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Preface

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




Dim the lights and lose yourself in me.  




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


New Addiction


Chapter One: Temptation Calls

It’s New Year’s Eve, and in just a couple hours, this miserable, sexless year will finally die. Twelve months. No sex. No close calls. Not even a halfway decent kiss. Just me, my vibrator, and the hollow kind of ache that doesn’t go away no matter how many times you take the edge off alone.

It’s not like I’ve been holding out for candlelight and grand gestures. I just want someone to take control, to ruin me in a way that doesn’t ask permission or apologize afterward.

I don't want to be known as the nice girl who smiles on cue, apologizes when she doesn’t need to, and never asks for too much. I’ve been folding myself down into shapes that made other people comfortable, chasing a version of womanhood that never really belonged to me. Tonight? I’m going to get exactly what I want, as long as my nerves hold out.

And they are pretty frayed, standing in line outside Club Temptation. Heart pounding. Hands clammy. My ticket’s been folded and unfolded so many times it’s barely holding shape. The line isn’t long, but every second stretches. I know what’s behind those doors. Velvet, heat, strangers who don’t need your name to know you’re aching to be touched, taken, bent until the ache finally breaks into something raw.

I've read about this place, lurked in the forums, let it crawl into my fantasies during this dry spell. I imagined the red light casting shadows over bare skin, the heat of bodies grinding, mouths open in moans instead of words. I pictured what it would feel like to strip myself down to nothing—not just my clothes, but the image I of me that I've held on to.

When I pulled this black dress on, it felt like a rebellion. Now it just feels like a costume that doesn’t quite fit. Now, surrounded by women who drip sex like perfume, I feel like I showed up in church clothes. I keep my chin high, even when my stomach dips.

The line shifts forward.

The bouncer is a tall, broad woman in tight leather, her arms crossed like she’s guarding the gates of hell. Her stare lands hard, assessing—not if I belong, but if I’ll survive the night. I guess I pass her assessment, cause she smirks.

"ID and ticket?"

I pass them over. My grip is too tight, but I force my fingers to relax.

She takes a beat, then snaps a silver wristband around my wrist.

"First-timer," she says. Her smirk is subtle but sharp. "That band tells them to go easy on you."

I want to snap back that easy isn’t what I’m here for, but I don’t even know exactly what I’m walking into yet, so I bite my tongue and stay quiet.

She steps aside. I step in.

The first room I step into is a locker room. There’s a sign at the entrance that says no phones. I skim the rules, shove my stuff into a locker, and make a beeline for the next door.

The second I walk through, everything shifts. The cold disappears, traded for a heat that pulses from the ground up, synced to the heavy bass rattling the walls. Silver streamers drift down like slow-motion confetti, catching the red light as they fall. The air is thick—jasmine, sweat, sex. It clings to the skin.

On the dance floor, people move like foreplay. Grinding, touching, teasing without shame. At the bar, a woman throws her head back laughing as her hand slips into someone’s pants. The whole room throbs with hunger.

I move slow, trying to fake like I’ve been here before, like my nerves aren’t tripping over themselves. Trying not to flinch every time someone brushes past me.

Then I spot her.

She’s propped against the bar like it was built around her. Red hair in waves that look too perfect to be accidental. A green silk dress hugging every curve like it was painted on. No smile. Doesn’t need one. Her body language is all the announcement she needs.

And those eyes? They’ve locked on me.

She lifts her glass and tips it toward me—a clear invitation. I picture myself crossing the room, striking up a conversation, maybe even asking her to give me a tour. But my courage fizzles out before I can take a single step. I look away, heart racing. Not tonight, apparently. Not yet. I head for the nearest couch, hoping to collect myself, to shake off the nerves long enough to feel like I belong here. I sink down and exhale, shrinking into the cushions while bodies glide past me without a glance. Just another wallflower.

I want to be used. Not loved. Not worshipped. Just taken and I’m already hiding.

"Mind if I sit?"

I look up. It’s her. She followed me over. And I perk up a savior in the sea of self doubt.

Closer, she’s even worse for my composure. Freckles scattered across sun-kissed skin. She doesn’t wait for an answer. She just slides in beside me. Her leg brushes mine and stays there.

Her eyes flick to my wrist.

"Silver," she murmurs, dragging her fingertip along the band. "First time here and you look like you already want to run away."

I let out a laugh that’s more breath than sound. "There's a lot of people here. Just felt a little...overwhelmed."

She tilts her head, and smiles. "Well this place has plenty of corners to hide in. But the real question comes down to whether you want to just watch from those corners..."

"So tell me, first-timer..."

She leans in, her voice a whisper pressed against my neck.

"...or are you here to play?"

My face heats and I know she can see it. But I hold her gaze anyway, my voice coming out before I can overthink it.

"I'm here to play."


Chapter Two: A Tempting Offer

Her name was Emily.

She had a way of commanding the space around her, not by being loud or flashy, but with this easy confidence, like she didn’t need to prove anything to anyone. The kind of woman who made you feel like she already knew all your secrets and was just waiting for you to say them out loud. Every word she spoke felt dipped in sin and lit on fire, as if the air itself had to pay attention. And right now, all that heat was aimed directly at me.

“So,” she said, shifting in her seat, one leg crossing over the other with casual grace as her gaze settled on me, warm but piercing, “what are you looking for tonight? Kink? Something casual? Exhibitionism?”

I blinked. My brain momentarily shut down.

“Wow,” I finally said, my voice higher than I meant it to be. “You don’t really beat around the bush, do you?”

Emily grinned and let out a low, amused laugh. “Sweetheart, this is a sex club. If we’re not honest here, where can we be? You can’t explore safely if you can’t even say what you want out loud. You’ve got to name your desires if you want anyone to help fulfill them.”

She said it like it was the simplest thing in the world. Like this wasn’t the most nerve-wracking night of my life. Like asking someone their preferred kink was just a step up from asking their drink order.

“I mean,” I said slowly, “I knew people came here for… stuff. But I didn’t realize the conversations started that blunt.”

“That’s the beauty of it,” she said, leaning in slightly. “No shame here. No judgment. Just clarity. You’d be surprised how much safer things are when people stop pretending.”

I shifted in my seat and glanced around, like maybe the walls would have a clue for me. "Honestly? I don't really know what I'm looking for," I admitted. "It’s like my whole relationship life just hit pause a long time ago. I got stuck being this version of myself who never spoke up about what she wanted and maybe never really figured it out to begin with. It’s like I forgot how to even ask."

Emily softened, just a little. “Then maybe you’re looking for permission. To want. To try. To start figuring it out.”

Before I could say anything else, a man approached with a drink in one hand. He looked relaxed, his shoulders loose and smile warm. Tall, broad, with sandy hair that curled a little around his ears, like he’d run his fingers through it too many times.

“I see you’ve met the welcoming committee,” he said with a crooked smile, nodding toward Emily.

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “This is my husband Jack. Don’t mind him."

Jack chuckled. “Was worried you were finding another way to get us kicked out.”

She swatted his arm playfully. "It was one time, Jack! And we weren’t even banned. Just strongly encouraged to cool it.”

I watched the way they interacted, playful and close, and immediately wondered if I’d just stumbled into the middle of a recruiting pitch. Were they flirting? Was this a prelude to something more? I tried to tamp down the wave of nerves rising in my chest.

Emily must have caught the look on my face, because she raised a hand in mock offense. “Don't worry. Jack’s mine, thank you very much. We’re not here to proposition you. We just like to wander the floor, observe a few scenes, offer support when someone looks a little overwhelmed.”

That settled something in me. A thread of tension I hadn’t realized I was holding started to unwind. For the first time tonight, I didn’t feel like I was in over my head.

"Although if you're looking for that," Jack added with a crooked grin, "we know plenty of couples who'd be more than happy to give you the full experience."

I coughed out a laugh, flustered. "Oh—uh, no. I don’t think I could handle a threesome. Not really my thing."

Jack just shrugged, clearly amused. "You don’t know until you try. There’s Lilly and Sam, you wouldn’t have to worry about handling anything. They'd handle you. And maybe—"

"Jack," Emily interrupted, giving him a look. "This is exactly why I don’t bring you around the new ones. You jump straight into the deep end with them."

"It’s fine," I said quickly, shifting in my seat with a small grin. "I don’t mind hearing about getting... handled. Honestly, it’s kind of nice just being able to talk openly about this stuff."

"Be careful," Emily warned, smirking. "Keep saying things like that, and you’ll find yourself tied up in someone’s back room."

"Might be exactly what I need," I laughed.

"I like her," Jack said, nodding approvingly. "You’ve got a good vibe. And lucky for you, we know just about everyone here. Lots of fresh faces tonight, too. Want us to play matchmaker or scope out someone new with you?"

I hesitated, then let out a breath. "Honestly? I just want to get laid. Like, that’s my goal. Kind of a New Year’s resolution, I guess. Which sounds super lame now that I’m saying it out loud."

"Not lame at all," Emily said, squeezing my hand. "Sounds like a fantastic way to start the year. Cross something big off the list right away."

"What about Nathan?" Jack asked.

Emily tilted her head thoughtfully. "He is a bit of a player. But from what I’ve heard, definitely worth a one-night stand."

"I just don’t want to disappoint anyone," I admitted, voice quieter. "It’s been a while..."

Emily’s brow furrowed slightly. "How long’s a while?"

"Over a year," I admitted with a wince. "It wasn’t exactly a decision, you know? Life just sort of got away from me, and suddenly I looked up and realized it had been forever. Or maybe it’s more like nothing happened at all, and that became its own kind of rut."

There was no awkward pause. No judgment. Just Jack sipping his drink like it was nothing, and Emily leaning closer, her voice gentle. "You don’t have to explain anything, sweetheart. Life gets in the way sometimes. It’s nothing to be ashamed of."

"Honestly," Jack added, grinning, "this just makes it even more important we introduce you to Nathan. He should absolutely be the one to set the tone for your year."

Emily turned toward me again, resting her chin in her hand, eyes warm and considering. “He’s respectful, easygoing, and hot as hell. He’s also not into collecting notches, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

I could feel my chest rising and falling a little faster, something stirring under my ribs. Wanting. Nervous, but wanting.

Emily leaned forward and asked gently, "So is tonight about breaking that streak? Is that what you want?"

I nodded, trying not to overthink it. "Yeah. I think it is."

She gave my hand a soft squeeze and stood. "Then come on. Let’s introduce you to Nathan."

I got up and followed them, my pulse racing in my ears as we headed deeper into the club. The lights were softer back here, the energy thicker, like everything pulsed just under the surface. And for the first time in a long time, I felt something real stretch out inside me.

This was my night to stop pretending. My night to want out loud. My night to say yes.


Chapter Three: A Not So Slow Seduction

“There he is.”

Emily's voice got all soft as we made our way through the packed lounge. The way she said it gave me chills.

And then I saw him. He stuck out from the rest of the crowd. Leaning against the wall with an easy confidence that shouldn’t have been so devastating, he looked every inch the kind of man you didn’t walk away from.

Dark jeans hugged his long legs in a way that made my mouth dry, and his black shirt stretched across his broad chest like it had been tailored to tease. His sleeves strained just slightly around muscular forearms, and the way he rolled them up, just enough to expose tan skin and veins that disappeared beneath them, made my stomach tighten.

His tousled dark hair looked artfully reckless, as if someone had just run their fingers through it. And God, that stubble, just enough to add an edge of trouble to his dangerously charming smirk.

Then there were his eyes—rich, warm brown, steady, assessing, knowing.

The second they looked at me, my stomach did that little nervous flip. Emily and Jack gave me a gentle nudge, like, come on, you're fine.

“Nathan,” Jack clapped him on the shoulder, the camaraderie between them grounding me for half a second. “We’ve got someone for you to meet.”

Nathan straightened, his full attention snapping to me. His smile deepened like someone had just brought him a new toy.

“Oh?” His voice was low, smooth, so damn confident. “Perfect. I was worried this might turn into a boring party.”

Emily grinned and stepped aside like she was showing me off. “She’s a first-timer,” she said with a teasing lilt in her voice. “Brand new to the scene. A little nervous. But she made a New Year’s resolution and she's ready to get started tonight.”

Nathan didn’t even blink. He just took a slow step toward me.

“Well now I am curious.” His voice was warm and playful. “Wanna share what that is? Maybe I can help.”

My stomach flipped. Talking to Emily and Jack had felt easy, fun. But Nathan? Nathan was intimidating as hell. Hot in that intense, fully grown-man way. How was I supposed to just look him in the eye and say, Hi, yes, I’d like someone to fuck me tonight?

I glanced at Emily, desperate for a lifeline. She just gave me that gentle, knowing smile.

I swallowed. Took a breath.

“My New Year’s resolution is to get laid,” I said with a half-laugh, hoping humor would make the words less terrifying.

My stomach did a wild flip when Nathan’s eyes shifted, his gaze sharpening in a way that made me wonder if he might actually be interested or ready to run from the woman radiating desperate energy.

“Good job,” Emily murmured in my ear. “Just keep asking for what you want.”

“Take good care of her, Nathan,” Jack said with a wink.

“Always,” Nathan replied, his eyes still locked on me.

“Come find us if he’s not your style,” Emily added before they melted into the crowd, leaving me alone with him.

Suddenly, I was hyperaware of the space between us. “I—sorry,” I blurted.

“What are you apologizing for?” Nathan asked.

“They just kind of dumped me on you. I’d get it if you weren’t interested.”

His brows rose, lips curving into a teasing pout. “Ouch. Are you trying to let me down easy? Not your type?”

“No!” I said too quickly, then cringed. “I mean… you are. Definitely.”

Nathan laughed, deep and warm, the sound easing my embarrassment. “Relax. I’m just teasing. But for the record? You’re cute when you’re flustered.”

Heat rushed through me, my pulse racing. “I guess I’m just… nervous,” I admitted.

Nathan leaned in slightly, his scent, something warm, a little spicy, utterly intoxicating, slipping around me. “No need to be nervous.” His voice softened, turning gentler, slower. “I’d love to be the person to show you around.”

His gaze flickered down my lips. The air between us tightened. It was subtle, but it was there. A slow, deliberate assessment.

“What do you want to do?” he asked. “We can hit the dance floor. Sit and talk. Or…” His voice dipped, sending a shiver down my spine. “I can show you the more… intimate areas of the club.”

A slow, warm rush rolled through me, and I could tell exactly what he was hinting at. He was laying it out there, and yeah, I wanted it. That’s why I’d come tonight. I swallowed, trying to scrape together whatever composure I had left. Just ask for what you want, giving myself a little pep talk.

“I think…” I let the words settle, enjoying the way his eyes darkened slightly, as if he already knew what I was going to say. “I’d like to see the rest of the club.”

Nathan’s smile widened approvingly.

“Good choice.”

He extended his hand, palm open, inviting.

“Shall we?”

I slid my hand into his without a second thought. I got the feeling that if Nathan wasn't interested he wouldn't be offering. Like Emily said this place is about asking for what you want. And as his fingers curled around mine, I wanted to take everything he was willing to give.

We headed to the edge of the room towards a dimly lit hallway. With every step we took, the pulse of the main room seemed to fade in the background.  Nathan seemed to walk with a purpose, his confidence effortless, and I let him lead because it felt good to be led by him. My nerves were still there, simmering under my skin, but something else was starting to take shape too—a low, humming thrill.

"Before we go any further," his whispered, "I want to make sure you know one thing."

His hand pressed lightly against the small of my back, drawing me just a little closer.

"You’re in control here," he murmured, his tone firm. "No one touches you unless you want them to."

I let out a slow breath, barely catching his words because he was so close. All I could think was, go ahead, touch me as much as you want.

"Same for you," he said, holding me there a second longer before letting go, his touch still tingling on my skin. "No touching unless you’re invited. This place runs on respect, got it?" His voice was calm but with that playful edge, making it clear he meant it. 

"Understood," I whispered, my voice smaller than I meant it to be.

His lips curved like he enjoyed the way I said it. We wandered deeper into the club, his hand steady on my lower back, guiding me. The hallway stretched ahead, lined with doors under soft glows of red, blue, and purple.

“These are the themed rooms,” he said. “The colors tell you what’s inside. First up—red. The voyeur rooms. For people who like to watch… or be watched.”

One open door pulled my attention. Inside, a couple was going at it while a few others looked on. I snapped my gaze away, cheeks heating.

“No need to look away. They want an audience,” Nathan murmured, his arm slipping around tighter around my waist.

“Maybe later. What’s with the blue doors?” I asked, trying to hide the blush creeping up my neck.

“Those are for something a little more personal,” he said, grinning like my embarrassment was the highlight of his night.

Personal I could handle. Just me and him, I thought about just dragging him into one of the open rooms and getting down to business. But curiosity kept me moving, I was here and wanted to know what else the club had to offer. And I was enjoying his hands on me.

“And the purple?”

“Sensory play. Textures. Toys. Teasing. Exploring every reaction.”

Each word curled through me, sending a shiver down my spine. I had toys at home, sure—but the idea of someone else using them on me? Of him using them? My teeth caught my lip as heat rushed between my thighs.

Nathan saw it. His smirk widened, but he kept silent, just watching.

At the end of the hallway, it opened up into this low-lit lounge that felt like it had been designed for secrets. Deep cushions, shadows pooling in every corner, and a stage glowing in a slow, honeyed light. On it—one hell of a woman.

She moved like heat rising off pavement, all liquid hips and deliberate tease, sliding around a sleek pole in barely-there underwear that was more suggestion than fabric. Every eye in the place was hooked on her.

Nathan’s voice came from right behind me, warm enough to curl down my spine. “This stage is for performances,” he murmured, “Dancers or scenes.”

I shifted in place, pressing my fingers into my thighs just to ground myself as I watched her move. “Scenes?” I asked.

He hummed, hand finding the curve of my waist. “BDSM scenes. Roleplay.”

“Ever been up there?” I tilted my head, curiosity getting the better of me.

“No. Not really my thing,” he said, lips brushing close enough to distract me. “I like to let things unfold… naturally.”

“Are they unfolding now?” I asked, my voice a little bolder.

Nathan’s arms tightened around me. “Oh, they’re unfolding. But there’s more upstairs, want to see that first before we work on your resolution?”

“I’m following you,” I said, trying to sound fearless. “Take me wherever you want.”

“This way, ma’am,” he murmured.

He guided me up the stairs, and the air changed—quieter, darker, the kind of intimate that makes your skin anticipate touch. Below, the music softened into a slow, steady pulse under my feet.

At the top, the landing stretched out before us, and my eyes were immediately drawn to the large enclosed room on one side. Three glass-paneled walls framed the space, a voyeur’s paradise, each window offering an unfiltered view of what lay inside.

A massive circular bed dominated the center of the room, plush and inviting, draped in deep, indulgent fabric. The lighting was deliberately low, casting soft shadows across black sheets.

Nathan leaned casually against the doorframe of the room, his arms crossed, watching me with an amused glint in his eyes.

“This is the viewing room,” he said smoothly, his voice silk and suggestion.

I stepped closer, my breath catching slightly as I let my fingers hover near the cool glass. The reflections in the panes blurred with movement from behind me, other guests wandering, watching, waiting.

“Everyone watches from here,” Nathan continued, his words deliberate, letting the weight of them settle in my chest. I could feel him watching me now, the heat of his gaze against my skin.

“But if you go inside…” He let the sentence linger, the unspoken possibilities unraveling between us. “That means you’re choosing to join.”

Something inside me tightened.

I swallowed, my tongue flicking out to wet my lips, but no words came. Nathan’s eyes flickered with amusement, his smirk deepening. He saw it—the hesitation, the curiosity, the way my body reacted before my mind could catch up.

But he didn’t push. He just slid his fingers through mine and started leading me across the second floor.

We stopped at a doorway draped in heavy red curtains, a simple sign above it reading Theatre.

Inside, the air hit cooler and darker, a nice relief from the heat still humming under my skin from exploring. The room was dim, shadows curling in the corners, the giant screen throwing soft golden light across the room. Plush leather couches were set up in little clusters that felt private, tucked-away.

Some people lounged with drinks, watching the screen like it was just another show.

Others… weren’t just watching. If I thought I’d found a break from the constant undercurrent of sex in this club, I was wrong.

Bodies swayed together in slow, deliberate rhythm. A hand slid up a thigh. A mouth pressed to a bare shoulder. Fingers disappeared under a dress. In one corner, a woman straddled a man, her hips rolling in a way that made her soft moans melt into the room’s low hum.

The flicker of the screen caught on every touch, every kiss, every silent dare. Nathan leaned in, his breath warm against my ear, and shivers chased down my spine.

"This," he murmured, voice smooth as silk, "is for those who want to watch something a little more… cinematic. Or maybe looking for inspiration."

His fingers brushed against mine, slow and deliberate, before sliding between them, his grip warm, firm. Confident. Possessive. Intentional.

My pulse skipped, then pounded.

"Things tend to get… more intense as the night goes on," he murmured, his lips just a breath away from my skin. His free hand hovered near my hip, close enough to tease, close enough to let me feel the heat of him.

"If you want, I can show you just how much."

A pause. A slow, decadent pause that stretched between us like a taut, invisible thread.

"Just tell me where you want to start."


Chapter Four: Into the Fire

Nathan left it up to me, and my pulse kicked into overdrive. This was my moment, and I wasn’t about to let it slip—I was going to go after exactly what I wanted.

"Since we're here…" My fingers curled around his wrist, my pulse thrumming beneath his skin. "Might as well start here."

I steered him toward a shadowy corner, one of those deep leather couches tucked away in the back. He followed without a hint of hesitation, and a little rush hit me at being the one to finally take control. I eased him down beside me, his body warm and solid against the chill of the leather. This felt so damn right, and my whole body was buzzing.

The screen flickered, pulling us into a scene with a “professor” and his too-eager student. She wore a skirt so short the camera barely had to move before flashing her panties. A moan slipped through the speakers as she dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around him. I’d always thought this kind of setup was ridiculous, but sitting here next to someone it was definitely doing things to me.

I kept sneaking peeks at him, trying to read his face. Finally breaking the silence between us, “I’ve, uh, never watched porn with someone before,” I whispered, my cheeks burning.

Nathan glanced down at me. “There’s a first time for everything,” he said, low and lazy.

He shifted closer, his arm sliding around my shoulders. The heat of him made my skin buzz.

“It’s just another way to explore. To figure out what you like… and what you really want.” He paused, lips curling. “What turns you on.”

A shiver crawled through me. I couldn’t even answer. And then, as if the universe was playing along, the scene changed.

Now it was a woman bound in silk. Wrists tied together, ankles spread to the bedposts, her body open and waiting. A man knelt between her thighs, mouth locked onto her like she was the best tasting thing in the world.

His mouth worked over her pussy like he couldn’t get enough, his grip firm on her thighs, keeping her open for every greedy stroke of his tongue. Her moans were rough and needy.

I literally forgot how to breathe for a second. My clit started to throb just watching it. I’d never had anyone do that to me before, and until right now I didn’t even know how badly I wanted it. My brain kept screaming, just ask him, just say it, but how the hell do you even ask someone to lick your pussy without sounding like the greediest person alive?

"Hey," he murmured.

I barely turned my head before his lips skimmed so close to my jaw it made my skin prickle. That’s when it hit me—my hand had been wandering up his thigh without me even realizing it. I started to pull back, but he caught my wrist and kept me there, like he wasn’t about to let me go anywhere.

"You don't have to stop." His voice was a low and full of want.

I slid my hand higher until I was almost palming the thick, hot length straining against his pants.

"Tell me what part of tonight’s got you this worked up," Nathan said, his eyes dark. "I want to hear it."

"Well…" I glanced at the screen where the woman was coming apart, her moans sharp and needy, and my hand just… kept going, wrapping over his cock like I couldn’t help myself.

"Hmmm." He pushed up into my touch, slow and deliberate. "We could start with that."

"Oh, we could?" My voice went a little breathless.

"Ask for it," he murmured, voice dripping with sin. "Tell me you want my mouth on your cunt."

Holy fuck, I was gone. "Nathan," I breathed, leaning into him, pressing harder against his cock, "I need your mouth on my cunt."

Nathan leaned in and kissed me, slow, deep, teasing, parting my lips until I was aching everywhere. His hand slid up, fingertips grazing my thigh and up my waist, before settling on my breast with a firm, claiming squeeze.

I gasped into him, pushing into that touch like my body knew what it wanted before my brain caught up. A low, rough growl rumbled out of his chest, the kind that made me want to tell him not to hold anything back.

His mouth drifted lower, pressing slow, deliberate kisses down my neck, over my collarbone, while his hands roamed like they couldn’t decide where they wanted to stay.

He didn’t hesitate, didn’t even think about it—just pressed me back into the couch, grip solid and sure, like he knew exactly what he was about to do to me. Warm palms slid under my dress, gliding up my thighs, pushing them open like they belonged that way. His eyes stayed locked on mine as he hooked a finger under my panties and dragged the lace aside.

Then he stopped. Not to ask, but to look. To drink me in. And fuck, I wanted to hide my face. I’d never had a man stare at my pussy like it was the only thing in the world that mattered. His breath skimmed over me, hot and filthy, dragging out every second until I thought I might lose my damn mind.

Then he slid a finger along my pussy, slow and claiming, and with a dark, cocky edge to his voice said, “You’re already so wet for me.”

And then his mouth was on me.

A sharp, helpless gasp tore out of me the second his tongue hit my pussy—hot, wet, achingly slow. He wasn’t just going down on me, he was devouring me like I was his last meal.

Long, lazy licks that mapped me out, teasing little flicks that made my thighs twitch, and then that soft, sucking pull on my clit that had my whole body lighting up. I couldn’t stop grinding into his mouth, chasing more, chasing everything he’d give me.

And fuck, he was into it. I could hear it in the low, filthy groan rumbling against me, feel it in the way his grip on my thighs tightened, holding me open like he wasn’t letting me go until I was completely wrecked. He wasn’t just tasting, he was savoring every damn second.

I opened my eyes and saw them.

A couple, close enough to be watching. My breath caught, and instinct told me to snap my legs shut, tug my dress down, hide. But Nathan’s hands stayed firm and steady, keeping me open like he owned the right to.

That’s when I caught the look in their eyes. The woman, dark hair spilling over her shoulders, wrapped in deep red, lips parted, wasn’t just watching. She was locked in. Her gaze stayed glued to me, pupils blown, breathing shallow, fingers digging into the armrest like she wished she could trade places. And the man beside her?

Just as gone.

My eyes flicked down to him, taking in the way he leaned back, legs spread, cock out. Her hand worked over him slow, teasing strokes, light and lazy but purposeful.

It was because of me. They were getting off because of me. Because of this. Heat pooled low in my belly as I watched the way she touched him, the way he let her, the way they both devoured me with their eyes like they wanted to watch me fall apart again and again.

And that’s when it hit me.

I liked it. Liked being watched.

And just as the thought hit me, so did my orgasm. It ripped through me like my body had been holding its breath all year. My voice filled the room, loud, breathless, raw.

And Nathan—he didn’t stop.

Didn’t move until my body stopped shaking, until I had nothing left to give, until I was completely undone beneath him. Only then did he pull away, grinning, his lips wet from me.

"You did so well," he murmured, pulling me into his lap.

His cock was hard beneath me, pressing insistently against me.

"Do you want to rest?" he asked.

I shook my head.

"Hell no, I want to fuck," I said, voice steady, sure.

Nathan’s eyes flashed as he laughed. And he kissed me like he couldn't agree more.


Chapter Five: Bound by Desire

The second we stepped out of the theater room back onto the second floor main, my cheeks were still flushed and my pussy still throbbed from the orgasm he’d pulled from me. I half expected shame to crawl over me with all those eyes on us, the sense that everyone inside that room had followed us out. But it never came. Instead, I felt light, almost unburdened, like I’d finally let something go.

His hand locked around mine, steady and sure, sending a low spark through me. The second floor was alive with noise, people chatting, moans drifting out of the viewing rooms, the whole place humming with sex. By the glass a crowd pressed in tight, eyes glued to the show, breathing uneven like they couldn’t get enough. I craned my neck, trying to slip between shoulders just to catch a better look inside.

Nathan didn’t miss my curiosity.

He pulled me closer, pressed himself flush to my back, solid and hot, his arms locking around my waist. His fingers spread wide over my hips like he owned me, and I melted into him, greedy for the weight of his chest and the hard push of his cock against me.

Behind the glass a blonde woman put herself on display, her body lush and confident as she rode a man with long, deliberate rolls of her hips, every movement meant to keep him and everyone watching right on edge. Her moans came raw and open, and I swallowed hard, my thighs squeezing together at the sight.

Another man stepped into the room. He carried himself with that slow, sure confidence, peeling off his clothes like he knew the act alone could pull every eye. His cock was already hard, and the way she looked at him—smirk lazy and certain—made it clear she wanted this.

She gave the smallest nod, a wordless invitation. She lifted herself off the first man and sprawled across the bed, tilting her head back, throat exposed in reckless offering. The first man grabbed her hips and drove back into her, making her clutch at the sheets, while the second pushed himself between her lips.

She took him deep, wet and greedy, the sound of it loud enough to make my breath hitch. My cunt clenched tight, heat pooling hard and fast inside me.

Nathan’s grip on me tightened, his cock grinding against my lower back, his voice low and teasing against my ear. “Look at you. Eating it up now.”

I licked my lips, pulse hammering. “I… yeah. I think I get it. The watching and being watched thing.”

His laugh was dirty, satisfied. “It’s sexy. But it’s more than that. You’re figuring out what actually turns you on and what doesn’t. Most people never even get that far because they’re too busy worrying if they’re weird, or wrong, or too much.”

I swallowed, leaning back against him. “You make it sound easy.”

“It should be,” he murmured, his mouth brushing my ear, his hand sliding slow over my stomach. “Sex isn’t supposed to be a game you’re scared of losing. It’s supposed to be fun, messy, filthy, honest. No shame in finding out what feels good and what doesn’t. That’s the point.”

My breath caught, the words sinking deeper than I expected. “You really believe that?”

“I do. And I want you to believe it too. No second-guessing, no apologies. Just you, taking what you want.”

I hesitated, then asked quietly, “What about you? What brought you here?”

For a moment he was silent, his breath warm against my cheek. Then, low and honest, he said, “At first? Just to fuck. No rules, no strings.” His fingers flexed against my hips. “But now… it’s watching people crack themselves open. Letting go. Dropping all the bullshit and finally showing who they are when they stop pretending they don't want something.”

Something in his tone hit me deep, darker than I expected, and I leaned into him, needing more of that truth.

The blonde’s cries spiked higher, her body shaking, and the sound of it ripped right through me. I was soaked, desperate, thighs squeezing together. Nathan’s hands slid up, grabbing my tits, rolling my nipples through the thin fabric of my dress. A gasp tore out of me.

“So you ready to be cracked open?” he growled, his breath scorching my neck.

The words made me shiver. “More than ready,” I whispered, pressing back into him.

He groaned, fingers digging into my hips like he might take me right there against the glass. Then his voice roughened. “Blue or red room?”

I sucked in a breath. “Hard choice,” I admitted softly. Images flashed—walking into a red room, letting strangers devour me with their eyes… or stepping into a blue room, closing the world out and giving myself to only him.

Nathan waited, patient, his gaze locked on mine.

I turned a placed hand on his chest, steadying myself. “You’ve been so fucking good to me tonight. So steady. And I want to break for you. Just you. No one else watching.”

Something flickered in his eyes, dark and hungry. He cupped my face, thumb brushing my lips, his voice rough with excitement. “Fuck, you have no idea how hot it was hearing you say that. You just made it even harder for me to hold back.”

The words lit me up. “Good. Don’t.”

He kissed me hard, filthy and claiming, before tugging me toward the stairs. My whole body was alive as he pulled me away from the glass. With every step toward the blue rooms, the need in me sharpened into a raw ache begging for him to finally give in.


Chapter Six: Ruin Me

As Nathan led me down the hallway, his grip steady and unyielding, I could feel the heat pouring off him, carrying through the space between us like it was pulling me closer. The low thrum of the club still vibrated through the walls, but it felt far away now, like we had stepped out of one world and into another. All I could focus on was him and the way our hunger had already stripped everything else away.

When he pushed open the door to the blue room, anticipation twisted inside me like a live wire. The space wasn’t just decadent, it was designed to unravel you, to trap you in want. The bed, dressed in sleek black sheets, looked untouched, but I could almost hear the echoes of every body that had writhed on it before. The chaise against the wall seemed like it had borne witness to sins whispered in the dark, its leather gleaming in the low light. The cabinet wasn’t discreet; condoms, oils, towels, all lined up. Nothing here was accidental. It was a stage for pleasure.

The door clicked shut with finality, the sound making me shiver as if it sealed us off from reality. The air thickened immediately, weighted with a filthy inevitability that made my skin prickle. Nathan didn’t hesitate. He pressed me against the door, his hands hot and insistent, rough with urgency, tearing at my dress as though it insulted him by covering me.

My fingers scrambled against him in return, clawing at his shirt. His body was hot beneath my palms, and I fumbled desperately at his belt until it came undone. When his pants hit the floor and he stood bare before me, I froze with my breath caught in my throat.

Because fuck, he looked even better naked than I’d imagined. I let my gaze wander over his body for a moment, soaking in the way muscle and heat rippled under his skin, but my eyes inevitably landed where they always wanted to. His cock was thick and heavy, curving up like it was begging for attention, and at the tip a glint of silver caught the light. A stud pierced through the swollen head, obscene and perfect. My pussy clenched at the sight. I pictured it dragging against that tender spot inside me, making every thrust feel rougher, hotter.

Nathan caught me staring, his smirk smug and sharp. “You ever been fucked by a pierced cock before?”

“Not yet,” I whispered, unable to stop myself, every syllable dripping with the ache of want.

His grin widened, wicked. “Then you’re about to learn what you've been missing.”

I shoved him back onto the bed, reveling in the way he let me take charge for a breath. But I wasn’t ready to straddle him yet. I wanted to taste him first. Dropping to my knees between his spread thighs, I ran my tongue slowly up his shaft, dragging every inch until he was groaning. At the tip, I teased the stud, circling it, flicking it, letting the metal play across my tongue until his voice broke in a low growl and his hands tangled hard in my hair.

I opened wider, taking him all the way into my mouth, pushing until the thick head nudged the back of my throat. Tears pricked my eyes as I swallowed around him, and his moans turned guttural, hips twitching as he tried not to lose control. His cock filled my mouth so completely I could do nothing but drool around him, spit slicking him until he was glistening. When I finally pulled back with a wet pop, strings of saliva stretched between us, and I licked them away slowly, admiring how his cock gleamed with my spit, slick and obscene.

“Come here,” he rasped, voice thick with the kind of control that was already cracking.

I climbed onto him, straddling his waist, his hands clamping down on my hips to steady me. My fingers lingered at the piercing, stroking the metal before I positioned him and sank down slowly, inch by inch. The stretch was brutal, delicious, and when the stud dragged inside me it felt like sparks ripping through my body. My nails carved into his chest.

“Feel that?” His grip bruised into my hips. “Every inch of me inside you?”

I gasped, clinging to him, already undone.

“Ride me,” he growled, voice wrecked and demanding. “Show me how bad you need it.”

I obeyed, rolling my hips, grinding down to take him as deep as I could. The obscene slap of skin, the wet sounds of my pussy, the helpless moans tumbling from my mouth. It all mixed with his groans, raw and primal. His eyes locked on mine, searing and molten, refusing to look away as I came apart on him.

“You love it,” he rasped, his voice cracking on the edge of restraint.

“Yes,” I gasped, squeezing tight around him.

His hand came down hard across my ass, sharp and stinging, making me cry out, my pussy clutching him even tighter. It made me grind my hips against his even harder.

“You feel that cock splitting you open?” His voice dropped, dark and rough. “You were made for this.”

Right then, I felt like this was exactly what I was made for—to fuck him and enjoy every second of it. That thought hit me hard, and I let go completely, not caring how I looked on top of him or what noises spilled out of me. Pleasure crashed over me, snapping through my body in violent waves. I moaned, I screamed, I trembled as I came around him, every nerve lit up and raw with want.

But Nathan wasn’t finished with me. He flipped me onto my back, his movements rough and certain. His thrusts turned savage, relentless, pounding me into the mattress. The overstimulation burned through me, sharp and unbearable, yet I found myself begging for more. He pinned my wrists above my head, his weight pressing me deep into the sheets as he took everything I had to give.

“Look at you,” he groaned. “Taking me like you’ll never get enough.”

"Fuck me harder." I begged.

He drove into me so hard the sheets slipped beneath us, our bodies sliding across the bed. With a growl of frustration, he flipped me over and shoved my hands up onto the headboard, holding me there. His fist tangled in my hair, tugging my head back as his hips slammed into mine with merciless force. The room filled with the filthy sound of our bodies colliding, raw and obscene. The piercing struck my sweet spot over and over, sharp sparks tearing through me until I was clawing at the wood of the headboard, gasping for air, lost in the pace he set.

I could vaguely make out the muffled noise of people in the club, their voices rising as the countdown for the new year started. It felt far away, drowned out by the way Nathan drove me closer and closer to the edge.

At ten, his cock slammed deep, the shock of it rattling through my spine.

At nine, his fingers found my clit and worked ruthless circles until my breath caught.

At eight, he shifted his hips, grinding into that spot that made me sob his name.

At seven, my arms gave out and my chest collapsed against the bed.

At six, the pressure built sharp and unbearable, tearing screams from my throat.

At five, he growled in my ear, voice heavy with hunger. “Cum for me. Give me everything.”

At four, his teeth sank into my shoulder, marking me with a sharp sting that sent heat rushing through me.

At three, the coil inside me snapped.

At two, my orgasm tore through me, raw and relentless, leaving me shaking apart under the force of it.

At one, I screamed, convulsing so hard I dragged him right over the edge with me.

Nathan groaned, raw and guttural, pulling out at the last second to spill hot across my back, thick and messy.

Outside, the world erupted in cheers for the new year. Inside, the room echoed with our ragged breathing, my broken cries still hanging in the air. Nathan collapsed beside me, and the shift from brutal to quiet only made the need inside me burn hotter. He didn’t have to whisper sweet words or stroke patterns into my skin, what he’d already given me was enough to mark me.

This wasn’t tenderness, not really. It was something darker. A taste that lodged itself under my skin, something I already knew I’d beg for again. He’d set a bar I couldn’t lower, a line I couldn’t walk back from. And as we lay there, one truth cut through the haze with merciless clarity.

I would ask for this a thousand more times, and I’d never let myself expect anything less.


Chapter Seven: More Than a Taste

The new year’s party was winding down, the back rooms still packed with noise and sweat, but the main lobby leading into the locker rooms felt stripped down, almost hollow in the sudden quiet. Nathan’s hand stayed locked with mine, his body close enough that I could feel the heat of him as we gathered our things. Even dressed again, he brushed against me like he wasn’t ready to let go. I kept telling myself it was just afterglow, that this was sex, nothing more—a steamy, perfect way to kick off the year. But the way he clung made doubt gnaw at me.

When we stepped outside, the cold slammed into me, sharp enough to steal my breath. White clouds puffed from our mouths, the night too real, too normal after what we’d done. We stood there side by side, buzzing and silent, until Nathan blurted the safest thing he could.

“It’s freezing,” he said, like small talk could patch the silence.

“Yeah,” I muttered, rubbing my arms. “Should’ve brought a jacket.”

He gave a nervous laugh, reaching for words. “Probably one of those years with a late freeze. Farmers will hate it.”

The silence that followed was heavier than the cold. Awkward. Ridiculous. After a beat, we both laughed, not because it was funny but because it was better than choking on the quiet. He shook his head, grin crooked. “I’ve always been terrible at pillow talk. Guess that extends to parking lot talk too.”

I bit my lip, then thought, fuck it. If tonight taught me anything, it’s to ask for what I want. “Good,” I teased, bumping his arm. “I love conversations about the weather. Next time, after sex, you can talk about the forecast all you want.”

His eyebrow arched. “Next time?”

“Yeah,” I said, steadier this time. “But in exchange, dinner before the club.”

Nathan’s smile spread wide, boyish in a way that made my chest ache. “Deal.”

I hesitated, then pushed further. “Look, I know we’re calling this just sex, but I’d rather we keep it between us. No extras.”

He tilted his head, mock-offended. “Do I really look like a player?”

I just gave him a look.

His voice dropped, steadier now. “Alright. Just us.”

He squeezed my hand, then gave me a crooked grin. “So how many times do we do this before it’s not just sex anymore?”

I liked the way he asked, the bluntness of it. “Three sound like a good number?”

He laughed, warm and real. “Yeah. Three. And I love that you’re not playing games with me.”

The tension bled away as we crossed the lot. At my car, he leaned against the door, still not ready to let me go. His gaze pinned me, not softer, not romantic, but sharp—like he was memorizing me.

“Happy New Year,” he said quietly.

“Happy New Year,” I echoed, smiling despite myself.

And it didn’t feel like a throwaway line. I remembered walking in tonight a wreck, nerves wound tight, determined just to break a dry spell. Instead I walked out with something bigger, learning I could ask for what I wanted, and stumbling into kinks I never would’ve admitted out loud before. Now I knew I’d ask for this again and again, that I’d expect it, hold every future night up against it. Next time I came back, I’d have to buy Emily and Jack a drink for pushing me in the right direction.


First Taste


Chapter One: Starving

I perched on the edge of the bed, the red silk of my dress gliding over my thighs like a lover’s touch. The hotel room was quiet, save for the steady buzz of my phone vibrating on the nightstand. Another text from Brandon. Another excuse.

"We need to talk about this. You’re overreacting. Call me."

Overreacting. That fucking word.

It clawed at my insides, igniting a slow, simmering rage beneath my skin. He always did this—twisting the blame, making me feel like I was the problem. Like I was too much. Too emotional. Too needy. Too fucking aware of the fact that he had been slipping away, piece by piece, excuse by excuse.

The phone buzzed again, the vibration rattling against the polished nightstand. I didn’t even bother to pick it up this time. I already knew where this was going. Another text, another desperate plea for me to back down, to stop being "dramatic."

I should have blocked him already, but some part of me wanted to see him squirm, to see how far he’d go to salvage the thing he’d taken for granted for so long. Brandon was good at pretending to care. Good at saying all the right things just long enough to keep me where he wanted me—waiting. But not tonight.

I smoothed my hands over the fabric of my dress, feeling the heat radiating off my skin. I had bought this dress for him, chosen it with him in mind—the deep, sinful red that hugged my curves, the plunging neckline designed to make his jaw slacken, the high slit that promised just enough to make him ache for more. I had planned everything, even the hotel room next to Club Temptation—all of it had been for Brandon.

I’d spent weeks orchestrating tonight, convincing myself that this grand gesture might finally snap him out of whatever funk he’d been in lately. Ever since he’d started his new job, things had been… different. Distant. Our conversations felt forced, our time together rushed, and the intimacy we once shared had dwindled down to a shadow of what it used to be.

I’d tried everything—date nights, lingerie, little surprises to keep things interesting. But no matter what I did, Brandon always found an excuse. “I’m tired.” “I’ve got an early morning meeting.” Or, more recently, “It’s just been stressful at work.”

And then there was her.

I tried not to think about her, but the image of his new secretary crept into my mind like an uninvited guest. Amanda. Blonde, bubbly, and probably just naive enough to think her endless giggles and coy smiles weren’t painfully obvious. I’d met her once, at a company happy hour Brandon had dragged me to a couple of months ago. She was everything I wasn’t: younger, flirty in that effortless way that made men feel like kings, and clearly very interested in my boyfriend.

I hated the way Brandon had lit up around her that night, how he’d smiled at her in a way he hadn’t smiled at me in months. I hated even more how he’d brushed it off when I brought it up later.

“She’s just friendly,” he’d said with that infuriating laugh of his, the one that made me feel like I was being ridiculous for even asking. “You’ve got nothing to worry about, babe.”

But I wasn’t stupid. I saw the way he leaned in just a little too close when she spoke, the way his eyes lingered on her legs as she crossed and uncrossed them at the bar. I had spent weeks convincing myself it was all in my head, that I was overthinking it, but deep down, I knew better. And tonight, when he called to cancel our plans yet again, I couldn’t ignore the nagging suspicion that Amanda was the real reason.

His voice on the phone had been calm, like he didn’t even realize how close I was to breaking.

“Sorry, babe,” he’d said, as if he were apologizing for forgetting to pick up milk at the store. “Something came up at work. I’ll make it up to you, okay?”

“Work,” I’d repeated flatly, my grip tightening around the phone. “Right. And let me guess—Amanda’s there, too?”

There had been a pause, just long enough to confirm what I already knew.

“She’s part of the team,” he said finally, his tone defensive. “You know that. Don’t start this again.”

My blood had boiled at his dismissal. Don’t start this again. Like I was just some paranoid girlfriend who couldn’t handle her boyfriend having a life outside of her.

“You know what, Brandon? Forget it,” I’d said, my voice shaking with anger and hurt. “Forget tonight. Forget us. I’m done.”

He’d started to say something, but I didn’t let him finish. I ended the call, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst out of my chest.

Now, an hour later, he was bombarding me with texts.

"We need to talk."

"You’re blowing this out of proportion."

"Don’t do this, babe. I’m on my way."

On his way? I almost laughed out loud at that. The thought of him showing up here, acting like the hero swooping in to save the day, was almost enough to make me scream.

Gone was the girl who waited, who second-guessed, who made herself smaller for the sake of a man who barely looked at her. In her place stood someone new—someone who had finally decided she didn’t need permission to take up space.

I had spent weeks researching Club Temptation after stumbling across it online. Not just any nightclub—this was a social sex club. A place where inhibitions were left at the door, where pleasure was currency, where people took what they wanted without shame. The testimonials on the website had made my cheeks burn, but they had also sent heat curling low in my belly, had set my pulse racing with something I hadn’t been able to shake since.

Curiosity. Arousal. And, for the first time in forever, excitement.

At first, I told myself it was for Brandon. That if I showed him I could be wild, if I proved I could step out of my comfort zone, maybe he’d stop looking for excitement elsewhere. Maybe he’d see me again.

But now, standing in this hotel room, wearing a dress meant to seduce a man who no longer deserved to touch me, I knew the truth.

This wasn’t about him. This was about me.

I fastened the straps of my heels, the sharp click of the buckle like a final decision locking into place. I had booked this hotel as a safety net, a retreat in case the night became too much. But now?

Now, it was my launchpad.

I wasn’t walking into that club to wait. I was walking in to be seen. To be wanted.

To take exactly what I craved without apology. Tonight, I wasn’t looking for love. I wasn’t looking for safety. I was looking for someone who would look at me and know exactly why I was there.

Someone who would watch me. Want me. Someone who would make me forget I had ever planned this night for anyone but myself. And I was ready to find him.

Brandon had made his choice. Now it was time for me to make mine.


Chapter Two: The Hunt Begins

The night air kissed my skin as I stepped out of the hotel, the city humming around me, alive with possibility. Ahead, Club Temptation glowed like a beacon in the darkness, its neon sign casting a sultry red light over the line of eager patrons waiting to get inside. The steady pulse of bass spilled onto the street, a low, seductive thrum that vibrated through the pavement, up my legs, sinking into my bones.

I paused for half a second, breath catching, my heart pounding in a wild, erratic rhythm. This was it. I could turn back now. Call a car. Pretend I never wanted this.

Or—I could step forward.

I smoothed my hands down the fabric of my dress, the silk whispering beneath my fingertips, and lifted my chin. No hesitation. No second-guessing.

Not tonight.

The people around me were buzzing with excitement, their conversations blending with the distant thrum of music. A couple ahead of me exchanged whispered words, their hands wandering over each other like they couldn’t wait another second to be inside. A group of women laughed and teased one another about who was going to "be bold enough" tonight. The energy was infectious, and despite my nerves, I felt a flicker-

Anticipation.

I could feel the club’s pull, could sense the promise waiting just beyond those doors.

When it was my turn at the door, the bouncer—a tall man with a shaved head and a no-nonsense expression—checked my ID. He scanned me with a brief glance, then handed it back with a nod.

“Cover’s forty,” he said in a deep voice.

I fished the cash out of my clutch, and as he took it, he gestured toward the door.

“Enjoy yourself,” he added, and for a split second, the corner of his mouth quirked up in a small, knowing smile.

The moment I stepped inside, the world shifted.

The music hit me first, a deep, pulsing beat that seemed to crawl under my skin and take hold of my heartbeat. The lights were dim, casting the room in shades of red and gold, with flickers of shadow that danced along the walls. It wasn’t like any nightclub I’d ever been to before—there was an intimacy to the space, a sense that the usual rules of the outside world didn’t apply here.

My heels clicked against the polished floor as I made my way toward the bar. The air was thick with perfume and cologne, mingling with the faint scent of leather and candle wax. People were everywhere—lounging on plush couches, leaning against the bar, swaying on the dance floor. Their movements were confident, languid, like they were completely at ease with themselves and the space around them.

I slid onto one of the barstools, grateful for a moment to collect myself. The club pulsed around me—deep bass reverberating through the floor, conversations blending into a sensual hum. My pulse was still quick, excitement and nerves tangling in my stomach as I adjusted my dress and let my gaze sweep the room.

A bartender appeared in front of me, his dark eyes warm with curiosity, an easy smile playing at his lips. He was handsome—lean and broad-shouldered, with the kind of effortless charm that made him look like he belonged behind a bar in a place like this.

“What can I get you?” he asked, his voice a smooth blend of casual and inviting.

“A strong drink would be nice,” I said with a small laugh, trying to sound more relaxed than I felt.

He chuckled, shaking his head. “Ah, BYOB here. If you’ve got something, I can hold it behind the bar for you. Otherwise, mixers are on us.”

BYOB. That explained why I’d noticed people in line carrying bags with them. A detail I’d overlooked in my rush to get here.

“Just a cranberry juice, then,” I said, feeling slightly awkward.

“Coming right up.”

As he turned to pour my drink, I let my attention wander, drinking in the scene before me.

The dance floor was hypnotic—bodies swaying, rolling together in a slow, sensual rhythm, lost in the music and each other. Off to the side, the lounge exuded a quieter kind of intimacy. Plush seating. Dim lighting. The low hum of conversation punctuated by laughter, by the occasional brush of fingers against bare skin, by lips grazing over a jawline, a throat.

And beyond that… something deeper.

Doors tucked into the shadows, slipping open and closed, leading to places I could only imagine.

“Here you go.” The bartender slid my glass in front of me, giving me a knowing wink. “Enjoy.”

I smiled in thanks, bringing the glass to my lips. The sharp tang of cranberry juice grounded me, steadied the restless energy thrumming through my veins.

Then, a presence beside me—subtle perfume, warm skin, the rustle of sequins catching the light.

“You don’t drink?” a voice asked, playful and curious.

I turned, my gaze meeting striking green eyes framed by thick auburn waves. The woman beside me was stunning, her gold dress hugging her curves like liquid fire. She radiated confidence, the kind that turned heads without even trying.

“Oh, I do,” I replied quickly. “I just didn’t realize it was BYOB.”

Her lips curled into a grin, mischief dancing in her expression. “Lucky for you,” she said, reaching into her clutch and pulling out a small bottle of vodka, “I came prepared.”

She slid the bottle across the bar between us, a silent invitation.

“How about a trade—some of this for a splash of your cranberry?”

A slow smile tugged at my lips. “Deal.”

I handed her my glass, watching as she flagged down the bartender for a glass of ice, splitting the cranberry juice between us. She poured a generous amount of vodka into my drink, then passed it back, her fingers lingering just long enough to send a spark of awareness through me.

“First time here?” she asked, sipping her own drink.

“Yeah,” I admitted, taking a slow swallow, the alcohol warming its way down my throat.

Her laughter was smooth, rich, like she had been in my exact position before. “You’ve got that look—the mix of excitement and nerves.” She leaned in slightly, her gaze flicking over me in quiet assessment. “Don’t worry, it’s normal. By your second drink, you’ll feel right at home.”

Something about her confidence was infectious, drawing me in, making me forget the lingering tension in my shoulders.

Lily took another sip before setting her glass down, her gaze scanning the room like she owned it. “So, what brings you here?”

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal, but something about her made me want to be honest. “A failed date,” I admitted. “But I think I ended up in a much better place.”

Her grin widened. “Now that is the right mindset.”

She shifted, angling toward me, one elbow propped on the bar as she gestured toward the dance floor. “Club Temptation is exactly what it sounds like,” she said, her voice low, teasing. “A place to explore, to indulge. The dance floor is where it starts, the lounge is where things get more interesting, and those private rooms in the back?” She dragged her tongue over the rim of her glass before taking another sip. “That’s where things really happen.”

I swallowed, heat curling low in my stomach.

“It’s not as intimidating as it sounds,” she assured me. “Everyone here is respectful. You only do what you’re comfortable with. No one’s going to pressure you.”

I nodded, taking a sip of my vodka-cranberry. The alcohol warmed me from the inside out, and the sweetness of Lily’s reassurance made me feel like I might actually be able to handle this.

Eventually, she excused herself, disappearing into the crowd to meet someone, leaving me alone in the intoxicating haze of Temptation. The music pulsed through the air like a heartbeat, dark and seductive, wrapping around me, pulling me in.

I slid off the barstool without hesitation, my body already surrendering to the rhythm as I made my way onto the dance floor.

The moment I stepped into the swirl of bodies, I let go.

The bass thrummed through my veins, liquid heat pouring into every movement as I rolled my hips, let my hands skim over my own curves, let the music claim me. Here, beneath the flashing lights, surrounded by strangers lost in their own pleasures, I was weightless. No thoughts of Brandon. No bitterness, no hesitation. Just this—pure, reckless abandon.

Then, I felt it.

A slow, creeping awareness ghosted over my skin like a whispered secret, sending a shiver down my spine. Someone was watching me. I turned my head, gaze flickering toward the lounge, and the breath left my lungs.

Him.

He sat back on a sleek leather couch, legs spread in an easy, unapologetic sprawl, the very picture of casual dominance. Confidence radiated from him—not the kind that needed to be flaunted, but the kind that was simply there, woven into the way he held himself, the way he watched me.

He was older—maybe early forties—his dark hair kissed with silver at the temples, his sharp jawline softened only slightly by the amused smirk playing at his lips. But it was his eyes that held me captive.

Dark. Piercing. Knowing.

A slow, simmering heat unfurled in my belly, low and deep, coiling tight as the weight of his gaze burned into me. He made no effort to look away, no attempt to disguise his interest. This wasn’t a fleeting glance, not the kind of look men threw in passing.

This was something else.

It was ownership before a single word had been spoken. A silent declaration that, if I let him, he would ruin me in all the ways I wanted.

I turned back to the dance floor, pretending to focus on the music, on the movement of my body—but I wasn’t dancing for myself anymore.

I was dancing for him.

And I could feel his eyes on me, trailing over my curves, branding my skin with the promise of something dark, something delicious. I risked another glance.

His smirk deepened, amusement flickering across his face, as if he knew.

Knew how my pulse had quickened. Knew how my thighs had pressed together. Knew exactly what he was doing to me without even touching me.

A wicked thrill shot through me—electric, undeniable.

Who was this man? This stranger who could unravel me with just a look?

I didn’t know.

But I was suddenly desperate to find out.


Chapter Three: Predator or Prey?

No matter how hard I tried to focus on the music, on the rhythm of my own body, my gaze kept finding him. Again, and again.

Through the shifting bodies on the dance floor, through the swirl of heat and flashing lights, he was there—watching me. And fuck, the way he watched.

Dark. Dangerous. A hunger that sent a sharp, pulsing thrill straight through me, pooling low in my belly. The air between us crackled, thick with an unspoken promise, something primal lurking beneath the surface.

Then, just when I thought he might come to me, he moved.

Not toward me.

Away.

He stood, slow and deliberate, his movements graceful, controlled, exuding the kind of quiet dominance that made my pulse stutter. His gaze held mine, scorching, unwavering—challenging—before he turned and disappeared into the club’s darker depths.

A retreat. A dare. A blatant invitation to follow.

Heat flared in my chest, a mix of frustration and intrigue.

How dare he? How dare he light this fire inside me, pull me into his orbit, and then walk away—as if daring me to chase him?

My body moved before my mind could catch up, instinct leading where logic should have warned me to stop. He had pulled me into his orbit, and I followed—heels clicking against the floor, my pulse hammering in anticipation.

The music dulled as I slipped deeper into the club, past bodies locked together in frantic, lustful movements, past the heated whispers and moans slipping from barely parted lips. The air thickened, dense with sweat and sex and the thrill of indulgence.

The hallway stretched before me, lined with doors left slightly ajar—each a window into a world of temptation. Shadows shifted, figures tangled together, some half-dressed, others completely bare. Hands roamed freely, mouths parted in pleasure, bodies moving in ways that made my thighs press together.

A shiver crawled up my spine. I kept moving, the hum of anticipation coursing through me like liquid fire.

And then—I found him.

Waiting.

Leaning lazily in the doorway of a dimly lit room, his posture deceptively relaxed. But his eyes—his fucking eyes—gleamed with something sharp, something predatory.

A fox watching the rabbit step willingly into his den.

His lips curled at the corners, slow, amused, wicked.

“Lost, little bunny?”

His voice was pure sin, smooth and velvet-wrapped, a taunt that sent a delicious shiver racing down my spine.

I raised an eyebrow, stepping closer until the space between us crackled with tension. “If I’m the bunny, then what does that make you? The fox?”

“Perhaps.” He tilted his head, studying me, like he was deciding whether I was prey or something else entirely. “And why would a bunny follow a fox into his den?”

I let my lips curve, knowing exactly what he was asking. Exactly what I was walking into.

“Maybe she’s curious…” My voice dropped, thick with something that wasn’t quite innocence. “Maybe she’s looking for a little adventure of her own.”

He stepped back, the movement deliberate—an unspoken invitation. My pulse quickened as I crossed the threshold, drawn into the intoxicating promise of the unknown.

The room was cloaked in dim, sultry light, shadows flickering across walls draped in heavy curtains. A bed sat at the center, adorned with plush pillows that seemed designed for indulgence, for bodies entwined in every imaginable position.

With a steadying breath, I reached behind me and closed the door, shutting out the world beyond. In this private sanctuary, we were hidden from prying eyes—wrapped in the heady anticipation of what was to come.

He closed the distance with slow, measured steps, his presence wrapping around me like a vice, warm and suffocating in the most exquisite way.

"Let’s see how adventurous our little bunny can be," he murmured, his voice a soft command that sent a shiver skittering down my spine.

Before I could respond, his hands were on me—confident, practiced, deliberate. The brush of silk against my skin, the firm tug of fabric as he tied a blindfold over my eyes. The world plunged into darkness, my senses sharpening in its absence. Every shift in the air, every movement he made, sent electric tingles along my skin.

His lips hovered near my ear, breath warm, teasing. “I like pets who know how to obey. You’d better follow instructions.”

A thrill curled low in my belly, a dangerous mix of nerves and need. “I’ve never been very good at that,” I teased, voice laced with challenge.

A sharp crack—his palm landing on my ass—made me gasp. The sting was immediate, spreading heat through my skin, down between my thighs.

"Then let's work on fixing that," he said smoothly, the warning in his voice unmistakable. "I will decide when you get to see again. And don’t even think about touching the blindfold."

The weight of surrender pressed into my chest, a delicious, unexpected thrill. Giving myself over to a stranger—someone whose name I didn’t even know—should have terrified me. But it didn’t. It exhilarated me.

His fingers curled around my arm, firm but not rough, guiding me across the room. I felt the shift in air, the way the space opened up as we neared the bed. My knees brushed the edge, and I realized the sheets beneath my fingertips were smooth, slick—silk.

Anticipation coiled tight in my belly.

"Now, little bunny," he murmured, his voice deep, edged with command. "Show me just how adventurous you can be."

I felt his gaze, heavy and unwavering, even though the blindfold. He was letting me set the pace, but I had no doubt—he was in control.

Slowly, I reached for the straps of my dress, dragging them down my shoulders, the silky fabric clinging to my skin before finally slipping, pooling around my waist in a whisper of surrender. The cool air kissed my bare flesh, a stark contrast to the heat rolling off my body in waves.

A low, appreciative growl rumbled from somewhere in front of me, thick with approval. He liked this. That knowledge sent a fresh wave of heat between my thighs.

Was he watching closely? Was his cock already hard from the sight of me? The thought made my pulse race, my breath quicken. My fingers ghosted over my skin, teasing, exploring, my hands moving in slow, sensual circles over my breasts. I toyed with my nipples, rolling and pinching until they were tight, aching peaks.

The need to see him—to rip off the blindfold and catch a glimpse of the hunger I could feel radiating from him—was overwhelming. But I resisted.

“What a show,” he mused, voice thick and indulgent. Dangerous. Close. “Keep going, little bunny. You don’t want me getting bored.”

His words sent a delicious chill down my spine, my skin prickling in awareness of just how intently he was watching.

I obeyed, letting my fingers drift lower, inching the hem of my dress up my thighs, teasing him the way I was teasing myself. Higher, higher, until I knew he could see the lace barely covering my soaked pussy.

His sharp inhale sent a thrill through me.

Sliding my fingers between my legs, I pressed against my clit through the damp fabric, biting my lip at the pressure. The sensation was maddening—just enough to tease, but not enough to satisfy.

“Is this entertaining enough for you?” I challenged, smirking despite the breathlessness in my voice.

A beat of silence. Then, his voice—low, rough, starved.

“For now.” A pause, his footsteps bringing him closer, his presence an intoxicating heat against my skin. “But I suspect this is quite the adventure for you.”

The smirk vanished from my lips.

He saw right through me.

My chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths as I waited for his next command.

“Take them off.” His voice was velvet, a dark, unyielding promise.

His fingers grazed my wrist, just a whisper of contact, but it sent a sharp jolt of need straight to my core.

“Show me how you play with yourself.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, my pulse hammering at the thought of exposing myself so completely. The idea was both daunting and electrifying, a sharp contrast of shame and desire twisting inside me. But there was no way in hell I was backing down.

My fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down my legs in one slow, deliberate movement before tossing them aside. The cool air kissed my bare, aching pussy, sending a shiver racing up my spine.

I spread my legs, my skin burning under the weight of his unseen gaze.

“Go on, bunny,” he murmured, voice thick with command. “Touch yourself.”

A pulse of need shot straight through me.

My fingers dipped between my slick folds, teasing, exploring, circling my clit with slow, featherlight strokes. I had done this countless times alone, but never like this. Never with the knowledge that someone was watching—really watching. That his eyes were locked on my every movement, that he was studying the way my body trembled, the way I gasped with every flick of my fingers.

The thrill of performing, of baring my pleasure to him, sent a surge of reckless excitement through me. My movements became bolder, chasing the pleasure building deep inside me, imagining his hands replacing mine, his mouth devouring me instead.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice dripping with approval. “Make that pretty pussy come for me.”

The words sent me spiraling.

A sharp, desperate moan escaped my lips as the orgasm crashed over me, wave after wave of pleasure tearing through my body. My back arched, my thighs shaking as I unraveled, my cries filling the room, filling his ears.

When the tremors subsided, I let out a breathless laugh, my body still thrumming, my skin slick with heat. “How was that?” I asked, smiling in the darkness, waiting for his praise.

Silence stretched between us.

Then—

“Passable,” he drawled, his tone maddeningly casual.

I blinked, irritation flaring at his indifference, my lips parting to argue—but before I could protest, his hand was on my shoulder, firm and unyielding, pushing me back onto the bed.

“Let me show you,” he murmured, his voice turning darker, silkier, edged with wicked intent. “What a real orgasm feels like.”

He parted my legs as he knelt beside me. “Open your mouth,” he instructed. I obeyed, and he slipped two fingers inside, exploring briefly before withdrawing them. Then, those same fingers traced a path down my body, igniting sparks wherever they touched, until they found their way to my eager flesh. Gently, he inserted them, curling them expertly as he stroked inside me.

The urge to rip off the blindfold was overwhelming—I wanted to see him, to drink in the way his eyes darkened as he touched me, to watch the raw hunger on his face as he took his pleasure in mine.

His hand found my breast, fingers spreading wide before squeezing, his grip firm, possessive. A sharp gasp slipped from my lips as he rolled my nipple between his fingers, teasing, tormenting, until pleasure coiled deep in my belly, hot and unbearable.

A low moan escaped me, unbidden, raw.

And I knew he was smirking.

“Tell me you like this, Bunny,” he demanded.

“Yes,” I gasped, my breathing quickening as he intensified the pressure, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

“Yes? Yes, what?” he prodded.

“Yes, I like it,” I managed to say, barely able to keep my voice steady.

As he quickened the pace of his fingers, my body responded instinctively—arching, trembling, needing more. His hand left my breast and quickly pressed firmly against my abdomen, pushing his fingers deeper inside me, intensifying the sensations rippling through my core. Blinded by the blindfold, my world was reduced to the overwhelming pleasure elicited by his clearly expert touch.

My nails sank into his arm, a silent plea for more, for mercy, for anything to anchor me as he worked me open. Every stroke sent another ripple of ecstasy pulsing through my core, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my body straining toward the inevitable.

And then—I shattered.

A sharp cry tore from my throat as the orgasm ripped through me, hot and blinding. My thighs clamped around his hand, my muscles locking down as wave after wave crashed through me, electric, overwhelming.

But he didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow.

Didn’t fucking let up.

He worked me through it, dragging out every last tremor, every last pulse of pleasure until I was left utterly wrecked, boneless beneath his touch, my body still trembling from the aftershocks.

A satisfied hum rumbled from him, his fingers finally retreating, leaving me empty, aching—greedy for whatever he had planned next.

"Holy shit," I managed to gasp out, the reality hitting me like a wave. He had been right—now that was a real orgasm.

The first thing I saw was him.

His dark, smoldering gaze locked onto mine, heavy with something raw, something dangerous. He looked wrecked with desire, his lips parted, his jaw tight with restraint.

“Now, that was a fucking show,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. Then, with slow, deliberate intent, he lifted his fingers to his mouth—coated in me—and licked them clean. His tongue flicked over his knuckles, savoring every last drop as if he were indulging in the richest, most decadent treat.

My stomach clenched. My pussy clenched. .

“And you listened so well,” he continued, his tone a sultry purr. “I’m proud of you.”

A final shudder of pleasure rippled through me at those words—his approval sinking into my skin, curling deep in my belly. I forced my breath to steady, my gaze dragging over him—taking in his sharp jawline, the glint of sweat at his temples, the sheer hunger written across his face. Then, lower. Fuck.

The thick, unmistakable imprint of his cock strained against his pants, the outline so pronounced, it made my mouth water.

I reached for him without thinking, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt, tugging him closer. My voice was soft, but my need was anything but.

“I want more.”

His eyes darkened, his smirk wicked and knowing. Predatory.

“Oh, bunny,” he murmured, rising to his feet, towering over me as he extended his hand. “You have no idea what you’ve just asked for.”

I slid my fingers into his, the heat of his skin sending a spark straight through me. His grip was firm, commanding, and when I made the smallest move to smooth my dress back into place, he caught my wrist—stopped me.

His smirk deepened, full of sin and promise.

“It’s perfect the way it is,” he murmured, voice rich with approval, thick with intent. His gaze swept over me like a caress, dragging slow, deliberate. Possessive. “Besides…” He leaned in, breath hot against my ear.

“You won’t be wearing it for much longer.”


Chapter Four: Main course

His grip on my wrist was firm but unhurried, leading me deeper into the corridors of Club Temptation, where the air was thick with heat, where moans bled into the bass-heavy music, and where every turn revealed another secret waiting to be unraveled.

I barely knew him. The Fox. That’s what I had decided to call him—the man with sharp eyes, sharp instincts, and a presence that made my stomach tighten with something close to fear… but not quite. No, this wasn’t fear. This was anticipation.

And I was following him.

Draped in the remnants of my dress, the fabric bunched around my waist, I was naked in every way that mattered. Every inch of my exposed skin burned under the weight of lingering stares as we moved through the club, my pulse quickening with each appreciative glance, each smirk of interest.

I felt them watching.

Men. Women. Strangers draped in silk and leather, their eyes dark with hunger as they whispered to each other, as they traced my body with their gazes like they were already imagining what I might look like writhing.

My breath hitched as The Fox slowed, his fingers flexing against my wrist before sliding lower, wrapping possessively around my hand. A silent message. A warning. A claim.  We stopped before an unmarked door bathed in a low, red glow.

VIP.

The attendant standing guard barely acknowledged The Fox—his approval was already assumed. Instead, his gaze slid over me, slow and deliberate, his smirk curling in appreciation at my state of undress.

"You’re bringing a gift tonight?" he mused, voice edged with something teasing.

A thrill sparked in my belly, pooling lower, hotter.

The Fox chuckled, low and rich. "No," he murmured. "She’s bringing herself."

The attendant’s brows lifted slightly in intrigue, but he said nothing more as he pushed the door open. I stepped inside, the air shifting immediately. Thicker. Heavier. Electric.

The VIP lounge wasn’t just a room—it was a stage. A carefully curated exhibition of decadence and indulgence, where pleasure wasn’t merely felt but displayed, savored, celebrated.

Floor-length mirrors lined the walls, their gilded edges framing scenes of raw, uninhibited desire. Each surface reflected the sensual chaos unfolding within the space, turning a single moment into a kaleidoscope of sin. It wasn’t just about touch—it was about sight, about watching yourself come undone, about knowing that others could see every moan, every thrust, every surrender from every angle.

Plush, velvet seating hugged the perimeter of the room, each couch occupied by bodies entwined in shameless desire. Some whispered filthy promises against each other’s lips, their hands wandering, teasing, tasting. Others had already surrendered to the moment—soft gasps and guttural moans filling the dimly lit space, bare skin glistening under the golden light.

And at the center of it all—a bed.

A couple moved in sensual tandem, their connection raw and unfiltered. The woman was positioned on all fours, her body fully exposed to the watching crowd, her flushed face half-hidden against the mattress as the man behind her gripped her hips, guiding her in a slow, teasing rhythm. He was deliberate—controlling the pace, drawing out her pleasure, letting the audience drink in every second of her unraveling.

I had never watched someone like this before. Not in real life. Not in a way that felt so…intimate.

I felt the thrill of it immediately—the sheer eroticism of witnessing pleasure so uninhibited, so offered. It wasn’t like watching a film or listening through the walls of a thinly insulated apartment. This was different.

This was real. And it was fucking breathtaking.

A shiver ran through me as my initial hesitation melted into fascination. The rhythm of their bodies, the way she surrendered to it, the way he commanded it—it was mesmerizing. Their moans weren’t just sounds; they were echoes of pleasure I could feel curling through my own body, whispering dark invitations to my mind.

It wasn’t just them on display.

It was me, too.

The way my breath quickened. The way my thighs clenched. The way my nipples tightened beneath the scrap of dress still clinging to my body. I was suddenly hyperaware of the people around me, of The Fox’s eyes drinking in my every reaction.

He moved closer, his presence enveloping me, his warmth chasing the lingering chill from my exposed skin. His breath skimmed the shell of my ear, low and deliberate.

“Do you like being watched,” he murmured, his hands ghosting down my sides, teasing the curve of my hips, “or do you prefer to watch?”

A slow, aching pulse throbbed between my legs.

I didn’t need to answer.

The Fox moved, his fingers curling around my wrist, guiding me toward a sleek leather couch positioned perfectly beneath one of the mirrored walls.

He sat first, with all the grandeur of a king presiding over his domain, his legs spread in lazy command. He studied me, his smirk slow and indulgent as he pulled me between them.

With a firm but patient hand on my hip, he pressed me downward.

I obeyed, sinking gracefully to my knees, the cool floor grounding me as heat coiled low in my belly. My back arched instinctively, my ass lifting, perfectly displayed for anyone watching. A sinful invitation. A silent provocation. I could feel eyes on me.

“I want you to suck my cock, Bunny,” he commanded, his voice a dark, velvety growl as he freed himself from the confines of his pants. His cock stood thick and engorged, pulsing with heat, veins straining against his skin. A wicked smirk played on his lips. “And if you do a good job, I’ll make sure you’re properly rewarded.”

I let my gaze linger, drinking in the sight of him—long, hard, dripping with desire. The thought of taking him deep, feeling his cock fill my mouth, made my thighs press together, seeking relief.

With deliberate slowness, I placed my hands on his strong thighs, feeling the heat of his skin beneath my fingertips. Leaning forward, I started at the base, dragging my tongue up the length of him, tracing the ridges and the prominent vein that pulsed with every throb. He inhaled sharply as I reached the tip, pressing a teasing kiss there before swirling my tongue around the swollen crown, tasting the salt of his arousal.

His jaw tightened, but that brief flicker of pleasure in his expression told me everything I needed to know—he liked it.

Emboldened, I opened my mouth wider, taking him in inch by inch, letting him slide against my tongue, my lips stretching to accommodate his thickness. I moved slowly at first, savoring the feel of him, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked him deeper. His groan was low, ragged, sending shivers of anticipation down my spine.

I set a steady rhythm, bobbing my head, working him with my tongue, my lips, feeling him harden even more with every stroke. My pussy ached, dripping with need, but I focused on the task at hand, on the way his muscles tensed beneath me, on the breathy curses he let slip as I took him deeper, swallowing around him.

Then, his fingers tangled in my hair, tightening just enough to make my scalp tingle. He took control, guiding my movements, forcing me down until he hit the back of my throat. I gagged around him, my throat constricting as he held me there for a moment, reveling in the sensation, in the way my body struggled to accommodate him.

Tears pricked my eyes, and just as I thought I might break, he pulled me back, letting me gasp for breath before plunging me down again.

“Fuck, Bunny,” he groaned, his voice rough with need. “You take my cock so fucking well.”

I moaned around him, the vibrations making his grip tighten. He thrust into my mouth, slow at first, then faster, using my mouth the way he wanted. The rawness of it, the utter lack of restraint, sent a thrill rushing through me. I wanted to be used, to be claimed, to bring him to the edge.

But just when I thought he was close, when his grip in my hair turned almost bruising, he stopped.

A sharp exhale, a rough chuckle. He pulled me off his cock, a string of saliva connecting my swollen lips to the head of his cock.

I looked up at him, dazed, panting, my mouth tingling from the effort.

“What a good girl,” he murmured, brushing his thumb over my wet lips, his eyes gleaming with dark approval. “Now for your reward.”

Before I could respond, he pulled me onto his lap, positioning me with effortless strength. His cock pressed against my soaked pussy, teasing, rubbing against my swollen clit, making me gasp.

Holding himself in one hand, he tapped the head of his cock against my entrance, taunting me, watching me shudder with want.

“Go on, Bunny,” he whispered, his voice thick with hunger. “Have a seat.”

I wanted nothing more. I positioned myself over him and slowly sank down, filling myself with him. He placed his hands on my hips and pulled me all the way flush against him. A sharp intake of breath escaped my lips, quickly turning into a low moan as I adjusted to the fullness. Placing my hands on his shoulders, I began to grind myself against him.

Facing the mirror, I caught my reflection. My movements became a dance, hips gyrating slowly at first, then with increasing urgency as I sought to match the rhythm of the music that filtered faintly through the walls. His hands roamed over my body, from the curve of my hips to the swell of my breasts, each touch sparking jolts of pleasure that I reflected in the rolling movements of my body.

As I rode him, lost in the intoxicating rhythm of our bodies, I became aware that we were not alone. The mirror reflected shadowed figures lingering at the edges of the room, their gazes locked onto us, drinking in every movement. A slow, delicious thrill coiled in my belly at the realization.

Their eyes felt like phantom hands, stroking over my bare skin, urging me to let go completely, to surrender to the raw, unfiltered pleasure of being both performer and spectacle. The wickedness of it sent a jolt of arousal straight to my core.

Leaning into him, I lifted my hips deliberately, allowing our unseen audience to witness the full, depraved show—his thick cock plunging into my slick, eager pussy, stretching me, owning me. My rhythm grew bolder, more purposeful, every roll of my hips a declaration that this moment, this pleasure, belonged to us alone.

Then, movement.

A man emerged, his gaze dark with lust, his interest undeniable.

“May I join?” His voice was a husky drawl, rough with want.

I froze, my pulse spiking with uncertainty. Panic curled at the edges of my arousal, threatening to break the intoxicating spell. I wasn’t sure I wanted that. No—I was sure. I didn’t want to be shared.

Before I could find my voice, the Fox’s grip tightened around my waist, anchoring me to him.

His voice dropped into something dark and primal, a low, possessive growl that sent a deep tremor through my body.

“No,” he said, firm, unwavering. “She’s mine tonight.”

The claim settled into my bones, hot and thrilling, igniting something wild inside me. The refusal wasn’t just a rejection—it was a mark of ownership, of desire so consuming that he wouldn’t let anyone else touch me.

I loved it.

I pressed into him, my hands gripping his shoulders, my body moving with renewed fervor. The heat between us blazed higher, my pace growing more desperate, chasing the edge of something devastating. His hands guided me, commanding without words, pulling me down harder, deeper, until my entire body clenched around him, spiraling into a pleasure so intense it shattered me.

Then—release.

It crashed over me in a violent, breathtaking surge. My back arched, my head falling back as the orgasm ripped through me, blinding, breathless. My body convulsed, my pussy clenching around him, milking every inch, dragging him into my climax, my cries echoing through the room.

The Fox watched me unravel, his expression dark, satisfied, completely in control.

Before my pulse even settled, he moved.

He didn’t just throw me down onto the couch—he pinned me there, the weight of him pressing me into the cool leather, a stark contrast to my overheated skin. A sharp gasp left my lips, my body still trembling from release, but he wasn’t finished.

No hesitation. No mercy.

With one smooth motion, he drove into me again, stretching me, filling me, his thrusts deep and demanding. The wet, obscene sounds of our bodies colliding filled the air, blending with the low murmurs and soft gasps of those still watching. Every movement sent another wave of pleasure spiraling through me, a relentless rhythm that only made me crave him more.

I clung to him, nails biting into his shoulders, as if I could somehow pull him deeper, make him a part of me. He kissed me then—hard, possessive, his tongue sweeping into my mouth with the same force that his cock speared into my pussy. The kiss wasn’t just a kiss. It was a claim.

Then, with a sudden, ruthless tug, he fisted my hair and pulled my head to the side, exposing my throat to his teeth. The sharp bite made me whimper, a jolt of delicious pain shooting straight to my core, leaving me trembling beneath him.

“You like that,” he murmured against my skin, his breath hot and teasing. Not a question—an observation. A wicked truth he had just uncovered.

His free hand traveled upward, fingers tracing the curves of my body, setting fire to every nerve they grazed. He palmed my breast, kneading, teasing, before capturing my nipple between his lips. A slow swirl of his tongue, a soft, taunting flick, then—his teeth.

I arched, my breath a sharp, desperate inhale, pleasure spiking at the contrast of sensation.

“Tell me,” he ordered, voice dark and demanding.

“Yes,” I gasped, my body pushing into his mouth, wordless in my plea for more.

His low, approving chuckle was a vibration against my sensitive skin. “Good girl.”

The way he said it—deep, possessive—sent another rush of heat between my legs, my pussy tightening around him, pulsing with need.

His pace grew rougher, harder, his control slipping as his own need took over. My thighs trembled, body tightening, breath catching as I felt myself hurtling toward the edge.

And then—his hand wrapped around my throat. Not to hurt. Just to hold. To own.

I gasped, eyes flying open to meet his, fierce and unyielding, filled with something dark and intoxicating. “You’re mine,” he growled, each word searing into my skin like a brand.

That was all it took.

I shattered beneath him, the orgasm ripping through me in brutal, unrelenting waves. My back arched, my body tightening around him, milking every last inch of his cock as the pleasure overtook me completely.

With a deep, guttural groan, he pulled out, his release spilling hot across my stomach, marking me as his.

A wicked satisfaction settled in my bones as I lay there, panting, the musky scent of sex thick in the air. But even in my sated haze, I could still feel the weight of hungry eyes on us—watching, wanting.

He must have sensed it too.

He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of my ear, his voice a dark promise.

“Let’s go somewhere more private. You’re too good to share, and I’m not in the mood to fend off scavengers.”

“My hotel room,” I murmured, my voice still thick with pleasure, but filled with something else now—intent.

His dark eyes locked onto mine, hunger still burning in their depths.

“Yes.”

Unrushed, he stood, fixing his clothes with a lazy sort of grace, but when he reached for my hand, his grip was firm. Claiming.

He led me to a discreet hallway I hadn’t noticed before. A locker room.

There, with effortless efficiency, we adjusted ourselves just enough to step back into the world beyond these walls. He draped a coat over my shoulders, his gaze raking over me with the silent promise that soon, there would be no more barriers between us—no more clothes, no more restraint.

As we stepped into the cool night air, the heat of his body next to mine was a stark contrast to the breeze that kissed my still-flushed skin.

The club was behind us now, but the night was far from over.


Chapter Five: Desserts

The moment the hotel room door clicked shut behind us, the air between us turned molten. There was no pretense, no hesitation—just raw, unfiltered need. His mouth crashed into mine, a bruising kiss that left no room for doubt. His hands were everywhere, rough and reverent all at once, peeling the dress from my body like it had offended him by keeping my skin from his.

I clawed at his shirt, desperate to feel him, to press my body against his without the barrier of fabric between us. When I shoved it off his shoulders, my fingers traced over the hard planes of his chest, the firm ridges of muscle, the evidence of a man who knew discipline and control. And fuck, that control was unraveling right in front of me.

With a sudden, commanding grip, he seized my waist and threw me onto the bed, the movement effortless, sending a delicious thrill straight through me. My breath caught as he stripped off the rest of his clothes, his body revealed in the dim hotel lighting. Older, sculpted in a way that came from years of strength, experience—a body that knew exactly what it was capable of. Fuck maybe I had a thing for older men. Or maybe it was just him.

His gaze burned as he stepped between my legs, raking me with a hungry stare. He grabbed my ankles, lifting them onto his shoulders, and taking each heel off, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the arch of my feet. Taking his time, thinking what to do to me.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice laced with authority, thick with impatience.

I hesitated, his command unexpected, but the heat in his voice left no room for doubt. I rolled onto my back, my head hanging off the edge of the bed, and in an instant, I understood.

From this angle, I was completely exposed to him, my body laid out like an offering, my pussy glistening in the soft light. His cock was aligned with my lips, demanding my attention.

“Go on, bunny,” he murmured, stroking himself, the head of his cock grazing my lips. “Make me hard again.”

A rush of arousal pulsed through me as I reached for him, my fingers wrapping around the base, my tongue teasing along the sensitive underside. I took him into my mouth, slow at first, savoring the weight of him, the salty taste, the way his breath hitched as I worked him deeper. His cock growing harder by the second.

He groaned, a deep, primal sound that made my thighs clench. “Fuck, just like that.”

Emboldened by his reaction, I took him deeper, relaxing my throat, sucking him down until my nose brushed his skin.  His hips flexed, pushing himself further inside, making me gag, my throat constricting around him.

The sensation sent a sharp jolt of arousal through me, and without thinking, my hand slid between my thighs, my fingers pressing against my aching clit.

He noticed instantly.

“What a dirty little bunny,” he chuckled darkly. A sharp slap landed on my breast, sending a delicious sting through my body. “You didn’t even ask if you could touch yourself.”

Before I could react, he gripped my wrist, pulling my hand away. Then, without warning, he thrust deep into my throat, pinning my head down against the mattress with his cock.

“You want me to touch you?” he growled, his voice dripping with amusement and dominance.

I moaned, the vibrations making him groan in pleasure.

“I can’t hear you,” he taunted, pulling out just enough for me to catch a desperate breath.

“Please,” I gasped, my voice wrecked, needy.

“Good girl.”

He slid his fingers between my legs, plunging two inside me with ease, my wetness coating him instantly. I arched, but he held me down, his fingers working me open as he thrust back into my mouth, setting a rhythm that had me teetering between pleasure and the delicious struggle for breath.

I was drowning in sensation, the overwhelming combination of being filled at both ends, his cock stretching my throat while his fingers fucked my dripping pussy. My body shook, every nerve on fire, the pleasure building, rising, consuming.

“Cum for me, bunny,” he demanded, curling his fingers just right, pressing against that devastatingly sensitive spot inside me.

I shattered.

A sob of pleasure ripped from my throat, muffled by the thickness of his cock as I came hard, my body convulsing around his fingers. He didn’t let up, prolonging my orgasm, dragging out every last wave of pleasure until I was shaking.

Before I could catch my breath, he pressed me down, my ass in the air, my knees sinking into the mattress. I heard the crinkle of a condom wrapper, felt the heat of him behind me, the weight of his body as he aligned himself at my entrance.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard you forget his fucking name,” he growled, voice thick with promise.

And then he was inside me.

A deep, punishing thrust that knocked the air from my lungs, filled me so completely I could do nothing but moan, lost in the stretch, the perfect friction.

He gripped my hips, using them for leverage as he drove into me, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. The sound of our bodies meeting, the slick, wet slap of skin on skin, filled the room, drowning out the city beyond the hotel walls.

A sharp slap landed on my ass, making me cry out, the sting blending seamlessly with the pleasure. “Fuck, your ass looks good like this,” he groaned, squeezing the tender flesh before landing another sharp, delicious smack.

My fingers twisted into the sheets, knuckles white as my body trembled beneath him, each punishing thrust driving me closer to that devastating edge. My moans turned into cries, raw and unfiltered, swallowed by the air thick with sex and sweat.

His hand slid up my body, curling around my throat, pulling me upright until my back arched against his chest. The heat of him pressed into me, every hard, sculpted inch of him claiming me with brutal precision.

“Cum on my cock, bunny,” he growled into my ear, his voice nothing but sin and command, his free hand slipping between my legs. His fingers found my clit, rubbing in tight, merciless circles, sending a fresh shock of pleasure ripping through me.

I shattered.

The orgasm tore through me like a live wire, my body locking up before convulsing violently around him. A strangled cry left my lips as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, my release so intense, so overwhelming, I couldn’t stop myself—liquid heat spilled from me, soaking the sheets beneath us.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his grip tightening as he felt me fall apart around him. “That’s it. Look at you, making such a fucking mess for me.”

In a blur of strength, he pushed me down flat, pressing my belly into the plush mattress. His body caged mine, his hand wrapping firmly around my throat again, grounding me, binding me in the best way.

And then he was inside me again—deep, relentless, his cock stretching me open as he took me from behind with pure, unfiltered need.

Each stroke was sharp, deliberate, ruthless. The controlled pressure of his grip at my throat made every gasp sharper, every sensation more intoxicating. I was trapped between him and the bed, pinned beneath the sheer force of his hunger, every thrust branding me as his.

His grip tightened just enough to send a dizzying rush through my head, my vision swimming in blissful submission.

With a final, raw groan, his movements turned desperate. His hips slammed into mine, each thrust deep, punishing, until finally, he buried himself to the hilt. A shudder ripped through him, his body tensing, his breath ragged against my skin as he came hard, filling the condom with a release so intense it stole the last remnants of control from him.

He collapsed against me, his weight deliciously heavy, pressing me into the mattress, grounding me in the haze of our shared pleasure. His breath was warm against my shoulder, his chest rising and falling in tandem with mine, our bodies still slick with sweat, flushed from the relentless pace we had set. Even spent, the heat between us lingered, simmering beneath the surface, threatening to ignite all over again.

The night had stretched into something endless—a feverish blur of tangled limbs, rough hands, desperate moans. We had fucked like we were starving for each other, devouring every inch, exploring every craving without restraint. He had taken me over and over again, pushing me further than I had ever gone, and I had let him, eager, insatiable, needing more.

And still, I wanted more.

I had expected him to disappear before the morning light. To slip away like a phantom in the night, leaving nothing but the scent of sex and sin behind.

But when I stirred, the sheets cool against my overheated skin, he was still there.

The Fox.

Bathed in the golden glow of morning, he looked almost serene—a stark contrast to the man who had wrecked me in every conceivable way. Yet even now, sprawled lazily beside me, there was something predatory about him, something that told me he wasn’t done with me yet.

His eyes fluttered open, heavy-lidded with satisfaction, locking onto mine with a slow, knowing smile.

"Morning," I murmured, my voice husky from sleep, thick with the remnants of our night.

"Good morning," he rumbled, his voice deeper than before, a slow drag of sound that made my stomach clench. His hand slid beneath the sheets, his fingers finding mine, lacing together in an effortless, intimate gesture that sent a fresh shiver down my spine.

I hesitated. Because I wanted more. More than just the night, more than just the memory of his hands on my body, his cock buried deep inside me. But asking for that felt dangerous.

He must have sensed it, because his thumb traced slow, lazy circles against my skin, a silent reassurance.

"Stay for breakfast?" he offered, his voice casual, but the dark intent in his gaze was anything but.

I let the moment stretch between us, testing the weight of his words, of the lingering heat between us. His eyes held a promise, a challenge. A temptation.

I exhaled, my lips curling into something soft, something knowing. "I’d like that," I admitted, then let my gaze drop sweat stained sheets. "But maybe a shower first?"

His smirk was pure sin. "That’s a good idea. We can shower together… save some water."

He sat up, stretching, the muscles in his back flexing as he rolled his shoulders, a sight that sent fresh heat rushing between my thighs. Then, without hesitation, he stood, walking naked toward the bathroom, the slow, confident sway of his hips making it impossible to look away.

Fuck, I wasn’t going to make it to breakfast.

I bit my lip, watching the way his muscles moved beneath his skin, the still-fading marks from my nails on his back. He glanced at me over his shoulder, catching my stare, amusement flickering in his expression.

"Coming, bunny?"

I let out a slow, breathy laugh, already slipping off the bed, knowing exactly what awaited me. And as I followed him into the steam-filled bathroom, the promise of another long, ruinous morning ahead of us, I realized something else.

I might have walked into Club Temptation searching for something more.

I had found what I was looking for.

And now?

I wasn’t so sure I wanted to leave the fox’s den at all.


Between Them


Chapter One: You Were Right, But I Won’t Say It

The wine was sharp on my tongue, too bitter, but I didn’t care. I swallowed it down, welcoming the burning at the back my throat—anything to drown out the simmering humiliation twisting in my stomach.

I hated to admit it, but my brother had been right.

I could still hear my brother’s voice in my head—low, serious, warning me, “That guy’s an asshole. You’re too good for him.”

Ethan had always been my protector, the overbearing older brother who never let me forget it. I spent years waiting for the moment I could finally step out of his shadow, to be seen as more than just Ethan’s little sister.

I thought that moment would arrive when he graduated high school. I dreamed of freedom—making my own choices without my parents or teachers constantly comparing me to their golden boy, their all-star son. But then I got the scholarship, and my parents were over the moon that I’d be attending the same college as him. More years of being his little sister. More years of his overprotectiveness dictating my life.

I wanted to show everyone that I could make my own decisions. That I could handle myself.

And I had chosen Jake—the smooth, charming, experienced college guy who made me feel like I was more than just a tagalong to my brother’s life.

But I had made a mistake.

The memory hit me like a punch to the gut. I could still see it, still feel it—the moment I walked into his apartment, all excited, thinking I’d surprise him. I’d worn an outfit he always said he liked. I had even stopped by his favorite bakery, grabbed some of his favorite pastries, because I was that kind of girlfriend—the kind who paid attention, who cared.

I had wanted to see him, touch him, feel his arms around me, be with him.

Instead, I walked into the sound of her moaning.

The realization hit me slowly, like my brain was struggling to process what my eyes were witnessing.

Strawberry-blonde hair, flowing down bare back as she straddled him, their bodies fitting together like they were made for each other. His hands gripping her hips, his mouth on her throat, groaning like he couldn’t get enough.

The bag of pastries had slipped from my fingers, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

And then he had turned.

He hadn’t even looked guilty.

Not at first. There was this flicker of something—annoyance? —before his expression smoothed into a mask of indifference.

“Oh,” he had said, like I was just an unexpected guest.

Oh.

And then, she had turned, too—fucking Miranda, one of the girls from his Econ class. She had smirked at me, smug and unbothered, before curling her fingers into his hair, as if she wanted me to see what they were doing.

I had never felt so small in my life.

Even now, days later, the embarrassment burned under my skin.

I had spent months with him. Giving him my time, my body, my trust. And the whole time, he had probably been sleeping with other girls, laughing behind my back.

And the worst part? It all went down right before my birthday.

I took another sip, gripping the glass tighter.

“Okay,” my best friend’s voice cut through my spiraling thoughts. “I swear to God. If you sit here any longer, moping on your birthday, I’m going to throw this wine directly in your face.”

I shot her a glare over the rim of my glass. “I’m not moping.”

Sienna snorted. “Oh, really? Because from over here, you look like you’re five seconds away from writing bad poetry in your notes app.”

I sighed and sank back into the couch. She wasn’t wrong.

Sienna had been my ride-or-die since freshman year. She had this effortless confidence that got her into VIP sections, free drinks, and out of trouble before it even started.

She didn’t do heartbreak.

And she sure as hell wasn’t letting me wallow in one.

She studied me for a moment, then asked, “Have you even told Ethan what happened?”

I groaned, pressing my fingers into my temples. “No. And I’m not going to.”

Sienna blinked. “Are you out of your mind? Why not?”

“I don’t need him going all big-brother on me and getting into a fight right before graduation,” I muttered. “Plus, if Ethan found out, Liam and Troy would jump in and beat Jake’s ass too.”

Sienna glared at me. “Yeah, I am not really seeing a problem. Fuck Jake.”

I sighed again, taking another sip of wine. Liam and Troy had been Ethan’s best friends since middle school. They were practically family, and if Ethan was the overprotective older brother, they were the muscle.

Jake wouldn’t stand a chance. And as much as I wanted to see him pummeled into the ground, I couldn’t let my brother, or his friends get dragged into trouble because of him.

Sienna smirked. “Well, I guess that means we have to handle your revenge in a different way.”

I rubbed at my temple. “Yeah okay, I am not even sure how I’m supposed to feel right now, let alone think of getting back at him.”

“You’re supposed to feel done with him.” She scooted closer, nudging my thigh. “And you’re supposed to be ready to move on.”

I let out a dry laugh. “That easy, huh?”

“Not easy. But necessary.” She grabbed the bottle of wine from the table, refilling my glass before topping off her own. “Do you know what the perfect revenge is?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Please, enlighten me, oh grand master of relationships.”

Sienna’s grin was wicked. “Fucking someone better.”

I choked on my sip of wine, coughing as I set my glass down. “Jesus, Sienna.”

She just laughed, unfazed. “I’m serious, babe. There is no better way to exorcise an ex than a mind-blowing, toe-curling, body-wrecking fuck.” Leaning in closer, her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “And I know just the place.”

A slow, nervous heat curled in my stomach. “Where?”

Sienna’s grin widened. “Club Temptation.”

I frowned. “Sounds like a sleazy strip club.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not a strip club. It’s a social sex club.”

I stared at her, wide-eyed. “A what?”

“You heard me.” She tossed back the last of her wine and set the glass down like she was sealing a deal. “It’s classy, exclusive, and the best part? Everyone there is horny and dtf.”

I hesitated, picking at the seam of my leggings. “I don’t know…”

Sienna wasn’t having it. “Babe. It’s your twenty-first birthday. You’re officially in your wild era.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “I don’t think I have a wild era.”

Sienna smirked. “Well, I do. And I’m about to drag you into it. I’ve been there plenty of times, its completely legit.”

I hesitated, picking at the seam of my leggings. “I’ve never— I mean, I don’t do one-night stands.”

“Exactly! That’s what makes this so perfect.” She turned to face me. “No messy expectations. No awkward morning after. You don’t even bring him back here. Just a hot stranger and an empty room—or maybe not so empty.”

My heart raced at the thought. A complete stranger. Someone who didn’t know me, who didn’t know my brother.

No strings attached. No pressure. Just touch, sensation, and release

“I don’t know if I can just… walk into a sex club and do that.”

Sienna smirked at me. “Oh, honey. You don’t have to do anything. Just walk in with me and let the night unfold.”

I bit my lip, memories of my ex flooding back. The way he had touched her. The way she had moaned for him like he belonged to her—like he had never been mine.

Fuck that.

I exhaled sharply. “Okay.”

Sienna’s eyes lit up. “Fuck yes.”

I grabbed the bottle and took a long swig straight from it. “But I’m not making any promises.”

She laughed, standing up and grabbing my hand, pulling me toward my bedroom. “Trust me. Once we get there, you won’t need to.”


Chapter Two: Not a Good Girl Anymore

The Uber door slams shut behind me, and the warm, sticky night air wraps around me, thick with the sounds of the city. Neon lights flash overhead, casting a rhythmic dance of red and blue across the sidewalk. The line outside Club Temptation winds down the block, buzzing with the anxious energy of the crowd eager to get in.

I run my fingers over the borrowed dress, its silky black fabric hugging my curves in a way that feels both sexy and a little naughty. Of course, it’s one of Sienna’s. Strappy, short, and barely-there, it’s a dress made to turn heads. With heels that make my legs look longer than they really are and a bold coat of deep red lipstick, I actually feel like the kind of girl who is supposed to be there.

“Damn, babe,” Sienna whistles, looking me up and down. "If your ex could see you now, he'd be begging."

I roll my eyes, but a smile tugs at my lips. “That’s the idea, right?”

“Exactly. Now, let's get inside before some other chick steals our spotlight."

Sienna grabs my wrist and cuts through the crowd to the VIP entrance, skipping the line entirely. The bouncer— The bouncer—a massive guy with tattoos spilling over the edges of his black, stretched-out T-shirt—leans against the wall, his eyes scanning us with a familiar glint of amusement. A knowing smile spreads across his face. “Back again so soon, Sienna?”

“Miss me?” Sienna winks. A flicker of curiosity tightens in my chest. How well does she know this place?

His chuckle is deep, his eyes gleaming with something teasing. "You practically live here. I should be charging you rent."

"Only if room service is included." She tilts her head, a wicked grin spreading across her face. I wonder just how many nights she’s spent here. Or what kind of trouble she’s gotten into.

He lets out a laugh but doesn't make a move to cut us off. Instead, he shoots me a look, sizing me up from head to toe with an unmistakable curiosity. "New friend?"
"My date this evening." Sienna hugs her arm around my shoulder.
He nods in approval, stepping aside with a self-satisfied smile. "Well then, darling, try not to break too many hearts."

I barely manage a polite smile before Sienna pulls me through the entrance, into another world.

As soon as I step inside, Club Temptation wraps around me.

The air is thick, heavy with sweat, expensive cologne, and something deeper, more intoxicating—the unmistakable aroma of desire. The bass thumps through my body, slow and deliberate, a rhythm that invites hips to sway and hands to explore.

At the center of it all, the dance floor is alive, a sea of bodies moving together, grinding in sync with the music. Above, crimson and violet lights flicker and dance across the room, casting everything in a sultry, shadowy glow.

Surrounding the dance floor, plush lounge seating curves along the perimeter, low leather couches and velvet chairs filled with couples, threesomes—more—entwined, teasing, lost in their own little worlds. Some are whispering, some laughing, while others seem completely oblivious to the eyes on them.

Off to the side, the bar stretches out, sleek and inviting, backlit with a seductive red glow. The bartenders glide effortlessly, mixing drinks for the glistening, half-dressed patrons who are already lost in the night.

Beyond the crowd, my eyes catch a glimpse of a dimly lit hallway, partially hidden in the shadows. People slip in and out, their movements purposeful, almost eager. I have no idea what lies beyond that door. But judging by the dazed, blissed-out looks on the faces of those who come back, it’s more than just another lounge.

Sienna leans in, her lips brushing against my ear. "Alright, rule number one—no real names. If someone asks, be whoever you want to be. Rule number two—never go anywhere alone. I’m your wingwoman, and I’ll rescue you from any creeps. Rule number three—don’t start anything you’re not ready to finish."

I swallow hard and nod. The rules make sense—just like any other night out with Sienna. Except this very much wasn’t just any other night.

“This way,” Sienna calls over the music, guiding me toward a sleek locker room. We stash our phones and coats in the provided lockers—discretion is key here, it seems—and make our way to the bar.

Sienna signals to the bartender, a pretty blonde with messy hair and a wicked smile, from behind the counter. They exchange friendly smiles. I see how the bartender's eyes pause on Sienna before shifting to me, interest flickering on her face.

"Well, well hey Sienna," the bartender drawls, eyes flicking between us with curiosity. "Who’s your gorgeous friend?"

Sienna leans back against the counter, a smile spreading across her face. "Just a birthday girl looking for a good time."

The bartender’s gaze lands on me, slow and deliberate. "Lucky I am here tonight, then. Happy birthday." Her smile widens as she reaches for a bottle. "Your drinks are on the house tonight."

She pours two shots and slides them down the bar, her hand brushing against mine as she leans in just enough for the air between us to crackle with energy. "Let’s kick things off with these. Celebrate properly now!"

I hesitate for just a moment before clinking my glass against Sienna’s. The liquor burns as it goes down, but that warmth lingers, easing the tightness in my chest.

Sienna doesn’t let me dwell on it. Before I can even set the glass down, she snatches my wrist and pulls me toward the dance floor.

“Wait, Sienna—”

She spins around, laughing.  "We’ll drink more later! Right now, it's time to dance!" Her voice barely cuts through the deep thrum of the music.

Before I can protest, I’m pulled into the thrumming heartbeat of the club. The heat and movement wrap around me, bodies swaying in slow, fluid waves. The dance floor is a different kind of wild—not chaotic, not reckless, but purposeful. Every touch, every movement feels intentional, teasing the edge of something wicked.

The music wraps around me like a warm embrace, sinking into my skin and washing away the last remnants of doubt. I close my eyes and let it pull me under—allowing it to erase the memory of Jake, the image of him tangled up with someone else, the humiliation that still stings beneath the surface.

Fuck him.

I don’t just hear the music; I feel it, a steady pulse that resonates deep in my bones, urging my body to move. I simply let go.

It doesn’t take long before someone finds me.

Tall, handsome, confident. A strong grip on my waist, fingers splaying over my hip. He matches my rhythm like he’s been waiting for me all night.

I glance toward Sienna, searching for her in the crowd. I spot her easily—lost in the embrace of both a man and a woman, their bodies swaying together in a slow, teasing rhythm. She laughs, tilting her head back, but even as she does, her sharp gaze darts to me.

The moment our eyes lock, she takes in my dance partner with a slow, knowing once-over. Then, with a playful smirk, she lifts her hand and gives me an exaggerated thumbs-up.

Go for it.

His lips graze my ear, his voice as smooth as silk. "Should I ask for your name, or just call you Kitten?"

A shiver runs down my spine. I don’t think twice. "Kitten works. What should I call you?"

His grip tightens just a bit, a smirk playing on his lips. "Daddy."

A laugh escapes me before I can hold it back. It’s absurd—so ridiculously cheesy—but somehow, in this moment, under these lights, it doesn’t feel so bad.

I turn in his embrace, my breath hitching as his hands slide over my waist, pulling me closer. My pulse pounds in my ears, a dizzying mix of nerves and something darker, something exciting.

I’ve never done this before—never let a stranger touch me like this, never given in so easily. A one-night stand was already pushing my boundaries, but here? In a place like this? The thought both unsettles and excites me.

His lips find their way to my jaw, then drift lower, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of my throat. I shudder, gripping his shoulders as his hands explore, fingertips tracing the bare skin of my thighs. The heat between us coils tighter, sharper.

He shifts, pulling me closer, the undeniable hardness of his body pressing against me. A sound escapes my lips before I can catch it.

His smirk brushes against my skin. "You sound even better than I imagined, Kitten."

The way he says it sends a thrill through my stomach, anticipation buzzing just beneath the surface. His hands slide higher, gripping my hips as he guides me against him, ensuring I feel every bit of him. I gasp, my fingers tangling in his hair as his mouth captures mine, deep and consuming.

I barely notice we’re moving until the cool leather of a couch meets my back. Somewhere in the haze of it all, I wonder if he’s planning to take me right here. The thought should shock me—but it doesn’t. Not in this moment. Not with the way he touches me, as if he’s already decided I’m his for the night. Heat flares between us.

My skin tingles, my mind blissfully empty.

For the first time since Jake, I’m not lost in thought—I’m just feeling. Then, suddenly— A firm grip yanks at my arm, pulling me away.

The spell is broken.

Sienna’s voice cuts through the moment, urgent in my ear. “Your brother is here.”


Chapter Three: Big Brother Wouldn’t Approve

Sienna’s grip tightens around my wrist as she yanks me away from the guy I’d just been kissing. I’m gasping for air, my lips still tingling and swollen from that intoxicating moment. My body is buzzing, still caught up in the heat of it all.

“Sorry, handsome,” Sienna calls back, throwing him a cheeky wink. “Birthday girl’s gotta bounce.”

He looks utterly confused, watching as I stumble after her, dazed. I barely manage to shoot him an apologetic glance before she drags me deeper into the crowd.

"What the hell, Sienna?" I hiss, shaking her off as soon as we’re clear the far side of the dance floor.

“I swear I just saw Ethan “I swear I just spotted Ethan,” she says.

I blink. “What?” The words barely register before a wave of panic slams into me. “Why the hell would my brother be here?”

“Probably for the same reason we are, but honestly, I don’t care. The important thing is we need to get you out of here before he sees you,” she replies, scanning the room.

My heart races as I turn, peering through the shifting crowd. And there he is. Ethan. Standing by the bar, drink in hand, his head tilted slightly as he listens to someone.

But… he’s not looking for me. He’s not storming through the club, demanding answers. He’s just… here. The realization hits me like a bucket of cold water. Of course he wouldn’t be searching for me—he has no clue I’m around. He’s just out enjoying himself, just like I am.

Still, I can’t risk him spotting me.

"I’ll run interference. You just head for the exit." Sienna is already on the move, weaving through the crowd with ease before grabbing onto Ethan’s arm, her smile bright and inviting. I watch as she starts chatting, gesturing animatedly, keeping his attention completely on her.

I keep my head down, making my way across the dance floor, aiming for the coatroom. If I can just grab my phone and slip out of here, I can pretend none of this ever happened. No reckless decisions. No close calls. Just a stupid idea I left behind before it got out of hand.

But just as I take another step, Ethan shifts—his head turning, his gaze sweeping dangerously close to where I stand.

Shit.

There’s no way I can make it to the front exit without him spotting me. Not unless I want to explain why I’m here, dressed like this, in a place like this. I pivot on my heel, my heart racing, and dash toward the back hallways, desperate to disappear.

And run straight into a wall of muscle.

A startled yelp escapes me as strong hands grip my arms, steadying me before I can stumble back. The warmth of his touch seeps through my skin, unyielding.

I look up—and my stomach drops.

Liam.

One of Ethan’s best friends.

Tall and broad-shouldered, he looks effortlessly put together even in a place like this. The black button-down he’s wearing stretches across his chest, the sleeves rolled up just enough to reveal his strong, defined forearms. Dark slacks fit snugly against his hips, and his sharp jawline is dusted with stubble. But it’s his eyes—those dark, piercing eyes—that lock onto me, holding me in place.

His brows furrow, his expression somewhere between concerned and suspicious. "What the hell are you doing here?"

My throat goes dry. "Liam, please," I whisper, clutching at his arm. "You have to help me. Ethan can’t know I was here."

Liam exhales sharply, rubbing a hand down his face. "Jesus Christ." He takes another glance around, his expression tightening. "You picked one hell of a place to be caught, princess."

Before I can reply, he grabs my wrist and starts leading me down the hall.

I stumble, my heels clicking against the sleek floors as I try to keep up. "Liam! Where are we headed?"

"Somewhere Ethan won't find you," he mutters, pulling me deeper into the back hallways of the club.

As we walk the atmosphere shifts. The lighting dims, casting deep, flickering shadows all around. The muffled sounds of the club fade away, replaced by something entirely different.

Low moans. Whispered filth. The unmistakable sound of skin meeting skin.

The lights are low, and the walls are lined with doors glowing softly in red and blue, some slightly ajar, hinting at the mysteries within. Rooms pulse with life, shadows dancing behind sheer curtains, half-hidden figures lost in their own world of pleasure.

As we pass one, I catch a glimpse of a couple, their bodies entwined on a chaise, completely absorbed in their moment, oblivious to the world beyond their pleasure.

My cheeks heat, my steps faltering. "Shit," I murmur under my breath.

I swallow hard, forcing myself to look straight ahead. Liam seems unfazed; I guess he’s been here before. I barely have time to process that thought before another familiar face comes into view.

Troy.

Ethan’s other best friend.

Leaning casually against the wall.

He looks like he belongs here—commanding, comfortable. He wears a navy dress shirt, the top few buttons undone, revealing a hint of a toned chest. His brown hair is perfectly tousled, his dark eyes sharp and unreadable. The woman standing next to him is stunning, her red-painted nails trailing lazily over his forearm as he speaks to her in a smooth, low voice.

But the second he spots me, the amusement in his eyes vanishes.

“What the—?” Troy straightens, his gaze darting between me and Liam. "What the hell is going on?"

Liam doesn’t answer. Instead, he yanks open the nearest door, and before I can even protest, he gives me a gentle push inside, his broad frame blocking the entrance. Troy follows us in, his confusion shifting to something deeper as he takes in the scene around us. The door clicks shut behind us, muffling the sounds from the hallway.

The room is drenched in a soft, flickering light that casts deep shadows over its daring décor. A large bed dominates one wall, its black satin sheets and wedge pillows arranged with intention. The air is thick with a heady mix—anticipation, temptation, and a lingering hint of perfume and leather.

The walls are adorned with restraints—neatly coiled ropes, leather cuffs, and shiny handcuffs—all displayed like pieces of art. Sensory toys fill the space, some soft and inviting, while others promise a sharper thrill. Feathers, blindfolds, and delicate teasers rest on a sleek black table, and in the corner, a sturdy-looking chair stands, its built-in restraints leaving little to the imagination.

I swallow hard. This just got a whole lot more complicated.

"Alright," Liam exhales, crossing his arms as he locks eyes with me, his dark gaze sharp and unwavering. "Start talking."

I take a deep breath, already dreading this conversation. No matter what I say, it’s bound to get back to Ethan. "Sienna brought me here for my birthday—to have a little fun. What are you guys doing here?"

Liam raises an eyebrow. "We're adults doing adult things. Places like this aren’t really meant for kids like you."

I roll my eyes. "Hello? Birthday? I’m twenty-one. Legally and most definitely an adult." I settle myself on the edge of the bed, crossing my arms.

Troy snorts. "Yeah, but you’re still Ethan’s little sister."

"Younger," I correct.

Troy blinks. "What?"

"Younger sister. You guys are only four years older than me." I shoot them both a pointed look, my glare sharpening.

"Yeah, and that argument’s going to hold up real well if Ethan finds you here," Liam mutters, rubbing his temple. "Jake isn’t here too, is he?"

I stiffen slightly before shaking my head. "We broke up."

Liam’s expression darkens. "He dumped you?"

"I dumped him," I correct, my voice clipped, not wanting to dig into the details.

Troy frowns. "Why? You were totally into that guy."

The words get stuck in my throat. "He... I..." The humiliation rushes back, sharp and stinging. I drop my gaze to my lap, my fingers curling into the sheets.

"Hey," Liam’s voice softens. He reaches forward, tilting my chin up with his fingers, forcing me to meet his gaze. "What happened?"

I swallow hard. "I caught him with another girl."

A heavy silence hangs between us until Troy breaks it with a low curse. "That cheating bastard. I knew it. Ethan had him figured out."

"Yeah, well, I know that now," I snap, blinking back the sting of tears.

Liam studies me, his expression unreadable. "I’m guessing this wasn’t just a birthday adventure, was it?"

I hesitate, then shake my head. "No."

I hate this. Hate the way I feel exposed under their scrutiny. "Can you please not tell Ethan?"

Troy barks out a laugh. "What? No way. We’re going to beat the shit out of that fucker."

"It’s none of his damn business." My voice is firmer now, but the pout in my tone betrays my frustration.

"Troy, stop," Liam cuts in, his voice steady, but there's something deeper there now. Something quieter, darker. His gaze sweeps over me, slow and assessing, lingering just a moment too long before locking onto mine. "So, your boyfriend cheats on you, and your first instinct is to come to a sex club for revenge? Do you even know what goes on here? What kind of guys come here?"

I glance around again, but this time, I see it differently. The neatly coiled ropes, the gleaming cuffs hanging like ornaments, the toys that range from delicate silk to unforgiving leather—all of it.

And the men standing in front of me—they aren’t just Ethan’s best friends anymore. Not in here. Not with the way Liam’s fingers flex at his sides, or the way Troy leans in just slightly, his smirk no longer just amused, but interested.

Heat licks up my spine at the realization, my pulse skipping. A wicked idea starts forming in my head.

I try to keep my voice steady. "Yeah, I know now. But it's what you guys are looking for. Why you're hear. Is it so weird that it's what I want to—" I exhale sharply, letting frustration and adrenaline blend into something bolder.

“You have no idea what you really want,” Liam says.

"I wanted to get a little revenge sex and let loose. And you know what? I’m not leaving until I get it." My heart pounds, but I push forward, tipping my chin up in challenge. “You’re going to tell Ethan everything anyway, right? So, I might as well have fun.”

Troy lets out a chuckle, his gaze dragging down my body.. "Wow. Now we’re really not going to let you out of here with that attitude."

His tone is teasing, but there’s an undercurrent that makes my stomach tighten.

"And dressed like that?" He tilts his head, the lazy smirk still playing at his lips. "I don't remember you ever being this much trouble."

The air between us shifts. My skin tingles, my heartbeat hammering as my gaze flicks between them.

I was supposed to find a stranger tonight—someone to lose myself in, to erase the memory of Jake with a night of reckless, mind-blowing sex. But suddenly, another idea sparks to life, wicked and tempting.

Why not Liam and Troy?

They were here, in this club, looking for the same thing I was. Why not with me?

It could be our little secret.

Sienna’s voice echoes in my head: If you start something, make sure you want to finish it.

I tip my head, my lips curving into something playful, something daring. “I’m trouble,” I tease, “What are you going to do about it?”

Silence. Neither of them moves. Neither of them looks away.

I lean back onto the bed, letting my legs dangle over the edge, my fingers splayed against the soft sheets as I recline just enough for them to get a good look. My dress rides up a little, my body on display in a way that challenges them to look, to make a move.

I can see their reactions—the way Liam’s jaw tightens, his fists clenching as if he’s trying to hold back. And Troy’s smirk deepens, his gaze slowly roaming over me, indulgent, like he’s already undressing me in his mind.

The reckless thrill of it rushes through me, setting every nerve alight.

“This is a bad idea,” Liam says, his voice rough, but his expression tells a different story.

Maybe this is a bad idea. Maybe I should walk away before this becomes something I can’t take back. But the thought of fucking my brother’s two best friends—the two men who have always been off-limits, who have always treated me like their best friend’s kid sister—is very enticing.

I can’t stop remembering how often I would steal glances at them growing up, watching them. How I’d eavesdrop when they talked about their conquests, imagining what it would be like to be on the receiving end of that attention. And now, for the first time, I have it.

This is something I definitely want to start—and finish.

I push myself up from the bed, rising slowly and deliberately, my fingers gliding over the hem of my dress, letting it ride a little higher as I take a step toward Liam

"I'm a big girl now Liam," I let my voice drop, smooth as silk. "How about—for tonight—you just forget I’m Ethan’s sister?"

Troy chuckles, shaking his head. "Oh, this is adorable. She really thinks she knows what she’s getting into."

I shift closer to him, letting my fingers trail up the front of his shirt, feeling the steady, solid heat beneath the fabric. I hold his gaze, steady and unflinching.

"And you think I don’t?"

His smirk widens, his hand wrapping around my wrist, halting my touch. "I think you’re playing with fire, baby girl. And I don’t think you’ve ever been burned the way we’d burn you."

"Come on, I like it hot," I murmur, my heart beating faster. I lean up and kiss Troy, and he doesn’t stop me. His lips taste like whiskey and temptation. When he pulls back, his smirk is gone, replaced by something darker. His eyes dart to Liam.

I turn my attention to Liam. His jaw tightens, but I see it now—the way his eyes flicker, how his body betrays him. His slacks do little to hide the evidence.

I take a slow step closer. "Are you going to tell me to stop?"

Liam doesn’t budge. His hands twitch, fingers flexing as if he’s battling the urge to grab me. And that’s exactly what I want.

Troy shifts next to me, his voice low. "Oh, sweetheart, you really have no idea what you’re asking for."

I can’t help but smirk, taking a step back, my lips curling with a challenge. "Fine," I say, voice light, flippant, even though my pulse pounds. "If you two won’t, I’ll just go find someone who isn’t afraid to touch me."

The moment my fingers brush the doorknob, Liam springs into action.

Fast.

Before I can react, he grips my wrist and throws me back onto the bed. The air is knocked from my lungs as I land against the satin sheets. My pulse hammers, heat coiling deep in my stomach. Liam towers over me, solid and imposing, his eyes dark and intense —hungry.

Troy lets out a low whistle, his gaze darting between us before landing on the wall. "Well, would you look at that, Liam," he says, casually picking up a pair of handcuffs from their hook, the metal glinting in the soft light. He twirls them between his fingers, a smirk spreading across his face. "She’s ready to play. I think we should let her."

Liam exhales, slow and deliberate, his gaze pinned to me. "Fine," he growls. "The princess wants to act like an adult? We’ll treat her like one."

I should be nervous, but I’m not. The slow, wicked thrill shivers down my spine, anticipation crackling through me like a live wire. The thought of being at their mercy, of them finally breaking this barrier with me, is more intoxicating than I ever dreamed.

Liam’s grip tightens, his fingers pressing into my skin just enough to remind me who’s in charge now. The warning in his eyes sends a rush of heat straight between my thighs, a dark promise wrapped in restraint.

Before I can even think, he moves.

With a sharp tug, he flips me onto my stomach, his strength, effortless. A gasp slips from my lips as my cheek meets the cool satin sheets. My heart races in my ears as he pins me down, his body a solid, unyielding weight pressing against mine.

I hardly get a moment to catch my breath before I feel Troy’s hands on me—rough yet precise, pulling my wrists behind my back. The sharp click of metal breaks the tense silence as the handcuffs snap around my wrists.

Liam’s breath is hot against my ear, his voice a low growl. "Lets see if this is really what you wanted."

I thought I had them where I wanted.

Scratch that—they definitely had me.


Chapter Four: Make me Beg

The cold metal of the handcuffs bites into my wrists as I lie stretched across the bed, my pulse pounding in my ears. My breath comes in uneven waves, anticipation curling hot and low in my stomach. Liam’s grip is firm where he holds me in place, his fingers pressing into my skin just enough to remind me I’m theirs now.

"Such a shame," Liam murmurs, his voice smooth, almost amused. "You were always the good girl. What would your brother think?"

I shift, my body already aching for more than just words. "He doesn’t have to know."

Troy hums softly next to me, his fingers lazily tracing patterns along the back of my thighs. "That’s true," he says thoughtfully. "And you can still back out. Anytime you want."

I lock eyes with him, my gaze filled with a reckless defiance. "Or you could just leave me here," I reply, my voice dripping with challenge. "For the next guy to find."

Liam’s voice drops, carrying a dark warning. "Oh, princess. That’s not how this works."

Without another word, he yanks my dress up over my hips, exposing my skin to the cool air. Before I can react, his palm lands sharply against my bare skin. The sudden sting makes me gasp, a mix of pleasure and pain swirling together, sending my nerves into a frenzy. 
 

"Where did you get such dirty ideas from?" he murmurs, his fingers tracing the heated outline of his handprint, his touch both soothing and teasing.

I bite my lip, trying to suppress the reaction he’s hoping for, but my body has other plans, the ache spreading low and deep.

Another sharp smack, this one harder, sends a fresh wave of heat coursing through me. My legs twitch, my breath hitching as the line between pain and pleasure blurs even more.

"You’re going to be begging us to fuck you before we’re done," Liam promises, his voice thick with certainty.

A breathless, defiant laugh escapes me, my chin tilting in challenge. "Like hell I will."

Liam doesn’t miss a beat. Another harsh spank lands, his fingers tightening their grip on me, making me feel owned, controlled, completely at their mercy. 
 

"I’ll take that bet." Troy says

In an instant, Troy lifts me, flipping me onto my back, the world spinning around me. His hands are already gripping the waistband of my panties, dragging them down my thighs with agonizing slowness. Every inch of exposed skin feels like an invitation, the cool air against my damp heat only tightening the coil of anticipation.

Troy spreads my legs wide, his hands strong on my thighs, holding me open as both he and Liam take in the sight before them. A dark, unspoken heat flickers between them, their gazes heavy and hungry. My skin ignites under their scrutiny, my stomach twisting with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. I bite my lip, feeling the vulnerability of the moment wash over me, sending a fresh wave of heat coursing through my body.

Troy lets out a low, appreciative hum. "Damn. And that asshole Jake had this and still cheated?" His fingers trace along my inner thigh, teasing but not giving me what I need. "What a fucking idiot."

Liam’s jaw tightens, his fingers flexing at his sides as his gaze devours me. "His loss. Our gain."

And then, Troy's mouth is on me.

A sharp cry escapes my lips as Troy’s tongue flicks over my clit, slow and devastating. His grip tightens on my thighs, keeping me spread and at his mercy. His tongue moves in deliberate strokes, circling, teasing, dipping lower with every pass until my breath turns into nothing but ragged gasps. His mouth is hot, slick, and unyielding, working me with a skill that leaves my body trembling beneath him.

I shift against the bed, feeling the cuffs tugging at my wrists, the cold metal biting into my skin. The pressure builds, sending a dull ache through my arms, a constant reminder that I’m completely at their mercy. I can already tell there will be marks on my wrists in the morning.

I can’t stop my hips from bucking, seeking more, needing more. But Troy holds me down, his fingers pressing into my thighs, his tongue flicking in between my folds with maddening precision. He knows exactly how to unravel me, how to push me to the very edge and then pull away just as I’m about to fall.

Meanwhile, Liam isn’t just watching. He grips the neckline of my dress and yanks it down, exposing my breasts to the cool air. His hands are firm as they glide over my skin, his thumbs teasing my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. He has two small clamps in his hand.

Liam gives a sly smirk. "Let’s see how you handle this."

Suddenly, I feel a sharp pinch. Cold metal clamps grip my sensitive peaks, the pressure sending a thrilling jolt straight to my core. I can’t help but whimper, as I feel the jolt of pain and pleasure all the way down to my pussy.

He lifts the delicate chain connecting the clamps, pulling it slowly and deliberately just as Troy’s tongue glides over me again. My body arches instinctively, a desperate, needy sound escaping my lips.

Troy hums against me, his grip tightening. "She’s close."

And then, just like that, he pulls away.

A frustrated whimper slips from me as my body aches, throbbing for that sweet release.

Liam gives the chain another tug, and I can't help but gasp. "Not yet," he says, a hint of dark amusement in his voice. "You’re not ready to beg."

Troy's mouth finds its way back to me, pushing me to the brink, his tongue sending me into a frenzy—only to pull away just when I need him most. My body is alive with need, every nerve ending screaming for more.

I shake my head, determined not to give in. But the pressure builds again, relentless and unbearable.

Troy teases me, his tongue dancing over my clit, giving just enough to keep me on edge. Every time I get close, he stops, leaving me gasping, writhing, desperate for more.

Liam leans in closer, his breath warm against my ear. "All you have to do is ask."

I can’t take it anymore.

"Please," I breathe, my voice barely a whisper.

Liam tugs the chain again, harder this time. "Louder."

"Please," I whimper, my back arching. "Let me come."

Troy groans in approval, his hands tightening on my thighs. "That’s a good girl."

He dives in with renewed vigor, moving his tongue through my folds and over my clit with quick precision. And then—bliss.

I come hard, my body breaking apart beneath them, my cries swallowed by the heavy air surrounding us.

Liam gently pulls away the clamps, his fingers gliding over my nipples, while Troy showers my thighs with soft kisses, whispering sweet nothings against my heated skin.

I can barely catch Liam’s voice, laced with a playful edge. "I told you you'd be begging." 
 

I lift my head, my breath still shaky. "Are you going to fuck me now?" My voice is soft, teasing, I give them my best doe eyes. Looking up at them with feigned innocence.

For a brief moment, they both seem conflicted, as if they suddenly remember that I’m the little sister of their best friend. But as they gaze down at me, all wrecked and eager, I can see that fleeting thought slip away.


Chapter Five: Breaking the Good Girl

Troy lifts me with ease, manhandling me into position as if I weigh nothing. He bends me over one of the firm pillows, my body sinking into its shape, arching my back just enough to get the perfect position.

Every nerve is still humming, sending sharp electric pulses from my clit to my nipples. My thighs tremble, slick with evidence of just how much I want this. Anticipation coils hot in my belly, twisting tighter as I test the cuffs again, feeling the cool bite of metal against my wrists, my hands still bound firmly behind me.

I should feel helpless.

But all I feel is wanting.

A sharp tug in my hair pulls my head up, making me gasp. Troy kneels in front of me, his grip firm in my hair, keeping me exactly where he wants me. My breath hitches as I take him in—his cock already free, thick, hard, the tip beading with a glistening drop of precum.

His smirk is wicked, his tone light but edged with something darker. "Go on, a big girl like you should know how to suck a cock."

I swallow, my mouth already watering.

Troy chuckles, tilting his head. "Come on, I know you want it."

Fuck yes, I do.

I part my lips wide, my tongue sliding out just a little to invite him in. I lift my head as much as I can, silently begging.

Troy chuckles, clearly pleased by my eagerness. “That’s it… good girl,” he says teasingly. “You want my cock in your pretty little mouth?”

A whimper escapes me as I nod, cheeks burning both from arousal and the shameless truth in his words. I do want it.

Troy guides the broad head of his cock to my lips, rubbing it slowly back and forth over my tongue. The taste of his salty precum makes me moan. He only allows the tip in at first, teasing me, sliding just an inch past my lips and then pulling back out. I try to chase him with my mouth, but he grips my hair, holding me in place.

“You want more?” he asks, voice full of playful taunt. He lightly taps the head against my tongue. “Look at you, you’re practically begging for it.”

“Yes,” I manage to gasp, the word garbled with need as I crane my neck. “Please… I want it, Troy.”

His eyes spark at my pleading. “Hmm, I love hearing you beg.” He finally thrusts forward, sliding deeper into my open mouth. My lips stretch around his girth, and a muffled groan vibrates in my throat as he sinks in. I taste every throbbing inch as he pushes slowly until he nudges the back of my throat.

“Take it all, sweetheart,” Troy murmurs, his tone dripping with satisfaction. He holds there a moment, enjoying the way my throat constricts around him, then withdraws a few inches only to slide back in, starting a shallow rhythm. “Such a good girl… sucking my cock so beautifully.”

I’m already lightheaded with arousal, my focus narrowing to the hot weight of Troy’s shaft gliding in and out of my mouth. Spit pools at the corners of my lips, dripping down my chin  as he begins to fuck my face a little faster.

My wrist strain against the cuffs, I want to use my hands to steady myself or touch him. But instead, I just relax my throat and surrender to his pace, letting him use my mouth as he pleases.

Behind me, I feel the mattress dip and Liam’s strong hands slide around my hips and thighs. A shiver of anticipation races down my spine. I swear I can feel his gaze rake over my exposed, helpless form. His palms grip my hips firmly, fingers digging in with possessive pressure.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” Liam growls in a low, rough voice right by my ear. I moan around Troy’s cock at Liam’s confession, my body reacting to the hunger in his tone.

God, knowing he’s wanted this too only makes me ache more.

Liam sits back on his knees between my spread legs. I hear him unwrapping what I can only assume is a condom. My pussy clench in anticipation; not knowing how big he is. My heart pounds—half craving, half a hint of nervousness about how roughly he might take me. I bite back a whine, still muffled by Troy cock in my mouth, as I feel the blunt tip of Liam’s cock brush against my soaked entrance.

“You ready for me, sweetheart?” Liam rasps. He already knows the answer—my body is practically begging, hips tilting back of their own accord.

I hum desperately around the flesh in my throat, hoping he understands it as yes, please, yes.

Troy pulls back just enough for me to gasp in a breath. “Sounds like she’s more than ready,” Troy chuckles, looking down at me with heat in his eyes. He strokes a thumb over my lower lip, wiping away drool. “Isn’t that, right? You want Liam to fuck that sweet pussy of yours?”

“Yes,” I pant eagerly, voice hoarse and lips tingling. “I want it so bad… please, Liam.” The words spill out before I can feel embarrassed. I’m past shame.

Liam answers not with words but with action. He grips my cuffed wrists briefly to pin them against the small of my back, pressing me down onto the wedge pillow. In one swift motion, he plunges forward, burying his cock balls-deep into my slick cunt.

I cry out, the sound strangled as Troy simultaneously pushes back into my throat. The sudden fullness at both ends is intense—almost too much—and utterly perfect. My back arches and my fingers curl helplessly against my palms as I adjust to Liam’s thick length stretching me.

A mix of pain and pleasure sparks through me; he continues to go in rough and deep without hesitation, but my body yields to him and I just want more.

“Fuck, so tight,” Liam hisses through clenched teeth. His nails bite into my hips as he holds himself fully inside me for a moment. “God, I knew you’d feel amazing.”

Troy groans above me, his cock throbbing on my tongue at the sight in front of him. “Look at that,” he says in a husky, teasing tone, brushing sweaty strands of hair off my forehead so he can see my face. “You’re so full now, baby. One cock in your pretty mouth and another in your little pussy… this what you wanted?”

I can’t answer with Troy filling my mouth, but my muffled moan and the way my eyes roll back must speak for me. It is exactly what I didn’t even know I needed.

The fullness, the way they’re taking me, using me for their pleasure—it’s overwhelming in the best way. I feel desired and utterly satisfied in a way I never did with my ex.

Liam doesn’t wait any longer. He pulls almost all the way out, then slams back into me, setting a hard, pounding rhythm. Each powerful thrust forces a shockwave of pleasure through me. The wedge pillow angles my hips such that he hits deep, rubbing deliciously against my G-spot and sending sparks dancing behind my eyelids.

Every time Liam drives forward into my pussy, the force pushes me further onto Troy’s cock. Troy holds my head in both hands now, guiding me as he begins to fuck my mouth in time with Liam’s thrusts.

The coordination has me dizzy.

Thrust.

Liam buries himself to the hilt, and at the same moment Troy’s cock plunges into my throat, making me choke around him.

Pull back.

Liam withdraws, and I gasp around Troy as he slides out just enough to let me breathe. The two of them develop a relentless rhythm, effectively sandwiching me between their bodies.

I can barely catch my breath, and I love it. Drool spills from my lips around Troy’s shaft as he pumps in and out. Tears prick the corners of my eyes each time he nudges deep and triggers my throat reflex, but I find myself relaxing, surrendering further.

The lewd, wet sounds of him pistoning into my mouth mix with the slap of Liam’s hips against my ass and the obscene squelch of my soaked pussy being taken hard. The room is filled with our ragged breathing, my muffled moans, and their low grunts of pleasure.

“Such a good little slut, taking both of us like this,” Liam growls behind me, voice thick with lust.

His normally controlled tone is unraveling; I can tell fucking me is driving him wild. He punctuates the words with an especially rough thrust, making me yelp around the cock in my mouth. The word "slut" makes my walls clench around him.

Troy laughs breathlessly, still playful even as his abs tense with restraint. “Careful, Liam, you’ll make her choke saying things like that.”

He eases his length out a few inches, letting me cough and suck in air. My chest heaves, breasts jiggling from the force of Liam’s thrusts. Troy gazes down adoringly at the messy sight of me. I know my mascara is smudged, saliva slick on my chin, cheeks flushed—then he gently pushes back in, sliding along my tongue slowly to let me recover for a beat.

I swirl my tongue around Troy’s shaft, sucking greedily as he allows me a little control. Above me, Troy curses under his breath, his playful facade slipping for a moment as pleasure hits him.

“Fuck, that tongue... You love sucking my cock, don’t you?” he whispers, teasing back in his voice.

I hollow my cheeks in response, sucking harder as much as I can while Liam continues to pound me from behind. My muffled mmhmm vibrates along Troy’s length. He chuckles and slides in deep again, cutting off my sound as he fills my throat once more.

I am lost in a haze of sensation. Every inch of me is burning and pleasured. Liam’s cock drives into me relentlessly, the ridge of his head stroking my inner walls in just the right way to build a coil of heat in my lower belly. His fingers dig into my hips so hard I’m sure I’ll have bruises tomorrow, but I welcome it—each rough touch only heightens my arousal.

Troy’s cock on my tongue is equally intoxicating; the musky taste of him, the way he stretches my lips, how his groans intensify whenever I moan around him. I feel utterly used by them. They are taking what they want from my body yet showering me with filthy praises that make me feel like a goddess.

No one has ever made me feel like this—so wanted, so thoroughly satisfied.

Liam’s rhythm grows erratic; I can tell he’s getting close to losing himself. His pelvis smacks against my ass with wet, heavy slaps, and his breathing is ragged.

“Fuck… gonna make you cum so hard,” he groans.

One of his hands slides from my hip around to my front, finding my clit without warning. I jolt and nearly scream around Troy’s cock as Liam begins rubbing tight, furious circles on my swollen clit while still hammering me from behind.

White-hot pleasure sears through me. My whole-body tenses, every muscle coiling. I wasn’t expecting to cum so fast—Liam’s touch is skilled and merciless, driving me up fast. Troy feels the vibrations of my moans intensify and pulls out of my mouth to let me cry out freely. The moment his cock leaves my lips, I wail, “Oh god! Liam, I— I’m gonna—!”

“Do it,” Liam growls possessively, rubbing my clit harder and pounding into me with deep, precise strokes. “Cum for me. Cum all over my cock. That’s it… good girl.”

Troy is stroking himself in front of my face now as he watches me come undone, his eyes filled with lust and admiration. “So, fucking hot,” he pants. “Let go, baby.”

Their words, the relentless fucking, the feeling of being filled so completely—it all crashes over me at once. The coil in my belly snaps.

I scream as the pleasure detonates through my body. My pussy clenches violently around Liam’s cock, spasming in waves. Heat blooms from my core and radiates outward; my vision goes hazy.

I’m vaguely aware of Liam cursing, fighting to keep moving inside my pussy, and of Troy groaning “Oh fuck, that’s sexy,” as I thrash in ecstasy. My hips buck, grinding against Liam’s pelvis, prolonging the intense pulses of release.

“There you go… fuck yes,” Liam snarls, holding me tight as I convulse around him. He doesn’t stop thrusting, riding me through every moment of my climax. The overstimulation makes me sob with pleasure. It’s overwhelming, my mind blank except for the sheer bliss ripping through me.

As the shockwaves finally start to subside, my body goes limp, slumping into the pillows. I’m panting, sweat-soaked, utterly wrecked in the best way. Liam slows his movements, eventually stilling deep inside me. My pussy is still fluttering around him, aftershocks making me shiver. Troy gently caresses my face, his cock resting against my cheek as I catch my breath.

Liam leans over my back, and I feel the scrape of his teeth and then a soft kiss at the juncture of my neck and shoulder. A shudder runs through me.

Liam slowly pulls out of me, making us both groan at the sensitivity. I already miss the feeling of him inside, but I know this isn’t over. My heart leaps as I realize they’re not done with me yet. Troy withdraws from the front as well and stands, his cock still hard and glistening with my saliva. He peels of his shirt and lies back on the bed, a devilish grin on his face. Troy lies back on the bed beside us, a devilish grin on his face. His muscular chest rises and falls rapidly; he looks as desperate for release as I feel. He slides on a condom.

Liam who I realize as shed his clothing now as well, hauls me up. I devour him with my eyes. My legs are unsteady, and I feel deliciously used, but I’ll gladly continue.

“Your turn to be on top, gorgeous,” Troy says, eyes roaming over my bare chest. He reaches for me, tugging me toward him.

Liam assists, guiding me over Troy. Troy’s hands gripping my cuffed wrist, and together they position me until I’m straddling Troy. My back is to Troy’s front, and I’m facing Liam, who steps back to sit in the chair, stroking himself slowly as he watches.

Troy’s cock is prodding at my entrance from below, and I’m still so wet that I know it’ll slide right in. I sink down gradually, moaning as I feel Troy’s thick length split me open once more. He fills me deeply, stretching me. My sensitive walls, still quivering from orgasm, clamp around him and we both gasp.

“Holy shit,” Troy groans, fingers digging into my hips from behind. “You’re so tight… I can feel how hard you came, you’re squeezing me.” His voice has lost some of its playful composure; he sounds almost in awe.

I plant my knees wide on either side of his hips and begin to ride him, slowly at first. Not having my hands free means I have to use my thighs to lift and drop myself on his cock, and it sends delicious friction right where I need it. Troy groans appreciatively, meeting my movements with upward thrusts of his own.

Behind me, Troy trails one hand up my back, then tangles it in my hair. He gently tugs my head back, with one hand still guiding me by my wrist. “How does it feel? Riding my cock while Liam watches you?”

I whimper, rolling my hips in slow circles. “Feels… so good,” I manage, voice a breathy whisper. I open my eyes meeting Liams hot gaze as he leans back in the chair.

His eyes are glued to where Troy and I are joined, watching his friend’s cock disappear into me over and over. Liam’s hand strokes languidly along his own rigid length as he watches.

“You look amazing like that,” Liam says, voice dark and hungry. “Bouncing on his cock… your tits bobbing with every move.” His free hand runs over his mouth, like he’s trying to restrain himself from jumping back in. “Fuck, I could watch you all day.”

His words send a rush of excitement through me, and I ride Troy a little faster, making sure to put on a show. I arch my back and leaning back angling so that Troy’s cock hits that sweet spot deep inside. Sparks of pleasure shoot through me, and I moan.

Troy’s hands come around to my front; one palm cups and squeezes my breast, fingers pinching my nipple lightly, while the other drifts down to brush over where I’m joined with him. He finds my swollen clit and teases it with feather-light touches as I ride him. I cry out, hips jerking.

The tease is agonizing—I need more pressure, but he’s purposefully giving just a light flicker, keeping me on edge.

“You want more?” Troy says. “Beg for it.” He stills his hips beneath me without warning and eases up the circling finger on my clit, holding me in a frustrating limbo.

I whine, trying to rock myself on him, but he’s strong and stills my hips with his other hand.

I realize he’s not going to give me what I want until I do as he says.

The realization that he’s teasing me, making me beg for release with Liam watching, makes a fresh wave of arousal flood me. I’m no longer above begging at this point—hell, I want them to know how desperate I am for it.

“Please, Troy,” I pant, my eyes pleading even though Liam is the one who can see them. “Please, I need it… need you to fuck me harder. Make me cum again... please.”

Troy hums as if considering it, his tone wicked. “Hmm, I don’t know. What do you think, Liam? Has she been good enough to deserve more?”

Liam’s eyes flash. He rises from the chair and comes closer, standing at the edge of the bed to loom over us. I lean forward so his cock is inches from my face as he looks down at me with a smirk.

“She did cum so nicely on my cock earlier,” he says, brushing the tip of his length over my bottom lip teasingly. “And she asked so sweetly just now.”

I flick my tongue out to taste Liam’s tip, moaning at the salty evidence of his arousal. My own need is consuming me; being teased like this is sweet torture.

“I’ll be so good, I promise,” I breathe, not sure whom I’m even promising—both of them, I suppose. “I want it so bad. I want to cum for you again… please…”

Liam’s hand fists in my hair, not hard, just enough to tilt my face up toward him. He gazes into my eyes, and I see lust and affection swirling in his dark stare. “You want to cum again, princess?”

“Yes, sir,” I reply automatically, the honorific slipping out in my haze. The corner of Liam’s mouth twitches in satisfaction at the title, and Troy lets out a low groan behind me—he apparently enjoyed hearing it too.

“Then cum for us,” Liam says. “Ride Troy’s cock and cum. Now.” The command in his tone sends a thrill straight to my core.

Troy doesn’t make me beg further. With a growl, he snaps his hips up, resuming his thrusts into me. At the same time, he applies firm pressure to my clit with his fingertips, rubbing exactly how I need.

A cry bursts from my lips. I cling to the momentum, meeting his thrusts with frantic bounces. The sound of our flesh meeting is loud and wet; I can feel how soaked I am as I slam down on him over and over.

Liam keeps his grip in my hair, watching intently. His other hand strokes his cock right in front of my face. I can hear how slick it is from my juices and his own leaking arousal.

The sight is filthy and hot—Liam towering over me, pleasuring himself while commanding me to perform. “That’s it,” he groans. “Fuck him. Fuck yourself on him until you explode.”

His words spur me on. Troy’s free hand is back on my breast, squeezing and playing with my nipple, sending jolts through me. I grind my clit harder onto his fingers on each downstroke. The tension in me builds rapidly.

“Oh god, I’m close,” I gasp. My nails dig into the palms of my hands. I throw my head back, lost in pleasure.

“Do it, beautiful. I want to feel you cum on my cock.” Troy growls. His voice, strained with his own impending climax.

Liam’s fist tightens in my hair almost painfully as he sees my face contort with pleasure. “Cum, now,” he orders again, his tone rough. “Show us who owns this pussy.”

That does it. His possessive, dirty words send me careening over the edge. With a strangled scream, I cum hard around Troy’s cock. My entire body quakes as pleasure crashes through me like a tsunami. I convulse, thighs shaking, and I feel myself gush as I climax—wetness flooding around Troy’s shaft.

“Jesus, fuck!” Troy curses, as my orgasm drenches him. His hips jerk erratically, and I realize he’s holding back from cumming himself. The fact that he hasn’t exploded yet is mind-blowing.

Liam groans at the sight, pumping his cock faster as he watches me unravel again. My vision blurs as tears of overwhelming bliss leak out. I sob with ecstasy, riding out every wave as Troy continues to thrust slowly, working me through it, his fingers never leaving my oversensitive clit.

It’s almost too much; my swollen flesh throbs, my nerves on fire. I wail and collapse back against Troy, who finally relents and stops torturing my clit, wrapping his arm around my waist to hold my trembling body.

I’m a panting, boneless mess between them, utterly spent. A faint sheen of sweat covers my skin. I can feel Troy’s heart pounding against my back and his cock still hard inside me, twitching with need. Liam’s chest is heaving as well, his arousal still not sated.

Liam grabs my hair, leaning down to plant a fierce, possessive kiss on my parted lips. I moan softly into his mouth, tasting myself on his tongue as he kisses me deeply. When he pulls back, he cups my cheek.

“You did so well,” he praises in a low rumble.

Troy nuzzles the back of my neck, his hand stroking up and down my stomach soothingly. “Fucking incredible,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss just below my ear. I can hear the strain in his voice; he’s holding back his own release fiercely. “But we’re not done with you yet.”

A thrill pulses through me at that promise. Slowly, Troy lifts me off his lap; his cock slips out of me, slick with my juices. He lays me down on the bed for a moment, and my limbs feel like jelly. My chest rises and falls as I attempt to catch my breath.

Liam moves first. He unclasps the handcuffs from around my wrists, finally freeing my arms completely. The ache in my shoulders eases. He rubs my wrists gently, checking for any soreness, and kisses each red mark from the cuffs.

“You okay?” Liam asks softly, just for a moment slipping out of the rough dom role he’d been playing.

I smile up at him, utterly blissed-out. “Never better,” I whisper, and I mean it. My body is singing with pleasure. The two of them have not only used me, but they’ve also cared for my pleasure every step of the way. I’ve never felt so good.

Troy slides off the bed and kneels on the floor, tugging my leg playfully. “C’mere, gorgeous,” he says, excitement dancing in his eyes. “On your knees. We want you between us.”

My pulse quickens anew. Though I’m exhausted in the best way, I eagerly slide off the bed and onto the floor on wobbly legs. Liam joins us, standing next to Troy. They both loom over me as I kneel between them.

Two men with cocks hard and slick just for me. And the way they look at me now? Like they finally see me. Not Ethan’s little sister. Not off-limits. Just a woman, their woman, kneeling before them.

My mouth waters at the sight of them—thick, glistening, aching for me. I run my tongue along my lips, relishing the newfound freedom of my hands. They might have owned me before, but now? Now, I get to own them.

Slowly, I tilt my head back, wiping away the faint trace of a tear from my cheek, my lips curling into a lazy, sultry smile. My mascara is smudged, my hair deliciously ruined, my body covered in sweat—and judging by the way they’re looking at me, I’ve never been sexier to them.

Without waiting, I reach out with both hands. I wrap one hand around Liam’s slick, stiff cock and the other around Troy’s. They both groan in unison, and I feel a thrill of delight at being able to touch them at last. Their cocks are hot and hard under my fingers. I give a few experimental pumps, enjoying how even that slight touch makes them throb and leak.

“You look so fucking hot on your knees, stroking our cocks,” Troy says, voice thick with lust. He places a hand on my head, not forcing, just resting there like he’s readying himself for more.

Liam inhales sharply as I give him a tighter squeeze. “You like having both of us in your hands, huh?” he rasps. His dominant demeanor cracks a bit as I run my thumb over his sensitive tip.

I bite my lip and nod, maintaining eye contact with Liam as I lean forward and lick a bold stripe up Troy’s length. Then I turn and do the same to Liam, tongue swirling around his swollen head, tasting myself on him. They both curse under their breaths, their thighs tensing on either side of me.

“You taste so good,” I say, then open my mouth wide and take Liam’s cock between my lips while still pumping Troy in my fist. I bob my head, sucking Liam eagerly, my tongue licking the underside of his shaft. The moan he lets out is primal, and he tangles his fingers in my hair, guiding me deeper.

After a moment, I switch, turning to engulf Troy’s cock into my warm mouth, giving Liam a chance to be in my hand. Troy lets out a shuddering groan, his playful composure completely unraveling.

“Fuck, yes... just like that,” he gasps as I take him deep. I relax my throat, determined to give him the same treatment he gave me. With a sudden lunge, I push my head down, swallowing Troy as far as I can until my nose nearly meets his abdomen. I hold there, throat constricting around him.

“Holy—!” Troy chokes out and swiftly pulls back, not wanting to cum too soon. I giggle, a line of saliva connecting my lips to his tip as I release him for a moment. He’s grinning down at me, eyes wild. “You’re gonna make me lose it, woman.”

“That’s the idea,” I say with a wink, stroking him faster now with my slick hand while turning back to Liam.

My free hand cups Liam’s heavy balls, massaging gently as I suck him with enthusiasm. His hips jerk, clearly fighting not to thrust and gag me, but I want him to. I gaze up at him, giving a muffled moan around his girth to send vibrations through him. His jaw tightens. “You want my cum, princess? Want it on that pretty face?” he growls out, voice hitching.

I moan an eager yes around him, speeding up the glide of my lips on his shaft. My hand on Troy matches the pace, twisting and pumping his slick length. Both men are breathing hard, their muscles tensing. I can tell they’re on the brink; their cocks are twitching, veins bulging.

Troy’s hand tightens in my hair almost painfully as he steadies me. “Shit—gonna cum,” he warns, half a question, half a groan.

I quickly pull my mouth off Liam with an obscene pop and angle my face upward, still stroking them both firmly. My heart races with anticipation. This is what I want—both of them reaching their peak because of me.

“Do it,” I pant, looking from one to the other. “I want it… want your cum, please…”

That plea pushes them over the edge. Liam is first; he erupts with a deep, guttural moan, hot ropes of cum spurting from his cock onto my face. The first thick stripe lands across my cheek and lips.

The sight of Liam losing control triggers Troy immediately after—he growls my name as his cock throbs in my fist and then I feel the splatter of his hot seed joining Liam’s, painting my skin in white streaks of lust. I gasp, my own arousal reigniting at the decadent feeling of being marked by both of them.

They come undone, groaning and milking their cocks above me, each spurt of warmth landing on my flushed face, my tongue, my tits. I keep my eyes up on them, reveling in their expressions of pleasure: eyes half-closed, lips parted, muscles taut.

I continue gently stroking and milking them through the last pulses of their orgasms until they hiss with oversensitivity. Their hands cover mine to still the motion. We’re all panting, the room filled with the smell of sex and sweat.

I’m absolutely covered in them. Their combined cum is dripping down my face; a strand of it slips to the corner of my lips. Without hesitation, I dart my tongue out and lick it up, humming at the salty taste. I close my eyes and savor it slowly, deliberately swallowing. The low, exhausted groans above me tell me how hot that was for them to witness.

When I open my eyes again, Liam’s and Troy’s faces are filled with awe—and a renewed hunger despite just having come. “Fuck, that’s so hot,” Troy whispers, brushing his thumb gently over my other cheek to collect a drip of cum. He brings it to my lips, and I obediently suck his thumb clean, swirling my tongue around it. He inhales sharply, clearly already considering another round.

Liam sinks to his knees beside me and uses his finger to gather the remaining mess from my face and chest. He offers it to me and I lick his finger greedily, moaning at the decadent act. Liam’s eyes darken as he watches me.

“Such a perfect little cum slut, aren’t you?” he murmurs with a spent chuckle, but there’s affection in his voice as he says it.

Spent and deeply satisfied, I giggle softly and collapse back onto my heels, wiping the last of the moisture from my face. My body is deliciously sore, every muscle loose and sated.


Chapter Six: Clean Get Away

The afterglow envelops me, heavy and warm, like a soft, silken haze. My body feels spent, yet my mind is still racing, replaying every touch, every naughty word, every moment that brought me to this point.

Troy smirks down at me before grabbing a towel from the side table. "You look like you just got thoroughly fucked."

I roll my eyes, but the lazy smile creeping onto my lips gives me away. "Gee, I wonder why."

He chuckles, crouching next to me as he gently wipes my face. "Can’t have you leaving here looking like you’ve been completely ruined," he says, dragging the towel over my chin and cheeks, his thumb delicately smoothing away the smudged mascara under my eyes. "Even though you totally have."

I swat at him weakly. "You're so helpful."

"I try," he says, the teasing edge never leaving his voice.

Liam steps away throwing on cloths, running a hand through his disheveled hair. "I need to figure out how we’re getting out of here without Ethan spotting us."

He doesn’t wait for a response. In one smooth motion, he strides over to the door, cracking it open just enough to peek into the dimly lit hallway. A few seconds tick by, his shoulders tense as he scans the space outside. Then, without saying a word, he slips out, the door clicking shut behind him, leaving me alone with Troy.

That sobers me a little. As much as I’ve been wrapped up in the heat of the moment, Ethan is still here somewhere. The thought of him seeing me like this—walking out of this club, after everything—sends a chill down my spine. If he found out, there would be hell to pay.

Troy finishes dabbing at my skin before tossing the towel aside. "Think you can stand?"

I stretch languidly, my muscles aching in a way that makes me bite my lip. "Not without help."

Troy smirks. "That’s what I like to hear."

Before I can protest, he scoops me up effortlessly, holding me against his chest for a lingering moment, his fingers gripping my thighs just a bit tighter than necessary. "You’re lighter than I expected," Troy murmurs, grinning as he sets me down slowly, deliberately. "Or maybe I’m just that strong."

I roll my eyes, but the flush in my cheeks betrays me. "Oh please, don’t let this inflate your ego any more than it already is."

Troy chuckles, his hand steadying me at my waist. "Too late for that, sweetheart."

We both start to get dressed, and after a few more moments, the door clicks open, and Liam steps back inside.

Liam exhales, but there’s a glimmer of amusement in his eyes. "We don’t have to worry about Ethan."

I raise a brow. "And why’s that?"

Liam’s lips curl into a smirk. "Because he’s preoccupied. With what looks to be your friend, Sienna."

I blink in surprise, then burst into laughter—a genuine, hearty laugh that has Troy joining in. "Oh, that’s perfect. So, if Ethan ever does find out about this, I can just remind him he had his own little fun."

"Exactly," Troy agrees, throwing an arm around my shoulders. "Mutually assured destruction."

Liam shakes his head, but he’s smiling now, just slightly. "Still, that conversation is going to happen eventually."

I frown, glancing between them. "Why? This was just... a one-time thing. Right?"

Troy grins, but there’s something serious beneath it now, something decided. "Not if we have anything to say about it."

Liam steps closer, his fingers lightly tracing down my arm. "We’re not finished with you. Not by a long shot."

My breath hitches, a thrill coursing through me that’s all about excitement, not nerves. I hadn’t anticipated this—didn’t think this night would lead to anything more than a tangled web of pleasure and secrecy.

But  I don’t want it to be over either.

Liam gestures toward the door. "Now let’s get out of here before we somehow screw this up."

We slip out of the room, navigating through the dim hallways, past the indulgence of Club Temptation. My heart pounds a little faster as we near the exit, but Ethan never appears.

Somehow, against all odds, we made it out clean.

For now.


Wicked Invitation


Chapter One: Tempting Words

Friday.

Finally, the week was finally over.

It felt like it dragged on forever, leaving me craving a little indulgence.

As I stepped into the library, book in hand, I inhaled the comforting scent of old pages mixed with a hint of citrus from the cleaning supplies. A smile crept onto my face as I adjusted my grip on the novel, its cover barely hiding the kind of story that made my heart race.

A dark, depraved mafia romance. It had a male lead who didn’t ask permission so much as demand surrender. A man who played with consent the way a composer toyed with notes—artfully, deliberately, with the kind of confidence that made my skin prickle and my thighs press together. One that was over too soon. The kind of book I devoured in a fever and now I was in need of another.

Most folks wouldn’t think of the local library as a treasure trove of scandalous reads, but I knew better. The librarians were in on the secret, intentionally filling the shelves with books that were far too explicit—because they understood it drew people in. They turned a blind eye to the pearl-clutchers, the ones who might complain but never actually did. Ironically, those were the very people I often spotted lingering in the romance section, flipping through the very books they pretended to disdain.

But for me, it wasn’t just the steamy stories that lured me here. No, my real obsession was the man behind the front desk, enigmatic and unreadable, the living embodiment of every naughty fantasy that kept me awake at night.

Julian.

Tall, broad-shouldered, always composed.

A man who lived in quiet authority, who handled books with the same reverence I always imagined he’d handle a woman. Deliberate, precise, and in complete controlled. His dark hair was always perfectly styled, thick-rimmed glasses perched on the sharp bridge of his nose. And that voice...God help me. It was the kind of voice that didn’t just speak.

It commanded. Smooth, rich, like dark chocolate melting over a sin.

I want to ruin him.

Or did I want him to ruin me?

The thought curled something hot and wicked between my legs. I knew the answer, really. Knew it in the way my stomach tightened every time he so much as looked my way. Knew it in the way my body ached to see what lay beneath all that crisp, buttoned-up shirt.

Julian made my little heart race with the dirtiest kinds of thoughts. And I was shamelessly obsessed.

I was a sucker for big, strong daddies who knew how to fuck a woman right—the kind of men I read about in books. And Julian fit the bill perfectly. Stern and unreadable, but with that smoldering intensity that made me wonder just how much filth he was hiding behind those glasses.

But the worst part? He was completely indifferent to me. Every half-hearted attempt at flirting, every lingering touch when I handed him a book, every sultry smile I flashed his way—he dodged them all with maddening ease.

Maybe if I had the nerve to actually ask him out, I’d at least get a yes or a no. But I never did. So here I was, stuck inserting his face into every fantasy man I devoured between the pages, touching myself to the memory of his voice sending shivers down my spine.

Pathetic? Probably.

Did that stop me? Not a damn bit.

Today was no different.

A woman ahead of me asked him something about finding a reference book, and my stomach tightened as I watched him answer. Calm, patient, so professional. I wanted to reach out, to step closer, force him to look at me with something other than polite indifference.

When she walked away, it was my turn. Finally.

I slid the book across the counter, fingers brushing against the edge of the cover. Julian’s fingers barely grazed mine as he pulled it toward him, gaze flicking to mine.  A small line was already forming behind me, which meant I wouldn’t get to linger as long as I wanted.

“You finished this one quickly,” he observed, his voice smooth like dark chocolate.

A warm, smoldering heat spread through me at the sound. I longed for more time, just to let that voice wash over me. “Couldn’t put it down.”

His eyes dropped to the title, scanning the words as if he could somehow soak in the dirty story. Bound by Sin.

His fingers tapped once, deliberate. “You do have a preference, don’t you?”

My heart jumped. You have no idea.

“You know,” he continued, eyes lifting to meet mine, “you can check out more than one book at a time. That way, you wouldn’t have to come back so often.”

I swallowed, hard. But then I wouldn’t see you.

Tilting my head, I let a smile play on my lips. “And miss my weekly excuse to hang out at your desk? No way.”

This time, I caught it—a flicker of a smile, just barely hidden. But before I could bask in that moment, it vanished, replaced by his usual calm professionalism.

“Of course.” He waved toward the shelves behind me. “Go ahead, then. I’ll be right here when you’ve picked your next victim.”

That was the real issue. He was always here. Always just out of reach, just beyond the line I so desperately wanted to cross.

I stepped into the romance section, pretending to browse when all I could think about was him. Julian, standing at his desk, perfect and composed, utterly oblivious to the filthy thoughts swirling in my head.

A group of teenagers laughed loudly near the entrance, their voices echoing through the open space. Julian barely looked up as he straightened, his voice cutting through the noise.

“Lower your voices.”

Not a yell. Not even a snap. Just a simple, deep, unyielding order.

The teens immediately quieted down, mumbling apologies as they slipped away.

And me—

I barely bit back a whimper.

My breath hitched. If he ever used that voice on me, I’d drop to my knees in an instant.

I squeezed my thighs together, fingers itching for something solid to grip. I trailed my fingers along the spines of the books, picking one up at random, pretending to be interested in the words on the back cover when, really, I was thinking about him.

I imagined sliding my hands over something far more enticing. Julian’s crisp button-down, the firm muscle beneath. His belt, undoing it slowly, teasing the buckle free. His jaw, tilting his head down just enough for me to feel his breath against my lips.

I needed help. Or maybe I just needed him.

What would he do if I leaned in too close? If I whispered something daring, just to see if I could make him crack? Would he finally give me that slow smirk I was dying to see? Would he step back, ever the professional? Or would he finally touch me, just once, the way I ached to be touched?

God, I was hopeless.

I settled into one of the nearby armchairs, a book resting in my lap, but I didn’t read a single word. My eyes kept drifting back to him.

He moved like everything he did was calculated, precise. The way he flipped through returns, adjusted the stack beside him, and pushed his glasses back up when they slipped just a bit down his nose. Absolute eye candy.

When he glanced in my direction, I quickly dropped my gaze, feigning interest in the book. Another dark, twisted romance. Fitting. Why did he have to be so composed? So steady? It made me want to do something reckless just to see if I could break him.

One of the library assistants strolled over to the desk, handing him a stack of freshly returned books. Julian barely gave them a second glance before efficiently scanning through the titles, his long fingers gliding over the spines. I watched as he worked, as he adjusted his glasses yet again, as his jaw ticked in quiet thought.

A woman in front of me giggled to her friend. “I think I have a crush on the librarian.”

I stiffened.

Her friend whispered something back, and the woman laughed. “I don’t even need help finding anything, I just keep asking him random questions. Just to hear him talk.”

A sharp, irrational pang twisted in my chest. It was silly, really. It’s not like I had any claim to him. But still, I felt this possessive urge that I knew I shouldn’t. Shaking off the feeling, I pushed myself to my feet and headed back to the counter, book in hand. He reached for it, but instead of scanning it, he placed another book on top.

“The next in your series just got returned.” He tapped the cover. Corrupted Innocents.

The title alone sent a jolt through me.

“I think you’ll enjoy this one,” he murmured, smirking just enough to send a slow, deliberate heat spiraling through me.

His gaze lingered just a moment too long. It was the kind of look that made my stomach twist and my breath hitch. How did he know if I would like it? Had he read it? This scandalous, sinful book.

And if he had—

Did he like it?

I swallowed hard, fingers brushing against the spine, but Julian gave nothing away. I wanted to ask. I should have asked. But the moment slipped through my fingers, and I let it.

Instead, he simply slid the book toward me. “Would you like to check it out?”

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. Because in that moment, the only thing I wanted…

Was him.


Chapter Two: A Novel Invitation

The first thing I did when I got home was crack open a beer.

I needed it. Between Julian’s voice in my head and the ache simmering just beneath my skin, I needed the bite of alcohol to steady myself. Did he know just how dirty my thoughts were about him? Was he even interested? Or was I just another patron, another passing face he barely registered?

I kicked off my shoes, tossed my bag by the door, and wandered into the living room. The soft light from my reading lamp created long shadows over the cozy chaos of my studio apartment—half-drunk coffee mugs, a blanket casually draped over the couch, and a cat bed in the corner where Cheeto, my plump and lazy tabby, was curled up. He opened one eye as I walked by, and just as I was about to sit down, he sprang up, claiming my chair before I could even settle in.

"Seriously, Cheeto? Move your ass."

He flicked his tail in response. Little shit.

With a sigh, I nudged him aside just enough to reclaim my seat, then reached for my favorite battery powered boyfriend from the side table. You know, just in case. It had been a long week, and if Julian wasn’t going to fuck me senseless, then I’d have to take matters into my own hands.

I pulled the new book from my bag. Corrupted Innocents. The latest in a series I had been devouring for weeks. If Julian thought I’d enjoy it, then I damn well would.

I traced a fingertip over the back cover, reading the blurb before even cracking it open. A story about the sister of the last book’s male lead—young, reckless, and desperate to be ruined. And the man who should never touch her—her off-limits bodyguard, tasked with protecting her from the world… and from himself.

Just my poison. Yep, this was exactly what I needed.

I sank deeper into my chair, took a slow sip from the bottle, and opened the book, already bracing myself for the slow, dark unraveling of another forbidden romance. The weight of the day, along with my restless thoughts, pressed down on me. I craved a distraction, something to pull me under.

That’s when it happened.

A slip of black fell from between the pages, fluttering onto my lap. Thick paper, smooth to the touch. An envelope.

The words "You are invited" were elegantly scrawled across the front in gold script.

I stared at it for what felt like an eternity, my breath catching in my throat.

I turned it over in my hands, heart hammering.

Was it meant for me? Or was it just left behind?

A shiver ran down my spine. My name wasn’t on it, just those three simple words, yet it felt oddly personal. Like a challenge. Who had tucked it into my book? Had the previous reader slipped it between the pages and forgotten it? Or... had Julian done it?

The thought sent a slow, wicked thrill coursing through me.

Would he do something like this? Would he be the type to leave an invitation, subtle and unspoken, like a quiet dare? He was always so composed, so unreadable, so untouchable. But what if, just once, he wanted to see if I’d take the bait?

Or had I just been reading too many books?

I let out a sharp breath, shaking my head. Don’t be ridiculous. It was probably nothing. Just a misplaced note, a forgotten invitation. I could easily toss it aside, pretend I never even saw it.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I slid my finger under the flap, carefully breaking the seal, and pulled out the thick cardstock inside.

The words shimmered in the dim light:

You are cordially invited to Club Temptation for an exclusive evening of decadence and desire. With this invitation, your cover charge has been waived—all that remains is for you to present yourself. Surrender to temptation. A world of pleasure awaits.

I swallowed hard, pulse thudding in my ears.

Tomorrow night.

My fingers tightened around the card as I took in the rest of the invitation. Underneath the fancy lettering was an address—straightforward and direct, with no extra details. Just a location and a tantalizing promise: Pleasure awaits those who dare.

A secret club.

A place where desires weren’t just acknowledged but fully explored and indulged.

My mind raced, conjuring up images so provocative they sent a thrill through me.

What kind of pleasures? Would I step inside and find bodies entwined in dimly lit corners, hands wandering, mouths claiming? Would velvet curtains conceal hidden rooms where whispered promises became decadent sins? Was it elegant, sophisticated—masked guests sipping expensive champagne as they exchanged partners? Or was it something darker, something raw, where control shifted and surrender wasn’t just expected but required?

Fuck, I could feel myself getting wet between the thighs just at the thought.

Had Julian put this here? If he had, it meant he knew. It meant he saw me, truly saw me. That he wanted me there.

But if he hadn’t—if this was just some coincidence—then what? Did I go anyway, stepping blindly into a world I didn’t belong to? Did I risk the humiliation, the sheer insanity of it all, just because a small, wicked part of me wanted to believe this invitation was meant for me?

I licked my lips, gripping the invitation tighter.

If I went, would I find Julian there? Would he be waiting in the shadows, watching to see if I had the nerve to walk inside? Would I finally see him unleashed—commanding, taking, revealing the side of him I had always suspected lurked beneath his carefully curated restraint? Or would I be alone, surrounded by strangers who knew exactly what they wanted while I teetered on the edge of discovery?

God, I was overthinking. But how could I not? This was a world I only read about.

I set the invitation on the coffee table and grabbed my phone. My fingers hesitated over the keyboard before I finally typed: Club Temptation.

The results were... underwhelming.

No official website. No social media. Just a handful of vague forum discussions and cryptic reviews from anonymous users.

“If you have to ask, it’s not for you.”

“Just go. Don’t second-guess it.”

“Best decision I ever made.”

That was it. No menu of services, no explanations, no details. Just whispers and half-truths, the kind of thing that only made my curiosity burn hotter.

I chewed on the inside of my cheek, scrolling further, trying different keywords. There were no reports of anything shady. No horror stories. Just a lingering air of mystery, of exclusivity.

And desire.

A few anonymous posts hinted at things left unsaid. "You’ll never be the same after." "Your darkest fantasies, waiting to be unlocked." "I was scared, but I shouldn’t have been."

My breath hitched, hands tightening around my phone.

I leaned back on the couch, dragging my fingers across the embossed lettering of the invitation once more.

It was reckless. It was insane.

And yet, the idea of staying home, of pretending this never happened, left a sharp, hollow ache inside me.

I already knew.

I was going.


Chapter Three: Restricted Section

The moment I stepped out of the car, it felt like I had walked right into one of my favorite romance novels. It was surreal—like reality had faded away, and I had somehow slipped off the page and into a scene meant for someone bolder, someone more adventurous. The air felt different, thick with anticipation, tingling against my skin as if the very atmosphere knew I was on the brink of something life-changing.

Was I really doing this?

I’d fantasized about places like this, read about them in books where heroines stumbled into pleasure and submission like it was their destiny. But this wasn’t fiction. This was me, standing here, about to walk into a place where people abandoned inhibitions at the door.

This wasn’t just another night out—this was a turning point, a moment hanging between fantasy and reality. And I wasn’t quite sure which side I belonged to anymore.

I took a deep breath. One step. Then another. There was no way I was turning back now.

Club Temptation stood before me, tucked between a fancy hotel and a warehouse, discreet yet alluring, a secret shared among those who dared. A sleek, unpretentious building with dark-tinted windows and a neon sign glowing sin-red against the night. It wasn’t just a club—it was a promise. A gateway to indulgence, to surrender.

And I was about to step through it.

The line outside was evidence of the kind of place this was—exclusive, decadent, dangerous in the best way. Men in sharp suits, women in dresses that clung to their bodies like a second skin. Lips painted and eyes filled with intent. They weren’t here to sip overpriced cocktails and make small talk. They were here to take or to be taken.

I glanced down at myself—ass-hugging jeans, a halter top that dipped just enough to tease, and my favorite worn jean jacket. Even with the crisp night air, I could feel a slow heat rising beneath my skin, a mix of excitement and nerves. I had thought about wearing something more revealing, but the idea of stepping in half-dressed made my stomach flutter with anxiety. Besides, some men appreciated the slow undressing, the peeling off the layers to see what's underneath. With the way some of the guys in line were eyeing the women like they were a feast, I doubted I’d stay fully clothed for long once I got inside.

The thought sent a delicious shiver down my spine.

I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening around the black envelope I held. My invitation. It was proof that I belonged here, even if I wasn’t entirely convinced of it myself.

A deep breath. A single step forward.

The bouncer’s gaze flicked over me, assessing, before holding out his hand.

I placed the envelope in his palm, and he flipped it over, scanning the embossed lettering before nodding. “ID.”

Fumbling, I dug into my pocket and handed it to him. He checked it, returned it, then reached for the door handle.

“Welcome to Club Temptation.”

The door swung open, and I stepped inside.

Heat. Music. Lust.

The moment I crossed the threshold, it hit me like a tidal wave. A slow, pulsing bass that coiled around me, vibrating through my bones. The scent of expensive liquor, warm bodies, and something deeper—sex, temptation, indulgence. It was intoxicating.

A woman in a form-fitting black dress approached, her heels clicking against the polished floor, a sultry smile already in place. She was effortlessly poised, exuding the kind of confidence that came from knowing she belonged in a place like this.

"Good evening, gorgeous," she purred, eyes flicking over me with quiet amusement. "Would you like to store your coat? It can get a bit hot in here."

I hesitated, my fingers tightening around my jean jacket. It felt like giving up my last line of defense, but I forced myself to nod, shrugging it off and handing it to her.

With practiced grace, she took it, her manicured fingers brushing against mine as she leaned in just a bit closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Relax, darling. No one here bites—" she paused, a slow smirk playing on her lips "—unless, of course, you’re hoping they will."

A shiver licked up my spine, heat pooling low in my stomach. I swallowed hard, nodding again. She stepped aside, unveiling Club Temptation.

Dark wood, rich red velvet, and dim lighting transformed every glance and movement into something deeply intimate. Shadows lingered in the corners, both hiding and revealing, teasing the senses.

On the dance floor, bodies moved in ways that had nothing to do with dancing. Couples, threesomes—some merely grinding, others using the music as an excuse to explore. In a dim corner, a woman lounged in a plush chair, her head thrown back in ecstasy as a man knelt between her thighs, his mouth feasting on her while another man whispered sweet nothings against her throat.

I let out a sharp breath, my thighs instinctively pressing together.

This wasn’t just a game. This was the real deal.

And I had just stepped right into it.

A waitress passed by carrying a tray of drinks, her outfit sheer enough to be meaningless. At the bar, a woman perched on a man’s lap, his hands gripping her bare thighs with a possessive touch. Every movement, every caress in this place felt intentional. Every glance was a silent invitation.

I decide the bar was the safest place to start. And I was desperate for something to steady me, but before I could take a step, a man appeared in my path.

He was good looking, well-dressed, but there was something predatory in the way his gaze raked over me. A man who saw what he wanted and took.

"New here, aren’t you?" His voice was smooth, almost rehearsed. "I’d definitely remember a face like yours."

My pulse kicked up, a different kind of unease threading through me. What had I gotten myself into.

I forced a polite smile. "I’m meeting someone."

His smirk widened. "Oh really? How about I keep you company while you wait?"

He stepped closer, the scent of too much cologne enveloped me. He wasn’t touching me. Not yet. But his intent was clear. He was looking to play, testing the waters to see how far he could push me.

"No, that's okay. I don’t want to waste your time," I said lightly, hoping he’d take the hint.

Instead, his grabbed my wrist, gently tugging me to the bar. "Just one drink. It’s only polite."

My breath caught, my heart racing against my ribs. This was the kind of guy who didn’t take no for an answer. Who saw hesitation as an invitation. I knew I would have to stop him before this turned into something I didn’t want.

But, Before I could respond, a voice sliced through the moment—low, dark, lethal.

"She’s already taken."

The words weren’t loud, but they didn’t need to be. They sliced through the music, cutting through the haze in the air, and struck right at my core. The man in front of me stiffened slightly, his jaw ticking as he turned his head toward the source of the interruption. I followed his gaze and felt the air leave my lungs.

Julian

He stood just a few feet away. Poised and ready to take control of the situation.

His sleeves were rolled up, exposing his forearms, veins visible beneath taut skin. He wasn’t in his usual crisp button-down and slacks—he had shed the tie, the formal stiffness. He looked… relaxed.

Relaxed, but in control.

His gaze was locked on me, heavy and possessive. Claiming.

I swallowed, my heart slamming against my ribs.

The man in front of me exhaled, giving me a lingering glance before stepping back. “Didn’t realize she was taken.”

Julian didn’t respond. He didn’t have to. His mere presence was enough to make the other man think twice. Enough to leave me breathless.

He stepped forward, closing the distance between us. My body reacted before my mind could catch up, heat licking down my spine, pooling low between my thighs. It wasn’t just the way he positioned himself—it was the way he touched me.

His hand settled on my lower back.

Firm. Unyielding. Claiming.

A bolt of heat shot through me, sharp and undeniable. This was the first time he touched me like this.

“I knew you'd come.” His voice was quiet, but filled with certainty. His eyes, shadowed with something I hadn’t seen before. Possessive.

A slow, delicious shiver coursed through me. He was the one who had sent the invite. He had asked me to come and then waited here, hoping I would show up. I took him in. The cool, composed professional I was used to had vanished, replaced by a man whose hand now rested heavily on my waist, and he looked like a man ready to take.

“You invited me?” I breathed, still trying to wrap my head around it.

His smirk deepened. “Of course I did.”

I found myself stepping closer, unable to resist. His fingers danced up my spine, teasing the bare skin between my halter top and jeans.

“I’ve read every book you’ve checked out.” His voice was a slow, sinful drawl.

My stomach flipped. “You did?”

He leaned in, his lips grazing just beside my ear. “Every filthy, desperate little story you brought up to me.”

A soft whimper escaped my lips.

He chuckled, a dark, knowing sound. “Did you really think I wouldn’t notice? That I wouldn’t see how you devour those naughty little fantasies?”

My face burned, but the knots in my stomach had nothing to do with embarrassment. He knew. He had always known.

“Did you like them?” I asked, my voice softer now, tinged with curiosity.

Julian’s fingers slid beneath my chin, tilting my face up until I was forced to meet his gaze. His thumb brushed against my lower lip, slow and teasing.

“Like them?” His voice dropped. “Darling, I invited you here to recreate them.”

Fuck.  Leave it to a bookworm to be this romantic and this dirty. There was no doubt in my mind that he had read those books.

My fingers curled against his shirt. “Then why…” I hesitated. “Why didn’t you ever flirt back? Or act interested? You always made me feel like you didn’t care.”

His eyes had a glint of wickedness, something unapologetic. His knuckles brushing the delicate curve of my jaw, light yet purposeful. “I prefer to keep work and pleasure apart. And honestly, you were so adorable every time you walked away frustrated, thinking I hadn’t noticed you trying to catch my eye.”

A sharp breath escaped me. “You—”

He chuckled, the sound low and indulgent, like he was savoring my reaction. The back of his fingers trailed down my neck, feather-light but cruel with promise.

“Oh, darling,” he whispered, “You have no idea how much I enjoyed watching you squirm.”

Heat pooled low in my stomach, my thighs pressing together on instinct. My entire body felt like it was buzzing, hyper-aware of his touch, his scent, the raw power he exuded with nothing more than a whisper.

“Now,” he drawled, voice smooth and lethal, “are you ready to turn those filthy little fantasies into reality?”

I swallowed, pulse pounding. “I—” I blew out a shaky breath. “I still can’t believe this. You could’ve just asked me out like a normal person. This is… a bold first date.”

He smirked, the corners of his mouth curling like he knew something I didn’t.

“Darling, if you wanted a simple little date, you would have asked me. But you didn’t.” His fingers traced a slow, tantalizing path down my throat. “So why don’t you admit it? You didn’t want dinner and polite conversation. You wanted to be here. With me. Like this.”

Heat flared beneath my skin, my breath coming quicker. “Alright, fine,” I admitted, my voice softer, trembling slightly. “It’s what I wanted.”

His eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “Good girl.”

His thumb brushed over my chin one last time before he stepped back just enough to give me space—space I didn’t even want.

“Now,” he said, voice turned to steel wrapped in silk. “I’m going to ask you one more time.”

His fingers skimmed down my arm, igniting every nerve in their path.

“Do you want to make those fantasies come true?”

A delicious, aching pause.

“Yes.” The word spilled from my lips before I could think to hold it back.

Julian smirked, his grip tightening around my wrist just enough to make my stomach flutter.

“Come with me.”

It wasn’t a request.


Chapter Four: Spicy Literature

Julian guided me deeper into the club, his grip firm on my wrist as he maneuvered past the dance floor and lounge. The pounding bass, the chatter of voices, the occasional burst of laughter—all of it faded, drowned beneath the thrumming heat curling through me at his touch.

The energy shifted as we left the vibrant crowd behind, stepping into a dimly lit hallway where shadows stretched long against walls draped in silk curtains. Doors lined the passage, some closed, others cracked just enough to reveal glimpses of sin in motion. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, sultry whispers and quiet moans teasing my senses as we moved past rooms painted in deep, suggestive shades—red, blue, purple. Each color a silent promise, a different flavor of indulgence.

A woman knelt between a man’s thighs, her lips wrapped around his cock, her hands bound behind her back as another man held her hair, guiding her movements. A few feet away, a couple tangled together on a low couch, mouths pressed together, their hands roaming freely as if the rest of the world didn’t exist. Every shadow, every movement ignited something inside me, something raw and restless.

Julian didn’t pause. He knew exactly where he was taking me.

We stopped before a Red Room, the deep hue glowing under the soft flicker of sconces mounted along the walls. Without hesitation, he led me inside.

Three sprawling beds filled the space, and every one of them was chaos in motion. Bodies tangled in sheets and limbs, thrusting, grinding, moaning—some slow and sensual, others wild and filthy. One woman rode her partner like she was trying to break him, her nails dragging red down his chest. Another man had his lover pinned, rutting into her so hard the headboard slammed the wall in time with the beat of his hips.

The air pulsed with sex—sweat, perfume, slick skin, and something hungrier. Desperate. Every breath I took felt saturated with heat. The sounds were filthy—slapping flesh, breathless cries, the obscene, unmistakable rhythm of someone being fucked so hard the bed shook. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and nothing about it felt distant. The beat of the music outside was barely a whisper compared to the thundering pulse of raw, primal lust in this room.

On the nearest bed, a woman lay open and bound, wrists tethered to the headboard with strips of red silk. Her back arched as a man buried his face between her thighs, tongue relentless, devouring her like a man starved. Her cries were muffled but sharp, the sound of her pleasure weaving with the low, primal growl vibrating from his chest. But her eyes—her eyes weren’t on him.

They were locked on us.

Watching. Reveling in it. Letting herself be seen. There was power in it—the performance, the vulnerability, the ownership of her pleasure.

I sucked in a ragged breath. My heart was hammering. My thighs clenched tight, already aching. Fuck. This wasn’t just fantasy anymore—this was happening. Real and filthy and so close I could taste it.

Julian stepped in behind me, his heat bleeding into my skin. His cock was hard, unmistakably pressed against the curve of my ass like a brand. My breath caught. I didn’t move. Couldn’t. Every nerve in my body stretched taut, straining toward the next impossible second.

I couldn’t look away.

The glisten of sweat. The raw, hungry sounds. The messy, unfiltered beauty of it. A woman arched on the center bed, her whole body quivering as the man between her thighs devoured her like his life depended on it. Her moans rose, swallowed by his mouth, lost in the frantic slap of skin and sin.

Julian’s voice slipped into my ear, velvet-drenched and dark. “Tell me,” he murmured, fingers flexing at my waist. “Is this what you’ve been craving?”

I swallowed hard, dragging in a shaky breath as I let my gaze drift over the room. Some people stood frozen, eyes glued to the scene playing out before them, their hands twitching with need, fingers tracing slow paths along their own bodies. Others were bolder—a woman with her hand deep beneath her dress, lip caught between her teeth as she worked herself with quiet desperation; a man in the corner stroking his cock like he didn’t care who saw, hypnotized by the live sex happening just feet away.

The air was suffocating in the best way—heavy with sex, tension, and unspoken permission. I turned toward Julian, mouth parting, but whatever words I meant to say died in my throat.

"Julian... I—"

The sound barely escaped, drowned by the pounding pulse between my legs. He leaned in, lips brushing just beneath my ear like a brand, voice low and silken.

"Just watch, darling," he murmured.

His arm tightened around my waist, grounding me, claiming me. I was exactly where he wanted me. Where I wanted to be.

"Take it all in," he said again, softer now—velvet-wrapped and edged with command.

A shiver rolled down my spine, my whole-body humming. I turned back to the scenes, breath shaky, my thighs pressed tight, my mind a blur of lust and anticipation.

One thought pounding through me like a heartbeat—

What the fuck comes next?

The woman climbed onto all fours, swaying her hips like she wanted to be taken. Her partner didn’t hesitate—he grabbed her, lined up, and slammed into her in one ruthless, hungry thrust. Her cry tore through the room, sharp and wrecked, and every damn person watching leaned in like they needed it too.

My mouth went dry. My thighs pressed together.

His movements were brutal and beautiful, each thrust deep and claiming, hips slapping hers in that filthy, perfect rhythm I knew too well from the books I devoured—and the nights I fucked myself imagining them.

I was wet. Like embarrassingly soaked. The kind of turned on that made your whole body feel too hot. The air reeked of sex—slick skin, moans, that raw scent that hit you right in the chest and made your core throb. My head spun. This wasn’t just primal—it was pure, feral worship, and I couldn’t look away.

Julian’s voice was a dark whisper against my ear. “Does it excite you?”

The words curled around my spine, teasing the truth from my lips before I could stop it. I hesitated, my throat tight with unspoken arousal.

Julian pressed closer, his voice softer now, darker. “Watching them like this… does it make you wet?”

A rush of heat burned through me. Not embarrassment—something far deeper. More dangerous. I sucked in a sharp breath, overwhelmed by the sheer boldness of the question, by the fact that Julian—calm, collected Julian—had just said that.

“J-Julian—” I gasped, my voice barely more than a breath. Was it a protest? A plea? Even I didn’t know. The heat curling inside me made it impossible to think straight, every nerve in my body strung tight as his hand skimmed down my waist, slow, deliberate. Teasing. Testing.

His fingertips ghosted over the curve of my hip, thumb tracing the snug line of my jeans. A flicker of realization shot through my hazy arousal, a single second of clarity—I knew what he was about to do.

He wouldn’t—

But he did.

A sharp inhale caught in my throat as his hand dipped beneath the waistband of my jeans, fingers slipping past fabric, past hesitation. A jolt of electricity shot through me, the sensation so sharp, so sudden, I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

Julian’s other arm remained wrapped around me, holding me firm against him. To anyone watching, we looked like any other couple—entwined, whispering intimately, caught in the spell of the scene before us. But beneath the surface, beneath my clothes, his hand moved lower, heat bleeding from his fingertips into my skin, urging my legs apart with unspoken command.

He didn’t need words. His touch said everything.

And fuck—I didn't want to stop him.

My breath hitched. "Here?" I whispered, barely able to force the word past my lips. My eyes darted around, scanning the room, searching for any sign that someone might be watching. But the world beyond Julian’s touch was oblivious—lost in their own pleasure, their own indulgences.

And still, the idea of him touching me like this, right here, with so many people around... fuck. It made my pulse race, made my thighs clench, made the ache inside me spread like wildfire.

Julian chuckled, low and sinful, his breath a wicked tease against my skin. "No one's paying attention to anything but the show," he murmured, voice like dark silk wrapping around me. Then, his teeth grazed my earlobe, sharp enough to make me gasp. "And even if they did..." His lips curled into a smirk against my skin. "They’d only see how fucking gorgeous you are when you're turned on."

A broken whimper escaped me, my knees nearly buckling. Julian—always so professional—was talking to me like this? It made my head spin, made my body burn. Made me fucking desperate.

Before I could catch my breath, before I could even think of a response, his fingers slid between my slick folds.

I bit down hard on my lip, fighting the moan clawing up my throat. His fingers moved with purpose, sliding through the mess he’d made of me, teasing, coaxing, knowing. There was no hiding how soaked I was. He could feel it, could hear it in the slick sounds of his fingers working me open.

A low, sinful groan rumbled from Julian’s chest, his breath warm against my skin. "Fuck," he murmured, his voice rough with approval. "You're dripping. Tell me, is that for me… or for them?" His fingers traced slow, devastating circles over my clit, each one more tortuous than the last.

A sharp jolt of pleasure shot through me, so intense my fingers flew to his forearm, nails digging into his skin. My body betrayed me, hips shifting instinctively, chasing more.

Julian’s lips grazed the side of my neck, his voice a quiet demand against my skin. "That’s it," he soothed, his words almost swallowed by the pulse of the room. His fingers flicked again, smooth, deliberate, making my breath hitch. Merciless. Masterful.

I wanted to tell him this was insane, that he was insane for doing this to me in public. That if I had any common sense left, I would stop him.

But all that left my lips was a trembling breath, my body arching against his hand, my thighs parting wider, welcoming more of his wicked touch. I wasn’t stopping him. I couldn’t.

My head lolled back against Julian’s shoulder, my vision hazy, my pulse hammering as I watched the scene before me. The woman was unraveling—her lover’s hand gripping her breast, the other working between her legs with merciless precision as he drove his cock into her. Her cries were raw, desperate, on the verge of breaking. She was going to come. Right here, in front of all of us.

The thought alone sent a rush of molten heat tearing through my body, lighting every fucking nerve on fire. Around us, the audience was locked in—hungry, breathless, watching that poor girl on the edge of her orgasm like it was their own. That kind of anticipation was contagious. Dangerous.

And then Julian’s fingers moved lower. Bringing my full attention back to him.

A sharp inhale punched out of me when he slid one long, skilled finger into my dripping cunt. Fuck. My hand flew up, slapping over my mouth to muffle the moan clawing its way out. I couldn’t stop my thighs from trembling.

But he wasn’t done.

Another finger joined the first, and he worked them both deep, curling them just right, moving in a rhythm that matched the man on the bed. Every wet, slick sound of my pussy sucking him in made my cheeks burn, but no one could hear it over the chorus of moans and fucking. And God, that only made it hotter.

Julian didn’t ease up—he fucked me with his fingers like he owned me, and my body betrayed me completely, already on the verge of shattering.

“God, you’re tight,” Julian growled, his voice thick with hunger. His breath was hot against my ear, his body a furnace against my back.

“Imagine if it were my cock instead,” he breathed, the filth of it sinking into my skin, into my bones. Oh, fuck. My walls clenched hard around his fingers, my body begging for exactly that.

I could feel him against me, hard and thick, pressing into my lower back, his need obvious even through the fabric separating us. My own hips shifted, rocking into his touch, chasing more, always more.

I swallowed down a whimper, barely managing to whisper, “Julian… we—we shouldn’t…” But I didn’t even know what I meant. We shouldn’t be doing this here? Or we shouldn’t stop at all?

In response, Julian drove his fingers deeper, curling them with wicked precision until the pressure inside me snapped. Pleasure detonated behind my eyes—blinding, raw, a white-hot explosion that started in my core and ripped through every inch of me. My body seized, legs trembling violently, back arching into his chest as the orgasm dragged me under. I clawed at his arm, gasping, whining, helpless to stop the wave crashing over me. My thighs shook, my cunt clenched around his fingers.

He chuckled—low, dark, utterly pleased with himself. "There it is," he murmured, his voice laced with sinful satisfaction. "So, fucking responsive."

Even though I had just come—hard—he didn’t fucking stop. Didn’t even slow down. His fingers kept working that brutal, perfect spot inside me, dragging the oversensitive nerves back to the edge until my legs were shaking and I couldn’t remember how to breathe. My body was a live wire—desperate, soaked, completely at his mercy.

“You don’t have to keep quiet,” he purred against my ear, his voice a velvet-draped threat that made my cunt clench all over again. “I’d love to hear you fucking lose it for me.”

I bit down on my lip, trying to anchor myself, but all I could focus on was the bed in front of us. The woman was utterly wrecked—her nails dragging angry red streaks down her lover’s back as she screamed through her orgasm, her entire body writhing as if the pleasure was tearing her apart. The crowd didn’t just watch—they devoured the moment, breathless and starved. Some gasped in awe, others groaned, already lost in their own messy pleasure.

Julian’s fingers found my clit again, circling with just enough pressure to make me buck into his hand. My breath hitched violently.

“I can feel how much you love this, darling. Your pussy is practically begging me to keep going.”

His voice was filth—refined and knowing—and it struck straight through me. My walls clamped down around his fingers, like my body was answering him before I could.

“Fuck,” I gasped, nails digging into his forearm. “Let me cum again, Julian. Please.”

Julian groaned, low and dark, his chest vibrating against my back. "Fuck, that's good. I knew you'd be like this. Knew you'd be perfect."

He curled his fingers back inside me again, each stroke deliberate, measured, fucking devastating. My clit throbbed beneath the relentless teasing of his palm, pleasure mounting so fast I could barely breathe. I sagged against him, my grip on his arm tightening, nails biting into his skin as if holding onto him could somehow keep me tethered. As if he wasn’t the one pulling me under.

His lips brushed against my ear, his voice a sinful, knowing whisper. "That's it... Good girl. Don’t fight it."

His free hand wrapped around my throat, fingers firm, possessive, tilting my face toward him like I was something precious—something his. Our eyes locked, and the raw intensity in his dark, lust-blown gaze nearly shattered me. "Look at you," he murmured, voice thick with command and dark satisfaction. "Such a beautiful fucking sight."

He licked a slow, burning path up the side of my neck, his breath hot against my skin as he whispered into my ear, "Now be a good girl and come for me. Let me feel it. Let me hear you lose yourself."

His command—his fucking permission—was all it took. One last flick of his fingers and I shattered, came so hard it felt like my whole damn soul tore loose. My orgasm ripped through me like a lightning strike—violent, relentless, fucking blinding. I didn’t even try to muffle the cry that burst from my throat. Couldn’t. My body convulsed, muscles locking up, hips jerking, thighs trembling like he’d hit every nerve in me at once. If he hadn’t been holding me so tightly, I would’ve melted to the fucking floor.

I don’t know how long it lasted. Seconds? Minutes? Time didn’t exist—just the aftershocks, the burn, the mess of my breath panting into the curve of his neck like I was trying to crawl inside him.

What the fuck had just happened?

Julian slowly pulled his hand from my jeans, dragging the motion out like he knew it would make me twitch. I shuddered, hypersensitive, overstimulated, everything raw. Another gasp slipped out, broken and too loud. My whole body shuddered over how thoroughly he’d ruined me.

What he’d taken.

Julian pressed a kiss to my temple—soft, gentle, sweet enough to fool anyone watching. But I fucking knew better.

His fingers curled against my hip, still damp with my arousal, my release, the proof of what he’d just pulled out of me. And then—God, this man—he brought those same fingers to his mouth, tongue slipping out to lick the mess off like it was nothing. Like he’d just sampled fine wine instead of wrecking me with all these people around, while we watched people fucking.

My breath hitched. My thighs squeezed together on instinct.

His gaze never left mine. Dark. Heavy. Smoldering with a satisfaction that made my skin burn. He licked every drop from his fingers, slow and filthy, humming as if savoring my taste.

He didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. He wanted me to see. To know just how much he liked it—liked me like this. Ruined. Shaking. Owned.

The clean-cut, unreadable Julian from behind the circulation desk? That man was long gone.

In his place stood the one who had just finger-fucked me senseless... and was basking in the aftermath like it was a goddamn reward.


Chapter Five: Tied to the Plot

Julian tilted my chin up, his grip just firm enough to say look at me. His eyes burned—dark, ravenous, drenched in satisfaction—and fuck if that didn’t light me up all over again. “You did so well,” he said, voice thick with praise, slow and deliberate. It didn’t match the filth he’d been whispering minutes ago, but somehow that made it hotter. Like he could ruin me and still hold me after.

I bit down on my lip, heat blooming up my neck like a goddamn sunrise I couldn’t stop. A shaky, awkward laugh slipped out, my brain still spiraling from what had just happened—what he had just done to me. “I… I can’t believe we just… that I—”

The words caught, twisted, too messy to spit out. I let him touch me like that. I wanted it like that. And holy fuck, I loved every filthy second of it.

Julian’s expression shifted, something tender slipping past all that filthy confidence. His fingers brushed down my jaw, grounding me, and then—like he knew I was moments from falling apart—he pulled me in. Not just a hug. A whole-body, soul-catching hold. One hand cradled the back of my head like I might break if he let go.

To anyone else, it probably looked sweet. Like he was comforting the girl who’d just gotten overwhelmed watching stranger's fuck.

But it didn't feel like that to me.

To me he was holding me together. Keeping me anchored while my body still buzzed, while my legs still trembled from what he’d just done to me.

“Believe it,” he whispered against my hair, his voice rich with approval. “You were magnificent.”

A shudder tore through me, raw and delicious, nerves still zinging from the wreckage he’d made of me. Pleasure lingered thick in my blood, humming under my skin like an aftershock. I buried my face against his chest, letting the rhythm of his heartbeat pull mine down from its dizzy, orgasm-drunk high.

But then—fuck. Of course. My brain decided to start working again, slicing through the haze now that my thighs weren’t shaking quite so hard.

I tilted my head up, searching his face. “Julian… have you done this before?”

The corner of his mouth twitched something wicked glinting in his eyes. He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he traced his thumb over my lower lip, as if debating how much truth to give me. Finally, he leaned in, his voice a silken purr. “Yes. But never with someone quite like you.”

He kissed me—soft, slow, cocky. A reward. A warning. And God, my stomach flipped like it wanted more.

“Does that bother you?” he asked, watching me too closely.

“No,” I said, shaking my head, breathless. And it didn’t. Not even a little. The idea that he knew exactly what he was doing? That he’d chosen me to bring into his world? It lit something inside me.

He’d opened the door. Offered the key. Given me the invitation.

And I’d said yes.

“Then let’s continue,” he murmured, and fuck, the way he said it made my knees threaten mutiny.

His hand stayed on the small of my back—firm, claiming, like he was saying without words that I was his now. Just his.

The crowd parted for us like they knew exactly what we’d done. A few glanced over with smug, satisfied smirks. Some were still high on their own orgasms, lost in the haze of it. I didn’t care. Couldn’t care.

Julian moved like a man with purpose, each step measured, confident, dominant in that quiet way that made my thighs ache. I stayed close, practically vibrating under his touch, every nerve on high alert, waiting for the next wicked thing he’d do.

He dragged me into the next room, just the two of us now. A single bed waited, made up in sleek black sheets.

The lights were low and hungry—just enough to hide sins, but bright enough to show off the shame. And the walls? The fucking walls were a dream and a threat rolled into one.

Every surface was curated chaos. Leather cuffs dangled from metal hooks like jewelry. Silk ropes knotted tight, just waiting to bite into skin. Paddles—flat, textured, some smooth and seductive, others wicked and cruel—lined the walls like weapons in a lover’s war chest.

I couldn't stop staring.

This wasn’t just a room. It was a fucking altar.

And I was ready to be offered up.

Julian led me to the bed at the center of the room, his grip firm, guiding—owning. With an effortless click, the door shut behind us, sealing me into this space, into him.

His voice, smooth as silk and laced with command, cut through the heavy air. "Stand here. Hands behind your back. Keep them there."

It wasn't a request. It was law.

I obeyed, locking my hands behind my back. It wasn’t just submission. It was surrender. Raw, aching anticipation crackled through me, turning the air between us thick enough to drown in. Every breath felt sharper. Every sound louder. Every inch of my skin alive, waiting for him to touch me.

My back arched instinctively, offering myself up to his gaze, to his touch—to whatever he intended to do next.

"Good girl," Julian murmured, his voice like a slow pour of honey laced with sin. The words curled around me, sinking deep, setting off a fresh pulse of heat low in my belly.

Then came the whisper of silk over my skin—soft, cool, fucking decadent. His fingers smoothed the blindfold into place, knotting it tight enough to seal me in the dark, but not tight enough to pull me away from him. Not from his voice. Not from his touch.

The world fell away, but everything else—him—snapped into focus. I felt the shift of his weight behind me, the slow pull of his inhale like he was savoring the moment, and then the soft, deliberate exhale that stirred the air against my skin. Every breath. Every step. Every flicker of movement. I felt all of it, like my body was waiting for permission to fall apart again.

He was circling. Watching. Deciding.

His touch was fucking molten—starting at my throat, dragging heat straight down my spine, slow and deliberate like he wanted to burn me from the inside out. His fingers skimmed the bare skin of my back, a light, maddening tease, before slipping down to the waistband of my jeans. The pop of the button was too loud, and when the zipper slid down with a slow hiss, it sounded like sin itself cutting through the stillness. I was soaked. Practically throbbing. And he hadn’t even really touched me yet.

His hands went lower, steady and confident, peeling the jeans from my hips like he was unwrapping a gift he already knew he’d earned. The lace underneath—yeah, I picked it for him. Black. Barely there. Dirty but delicate.

His fingertips traced the edge, teasing, ghosting over my skin, and it took everything I had not to fucking whimper.

"You dressed for me, didn’t you?" he murmured at my ear, his breath scalding against my neck. "Imagining how it would feel for me to take these cloths off you?"

My breath hitched, and I nodded, completely captivated by his control and the careful orchestration of each sensation.

Julian’s fingers teased at the edges of my underwear, slipping underneath to explore the heated skin he found there. "I've thought about this moment," he confessed, his voice a low growl. "Imagined you just like this—blindfolded, responsive, aching for my touch."

The anticipation built as his fingers ventured further, exploring with a boldness that left me gasping. His other hand continued its torment, skimming up the inside of my thigh, pausing just as he reached the apex, drawing out the moment until it was almost unbearable.

"Look at you," he cooed, his tone dripping with dominance and desire. "So desperate for my touch. To be undone by it."

A moan spilled out—needy, wrecked, too honest to hold back. I needed him. Needed his hands, his mouth, all of him on me. But more than that? I wanted to touch him. Desperately. To feel the heat of his skin under my fingers, to grab hold and not let go.

But he’d told me to keep my hands behind my back.

So, I gripped my wrist tighter, knuckles white, body trembling with the effort it took not to break.

"You're such a dirty girl," he murmured, kneeling before me. His breath brushed against my exposed flesh, sending ripples of anticipation through my core. "With all those filthy books you’ve read, all those times you touched yourself during those dirty scenes—"

"It’s... it’s always been you. The one I imagined." The words tumbled out in a reckless, breathless mess—too fast, too high, too fucking honest. My voice cracked on the edges, betraying every nerve I’d tried to hold together. My face lit up, heat crawling down my neck like shame, only... it wasn’t shame. It was the rawness of being seen. Of admitting it. Of knowing he knew now—every filthy thought had always been about him.

"That," Julian’s voice thickened with arousal, "makes my cock so hard. Now tell me how much you need this."

"I need it," I gasped, the words barely more than a breath. "Please, Julian."

"Need me to do what, exactly?" His voice slid over me. His breath hit the slick heat between my thighs and I swore I almost came from that alone.

"I need you to ruin me," I managed to say, the words a confession of my deepest desire.

Julian chuckled, he had already knew the answer. He just wanted to hear me beg for it. "As you wish."

His hands slipped away, only to return with a promise wrapped in certainty. Then came the slow tease of fabric peeling off skin—my top first, then my underwear—stripped away like layers of restraint. Cool air kissed my bare flesh, but it was his hands, his intent, that really made me shiver. He moved behind me, and with practiced ease, bound my wrists with silk rope, each knot a declaration. I was his now—offered, exposed, and so fucking ready to be ruined.

Julian pushes me down onto the bed, his hands firm as he parts my legs with a slow, deliberate motion—owning the moment, owning me.

Then his mouth was on my cunt, his lips and tongue, working over my clit with an expert fervor that sent shockwaves through my entire body. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer, ensuring I couldn't escape the relentless pleasure he was bestowing. Julian alternated between long, languid licks and quick, sharp flicks, each movement calculated to drive me further towards the edge.

"You're so filthy," he praised, his voice vibrating against my most sensitive spot. "And I adore it."

His tongue dragged a slow, wet line from my entrance all the way to my clit, then circled it with maddening precision. I gasped, already trembling, and then he did it again—his fingers joining in, spreading me open, working my pussy like he owned it. He lapped me up like a man starved, each stroke of his tongue—from my ass to my clit—rougher, wetter, filthier than the last.

I tugged at the silk binding my wrists, the pressure sharp but grounding. Fuck, I wanted him to take the blindfold off—just rip it away so I could see him. But maybe that was the point. The darkness forced everything else to fall away. No distractions. Just him. His hands. His mouth. His control.

His fingers plunged inside me, slow at first, then curling just right—each motion deliberate, practiced, obscene. He searched like he knew the blueprint of my body, like he'd studied it in those filthy books I brought him. My pussy clenched tight around him, greedy and slick, trying to keep him exactly where I needed him. Every stroke dragged more need out of me, more raw, desperate want that coiled hot and tight in my gut.

The scent of sex hung thick between us—my arousal, his hunger, a dirty perfume that clung to my skin and wrapped around my brain like a haze. It was heady, intoxicating, and fuck if it didn’t make everything feel hotter, filthier, more.

He found it—fuck, he found it—and when his fingers hit that perfect spot, I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me, messy and loud, pleasure slamming into me so hard it knocked the air out of my lungs. I arched into him without even thinking, the silk biting into my wrists as I strained against the ties, every nerve ending screaming yes. I was shaking, twitching, coming so hard I thought I might break, and still, he didn’t stop. He worked me through it, milking every last quake of release until I was trembling, wrecked, and barely breathing.

As Julian stood, his movements deliberate, he untied my wrists with a gentleness that sent another shiver through me. The blindfold slipped away, and the dim glow of the room swam back into focus. My legs felt weak, my breath still ragged from the intensity of my release.

Reality crashed back in like a wave. I was drenched—sweat, slick, every inch of me soaked in the evidence of what we’d just done. My skin buzzed, hypersensitive, raw in a way that had nothing to do with pain. My wrists ached from the tension of the binds, but even that felt like part of the pleasure. My thighs still trembled, sticky and ruined.

But this was too much.

Too fucking good.

Too real. Like every filthy chapter I’d ever devoured had slithered off the page and wrapped itself around my throat, hissing—this is yours now. And I’d fucking loved it.

But my brain? It was kicking in, whispering I should feel ashamed. That I should regret what I let Julian do to me. What I begged him to do. Like being undone by someone who saw me should come with guilt.

“I think maybe we should stop here,” I whispered, voice raw, still wrecked from everything he’d pulled out of me. The words tasted strange—soft, like maybe I didn’t believe them even as I said them. My chest ached with something I couldn’t quite name, that tender, dangerous edge between being too full and too exposed.

I hated this feeling.

Julian didn’t move away. He didn’t try to stop me. Instead, he watched me with a patience that felt as unshakable as his control. “We can,” he said smoothly. “But I think you already know you’ll regret it.”

I swallowed, my pulse stuttering. Would I?

“I didn’t invite you just to fuck you. I wanted to share this with you. With someone who actually wants it like I do. Most people they want the kink until it gets messy. Until it gets real. Too much. Too raw. Too honest.” He hesitated, just long enough for me to feel it.

His voice cracked a little—barely—but it sliced right through me. “I’ve been told I’m too much before. That I want too much. That what I like is too intense. But you… you read those books like you were starving. You looked at me like you knew. And when I saw that…” he let out a shaky breath, “I knew I had to risk it.”

My chest ached. Not just from the intensity of what we’d done, but from the way he looked at me now—like I could destroy him with a single word. This wasn’t just sex for him. It was the truth. His truth. And he was right I would regret it if I stopped now.

I reached for his hand, threading my fingers through his, even though I was still shaking. “Julian…” My voice came out softer than I expected. “You don’t have to be scared with me.”

His eyes lifted, locking on mine.

“I want all of it,” I whispered. “The mess. The craving. The part that hurts and the part that heals. I’ve always wanted more than just books.”

Julian leaned in, his lips hovering just over my ear, breath warm, but still not touching. “Stay then,” he murmured, voice low and full of something he rarely let anyone hear. “I'll give it all to you”

I nodded, my breath shaky. This was exactly what I wanted. “I’ll stay.”

Julian’s smile was slow, a little unguarded, like he was still feeling the weight of everything he'd just let me see. He’d been vulnerable with me—emotionally—in the same way I’d stripped myself bare for him physically. It wasn’t just sex. It was trust. It was real.

"Good," he murmured, voice low and warm. "Set whatever boundary you need. We can stop and breathe whenever. Just tell me what you want."

"What I want right now... is your cock," I said, voice low, a little breathless, but steady with certainty. No hesitation. No hiding.

This—him—was exactly what I wanted.

What happens now? That was between Julian and me. No one else. Fuck everyone else's rules, their judgment, their shame.

I wasn’t going to feel guilty for craving this. For needing it. For wanting to be taken apart by the man who’d seen every filthy page I’d ever read and said, yes, let’s make it real.


Chapter Six: Author of Her Undoing

Julian’s voice cut through the dimly lit atmosphere of the room, commanding and absolute. “Kneel.”

It wasn’t a request.

I sank to my knees, the cool floor biting against my skin as my pulse pounded in my throat. I was giving in completely. Giving it to this man who was making all my fantasies come true.

Julian started to undress, slow and deliberate, like he was peeling off more than just clothes—like he was shedding control, layer by layer, just for me.

His shirt hit the floor first, and holy hell, I couldn’t breathe. He was fit in that quiet, bookish way—defined chest that flexed with every breath, wide shoulders made for leaning into, and arms that looked like they’d wrapped around plenty of spines—books and otherwise. Then there was that dark, sinful trail that dipped below his waistband and dared me to follow it.

And then—

Fuck.

His cock. Thick. Hard. Heavy with want.

“Suck it,” he said, low and thick with hunger, stepping closer until his cock was right in front of my mouth—hard, flushed, leaking like he’d been waiting for this all night. Like this wasn’t just a command. It was a reward. A test. A fucking gift.

I reached for him, fingers trembling like I was about to unwrap something forbidden. He was hot in my hand—thick, heavy, pulsing with need—and fuck, the feel of him made my head reel. That scent hit me, deep and male and Julian, curling low in my belly and dragging a filthy sound from my throat. I parted my lips, let him rest on my tongue—salty, velvet-slick, already leaking—and sank down slow, savoring every inch like he was the first and last thing I’d ever taste.

His fingers tangled in my hair, gripping, guiding, owning.

He took control, one slow thrust at a time, letting me feel every inch of him before picking up the pace—deeper, harder, just enough to test my limits. My jaw ached, stretched wide around him, spit slicking my lips, but fuck, the way he groaned? The way his hips snapped forward like he couldn’t help himself? That was everything. That sound, that tension in his body—it was all for me. And God, I wanted more of it. I wanted to be the reason he lost that carefully guarded control, the reason he unraveled the same way he’d stripped me down—slow, deliberate, and with no fucking mercy.

This was his fantasy too—wasn’t it? Not just mine. Not just some dirty little paperback scene I used to touch myself to. This was real. Messy. Ours.

I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper, moaning just to feel his cock twitch against my tongue, to hear that rough gasp that said I had him right on the edge. That was power. That was mine.

I wanted him wrecked. Wanted him ruined. I wanted to be the one he thought about when he couldn’t come without picturing me on my knees, greedy and desperate and so fucking ready to take it all.

He yanked me off him with a sharp, needy tug, my lips slick, swollen, and shining with spit and him. I gasped, throat raw, dazed and aching to go back for more. His eyes were on me—dark, wild, like he was barely holding it together. And fuck, that look? It made my knees wobble all over again.

“On the bed,” he ordered, turning me and pressing me face down onto the plush sheets. I barely had time to catch my breath before his hand slid to the back of my neck, pushing me further into submission.

“How do you feel about being spanked?” he murmured, voice thick with want, dark with promise.

I’d never been spanked before. Never even seriously thought about it. But the second he said it something in me lit up like a live wire. My hips twitched, ass lifting into the air like my body was answering for me. My thighs pressed together, already slick, already fucking begging. The curiosity was filthy and electric, pulsing through every nerve like my skin knew what was coming and wanted to be marked by it.

“I don’t know if I’ll like it,” I whispered, breath hitching, spine buzzing with nerves and something dirtier—curiosity. “But I want to try. I want you to show me.”

“I have a feeling you won’t want me to stop.” Julian stepped away, and the loss of his touch made me whimper. I heard him move, the soft rustle of leather, the subtle scraped of wood against his palm. My breath hitched as he trailed the paddle across my skin, teasing, testing.

Then—crack.

A sharp sting cracked across my ass—hot, biting, filthy-perfect. It shot through me like a jolt straight to the spine, pain turning molten as it melted into something deeper, darker. A low, aching throb bloomed between my legs, thick and pulsing, like my pussy knew exactly what kind of game we were playing now.

He did it again.

“Fuck, your ass looks good all marked up for me.” Julian’s voice was thick with satisfaction as he rubbed slow, deliberate circles over the heated skin, soothing the sting only to remind me that he could do it again.

Of course he did. Another sharp smack—hot and hungry, like he needed it just as much as I did. The sound echoed, sharp and obscene, and my body sang for it, back arching, ass lifting, begging for the next one.

He didn't let me down.

The pain didn’t just sting—it bloomed, deep and dark, hot enough to curl my toes and light every nerve on fire. It owned me. Bent me. I gasped, eyes fluttering shut as the heat rolled through me in filthy waves. My thighs trembled, slick and needy, the mess between my legs growing by the second. My body wasn’t just responsive—it was fucking ravenous. I squirmed, tilting my hips up like a little slut offering herself up, begging without words. Every inch of me raw, wired, tuned to him. My pussy clenched around nothing, empty and desperate, aching to be filled. To be taken. To be used.

“Please,” I gasped, my voice barely more than a breath. “Fuck me, Julian. Hard.”

He didn’t make me beg twice.

With one hard, hungry thrust, he slammed into me—deep, thick, fucking perfect—stretching me open in the dirtiest, most delicious way. I gasped, choked on the fullness, the way he filled me so completely it almost hurt. His grip on my hips was savage, grounding me, holding me in place as he fucked me like he was trying to brand himself into my body. Each thrust wrecked me a little more, shattered me open, and I loved it. I wanted to be ruined. I wanted him to be the one to do it.

Then, his thumb found my asshole—slick, warm, and already pulsing from how raw I was. He circled it, slow and dirty, teasing until I gasped, hips twitching, body caught between panic and need. He didn’t rush. Just held me there, testing the edge, waiting until I softened under him, breath shaky, legs trembling. And then he pushed inside, slow, deliberate, no hesitation. My breath hitched, back arched, body clenching around the intrusion like it didn’t know if it could take it or never wanted to let go.

Julian groaned, deep and guttural, his free hand gripping my ass, spreading me wider as he fucked me harder, using me, wrecking me.

It wasn’t enough. I needed more.

Julian flipped me over like I weighed nothing, that same smooth, savage confidence tightening in his grip as he manhandled me into place. My back hit the mattress and he was on me, spreading my legs wide, pushing them up until my knees nearly brushed my shoulders. He stared down like I was his fucking prize—earned, marked, claimed—and I could feel the want radiating off him in thick, molten waves.

And then he was inside me.

Hard. Deep. Devastating.

He bottomed out with one brutal, possessive thrust, a scream tearing from my throat before I could stop it. His cock slammed into that spot that made my vision white out, over and over, ruthless and perfect. Then—fuck—his hand wrapped around my throat, not tight, just enough pressure to make my head swim, to make me float. My eyes fluttered. My pussy clenched down around him like it was trying to keep him there forever. I could barely breathe, but I didn’t care. I didn’t need air. I needed him—deep, hard, relentless.

Each thrust was a punishment, a promise, a prayer cracked wide open and rammed into my spine. My toes curled. My back arched off the bed like I was trying to get closer—take more—even though he was already buried so deep I could feel him in my throat. My mind was long gone. All that existed was him—the brutal rhythm of his cock inside me, the raw sounds pouring out of my mouth, no filter, no shame.

He stared down at me, wild and wrecked, his gaze locked on my face like he needed to watch me come apart just to hold himself together. His cock drove into me, fast and unforgiving, sliding slick and perfect. I could feel him getting close. Every muscle in his body was coiled tight. He let go of my throat, gave me a rush of air, and the look in his eyes? Fucking feral.

But he didn’t slow. Didn’t ease up. He just kept fucking me like he already owned me—and this was him carving it into my body, stroke by stroke, until there’d never be any doubt I belonged to him.

“Beg for it,” he growled, his pace brutal. “Beg for me to let you come.”

I was already there, teetering on the edge, my body trembling, desperate for release. “Please, Julian,” I sobbed. “Please, let me—”

“Now,” he ordered.

I shattered, full-body and mindless, the orgasm ripping through me like lightning—hot and wild, violent in its pleasure. I cried out, body shaking, pussy clenching so hard around him I thought I might break apart. My vision blurred. My lungs forgot how to work. And then I felt him—Julian groaning above me, his cock pulsing as he came, spilling hot and thick across my belly in filthy, possessive stripes. Marking me. Claiming me. Mine. His. Ours. No fantasy had ever touched this.

Julian eased me up, careful now, his fingers tracing over the marks he’d left like he was memorizing every bruise, every bite. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me in slow, like he couldn’t quite let go yet. When our eyes met, everything in him had shifted—his gaze was softer, stripped bare, like he’d given me something more than just control. Like he was hoping I’d given him something too.

"You good?" he asked, voice low, rough around the edges—like he needed the answer more than I did. Like the only thing that mattered right now was knowing I enjoyed it. That it was good for me too.

I let out a shaky breath, still spinning, still soaked in the high of everything he'd just wrung out of me. "I'm more than alright," I breathed, the corners of my lips curling as the haze gave way to heat again. I dragged my fingers through the mess he'd left on my belly—hot, slick, filthy—and slipped them into my mouth, licking them clean without breaking eye contact. "Next time," I murmured around my fingers, voice thick with tease, "don't waste it. I want it in my mouth."

Julian’s chest rumbled with a low laugh, dark and indulgent. "Greedy little thing." He ran his fingers through my hair, tilting my chin up so I had no choice but to meet his gaze.

I stretched, my body sore in places I hadn’t even known could ache, the reality of everything we had done sinking into my bones.

"You ruined me," I muttered, grinning against his chest. "How am I supposed to read another filthy book after this? The real thing is way too good."

Julian hummed, amused. "Then we'll just have to try everything you read about."

I pulled back, arching a brow. "You think you can handle that?"

His smirk was slow, knowing. Possessive. "Darling, I’m counting on it."

As we left the club that night, my body ached in ways I’d never experienced before, my skin still tingling with the remnants of his touch. But more than that, my mind raced, my heart thundered with one undeniable truth.

I wasn’t done with Julian. Not even close.


Chapter Seven: Next Chapter

I dropped Corrupted Innocents onto the counter, smirking as Julian looked down at it, then back up at me. One brow quirked—just enough to make my stomach tighten in the best way.

"Finished already?"

"You say that like you're surprised." I leaned in, elbows on the counter, voice dipping into something low and teasing. "You were right—I really enjoyed this one."

Julian hummed, slow and smug, like he already knew. He pushed the book aside and turned toward the shelves behind him. "Had a feeling you would. Thought you might like this one next."

He dragged his fingers along the spines, deliberate, unhurried, like he was savoring the buildup. Then he pulled one free and slid it toward me.

Claimed.

The title alone was a promise. The cover? Absolutely filthy—some poor wrecked woman and a man’s hand clamped around her throat in the most possessive, delicious way.

My eyebrows lifted. "Subtle."

Julian’s grin was pure sin. "You love it."

I opened the book slowly, fingertips trailing across the pages like I already knew what was waiting. And there it was. Tucked inside like a secret meant only for me.

A black envelope.

My pulse kicked. My smile curled. I glanced up at him.

He didn’t say a word. Didn’t have to.

I tapped the book’s cover. "I think I'm really going to enjoy this one."

Julian leaned in, voice a slow, delicious whisper. "Can’t wait to hear your thoughts. Maybe even... see them in action."

My mouth went dry. My thighs didn’t.

I grinned. "You're such a tease."

He winked. "Only for you."

I slid the envelope into my bag, a wicked little grin tugging at my lips. Yeah. I was going to enjoy this one.

And he would too.

I’d always devoured the fantasy—the ones with breathless surrender, power plays that left you aching, craving, undone. But this? This wasn’t a story I dog-eared and tucked away. This was real. Tangible. The way Julian looked at me like I was his favorite chapter. The way he touched me like he’d written every filthy scene himself.

But the best part? This wasn’t a one-night fantasy. I wasn’t some passing kink or curiosity.

Julian knew me. Every dirty little title I’d ever slipped across the counter, every taboo craving I buried in silence—he didn’t just see it. He wanted it. He wanted me.

I didn’t just find someone who could match my filth. I found someone who wanted to live in it with me.

And if he kept handing me these twisted, delicious invitations?

I was going to say yes.

Every. Damn. Time.


Good Girls Don’t


Chapter one: Red Lipstick

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

Good girls don’t do red lipstick.

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

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

I didn’t judge her.

Honestly, I was envious.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing about belts or mouths now.

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

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

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

I didn’t blame them.

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

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

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

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

My phone lit up with her name. Mom.

Of course.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And there it was. The setup.

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

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

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

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

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

I bit my tongue. Hard.

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

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

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

"Sure," I said automatically.

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

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

"Alright then, sweetheart. Drive safe."

"Bye, Mom."

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

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

Emily: Are you coming out tonight?

I stared at it for a beat too long.

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

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

Yes. I was going tonight.

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

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

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

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

My sanctuary.
My church of want.
My temple of sin.

Club Temptation.


Chapter Two: Sex Clubs

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

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

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

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

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

But he didn’t expect Emily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Good timing," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grinned. “Promises, promises.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That would’ve shattered her.

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

And it made me ache.

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

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

But maybe tonight would be different.

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

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

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

And tonight?

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

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

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

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

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

I groaned. "God, don’t say that."

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

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

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

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

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

Jack clutched his chest. "Low blow."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Can I suck your cock?

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

God, I wanted to.


Chapter Three: Tattooed Men

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I saw them.

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

My stomach did something ridiculous.

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

My mother would’ve fainted on sight.

Perfect.

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

I didn’t hesitate.

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

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

I stopped in front of him.

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

The other guy nearly spit out his drink, laughing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I just didn’t care anymore.

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

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

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

“I want to suck your cock.”

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

Markus blinked. Just stared.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And all I could think was:

Good girls don’t do this.

And I didn’t fucking care.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was starving.

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

Above me, Markus groaned. Low. Desperate.

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

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

Then I sank lower.

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

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

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

That’s more like it.

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

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

I knew people were watching.

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

“Faster,” he choked out. “Please—”

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

“I’m gonna come—fuck—I’m—”

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

Ruined. Stunned. Still shaking.

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

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

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

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

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

I stood, pulling him to his feet. My skirt was still bunched high. My lipstick was smeared. I could feel the slick warmth between my thighs, and I didn’t care. I turned, leading him toward the back hallway. The shadows deepened around us, the hallway swallowing the noise of the lounge behind us.

He hesitated only once.

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

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

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

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

And I didn’t look back.


Chapter Four: One-Night Stands

I led Markus down the corridor like I owned it.

Because tonight, I did.

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

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

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

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

And Markus was seeing all of it.

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

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

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

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

Empty.

Perfect.

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

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

The question wasn’t innocent.

Do you want them to see you? See us?

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

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

"Not tonight."

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

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

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

"Arms up," I said.

“Yes, Ma’am.” He obeyed instantly.

Good boy.

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

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

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

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

Because his body was a canvas. And tonight?

It was mine to paint.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sank down slow. Inch by aching inch.

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

Sex had never felt like this before.

My moan punched from my chest.

His, strangled. “F—fuck—”

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

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

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

And I fucked him like I meant it.

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

Still, I didn’t stop.

Couldn’t.

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

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

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

Oh.

Lightning.

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

Markus was wrecked beneath me.

Utterly, gorgeously undone.

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

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

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

And I wasn’t about to stop.

I moved harder. Faster.

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

He tried to push up into me.

Tried to thrust back.

Tried to take a sliver of control.

Absolutely not.

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

“Uh-uh,” I growled. “You stay still.”

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

“Yes… fuck, yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I let go instantly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please do.”


Chapter Five: Motorcycles

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

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

He’d come hard. And it showed.

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

And he’d fucking loved it.

I loved that he loved it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shot him a look.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Flawless. Really selling the image.”

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

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

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

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

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

I held his gaze. “And like it?”

He exhaled. “No. That was... fuck.”

“Intoxicating?”

His mouth tilted up. “Fucking addictive.”

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

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

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

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

Of course he said that.

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

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

“More than. Let's go.”

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

A motorcycle.

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

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

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

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

It was me.

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

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

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

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

He arched a brow. “What’s funny?”

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

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

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

I wanted him to see.

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

“Hold on tight,” he murmured.

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

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

The ride wasn’t long.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t wait.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And fuck—it hit my clit like lightning.

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

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

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

He twisted the throttle.

Harder.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And he revved the engine again.

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

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

And I came. Hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I sank back down onto his cock.

Hard.

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

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

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

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

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

And that was all I needed.

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I snarled. “Fucking fill me.”

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

It hit seconds later—violent and raw.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

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

He looked wrecked.
Owned.
Beautiful.

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

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

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

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

But I do.
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