draped over his shoulders, face so close I could taste his breath—hot, steady, and just barely controlled.

“So can we start our next scene,” I whispered.

“Greedy little thing, aren’t you?” His eyes sparked like he already knew the answer. “Tell me what that filthy brain of yours is cooking up.”

"I want this," I whispered, grinding down on his cock like I had something to prove—like slicking up his pants with how wet I was might be enough to break him.

His hands gripped my hips, steady and strong. “No penetration,” he said, voice low but sure. “That was the rule. I’m here to make you feel safe, not leave you with regrets.”

His lap was solid under me, his cock even harder. I shifted my hips, slow and shameless, grinding against him like it was my fucking job. His jaw clenched, a flicker of control slipping behind his eyes. I rested my head on his shoulder, pulling out all the stops.

“Please,” I whispered, lips brushing the side of his neck. “Haven’t I been good? Done exactly what you told me?”

He was quiet for a beat. Still. Breathing hard.

“You’ve been perfect,” he said, voice low. “Which is exactly why I don’t want to ruin it by breaking my own rules.”

“But what if I want to break them?” I murmured, shifting again.

Lucian groaned, soft but guttural. His hands dug into my hips, holding me still, like if I moved again he might actually snap.

“If we’re gonna cross that line,” he said, voice low and full of warning, “then you need to know—breaking the rules comes with consequences. And I don’t hand those out gently.”

I pulled back just enough to look at him. “A punishment?”

His brow arched in that smug, infuriating way.

I glanced over at the paddle hanging on the wall. “You could spank me again,” I offered, voice all sweetness.

He shook his head. “You already said no to that.”

“True.” I reached down and toyed with the leather belt around his waist, fingers slipping under the buckle. “Then use this.”

Lucian’s nostrils flared. He went very still. “How many?”

“Three,” I said, testing him.

His eyebrow lifted higher.

“Okay, fine,” I sighed. “Five.”

Now he smiled. That dark, wreck-you smile that made my stomach flip and my thighs ache.

“Good girl,” he said, and fuck if that didn’t go straight to my cunt.

He nudged me off his lap and stood. Then came the belt—he unbuckled it slow and sure, the sound sharp and real in the quiet space between us. No games, no show. Just him getting ready to make a point I was begging for.

“Over my knee,” he said, tapping his thigh as he sat back down.

I bent.

Over his knee. Just like that. My breath hitched, hands gripping his thick thighs to steady myself. He slid my panties down slow, letting them fall to the floor, then reached behind and unclasped my bra. Nothing between us now. Just skin.

“This won’t be like the crop,” he said, voice right above me. “You’re going to feel this.

His hand slid over my ass, fingertips skimming the welts still singing from the crop. "Back of the thigh this time," he said, voice low and steady like a promise he had every intention of keeping.

I barely nodded before I felt the first strike.

The belt cracked against the back of my thigh and I jerked—fuck, that one hit different. Not stingy like the crop. This was heavier, deeper, sinking into my muscles and dragging heat through every inch, all the way down to my toes.

Fuck, it hurt.

He waited, gave me time to breathe, then gave me the second.

I gritted my teeth and locked in—not on the sting, but on what I’d get if I took it. Him. His cock. Everything he hadn’t given me yet. I focused on the way his voice wrapped around my name like it was his favorite flavor. The way his heat soaked into my skin, right through the pain. All of it. All him.

By the third strike, my breath was coming in sharp, broken pulls. My thighs shook, my whole body vibrating with it. Lucian paused, laid a firm hand on my lower back—warm, steady, solid—and let me feel it. The weight of him. The care behind the cruelty. A reminder I wasn’t doing this alone.

“You can use your safe word,” he said gently. “It’s okay to stop. I won’t be disappointed.”

I turned my face to look up at him, eyes glassy but clear.

“I don’t want to stop,” I said. “I want you to finish.”

And he laughed. Low and full of something like pride.

“Alright, princess,” he murmured.

Then came the last two.

He didn’t go easier.

And I didn’t flinch.

Because every crack of the belt was another piece of me peeled back. Every breathless cry that escaped my lips was proof that I was still here. Still present. Still willing to take the pain because I wanted him. Not just the pleasure, not just the orgasm—I wanted all of him. Even the parts with edges.

And when it was done, when the last lash had landed, I let myself collapse into his lap, skin burning, chest heaving, body aching in the best fucking way.

And Lucian—Lucian wrapped his arms around me like I was made of something valuable.

Something worth holding onto.

Lucian eased me upright, hands gentle as he settled me back onto the chaise like I hadn’t just been bent over his knee, crying out under leather and fire. My legs were still shaking, and my skin throbbed with heat where the belt had landed, but I was flying.

And then he started to strip.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Like he knew exactly what I wanted—and exactly how long he was going to make me wait.

The first thing to go was the shirt, and holy fuck. His chest was solid, every inch of him thick with power. Wide shoulders. Muscled arms. A torso that narrowed just enough at the waist to draw the eye straight down. Every part of him looked strong—useful. The kind of body made to be felt.

Then came the pants.

My mouth actually parted when I saw the way his ass flexed as he stepped out of them. Thick. Firm. Unfair. And when he turned to face me—fuck me, I got wet all over again.

He was big. Not just thick, not just long—he was a lot. The kind of cock that makes you forget every bad decision you've ever made and seriously consider making a few more.

Yeah. The belt was absolutely worth it.

I reached for him, already desperate to feel all that strength pressed against me—but his hand caught mine. And then he picked up the belt.

“What—” I started, but he was already wrapping it. Not tight. Just enough. Around my wrist. Around the back of my neck. Binding me to myself, the leather snug against skin that was already warm and tender.

I blinked up at him, questioning. Curious.

He smirked.

“I can’t let you have your way completely,” he said. “You asked for cock. You never said how you wanted it.”

I laughed—sharp and breathless. “Fucking prick.”

He leaned in, mouth brushing my ear. “You need to learn to negotiate better.”

I dropped back on the chaise, legs open, wrists still bound. “Then come fuck me.”

And he did. Condom slipped on with that smooth, practiced ease, and then he was on me—over me—inside me. The stretch burned in the best way. Like my body didn’t quite know how to take him, but was damn well going to try.

Lucian filled me completely. There wasn’t a part of me untouched, unstretched, unclaimed. He fucked me like he meant it. Like he was staking territory in every thrust. His hips slammed into mine with a rhythm that stole the air from my lungs, the chaise groaning beneath us like it couldn’t take much more.

And then it creaked—loud, dangerous, like a warning shot.

“Fuck,” he growled, pulling out with one last hard thrust.

He repositioned me fast, strong hands moving with purpose. “Wrap your legs around me,” he ordered.

I did.

One of his knees stayed on the chaise, the other planted firm on the floor. His hands slid under my ass, lifting me like I weighed nothing. My back arched. My hair spilled. And then he thrust up, deeper than before, the angle brutal and perfect.

Every thrust slammed into me like a promise. He grunted low in his throat, the sound of him falling apart just enough to tip me toward the edge.

The orgasm hit me like a truck. My body snapped tight around him, my moan ragged and long, every nerve ending lit up with white-hot pleasure.

And still, he kept going.

Driving into me until I couldn’t see straight. Until I felt him pulse, hips jerking once, twice—then the final slam. Deep. Hard. His whole body stiffened above me, hands gripping tight, his groan hot and filthy in my ear.

He came with everything he had, collapsing forward, still buried deep, pressing me into the cushions like he wanted to keep me there.


Chapter Six: Everything I Never Took




Lucian didn’t rush.

Even after the last tremor faded from my body, he took his time easing out of me, setting me down gently onto the chaise like I was something breakable. He kissed my forehead. Rubbed warmth back into my thighs. Whispered things I didn’t quite catch, but didn’t need to. It was in his hands. His voice. The way he looked at me like I was still center stage, even though the show was over.

Aftercare, he’d called it.

But it didn’t feel clinical.

It felt like being seen.

He unbuckled the belt from my wrist and neck, careful fingers tracing the faint red line it had left on my skin. His hands were steady, slow, as he cleaned me up with a warm cloth from the drawer beside the chaise. Then he helped me dress—like the night hadn’t reduced us both to sweat and sin and gasping.

My legs were still a little shaky, but the feeling wasn’t pain. It was satisfaction. Like my body had finally been used in the way it had always wanted to be used.

He held my hand as we stepped out from behind the curtains, back into the club.

The place had changed.

What had been humming with tension before was now practically vibrating. Bodies tangled on every available surface, mouths and hands and moans filling the space like sex was its own soundtrack. Some of the curtains weren’t even pulled anymore.

“Wow,” I said, eyebrows lifting as we passed what was very obviously three people involved in something wet and enthusiastic.

Lucian laughed. “Looks like we left just in time.”

“Yeah,” I breathed, grabbing my things from the locker room and slipping my coat over my wrinkled, used-up lingerie. “If we’d waited another ten minutes, I’d be walking out here with a paddle mark and glitter lube in my hair.”

“Tempting look,” he murmured as we walked toward the exit.

“Does it come with a free juice box and trauma counseling?”

He laughed again, low and warm, and that sound was starting to become my new favorite drug.

Outside, the night air hit like a slap—cold and sobering. The club's bass still echoed behind us, but out here, it was quiet. Real.

Lucian glanced over, jaw tight like it always got when he was working too hard not to feel something. “You drove?”

I shook my head, pulling my coat tighter. “Nah. Ubered.”

His brow ticked up. “You’re not planning to walk home, are you?”

I snorted. “No, I figured I’d just catch a ride with a dangerously hot stranger. That worked out pretty well for me last time.”

His mouth twitched, just slightly. “That stranger drove you home because you were about to walk alone through a sketchy-ass neighborhood in the middle of the night.”

“And now here you are again,” I said, voice lazy, teasing. “All protective and bossy. Almost like it’s a thing with you.”

“It’s a thing with you,” he corrected. “You make bad decisions.”

I smirked. “And you make sure I survive them.”

He didn’t laugh. He just looked at me. Quiet. Measured. Like he was trying to convince himself not to say whatever was on his tongue.

Then—soft, almost reluctant—“I’ll take you home.”

I raised a brow. “Yours or mine?”

There was a beat. Just long enough to sting.

He exhaled through his nose. “Mine. You're not going back to that place tonight.”

My smile faltered for half a second before I caught it.

He didn’t know the apartment was a wreck. That the landlord hadn’t fixed the broken window. That a family of raccoons had more claim to my kitchen than I did. He just felt it—something not right. Something I wouldn’t say unless he pried it from my throat.

And he wouldn’t pry. That wasn’t how he worked.

He didn’t push. He offered.

So I nodded.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “Yours.”

I sank into the passenger seat, body sore in the best way, and let the door close me in beside him. The city slid past outside the window, but I barely saw it. All I could feel was the warmth of his presence, the quiet hum of something I wasn’t sure I deserved—but wanted anyway.

Because I knew it wasn’t about sex—not this part.

It was about the fact that Lucian, for all his rules and structure and control, couldn’t stop caring.

And maybe that was the shift.

I’d spent so long giving. Shrinking. Letting pieces of myself be taken without ever reaching for anything in return.

Not the house. Not the car. Not the life I built with a man who only wanted a reflection.

But this?

Lucian?

I was going to take everything he offered. Every look. Every command. Every fucking moment he gave me.

Because for the first time in my life, I wanted.

And I wasn’t going to apologize for taking it.


Masked Pleasures


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.


Hands That Bind


Chapter One: Hands on




It’s the hands.

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

Confident. Slow. Intentional.

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

Those hands are Dominic’s.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And damn, those hands.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So how do you even say it?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He turns to the room.

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

That’s my cue.

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

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

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

I’m not ready for all that.

Not yet.

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

“Hey—wait.”

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

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

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

I nod. “They’re… informative.”

He tilts his head. “Right. Informative.”

My cheeks burn.

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

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

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

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

My heart stutters.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t think too long.”

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

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

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

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

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

Should I go?

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

Fuck it.

I guess I’m about to find out.


Chapter Two: Private Lesson

Club Temptation hits different when you’re not just here to lurk in the shadows.

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

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

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

But tonight I’m here to be the one tied.

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

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

And then I see him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

My brows lift. "Seriously?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Cool." I breathe a little easier.

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

God, he’s charming. It’s ridiculous.

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

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

His expression softens in a way that somehow makes everything worse. "That’s the best reason to be here."

"And what are you comfortable trying tonight?"

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

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

I blink. Okay. That one landed.

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

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

And the way my heart is pounding?

I really hope it does.

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

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

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

I nod. "You’ve got it."

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

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

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

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

He finishes choosing his rope, and I realize I’ve been standing there, staring. Caught. He grins again, chin tilting toward the mat in invitation. Time to get my head on straight. I follow,trying to act like I’m not internally combusting. My legs are doing the thing, sure, but my brain? Absolute static. I stand there, hands awkwardly hanging, heart racing, and then he steps behind me.

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

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

“You’ll wear it well.”

He says it so close I can feel the heat of it on my neck, goosebumps everywhere. My brain? Gone. Just a mushy little voice whispering: oh no, we are going to like this. A lot.

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

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

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

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

“No,” I whisper. “It’s good.”

He hums. “Tell me if that changes.”

He moves in front of me, and I try—really try—to keep my eyes forward. But then he kneels to wrap the rope around my waist, and it’s like every thought leaves my head except one: his hair looks so soft. My hands twitch at my sides. Nope. Not the assignment. Focus. This is about rope. Sensation. Trust. Not about molesting the hot instructor who’s currently making it very hard to stay professional.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You okay?” he murmurs.

“Mmhm,” I breathe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I bolt before I can say anything else.

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


Chapter Three: Knots between us

I skip the next two workshops.

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

But it does.

My body remembers everything.

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

I spiral. Hard.

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

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

Eventually, I crack.

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

So I do something I’ve never done before.

I decide to go back to Club Temptation.

Not for a workshop. Not for a lesson.

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

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

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

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

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

And then I the last person I want to see.

Dominic.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His brow lifts. "Busy, huh?"

“Yeah. Work’s been... hectic.”

He gives me a look that says, Really?

I sigh. “Okay. Not really.”

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

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

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

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

He pauses. Waits.

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

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

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

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

“I didn’t say stop,” I whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’d like that.”

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

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

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

No hesitation. I take it.


Chapter Four: Tethered to Him

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

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

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

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

Red. Blue. Purple.

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

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

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

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

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

He glances down at me. “You okay?”

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

His eyebrows lift. “Seriously?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dominic shuts the door behind us.

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

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

I suck in a breath. “I—”

He arches a brow. Waits.

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

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

“Okay, five.”

He hums. “I’ve lost count of mine.”

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

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

My knees nearly buckle.

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

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

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

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

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

I do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He’s not done.

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

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

Then come the thighs.

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

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

And God, it turns me on even more.

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

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

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

“You’re stunning,” he says.

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

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

His eyes flash. “Yeah?”

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

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

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

“You okay?” he asks, voice low.

“More,” I say, breathless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five: Bound to Break




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

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

He steps back. Stares.

And then he strips.

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

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

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

I nod, barely able to speak. “Yeah.”

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

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

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

He kneels.

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

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

And then he’s licking me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he doesn’t stop.

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

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

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

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

“Please,” I whisper. “Please, I—”

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

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

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

“Yes,” I breathe. “Please, yes.”

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

He positions himself, gripping the ropes at my hips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not finished yet, baby.”

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

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

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

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

I sob. “Yes, yes—please—more—”

“Say it. Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours! I’m yours, I’m yours—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I believe him.

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


Chapter Six: Unraveled

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

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

“Barely,” I whisper, smiling.

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

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

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

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

I nod. “More than okay.”

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

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

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

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

I smirk. “Not even close.”

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

“You? No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His grin pulls slow. “I remember.”

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

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

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

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

“I figured.”

“But you want it.”

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

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

My breath catches.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yeah?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It feels bigger than that. Realer.

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


Silver Sin


Chapter One: Something Wicked




The kitchen is chaos. An orchestra of frantic shouting, the metallic clang of pans, bursts of steam hissing from the stovetops, and the shriek of knives on cutting boards. The scent of garlic and grilled meat hangs thick in the air, mixing with tension and sweat.

"Order up!" Chef Antonio bellows again, his voice slicing through the madness like a cleaver. "Move your asses!"

"I heard you the first time!" Kat, our prep cook, snaps back, slamming a tray onto the pass with a bang that rattles the plates.

The air crackles with frayed nerves. The lunch rush is peaking, and everyone’s operating on pure survival instinct. There’s no grace in it, just grit and adrenaline. I’m dead center in the storm, balancing four plates on my arms, one more on a tray gripped in my left hand, weaving around bodies like it’s a combat zone. I don’t get hazard pay, but it sure as hell feels like I should.

Part-time waitress, full-time college student, perpetually caffeinated and on the brink of burnout. This job pays just enough to keep me afloat while I swim in a sea of student debt. Tuition, textbooks, rent, ramen and it all adds up. My future feels like it’s balanced on the edge of a steak knife. Every day it’s the same loop: school, work, repeat. It’s not glamorous, but when you're on your own, you do what you’ve gotta do. Classes, shifts, bills, trying to keep my head above water.

And I’ve got all the plates spinning—for now. But that leaves no time to breathe, let alone date. My love life is a ghost town and my sex life? Yeah, that’s a joke. Most nights, it’s just me and my overworked vibrator—and even that’s starting to give up on me. And some days, like today, I’d double my entire student loan balance just to feel something other than exhaustion. Just one shameless, filthy little escape where I can shut my brain off, stop hustling, and let go. Find something wicked. Something that buzzes under my skin and makes me forget how broke and tired I am. And maybe, if I’m lucky, someone to help me forget.

"Hot plate behind!" I shout, narrowly avoiding Mark as he wheels around with a pot of lobster bisque. The steam curls toward me, burning my eyes and making them sting. I blink through it, ducking beneath a swinging elbow. Every shift is a full-body workout and a test of endurance. No room for mistakes, no time to breathe.

Finally, I push through the double doors, emerging from the chaos into the relatively calmer dining room. The noise shifts: less screaming; more clinking silverware, polite laughter, and the low hum of a busy lunch crowd. The lighting is softer here, golden, and the air doesn’t taste like scorched oil and tension. The hot plates on my arm burn slightly. I make it to the table and, with a smile, pass out the dishes. On to the next table, orders, drinks. And then I see him. My breath of fresh air.

Jackson Armitage. Seated in his usual booth by the sunlit window, right leg crossed over the left, one hand nursing a lowball glass of water like it’s something stronger. My pulse skips, then starts galloping. He’s not just a customer; he’s become my favorite little break from reality. When the shifts blur together and the exhaustion crawls into my bones, Jackson is the one bright spot that makes it all feel lighter.

He's the kind of man who makes time stop. Late-forties, salt-and-pepper hair groomed to perfection, eyes the sharp blue of glacier melt, and a body that speaks of discipline. Not just gym hours, but a life lived with restraint and precision. His suits always fit him like a glove, tailored and clean like he walked out of a catalog titled “Temptation in Human Form.” I’ve fantasized about him more than once. Okay, more than a dozen times. He’s the reason I’ve had to retire batteries early. The way he exists in my world, all calm control and quiet heat, has ruined me for every guy my age.

I still remember the first time he came in. I was training, still shadowing one of the other servers, and I noticed his guest had flagged an allergy on the order slip that never made it to the kitchen. I caught it in time and stepped in, got it fixed before anything reached the table. That could’ve gone bad fast. Jackson noticed. Ever since then, he’s always requested me. The hostess just seats him in my section now. Like it’s written into the damn floor plan.

He comes here three or four times a week. On the days he dines alone, there’s a charge between us. Glances that last too long. Flirtation laced with warning. A slow smile that feels like it was meant just for me. But when he brings a guest—usually a client—he’s different. All business. Cool, polite, professional. Like the playful heat I thought I imagined never existed at all.

My heart sinks a little as today, he’s not alone. Across from him sits another man—tall, handsome, good jawline, expensive watch. But he’s not Jackson. No one is. The new guy buzzes, tapping his fingers against his glass. Jackson, as always, looks carved from calm.

I smooth my apron, square my shoulders, and approach. Wishing I had time to double-check my makeup. Jackson sees me first. His gaze lifts slowly, eyes dragging up from my knees to my face like a slow caress. The smile he gives me is small but searing.

"Good afternoon, darling," he says, voice low and warm, all lazy confidence. It slides over me like warm honey, thick and slow. "Busy shift today?" The tone in his voice makes me melt. And the fact that he’s using it means the guy he’s with probably isn’t a client. Which means I don’t have to be in full-service mode.

"Surviving," I say, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear and trying not to fidget under his gaze. "It’s a war zone back there. You’d better tip well."

He huffs a soft laugh. "Always." His gaze lingers a beat before he adds, "How’s that business class going? The one with the professor you said looked like a vampire?"

I smirk. "Still brooding. Still assigning group projects like it’s some sort of punishment. But yeah, I’m managing."

He chuckles, the sound warm and familiar. "You’ll survive him yet."

It’s always easy like this between us—effortless, really. Over the months, we’ve slipped into this rhythm: me giving him shit for working too much and not stopping by more often, him asking about my life and flirting like it’s the most natural thing in the world. It’s like a little break from reality when he walks through those doors.

I raise an eyebrow, smirking. “Nice to know you’re rooting for me.”

“Someone’s got to,” he murmurs, eyes glinting with something too warm to be casual. “Can’t have my favorite waitress burning out before finals.”

I lean in slightly, teasing. “Favorite? I figured you were seeing other servers on the side.”

“You think I’d cheat on the only one who never screws up my order? That’s practically wife material,” he says, voice all smooth confidence, but there’s a flicker of heat in his eyes.

My heart does this wild little somersault. I want to toss something flirty back, maybe ask if that was a proposal. But before I can get the words out, David clears his throat. Jackson straightens slightly, expression shifting.

"Right. Allow me to introduce my friend—David."

David extends a hand across the table. "Pleasure," he says, tone openly appreciative as he takes me in.

I shake his hand politely. David’s looking at me like I’m the dessert. Not threatening exactly, just smug, as if he’s already pictured me naked and wrapped up the fantasy with a bow. My spine straightens on instinct. I’ve dealt with guys like him before, but with Jackson sitting right there, it feels slimy instead of flattering.

David grins at me, his gaze lingering just a little too long. “I can see why you like coming here, Jackson. Hell of a view.” His eyes are glued to my chest like they’ve got nowhere else to be.

My cheeks burn. Not from flattery, but pure annoyance. No way I’m giving this guy my best customer service smile. I raise a brow and shoot back, “You want fries with that stare or are you just starving for attention?”

David’s grin turns lazy. "Is that on the menu?"

I give him the polite smile I save for problem tables. "Not for you. Try the specials board: respect and eye contact."

He flicks a look at Jackson and laughs. "She’s quick. Surprised you didn’t try to recruit her already."

Jackson cuts in, his voice clipped. “This is why I don’t bring you out in public. Stop flirting with her, she’s mine.”

A little jolt runs through me. I should roll my eyes or push back, because we’re not a thing. Our whole… whatever this is… lives somewhere between flirting and small talk. But I catch the flicker in his eyes, the tiny hitch in his breath. He knows what he just said, and he knows it hit. The way his jaw tightens tells me he likes that it did.

"Just drinks today," he says smoothly, voice dipping back into that calm cadence. "I’ll have my usual."

David leans back and winks. "I’ll take the same."

“Whiskey sours, coming right up,” I say with a bright smile, spinning on my heel. If David keeps up that smug crap, he’s getting extra ice and none of the charm.

They place their order, and I drift back toward the kitchen, forcing myself to focus. But Jackson’s presence clings to me like perfume. I feel his eyes on me every time I cross the room, and each glance adds another drop to the simmering heat coiling low in my belly.

The lunch rush drags on, and I barely get a minute at Jackson’s table—definitely not as much as I’d like. I swing by to check on them, top off their drinks, and keep it moving. As they start to wind down, I slide into a booth a couple behind theirs to clear, snag a fork that skittered under the seat, and try my hardest not to eavesdrop.

“I’ve got a client meeting Saturday,” Jackson says dryly. “Taking him golfing. God help me.”

David cackles. “You? Golfing? What the hell for? You hate golf.”

Jackson groans. “Client bonding. But you play the game if you want to seal the deal.”

David shakes his head, grinning. “You could just cancel. Tell ‘em you’re allergic to polos.”

“You’d never survive in my business,” Jackson replies with a smirk. “It’s all about client appeasement. You smile, you swing, you lie about their putting form.”

David raises a brow. “Yeah, well, pleasing men’s never been my forte. But you? You need to blow off some steam.”

Jackson laughs under his breath. “And your solution is what? Whiskey?”

“Nope,” David says, leaning in. “Temptation. It’s newbie night on Saturday. Perfect excuse. Hit your quota with Mr. Golf Pro and then come out with me. I’m only in town for the weekend.”

Temptation? My ears perk up shamelessly. I mean, if they’re gonna have this conversation in public, it’s fair game, right? But what kind of club could tempt someone like Jackson? I can't picture him in some sweaty rave, flashing lights and bass drops.

Jackson lets out a dry chuckle. “Maybe. Just to sit back and enjoy a drink. Last few women I met… did not meet expectations. I’m over it. I don’t have the patience anymore.”

David snorts. “Trust me, I remember the last brat you handled. What was it she ignored a rule you’d repeated twice?” He shakes his head, grinning. “You left her tied to the bed while you went out to grab a drink. Said you needed a break before you lost your temper.”

Wait, what?! I nearly fumble the stack of plates in my hands. Did I hear that right?

Jackson groans, dragging a hand over his face. “She just kept pushing and pushing until it wasn't fun anymore. I should’ve just paddled her ass and been done with it, but she didn’t even like impact play.”

Paddling? What the actual fuck. My jaw nearly drops right there in the dining room.

David leans in. “You want someone soft. Curious. Eager. Someone who listens and obeys.”

Jackson lifts his glass and nods. “Exactly, David. I know what I want. It's just finding it.”

David grins. “Doesn't mean you can just give up looking. And you'll have more luck at the club than the boardroom. Though your secretary is pretty hot.”

Jackson chuckles under his breath. “Fine. I’ll go. But no matchmaking.”

“Scout’s honor,” David says, hands raised.

I hear them get up to leave and I pretend to drop under the table for a fork. My face is on fire, and there’s no way in hell I’m letting them catch me eavesdropping. I crouch there, holding my breath, heart pounding in my ears, until I’m absolutely sure they’ve walked out.

But it’s not just embarrassment lighting me up—I’m buzzing. Like, full-body goosebumps, thighs-squeezed-together kind of buzzing. Brats. Ropes. Paddling. What even is this place? I’ve got this whole new image of Jackson now. Not just the flirty guy in the perfect suit, but someone darker, someone who commands and expects to be obeyed. A man who ties women to beds and punishes them when they break his rules.

That little hum of flirtation I used to feel around him? It’s a full-blown blaze now. Suddenly, every half-formed fantasy I’ve ever had rewrites itself. Only this time, it’s Jackson I’m begging for. His voice in my ear, deep and rough, calling me good. Or bad. Honestly, either one does it.

Soft. Curious. Eager. That’s what he wants. And maybe, just maybe, that’s exactly what I could be.

Club Temptation. The name zings around in my head like static electricity. This isn’t your average bar or club. And Jackson? He isn’t just some hot older guy in a crisp suit. He wants control. Depth. Obedience. And I… I want to know what that looks like. Feels like.

Yeah, he’s older. Way older. But in that confident, experienced, knows-exactly-how-to-break-you-down-and-put-you-back-together kind of way. The guys my age? They’re still figuring out how to do laundry. Jackson knows what he’s doing and exactly how to get what he wants.

As I crawl out from under the table, grabbing the stray glasses and wiping things down, I try to process all this. This started as a stupid little crush. Just some harmless fun with a hot regular. But now? Now I’m imagining myself in his bed, his hands on my skin, his voice telling me what to do and me loving every second of it.

And then the idea hits me: what if I show up this Saturday? Not invited, technically but not exactly crashing either. Newbie night. Just happening to be there. Curious. I just want to see what kind of place captures a man like Jackson Armitage’s attention. And maybe—if I’m lucky—I’ll capture his.

First step? Find Club Temptation.


Chapter Two: Temptations Door

It took me two days—and way too much late-night scrolling—to find anything solid about Club Temptation. Most of what I found online was vague, broken, or so cryptic it might as well have been written in Morse code. People online just kept repeating the same thing: It’s not for everyone. Which, of course, made me want it more.

I was huddled in the break room, elbows on the table, completely absorbed in a thread called “What really happens at Club T,” when a voice cut through the silence.

“You thinking about going?”

I jumped and whipped my phone to my chest like I’d been caught watching porn. “Jesus, Kat!”

She leaned toward my shoulder, arms crossed and her lip ring glinting. Her messy bun looked somehow intentional, and her eyeliner hadn’t budged after ten hours. Meanwhile, I smelled like fryer grease and anxiety.

“You always sneak up on people like that?” I grumbled, locking my screen.

“Only when they’re acting shady,” she said with a grin. “So? Club Temptation?”

My cheeks flushed. “I overheard something, that’s all.”

She cocked her head. “Lemme guess—it was from your favorite customer. What’s his name again? Armtag or something?”

“Armitage,” I muttered. “And how did you guess?”

Kat smirked. “Please. He’s the only one who says your name and suddenly you’re sprinting across the floor. You’ve got it bad, girl. Plus, I saw the way you reacted the other day when he and his friend were talking. And I saw the way you ducked under the table.”

“Oh, you saw that?” I said, cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

"Yep, caught the whole thing. You popped up looking like you'd just creamed your panties." She grinned wickedly.

"Why are you always so gross?" I rolled my eyes, though I was smiling.

She shrugged. “Restaurant life. Hang around line cooks long enough and your shame filter dies. But come on, spill. What’s up with your silver fox?” She slid into the seat next to me, all ears.

I groaned and tried to hide behind my apron. “He’s not mine.”

“But you want him,” she teased.

I hesitated. “Maybe. Yes. He’s… interesting.”

Kat’s grin widened. “Hot. Mysterious. Expensive taste. Yeah, he’s definitely a walking red flag. So—you thinking of going?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’ve thought about it. But it’s hard to find anything solid. It’s all whispers and rumors.”

Kat drummed her nails against the table. “You wanna know more?”

I glanced at her. “You know about it?”

“Yeah, never been myself but I know a few people who have. I can get you the address. Even a name to drop helps at the door.”

My eyes widened. “Seriously?”

Kat just grinned. “Don’t say I never did anything for you.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What’s the catch? You never do anything for free.”

She laughed. “Fine. All I ask is you spill the tea after. I want details. All of them.”

Great. That meant the entire kitchen staff would know before my next shift that I was stalking Jackson to a club.

“Fine,” I said, resigned. “But tell me more. Do you know what actually goes on there?”

Kat’s grin turned wicked. “You’ll find out when you get there.” She pulled out her phone and started typing.

By the end of the evening, Kat had all the details I’d need for the night—club address, what to wear, the name to drop at the door. She even told me which lipstick would hold up best under pressure. The way she grinned while texting it all to me made my stomach flutter with a mix of anticipation and dread. I stared at the messages long after she walked out, heart thudding, lips twitching like I was already halfway to smiling.

I ran the plan in my head again. Best case? I find Jackson, flirt like hell, and maybe get to see what he’s like when I’m not just his waitress. Second option? I don’t find him—but I still get a front-row seat to this sexy secret world. Worst case? I find him, and he acts like I’m out of line, or worse, out of place. Maybe I lose one of our best customers. But no. That wasn’t happening. I wasn’t going to let it. Come on, girl. You’ve got charm, curiosity, and just enough confidence to fake the rest.

After my shift, I headed straight home, peeled off my work clothes, and tried not to second-guess what I was doing. I grabbed my heels, my favorite black dress, the one that clings in all the right places, and that lipstick Kat swore would survive a hurricane. Then I was out the door, heart racing, adrenaline buzzing through me like a second skin.

And one Uber ride later, I was standing in line between a warehouse and a hotel, facing a pitch-black building with a single, flickering neon sign that read "Temptation" in sultry red. There were no windows, no obvious signs of what was inside—just that one word glowing above a heavy black door and a velvet rope strung between metal posts.

The building gave nothing away. My heels already hated me. My dress hugged every curve like it had a mission. And me? I was trying to look like I did this kind of thing all the time. I check my reflection in the dark glass beside the line. My lipstick’s still intact, cleavage just visible enough to be an invitation. I look good. Sharp, confident, exactly like the kind of woman who belongs here.

But the exclusivity clings to the air like perfume—thick and impossible to ignore. The “Members Only” line moves like silk. No waiting. No questions. I watch them disappear inside, all sleek smiles and practiced struts, like they’ve done this a hundred times. In our line, it’s slower. More uncertain. A guy in sneakers and a wrinkled button-down gets stopped, and after a quick look, the bouncer shakes his head. Not up to dress code. The guy protests, but it’s clear he’s not getting in.

My stomach twists, just a little. I glance at my reflection again. I practice my speech under my breath, just in case. If they ask, I’ve got a name to drop. Kat swore it would work. I just hope the bouncer doesn’t laugh in my face.

Finally, I’m at the front. The bouncer sizes me up. He’s tall, built like a boulder, arms crossed over his chest. I try not to shrink under his gaze. He holds out a hand and I hand him my ID.

Then, to my surprise, he smiles. “We could use more women like you in there.”

I blink. I was ready to drop the name Kat had given me, ready to plead my case. “Really?”

“You’re lucky tonight. Go ahead. No cover.” He winks and pulls the rope aside.

Okay then. I’ll take that as proof I clean up nice. I’ve never been waved into a club like that before—especially not for free. So yeah, I walk in like I belong, head high and heels clicking, but inside? I’m buzzing. Nerves, adrenaline, all of it swirling together like a cocktail I wasn’t quite ready for but definitely ordered.

The lighting hits me first, soft and red, casting everyone in a hazy glow. The air is thick with perfume and something darker, something heavy. A woman in a black corset greets me with a nod and directs me toward a locker room. “No phones past this point,” she says. “For everyone’s privacy.”

I hesitate. My phone is my safety net, my fake excuse, my way out if things go sideways. But I put it in a locker and punch a code.

Stepping out into the lounge is like stepping onto another planet. The room is all velvet and shadow, with music pulsing low and steady, a rhythm you feel more than hear. Leather couches and high-top tables surround the dance floor, some sectioned off with red velvet curtains that add little pockets of privacy to the room. Every now and then, you catch glimpses—hands wandering, mouths too close, people clearly not just talking.

Along the back of the dance floor is a wall of mirrors, stretching the whole length and making the massive space feel even bigger. I scan the room, overwhelmed in the best way.

To my right, there’s a sleek bar lit with soft gold lights, polished, with rows of bottles displayed behind it. It’s busy, but not chaotic. Just enough movement to feel alive.

On the left side of the room, I finally notice a hallway tucked in the shadows. It’s easy to miss, half-shielded by the architecture and guarded by a staff member who looks like he means business. I hadn't seen it at first, but now that I have, my curiosity kicks into high gear. What’s back there? Is that where women get tied to beds and spanked?

The thought hits me like a spark, and suddenly my skin feels a little too hot. I can feel the flush creeping up my neck.

Time to head to the bar—somewhere safe, familiar, where no one’s getting handcuffed or paddled.

The bartender, a woman with sharp eyes and a tattoo sleeve, gives me a once-over, then points toward a sleek cocktail menu tucked into the bar. “Any of the mocktails are on the house,” she says. “If you want alcohol, that’s on you and there’s a two-drink limit.”

I scan the menu, barely processing the names until one jumps out at me: Ruby Slippers. Cute. Fitting. I sure as hell feel like Dorothy right now—swept into a world I’m not sure I’m ready for but too curious to turn back from.

“I’ll take the Ruby Slippers,” I say, aiming for confidence.

The bartender nods and starts mixing, and I let my eyes drift across the room—until someone steps up beside me.

“Two whiskey sours, Debbie,” a man says.

I freeze. That voice. David.

I turn my head, and sure enough, there he is—grinning like he owns the place. If he’s here, Jackson must be too. My heart skips.

He spots me and tilts his head. “Hey, good-looking. Wait a second… aren’t you the waitress?”

I give him a dry smile. “Hi. Nice to know I left an impression.”

“How could I forget?” He slides onto the stool next to me, smug as ever. “Didn’t take you for the adventurous type.”

I arch a brow. “We met once. No way you know what type I am.”

He chuckles. “Fair. But tonight’s look? Stunning.”

“Thanks,” I mutter, barely paying attention. My eyes are too busy scanning the crowd, looking for him.

The bartender sets my drink in front of me just as David leans in again. “Damn, not even a sip before you ditch me?”

“Excuse me?” I ask, picking up my drink.

“You’re looking for Jackson, aren’t you?” he says, one brow arched knowingly.

I try to play it cool, but the way my cheeks heat gives me away. God, can everyone tell I have the hots for Jackson.

David grins and grabs his drinks. “Come on. I’ll take you to him.”

My brain is screaming that this is a bad idea, but my body’s already moving. As we walk, David slides one of the whiskey sours into my hand. “Give him this. And when you do, call him Sir.”

I blink. “What? Why?”

He smirks. “Because it’ll throw him off—and I live for that.”

Jackson stands near a high-top table with a group of people who look like they own the city. He’s in a crisp dark button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled just enough to show off his forearms, tailored charcoal pants that hug just right, and leather shoes that gleam under the dim lights. He’s got an almost empty drink in one hand and command in the other, completely in his element: confident, magnetic, unfairly good-looking. My stomach flutters just watching him.

He doesn’t notice me until David says, “Look what I found.”

Jackson turns. His blue eyes lock on mine, and suddenly I’m not in a crowded club—I’m in his orbit.

I set the drink down in front of him. "Your usual," I say, then add with a cheeky smile, "Sir."

Jackson's brows lift, surprise flickering across his face before he smooths it over. But David bursts out laughing, clearly enjoying the moment. I shoot him a glare. What a dick.

Without a word, Jackson steps forward, his hand sliding under my arm like it’s the most natural thing in the world. He guides me away from the table, through the lounge, and into a quiet alcove tucked away from the noise.

His voice is low, edged with something I can’t name. “What are you doing here?”

I try to sound calm. “I overheard some people talking about this place. I got curious.”

He raises an eyebrow. “Try again.”

“It’s the truth,” I say, locking eyes with him, hoping he can read all the things I can’t quite say out loud.

But he just stares, unreadable, one hand on my arm like he's waiting for me to crack.

Well, fuck. So much for playing it cool. That mysterious, chill entrance I’d planned? Gone. Blown up in my face the second I opened my mouth.

“The people just happened to be you and David.”

He mutters a curse. “You have no idea what kind of place this is. And you're way too young to be here. Did you come alone?”

“So what if I did?” I snap, bristling at the way he says too young. Like I’m just some clueless kid.

He studies me for a long beat, trying to decide if I’m naive or dangerous. Maybe both.

“You should go home,” he says, quieter now.

I cross my arms. “Why? Because you said so? I came here to have fun, just like everyone else.”

He huffs out a breath, and for the first time, I catch a flicker of concern in his expression. “Look, you’re a nice girl. This isn’t a place for nice girls. It’s not some dance club or underground bar with a gimmick. It’s different here.”

“I figured as much,” I say, keeping my tone low. I can tell he’s frustrated—it’s written all over him—but I’ve already made up my mind. This might not be going how I pictured it, but I’m not backing down. Not even close. I’ve still got a plan, and I’m not out of the game yet.

Time to initiate plan: Seduce Jackson Armitage.

I reach out and run a hand down his chest, feeling the heat of his skin even through his shirt. “But you’re here. You can watch out for me. Show me what this place is really about.”

His jaw flexes. “You don’t know what you’re asking for.”

“Jackson, please,” I say, lowering my voice. “I’m curious. I’ll listen to every word you say.”

He drags a hand down his face, looking genuinely conflicted. I can tell I'm getting to him.

"You were eavesdropping on the whole conversation, weren't you?" he asks, arching a brow.

I shrug with a smirk. "Maybe." My fingers trail down the front of his shirt, slow and deliberate.

He closes his eyes briefly, like he needs a second to regroup, to find that quiet, collected control he always seems to carry. When he opens them again, there’s a shift—calculated and intense. That warmth he had before sharpens into something more deliberate.

Without a word, he reaches out and wraps his hand around my wrist. It’s not harsh, not at all, but there’s no mistaking who’s in charge.

"This isn’t a game," he says, voice low and serious.

“Good,” I say. “I don't want to play.”

He steps closer, and the air shifts between us. “You’re standing in a kink club, darling. And I don’t think you even realized it until now.”

I blink, trying to process what Jackson just said. Kink. It’s one thing to get a feeling, to pick up on hints. But hearing him say it out loud? It feels like crossing a line I didn’t even know I was tiptoeing.

A kink club. It sounds taboo. Intimate. Like something you whisper into someone’s ear, not say out in the open.

I hadn’t really stopped to think about what kind of club Temptation actually was. I’d been too focused on catching his attention, chasing that spark. But now? Now I’ve got goosebumps—not from fear, but from the sudden realization I’ve walked into something way bigger, way deeper than I expected.

I already had an idea of what Jackson was into. Remembering his and David's conversation. And the way he flirted and his control—none of it screamed "vanilla." But now? Now I wonder just how far down that rabbit hole he goes. How many layers he keeps tucked away beneath those tailored suits.

And that thought keeps me rooted here. With his hand around my wrist.

If I turn around and walk out, I’ll never stop thinking about what I missed. And even though it’s all kinds of overwhelming, there’s a pull in my chest that says, Stay.

I want to understand what this world is. What he is. And maybe, if I’m honest, what I could be in it.

“That makes sense,” I murmur, trying to sound breezy, but my voice wobbles—just a little. “So, I already know you’re into tying women up and spanking them… Is that the whole deal, or are there more secrets you’ve been keeping?”

It comes out flirty, but there’s real curiosity tangled in the question. I want to know. I want him to tell me.

His jaw ticks, and something sharp flickers in his gaze—like I just stepped into dangerous territory he wasn't sure I was ready for. “It’s not just about tying women up,” he says, voice low and even. “I dominate them.”

That word hits hard. My skin prickles.

“Dominate,” I echo, like I’m tasting it. “That actually sounds… kind of hot.”

He huffs a breath through his nose, like he’s trying not to react, but the tension in the air thickens instantly. “You don’t scare easy, do you?”

I smile, stepping a little closer, letting my body answer before I do. “Not when I know what I want.”

He doesn’t break eye contact. “And what is it you want, exactly?”

“You.” I say it soft but steady, no room for misinterpretation.

His jaw tightens. “You know I’m old enough to be your father.”

I step in, lips curling into a smirk. “Then maybe I should call you Daddy.”

His eyes darken, and I swear I feel the air shift between us. His control? Definitely slipping, just a little.

Oh yeah—he likes that. Daddy. It rolls off the tongue way too easy. And damn, it sounds good.

“If I agree, you’ll follow my rules. No arguments. If I say stop, you stop. If I say kneel—”

“I kneel,” I whisper.

“Total obedience,” he says again, testing me.

“Yes, Daddy.”

His pupils flare. He begins to circle me. “You’ll stand with your hands behind your back. Keep your eyes down unless I say otherwise. You stay silent until I give you permission to speak. Can you do that?”

My throat is dry, but I nod. He stops in front of me, gaze steady. “Use your words.”

“I’ll be good,” I say, every syllable laced with heat. “I’ll be whatever you want. Just… let me stay.”

If this is what Jackson wanted, I wasn’t just ready—I was begging for it. Letting go? Please. He could have every ounce of control I had left, and I’d thank him for it.

Out there, life was stress and noise and pretending I had it all together. But in here, with him? This was what I had been needing.

His mouth curves, half warning, half promise. “Then let’s see if you can follow orders. And if you can, we’ll see where it goes from there.”


Chapter Three: Listening Skills




Jackson doesn’t say a word as he guides me back to the table, where his friends are still lounging with drinks and lazy smiles. The moment we step into their circle, I feel the weight of their attention settle on me, hot and heavy.

David looks like he hasn't stopped smirking since we walked off. "Well, look at that. Jackson decided to keep her."

Jackson doesn’t introduce me. He just drops back into his seat like nothing happened, cool as ever. I stay standing beside him, not sure if I’m supposed to sit or stand, or what. So I default to what he told me earlier—hands clasped behind my back, mouth shut, waiting. I feel like a prop on display, quiet and posed, but the flutter in my stomach betrays just how much I’m buzzing beneath the surface.

One of the men chuckles. “Didn’t you just say ten minutes ago you weren’t picking up anyone tonight?” He’s tall, bearded, wearing a suit that probably cost more than my entire month’s rent. There’s a teasing glint in his eyes, but it’s not mean. Just curious.

“I did,” Jackson says easily, lifting his drink. “Then she begged.”

Heat floods my face. Begged. The way he says it so casually makes my knees weak. I figure he’s trying to get a reaction from me, so I force my face into something neutral and keep my gaze lowered.

“Begged?” another man says with a laugh. “She doesn’t look like the type.”

“She was convincing,” Jackson murmurs, taking a sip without breaking stride.

David pipes up from the sidelines, his grin practically feral. “Told you she had those puppy dog eyes. You’ve always been a sucker for that look.”

Jackson still doesn’t look at him. “David.”

David holds up both hands in mock surrender. “Relax. Just appreciating the view. You showed her off back at the restaurant, figured I’d get a better look now. Careful though, if you’re not paying attention, I might just steal her.”

“Try it,” Jackson says, voice like ice.

A slow laugh rumbles from David’s chest. “All right, all right. I know when I’ve overstayed my welcome.” He gives me one last wink. “Enjoy yourself, sweetheart.” He turns and strolls toward the back hallway, disappearing as the staff standing guard lets him through with nothing more than a nod. No hesitation. No questions. Just a quiet pass into someplace deeper.

My stomach flips. That hallway—that’s where the real club begins, isn’t it? Not just drinks and flirty games, but whatever exists behind that velvet curtain. I’ve barely been here an hour, and already my head is spinning with possibilities. I know this is a kink club. I have a vague notion of what that implies. But what I don’t know—what I can’t stop wondering—is what it actually looks like in practice. Will he take me there?

"Man, I swear, one of these days some woman’s gonna knock that smugness right out of him," the bearded guy chuckles.

Jackson just shrugs and takes a sip of his drink. “He’s always been like that. I’m not holding my breath.”

Jude shifts in her seat and gives me a once-over, her tone all sweet on the surface but sharp underneath. “Speaking of women… didn’t know you had a thing for the younger ones, Jackson.”

I can feel all their eyes on me, and suddenly I’m very aware of the age gap everyone’s clearly thinking about. I want to brush it off, act like I don’t care, but her comment lands harder than I expected. I mean, yeah, the difference is obvious. But this place doesn’t seem like the kind where that kind of thing matters. At least, I hope not. I glance at Jackson, trying to play it cool, but what I really want is to know what he thinks.

“She asked for a taste,” Jackson says. “I’m obliging.”

Jude sips her drink and gives Jackson a long look, the kind only someone who’s known you too long can pull off. “Really, Jackson? She looks like she just graduated. You sure you want to open that door?” Her voice had that joking edge, but there was something else tucked in there—maybe concern, maybe a quiet warning.

I wanted to say something so bad. What door was she talking about? And seriously, what’s so wrong with younger women? But Jackson had told me not to talk, so I bit my tongue and kept quiet.

“If it were just a taste, you wouldn’t have her standing there,” the woman notes, raising a brow.

Jackson’s smirk returns. “She’s under orders. Seeing if she can listen.”

My stomach sank a little. He was quick to shut David down, but when it came to Jude’s dig about my age? Nothing solid. And I couldn’t tell if that meant he didn’t care or if he agreed.

Then, the bearded man chimes in with a grin. “Hold on, Jude. Isn’t your guy, what, twenty-four? That makes you—?”

Jude cut him off with a playful slap to his arm. “Let’s not do the math, handsome.”

Jackson chuckled, finally joining the game. “You have a new one every season. It’s hard to keep track.”

I was honestly relieved when they changed the subject. Being talked about while standing there like a mute prop? Awkward as hell. And from the look on Jackson’s face, he wasn’t exactly sad to move on either.

Jude grinned. “Might keep this one, actually. He cooks. And apologizes. Like a man who knows he’s on borrowed time.”

"Oh, no I don't want to hear about him again," the bearded man groaned.

Jude turned back to Jackson, a flicker of softness crossing her features. “Sorry. I’m being a bitch. My guy’s out of town and I’m cranky. And now here you are, looking all smug with your new kitten.”

Jackson raised an eyebrow, expression easy. “It’s fine. I know it’s because you care. And we’ll see about the play part.”

That line hit me right in the gut. It wasn’t a no, but it wasn’t a yes either. Just a maybe. And what exactly did he mean by play? Was that code for sex? Or was it one of those kink things I hadn’t learned yet?

They all started laughing again, diving into some new topic like it was nothing. I stayed right where I was. Quiet. Still. Doing my best impression of someone totally unfazed. Even though my head was spinning. I still didn’t really get why Jackson told me I could stay, gave me rules to follow, and then just… ignored me. But whatever. I stuck to them. Mouth shut. Hands behind my back. Eyes down. My heels were starting to hurt, but I tuned it out and just kept listening, soaking up every bit of the conversation.

Jude took another sip of her drink, then tilted her head toward Jackson. “Shame you missed last week’s rope demo. Dominic put on a hell of a show.”

The bearded man let out a low whistle. “His new bunny? She’s got him wrapped around her little pinky. Or, well, more accurately, wrapped in jute.”

Jude snorted. “Literally. I swear, I haven’t seen him that focused on a single sub in… ever.”

I’m burning to ask what a “bunny” is. What kind of show? But I bite my tongue. Stay silent.

Jackson’s brow lifted. “Focused how?”

“Oh, come on,” Jude said, leaning forward like she was spilling secrets across a brunch table. “He didn’t take his eyes off her the entire time. It was practically romantic.”

Romantic? Seriously? How is tying someone up supposed to be romantic?

The bearded man laughed. “She’s cute. And smart. And apparently has a pain kink that matches his intensity. I think he’s in trouble.”

“Deep trouble,” Jude agreed. “And get this—he canceled a one-on-one with one of his regulars last weekend. Voluntarily. Said it didn’t feel right.”

Jackson blinked. “Dominic canceled? That man once showed up to a scene with a broken wrist.”

“Exactly,” Jude said, smirking. “That girl’s got him by the soul.”

I let out a slow breath and stared down at the carpet like it had answers. Rope shows? Submissives? People catching real feelings in a place like this? Was that actually a thing?

I snuck a glance up at Jackson and caught the edge of a smile tugging at his mouth. This was all just casual for him. No big deal. Meanwhile, I had about a million questions buzzing in my head. Maybe that’s why he wanted me quiet, just taking it all in first.

Jude leans toward Jackson again, swirling her drink with a lazy grin. "Oh, that's not the only new thing. I am sure you haven't heard they just opened the three new voyeur rooms. Floor-length one-way mirrors, all of them."

Jackson’s eyes lifted at that, a flicker of genuine interest finally breaking through his calm veneer.

"Members-only access," she added, clearly pleased by the reaction. "So it shouldn’t be as crowded. Just the people who know what to do with the view."

The bearded man chuckled. "Sounds like your kind of playground, J."

Jackson hummed, his gaze distant now. I caught that look and tucked it away. Another puzzle piece.

And God, the voyeur rooms. Floor-length one-way mirrors? Just the idea of it made my skin prickle. Being watched. Not knowing who’s behind the glass, who’s seeing everything. I didn’t think I’d be into something like that. But the heat between my thighs said otherwise. If that’s Jackson’s thing—if that’s where his mind went when Jude brought it up—then maybe I wanted to know what that felt like, too. To be seen like that. Exposed.

Jude laughed, tipping her glass toward him. "You know, for someone who swore he was over this place, you look like you're already planning your next scene."

I catch her sneaking a glance at me out of the corner of my eye.

Jackson smirked, just a little. “Yeah, well. David talked me into coming tonight. Said I needed to stop moping and remember what fun looked like.”

“He wasn’t wrong,” the bearded man said, raising his glass.

Jackson shrugged. “This place has changed. New shows. New rooms. It feels different in a good way.”

The conversation keeps rolling, and I’m just standing there buzzing like a live wire. Every little detail they drop pulls me in deeper. I know I don’t really belong here—not yet. A kink club? Me? It should feel like too much. Too dark. Too intense. But it doesn’t. Not when the talk turns to ropes and mirrors and watching. Not when it keeps peeling back layers of who Jackson really is.

And God, the more I learn about him, the more it lights me up inside. Not just curiosity. Not just attraction. I mean heat. Low, insistent heat pooling right between my thighs. I’m standing there like a damn statue and all I can think about is how badly I want him to touch me. Tell me I’ve earned it. Or haven’t.

But Jackson? Nothing. Not a look. Not a word. Just letting me stand there and burn for it. How long is he going to keep testing me like this?

Then I catch it. A glance. Quick. Precise. Just enough to say, I see you. He’s been watching me this whole time. Just not in a way anyone else could catch.

And after what feels like forever, he finally turns and speaks.

“Go to the bar,” he says quietly, not looking at me. “Get us two bottles of water.”

It’s the attention I wanted—his voice, his eyes, that little command that said I still had his focus. But damn, being sent off like a waitress again? That stung a little. I swallowed it down, nodded, and headed for the bar.

I step up to the bar and ask for two waters. The bartender gives me a friendly nod but winces a little. "We’re restocking the fridge right now," the bartender says. "Give me just a second, and I’ll bring out a couple bottles."

As I wait, a woman slides into the space beside me. Tall, dark-haired, and dripping with confidence, she looks like she was born in this place.

“First time?” she asks, her tone somewhere between curious and amused.

I blink. “Um. Yeah.”

She offers a lazy smile. “I’m Serena.”

“I’m—” I pause, glancing back at Jackson. The second our eyes meet, it just clicks. He told me to get water, not to chat. And without even thinking about it, I adjust. “Here with someone.”

It’s kind of wild how easy it’s gotten to fall into whatever he tells me. Like my brain just defaults to his rules.

Her eyes flash with something I can’t quite place, mischief maybe, or a challenge. And she just keeps going, either missing the hint or not giving a damn. “Yeah, I saw. You went for the biggest stiff in the room.”

“I actually kind of like him,” I say, my jaw tightening just a little. I want to defend him, but I’m not about to start trading jabs with her. Not worth it.

“How’d you manage to get Jackson’s attention?” she asks, leaning her hip into the bar.

“I asked,” I say simply.

Serena rolls her eyes. “Oh, you’re one of those girls.”

I frown. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Sweet. Eager. New.” She waves a hand. “He loses interest fast, you know.”

The jab hits harder than I expect. How would she know that? How many times has she tried to get close to him? Has she succeeded? Maybe this is what he meant when he said he didn’t have the patience for brats. Maybe he meant her.

She watches me for a beat, then leans in conspiratorially. “If you really want to get a rise out of him, come with me. We’ll get into some trouble. Drive him crazy.”

Everyone seems to get a kick out of messing with him—this woman, David, probably others too. But that's just not me. I actually like Jackson the way he is. Flirty but serious, calm and in control. Let them poke at him if they want, but I’m not joining in.

I straighten my shoulders. “Thanks for the offer, but I’m good.”

She pouts, a little mockingly. “Suit yourself.” She turns and melts back into the crowd, leaving me standing there with a weird mix of adrenaline, relief, and about a hundred new questions for Jackson.

When the bartender sets the drinks in front of me, I grab them and turn to head back.

The others at the table are gone now, leaving just him lounging against the table like he owns the place. He arches a brow as I approach in that calm, unreadable way of his.

"What did she want?"

I hesitate for only a second. “She invited me to misbehave.”

His gaze sharpens. “And you said?”

“I said no. I remember you mentioning something about not liking brats.”

Jackson’s lips curl, pleased. “Good girl. You do listen well.”

Normally, I’d roll my eyes if someone called me girl. But when he says it? Damn. My whole body lights up. It’s like the words drop straight down my spine and settle low, hot and undeniable. I don’t know what it is, maybe it’s the way his voice wraps around them, or the way he looks at me when he says it, but it hits different.

He leans back slightly, like he's trying to gauge the edge of my desire. “Though you might have more fun with her. Or David.”

The thought of either makes my nose wrinkle. “Well, I didn’t come here for them,” I say, bolder than smooth. “I came here for the sexy guy who takes up one of my tables every week. The one who looks like he knows how to make someone forget their own name. So… are you going to show me around or keep pretending I’m not exactly what you want?”

His smile shifts, and yeah, it’s guilty. He had been trying to talk me out of this. And that pisses me off. Like I didn’t make it obvious how badly I want him? I stalked him to a damn sex club. Does he really think I’d do that just for kicks?

I’m about to call him on it when he stands, taking the waters from my hands. Then he steps in close, and my pulse kicks up like it’s got somewhere to be. He’s not even touching me, but somehow I feel him everywhere.

“Do you want to look around?” he asks, voice low, like he already knows the answer. "And I mean more than just the lounge."

"Yes. I want to do more than look around," I say.

His jaw tightens. “More?”

"Yeah… I want to participate. With you. If you're okay with that."

I can feel the heat crawling up my neck. I’m basically one breath away from begging him to just fuck me already, and honestly? That might be the most desperate thing I’ve ever felt—and liked. Shit, I like begging for it.

His hand comes up to cup my jaw, fingers firm, thumb brushing my cheek. "How ’bout this? We’ll go take a look, and if you like what you see, we can try a few things."

I see it in his eyes. That tight pull of control, like he's fighting every instinct not to take me right here, right now. He's holding back, and it only makes me want him more.

I nod, my voice steady even though my insides are trembling. “Show me your world.”

He leans in, his mouth so close I can feel the whisper of his breath against my ear. “Now I don't want to go back there with you thinking I don't want you. Really, I want to fucking ruin you.”

A sound catches in my throat, something between a gasp and a moan. “Yeah,” I breathe. “That’d be really, really nice.”

He pulls back just enough to look at me, slow and deliberate, like he’s already picturing every filthy thing he wants to do. “You okay with that?”

“Yes,” I whisper. It comes out shaky, breathless. But it’s real.

“Then follow me.”


Chapter Four: Learning to Please

Jackson’s hand rests on the small of my back as we step out of the lounge and into the back halls of Club Temptation. The thump of music fades behind us, replaced by a low, steady buzz—soft moans, the occasional groan, laughter that sounds way too satisfied. The air thickens instantly, like we’ve walked straight into a secret whispered only to those who can handle it.

The hallways are dim and moody, lined with doors on either side. Each one glows with a different colored light: blue, red, purple. I don’t know what they all mean, not exactly, but it’s obvious each one’s got a vibe. A purpose. A few doors are wide open, others barely cracked, just enough to catch a glimpse.

Jackson’s just behind me, close but not touching now, and it’s somehow more intense than when his hand was on me. He’s letting me look, letting me take the lead, but I can feel him back there—silent, steady. Watching everything. Not just the rooms. Me. He’s reading me, seeing what makes me lean in and what makes me flinch. I can feel the tension humming between us, and I don’t know if I want to slow down or beg him to drag me the rest of the way.

The first room we pass, the door’s wide open. A woman is bent over a padded bench, moaning as someone drags a flogger over her back. Her skin is flushed, her expression blissed-out and glowing, and I can’t stop staring. In the next room, a couple moves slow and sweet on a leather couch, tangled in each other while three people sit close by, watching with rapt attention like it’s performance art. My cheeks burn. My body is on fire. And I haven’t even been touched.

Everywhere I look, something else catches my eye. A curtain flutters open, revealing a man buried between someone’s thighs. Down the hall, a woman is pinned to the wall, moaning loud enough to echo. I step toward one of the rooms, the sounds of sex echoing, drawn by the dark and the heat and the open door, but I stop myself at the threshold. Jackson hasn’t said a word. But I can feel his approval—or maybe his amusement—behind me as I take it all in. He’s watching the way I tense, the way I shift, the way my hands start to curl at my sides like I don’t know what to do with them.

This place is alive. Lit from within by shadows and sin. And I’m trying not to melt in the middle of it.

We finally hit the end of the hall and—holy hell—there’s a stage. Low, dark, surrounded by black leather couches. Almost every seat's taken, and all eyes are locked on what’s happening center stage. A man is fucking a woman who’s laid out like a goddamn goddess on this throne-like chair. Her eyes are rolled back, mouth open and moaning, her hands gripping the arms of the chair like she’s holding on for dear life or about to rocket into space. Raw, unfiltered, goddamn intense—it hits low and deep, and I don’t know whether to gasp or just burn. Because this? This is hot. Way too hot.

Jackson steps closer behind me. “There’s more,” he says in that low, calm voice of his. “Upstairs. Downstairs. Different kinds of play.”

I shake my head before I even realize I’m doing it. “This is already… a lot,” I admit, breathless. “Like, amazing, but a lot.”

He gives me a slow, crooked smile and says, "Come on. Let's find somewhere a little quieter, just you and me."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Maybe."

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

"Got it."

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

"Promise."

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

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

He studies me for a beat. "No sex tonight. That’s off the table. But are you okay with getting spanked? Roughed up a little? Degradation? Oral?"

My cheeks go hot, but I nod fast. "Yes. Definitely."

"No, don’t just say yes—use your brain; think about it,” he says.

I pause and let it actually sink in. No sex tonight sucks, sure, but the rest? Being spanked, roughed up, told what to do, talked down to? Especially by him? Yeah, I’m more than into the idea. Even if I don’t know exactly how it’ll feel, I want to try it, with him. And I realize that he needs to hear that. “I don’t know if I’ll like all of it,” I admit, meeting his eyes, “but I want to try it with you, Jackson.”

His mouth curves, equal parts hunger and approval. "Good. Then let’s get started."

Everything between us shifts, thick with heat. Like my consent was just what he was waiting for to let go. Like he’d been holding himself back this whole time, just waiting for permission to let the leash off.

His grip tightens on the back of my neck. “So you thought you could stalk me to a sex club, peek in on strangers fucking, and not get punished for it?”

My stomach flips. “I didn’t—”

He cuts me off with a smirk. “No excuses, dirty girl.”

Before I can catch my breath, he’s sitting down on the bed, dragging me across his lap in a fast and well-practiced movement. He hikes my dress up around my waist, cool air brushing my already wet panties, and then he’s sliding them down with that same firm, no-nonsense grip. Slow enough to tease, hard enough to make me gasp.

And then I’m bare. Ass up. Face flushed. Body buzzing. My heart’s pounding like it’s trying to break free from my chest. I should feel embarrassed, but all I can think is how wet I am for him already.

“Oh my god,” I squeak.

“Quiet.”

His hand’s warm at first—just a soft stroke, a gentle tease that almost makes me sigh. Then, out of nowhere, it snaps down hard. I gasp, loud and unfiltered. The sting blooms sharp and hot across my skin. He pauses like he’s waiting for me to chicken out.

"I think I need another," I breathe, my voice shaking just a little.

Another smack. Then another. I flinch, yelp, wriggle a bit but then my whole body starts to melt into it. Because, yeah, it stings, but the sting shoots straight between my legs. It turns my brain to static and makes my thighs squeeze together, searching for more friction.

“You like this?” he asks, low and rough.

“Yes,” I pant, then take it one step filthier because I remember what a certain word did to him earlier. “Yes, Daddy.”

He lets out this rough, low chuckle, almost a growl, and I swear I feel him twitch under me. “Of course you do.”

He’s getting harder beneath me, thick and insistent against my stomach. His breath hitches. His muscles tighten. It’s all the confirmation I need. He likes it when I call him that. That word—Daddy—it flips something in him. Something hungry and dark and possessive. And it sends a pulse of need right through me.

I feel it everywhere. Heat curling in my belly, my heart thudding in my chest, my body practically begging to find out what happens next.

He pauses, stroking the hot skin of my ass. “Think you’ve learned your lesson?”

“I don't think I have,” I whisper as a gulp. Why do I like this so much? “Maybe if you spank me harder?”

"You’re right—you have been bad."

He spanks me again and again, each smack rougher, meaner, and it only makes my pussy throb harder. I can feel myself clenching, dripping for him, totally lost in it.

Holy fuck. I’m in a sex club, bare-assed over Jackson Armitage’s lap, and he’s spanking me like he owns me. And I’m loving every goddamn second of it.

"You're fucking soaked, you filthy little slut. I think you’re liking this too much."

Then he flips me onto my back like I weigh nothing, and my breath catches. He stalks over to the dresser, slow and deliberate, every move dripping with purpose. He opens the top drawer and pulls out a pink vibrator. Then he grabs a small bottle and a cloth and starts cleaning it, methodical as hell, like teasing me with every second he makes me wait.

"I’m gonna make you beg for it now,” he says, voice thick with heat. “You’ve got those big, desperate eyes, and fuck, nothing is going to get me off tonight other than watching you fall apart while you beg.”

He presses the vibrator right to my clit, and I jolt with a full-body gasp. The buzz is brutal after the sting of his hand, like every nerve between my legs is on fire. I try to move, try to grab his wrist, maybe to push him away or maybe to make him press harder. I honestly don’t even know what I want.

"Hands above your head," he says, all grit and command.

I hesitate for half a second, lost in the way the vibrator’s working me over, and then...

"Don’t make me say it twice."

The fire in his voice shoots straight through me, and I raise my arms above my head without thinking. I want to be good for him. I want to be the girl he can't get enough of. Whatever he says, I’ll do it—just don’t let this stop.

The vibrator pulses against me again, and I'm spiraling up so fast it’s dizzying. I’m clenching, toes curling, riding the edge—and then he pulls it away. I gasp, whining.

"Fuck—Jackson."

“Not yet,” he murmurs, kissing the inside of my thigh.

Again, he teases me, bringing me right up to the brink before yanking it away. My hips jerk, chasing the vibration like I can still catch it, my entire body trembling with need.

He does it again. And again. Every time, he stops just before I fall over the edge, and it’s fucking torture. My body screams, aching with the denial. I’m shaking, desperate, and soaked. The orgasm was right there—so close I could taste it—and he just took it. Like a goddamn tease with a wicked smile and a vibrator in hand.

“Please!” I whimper.

"That's not good enough. Beg properly."

He drags the vibrator along my inner thigh.

“Please, Daddy, please let me come. I’ve been so good. I need it.”

“Good girl.” He presses the vibrator back against my clit, and I just lose it. Everything seizes up, and then I’m shaking apart, moaning like I’ve got no shame.

And right in the middle of that bliss, he slips a finger inside me—slow and thick—then adds another. Fuck. He’s knuckle deep. Deep enough to have me arching off the bed, my body begging for more without a single word.

The orgasm crashes over me like a goddamn freight train. I moan through it, hips twitching, hands fisting the sheets.

When I finally float back down, he’s leaning over me, telling me how fucking sexy that was. Then he raises his fingers to his lips, tastes me, and groans. "Can’t get enough of you," he mutters, voice thick with want.

Before I can catch my breath, he shifts down the bed, spreading my thighs again with slow, sure hands. His mouth finds me in a heartbeat, tongue flicking, licking, sucking until I’m whimpering all over again.

“Jackson,” I gasp, hips bucking as he wraps his arms under my thighs and pins me in place. He eats me like a man starved, tongue plunging deep, then teasing my clit until I’m writhing. My hands tangle in the sheets, in his hair, in whatever I can grab because it’s too much and not enough.

He groans like my taste is his favorite thing in the world, lips slick with my arousal, mouth working me open.

“Come for me,” he growls into me, voice rough and possessive.

I do—coming all over again, thighs clamping around his head as I cry out. It hits harder than the last, a tidal wave that rolls through me until I’m shaking and breathless. He doesn't stop right away, drawing out the aftershocks, licking me like he’s memorizing every twitch and whimper.

When I finally collapse, limp and gasping, he pulls back slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He kisses his way back up my body.

"That was amazing," I tell him.

"I told you I was going to ruin you," he whispers, lips brushing my ear.

And then I feel it—his cock, hard and thick, pressed right against my hip.

I run my hand down his chest, voice low and teasing. "What about you? You want me to take care of you like you just took care of me?"

"Let's just focus on you tonight," he says, taking my hand and pressing a kiss to my palm. "I don’t flirt with just anyone, and I sure as hell don’t bring just anyone here. I want you to enjoy every second—no regrets. It’s not every night a pretty girl like you gets her first spanking."

"Yeah, first time for that and first time coming that hard."

"Really?"

"Yes, really." I grin, biting my bottom lip. "And I meant it when I said I want to please you. I haven’t had a ton of practice giving blowjobs, but… I’m a fast learner. And I’ve got a feeling you’re a pretty good teacher."

His eyes darken, and the low growl in his throat sends a fresh rush of heat through me. "Then open up that pretty mouth and let me show you exactly how I like it."

I slide down between his legs as he lies back on the bed. I unzip him slowly, dragging it out just to tease us both, and reach in to pull him out. He’s big—thicker than I imagined, long and hot in my hand, already leaking at the tip. I stroke him once, then lean in and lick the bead of pre-cum off the head. He groans, one hand sliding into my hair.

“Start slow. Make it wet. Use your tongue—fuck, yeah, just like that.”

I swirl my tongue around him and ease him into my mouth, inch by inch. He throbs on my tongue, and I moan around him, already dripping again.

“Hollow your cheeks. Stroke the base with your hand. Yeah… good girl.”

I work him steadily, matching the rhythm he likes, letting his soft grunts and curses guide me.

“Deeper,” he mutters. “Let me feel your throat. You can take it.”

I try, letting him slide deeper, my throat relaxing as he pushes in. He gasps, hips jerking just a little.

“Fuck, baby. That mouth. You were made for this.”

He’s so vocal, so specific with what he wants, and it only turns me on more. Every praise, every command—it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.

“I’m close,” he warns, voice wrecked. “Don’t stop. You gonna swallow for me?”

I hum again, mouth full, fingers still working him at the base.

“Open up. Let me give it to you.”

He groans loud and spills down my throat, hot and salty. I swallow it all, not even hesitating. It’s bitter and messy and honestly perfect.

When I pull back, he’s breathing like I just knocked the wind out of him. He cups my face, thumb brushing over my lips. “That was fucking filthy,” he says with a grin. “I’m gonna be thinking about that for days.”

When it’s over, he pulls me onto the bed beside him, wiping a thumb over my lip like he’s marking the moment. “How do you feel?”

“Incredible,” I breathe. I mean it. I feel wrecked in the best possible way—like my body doesn’t quite belong to me right now.

He chuckles, low and warm. “That’s more than I usually give on a first night.”

I lean into him, still high off it all. “So let’s not stop.”

He shakes his head, gentle but firm. “No, darling. Not tonight.”

I pout, dragging my finger across his stomach. “Why not?”

He brushes my hair back, his thumb stroking over my cheek. “Because I need you to think. Tonight was a lot. I want you to go home, let it settle, and decide if you really want more.”

I want to say I already know. That I’m already hooked. That I’d follow him back through every door in this club if he just crooked his finger. But I nod. I get it. Barely.

He grabs a card from his wallet, scribbles something on the back, and tucks it into my hand. “My number. You’ve got questions? You text me. Or if you’re just done? That’s okay too.”

He walks me to the door, lingering there for a second like he might say something else, then just opens it with a quiet nod.

Outside, the night air hits like a slap after all that heat. I slide into my Uber and glance back as the car pulls away. He’s still there under the club’s red glow, hands in his pockets, watching me leave. I tuck his number into my coat pocket, holding it like a secret.

I don’t care what he says. I don't need to think about this. I’m already addicted. And next time? I’m going to make him addicted to me, too.


Chapter 5: Wanting More

I walked out of that club feeling like I had him. Like I’d flipped some invisible switch in him and all I had to do was wait for the fallout. And after the way he kissed me, touched me, looked at me like I was the only thing in the room that mattered, why would I have thought any differently. I really thought it would be easy to reel him in. I thought we were starting something.

But it’s been a week. A whole slow, dragging, miserable week. And all I’ve gotten from him are a few cold, clinical texts.

The club opens at nine. Newbie night is every Saturday. Here is a list of their monthly events. Let me know if you have questions about etiquette. You're welcome to observe again.

Like I’m a new hire getting onboarded. No hey, how are you. No can’t stop thinking about you. Just rules. Logistics.

I tried, too. Asked about his favorite music, what he does when he's not busy turning women into puddles. Tried to joke with him. Flirt a little. Sent a dumb meme. He didn’t even pretend to engage. It’s like he flipped a switch the second I walked out that door and went right back to being untouchable. Like what happened between us was just… play. And I don’t want it to be just that.

Now it’s Friday. That weird dead space between lunch and dinner where everything’s too quiet and time moves like molasses. The dining room’s practically empty. A couple of people sipping drinks. Nothing exciting. Nothing distracting. I’ve been behind the bar polishing the same glass for ten minutes, just spiraling—trying not to look like I’m unraveling while I obsess over every second he hasn’t walked through that door.

I haven’t seen him. And I don’t know what’s worse—missing him like this, or feeling like maybe I imagined it all.

Kat slides up beside me, eyes bright with the kind of energy that only comes from knowing someone else’s business. “Still nothing?” she asks, sipping her soda like it’s tea and she’s here for the gossip.

I exhale hard. “Not a damn thing. Ghosted.”

“You're being dramatic,” she says, wagging a finger at me. “Didn’t you say he texted you?”

“Yeah. Barely.” I set the glass down with more force than necessary. “Polite stuff. Surface-level. He answers when I ask something. Like he feels obligated.”

Kat narrows her eyes. “That’s Dom behavior.”

I arch a brow. We’d already picked apart every sexy little detail of my night at Temptation. Kat had eaten it up like it was her favorite show. I quickly learned she was just as inexperienced and curious as I was. But, as always, Kat kept her fake-it-‘til-you-make-it attitude. “Since when are you the expert?”

She shrugs. “I watch things. I listen. Power play’s not hard to spot. Have you seen our head chef? Man’s practically a walking punishment kink in non-slip shoes.” She smirks and nudges me with her elbow. “Look, Jackson gave you a taste, and now he’s waiting to see if you come crawling back for seconds. You did say he wanted you to reflect. Anticipation just makes the next round hit harder.”

“I hope you’re right,” I mutter. “Because all I’m doing is spiraling. Hard.”

All week, I’ve been stuck in my own head—just looping through every second of that night. The way his voice dipped low when he called me good girl. The sharp sting of his hand on my skin. That kiss, like he couldn’t get enough of me. The things he said. The things he did. I can’t stop thinking about it. And now? Radio silence. No follow-up. No playful texts. Not even a dumb meme to say he’s still thinking about me. Just the bare-minimum kind of replies whenever I text about the club or kink stuff, hoping to get more out of him. Hoping for any kind of spark. I even tried flirting. Kept it light, didn’t want to come on too strong. But he didn’t bite. Just sent back those clipped, polite replies. Like I was asking him about PTO instead of trying to get under his skin. I felt like I was texting HR.

Maybe Serena was right. Maybe he does lose interest fast. Maybe Jackson really does think I’m just some clueless girl with big fantasies and no idea what she’s actually doing. God, what I wouldn't give to know what was going on in his head.

“He’s probably just testing you,” Kat says, twirling her straw like she’s casting a spell. “Trying to see if you’re gonna freak out or keep your cool.”

“Or maybe,” I say, flat and tired, “he got what he wanted and moved on.”

Then my phone buzzes. It’s him. One word. Behave.

It hits low and deep, curling in my chest like heat and lightning all at once.

Kat leans over my shoulder, already smirking. "He lives," she whispers.

Before I can even respond, the host walks up. “You’re sat.”

I blink. “Now? Seriously?”

He just nods. “Table twelve.”

My stomach flips. Of course it’s his table. I smooth my apron, take a breath, and head out, trying not to show how my pulse has completely lost its rhythm.

And there he is. Jackson. Cool. Collected. All business today. He’s in his sharp navy suit, crisp white shirt, dark tie. Corporate perfection with that calm confidence that makes everyone else in the room look like they’re playing dress-up. He’s sitting exactly where he always does, looking like he owns the table.

But he’s not alone. The woman across from him is… a lot. The kind of polished that says she probably owns a label maker and a personal assistant. Perfect blowout. Pointy heels. Lipstick that hasn’t ever smudged in her life. She’s leaning in with that confident, I-know-I’m-hot kind of posture and laughing like she wants everyone nearby to know how charming she finds him.

Still—I hold onto that flicker of hope in my chest, stupid and stubborn. Just seeing him again has me buzzing like a live wire. I can play it cool. I can be chill. He said “Behave,” and God, I am going to try. I can be professional. I can act like I hadn't been waiting all week to see him. Totally fine. Totally chill. Totally not falling apart at the sight of him sitting there with someone else.

“Good afternoon,” I say, keeping my voice even. “Can I get you both started with drinks?”

Jackson glances up. “Water for now.” His voice is all business. His face? Blank slate. No warmth, no hint of mischief, not even the smallest twitch of the man who made me melt last weekend like I was made to fall apart for him.

"Champagne for me," she says with a little smirk, flicking her gaze toward him. "Come on, Mr. Armitage, live a little. One drink won’t kill the deal."

I don’t like her. The way she’s teasing him, all flirty smiles and soft touches, it’s getting under my skin fast. And yeah, I know, he’s not mine. I keep having to remind myself of that every time she leans a little closer. He made that pretty damn clear with his cold attitude this week. Would it have killed him to send one message, at least one saying 'thinking about that night'? Instead of just a reminder to reflect on what it means to be submissive. Like I’m homework he assigned and forgot to check on.

"Water will be fine for me." He laughs it off.

I nod, ignoring the cold knot forming in my chest. “Of course.” He’s being professional. He has to be. It’s business. She’s just a client.

I walk over with their drinks, trying not to spill anything or let the tremble in my fingers show. She doesn’t even really look at me. Just tosses a half-hearted smile my way like I’m a background prop, then zeroes right back in on Jackson like I’m not even there.

“This place is adorable,” she says, resting her chin in her hand, fingers lazily tracing her glass like this is some date. “David was right. And you—always picking these quiet little hideaways. So perfectly you.”

Jackson doesn’t even blink. “We still need to review the last two clauses,” he says, flipping the page. All sharp edges and zero warmth.

Then she reaches over and casually rests her hand on his arm, like it’s no big deal. Like touching him is the most normal thing in the world. And the worst part? He doesn’t move. Doesn’t flinch. Just lets her.

She keeps talking, probably going on about some detail in the contract, but I don’t hear it. I’m already walking away, trying to get to the server station before my heart gives out. Feels like my chest is folding in on itself, and I can’t breathe right.

“You good?” Kat asks, eyes already narrowed.

“I’m fine.”

“Want me to spill something on her? I’ll do it. I’ll ruin that blouse without even trying.”

I let out a choked laugh. “Don’t tempt me.”

But I'm definitely not okay. I'm coming apart at the seams over here. Every time I look at their table, it's like another little stab to the gut. The way she leans in like she owns the moment, the way her hand keeps finding him like it belongs there. And he just lets it happen.

When they finally finish up their meal, I go to clear the plates. Then she leans in, voice dripping sweetness, eyes locked onto his like I'm not even standing there. "Honestly, Jackson, it just doesn’t make sense. A catch like you, still single? Maybe after lunch, you can finally explain that mystery to me."

That’s it. Something inside me snaps, clean and hard.

"Maybe he just likes quality over quantity," I say, picking up their plates.

"I'm sorry, what was that?" She snaps back at me.

"I'm pretty sure she asked if we wanted the check. Right?" Jackson says, his tone firm enough to end the conversation right there.

"Of course, Mr. Armitage," I say with a forced smile.

She shoots me a dagger of a glare as I turn, muttering under her breath, "Guess it's true, good help really is hard to find."

I'm still spiraling. Maybe I was just a weekend distraction for him. Maybe someone like her—polished, confident, closer to his age—is exactly what he's after. Someone who doesn't turn into a jealous wreck just from seeing another woman smile at him. Did he honestly think he could parade her around here and expect me to play it cool?

I ask Kat to cover their table. My voice barely works. Then I bolt for the restroom, barely making it before the tears start. I lock the door and grip the sink like it’s the only thing holding me upright.

Pathetic. I wanted to be his. To be enough. To show I could handle this whole mess without falling apart. And now I’m here, crying in a bathroom like some cliché rom-com extra who never had a real shot.

I keep running through a dozen things I could say to him—sharp, mean, cutting. Something to make him feel even a fraction of the way I was feeling.

When I step out, I brace myself. I’m halfway down the hall when a hand catches my wrist. Jackson. He pulls me around the corner, out of sight, and suddenly I’m pressed against the wall. His mouth finds mine fast and hard, like he’s been holding back for days. His hands grip my waist, not letting me go, like he needs to feel I’m real.

When he pulls back, I can’t breathe.

“I’m sorry,” he says. “About her. She’s a client. A demanding one. I didn’t want to bring her here, but David wouldn’t shut up about the great service at this place. She insisted.”

My voice is small. “So what? That doesn't explain why you haven't come in all week.”

He shakes his head. “Hun, I’ve been avoiding this place all week because I knew if I saw you, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands to myself.”

"You could have fooled me. Sorry but you've made me feel like we were just some sort of transaction. Like what we did was just business." The words come out hot and sharp before I can stop them. I'm still pissed, and it shows.

He runs his thumb across my cheek, slow and careful. "I wanted to give you space. I didn’t want things to get tangled—feelings mixed up with the kink. I figured you needed time to decide if any of this... if I was something you actually wanted."

"How many times do I have to say it, Jackson? I don’t care how old you are or what you're into. I fucking like you," I say, voice rough. "So why don’t you tell me what you actually want?"

"What do I want?" he murmurs, then kisses me again like he’s trying to burn the answer into my mouth. His hips press into mine, slow and deliberate, and I can feel him—hard and throbbing, like he’s barely holding himself back. "I suck at this part," he says, his voice low and rough. "But I want you. I want you as my submissive. I want to take you apart and put you back together. Show you just how filthy I think about you. Every time I see you."

My brain short-circuits for a second. Jackson wants me? Like, really wants me? Holy shit.

My breath hitches. "Then stop asking," I whisper, already leaning into him again.

He crashes into me again, kissing me like he's starving and I'm the only thing that can satisfy him. His hands are everywhere, gripping my waist, sliding into my hair, anchoring me against him like he’s afraid I might disappear. I forget everything else. The job, the restaurant, school, the fact that anyone could walk by. It all falls away. It’s just him. Just us. Heat and breath and want. My fingers curl into his shirt, pulling him closer, like that could somehow be close enough—

And then his phone buzzes.

He pulls back with a groan. "Shit. I’m still on the clock."

I try not to pout. "Yeah, me too." But honestly, Kat’s probably already got my section covered.

He glances at me like he’s weighing something. "You free tomorrow?"

I nod, still a little breathless. "Are you gonna ask me to the club?"

He hesitates, eyes locked on mine, and finally says, "No. I’m telling you. Be there."

He kisses me one more time—slow, deep, like he's trying to seal something between us. Then he pulls back, runs a hand through his hair like he’s trying to come back to reality, and disappears around the corner before we make a scene.

I stay right where he left me, back against the wall, lips still tingling, breath completely wrecked. And just like that, it hits me. He wants me. Not some fantasy version. Not the girl he had one wild night with after she followed him to the kink club. Me. The chaotic, smart-mouthed, emotional disaster I’ve always been.

And I want him, too.

So yeah, I’ll be there tomorrow.


Chapter Six: Yes, Daddy

I spot Jackson the second I step out of the car. He’s leaning against the brick wall outside the members’ entrance like he owns the damn place—hands in his pockets, sleeves rolled up, that black button-down clinging just right, and jeans that are doing dangerous things to my concentration. And all I can think is: how is this man over forty? Seriously. It’s unfair. There should be some sort of warning label. Because no man that age should look that good just… standing there.

I take one step toward him and it’s like my whole body remembers. That jolt of heat, that low hum just under my skin hits even harder now. Because I know exactly what’s waiting inside those doors. And more than that, I know exactly how he feels when he touches me.

He looks up as I walk over, those blue eyes doing that slow, thorough sweep like he’s taking me in piece by piece. Then comes that crooked half-smile, the one that made my knees weak the first time we met. Still does. Maybe even more now.

“There you are,” he says, voice low and warm, like he didn’t spend the last week being distant. Like he’s just picking up where we left off.

I try to keep the edge in my voice, but it’s hard when he looks at me like that—like I’m the only person in the world. "Where else would I be? You told me to be here," I say, trying for casual. My heart’s pounding, and not from anger. I want to be mad at him. I do. But damn it, why does he have to look so good?

"And you really want to be here?" he asks, eyes searching mine like he still can’t quite believe it.

I roll my eyes. "Yes, Jackson. I told you to stop asking. You’re not getting rid of me that easy. Not unless you’re into something even kinkier than last time."

He gives me this tiny smile, just a flicker. "I know. I just… like hearing you say it."

I pretend to glare at him, but my heart’s already doing flips. "Same. I like hearing that I’m wanted, too."

His expression falters for half a second. “I’m sorry,” he says. “For making you feel that way. That wasn’t fair to you. You deserved more than that.”

That softens something in me. I shift closer, until I can feel the warmth radiating off his body. “I didn’t need a perfect script,” I say. “Just… something. What you said at the restaurant yesterday was a good start.”

“I know.” His voice is rough, regretful. “I thought giving you space was the respectful move. But I realize now I went too far. I should’ve told you how much I wanted to see you again. How much I wanted you, period.”

I tilt my head up at him. “And do you still?”

“God, yes.” He lets out a low laugh and steps off the wall. “Every damn day this week I told myself not to text you. Not to beg.”

“Should’ve,” I say with a smirk. “I might make you tonight."

“If you do I’ll have earned it,” he says, stepping in, close enough that I have to tilt my head to keep eye contact. His hand comes up, fingers brushing a piece of hair behind my ear. That simple touch? Still melts me.

“And just so we’re clear,” he says, voice low, eyes holding mine, “I never want you to feel like you're anything less than wanted. I’ll do better. I mean that.”

My chest goes tight, but I manage a small, breathless smile. “Good. Because I’m kind of expecting better now.”

He grins and nods toward the side door. “Come on, gorgeous. Let me show you what that looks like.”

His hand finds the small of my back, and even through the thin fabric of my dress, it sends a shiver up my spine. Warm, steady, and very much there. The kind of touch that says he’s not letting go anytime soon.

We step into the dim hallway and the bass from the club hits me low and deep, like it’s pulsing right under my skin. We pass a coat check and a sleek little locker area—kind of like the regular entrance, just with more polish and a host who actually looks like they’re paying attention. Jackson slips his phone into one of the lockers. Then he turns to me and holds out his hand. I don’t even think twice. I hand him my purse and phone like it’s the most natural thing in the world. And unlike the first time, I’m not anxious about giving up the safety net. I feel safe. Between him and the club’s rules, it feels like I can just let go tonight.

“You ready?” he asks. I nod. “Yes, Daddy.”

He leans in, just close enough that his breath fans my ear. “Good girl.” His words are barely louder than the music, but they light me up from the inside. I bite my lip, trying to hold back the ridiculous smile fighting its way out as he pulls back with that cocky little grin like he knows exactly what he’s doing to me. Probably because he does.

We step through another door and suddenly, we’re back on the club’s main floor. I know this space now. The red lights, the hum of bass in my bones, the way everything feels just a little too close, a little too hot. But even with the familiarity, it still hits me like a wave. That same wicked glow coats everything in sin, and the air practically hums with sex.

Bodies are everywhere. Draped over couches, moving together on the dance floor, already caught up in the kind of pleasure that makes me flush. I’ve seen it before, but tonight? It feels different. He’s beside me. I chose this. And I’m not just watching—I’m part of it now. This isn’t new anymore. It’s a return. And the thrill? It’s stronger than ever.

"Members-only night." Jackson’s hand finds mine, fingers lacing together, and he leads me confidently through the crowd toward a sleek bar along one side. As we move through the crowd, I stay right beside him, shoulder brushing his arm, then slide my hand through the crook of his elbow. Not clinging, not hiding—just staking my place. Mine. I know people are watching. I can feel their eyes like heat on my skin, some curious, some jealous. And maybe it should rattle me, but instead it just fuels me. I square my shoulders, lift my chin, and thread myself into him like I belong there. Because I do. I'm not some wide-eyed first-timer.

As soon as we’re tucked into the shadows at the edge of the bar, his mouth brushes my ear again. "You have no idea how badly I want you right now," he murmurs, voice tight. "I’ve been thinking about you nonstop, and tonight? I don’t think I can wait much longer."

My breath catches, my body already reacting to the low gravel of his voice.

"Tell me," he says, turning slightly so he can see my face. "What do you want from me tonight?"

I glance up at him, heat flooding my cheeks, but I don’t hesitate. "I want you to fuck me so good I can’t walk straight."

His eyes flash with heat. "You remember what we talked about? The new voyeur rooms?"

I nod, lips parted.

"I want to take you there," he says. "Put you on display. Watch you fall apart for me while others watch."

The thought shoots straight through me, molten and wild. I lean into him and whisper, "I’m ready."

Jackson exhales, a sound that’s almost a growl, and that’s all the confirmation he needs. He takes my hand, leads me away from the bar, through the crowd, past bodies and temptation and heat—

He steadies me with a hand at my elbow before lacing our fingers. We slip past the crowd, winding through bodies—some half-dressed, others gloriously naked, lost in each other. A woman kisses another like the world might end, and a man leads his partner by a leash, slow and proud. The sensuality hangs thick in the air, clinging to my skin.

The staff member at the hall nods us through without a word. Jackson doesn’t even slow down. We step into the familiar corridor—red, blue, and purple lights glowing over doors, moans already curling into the hallway. The scenes hit harder this time, even though I know what to expect. My eyes flick to a couple through a cracked door—her head thrown back in ecstasy, his hands pinning her thighs. Another room, blue-lit, has a trio tangled on a bed, laughter mixing with breathy cries. It’s everything I saw before, and somehow it still feels new. More intimate. More intense. My gaze lingers too long and I force myself to look away, heat creeping up my neck. I should be used to this. I’m not.

Jackson squeezes my hand but says nothing. He doesn’t need to. He’s watching me closely, taking in every flick of my eyes, every shift of my breath. His hand tightens on mine like he already knows how this is affecting me.

We pass through the stage room next—last time, it was a throne and a woman being thoroughly fucked in front of a crowd. Tonight, a gleaming silver pole rises from the center of the stage, and a dancer twirls slowly down its length, muscles flexing, her skin catching every bit of low golden light. The crowd watches with reverence. Jackson pulls me along, and I follow, pulse fluttering.

It hits different this time—less like stepping into the unknown and more like sinking deeper into it. Last time, everything was overwhelming, new, raw. Now, I know what’s coming, and somehow that makes it more intense. Anticipation curls low in my belly as we move past the familiar. I don’t know what Jackson has planned tonight, but I know I’ll say yes to every part of it.

My heels click against the tile as the hallway curves tighter around the building, darker than I remember, like we're slipping further into the club's secrets. There's a part of me that wants to ask where we’re going—but I don’t. I trust him. Still, my thoughts won’t quiet. I can’t stop wondering what we’ll see, what we’ll do, what he’ll want from me tonight. I’m nervous, but it’s not fear. It’s hunger—like every step deeper into Club Temptation peels back another layer of myself I didn’t know existed. And I want him to see all of it.

Jackson veers right, down a hallway that curves around the back of the dance floor. The music gets louder again, pulsing with bass. One side of the hallway is lined with what I had assumed were decorative mirrors—but now I realize they’re not mirrors at all. They’re one-way panels looking out onto the dance floor. People inside this hall can watch, unseen.

I pause, leaning in to look through the glass. Bodies sway and grind in the low red light, completely unaware they’re being watched—scratch that, they’re probably very aware. A couple is practically dry-humping against the DJ booth. Another pair dances so close it’s hard to tell where one ends and the other begins.

On the opposite side of the hallway are rooms—each marked with a soft glowing light above the door. Red for in-use, green for available. And unlike last time, when the upstairs rooms felt like shared secrets, this hallway feels filthy in a whole new way. At least in the first hall, the people playing could look you in the eye, know who was watching. Here, it’s a different kind of exposure. They perform behind mirrored glass—on display, blind to the eyes drinking them in. No acknowledgment, no consent to the gaze. It’s a stage of shadows, where the audience is invisible and the performers are vulnerable in their own oblivion. Something about it feels more twisted, more raw.

And the anonymity—cold and one-sided—sends a jolt straight through me. It shouldn’t be hot. But it is—being on display, unaware of who might be watching—or how many. And God help me, that thought turns me on more than I want to admit.

Jackson slows beside a green-lit door. Doesn’t say a word. Just opens it—and pulls me inside.


Chapter 7: Perfectly Exposed




Honestly, I should be freaking out right now. Exhibitionism? Yeah, not exactly something I’ve ever pictured myself doing. I mean, I’ve never even thought about having sex in front of other people, let alone actually going through with it. But knowing this is one of Jackson’s fantasies—that he trusted me enough to share it—some part of me wants to give it to him. To give myself to him like that.

The room is low-lit and drenched in heat, designed entirely for seduction. There’s a bed at the center, dressed in sleek black sheets that shimmer faintly under the moody lighting. But it’s not just any bed. It’s got rings built into the headboard and footboard, clearly made for restraint. Right across from it is the one-way mirror wall, our reflections on full display while hiding whoever might be watching from the other side. To the left, a wall of carefully arranged gear catches my attention. Ropes in every texture and color, leather crops, floggers, and paddles hang from metal hooks like invitations. And in the corner, a sleek vanity stands beside a small mini-fridge, stocked with waters. The whole space is deliberate. Intimate. And hot as sin.

I don’t have time to overthink it though, because the second the door clicks shut, Jackson’s hands are on me, tugging me back against his chest. I gasp when his firm chest presses against my back, the contrast between his hard body and my softer curves lighting a spark in my belly. In the mirror, I catch the moment his hand slides up my front, cupping my breast through my dress, while the other settles over my hip with possessive intent.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” he growls against my neck before planting a hot, open-mouthed kiss just below my ear.

My eyes flutter shut as his lips and tongue graze that sweet spot on my neck, and just like that—it happens. The shift. The flip. We’re not in the club anymore, not really. We’re in our world. His and mine. He’s my Dom, I’m his sub, and everything else just... falls away. No small talk. No permission needed. At this point, the only thing that could stop him is if I called end scene.

“Every second since that night at the restaurant…I’ve been picturing this. Fantasizing about bending you over the nearest surface and taking you right there. I almost lost my goddamn mind watching you while eating dessert, imagining how you’d taste instead.”

A whimper escapes me as he sucks lightly on my pulse point, my knees nearly buckling.

His words set my whole body on fire. I mean, yeah, I’d flirted with him while I worked—teasing smiles, lingering glances, the usual—but I had no clue he was fighting off thoughts that filthy. Finding out I’ve been starring in his fantasies? That’s doing things to me. Big things. Needy, can’t-sit-still, body-tingling kind of things.

“Jackson…” I moan, reaching back to tangle my fingers in his hair as his mouth travels down to my shoulder. He grasps the strap of my dress between his teeth and tugs it down, biting just hard enough to make me gasp.

“I should’ve dragged you to the bathroom and made you come on my tongue, the way you pouted at the restaurant. I told you to behave,” he whispers harshly. “That woman was just a client, nothing else.”

His hand squeezes my breast and I arch into his touch.

“I’m done holding back.”

He doesn’t wait for an answer—just grabs me, spins me so fast my balance wobbles, and then his mouth is on mine. Hard. Hungry. Fuck, it’s not sweet or careful. It’s filthy, desperate, like he’s about to consume me whole. Tongue, teeth, heat—he kisses like he wants to ruin me. I kiss him back just as fiercely, unleashing everything I’ve been holding in, pouring it straight into his mouth. Our tongues slide together, messy and hot, and I let out a needy little moan, rising on my toes to get even closer.

He growls low in his throat, a sound that sends a shiver straight through me, and then his hands are on my ass, greedy and possessive. He pushes me back up against the free wall. His mouth is traveling down my neck, and his hips are grinding into mine. I can feel the thick, hard length of him right where I need him. His hand bunches the skirt of my dress, yanking it up to my waist. Cool air hits the dampness between my thighs, and I realize just how soaked my panties are. My body has been waiting for his touch from the moment we stepped into this club, maybe even before.

He growls in approval as his fingers find the lacy edge of my underwear.

“Already dripping, babygirl? Is this all for me?” His voice vibrates against my mouth, smug and excited all at once.

“Yes… all for you, Daddy,” I pant, barely recognizing my own voice—breathy, desperate.

The effect of that one word is immediate; Jackson groans and his body tenses like he’s restraining himself from ripping right through the scant barrier of lace.

“You drive me crazy,” he mutters.

His hand slips under the fabric, finally making contact with my aching sex. We both gasp, me at the relief of his touch, him at what he’s found. He’s not gentle, and I don’t want him to be; two fingers slide through my slick folds and then circle my clit with just enough pressure to have me needing more.

“Oh God,” I cry softly, clinging to his shoulders as his fingers work magic between my legs.

He alternates between teasing my entrance and rubbing my swollen bud, gauging my reactions. Each time he returns to my clit, I jerk in pleasure, and he bites off a curse like he loves feeling how responsive I am.

Watching our reflection in the mirror across the room, I see myself writhing against him, my back pressed to the door, dress hiked up around my waist and legs spread as he holds me up with one arm and finger-fucks me with the other. The sight is beyond erotic—it’s downright pornographic—and knowing that technically anyone outside could be looking in right now only fuels the fire.

Jackson’s breathing is ragged against my neck.

“I can feel you squeezing,” he whispers, pumping his fingers faster. “You want to come for me, don’t you?”

“Yes… please… Daddy, please,” I beg shamelessly.

I’m so close I can taste it, thighs quivering around his hand. The coiled tension in my core is about to snap.

“That’s it,” he coaxes, thumb flicking my clit while his fingers curl inside to hit that perfect spot that makes me see white. “Come for me, baby. Let them hear how good Daddy makes you feel.”

His words push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, wave after wave of intense pleasure. I throw my head back against the wall with a cry, my walls clenching tight around his fingers as he continues to stroke me through the climax. Heat blooms across my skin; I’m vaguely aware of my nails digging into his shoulders and my thighs trembling around his arm.

Jackson groans, finally easing his touch as my whole body starts to twitch from the overload. He pulls his hand from my panties, and I whimper at the loss—my body shaking with the aftershocks. He doesn’t let go though, just keeps one strong arm wrapped around my waist, grounding me while I try to catch my breath.

I glance down, realizing my dress is still hitched up around my waist, and I reach to tug it back down. But Jackson stops me, placing his hand gently over mine, steady and firm.

“Don’t,” he says, voice rough yet tender. “Leave it.”

He turns me to face the mirror. I see my face. Cheeks flushed, lips swollen, eyes all dazed and looking like I want more. And honestly? I do. That desperate, needy girl in the reflection? Yeah, that’s me. I do what he says and don't even bother fixing my dress. I meet his eyes in the glass, and the slow, dark smile that spreads across his.

“Good girl,” he praises.

Jackson steps back, and I sway slightly without his support. He steadies me with a hand at my hip.

“Hands on the mirror. Spread your legs a little. I want you just like that while I take a good look at what’s mine.” His words are laced with sin.

My heart starts racing again. I take a few unsteady steps until I’m standing right in front of the mirrored wall, close enough to see every flushed detail of my face staring back at me. And then I notice it. Just past the glass, subtle but there… shadows. Movement. Someone might be out there. Watching. The thought sends a jolt straight through me, part nerves, part thrill, and way too much want.

My nipples brush against the satin of my dress and instantly harden, my whole body buzzing like it’s begging to be touched again. I press my palms to the mirror like he told me to, the cool glass shocking against my overheated skin. I feel kind of exposed like this—bent forward a little, legs spread, totally on display—but the need coursing through me? Yeah, that overrides the shy part real quick. I’m too far gone to care about modesty now. All I want is him. And his cock.

Jackson comes up behind me, his body heat radiating against my nearly bare backside. He runs his hands up the backs of my thighs slowly, then over the curve of my ass. I arch involuntarily, pushing back into his touch. His fingers hook into the sides of my panties and with one swift motion, he yanks them down. The delicate lace falls to my ankles.

A strangled moan leaves me—partly from the shock of the sudden bareness, partly from the thrill of being so exposed. He kneels behind me, and I feel his rough, warm hands caressing my now naked cheeks. He spreads me open slightly and I nearly jump, a rush of cool air hitting my wet, sensitive folds.

“Perfect,” he mutters appreciatively.

I can’t see him but I’ve got a front-row seat to my own reflection in the mirror. Then I feel it. One of his fingers sliding down between my thighs, right through the mess he made.

“So damn wet,” Jackson growls. “Seeing you come apart on my hand… fuck, I could’ve come in my pants like a teenager.”

I let out a breathless laugh that turns into a gasp as he teases my entrance again. I’m oversensitive, but already building back up under his skilled touch.

“Jackson,” I whine softly, pressing my forehead to the mirror.

The mirror’s coolness feels good against my skin, helps ground me for a second. Then I feel the heat vanish behind me—Jackson’s stepped back. I hear the rustle of fabric and my heart jumps. I glance over my shoulder just in time to catch him unbuttoning that black shirt, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on mine like he knows exactly what kind of show he’s putting on.

“Eyes forward,” he tells me, voice pure dominance.

My eyes snap back to the mirror the second he says it. And I watch his reflection as he continues. I catch his smirk right before he peels the shirt off his shoulders. It’s unfair how hot he looks doing it. His chest is all firm lines and dusted hair, abs tight enough to make my stomach flip. He sees me checking him out and there’s this little twitch at the corner of his mouth—yep, he knows exactly what he’s doing. And he’s not just doing it for me. There might be eyes behind that mirror, and that only seems to fuel him.

His fingers go to his belt. I hear the soft metallic clink and suddenly I’m breathless. The sound alone makes my core clench. He pulls the belt free and tosses it aside like it’s nothing, then undoes his jeans and pushes them down, along with his shoes. Now he’s standing there in nothing but tight black boxer-briefs, and holy shit. That bulge? There’s no hiding it. I already knew he was big, but seeing it like this, straining against fabric? Yeah, it hits different.

He slides in behind me again, skin hot against mine, and I let out this tiny, involuntary moan because just feeling him there—solid, warm, close—is enough to make me melt. One arm comes around my front, his fingers brushing over my breast through the fabric like a slow reminder: I’m his. The other hand glides up my thigh, nudging my legs wider, taking his time like he wants to savor the view.

“Look at yourself,” he murmurs against my ear, and my gaze focuses on my reflection.

My cheeks are flushed, lips parted. I look thoroughly debauched.

“You see this needy little slut in the mirror?” he murmurs, voice low and filthy, but with this heat—like he’s proud of what he’s turned me into.

I glance at the mirror and yeah, it’s a lot. My cheeks are flushed, my dress is bunched up around my waist, my panties are soaked and barely hanging on, and there’s Jackson—tall, tan, and pressed so tight against me I can feel every inch of him, especially the thick length grinding right into my lower back. I am going to burn this image into my mind.

We both watch as his hand slides between my thighs again, fingers slipping through my folds like he owns me. I shiver and widen my stance without even thinking. God, I’m already gone for him, and I know we are just getting started.

“She loves being played with, doesn’t she? Loves knowing people might be watching her get off.”

I whimper at his words, both embarrassed and unbelievably turned on by the dirty talk. He nips at my earlobe.

“Use your words. Tell me you love it.”

“I—I love it,” I stammer, voice barely above a whisper.

His fingers circle my entrance slowly, then push inside just enough to make me gasp.

“Love what?”

A flush crawls down my neck. He wants me to say it explicitly.

“Love knowing they’re watching,” I manage, each word a breathy moan.

“Love… being your slut.”

The second I say it, he thrusts his two fingers deep inside me from behind, making me cry out and grip the mirror for balance.

“Good girl,” he groans, pumping into me lazily a few times.

“That’s my good fucking girl.”

I’m panting, hips already canting back seeking more friction. He withdraws his fingers, trailing them up to my clit to hear me whine, then back down. He’s teasing now, clearly enjoying how desperate I am. My mind is foggy with lust; the only thing I care about is him, and what he’s about to do to me.

“Tell me what you want,” Jackson rasps suddenly.

My breath catches. My mind floods with images of everything I’ve fantasized about—everything we’ve barely scratched the surface of. I hesitate, not because I don’t know, but because saying it out loud makes it real. Still, I want him to know. I need him to know meeting my eyes in the mirror. His fingers torment my entrance, sliding just barely inside then retreating.

“Exactly what you want, baby.”

I bite my lip hard.

Of course he wants me to say it—to spell out my desires in dirty detail. Heat flares over my face. It’s not that I don’t know the words; I’m just not used to hearing myself say them. But the way he’s looking at me, the way my body is screaming for his, I can’t hold back.

“I want your mouth on me,” I whisper, but he shakes his head.

“Louder. And more specific.”

His free hand slips into the neckline of my dress, pulling it down to expose one breast. He tweaks my nipple sharply and I yelp.

“Try again,” he purrs.

“I want your mouth on my pussy,” I manage louder, the words sticking in my throat before tumbling out with a rush of breath.

It’s filthy and bold, and it feels like a line I’ve just crossed—but the fire in his eyes tells me I said exactly the right thing. The vulgar word hangs in the air. My pulse is roaring in my ears.

“I want you to eat me out, Daddy.”

His eyes flash with approval in the reflection.

“Good. What else?”

I swallow, watching him slide his fingers out of me and bring them to his lips. He sucks them clean with a low moan, tasting me, and the sight makes me nearly collapse.

“I want you to fuck me,” I continue hurriedly, afraid I’ll lose my nerve if I stop. “Hard. I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t walk straight after. I want everything you promised, everything you’ve been holding back.”

Jackson’s chest heaves with each ragged breath as he listens. He releases his fingers from his mouth with a wet pop and grips my hips, turning me around to face him. His expression is feral.

“You have no idea how sexy you are right now,” he growls. “Asking so nicely to be fucked.”

I hardly have time to react before he hoists me up. He turns and carries me the few steps to the bed, laying me down where we can still see the mirrored wall. I lean up on my elbows. He hooks his thumbs under the waist of my dress, which is still bunched around my middle, and with a swift motion he drags it up and over my head. I raise my arms to help him remove it. The dress joins his clothes on the floor.

I’m completely naked now except for my strappy heels, but Jackson surprises me—he kneels down and gently unbuckles them one by one, sliding them off with care like he’s unwrapping something precious. Then he rises, and his gaze scorches a path down my body, taking in everything—my flushed skin, my peaked nipples, the wet, glistening heat between my thighs.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he mutters almost to himself, eyes dark with lust.

Feeling bold under his heated stare, I let my knees fall open in invitation, exposing just how wet and ready I am for him.

“You promised me your mouth, Daddy,” I purr, one hand drifting down my abdomen towards my sex. “I’m waiting.”

My fingers drift down between my thighs, slow and teasing, until they slide through the wet heat waiting for him. I let out a shaky little breath, rubbing slow circles just to see that look in his eyes. That raw, hungry stare is everything. It hits me right in the core.

Then, with a low growl, Jackson drops to his knees at the edge of the bed and swats my hand away like he’s had enough of watching me tease us both.

“Impatient little thing,” he chides, though there’s warmth in it. “I said I’d give it to you. No touching yourself—I’m going to do everything for you.”

I nod, barely able to catch my breath. He positions my legs over his shoulders, one at a time, settling me so that I’m completely open to him. His fingers dig into the softness of my thighs, holding me in place like he’s not letting me go until he’s had his fill. The air hits my soaked heat and I throb with anticipation.

Then he dives in. The first hot swipe of his tongue makes my whole body jolt. I moan loud enough to echo, my head falling back as my hands fist the sheets. He licks me from bottom to top, spreading me with his fingers to focus right on my clit, tongue circling slow, lazy, devastating. I arch off the bed, whining, already desperate for more. He hums like he’s tasting something he’s been craving for days and then seals his mouth over my clit, sucking it between his lips. My thighs shake on either side of his head, that scruff on his jaw sending little sparks across my skin.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, one hand flying to his silver hair.

I tug involuntarily, earning a grunt from him that vibrates against my core. The vibrations make me see stars. Jackson doubles down. He alternates between sucking my clit and plunging his tongue into my pussy, fucking me with it. Wet, lewd sounds fill the room along with my breathy moans and his occasional growls of satisfaction. All the while, somewhere in the haze, I’m aware that if anyone is watching, they’re getting one hell of a show right now.

He shifts slightly, lifting my hips a bit higher with his strong arms. The angle allows him to tongue-fuck me even deeper, and his nose nudges my clit with each press forward. My entire body is quaking, and I can’t control the whimpers and praises spilling from my lips.

“Yes, yes, just like that… Oh God, Daddy, yes…” I babble, lost in the pleasure.

His eyes flick up to meet mine from between my thighs, and just seeing him there—his face buried between my legs—makes my whole body jolt. He doesn’t blink, doesn’t break eye contact, just seals his mouth around my clit and sucks like he means it.

And that’s it. I lose it. The orgasm hits out of nowhere, brutal and blinding. I moan, my back arching clean off the bed like my body’s trying to escape the pleasure and can’t.

If he weren’t holding onto my thighs, I probably would’ve tried to bolt from how intense it is—he’s licking and sucking like a man possessed, and I’m coming so hard it feels like I’ve left my body. Everything whites out. I forget how to breathe.

He finally starts to slow down, easing into softer strokes with his tongue as the orgasm keeps rolling through me, crashing in waves. I feel tears sting the corners of my eyes from the overwhelming sensation. I’m shaking. It’s almost too much. I whimper and give his head a weak push, not really trying to stop him, just letting him know I’m barely hanging on.

He finally lets up, pressing a soft kiss to the inside of my thigh before gently lowering my legs. I collapse fully onto the bed, chest heaving as I gulp in air.

I feel the mattress dip as he climbs up beside me. His face comes into view above mine—wildly handsome and flushed with arousal, his lips shiny with evidence of what he’s just done to me.

I can’t quite form words yet, so I answer by surging up and kissing him, tasting myself on his mouth. He groans, kissing me back deeply. Breaking the kiss, I manage a grin.

I finally pant out. My voice is hoarse from moaning. “That was… Jesus, Jackson.”

He smirks, looking far too pleased with himself.

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” He brushes his thumb over my swollen bottom lip. “You taste fucking amazing, by the way.”

I blush and bite his thumb, and the low growl he lets out? Yeah, it goes straight to my core like flipping a switch. I should be spent after what he just did to me, but my body clearly didn’t get the memo.

He stands and finally starts peeling off those black briefs. And let me tell you—whatever scraps of brain I have left? They fully short-circuit. His cock springs free, large and thick and fully erect. My mouth waters at the sheer size and the memory of how skillfully he used it against me earlier through his pants. Now I’ll get the real thing.

I sit up, reaching to touch him, but he gently pushes me back. And I whimper as he steps away from the bed.

“Condom,” he explains, voice tight with restraint.

Right—of course. He leans over to grab his discarded jeans, fishing in a pocket. I hear the foil tear as he finds a condom. I use the brief moment to catch my breath and admire him the way his back muscles flex as he rolls the latex down his impressive length.

Condom on, he crawls over me, guiding me to lie back. He nudges my thighs apart with his knees and settles between them. My heart thuds rapidly, a mix of excitement and a hint of nerves.

It’s been a while since I’ve been with anyone, and never someone of his size. But the lingering pleasure and trust I feel dull any apprehension.

Jackson locks eyes with me. “Last chance to back out,” he murmurs, brushing a tender kiss on my nose. “Tell me now if it’s too much. Because I am about to fuck you, and who knows who is watching.”

I respond by wrapping my arms around his shoulders and rolling my hips up, sliding my wet slit along the length of his cock in answer. We both moan at the contact.

“I want you,” I whisper fiercely. “All of you. Please. Everyone can watch for all I care.”

He doesn’t make me beg twice. He shifts his hips and grabs his cock, lining it up with my entrance. My whole body tenses, bracing for it—but I don’t look away. Neither does he. We lock eyes as he starts to push in, inch by thick inch, and holy hell, I can feel every bit of him. My mouth falls open, but no sound comes out. Just this breathless moan I can’t even finish. There’s a stretch, a burn, just for a second—and then my body gives in, slick and desperate to take him. He’s huge, and filling parts of me I didn’t know could be touched.

His jaw tightens, and I can tell it’s taking everything he’s got to keep his pace slow.

“You’re so tight, baby,” he groans, finally burying himself to the hilt.

Our hips meet, and we both still, breathing hard. I feel completely filled, utterly claimed by him.

“God… you feel…” I can’t even finish the sentence, because he shifts slightly and the movement sends sparks throughout my body.

“You okay?” he asks again, voice strained.

I know it must be torture for him to hold back. I nod rapidly.

“Yes—fuck, yes. Move, please.”

That initial stretch is already gone, melted down into something hot and perfect, and now all I want is for him to move. He groans, deep and rough, as he pulls almost all the way out—then slams back in. I cry out, nails dragging across his back as he sets a rhythm that’s slow but deep, each stroke hitting that spot that makes my whole body tense. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper.

Any last trace of restraint goes out the window. Jackson pulls back and slams into me harder, gripping my hips like he needs the leverage just to stay grounded. The headboard taps against the wall in this steady rhythm, but I’m way past caring who hears us. I’m not thinking at all anymore—I’m just feeling. Every thick, relentless inch of him driving into me, owning me.

Then he leans down and takes my nipple into his mouth, sucking, biting just enough to make me cry out and tighten around him like he’s set off a live wire inside me.

He lets out a rough groan and starts thrusting faster, harder. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room, mixed with my moans and his ragged grunts. It’s loud, raw, absolutely filthy—and I’m loving every second.

Then he lifts one of my legs higher, hooking it over his arm, and suddenly he’s hitting deeper, the angle stealing the breath right out of my lungs.

The new angle makes me cry out—loud. He’s so deep it feels like he’s in my throat, which, okay, might be dramatic, but in the moment? Feels dead accurate. My heel digs into the small of his back, egging him on as I grind up to meet each thrust like I can’t get enough of him.

"Look at me," he growls, and I realize I’ve closed my eyes. I force them open, and there he is—right above me, eyes wild, sweat dripping down his temple, every muscle in his body tight as he slams into me. He looks feral. And fuck, it’s hot.

“That’s it… Keep those pretty eyes on me.”

I try, I really do, but it’s hard when pleasure is cresting so high.

I feel another orgasm building, shockingly, coiling tight in my belly. He must sense it in the way my body tenses and the pitch of my cries changes.

“You gonna come again?” Jackson pants, pounding relentlessly. “Already? I can feel you, baby… So close, aren’t you?”

“Yes… oh god… so close!” I sob, nails dragging down his back. The mix of pain and pleasure has him snarling.

Suddenly he pulls out, leaving me empty and protesting with a wail. In one fluid motion, he flips me over onto my belly. His strong hands grab my hips, pulling my ass up.

“On your knees,” he orders, voice rough.

I scramble to comply, lifting my hips and getting my knees under me on the mattress, though my cheek remains pressed to the sheets. He’s behind me in an instant. One hand fists in my hair, gently but firmly pulling my head up from the mattress.

“I want them to see you,” he growls. “See how beautiful you look taking my cock.”

I blink and try to focus. The mirror. I’m face to face with my own reflection now, and the view is… a lot. I’m on all fours, back arched, legs spread like a goddamn invitation. My face is flushed, mouth open like I forgot how to breathe. And behind me? Jackson’s frame, one hand tangled in my hair, the other lining himself up to slide back inside. Honestly, just seeing it might be enough to push me over the edge again.

His eyes are locked on mine in the reflection. Then he slams into me with one hard thrust, and we both let out these guttural, breathless sounds that don’t even sound like words. My eyes roll back for a second—he’s so deep—and then I force them open again, because the mirror. Watching him take me like this, the way his muscles flex with every movement, the way my body reacts to his—it’s wild. My tits bounce with every snap of his hips, and his hand grips my waist like he’s staking a claim. It’s filthy. It’s hot. And it’s turning me on even more.

And beyond that, in the dim light behind the mirror, I think I make out several silhouettes. People are definitely watching us.

“Fuck, yes,” Jackson groans, following my gaze. “Let them watch. They wish they were me right now, buried in this perfect pussy.”

He snaps his hips against mine, voice a ragged command: "Show them, baby. Let me feel you come. Come for me... come for Daddy."

That’s all it takes—those filthy words hit me like a lightning bolt. Something deep inside me snaps, and I just unravel. I come hard, clenching around him as a raw cry tears from my throat. My vision goes all hazy and I’m clawing at the sheets like I might float away if I don’t hold on. I think I hear him snarl, or maybe growl—whatever it is, it sounds wrecked. I can feel every twitch of him inside me, like my body’s trying to milk the orgasm out of him too.

“That’s it, babygirl. Fuck, squeeze me—yes, just like that,” he praises roughly, riding me through my orgasm.

He doesn’t stop; if anything, feeling me come only makes him thrust harder, chasing his own end now.

I’m lost in a haze of oversensitivity and lingering pleasure when I register his voice, a strained command: “One more. Give me one more, I know you can.”

I open my mouth to say I can’t—that it’s too much, that I’m spent—but the words get stuck in my throat. Because his hand is suddenly there, between my thighs again, rubbing my clit in tight, relentless circles while he keeps fucking me from behind. It’s so much. Too much. I cry out, squirming, but he locks an arm around my waist, holding me right where he wants me. I can’t get away, and maybe I don’t actually want to.

And then it hits me again. Another orgasm crashes over me, fast and brutal, leaving me sobbing into the sheets. My body shakes like it’s coming undone, every nerve lit up, and all I can do is fall apart for him.

He finally stops. He pulls out, leaving me empty, shaking. I drop onto the bed like I’ve got no bones left, chest heaving, barely able to breathe. He gently rolls me onto my back, and when I look up, his eyes are almost black, blown wide with lust. He’s kneeling over me, hands working fast as he strips off the condom like he’s seconds from unraveling.

“Where do you want my come?” he growls, voice barely holding together. The raw need in his tone sends a final surge of heat through me. My limbs are trembling as I push myself up, and I meet his gaze with unfettered desire. There’s only one answer.

“In my mouth, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice wrecked but sure.

“Fuck,” Jackson snarls, eyes flashing.

He scrambles off the bed, yanking the spent condom free and tossing it aside. With a gentle but urgent grip, he helps me slide off the mattress. I drop to my knees before him, the carpet cool against my shins, and tilt my face up. He towers over me, one hand wrapped around the base of his slick cock as he guides the swollen head to my lips.

“Open,” he rasps. I open my mouth and he slides in, slow and thick. The taste hits immediately: latex, sweat, raw need. But I’m too far gone to care. I want him. All of him. I moan softly and wrap my lips around him, swirling my tongue over the tip just how I know he likes.

Jackson groans, tipping his head back, and his fists tighten in my hair. Not rough, just enough to keep me exactly where he wants me. He starts moving, shallow thrusts at first, and I relax my jaw to take him deeper, cheeks hollowing with each pull. It’s instinct now. Muscle memory. Just like he taught me that first night. And fuck, the way he moans when I get it just right? That alone makes me ache all over again.

“Just like that, good girl,” he pants, voice wrecked.

He’s right there on the edge. I can feel it, the way his cock throbs against my tongue, thick and twitching. I glance up, lock eyes with him, and that’s it. He groans, curses, and pulls me in tight, burying himself deep. His whole body jerks and then I feel it—hot spurts of come flooding my mouth. I moan around him, swallowing quickly, determined not to waste a single drop. The taste is raw, salty, completely him, and I take all of it. He pulses again, and again, and I keep going, mouth still wrapped around him, drinking him down like it’s the only thing I’ve ever wanted.

I gently suckle, milking him until he’s completely spent, and only then do I ease back. He slips from my lips, and I make a show of swallowing one last time and opening my mouth to breathe. Jackson watches me with a mix of awe and hunger as I lick a stray drop from my bottom lip.

“Christ, that was fucking perfect,” he says, voice all low and rough like he’s barely holding it together. His hands leave my hair and cup my face, thumbs brushing my cheeks like I’m something precious. Then he pulls me to my feet. My legs are jelly, completely shot, but he steadies me without missing a beat.

And then he kisses me. I let out a soft whimper and melt into him. His arms wrap around me, strong and grounding, and when we finally break apart for air, he leans his forehead against mine. My chest is still fluttering, my whole body wrecked in the best way.

Then I catch it—just over his shoulder. Movement behind the mirror. Shadowy shapes slipping away. Our little audience heading out now that the show’s over. My cheeks heat, but not from embarrassment. No, I feel kind of proud. We gave them a hell of a performance.

Jackson sees me looking and chuckles, low and smug. “They’re gonna be jealous as hell of me,” he mutters, pressing a kiss to my temple.

I smile, completely wrecked. “Let them be.”

He lets out this soft little laugh and suddenly scoops me up, one arm under my knees and the other wrapped around my back. I yelp, clutching his neck on instinct, but I’m way too spent to protest. He lays me down gently on the messy bed, like I might break, then slides in right next to me and pulls me into his arms without hesitation.

I curl into him, tucking my face into that warm, safe spot between his neck and shoulder. His chest is still rising and falling fast under my cheek, his heartbeat just as wild as mine. But little by little, we settle. The high of everything we just did starts to ease off, leaving behind this quiet stillness. He doesn’t say a word, just holds me close. One hand stroking slow, lazy circles on my back, the other tangled in my hair.

After everything—after all that wild, dirty, mind-blowing sex—this part? This soft, silent after? It hits just as deep.


Chapter Eight: Mine

And it’s exactly what I need—what we both need. My eyes drift closed as I savor the steady thump of his heartbeat and the warmth of his body encircling mine.

“You okay?” he whispers eventually, breaking the silence. He tilts my chin up with gentle fingers so he can see my face, his eyes searching mine anxiously. It’s almost funny that after everything we just did, he’s still worried about me, but the sweetness of it makes my chest ache.

I give him a tired, happy smile. “I’m more than okay,” I answer softly, my voice hoarse. “That was… incredible. I don’t think I’ve ever…” I let out a breathy laugh, trailing off as I shake my head in amazement.

Jackson’s lips curve into a grin—an actual boyish grin that makes him look years younger. A lock of sweat-damp hair falls over his forehead, and I find it adorable.

“Yeah. Same here,” he admits.

I arch a brow in disbelief, and he chuckles. “What, you think I do this every week? Trust me, you brought out a side of me I honestly thought had died a long time ago.”

I giggle, snuggling closer. “Good to know I can raise the dead,” I tease lightly.

He gives my butt a playful pinch under the sheets, making me squeak and swat at him with a giggle.

We fall into this easy, quiet space again. I start drawing lazy little circles through his chest hair with my fingertips. But even with how relaxed he looks, I can feel it. The way his muscles stay just a little tight, like something’s still turning over in his mind.

“Penny for your thoughts?” I ask gently, tilting my head to study his face.

Jackson inhales slowly. For the first time tonight, he looks almost… vulnerable. He shifts onto his back, bringing me with him so that I’m half-draped across his chest. His hand finds mine and laces our fingers together as he seems to gather his words.

“There’s something I need to say,” he begins quietly. His thumb strokes over the back of my hand, a nervous gesture.

My stomach does a little flip—those are not words a girl usually wants to hear after sex, but his tone isn’t distant, just unsure.

“Okay,” I whisper, bracing myself on his chest so I can see his eyes better. In their amber depths, I glimpse not lust or playfulness now, but earnest fear.

He exhales. “I just… I want you to know that tonight wasn’t just a one-time fantasy for me. I mean, yes, it was a fantasy—and you were perfect.” He gives a soft huff of laughter, like he still can’t believe it. “But it’s more than that. I care about you. More than I probably should at this stage.”

My heart squeezes. “I care about you too, Jackson,” I murmur, bringing our joined hands to my lips and kissing his knuckles. I want to lighten the mood, but I also need him to know I’m with him in this.

He closes his eyes briefly, as if relieved, then presses on. “I honestly didn’t think a girl like you would ever want something like… this. Want someone like me past my prime, so to speak.” He gestures vaguely between us. “I mean, when we met, I figured I had no business even entertaining the idea. You’re young, gorgeous, with your whole life ahead of you. Why would you want an older man with a dirty mind?”

I open my mouth to object to his phrasing, but he rushes on, shaking his head. “I’ve been divorced for years. I got used to thinking that the kind of relationship I wanted just wasn’t in the cards. Most women I dated were either turned off by my… proclivities, or if they were into it, it never went beyond the bedroom. Feelings and fucking were separate.” He gives me a wry smile. “I was fine with that, honestly. It was simpler.”

His free hand comes up to cup my cheek, his thumb grazing my cheekbone tenderly. “Then I met you. And you were just… light. You flirted, seemed genuinely interested in me. I started wanting things I hadn’t wanted in a long time. And it scared the hell out of me. Especially because I was sure if you knew the real me, you’d run for the hills.”

My chest tightens, and yeah—my eyes sting a little. Seriously, how could he ever think I’d run from him? Who hurt him so badly that he started believing he wasn’t worth wanting, just because of their age or sexual desires? That kind of thing doesn’t just happen overnight. Someone must’ve chipped away at him piece by piece, and the thought makes me want to go back in time and punch them in the face. Or better, just erase it all. Replace it with every soft kiss, every slow touch, every moment that says, you’re not just wanted, you’re everything.

I shift, sliding fully on top of him, chest to chest, and rest my chin on my folded hands right over his heart. His eyes lock on mine, and I swear, I’ve never wanted to protect something more.

“Jackson, I won’t pretend I know exactly what this is or where it’s going,” I say softly. “It’s new for me too. But I know that when I’m with you, I don’t give a damn about the age difference or any of that.” I offer a small smile. “If anything, I like that you’re older. You know who you are, and when you aren’t overthinking things, you’re confident. And after tonight, so incredibly wanted.”

He lets out a shaky breath, listening intently.

“As for your ‘dirty mind’…” I grin and bite my lower lip. “I clearly enjoyed every filthy minute tonight. You were worried I’d run screaming when I learned the real you, but guess what? I like the real you. A lot.”

I splay my palms on his chest, right over his heart. “You don’t ever have to hide any part of yourself from me. If there’s more you want, more you fantasize about—hell, more feelings you want to share—we’ll figure it out. Together. Okay?”

For a moment, Jackson just stares up at me, his eyes glossy in the low light. Then, with a muttered curse, he pulls me down into a fierce kiss. I taste salt and realize a tear escaped his eye—but I think it might be mine. I kiss him back with all the tenderness I have, pouring reassurance into each brush of my lips.

When we break apart, he presses his forehead to mine. “You are… extraordinary,” he whispers, voice thick. “Thank you for giving this old man a chance.”

I sniff, smiling. “You’re not that old. Don’t make it weird,” I tease.

He huffs a laugh and pinches my side, making me squirm. “All right, fine. I won’t mention it again. How about next time I take you to dinner before I fuck you?”

A warmth blooms in my chest that has nothing to do with the aftermath of sex and everything to do with him. “I would like that,” I whisper.

His answering smile is radiant. He rolls us onto our sides, still tangled together, and tucks my head under his chin. I drape a leg over his and nestle as close as humanly possible. I don’t ever want to let go of this man.

Outside this little room, the night at Club Temptation is likely still roaring on—music, lust, and sin continuing for others. But here, wrapped in Jackson’s arms, we’ve carved out a small sanctuary of our own. Amid the filth and heat of what we just did, something unexpectedly sweet has taken root: a connection that feels real and deep.

I close my eyes, lulled by the rhythmic rise and fall of his breathing. Whatever comes next—be it more wild nights at the club or quiet mornings after—I know I’m not ready to let go of Jackson. And judging by the protective, loving way he holds me, he’s not about to let go of me either.

As I drift in the blissful afterglow, one thought echoes clearly through my sated, hazy mind: this is just the beginning of something neither of us knew we needed.


Used By Them


Chapter One




Figures. The night I drag myself here, Club Temptation is suffocating with bodies.

The one night I need release after a week from hell, the place is pulsing with noise and sweat. Everywhere I turn, heat and perfume press in, laughter cutting through the bass. It is not just crowded; it is overwhelming—the kind of crush that makes me wonder if I have lost my mind thinking this is the cure for burnout.

High-top tables gleam with wet glasses, drinks abandoned in favor of touches and whispers. Along the edges, red leather couches curl into little dens, curtains swaying lazily like they are teasing promises of privacy. The mirrored wall at the back only makes it worse, multiplying the chaos until it feels endless. Fresh faces are everywhere, nerves painted over with eager smiles.

Lately, the universe has been spitting in my drink. Tonight is just another round. I book a scene with one of the resident Doms, splurge on a VIP room, set myself up for something special. Then, an hour before, he texts to say he is sick. Understandable, sure, but it still stings. Two weeks ago a hookup who checked every box ghosted me without so much as a goodbye. Now here I am, sweaty, boots pinching, determined to claw something good out of the wreck.

I claim a corner stool and finally let my shoulders drop.

"You look like someone who needs tequila," a familiar voice teases.

I look up and grin at Deb, taking in the familiar sight of her dark hair catching the light like chestnut, floral tattoos curling along her arms, and that sly smile that always knows more than it lets on. She slides me a chilled shot like she has been waiting for me to ask.

"So, what is going on tonight?" I knock it back. "Why does it feel like freshman orientation in here?"

"New Member Night," she says, sending another drink down the bar. "Discounts, nerves, fresh meat. Regulars get to shop, newbies get to sweat. And you would know all this if you ever read your damn emails."

"Deb, I barely read my rent reminders. My inbox is a graveyard."

"Girl, you missed half-priced drinks and free condoms last week."

"Now that offends me."

She tips her head. "So, you got someone lined up tonight?"

I shake my head. "Supposed to. Fell through."

"Figures."

"Tell me about it. Paid for a VIP room and everything; now I am just wasting your good tequila."

Deb smirks. "At least you have good taste in bartenders. Maybe you can find me a sugar daddy instead of hogging my bar. My car is still dead."

"What is the point of working in a sex club if you cannot snag one rich perv with a hero complex?"

"Right? Rigged system."

We both laugh, the edge in me softening. "Need a ride later?"

"God, yes. Unless one more 'just exploring' guy hits on me while I am clearly working, in which case I am walking into traffic." She taps the bar, eyes sparking. "Since your date bailed, why not pick up some fresh meat?"

"Nope. Not tonight. I am not here to babysit."

Her grin widens. "So let us make it fun. A bet?"

I groan. "Knew this was coming."

"You let me pick. If you strike out, I buy you dinner. If you land a second date, you set me up with your brother."

"You are shameless." She has been circling that fantasy for years. I worry more for him than her. He is sheltered. Deb is wild.

"I am bored," she shoots back, chin tipping toward the dance floor. "And I already know who I would pick for you."

I follow her gaze. A blonde in killer heels moves against a man like nothing else exists. Her laugh spills over the music, her pixie cut gleaming under the lights, confidence and cleavage impossible to ignore. His messy hair curls just enough to grab, pants hugging sinfully tight.

"And are you talking about the blonde or the handsome guy she is already dancing with?" I ask, turning back to Deb.

"They checked in together," Deb murmurs. "Haven't made a move on anyone, but they have turned down plenty already."

I catch myself biting my lip as, once again, I turn to look at them. I have been with guys. I have been with girls. Never both at once. And the thought alone has my pulse racing. Watching her grind against him makes me ache, every inch of me wishing I could slide between them.

"Really, Deb? You think the girl who cannot even land a second date can land a couple like that?" I tear my eyes away. "They are probably swingers. Or worse, unicorn hunters."

"Maybe," she says, too casual. "But I have a feeling. And if you strike out, dinner is on me."

"You should be saving for your car," I shoot back.

"Then you had better land the hook, babe."

Deb knows me too well. She knows I never back down from a dare, even when my common sense screams. Getting between a couple new to the scene, that wrapped up in each other, is asking for trouble. But she dangles the challenge anyway, waiting to see if my stubborn streak will win out.

She gives me that look. "So? You in or out?"

Fuck it. I tip back the rest of my tequila. "Fine. But if I crash and burn, I am blaming you."

"And I will be here with more tequila when you get back."


Chapter Two




I slid off the barstool and pushed onto the crowded dance floor, eyes locked on them. The room was a wet exhale of bodies and perfume. I don’t dance; it’s too performative, too messy. I came here to be handled, not to count steps. And yet here I was, shaking my head at myself, thinking I must be out of my damn mind. Still, something about that couple kept tugging at me. Maybe it was Deb’s “I’ve got a feeling” echoing in my head, but either way, I knew I was walking straight into trouble.

Then she spun in his arms and caught me staring. She winks and my rules dissolve. Fine. Trouble it is.

My lips curved before I could think. My feet threaded through bodies like they’d already made the decision for me. Before I reached her, some guy cut in, sloppy grin, hand hovering too close to my hip. I started to shut him down, but she was already there, arm sliding around my waist like it belonged.

“She’s ours,” she said, sharp enough to slice through the music. He blinked, muttered something, and vanished.

Heat licks up my spine. I nod, letting her keep me close.

“I’m Mia,” she said, her smile now close enough to burn. She tipped her chin toward the man behind her. “That’s my husband, Leo.”

Leo dips his chin—invited, aligned.

Husband. The word landed heavier than I expected. Marriage wasn’t just dating; it meant locked-in, complicated, way more than I should ever mess with as the third wheel. I should’ve bailed right then. But the way Mia said she’s ours wasn’t casual at all, it was possessive. My body leaned in instinctively, betraying every alarm bell screaming in my head. Mia tugged me between them and I went.

“You looked like you wanted to dance with us.”

My throat was dry, pulse hammering. “Yeah,” I lied. “I’d like that.”

Her fingers slid down my wrist, warm and sure, pulling me into the rhythm. The bass pounded, lights strobing, but once I was caught between Mia and Leo, the rest of the club blurred out. My knees went loose and my thoughts slid right out of reach.

We moved together, not really dancing, more like touching to a beat no one else could hear. Mia pressed her breasts against mine, soft curves molding to me, her hands gliding over my sides before her nails stung sharp enough to make me gasp. She caught the reaction instantly. Her smile said mine. My hips believed her. My hand skimmed her arm, clinging to her shoulder as if it might steady me. Behind me, Leo pressed firm and unyielding, chest hard at my back, his palm sliding lower on my waist, his gaze protective as he scanned the crowd even while his body pressed heat against my ass. The contrast unraveled me: Mia’s tease, Leo’s restraint. It was too easy to melt into them, like they had been waiting for me all along.

Mia in front, Leo at my back, and me threaded tight between.

By the time the song ended, I was flushed and trembling, shocked at how quickly my cunt took over my thinking. Mia leaned in, lips grazing my ear. “Want to sit down?”

I nodded, words gone. She led us to a corner sectional, the music still a dull throb. Mia slid onto the red leather couch, pulling me close. Leo settled on my other side, his warmth seeping in, bracketing me between them. Mia’s thigh against mine; Leo’s shoulder warm at my other side.

The flirting was instant. Mia’s eyes sparkled as she said, “Even prettier up close,” her fingers skating higher on my thigh.

I laughed softly, though my breath hitched. “Keep saying things like that and I won’t be held responsible.”

Leo’s gaze swept over me, slow and deliberate. “Believe her. She’s got good taste.” His voice was low and rough.

My head spins. They both carried that quiet dominance, and part of me knew I might be in for something I really liked. I should have been asking questions, setting boundaries, reminding myself of the rules. That was the smart thing to do. But the way they moved around me, the way heat kept coiling lower, I didn’t want to kill the vibe. I wanted to see how far they would take me.

Mia tilted her head, smile sly. “You look nervous,” she said softly. “We don’t bite… unless you ask.”

I met her eyes, pulse skipping. “I just don’t want to get caught up in something messy.”

“Then don’t overthink it, honey.” Her hand slid higher on my thigh. “So let’s keep it simple. Red light, green light. If you like it, green. If not, red.”

I let out a shaky laugh, heat crawling through me. “Guess we’re playing then.”

Her mouth was on mine before I finished, hot and insistent. I gasped when her nails bit into my hip. She tasted faintly of Moscato, sweet and fizzy, and completely addictive.

She pulled back just enough to murmur, lips wet and swollen, “Green?”

“Yes,” I panted, breath shuddering. “Green.”

Her confidence rubbed off on me, heat crawling up my skin until I couldn’t hold back anymore. I swung a leg over her lap, catching her gasp with another kiss. Her hands gripped my waist like she never wanted to let go. Leo groaned beside me, eyes fixed on us, and every warning in my head got shoved aside. Mia was right. Why overthink this?

I straddle Mia, thighs spread wide, her curves snug under me. My dress bunched at my waist as she grabbed my ass and pulled me down harder. My breath caught, thighs trembling. Her hands slid up to cup my breasts, thumbs circling until I gasped into her mouth. My fingers tangled in her short, blonde hair, clinging. She laughed against me, savoring every reaction.

She brushed her lips over mine. “Still green?”

“Green,” I whispered, no hesitation.

My gaze flicked to Leo. His arm stretched along the couch, fingers brushing Mia’s shoulder, a reminder he was part of this too. His eyes locked on me, sharpening the ache. I didn’t just want his eyes. I wanted his hands, both of them.

“Mia,” I murmured, glancing down at her cleavage, pulse skittering. “Your husband looks lonely.”

She laughed, arching a brow at him. Leo answered with a slow smile that sent heat low and tight. “I’m fine just watching. It’s a hell of a show.”

“I’m not sure you could handle both of us,” Mia teased, her voice playful, edged with challenge.

“Try me,” I shot back, daring and breathless.

They traded a look, unspoken sparks passing that made my stomach twist. Maybe I’d pushed too far. Maybe this was just for Mia?

“If that’s okay,” I added quickly, words tumbling raw. I didn’t want this to stop.

Mia cupped my chin, eyes flicking between me and Leo before she smirked. “Go ahead, honey, all green. Show Leo what a good kisser you are.”

Without thinking, I grabbed his shirt and pulled him close. He didn’t hesitate. His kiss was rougher than Mia’s, stealing my breath. My hips bucked against her, bracing for a reaction, but she didn’t falter. She laughed against my neck before biting down, then soothing with her tongue. My head spun. She tugged my dress down, mouth closing around my breast, tongue drawing slow, merciless patterns. I sag against Leo’s shoulder, his hand sliding into my hair.

Leo leaned closer, his breath hot at my ear. “Color?” he asked, voice steady.

“Green,” I breathed, the answer tumbling out before I thought. He kissed me again.

Tell me what to do hovers on my tongue. I didn’t even know who I was moving for anymore, Mia’s mouth at my breast, Leo’s kiss devouring mine, my hips rolling helplessly. My chest flushed, skin tingling everywhere. Mia’s nails dug into my hips, pinning me down, Leo’s breath hot against my cheek as he murmured, “You’re going to be such a good girl for us, aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes,” I gasped. Mia’s teeth grazed my nipple, making me jolt. “Yes, sir.”

Leo’s eyes lit, grin wicked. “Good girl.”

Then his mouth found mine again before he leaned over to kiss Mia too. Watching them together made my whole body tighten. His hand slid down my spine, Mia’s fingers teased my skin, their mouths finding each other like there was already a space shaped for me. My lungs stuttered. It’s shockingly easy to slide into their rhythm, especially when I half expected them to turn me down. But these two had clearly done this before. Maybe new to the club, but not to this. And that was perfect. Deb’s so-called feeling had been dead-on. This night was going to be exactly what I needed.


Chapter Three




Mia’s lap was warm under me, my dress bunched up around my waist so my skin was bare to their hands and mouths. We kiss like we can’t stop, messy and greedy. Mia’s lips were soft but sure, while Leo’s mouth was rougher, tasting of salt and want. My hands moved without thinking, cupping Mia’s breast, circling her nipple with my thumb just to watch her shiver. Leo’s eyes darkened when he saw me touch her. He looked at me like he was already mapping out every filthy thing he wanted to see us do, and just the thought of it made me ache all over.

Mia arched into my touch with a low moan, and Leo’s hand slid higher up my thigh, bold and steady, making my breath hitch. Their mouths claimed mine one after the other, sloppy and ravenous, leaving me dizzy. Mia in front, Leo at my back; they trade places, and Leo’s mouth finds my collarbone. The three of us were tangled up in breath and skin, a reckless mess of lips, teeth, and roaming hands. My head tipped back when Mia’s tongue traced down my throat, only to shiver when Leo’s lips found my collarbone. Everything was spiraling fast—almost too fast—and I was already losing myself when a soft voice suddenly cut through the haze.

“Excuse me,” a waitress said gently, professional but firm. “You’ll need to take this to the back rooms.”

Perfect. I flash the waitress a grateful smile like she’s the best kind of wingwoman. I smooth my dress and laugh, already pivoting.

“Thanks for the reminder,” I tell her. Then, to Mia and Leo, bright and certain: “House rules. No sex in the lounge or on the dance floor. Which means we take this to the back.”

Mia’s lips are still kiss-swollen, and she gives a little pout. “I don’t want to stop,” she murmurs, dragging her nails lightly over my thigh like she’s testing how far she can push.

I grinned, leaning closer. “Then we don’t have to. I’ve got a VIP room for the night. Want to come with me?”

Leo’s eyes lit, his voice eager and low. “Lead the way.”

I led them down the back hallways, my heels clicking over polished concrete, the hum of the main floor fading with each step. The air back here was different, thicker with anticipation and the faint scent of leather and sweat.

The VIP play area opened up before us in a rush of color and sound. Red leather couches lined the room in semicircles. Mirrored walls caught every angle, reflecting bodies in motion. At the center, a massive circular bed was already crowded, couples and groups moving in rhythm under low amber lights. Flesh gleamed, moans rising and blending with the muffled bass of music from beyond.

I hesitated, stealing a glance at Mia and Leo, afraid this might be too much too soon. But Leo’s jaw was tight, his breathing uneven, and Mia’s tongue darted out to wet her lips as her gaze tracked the spectacle. Not hesitation, hunger. They weren’t overwhelmed; they were intrigued.

“Come on,” I murmured, my voice rougher than I meant, I steer them past the spectacle to a side door. My pulse thundered in my ears. If they decided to bolt, it would gut me. But if they stayed… God, if they stayed.

Inside, the private room looked like a deviant’s dream. A huge bed took up most of the space, fitted with black leather cuffs and solid restraints. The walls were leather and shine, with enough gear to plan a dozen sins. A mini fridge hummed in the corner, stocked with bottled water for when things ran too hot. A wide dresser held a neat spread of supplies. In the corner, a low couch waited, perfect for anyone who wanted to watch before they touched.

I turned back to them, nerves buzzing under my skin, want still tugging hard. I wanted them to see me, to get exactly what I was offering. So I dropped to the floor, kneeling in the middle of the room. The carpet was plush under my knees, the air thick with leather and possibility. I looked up through my hair, heart thudding like I was about to say something reckless.

My voice came out steady, though inside I was shaking with want. “Use me tonight. However you want. I’m yours.”

The silence stretched long enough for anticipation to coil hot in my belly before Leo finally broke it.

“Well,” he said slowly, his voice low and rough, “I think I’m going to enjoy the show.”

I lifted my chin, meeting his gaze, a teasing smile curving my lips. “You don’t have to just watch,” I said. “You can join.”

His brow arched, interest sparking in his eyes. “Both of us?”

“Both,” I answer without hesitation, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart.

Mia’s smile spread wide, her eyes glittering. She stepped closer, brushing a knuckle under my chin. “Don’t mind Leo; he’s just stunned we found someone so perfect our first night out.”

Leo’s laugh rumbled in his chest, deep and husky, and he nodded. “She’s right. It feels a little unreal. Like we lucked out.”

Mia moved toward the wall lined with toys, her fingers grazing the crops and coils of rope like she was browsing in a candy store. “What can we use? Do you prefer anything in particular?”

“Anything,” I said. “I’m yours.”

She lingers on rope—pretty, precise—then plucks a soft bundle of cord from the wall and tosses it to Leo. “Then tie her up pretty for me.”

Leo caught it easily, weighing it in his hands as his gaze settled on me. His voice dropped to a thoughtful rumble. “I know what I’m doing with knots. I’ve practiced on Mia before. She’s not really into it.”

“I am,” I said quickly, breathless with eagerness. “I like being bound. I like the way it feels.”

That pulled a grin from him, slow and sharp, his eyes dark with promise. He stepped back, gesturing toward the couch in the corner. “Then let’s make a scene of it. Mia, why don’t you strip our new friend?”

“With pleasure,” Mia purred. She took my hand and drew me up to my feet, circling me like she was unwrapping a gift. Her fingers skimmed my shoulders, tugging the straps of my dress down with infuriating patience. The fabric slid away, pooling at my feet. Her nails traced my sides as she reached behind me to unhook my bra, letting it fall. She knelt to unbuckle my shoes, kissing along my thighs as she rose again, until I was left standing in nothing but my panties.

“These can stay,” she said playfully, hooking a finger under the waistband. “They’re too cute to take off just yet.” She snapped the elastic lightly before nudging me toward Leo.

“Go on,” she murmured.

Leo guided me closer to the couch, the cord unraveling through his hands. He worked with surprising skill, winding it snug around my waist, looping it into a harness that hugged my body in all the right places. My wrists were bound, secured neatly to the harness at my waist. The pressure of it grounded me, aroused me—every pull of the cord a reminder that I was theirs.

“I wish I had more,” he admitted, tugging the last knot secure. “But this will do for now. Let me know if you feel any pinching or if anything goes numb.”

“I will,” I whispered, head tipping back. “It feels good. Really good.”

Mia’s hand slid over my shoulder as she came up behind me. The sharp crack came without warning, the crop snapping against the back of my thighs. The sting bloomed sweet and sharp, pulling a gasp from me.

“Kneel,” Mia commanded.

I obeyed instantly, sinking back onto the carpet, the bindings hugging me tight, my pulse racing. She crouched down behind me, a small toy in her hand, the faint hum already vibrating against my skin.

“That wasn’t on the wall,” I teased breathlessly, glancing back at her.

Mia smirked, bringing the toy to her lips like a secret. “I brought it myself. Insurance policy. House rules here allow personal toys if they pass check-in; this one did. If we hadn’t found you, I was going to use it to give Leo a show. But…” She leaned in close, her breath hot on my ear. “Since we did find you, mind if I use it on you instead?”

“Yes,” I gasped, shivering. “Please.”

“Good girl.” She pressed a kiss to my shoulder, then whispered against my skin. “But first, you’re going to thank Leo for tying you up.”

I lift my chin and catch the look Leo gives her, then me. His smile was slow and hungry, eyes glinting with satisfaction. Mia nods to Leo—permission given. He thumbs his button open and parts the fly.

Mia guided me forward, her hand firm at the back of my neck. “Green?” she asks.

“Green,” I breathe.

“Open wide for him.”

I obeyed, parting my lips and taking him in, the taste of salt and heat filling my mouth as I slid deeper, my throat tightening around him. His hand tangled in my hair, his groan vibrating through his chest.

“That’s it,” Leo murmured, his voice rough. “That seal—right there—keep it. Good girl.”

Behind me, Mia pressed the toy against my panties, the low hum jolting through my clit. I gasped around Leo, the vibration sharp and overwhelming. He hissed at the sudden suction, fingers tightening in my hair.

“That’s it,” Mia encouraged, her voice sultry. “Make him feel it while I play with you.”

My body trembled as the waves of pleasure hit, but every time I neared the edge, Mia pulled the toy away, leaving me aching, needy. I whimpered around Leo, the sound muffled but desperate. He cursed under his breath, thrusting deeper, his praise spilling over me. “You’re perfect. Fuck, you’re perfect.”

I tried to chase the feeling, hollowing my cheeks, swallowing around him—each movement rewarded with a groan. Mia dragged her nails down my spine, then pressed the toy back against me; the second time she holds me there, wickedly steady, before easing off when I buck toward it.

“Not yet,” she whispered darkly. “You’ll come when I say.”

The heat built higher, my body shaking, trapped between them. My mouth stretched around Leo, my throat working to take him deeper, while Mia kept me on a string, pulling me back from release again and again. I moaned, the vibration of it making Leo’s hips stutter, his voice breaking as he swore, “God, you’re killing me.”

Mia’s laughter was wicked in my ear. “Patience, baby. We’ll let her fall when we’re ready.” My vision grains at the edges; I’m hanging there.

Everything else drops away: bindings digging into my waist, Leo’s cock thick in my mouth, Mia’s wicked hand on my pussy, and me just giving in, every nerve buzzing, stuck on that edge where pleasure and denial blur into something filthy and addictive.


Chapter Four




Leo pulled back with a rough groan, slipping free of my mouth. My lips were slick, my chest rising fast, my whole body shaky from the ache Mia had been winding tighter and tighter inside me. I blinked up at him, lightheaded and needy, my wrists still tangled in rope. My throat burned from taking him, my body already wrung out from being teased on the edge, but that desperate hunger in me wasn’t anywhere close to done.

“Get on the bed,” he told me, his voice rough and scratchy. The way he said it made my stomach flip. He held out his hand and steadied me with a firm grip as I stood. My legs were jelly, barely holding me, but I let him steer me until the backs of my thighs hit the mattress. The sheets were cool against my overheated skin, and the contrast sent another shiver through me.

Mia was already undressing, her blazer slipping off her shoulders, her bra unclasped and tossed aside with an easy flick like she’d done it a thousand times. She eased me back into the sheets, climbed over me, and kissed me deep, her tongue teasing mine before trailing kisses down my throat. Her hands roamed everywhere—grabbing, squeezing, brushing over me—but never quite giving me what I was dying for. My back arched, reaching for more, and she just laughed quietly against my skin, that playful little sound making the ache inside me even worse.

When I finally glanced past Mia’s shoulder, Leo was already undressed, cock hard and slick, his eyes fixed right on me. My lips part on a shaky breath. He isn’t looking at Mia. He’s looking at me, like he’s memorizing every twitch.

Mia shifted onto her hands and knees over me, straddling my hips, her lips claiming mine again before she whispered against my mouth, “If you’re patient… you’ll earn Leo.”

Her words punch low. My hips rolled up helplessly, aching. I whimpered, but she only smiled, biting lightly at my bottom lip, feeding on how desperate I was.

Behind her, Leo pushed into her with a rough groan, his hands locking tight on her waist. Mia braces over me, Leo behind her; I’m the fulcrum beneath them. My eyes went wide as I watched the way his body moved with hers. And through all of it, his eyes never left mine.

Mia moaned into my mouth, her body rocking with his thrusts. She nipped at my throat and whispered, breathless, “You feel how hot he is? You’ll get it too… if you can be a good girl.”

I gasped, arching, my whole body on fire. “Please, please, Mia, touch me,” I begged, shameless and wrecked. My clit throbbed, my thighs shaking, the rope digging tight around my waist and wrist.

Mia only laughed softly, her nails dragging over my skin as she kept me pinned. “Patience, baby. Be patient.”

Leo’s voice cut through the haze, low and rough. “Look at you… so desperate, squirming. You want her fingers? Or do you just want me filling you up?”

My head snapped back, a broken moan spilling out. “Both. God, I want both.”

Mia kissed me again, slow and deep, then pulled back with a wicked grin. “Beg more.”

I let out a shaky whimper, my thighs trembling, eyes stinging from the frustration building in me. “Please, Mia. Please, I’ll be good. I need you to touch me. I need him.”

Her smirk curved against my cheek, her lips brushing my ear. “Not yet.”

I almost broke into sobs, the ache in me too much to take. Every time Leo’s hips slammed forward, Mia’s body rubbed against mine; her breasts slid over mine, our nipples catching and turning unbearably sensitive, the spark shooting straight to the place between my legs she refused to touch and that I couldn’t reach.

Leo groaned, his rhythm steady and rough, his gaze locked on me like I was the only thing in the room. “You’re not going to want anyone else after this, sweetheart,” he rasped. “When she finally lets you cum, you’ll remember it forever.”

Mia’s whole body trembled as Leo drove into her harder, her moans turning into sharp little gasps. She grabbed the back of my neck, her nails digging in, and pressed her face into the curve of my shoulder.

“So close,” she panted, biting down hard enough to make me yelp. “You want me to cum with his cock? Right here, on top of you?”

“Yes,” I cried out, shaking. “God, yes. Please.”

Leo’s voice was ragged, commanding. “Cum for me, Mia. Now.” Mia tips her chin to Leo; they’re in sync.

She comes hard on him, shuddering all over me, a muffled moan pressed into my throat while she milks him and rides out every thrust. I feel every ripple against me; her nails rake my skin, her breath hot at my ear. I’m shaking beneath them, ruined and starving, still stuck right on the edge.

Leo slipped out of her and rolled to my other side, flopping onto the bed beside me. He started stroking his cock in slow, lazy strokes, his eyes glued to me the whole time. The sight made my stomach knot with hunger, and that little smirk on his face as he fisted himself had my mouth watering.

Mia kissed me once more, slow and lingering, before sliding down between my thighs. Her lips traced kisses lower and lower, over my stomach, to the edge of my panties. Her smile was sinful as she hooked her fingers under the fabric.

“You’ve been so good for us tonight,” she murmured, tugging them down. “So patient.”

The cool air hit me for barely a second before her mouth did. Her tongue flicked over me in one slow, deliberate stroke that made my hips buck. I gasped, my hands tugging uselessly at the rope still binding my wrists.

She lets out a low hum, like she’s tasting me and loving every second. She seals her mouth over me and sucks, slow and sure; her tongue flattens for a long lick, then points and traces tight circles that make me squirm. She flicks side to side, then drags from my slick entrance up to my clit. She breaks the seal to breathe hot air on me, then goes back in wetter, rolling lazy figure eights around the spot. It’s the kind of mouth that could tie a knot in a cherry stem. I writhe under her, begging, “Please, faster, please, I need it.”

But Mia keeps her own pace, deliberate, steady, eating me out like she has all night to enjoy me. She hums and the vibration buzzes through my clit; she sucks and releases on a rhythm that milks a gasp every time. I want more, more, more.

Leo leaned closer, his free hand pinching my nipples, rolling them until my back arched off the bed. “Ask her,” he ordered, his voice a low growl. “Tell her what you want. Beg her to let you cum.”

“Please, Ma’am,” I gasped, tears stinging my eyes as the pleasure pushed me higher. “Please let me cum.”

That pulled a laugh from her, wicked and pleased. “Good girl.” Her tongue speeds up; she seals and releases in quick pulses, then draws tight, ruthless circles until my whole body seizes.

It hits hard. My body locks, then shatters; I scream, hips jerking, thighs locking tight around her head. It felt like every nerve in me caught fire as Mia’s mouth drags me over the edge, and Leo’s hand on my breasts kept me grounded while I completely unraveled. My vision blurred white, my whole body shaking against the sheets.

Before I could catch my breath, Mia slid up my body, her mouth wet with me, her grin sinful. “Green?” she asks.

“Green,” I breathe.

“Mount him,” she orders, tilting her chin toward Leo.

Leo leaned back against the pillows, stroking himself, just waiting. My body shook as I climbed onto his lap, letting his hands guide me. He caught my wrists, still bound at my waist, holding me steady as I sank down on him. The stretch burned in that perfect, addictive way, pulling a moan straight out of my chest. My walls clenched around him tight, and Leo cursed, his eyes squeezing shut for a second before finding mine again.

"Grind on me, nice and slow," he growls as I start to roll my hips.

Mia paces around us, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She palms the crop from the dresser as she circles. She gave a sharp smack to my ass that made me jolt, the sting burning hot across my skin. “Faster,” she ordered, her voice playful but firm. I obeyed, grinding harder against Leo’s cock, every move pulling a gasp from my throat.

Another crack landed, sharper this time, making me cry out. “Slower,” she added, dragging the tip of the crop across my thigh before snapping it back against me. I whimpered and rocked my hips slower, each roll making me feel every inch of him inside me. The sting of the crop mixed with the sweet ache of him stretching me, pushing me closer to the edge.

Mia circled behind me, watching the way I rode him, her smile wicked. Every time she gave an order, I obeyed, my hips grinding and shifting to her rhythm while Leo held me down. The smack of the crop, the deep drive of his cock, and the weight of both their control tangled together until I was shaking, my cries spilling louder with every movement.

“Beg to cum,” Mia purred, each word punctuated with another crack across my ass.

“I—I need it, please,” I gasped, barely holding myself together. “Please, Ma’am, let me cum.”

“Sweeter.” Another sting. “Cherry on top.”

I nearly sobbed, body quaking. “Please, Ma’am, please—with a cherry on top—let me cum.”

"How perfect," she purrs, tossing the crop aside. "Leo, do we let her cum?"

Leo just grunts.

Mia slides in behind me. One hand closes on my throat, light but firm. The other slips between my thighs.

"Go ahead baby, when your ready, cum." She whispers in my ear.

Then her fingers press to my clit and circled with hard, steady pressure that made me cry out. Leo groaned under me as I clenched tight around him, his hands holding my bound wrists, anchoring me in place.

I cum so hard I scream, messy and dripping over his cock. My whole body shakes and I fold forward, useless, until Mia catches me and eases me onto my side. I'm gasping, sheets slick under me, body still twitching with aftershocks.

Leo chuckled, breathless. “Look at the mess you made.”

Mia smirked as she leaned down, her tongue dragging slowly over his cock, tasting every drop as she cleaned me off him. She licked along his length with long, deliberate strokes before closing her lips around the head, sucking just enough to make his breath hitch. She worked him deeper, her hand twisting at the base while her mouth slid down, taking him in until his groans shook the room.

She bobbed her head in a steady rhythm, tongue swirling, her throat flexing as she swallowed him. His hips twitched, his hand sliding to her hair, and the sound he made when he finally let go was raw and guttural. He came hard down her throat, and she swallowed greedily, pulling back with a wicked smile, licking her lips like she’d just devoured something sinful and decadent.

Then she leaned over and kissed me, slow and messy, letting me taste him on her lips. The mix of his taste and hers had my head spinning, my tongue chasing after hers, greedy for every bit of it.

My eyes are heavy, my body trembling, every nerve buzzing. Watching her swallow him and then kiss me with his taste still on her tongue makes me ache all over again. My thighs press together on their own, already sore and used, and I'm still throbbing just from watching them. The fire between us doesn't die; it only burns hotter, leaving me wrecked, messy, and shamelessly hungry for more.


Chapter Five




Leo untied the ropes carefully, rubbing my wrists where the bindings had dug into my skin. His touch was warm and gentle, like he wanted to remember every mark he’d left. Mia pressed a cold bottle of water into my hand, her smile soft and easy, nothing like the wicked grin she’d worn while teasing me earlier. I drank fast, my throat raw and my body still shaky. The cool water steadied me, even though my mind was still buzzing and every nerve felt alive.

“You okay?” Mia asked, brushing damp hair from my face. Her tone was gentle, almost protective, as if she’d flipped a switch the moment the scene ended.

“I’m good,” I managed, my voice hoarse but steady. “Just… shaky.” My knees still weren’t sure they wanted to hold me. I felt like a puppet with its strings cut, and the only thing keeping me upright was the warmth of their attention.

Mia smiled, running her thumb across my cheek. “Then I’ll make sure you don’t fall.”

Leo chuckled, leaning back against the headboard with his own bottle of water. His chest rose and fell as he took a slow sip, eyes glinting. “You should know something,” he said, glancing at Mia. “We’ve never done this before.”

I blinked, stunned. “What?” The word cracked out sharper than I meant, because there was no way in hell they had pulled this off so smoothly if it was their first time.

Mia nodded, her smile turning sheepish, though there was still a spark of pride in her eyes. “We’re both doms. For years we’ve just switched for each other when we needed it. Tonight… we wanted to try something different. Something more. And you were perfect.”

I looked between them, trying to wrap my head around it. “You’ve never—” I shook my head. “You acted like you’d done that a hundred times.”

Leo gave a crooked smile. “Guess we’re naturals. Or maybe you just brought it out of us.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, my chest tightening at the way Mia said it, like I’d given them something they hadn’t known they were missing. The thought stirred something heady in me, almost as strong as the aftershocks still humming through my body.

They helped me get dressed, with Mia smoothing my skirt back over my hips with such care it sent a shiver through me, and Leo steadying me whenever I wobbled. Every small touch felt close and tender, like they weren’t quite ready to let me go. When we finally stepped into the hall, the cozy hush of the room gave way to pounding music. With each step, the beat got louder, the bass thudding through my chest, laughter and voices spilling over each other. It felt like coming up for air after being underwater.

By the time we reached the bar, I’d caught my breath, but the flirting hadn’t stopped. Leo kept brushing his hand against my lower back, testing how close he could get before I leaned into him instead of away. Mia leaned in close, whispering compliments in my ear, telling me I was everything they’d been looking for, her breath tickling my neck in a way that made me want to drag her back down the hall.

“Want us to take you home?” Leo asked, hopeful, his hand resting low at the curve of my waist. His eyes searched mine like he was already imagining what might happen if I said yes. We were leaning against the bar now.

For a split second I almost did, almost let them sweep me into another whirlwind. But then I remembered. “I promised my friend a ride,” I said, nodding toward the counter. “She’s waiting on me.”

“Damn right she did,” Deb chimed in, appearing from behind the counter with perfect timing. She gave me a knowing smile, wiping down a glass that didn’t need it. “But you two should leave her your number.”

Leo and Mia exchanged amused looks and agreed right away. Deb, of course, already had a pen and slip of paper ready like she’d been waiting all night. Mia scribbled their number down, slid it across, and winked. “Don’t wait too long before texting us.”

“Best wingman ever,” I joked, smiling at Deb. My cheeks hurt, but I couldn’t stop.

Mia laughed, leaning on the counter. “Thanks for sending her our way.”

I frowned at that, the comment landing strangely in my head. Before I could puzzle it out, Mia leaned in, her lips brushing mine.

“Don’t make us wait too long,” she whispered, her eyes glittering with mischief.

Leo followed, pressing a warm kiss to my cheek and adding, “We’ll be thinking about you until you do.”

They both lingered, not quite ready to leave, and for a heartbeat I almost asked them to stay. Instead, I forced myself to smile and nod, my heart hammering as they finally turned and walked away.

I turned back to Deb, still curious. “So what did Mia mean when she said you sent me their way?”

Deb shrugged, her grin giving her away. “They got here early. I had plenty of time to feel them out, figure out what they wanted. I’m glad you showed tonight, because you’re the only one who fit the bill.”

My jaw dropped. “You cheat.”

Deb reached for the slip of paper with a sly smile. “Well, fine. I guess you don’t need their number, then.”

I yanked it back out of reach, clutching it. “Oh no, I’m keeping this.”

Deb smirked. “Then you owe me a call from your brother.”

“You’ll get that as soon as I get my second date,” I shot back.

“So soon?” Deb teased.

“Please just don’t bring him here,” I grumbled. “He might die of shock.”

Deb laughed. “No promises. I’m going to finish shutting down. See you at the car?”

“Take your time,” I said with a smile.

My heart thudded as I stepped away to gather my things. The night clung to me, heat and sweat and perfume tangled together, every nerve still buzzing from what they’d done to me. No way was I waiting. The night had been too good, too intoxicating. Red flags or not, I was already planning to text them the second I got home, consequences be damned.
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You can sign up at viola-wilde.com  




And if you like to watch from the sidelines, you’ll find me on: 

TikTok: @viola.wilde.author 

Twitter: @V_writes_sins 




See you soon! 





Your Next Read


Club Temptation Series:  




Welcome to Club Temptation—where every kink has a room, every desire has a door, and every story is a stand-alone seduction.  




You don’t need to start from the beginning. Just pick a night, step inside, and see what your body’s been begging for.  




Find them all at viola-wilde.com/clubtemptation 








Craving Something Darker? 




If Club Temptation awakened something in you, the Sinners will drag it into the light and make you own it. 




Taste of Obsession launches a dark mafia romance series filled with powerful men who don’t ask for permission, and women who stop waiting to be chosen and start taking what they want. This is a world of control and corruption, where obsession feels like devotion and desire always comes with teeth. 




Expect ruthless mafia power, obsessive alpha men, dangerous age gaps, kink-laced tension, and heroines who discover that surrender can be a weapon when it’s their choice. One night turns into possession. Curiosity turns into addiction. Control slips, and no one walks away untouched. 




Available March 10, 2026

viola-wilde.com/sinners
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