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Chapter one
Tempting Fate
Claire


Burnout. That’s the diagnosis.

It sounds clinical and sterile, like something that happens to a machine, not a person. But after spending years as the assistant manager at one of the country’s largest pharmaceutical firms, I had become one.

Back-to-back strategy meetings, endless product launches, crisis calls at 2 a.m.- I kept going because I didn’t know how to stop.

When the doctor said the word, all I felt was relief. For months, I’d been running on fumes, surviving on caffeine and adrenaline, ignoring every warning sign— until my body finally gave up.

So, here I am- jobless, directionless, and standing on the doorstep of my sister’s house with two suitcases and a duffel bag stuffed with whatever pieces of my life I could cram inside.

Grace throws the front door open before I even knock. “Oh, my god, you look like hell.”

“Nice to see you too,” I mutter, lips twitching.

She yanks me into a hug, nearly knocking the air out of me. “I’m so glad you’re here. Really. You need this, Claire.”

I sag against her, exhaustion settling in my bones. “I hope you’re right.”

She steps back, her concerned brown eyes scanning my face like she’s trying to tally the damage that had been done since the last time I saw her. “Come inside. I made tea.”

Inside, I drop my bags near the stairs and follow her into the cozy little house. It’s a far cry from the sleek, modern apartment I left behind— warm yellow walls, bookshelves overflowing with paperbacks, a throw blanket slung over the couch like someone actually lives here.

I sink into the cushions while Grace brings over two steaming mugs. She curls her legs beneath her and watches me.

“So… how are you really?”

A long breath escapes as I stare into the tea, hoping for answers in the swirling steam. “Honestly? I don’t know.”

“That’s okay,” she says gently. “You don’t have to figure everything out right now. Just rest.”

Rest. The word feels foreign. Even now, part of me twitches to check my email to see what fires need putting out. But there’s nothing- no job, no deadlines, just an open, terrifying blank space.

Grace nudges me with her knee. “Actually, I could use a favor tomorrow.”

My eyes lift. “What kind of favor?”

“My class has a field trip, and one of the other teachers bailed. I could use an extra set of hands with the kids.” She offers a hopeful smile. “Nothing stressful, I promise. Just chaperoning some second graders.”

A full day of chaos sounds like the opposite of recovery. But maybe a distraction isn’t the worst idea.

“Fine,” I sigh. “But if one of them throws up on me, you owe me.”

Grace grins. “Deal.”

***

The next morning, I follow Grace into her classroom where twenty-something second graders chatter excitedly about their trip to the nature center. They barely glance at me as they zip their backpacks and line up, bouncing with energy.

Grace introduces me as “Miss Claire” and pairs me with a small group of kids. One of them, a blonde girl named Hailey, immediately latches onto me.

Hailey chatters the whole bus ride, telling me about her favorite colors, favorite animals, and favorite snacks. She reminds me of Grace in a way— bright, full of energy, effortlessly likable.

At the nature center, I help wrangle the kids as they explore exhibits about bugs and wildlife. By lunch, I’m drained, but it’s a different kind of tired, a good kind. There’s something grounding about answering questions like, “what do turtles eat?” instead of, “can you turn this report in by tomorrow?” Something that reminds me I’m human, not just a machine built to meet deadlines.

When we get back to the school, I help Grace keep the kids entertained while they wait for their parents. One by one, they’re picked up— until only Hailey remains, swinging her feet as she sits on the steps outside.

Grace glances at her watch. “Her dad should be here soon.”

Almost as if summoned, a deep voice cuts through the air.

“Hailey.”

I turn, and— oh.

The man walking toward us is tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair that’s just messy enough to look good, like he runs his hands through it absentmindedly all the time. His jaw is sharp, dusted with stubble, and his eyes, intense and piercing, lock onto his daughter with a quiet protectiveness that unravels me.

Grace nudges me slightly, murmuring, “That’s Blaze.”

Of course, it is.

He’s the kind of man who carries an air of authority without even trying. He doesn’t need to raise his voice to demand attention; it just happens.

Hailey runs to him, and he crouches to meet her, one large hand resting on her back. “Did you have a good day, sunshine?” he asks, his voice low and smooth.

She nods enthusiastically. “We went on a trip! There was a turtle and a snake!”

He gives a small, barely-there smile, but it softens his sharp features. “Sounds like fun. You have to tell me all about it in the car.”

Then his gaze lifts— straight at me.

I swear, my pulse stutters.

He doesn’t say anything. He just watches, like he’s assessing and measuring. It should be unnerving, but instead, it sends a slow, unexpected heat curling through my stomach.

Grace clears her throat. “Blaze, this is my sister, Claire.”

His attention shifts to Grace briefly before settling back on me. “Claire,” he repeats, his tone unreadable.

I straighten slightly. “Nice to meet you.”

He gives a curt nod. “You were on the trip?”

“I helped out.”

He exhales, rubbing the back of his neck. “Wish I had time for that.”

There’s something heavy in his voice, a tiredness that lingers under the surface.

Grace catches onto it immediately. “Are you okay?”

He hesitates, then sighs. “I hate to admit it, but I need help. I’ve been playing with the idea of getting a nanny— someone reliable.” He continues almost sadly, “But… finding someone I trust has been a nightmare.”

Something in my chest tugs at the way he says it, like he’s used to handling everything on his own, like he doesn’t know how to ask for help.

Grace glances at me, then back at Blaze. “You know… Claire’s between jobs right now.”

I whip my head toward her. Excuse me?

Grace ignores my wide eyes and keeps going. “She’s great with kids, and she’s staying with me, so she’s local.”

Blaze’s gaze sharpens, flicking between the two of us. “You’re looking for work?”

I open my mouth, unsure what to say. I wasn’t looking. But… what else am I doing?

“Nothing full-time,” Grace chimes in quickly. “Just something to keep her busy.”

Blaze studies me again, like he’s trying to decide if I’m worth considering, and I get the sense he doesn’t trust easily.

Finally, he exhales. “Maybe we should talk.”

I nod slowly. “Maybe we should.”


Chapter two
Permission Pending
Claire


Aweek into the job, I’ve settled into a routine- pick up Hailey from school, help her with homework, feed her dinner, and wait until Blaze gets home.

For the most part, I keep my distance. I give him a quick rundown of our day before heading out. Our interactions are brief, professional— almost stiff.

Which is fine, totally fine.

Except… it’s not.

Because every time I see him, my body reacts.

It’s the way he moves— confident, controlled, like he’s holding something back, the deep timbre of his voice when he murmurs, “Thanks, Claire,” before walking me out. And then there’s the way he looks at me— sometimes like he’s trying very, very hard not to look at me.

It makes my skin burn, my stomach tighten, and my mind wander into dangerous, reckless places.

I tell myself I’m overanalyzing. He’s probably just stressed, maybe frustrated with himself, and too damn stubborn to ask for help— even when he needs it. That’s the kind of man he is.

This is all in my head. Just me and my ridiculous, completely inappropriate crush on my boss- definitely one-sided.

Generally, I’m doing a damn good job of ignoring the signs and my feelings.

Until Blaze asks me to stay overnight for the first time.

“I won’t be home tomorrow night,” he says, rubbing his jaw as he stands by the kitchen counter. “I know it’s last minute. I’ll definitely pay you double. Could you please stay with Hailey tomorrow night?”

Something tightens in my chest. Not home? An unfamiliar feeling creeps in, sharp and unsettling. No— wait. Is that jealousy?

Why is he staying overnight? Where? With who? What is he doing?

The questions claw at me, but all I manage to say is, “I… um…” I stutter, suddenly uncomfortable with the idea. But what else do I have to do? Nothing. I love Hailey, and I could sure as hell use the extra cash.

“Sure,” I say quickly. “Hailey and I will be fine.”

His eyes flick over me like he’s searching for hesitation. “You sure?”

I nod. “Of course.”

His gaze lingers for a second longer before he exhales. “I’ll be back in the morning.”

And just like that, I was spending the night in Blaze’s house.

***

The next day, after tucking Hailey into bed, I find myself alone in his big, quiet house.

I should probably go to the guest room and get some sleep, but something about the master bedroom door, left slightly ajar, catches my attention.

I know I shouldn’t.

But curiosity wins.

The room is just as dark and masculine as I imagined— deep gray walls, heavy furniture, and his scent still lingering in the air. My gaze drifts to the king-sized bed, expecting rumpled sheets, but it’s made- perfectly made.

I inhale deeply, closing my eyes for a second.

Does he sleep naked?

The thought comes unbidden, and my stomach twists. I picture him sprawled across the bed, sheets low on his hips, revealing sculpted abs and the deep V-line that disappears beneath the covers.

I can almost see how his sharp jawline softens in rest, the faintest shadow of stubble across his skin.

He always looks so tense, so in control. But here, in his bed, I imagine him different—relaxed, unguarded, maybe even a little wild.

I swallow hard, my pulse quickening.

When I open my eyes, my gaze drifts to the bathroom.

The door is open, revealing a sleek, luxurious space with marble countertops and a massive whirlpool tub. The kind of tub that practically begs to be used. I step inside, trailing my fingers along the cool stone. Everything is so neat, no clutter, no mess, just effortless perfection. How can a man like him— big, rugged, intense— be so meticulous?

I glance at the tub again. I should ask before using it.

But surely, he wouldn’t mind.

Or better yet… he’ll never find out.

I hesitate for about five seconds before stripping down and turning on the water.

As the tub fills, I rummage through the neatly organized cabinets, fingers skimming over expensive-looking bottles until I find a glass container of bath soap. I pop the lid, inhaling the scent— something clean and masculine, just like him. Without thinking too hard about it, I pour some into the water, watching as the soft bubbles foam to the surface.

The bathroom lights feel too bright, too clinical, so I dim them, letting the soft glow cast warm shadows along the marble. Better.

When I finally sink into the tub, the heat wraps around me instantly, the bubbling jets working out every bit of tension in my body. I let my head fall back, exhaling slowly as I close my eyes, the stress of the day melting away.

It’s too easy to imagine him here.

Not just in this house, but in this space. Maybe standing by the counter, rolling up the sleeves of his crisp button-down. Maybe right here, in this tub, water lapping at his tan skin, head tilted back the same way mine is now.

The thought sends a slow shiver down my spine despite the warmth surrounding me.

Enjoying the peace and quiet, I lose track of time, lost in the heat, lost in my thoughts of him. But then I hear it, the unmistakable sound of the front door opening.

My heart stops.

Shit.

Panic hits me like a cold wave, flooding my body. Blaze wasn’t supposed to be home yet. My mind races a thousand miles per hour. Does anyone else have a key to his place?

No, no, no.

I scramble upright, water sloshing around me, my hands shaking as I try to figure out what to do. Should I just bolt out of here and pretend I wasn’t… doing this? There’s no way to get out of this situation now.

I can already hear heavy footsteps echoing down the hall. Sinking lower into the tub, I cross my arms over my chest.

And then—

Blaze is standing in the doorway.

He freezes, his entire body going rigid as his wide-eyed gaze locks onto mine.

For a second, neither of us moves.

The steam curls between us, thick and heavy, but it does nothing to mask the way his dark eyes drag over my wet, bare skin.

His jaw tightens. His nostrils flare. The tension in the air is unbearable.

“What,” he says slowly, his voice dangerously low, “are you doing in my tub?”

Heat surges to my cheeks. “I— I didn’t think you’d be home yet.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

I swallow. “I was just… unwinding.”

A muscle ticks in his jaw. “Without asking?”

I don’t have an answer for that.

He takes a slow, measured step into the room, his eyes never leaving mine. And suddenly, the air shifts. The anger in his expression fades.

His gaze drops lower, skimming my whole body.

My pulse pounds.

“Excuse me, could you give me some privacy, so I can get dressed, please?” I say boldly.

But I can’t move.

Without a word, he reaches for the hem of his shirt and pulls it over his head.

I stop breathing.

“Make some space for me, would you?” he says, motioning for me to scoot forward.

I’m so perplexed that I do exactly what he asks, shifting just enough for him to slide in behind me.

Okay, let me process this again. He is naked. Sliding into the tub. Behind me.

Still holding my breath, I squeeze my thighs together. Just to make sure I’m not dreaming.

When his hands settle on my shoulders, my heart skips a beat. His fingers press into my muscles, firm yet unhurried, kneading the tension away as if he has all the time in the world. The heat of the water is nothing compared to the heat of him— his chest solid and warm against my back, his breath a steady rhythm near my ear.

I swallow hard, my fingers still cupping my breasts, but my thoughts are a tangled mess. He’s here, naked and touching me like he belongs.

Like I belong.

His thumbs press along the curve of my neck, working into the tightness there, coaxing a soft sigh from my lips. “That’s it,” he murmurs, his voice low, rough. “Let go.”

Easier said than done when every slow drag of his fingers sends a pulse of awareness straight between my thighs. He shifts, his legs bracketing mine beneath the water, his palms sliding lower— gliding down my arms, then smoothing back up, his touch deliberate, teasing.

“You’re so tense,” he muses, his lips ghosting over my shoulder, the barest hint of stubble scraping my skin. “Let me take care of you.”

Slowly, he begins to slip his hands beneath mine, but he pauses, as if to give me time to protest. I don’t, so he continues to move, replacing the grip I had on my breasts with his own. A low gasp escapes me as he kneads my soft flesh, his thumbs sweeping over my sensitive nipples.

“Does that help you unwind?” His voice is a dark promise. His hips press flush against my back now, letting me feel just how much he’s enjoying this.

I nod, unable to find words, melting against him as he continues to work me over. He’s unraveling me, one lingering caress at a time, and I don’t think I want him to stop.

Not now.

Not ever.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he murmurs.

I swallow hard. “I—“

“Don’t lie.” His fingers tighten, pulling me closer against his hard, soaked chest. “I see the way you look at me.”

I open my mouth to argue, but nothing comes out because he’s right.

I have been avoiding him. Not because I don’t want him— but because I do, too much.

And now, there’s no avoiding this.

His breath is warm against my ear, his chest solid at my back, and his hands… God, they are everywhere. Skimming my arms, gripping my waist, fingers flexing like he’s holding himself back.

But I know better.

He’s not the type to hold back.

“I feel you tense up every time I’m near,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my neck. “You think I don’t notice?”

I squeeze my eyes shut. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

A chuckle vibrates through him, sending shivers through me. “Liar.” His fingers dip lower, tracing the edge of my ribs beneath the water, his touch maddeningly slow. “You’ve been avoiding me because you don’t trust yourself around me.”

I shake my head, but it’s weak. He’s right.

“I see the way you react,” he continues, his voice pure temptation. “Like right now. Your breathing’s shallow. Your skin’s hot. And if I slid my hand up your inner thighs—“

“Don’t,” I whisper, but it comes out more like a plea than a protest.

His grip tightens, pressing me flush against him, the unmistakable hardness of him nudging against my lower back. “Why not?” His lips find my shoulder, dragging a slow, wet kiss up to the curve of my neck. “Afraid you’ll like it?”

Yes.

I bite my lip, trying to hold on to whatever thread of resistance I have left. But he’s relentless. One hand slips beneath the water, tracing my stomach, inching lower.

“I could make you feel so good,” he murmurs, his voice like sin and salvation all at once. “All you have to do is stop fighting it.”

I want to. God, I want to.

But he’s off-limits.

If we cross this line, there is no going back.

His hands don’t leave me. Instead, he shifts, his hips pressing forward, and his rock-hard cock grinds against the small of my back.

I inhale sharply, but he doesn’t give me time to process. His right hand slides up, fingers curling around my throat—not too tight, but enough to make my pulse hammer against his palm- a warning, a promise.

Like a reflex, I stretch my neck, curve my lower back and push my shoulders against his chest. My head falls back as I release a hungry moan.

“You feel that?” His voice is dark like temptation itself. “That’s what you do to me.”

He pushes those hips up a little more, making sure I feel his arousal.

His left hand slides down my stomach, slipping lower- between my thighs.

I jolt at the contact, my legs instinctively pressing together, but he’s already there, fingers teasing along the sensitive skin, so close— so damn close— to where I need him.

“You only need to give me permission,” he murmurs, tightening his grip ever so slightly around my throat, his other hand still teasing, torturing. “And I’ll give you exactly what you crave, and more.”

My body betrays me. My hips shift, seeking more, my lips parting, but the words— God, the words won’t come.

I want to say yes.

In my thoughts, I beg him to take me.

But I can’t.

The silence stretches, heavy with tension.

Then, just like that, he releases me.

His grip on my throat disappears, his hand slipping away from between my thighs. The loss is instant, and devastating. I exhale shakily, my body still humming, still aching.

He leans back against the tub, exhaling a slow breath.

After soaping himself up, he gets up and leaves the tub. Still hard, he stands there, not even trying to cover up. Just dripping on the floor.

What am I supposed to do? I bite my lips, and yes, I’m almost drooling.

“It is all yours when you are ready to ask for it,” he says confidently.

“Blaze, we… we can’t do that. We can’t cross that line.”

“You keep telling yourself that, Claire.” That’s all he says before he wraps a towel around his waist and goes to his bedroom.


Chapter three
Off-Limits Temptation
Blaze


Itell myself it’s better this way. She’s right. I shouldn’t have played with fire. I should have walked out the second I saw her in that tub— instead of stripping down and sinking in like a starved man getting his first fucking meal.

But the problem is— I did slide into the tub behind her. I did touch her. And now, I can’t stop thinking about it. About her. The way she looked— skin slick with water, hair dripping down her bare shoulders, lips parted in surprise. The way her body reacted to me, to my touch. The way she fucking moaned my name.

I haven’t been able to shake it. It’s been three days, and I’m still wound up like a goddamn live wire. I sit at the kitchen table, sipping my coffee, pretending like I’m not waiting for her to walk through the front door with Hailey.

Because that’s another problem. I see her every damn day. And she acts like nothing happened, like she didn’t almost come apart in my hands, in my lap, like she’s Hailey’s nanny and I’m her boss.

Well, nothing did happen. But I desperately wish it would. It should make things easier. I should be glad she’s not seducing me. But I’m not. I’m mostly confused— maybe even hurt. How can she ignore what happened between us when I can’t stop thinking about it?

When the front door opens, I force myself to keep my eyes on my coffee. I hear Hailey’s excited chatter first. Then Claire’s softer, patient voice answering her. And just like that, the tightness in my chest gets worse.

I glance up for a second, just to make sure they got home okay. Claire is helping Hailey with her coat. Her long, dark hair falls over her shoulder as she kneels to untie Hailey’s shoes. She’s not even doing anything remotely sexy. And yet my mind betrays me—flashing straight to how she looked pinned against my chest, eyes glazed with pleasure, breathless and begging.

Fuck.

I tear my gaze away, clenching my jaw. I can do this. I can ignore my dirty thoughts and the twitching cock in my pants. She’s here to help me with my daughter. She’s doing an excellent job, and Hailey loves her. I cannot fuck this up. I cannot be selfish. I have to keep my goddamn distance.

That night, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my body coiled tight with frustration. I replay it all over again— the way she felt, the way she sounded, the way she looked when I walked in on her in my fucking bathtub.

I tell myself this ends now- no more touching her, no more thinking about her. She’s off-limits. Untouchable.

But as I close my eyes, all I see is her. No matter what I tell myself, I’m already in too fucking deep.


Chapter four
Movie Night
Claire


Idid well. I tried to stay professional and keep my distance.

But all I really want is him— his hands on me, his mouth on my skin, ruining me. He said he’d be mine whenever I ask for it. Did he mean it? And how long is that offer good for?

Let’s be real— there’s no way in hell I’m going to beg for him, for that gorgeous man to fuck me.

And yet, every time I’m in the same room with Blaze, there’s this invisible pull between us— a heat simmering just beneath the surface, ready to ignite.

It’s the way his gaze lingers, heavy and unreadable, the casual brush of his fingers when I pass him a coffee mug, that voice of his— low, slow, curling around my name like warm honey.

It’s driving me insane.

If he tempts me again, I won’t be able to stop myself.

“Please, Claire! Just one movie!” Hailey pleads, her big brown eyes shining with excitement as she tugs on my hand.

I glance at Blaze, who leans against the kitchen counter, arms crossed over his chest, watching the interaction with an unreadable expression.

I should say no. I should go home and create space before I do something stupid.

But Hailey looks so hopeful. And, honestly, I don’t want to leave.

“One movie,” I relent, smiling as she squeals in excitement.

Blaze just nods, his expression unreadable as he turns to grab drinks from the fridge.

We settle onto the couch, Hailey nestled between us, her tiny feet tucked beneath my legs as she picks an animated adventure. Blaze is warm beside me, his arm stretched over the back of the couch, close enough that I can feel him but not touching me.

At first, I focus on the movie. But after a while, my attention shifts to the way his fingers tap against the cushion behind my shoulder. The occasional brush of his knee against mine. The slow, steady rhythm of his breathing.

And then, at some point, I realize Hailey has stopped responding to the screen.

I glance down— she’s completely passed out, her chest rising and falling softly.

I smile. “Looks like we lost her.”

Blaze chuckles low in his throat, the sound curling warm and lazy through the room like smoke. “Guess so.”

His eyes meet mine, dark and intent, and I feel the air between us pull tight, like a held pause.

I should move. I should get up and grab my things. But I don’t.

Because I feel it again, that invisible pull.

Slowly, he reaches out, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers skim my cheek, lingering just a second too long.

My breath catches.

It’s nothing, just a small touch. But my whole body reacts like he just ran his hands all over me.

I swallow hard, trying to think of something, anything, to break the tension.

“I should—“

“Stay,” Blaze says, his voice quiet but firm. “Just for a little while. We should talk.”

Talk.

Right.

Because that’s exactly where this is headed.

Still, I nod, ignoring the way my pulse flutters as he carefully lifts Hailey into his arms.

“Make yourself comfortable,” he murmurs. “I’ll go tuck her in real quick.” And with that, he carries his daughter effortlessly down the hallway.

I sink into the couch, still thrumming from his touch.

This is fine. We’re just talking. No big deal.

He will probably apologize and tell me that it all was a big mistake and that he does not know what got into him.

My eyelids feel heavy, and the comfort of the couch, the distant hum of the TV, the lingering scent of Blaze surrounding me—it all lulls me into a hazy kind of drowsiness.

I wake to movement- strong arms beneath me, a firm chest against my cheek.

I blink, disoriented. “What…?”

Blaze’s voice is low and rough. “You fell asleep.”

I realize he’s carrying me— his arms solid around me, holding me effortlessly as he moves through the house.

My skin instantly reacts, the memory of those arms pinning me down in his bathtub flashing through my mind.

“Where are we going?” My voice is thick with sleep.

He doesn’t answer right away. Instead, he nudges open a door with his foot and steps inside.

And that’s when I know.

His bedroom.

My pulse skitters. “Blaze…”

“The couch is uncomfy and cold,” he says, as if that explains everything, as if carrying me to his bed is completely normal. “I wasn’t going to leave you there.”

I should protest. I should tell him I can sleep downstairs or drive home.

But then he lays me down— gently, carefully, like I might break if he’s too rough.

And instead of moving away, he lingers.

His face is close, too close. His hands are still bracing me, fingers curled into the blanket beneath me.

I exhale shakily. “This is a bad idea.”

His eyes darken. “I know.”

Neither of us move.

The air between us is heavy, thick with something inevitable.

Then I shift— just slightly, my knee brushing his thigh.

“Tell me to stop and I will.” His voice is rough, strained, like he’s fighting himself.

It was like a damn inside of me broke, and my need for him overrode my sense. “No, don’t. I want you. I need you.” I beg.

That’s all it takes.

His mouth crashes into mine, a desperate, claiming kiss.

Gripping my waist, he pulls me up against him as his tongue slides over mine. I gasp into his mouth, my fingers digging into his shoulders, feeling the heat of his skin beneath his shirt.

I just melt into him and let him take what we both want.

His body presses me down, his knee sliding between mine, his lips trailing to my jaw, my throat. I arch beneath him, craving more, needing more.

This is reckless.

This is dangerous.

But I don’t care.

Because I want him.

And, judging by the way he’s gripping me, pulling me closer, holding me like he can’t let go—

He wants me just as badly.

His hands roam, sliding under my shirt, fingers spreading across my bare skin like he’s memorizing every inch. His touch is firm, deliberate, making my pulse stutter as he explores me.

I lift my hips instinctively, pressing against the hard length of him, and a low groan rumbles in his chest. His knee pushes further between my thighs, parting them just enough to make me whimper.

“Fuck,” he mutters against my throat, his breath hot, ragged. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

“Then show me,” I challenge, my voice a helpless plea.

His fingers slip higher, dragging my shirt up, exposing my stomach, my ribs. I barely have time to process before he pulls it over my head, tossing it aside like it’s the one thing standing between us. His eyes drop, drinking me in, and the hunger in his gaze makes my skin flush.

I reach for him, but he catches my wrists, pinning them above my head. He presses over me, hips locking me in place, making sure I feel every inch of his desire.

“You’re sure?” His voice is strained, his control fraying at the edges.

I nod, already arching into him, desperate for more. “Yes.”

His mouth finds mine again, a kiss fueled by heat and hunger. His grip on my wrists tightens before he lets go, fingers trailing down my arms, gliding along my sides, until they reach the swell of my breasts. I’m still wearing my bra, but that doesn’t stop him—his thumbs press over the thin fabric, circling my nipples through the lace, slow and deliberate, teasing and testing.

A moan escapes me as I push my tits his way.

He pulls me up just enough to slide his arm behind me, unhooking my bra with practiced ease. The straps slip from my shoulders, and he helps me shrug them off.

Then his hands are on me again, thumbs brushing over now-sensitive nipples, sending heat pulsing straight through me. My head tips back as I gasp, lost in the feeling of him, the way he touches like he already knows exactly how to unravel me.

“Just like that,” he murmurs, dragging his lips down my neck, his tongue tracing a path to my collarbone. Palms continue their slow, torturous exploration, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my pants.

I lift my hips, giving him permission— silent, desperate.

When he tugs both my pants and panties down, I know there is no going back.

His eyes darken as he takes me in, his gaze devouring every inch like he’s starving.

“Perfect,” he mutters, almost to himself, before his hands are on me again— gripping, exploring, claiming.

I grab the hem of his shirt, needing it off. He doesn’t hesitate to help me, pulling it over his head in one quick move and tossing it aside. My pulse skips a beat as I take in his bare torso. Unable to wait another second, I hold on to his chest, gliding over the firm plane of muscle. I trace the sharp cut of his pecs, then drift lower, letting my fingertips follow the sculpted lines of his abs. He shudders slightly as I explore him.

When I skim over his shoulders and down his biceps, he flexes instinctively under my touch, like he wants me to feel just how strong he is. A low sound escapes him, rough and deep in his throat, and I feel it vibrate through his chest. “Keep doing that,” he murmurs.

I arch up, seeking friction, and he curses under his breath. “You’re killing me.”

“Then do something about it,” I plead.

His lips curl into something wicked. “Oh, I plan to.”

One hand grips my hip, holding me in place as his other slides between my thighs. His fingers tease, barely grazing where I need him most, and I whimper, my nails digging into his back.

“So wet for me,” he murmurs. He strokes once, twice, and I buck against him, my body demanding more.

He chuckles, dangerous. “You crave me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasp, shameless, writhing beneath him. Very slowly, he pushes a finger inside, and I moan. He follows with another, stretching me, working me open as his lips trail down my neck, my chest, leaving a blazing path in their wake.

I grip his shoulders, his back, needing something— anything— to ground me as the pleasure builds, tight and hot in my belly.

But then he pulls away, his fingers slipping out of me, leaving me empty and desperate. I whimper in protest, but he only smirks, wicked and breathless.

“Patience,” he murmurs, voice low and thick. “I want to see you come undone.”

Then he rises to his knees, still between my legs, and reaches for his belt. My eyes lock onto his hands as he unfastens the buckle. He moves like he wants me to watch, wants me to feel the anticipation.

Slowly he pushes his pants down.

There’s nothing underneath. No fabric. No restraint. His cock springs free— thick, rigid, and just as powerful as the rest of him. It’s so hard it curves up toward his stomach, heavy and flushed, the head glistening with need.

A sharp pulse of heat floods through me. My mouth goes dry, but the rest of me is anything but. I can feel my heartbeat everywhere— pounding in my chest, my core, my fingertips as I reach for him without thinking.

He’s beautiful. Bold. So ready.

And he knows exactly the effect he’s having on me. His lips curl into a slow, cocky grin, eyes hooded with hunger as he watches me take him in.

I swallow hard, thighs parting just a little wider in invitation. I don’t care how shameless I look. I want him to see. I want him to know exactly what he’s doing to me.

And from the dark gleam in his eyes… he does.

My hand moves before I can stop it, fingers reaching for him, aching to touch.When I wrap them around him, he hisses through his teeth— his abs tightening, his eyes slamming shut for half a second like the sensation hits too hard.

I can feel the weight of him pulsing against my palm. I stroke him slowly, deliberately, watching the way his jaw clenches, the way his breath grows heavier with each pass.

“Fuck,” he pants, voice ragged. “You’re gonna ruin me.”

I smile, just a little, because I love that I have as much power over him as he has over me. My thumb glides over the head, spreading the wetness there, teasing him like he teased me.

His hips twitch, his control crumbling, and when his eyes open again, they’re darker—wild.

“Lie back,” he growls, his voice rough and low. “I need to be inside you.”

He reaches for his jeans, grabs a condom from the pocket, and tears it open with urgency.

His tip presses against me, thick and unyielding, and then he begins to push in— slowly.

A sharp tension coils inside me.

The stretch burns and thrills all at once, each inch claiming me, filling me, making my body open around him with aching intensity.

I clutch at his back, fingers curling, desperate to hold on as he sinks deeper.

By the time he’s fully seated inside me, my thighs are trembling, my pulse is pounding, and I can feel him everywhere— thick, deep, impossibly close.

Like he’s been carved to fit only me.

His mouth finds mine, swallowing every sound, every breath, as he starts to move—deep, powerful strokes that leave me shaking beneath him.

And I don’t care about anything else.

I just want more.

More of him.

More of this.

More of us.

His thrusts are measured, teasing me with just enough to drive me insane. I whimper, desperate for more.

“Please,” I gasp, rolling my hips, trying to take him deeper.

My wrists get pinned above my head again. His other hand slides beneath my jaw, tilting my face up so I have no choice but to meet his gaze. His eyes are dark, burning with something raw, something unstoppable.

“Please what?” His voice is a dangerous growl.

I try to speak, but my throat is tight, my mouth is dry. The heat between my legs pulses, demanding. “I need more,” I stutter, the words barely forming around the ache.

His mouth curves, slow and cruel. “Not good enough.”

I buck against him, desperate for friction, desperate for him, but he doesn’t budge.

His grip on my wrists tightens just enough to make me gasp, his hips still, his cock pulsing inside me like a silent threat.

“Say it,” he murmurs, voice deep and dark against my cheek. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

I writhe, panting, his body pressing me down, owning every inch of mine.

He doesn’t move and still he’s in complete control.

My eyes flutter shut, and I bite my lips. “I want you to ruin me,” I moan.

A low groan rumbles in his chest. Something snaps inside him.

With a growl, he releases my wrists only to grab my hips, lifting them as he slams into me, filling me completely. My vision blurs as I cry out in pleasure.

“You feel that?” he snarls. “That’s me. All of me, inside you.”

I can barely breathe, let alone speak. “God, yes…”

His mouth brushes my neck, as he demands “MINE - Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” I whisper, clinging to him, every part of me wound tight.

“Again,” he growls, dragging his teeth along my skin.

“I’m yours,” I cry, my voice breaking, “only yours, Blaze.”

He groans against me, his movements turning punishing, relentless, like he’s branding himself into me. Every thrust pushes me higher, closer to the edge, until I’m trembling beneath him, on the verge of shattering.

His grip tightens, his lips brushing my ear. “Cum for me.”

And I do.

Pleasure crashes over me, sharp and overwhelming, every muscle clenching around him. He follows with a deep, guttural groan, pressing flush against me as he claims me in every way.

For a long moment, neither of us move.

Then he presses a kiss to my jaw, softer this time, almost reverent. “Mine,” he whispers again, and this time, I don’t just hear it— I feel it.


Chapter five
Crossing Lines
Blaze


Iknow last night was a mistake.

And yet, I can’t bring myself to regret a single second of it.

Not the feel of her lips, soft and eager against mine. Not the way her body melted into me, all warm curves and breathless sighs. Not the way she let me hold her, touch her, taste her. And definitely not the part where I claimed her as mine.

This morning, she is acting normal, too normal.

She’s in the kitchen, making breakfast, brushing Hailey’s hair into a neat ponytail and helping her pack her bag.

I’m impressed at how professional she is. I might be possessive and go all cavemen in bed. But right now, I’m having a hard time not kissing Claire tenderly, not touching her and telling her how much I loved last night.

I lean against the counter, watching as Hailey chatters excitedly about her school project. Claire nods along, smiling, like she knows exactly what my daughter is talking about.

When she moves toward the door, I react without thinking— reaching out, grabbing her wrist before she can leave.

She stiffens, her eyes flicking to mine.

“Hey,” I say, keeping my voice low. “We never got to talk.”

Her lips part slightly, but she doesn’t pull away.

“Can you stop by the office after drop-off?” I ask. “Please?”

She hesitates, then nods once. “Okay.”

I let go of her hand and watch her leave. As soon as they’re gone though, I jump up and grab my keys, already eager to see her again.

When I get to my office, I spend thirty minutes pacing up and down, trying to figure out what the hell I’m going to say.

But, in order to know what to say, I need to know what I want.

The moment she steps inside, I know what I want. And I know it is a bad idea.

She’s standing in my space, wearing those damn leggings that hug every inch of her, her hair still slightly messy from the morning rush. But it’s her eyes that undo me.

Because they’re cautious, guarded, like she is expecting me to shut this down before it even begins.

I should.

Instead, I shut the door behind her.

She crosses her arms. “You wanted to talk?”

I rake a hand through my hair, exhaling hard. “Last night—“

“Was a mistake?” She says it before I can, her voice clipped.

I step closer. “That’s not what I was going to say.”

Her breath hitches, but she stands her ground.

I take another step, closing the space between us. My pulse is hammering.

“I—“ I shake my head, struggling for words. “I enjoy this. You.“ My voice drops. “And I think you know that.”

Her tongue darts out, wetting her lips.

Fuck. That mouth.

“But Hailey—“ I swallow. “I trust you with her. And I don’t want my stupid behavior to change that.”

Claire watches me carefully. “So, what are you saying?”

I reach out, brushing my fingers against her wrist, the barest touch. But she shivers.

“I’m saying I don’t know how to stay away from you,” I admit. “But I know I should.”

Her eyes flick to my lips.

And I’m done.

I grab her waist, pull her flush against me, and claim her mouth.

She gasps into the kiss, gripping my shirt, and I take advantage— deepening it, tasting her like I need to memorize it.

Her back hits my desk, and I lift her onto it, stepping between her legs. She moans softly as I spread her thighs, gripping tight.

“Blaze,” she breathes against my lips, her fingers threading into my hair.

I groan, dragging my mouth down her neck, nipping at the sensitive flesh there.

She tilts her head back, giving me more.

I shouldn’t be doing this.

But fuck, I can’t stop.

My hands slip beneath her shirt, fingertips skimming her soft skin, and she shudders.

“We should stop,” she whispers, but there’s no conviction in it.

“Yeah,” I murmur, my lips tracing the curve of her jaw. “We should.”

I press my forehead against hers, forcing myself to pull back. “This is dangerous.”

She nods. “I know.”

I cup her face, my thumb tracing over her lower lip. “Claire, please tell me to stop.”

Her fingers tighten in my shirt.

She doesn’t say a word.

Instead, her legs curl around my waist and pull me closer. Her palms slide up my chest, fingers toying with my tie.

She wants this just as much as I do.

I drag my palm up her thigh, the heat radiating through the tight fabric of her leggings. Too much fabric. I hook my fingers into the waistband, tugging it down just enough to expose her hips.

“Blaze,” she whimpers, her voice laced with anticipation.

I slide my fingers lower, what I find there makes my pulse jackhammer- so wet, so hot. My control snaps.

All sense, all restraint, is obliterated.

I seize her mouth, kissing her like I’m starving for it. She melts into me with a broken moan as I drag my fingers through her folds, every stroke a promise. Her hips lift, grinding into my hand, chasing the friction like she can’t stand the space between us.

My mouth trails to her jaw, then her ear. “You’ve been wet for me all morning, haven’t you?”

She nods. “Yes.”

“Then let me feel just how bad you want me.”

I circle her clit, slow at first, then harder when she moans. Watching her like this— open, writhing, and greedy, it nearly undoes me.

My fingers slip inside her, and she gasps, eyes fluttering shut, lips parted in pure bliss.

“Fuck,” I growl against her neck, my voice rough with need. “The way you take my fingers— you were made for me. Your so fucking hot like this on my desk.”

Her breath shudders, muscles trembling. I slide another finger in, curling just right. She grips the edge of the desk, her knuckles white.

“Blaze—“

“Let me take care of you,” I demand, “right here, in my office.”

She tenses, legs shaking, but I hold her steady, teasing her just enough. I can feel her edging closer, that tension coiling tighter and tighter, but I need her to break on my terms.

She gasps, her head falling back against the desk as she quivers under my touch. I speed up, giving her just the right rhythm, watching her struggle to stay on the edge, aching for the release she’s almost too desperate to control.

“Now cum for me.”

Her moan is muffled, her body arching as she unravels beneath my touch. I keep going, dragging it out, savoring every second as she rides the high.

When she finally collapses back, panting, I ease my fingers out and bring them to my mouth.

Her eyes darken as she watches me taste her.

Fuck, I need more.

I reach for my belt—

A knock at the office door snaps us both back to reality.

Claire jerks upright, her wide eyes meeting mine.

“Shit,” she whispers, quickly yanking her leggings back into place.

I step back, adjusting myself, trying to relax.

“Yeah?” I call out, my voice rough.

The door cracks open, and my assistant peeks in. “Hey, Blaze, your next meeting is in five minutes.”

I nod stiffly. “Got it.”

She disappears, leaving me alone with Claire, who’s avoiding my gaze.

I reach for her hand before she can bolt. “This isn’t over.”

She exhales shakily, her lips twitching. “I know.”

Then she walks out, leaving me hard as hell and already craving the next time I get to touch her.


Chapter six
Catch Me If You Can
Claire


Ishould have known better than agreeing to let a seven-year-old play in the yard after the rain.

Hailey’s laughter echoes through the backyard as I chase her across the wet grass. She’s fast, but I scoop her up, spinning her around until she squeals.

“Again, again!” she shouts, her blonde curls bouncing.

I lean forward, bracing myself on my knees, pretending to be out of breath. “You’re too quick for me.”

She giggles and takes off again, but this time, my boot catches in the mud. I stumble forward, landing on all four with a gasp. My jeans are soaked through, my sweater splattered with dirt.

Blaze steps out onto the porch, arms crossed, smirking. “You look like you lost a fight with the yard.”

I groan, wiping my hands on my thighs. “Your daughter is ruthless.”

“She gets it from me.” His smirk deepens as he leans against the railing. “Time to come inside you two.”

I hesitate. “I should go home. I need a shower.”

He tilts his head toward the house. “Take mine. There is no way you can get in your car like this.”

That… sounds dangerously tempting. I chew my lip, pretending to weigh my options. But I’ve already made my decision. I’m cold and the idea of a hot shower right now is irresistible.

“Fine,” I sigh. “Lead the way.” Blaze gestures for me to follow, his hand brushing lightly against my lower back as he guides me upstairs.

Each step leaves a trail of muddy footprints on his clean floors, and I wince when I notice one particularly wet clump fall from my jeans onto the hardwood floor.

“Shit, I’m so sorry,” I mumble, pausing halfway up the stairs to look back. “I’ll clean it up after the shower.”

Blaze glances over his shoulder, shrugs with a crooked smile. “I got it, don’t worry.”

“Oh right…you have a rain shower,” I murmur, when he ushers me in to the bathroom.

The water comes to life with a deep, steady rush, steam curling instantly into the air. I step inside fully clothed, letting the hot stream pour over me.

My sweater clings to my skin, heavy with mud and rain, and I lean into the water, letting it soak through everything. Slowly, the grime starts to slide off— little rivers of brown swirling down the drain.

Only once the worst of it is rinsed away do I start peeling off the layers. My sweater hits the floor with a wet slap, followed by my jeans, then my soaked underwear— until I’m bare beneath the falling water, the last traces of cold replaced by the comforting heat washing over me.

I close my eyes, letting the water pour over me, washing away the dirt and the chill. The pressure is perfect, strong enough to melt the tension in my muscles. I barely register the knock on the door before it swings open.

“Brought you a towel,” Blaze says, his voice low and rough.

I turn my head, expecting him to just drop it off and leave.

But he’s here to stay.

Leaning against the vanity, arms crossed, he watches me. The weight of his stare sinks into my skin, heating me from the inside out. How long has he been standing there, silently taking me in?

His gaze moves slowly, lingering on the curve of my waist. His nostrils flare, his fingers flex against his arms like he’s holding himself back. My thighs clench involuntarily, the tension between us heavy, charged with something unspoken.

His jaw tightens. His throat bobs. Then, as if something snaps inside him, he licks his lips and smiles deliciously at me.

“This is how it all started,” he murmurs, voice rough. “You, naked in my bathroom.”

My pulse pounds in my ears as I drag my teeth over my bottom lip, tilting my head.

“Last time you got naked and joined me…”

Images of him stripping off his clothes flood my mind— the heat of his body pressing against mine under the water, his hands sliding over every inch of me.

He steps away from the vanity, reaching for the hem of his shirt.

His lips twitch, showing a hint of a smirk before his shirt hits the floor. Stepping forward, he undoes his jeans, the air crackling, electric with anticipation. The door clicks shut, discarded clothes left in a careless pile as he steps under the spray.

Warm hands glide over my arms, a solid chest pressing against my back, lips grazing the nape of my neck. “You’re beautiful like this,” he murmurs, fingers trailing down my stomach, lower.

I gasp as he finds me, teasing, stroking, his other hand sliding up to cup my breast, his mouth moving over my shoulder. My body melts against his, heat rushing through me, pleasure building with every skilled touch.

“Blaze,” I moan, gripping his forearm as his fingers work me closer, his voice a low growl in my ear.

“I love the way you say my name like that,” he murmurs, his lips grazing my earlobe. “Like you’re trying to fight me, but you desperately want me.”

My head falls back against his shoulder, hips rolling into his touch without thought. “I’m not trying to fight you,” I breathe. “I already lost.”

He chuckles, low and rough, the sound vibrating against my back. “Good.”

His fingers move in slow, deliberate circles, coaxing pleasure with maddening precision, while his other hand roams— thumb brushing over my nipple in a rhythm that matches the pulse between my thighs. My knees threaten to give out, and he catches me easily, one arm looping around my waist, anchoring me against him.

He shifts slightly, reaching for the body wash, and I feel the cool slickness of it before his palms glide over my skin— over my shoulders, down my arms, across the curves of my breasts. He lathers me slowly, reverently, turning every motion into an act of worship.

“Wait— Blaze,” I manage between shallow breaths. “What about Hailey?”

“She said she’d shower too,” he murmurs, kissing the side of my neck. “And she takes ages. You have no idea.”

I exhale a soft laugh, nodding as tension melts from my limbs.

Too breathless to speak, I let him guide me— his hands warm and sure— as he turns me to face the glass. My palms flatten against the slick, steamy surface, water streaming down my skin, his heat searing into my back. He steps in close, and his mouth trails down the curve of my spine, kiss after kiss, each one hotter, slower, more possessive than the last.

He doesn’t rush. His hands glide over my hips, my ass, and down my thighs— each touch filled with purpose and hunger, but still reverent, like he’s memorizing the shape of me.

When he presses forward, the hard line of his cock drags against me, making me gasp.

Then I feel him— thick, rigid— the head of him teasing at my entrance. He doesn’t push in- not yet, just deliberately slides the tip through my slick folds, until I’m aching, desperate.

“Look what you do to me,” he murmurs, his voice rough with need.

He nudges against me again, the weight of him heavy, poised right where I want him but still holding back.

“Oh, it’s my fault?” I breathe, rolling my hips, deliberately rubbing against him, claiming a little control.

“Every damn inch of it,” he growls, tightening his grip on my hips like he’s barely holding it together. “You want it?”

“Yes,” I whisper— more plea than word. “Give it to me.”

And then he does— slow and deep, stretching me bit by bit, until he’s buried to the hilt inside me. My mouth falls open in a soundless cry, the sensation overwhelming in the best way. Full. Claimed. Owned.

But more than that— satisfied. Right where I need to be.

He pauses, just long enough for me to take in every pulse, every throb of him inside me. Then he starts to move, and my whole body answers— tightening, pulsing, rising toward the edge with each steady stroke.

“God, you feel unreal,” he groans, driving deeper. “So wet. So ready for me.”

And I am. I push back against him, chasing the rhythm, hungry for more. Sparks shoot through me with each thrust, building, tightening in my core. His hands slide around to my front, one finding my breast, the other slipping lower— rubbing tight circles that send me hurtling closer.

“Blaze—“ It comes out broken, needy. “I’m so close.”

“I know, baby,” he whispers, mouth hot at my ear. “I can sense it. Cum for me.”

And when I do, it crashes over me like a wave— sharp, blinding pleasure that rips through me, stealing my breath, and making my whole body tremble as I cry out his name.

His movements slow, but he stays buried inside me for a moment longer, like he can’t bear to let go. I feel the tension in him— coiled tight, right at the edge.

Then he groans low in his throat and pulls out, the sudden emptiness making me whimper.

I glance over my shoulder, my breath stuttering, just as he wraps a hand around himself— long, steady strokes that match the fire in his eyes: raw and wild.

Biting my lip, I turn to face him fully, sinking back against the slick tiles. My hands brace on the wall behind me, water streaming down my body as I watch him with parted lips, every nerve still buzzing.

His gaze locks on mine, jaw tight, his fist working faster over his cock. “Fuck,” he growls, voice rough with restraint. His left hand braces on the tile beside my shoulder, caging me in. Another groan spills from his throat, deeper this time, his head tipping back.

I can’t look away. He’s beautiful like this— powerful and undone, hips twitching, muscles flexing, water coursing down his chest and abs, mixing with the drops trailing along his length.

Veins rise along his forearm as he strokes himself, relentless.

“Show me,” I whisper, my voice barely there.

His eyes find mine again and with one final twist of his wrist, he lets go. Hot spurts stripe my stomach as his groan echoes through the steamy air, his thighs locking, body taut as the release rips through him.

And all I can do is smile. I’m wrecked and more than satisfied— my whole body humming with afterglow from the sight of him unraveling just for me.


Chapter seven
No Distractions
Claire


“Hailey’s all packed and ready for her sleepover. I made sure she has everything she needs,” I say, my voice steady as I watch her bounce excitedly.

I grab her little hand, and we walk down the stairs together. Hailey’s chirping about all the fun she’s going to have, and I smile.

At the bottom of the stairs, I hand her over to Blaze, who pulls her into his strong protective arms. “Excellent,” he murmurs, his fingers brushing against mine as he takes her from me. There’s something in the way he holds her, like he’s making sure she’s well taken care of— like he’s not ready to let go. Not even for one night.

The doorbell rings, and Hailey lets out a squeal of joy, rushing toward the door. She’s practically jumping up and down, her excitement contagious. I watch her go, a quiet smile tugging at my lips.

Blaze stands still for a moment, watching his daughter, his eyes tracking her every movement as she disappears out the door. But as the door closes, his attention shifts back to me, his gaze sharp and focused.

Not able to stand his piercing gaze, I turn to gather my things, but before I can take another step, Blaze speaks. His voice is low like he’s weighing his words. “Come, let’s have a drink. It’s been a long week for both of us.”

I hesitate for the blink of an eye.

“Yeah. A drink sounds good,” I say, my voice betraying me with its slight tremor.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves as I meet him in the kitchen. After pouring two glasses of wine, he hands me one. I can feel the weight of his gaze on me. It’s intense, like he’s studying me, making me feel exposed.

Without saying another word, Blaze walks toward the living room, and I follow him. He sits on the couch, pats the space beside him, and looks up at me with that same quiet intensity.

“Come sit with me,” he says, his voice low and inviting.

Intrigued and slightly nervous, I sit down, our thighs brushing against each other. My heart races as I feel the heat radiating from him.

“Cheers. To a well-deserved break.”

I take a sip, feeling the warmth of the wine spread through my body.

“Just you and me, with no distractions. I’ve been wanting to show you something,” he adds. “Come with me.”

Placing my wine glass on the table, I take his hand and allow him to lead me through the house. We walk down a hallway and into the basement, the soft carpet muffling our footsteps. My mind races with curiosity as we approach a door on the bottom of the stairs.

He opens the door, and my eyes widen at the sight before me. It’s a bedroom, but unlike any I’ve ever seen. The walls are adorned with various BDSM equipment— whips, chains, cuffs, and an assortment of toys. My mouth goes dry as I take in the sight, my mind racing with questions.

“This is my sanctuary, Claire,” Blaze says, his voice hushed. “A place where I can truly be myself. And I want to share it with you.”

I feel a mixture of excitement and apprehension. Blaze steps closer, his strong hands cupping my face. His touch is gentle, but I can sense the underlying strength and control he possesses.

“I want to show you a side of pleasure you’ve never felt before,” he murmurs, a glint in his eye. “A world where you can let go. You just have to trust me. All you have to do is say yes.”

His words send a rush of heat between my thighs. Is he talking about BDSM? I’ve always been intrigued by it, but I’ve never imagined myself in this situation. Blaze’s intense gaze holds mine, and I see a hunger in his eyes that mirrors my own.

“Yes,” I whisper.

A satisfied smile plays on his lips as he guides me further into the room.

“Take your clothes off,” he instructs me, firmly yet gently, his eyes never leaving my body. I slowly peel off my clothes, revealing my naked form. I feel exposed and vulnerable, but also incredibly aroused.

Blaze’s gaze travels up and down my frame, taking in every curve. He steps closer, his hands running along my arms, sending shivers down my spine.

“You’re beautiful, Claire,” he murmurs. “And tonight, you’re mine to pleasure as I see fit.”

His words send a jolt of excitement through me. I want to feel his touch, to experience the sensations he promises. Blaze guides me to a sturdy wooden frame, a cross-shaped structure in the center of the room.

“Kneel,” he commands.

I obey, my heart racing as I position myself on the soft fur rug beneath the cross. Blaze secures my wrists to the top of the frame, the cuffs snug around my delicate skin. I feel a rush of adrenaline as I realize I’m at his mercy.

“Stunning,” he says, his voice thick with desire. “So willing and submissive.”

His words fuel my desire, and I feel a warmth building within me. Blaze steps back, admiring the sight of me bound and vulnerable. He runs his fingers along the inside of my thighs, making me squirm with anticipation.

“I’m going to pleasure you, Claire,” he says. “But first, I want to prepare you.”

He retrieves a bottle of lube and a sleek, black dildo from a nearby drawer. My eyes widen as he coats the toy with lube. He positions himself behind me, his muscles pressing against my back.

“Relax, my sweet Claire,” he says, his voice soothing. “This will feel incredible.”

I feel the tip of the dildo press against my entrance, and I take a sharp breath. Blaze’s hands rest on my hips, guiding the toy inside me, inch by inch. I moan softly as the fullness of the dildo stretches and fills me.

“That’s it, let it take you,” he says. “Feel how good it is.”

His words encourage me to relax, and I surrender to the sensation. Blaze begins to move the dildo in and out. I can feel my body responding, my muscles clenching around the toy.

“You like that, don’t you?” Blaze asks. “You’re so wet and ready.”

His words are like a spell, heightening my arousal. I’m lost in a haze of pleasure, feeling like I’m on fire. Blaze’s hands roam over my breasts, pinching my nipples, sending waves of delight through me.

Then he stills.

“Now, let’s add a little edge,” he murmurs against my ear, his breath warm and wicked. “A little pain to sweeten the pleasure.”

I shiver as he pulls away briefly, the dildo still buried inside me. I hear the faint clink of metal, the subtle rattle of something delicate being retrieved.

When I glance over my shoulder, I see them— silver clamps, small and gleaming, dangling from a thin chain. My breath catches.

He meets my eyes with a dark smile. “You trust me?”

I nod. “Yes.”

“Good girl.”

Gently, he cups one breast, brushing his thumb over the already sensitive peak before securing the first clamp. The pressure bites instantly— sharp, delicious. My back arches as a gasp escapes me, pleasure and pain crashing together in a stunning, heady wave.

He watches my reaction closely, his eyes burning with lust and control.

“Too much?”

I shake my head, panting. “No. More.”

The second clamp pinches into place, the matching ache doubling the intensity. My nipples throb and my pulse sends shockwaves straight to my core. Blaze rewards my moan with a deep kiss between my shoulder blades.

“Beautiful,” he whispers, tugging gently on the chain connecting them.

I cry out, the sensation maddening, electric. And all the while, that sleek toy remains inside me, unmoving, holding me open, holding me ready.

“Now,” he growls, gripping the base of the dildo and giving it one long, slow thrust, “let’s see how much you can take.”

The dildo moves again— slow and deep— dragging over every sensitive spot inside me. At the same time, the ache from the clamps flares with every motion, the chain swaying lightly as my body trembles beneath his control.

“Look at you,” Blaze murmurs, his voice dark silk. “So full. So fucking perfect like this.”

He tugs on the chain— just enough. A sharp jolt rushes through me, like lightning shooting from my nipples to my core. My moan shatters into the room, raw and helpless.

“Blaze— oh, my god…”

He presses a hand on my back, keeping me in place as his other continues to thrust the toy in and out of me with slow, steady purpose. I’m dripping now, trembling, lost. And still the clamps bite, the pain twisting into pleasure until I can’t tell them apart.

“You feel it building, don’t you?” he whispers, kissing the nape of my neck. “That tight, aching need. Right here.”

He strokes my clit with his thumb— just once— and my whole body jerks.

“I want you to hold it,” he growls. “Don’t cum yet.”

“I— I can’t—“

He tugs the chain again, harder this time, and I cry out— my thighs shaking, the toy thrusting deep, the pressure unbearable.

“Yes, you can. You’re going to hold it until I say.”

Tears prick the corners of my eyes, not from pain, but from the overwhelming pressure coiling tighter and tighter inside me. My nerves are on fire, each touch a spark.

And then he moves faster.

The toy drives in harder, his thumb circles my clit with maddening precision, and the clamps— God, the clamps— pulse with heat and pressure, sending shockwaves through me with every breath.

“I’m close,” I beg, my voice breaking. “Please…”

He growls, primal and possessive, and leans down to bite gently at my shoulder. “Cum for me, Claire.”

He yanks the chain.

The sudden flare of delicious pain entwined with pleasure breaks me open. My orgasm crashes through me like a storm, relentless and raw, my body convulsing around the toy, nipples throbbing, vision white-hot. I scream his name, collapsing as wave after wave tears through me.

Blaze holds me and keeps stroking me through it, whispering praise against my skin, his hands finally soft again, worshipful.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “So fucking beautiful when you break. But we’re not done.”

Blaze releases my wrists and gently unclamps the nipple clamps. My boobs feel numb in the best way. Lifting me effortlessly, he guides me across the room to the bed. My legs are shaky, my body still thrumming.

“On your hands and knees,” he orders gently, already positioning me. “Ass up. Just like that.”

I obey, hips high, skin flushed, still aching for more.

In the background, I hear the soft crinkle of plastic, the unmistakable sound of a condom wrapper being torn open.

Then I feel him— thick and hard— pressing against me. No warning, just a slow, brutal thrust as he buries himself deep.

I cry out, the fullness overwhelming, the stretch making my breath hitch.

“Fuck, Claire,” he growls, gripping my hips. “You’re perfect like this. Wet. Open. Mine.”

And then he starts to move.

He fucks me with purpose— each thrust deep, measured, claiming. The slap of skin against skin fills the room, punctuated by my gasps and the low, primal sounds rumbling from his chest.

His grip tightens on my hips, fingers digging into my flesh as he tilts me higher, angling me just right. I swear I see stars. Every drag of his cock hits that spot deep inside that makes my legs shake and my voice break.

“You feel that?” he pants, voice strained. “How you’re clenching around me? Like you never want me to stop?”

“I don’t want you to stop, ever,” I moan, pressing back into him, greedy for every inch.

He groans low and hungry, one hand sliding up my back, pushing between my shoulder blades until I collapse onto my forearms. My ass lifts instinctively, giving him everything.

“You make me lose my fucking mind,” he grits, pounding into me harder, deeper. “You want more?”

“Yes,” I breathe. “Blaze, please— don’t stop.”

His hand tangles in my hair, yanking my head back just enough to whisper against my ear. “You’re going to cum for me again.”

“I can’t,” I whimper, trembling.

“Yes, you can,” he growls. “You’re mine, and you’ll cum when I say.”

Then his fingers are between my legs again, circling my clit with ruthless precision. I cry out, every nerve raw and blazing, my orgasm coiling again with frightening speed.

“Let go,” he demands, his voice like thunder behind me.

And I do.

I shatter around him, crying his name, my body arching, clenching, convulsing with pleasure so sharp it borders on pain. My vision blurs. My fingers grip the sheets. I lose all sense of time, of anything except the feeling of him— inside me, around me, claiming every part of me.

He keeps going through it, chasing his own release, until he jerks forward with a loud groan, spilling inside the condom, his rhythm faltering as he empties himself with a final, deep thrust.

For a moment, everything goes still.

It is just the sound of our ragged breathing, the heat between us, and the wild storm we created lingering in the air like smoke.

He leans over my back, planting a slow kiss at the base of my neck.

“You ruin me,” he whispers.


Chapter eight
Dinner Games
Claire


After last night, I don’t think Blaze can surprise me anymore.

I’m wrong.

Hailey’s back from her sleepover, and Blaze has decided to take us both out to dinner. I’m just finishing getting ready when he steps behind me— silent, sure— the heat of him wrapping around me as his hands slide to my waist.

“Before we go,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my neck, “I want you to wear something for me.”

I turn, heart already racing, and see the small black remote in his hand.

My pulse stutters. “What is that?”

“You know exactly what it is.” His smirk is pure sin.

Heat pools inside me as he steps closer, his fingers skimming the hem of my dress.

“I want you wet and aching for me all night,” he says. “Think you can handle that?”

I nod, already breathless.

He kneels in front of me, slipping the small, sleek vibrator into place. His fingers graze the sensitive skin of my inner thigh as he adjusts it, sending a shiver down my spine. I bite my lip, desperate not to moan.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, standing again. “Now be a good girl— and don’t give us away.”

By the time we reach the restaurant, I’m already on edge- the device nestled snugly a constant, wicked reminder of his control.

Hailey chats excitedly beside me, completely unaware. Across the table, Blaze meets my gaze with a smirk that makes my pulse spike.

We’re seated in a private booth, candlelight flickering across polished wood. The moment I lower myself onto the seat, a low, steady vibration hums to life.

My breath catches.

Blaze pours me a glass of wine like nothing’s happening, his voice smooth as silk. “Relax, Claire. Enjoy yourself.”

I clench my thighs, willing my body to behave— but then he turns the setting up.

A sharp gasp escapes me. I disguise it with a cough.

“You okay?” Hailey asks, raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I manage, forcing a smile. “Wine went down the wrong way.”

Blaze lifts his glass, hiding a grin behind the rim.

Time melts around us, agonizing and delicious. He keeps me trembling on the edge, always close, never quite letting me go.

Every shift of my hips, every movement, sends another jolt of pleasure through me. I press my thighs together, biting down on the moan that threatens to escape.

When Hailey excuses herself to the restroom, Blaze leans in, his voice low and dark.

“You’re soaking, aren’t you?”

I nod, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I’m so wet for you,” I whisper, thighs trembling.

His fingers graze my knee, tracing upward. A simple touch, but it makes my whole body shiver.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. Then he turns up the vibration— again.

I grip the edge of the table, panting softly.

“When we get home…,” his voice is barely audible. “I’ll make you beg.”

The drive home was pure torture.

The vibrator lodged deep, its relentless hum vibrating through me, pulling me closer to the edge with every tremor, my desperation growing with each pulse.

Feeling every bump in the road makes it nearly impossible to sit still. I clenched my thighs together, my hands gripping the seat, my breathing shallow as I fought for control.

Beside me, Blaze is the picture of calm. Confident. Unbothered. As if he isn’t slowly unraveling me with the press of a button.

When we pull into the driveway, I’m ready to bolt inside, needing relief, but Blaze has other plans.

Hailey hopped out first, calling over her shoulder, “I’m gonna shower and crash. It was a long day. And I did not get much sleep with Avary last night.”

The second the front door shut behind us, Blaze turned to me, his gaze dark and unreadable. “In the basement. Now.”

Blaze is on me. His fingers tighten on my wrist, guiding me down the stairs without a word. His pace is fast, but measured— each step deliberate, as if he’s savoring every moment, drawing it out.

I can feel the heat radiating from him, his presence overwhelming. My heart pounds as the vibrator hums relentlessly between my legs, the sensation still buzzing through me, taunting me. I fight to keep my composure, but it’s becoming harder with each step we take.

We reach the basement door, and Blaze doesn’t hesitate. He opens it and pulls me inside, the air cool against my heated skin. The dim lighting casts shadows over the room, and I can’t help but shiver— partly from anticipation, partly from the power of what’s about to happen.

He stands in front of me, eyes dark with desire. Without a word, he begins to undress me. His fingers work at the hem of my dress, tugging it over my head, exposing the sensitive skin of my chest, leaving me standing in nothing but my lace panties. The vibrator is still pressed against me and catches his attention. He looks down at it, then back up at me, his lips curling into a smirk.

“You’ve been such a good girl, haven’t you?” he murmurs, his voice low and commanding.

I nod, my breath catching in my throat.

“Let me give you a little break,” he says, reaching for the remote control in his pocket. One click, and the toy goes silent.

“Give me your wrists,” he demands, and I offer them without hesitation.

He grabs a pair of handcuffs— cool metal brushing my skin as he clicks them shut around my wrists, securing them in front of me. A chill rolls through me, goosebumps rising everywhere.

“I’m gonna go check on Hailey and tuck her in,” he says calmly, like we’re in the middle of a casual conversation and not this charged moment. “Don’t move.”

He turns like he’s done— but then pauses.

Without a word, he slips off his tie, unfolds it, and steps back toward me. “Almost forgot,” he murmurs, voice brushing against my skin like a touch. Then darkness. He blindfolds me— tight and secure— and the world vanishes, leaving only sound, scent, and the ache between my legs.

My breathing sharpens. I hear the soft click of the basement door as he leaves, and suddenly, it’s just me.

I’m left standing in the cool air, panties soaked, the toy still resting against me like a threat and a promise.

It’s quiet. Too quiet. No sound, no movement. Just the ache. The heat. The throb of wanting.

I shift, trying to ease the pressure building inside me— but the friction is faint, unsatisfying. I arch my back, roll my hips, trying anything to push myself closer. But it’s no use. The tension only builds.

Then, suddenly— click— a low hum pulses to life between my legs.

The toy hums to life again, low and deep, a steady purr against my core.

“Oh, fuck…,” I whisper, my knees going soft. It’s not even high, but it’s perfectly placed

I moan softly, biting down on my bottom lip. Alone. Exposed. Waiting.

He hasn’t come back yet.

The humming grows stronger, more insistent. I can’t help it— my hips roll on their own, chasing the sensation that’s been building since before we even made it down here. My breath comes in short, needy gasps. The heat coils low in my belly, tighter with each passing second.

I use my cuffed Hands to press the toy exactly where I need it, chasing the high that keeps slipping just out of reach. My thighs clench. My hips roll. My jaw goes slack as I gasp for air, so close I could fall apart from the tension alone.

I’m seconds away. One more shift. One more grind and I’ll break.

Then—

The basement door creaks open.

I freeze.

“Not so fast,” he says, and the toy turns off again. His voice a sharp contrast to the desperate whimpers that are leaving my lips.

“Did I allow you to cum?”

My entire body trembles. I shake my head.

“No… you did not,” I manage, barely. “But-”

“No but.“ His tone hardens, cutting me off completely. “You don’t cum until I say so.”

I gasp, my legs wobbling, the absence of sensation almost as overwhelming as the buildup. My body aches for release.

I can feel his breath right in front of me, lifting my chin with two fingers.

“Now,” he murmurs, “let’s see if you’ve learned how to behave.”

His fingers slip from my chin and trail down my throat, slow and deliberate, until they reach the swell of my chest.

“You were going to cum without me and without my permission,” he states, almost thoughtfully, like he’s deciding what to do with me. “From now on the only one that will make you cum is me. And with that I also mean you pleasuring yourself.”

My breath hitches. I don’t respond. I can’t— I’m too far gone, my nerves wound tight with need.

He circles behind me, his palms brushing over my hips as he leans in close, his breath warm against my ear.

Guiding my hands to a flat surface, he says. “Hold on to the table for me.”

I obey instantly, palms flat on the cool surface, back arched, my lace panties still clinging to my soaked skin.

Without warning, his hand smacks my ass— sharp.

I let out a gasp, more surprise than pain, but the sting ignites something inside me. Before I can recover, he lands another, this one lower, firmer. A whimper slips from my lips.

“Count,” he says.

“Two…,” I whisper.

The next smack comes a beat later— hard enough to make me gasp again, but my body leans into it now, craving the sensation.

“Three…”

By the time he reaches five, my thighs tremble and my core pulses, the sting of each slap merging with the deep ache that grows within me.

He leans in again, his voice a rough whisper against my ear. “You don’t get to cum until I decide you’ve earned it.”

Then his fingers slide lower, pressing into the soaked lace, gauging how close I am to breaking.

“God, you’re dripping,” he murmurs. “Maybe you want to be punished.”

I moan, pressing back against his hand, craving more.

He chuckles darkly. “Not yet.”

And just like that— he pulls away. Leaving me panting, aching, and still under his control.

His absence is brutal— his heat gone, his hands no longer on me. I stay exactly where he left me, bent over the table, every muscle coiled tight, my breath shallow and uneven. I want to cry out, beg, plead— but I can’t.

Behind me, I hear the soft jingle of his belt unbuckling.

My heart races.

Then, the sound of a condom wrapper tearing.

I clench in anticipation.

“I told you,” Blaze says as he steps up behind me, one hand gripping my hip, the other sliding my panties to the side, “you cum when I say.”

He doesn’t give me time to answer.

He thrusts two fingers into me— deep and unforgiving.

I gasp, my body jerking forward from the sudden intrusion. He curls them just right, hitting that spot inside me that makes my knees weak, but his rhythm is relentless—teasing and punishing all at once.

“Does that feel good?” he asks, voice dark and low behind me.

“Yes,” I breathe, barely able to speak.

“Too bad.” He withdraws his fingers just as abruptly and delivers another sharp smack to my ass. I cry out, the sting making my skin burn deliciously. He does it again. And again.

By the next strike, I’m soaked, shaking, and desperate.

“Next time you even think about cumming without me being around,“ he growls, “you’ll spend an hour like this, untouched. You understand me?”

“Yes,” I moan, my voice trembling. “I understand.”

A beat of silence. Then I feel him lean in, his body pressing against mine, his cock nudging against my entrance.

“Good.”

He thrusts into me in one smooth, brutal stroke.

My breath catches. My mouth falls open in a silent moan as he fills me completely. He holds himself there, buried deep, before pulling back and starting to move— slow, firm, unrelenting.

Each thrust lands with intention, hips slapping against me, his hand on my back pressing me lower.

“You’re going to take it,” he growls, “until I say you’ve earned it.”

“Yes…”

Then I hear the soft click of the remote.

The vibrator buzzes to life again, right against my clit— too much and not enough, perfectly placed to drive me insane.

A jolt tears through me, every nerve lit like a live wire. I gasp, the shock of pleasure so sharp it borders on pain.

I try to grind against it, desperate for friction, for relief— but I’m bent over, held in place, my panties still stretched to the side, the table unforgiving beneath my hips. I roll them anyway, hips twitching in tiny, pathetic movements, chasing something I can’t quite reach.

Every pulse of the vibrator is a tease. My thighs tremble, slick and aching, my breath coming in quick, shallow bursts. I’m so close I could cry.

Then— his voice behind me. Calm. Dangerous.

“Did I say you could cum?”

I freeze, panting. “No,” I whisper. “But—“

“No but.”

His hand crashes down on my ass, the smack sharp and stinging. I cry out, more from frustration than pain. He does it again. Harder.

“You don’t get to cum just because you need it,“ he growls, voice rough now. “You come when I let you.”

I nod, trembling, trapped in that cruel limbo where pleasure blurs into punishment—every nerve raw, begging.

Blaze pounds into me harder now, his rhythm matching the pulsing hum between my legs.

“Not yet,” he warns, his voice low but sharp.

I’m gasping, moaning, clinging to the table for dear life. My release is so close, my muscles tightening, my walls fluttering around him— but I hold on. Barely.

“Not yet,” he warns, voice low and rough in my ear.

I’m barely holding on— fingers digging into the edge of the table, body quaking with need. My orgasm teeters right there, muscles clenching around him, breath coming in sharp, desperate gasps. He’s so deep, filling me completely, dragging me closer with every slow, deliberate thrust.

Then he pushes in hard— deeper than ever before—holding there, buried to the hilt, grinding against that spot that makes me unravel.

“Now,” he growls, the command hot against my skin.

And I shatter.

My body convulses around him, pleasure slamming into me like a wave I can’t fight. I cry out, raw and broken, hips jerking as the orgasm rips through me. My legs give out, and I fold forward onto the table, gasping, trembling, clutching at anything to keep myself from floating away.

I’m wrecked. Undone. Still pulsing around him as he holds inside me, thick and deep, letting me feel it all.

Blaze holds me steady, staying deep inside me as he groans through his own release, hips pressing flush against my ass, grounding us both in the moment.

Then everything stills.

His hands soften, one sliding up my spine, slow and soothing. The other slips around to unfasten the cuffs, his fingers brushing tenderly against my wrists as the metal clicks free.

He leans in, pressing a kiss to my shoulder before gently loosening the blindfold and pulling it away. I blink into the dim light, the world coming back into focus— warm and hazy.

“You did so good for me,” he murmurs, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “I’ve got you.”

And he does.

I melt into his arms as he gathers me close, my body still buzzing, my heart full.

And God… I’d do it all again.


Chapter nine
Yours For The Weekend
Claire


Keys jangling in my hand, I get back from dropping Hailey at school, already running through my to-do list for the day. But the second I step inside, something feels... off.

There’s noise coming from the kitchen.

Blaze is still home.

He’s leaning against the counter, coffee mug in hand, looking way too casual for this hour. Dressed in jeans and a dark shirt, sleeves pushed up, forearms flexing just right. Like he planned this.

“I thought you had meetings,” I say, toeing off my shoes.

He smirks. “Not today.”

I narrow my eyes. “Home office?”

“Sort of,” he says, and sets his coffee down with a soft clink. “You’re off too.”

I blink. “I am?”

He nods, that slow, smug kind of nod that makes my stomach flutter.

“I took care of a few things, moved stuff around, cleared your calendar.”

After a pause I ask, “Why?”

His eyes drop to my mouth, then lower. “Because I have plans.”

I raise an eyebrow, heat already curling low in my belly. “Do I get to know what kind of plans?”

He steps in close, possessively brushing his fingers down my arm then grabbing my hand. “Hailey’s getting picked up from school by my parents. She’s spending the weekend with them.”

I freeze. “The weekend?”

He nods.

I stare at him, my mind trying to catch up. “What are you trying to tell me?”

“It’s just you and me.”

My heart starts racing, and I feel blood rushing to my face. A whole weekend. No interruptions. No break. I don’t know if I can handle that.

Just him and me. And whatever he has in that dirty mind of his.

“You are off. Go home and enjoy your day. But be ready by seven,” he murmurs, lips brushing against my temple. “Dress up. No panties.”

A shiver runs straight through me.

Before I can say anything, he pulls back, kisses the corner of my mouth, and walks past me like it’s no big deal. Like he didn’t just completely wreck my ability to focus for the rest of the day.

At the door, he pauses and looks back.

“I’ll pick you up at seven, Claire.”

Then he’s gone. And I’m left standing there, heart pounding, thighs pressed together, wondering how the hell I’m going to survive the next few hours.

The club he takes me to is dark, and the music is loud. Everything about it hums— low lights, hot bodies, the scent of liquor and lust in the air.

He looks dangerously good— dress pants hugging his powerful thighs, a tailored shirt stretched just enough to hint at the hard planes beneath. The top two buttons are undone, revealing just enough of his chest to tease. His sleeves are rolled up, forearms flexing as he threads his fingers through mine. He moves with quiet confidence, like he owns the night. He is not guiding me, he is owning me. Claiming me.

As we dance, he pulls me close, almost too close. I’m pressed to him, chest to chest, thigh between thigh, our bodies moving like we’ve done this in private a hundred times. His palm slides over my bare spine, down to the small of my back, dipping lower, fingers brushing just beneath the hem of my dress.

I feel everything. The strength in his grip. The slow grind of his hips against mine. The heat building with every beat.

We slide into a booth tucked in the back, half-hidden by shadows. The music’s a low throb, but all I can hear is my heartbeat. His hand never leaves me— just drifts to my thigh, warm and steady. He starts tracing lazy circles, then moves higher, slow like he’s got all night. My breath stutters. I shift slightly, giving him room.

“Does it turn you on,” he whispers low against my ear, “knowing you’re this exposed in public?”

His fingers reach the hem of my dress, then slip beneath. No resistance. Just skin. He chuckles, dark and pleased.

“All it takes is one wrong move,” he says, his mouth brushing my jaw, “one gust of air... and everyone would see this pretty pussy.”

I swallow hard. My legs press together, then open again when he gives me a little nudge.

“You’ve been wet since I picked you up, haven’t you? I know the thought of exposure turns you on.”

I nod, my breath catching as his lips graze the shell of my ear.

“Good,” he says. “Because when we get home, I’m going to open you up slow... taking you in the front first. And when you’re trembling, desperate, ready for more— I’ll take you the way you’ve never had before.”

I moan softly, thighs pressing together.

He chuckles darkly. “Don’t bother. Nothing’s going to help.”

We leave not long after. He keeps his hand on me the whole way home— on my thigh in the car, on the small of my back when we walk through the front door. Not rushed, but charged. Every second thick with promise.

Blaze takes my hand and leads me straight to the bathroom.

He stops me in front of the mirror, steps behind me as he starts to undress me, like he’s unwrapping something he’s wanted for hours.

The zipper at the back of my dress hums as he drags it down. His fingers graze my spine, then slip the straps off my shoulders. He pulls the fabric down, inch by inch, letting it fall to the floor. His hands linger at my waist, then skim over my hips.

He meets my eyes in the mirror.

“Look at you,” he murmurs. “Fucking stunning.”

Unclamping my bra, he leaves me bare.

His touch is gentle but firm as he guides me into the shower. Warm water cascades over my skin, and he steps in behind me, wrapping me in heat and muscle.

He shampoos my hair like it’s a ritual. Fingers massaging my scalp, tilting my head back under the spray. Then he works his way down— slow, soapy strokes across my shoulders, breasts, and hips.

By the time he drops to his knees behind me, rubbing soft circles into the backs of my thighs, I’m boneless.

Floating.

His touch, his care— it’s all-consuming.

Then I feel his hands slide between my cheeks, spreading me gently. The water streams down, warm and steady.

“Mmm,” he murmurs behind me, low and thick. “Let me soap clean you real good back here.”

His fingers glide over my puckered skin. He traces slow circles around my tight entrance, teasing it.

“I’ve got big plans for this little hole of yours,” he whispers, brushing the curve of my ass.

He lingers, massaging with soft pressure, lathering me with care that feels almost reverent— until I realize how turned on I am.

I’ve thought about trying anal before, but never trusted anyone enough to actually do it. Or maybe I was just scared it would hurt. But with Blaze? It’s different. I want it. I want him to be the one. The idea of pain doesn’t scare me anymore— it turns me on. Because I know he’ll take care of me. He knows what he’s doing, and I trust him completely. That alone has me already aching to see how far he’ll take me.

By the time he shuts the water off, I’m relaxed and pulsing with anticipation.

He wraps me in a thick towel and pulls me into a tight embrace.

“Come with me.”

I follow, barefoot and dripping, towel barely clinging to my body as he leads me downstairs.

Back to the basement.

He escorts me to the padded table, then pushes my frontside down, ass in the air.

Blaze takes the towel from my body and tosses it aside. I’m laid bare before him again, and he doesn’t rush. He just looks at me for a long moment, like he’s memorizing every inch.

“I can’t wait to take your virginity from behind,” he murmurs hungry.

My breath catches.

I don’t respond— just nod, barely able to speak through the thrum in my chest.

He steps closer, palm grazing my waist, then sliding down to cup the curve of my ass. His other hand moves between my legs, parting me with practiced ease. The moment his fingers stroke my pussy, I jolt.

“I love how soaked you are,” he says, his tone thick with approval. “You like the idea of what I’m going to do to you, don’t you?”

A sound escapes me, half whimper, half gasp. He circles my clit, teasing, then drags two fingers through the slick heat of me, dipping inside just enough to make me moan.

“You’re ready,” he murmurs, kissing my neck. “Your body’s begging for it.”

He strokes me slowly, rhythmically— fingertips coated in my arousal, sliding through it, spreading it. The ache inside me sharpens, tightens. My hips move without thought, chasing the pressure.

And still, he doesn’t rush. He builds me, lingers, makes me crave him more.

His fingers never stop. They glide through my slick folds, slow and steady, pressing just deep enough to make my legs tremble before dragging back out. Then he circles my clit again— lazy, confident strokes that make my breath hitch and my hips roll forward, desperate for more.

“You feel that?” he whispers against my ear, his breath hot and sinful. “How wet you are for me? You’re dripping, baby.”

A moan slips from my lips, helpless, aching. I try to answer, but my voice is lost in the wave of sensation rolling through me.

He keeps going, fingers moving with maddening precision— alternating between dipping inside and rolling tight circles around my clit, each pass more devastating than the last. My body tenses, heat coiling low in my belly, tight and urgent.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, nipping at my shoulder. “You’re so close. You don’t have to fight it today. I want you to cum.”

He adds a little pressure, stroking faster now, slick and relentless. The pleasure is sharp, hot, cresting fast— so close I can barely breathe.

My thighs start to shake, and I reach for something, anything to hold onto, but all I feel is him. His hands, his voice, his control.

“Let me feel you fall apart in my hands.”

And I do— tightening around his fingers, grinding shamelessly against his palm as the orgasm rips through me. I cry out, loud and broken, cumming hard with nothing to hold back.

Spent and relaxed, I feel his hand brush down my back, between my butt cheeks, slow and possessive. I hear the soft sound of a cap popping open, then the slick warmth of lube against my skin.

“I’ve got you,” he says softly. “Trust me, and try to relax.”

I feel his finger— slick, warm, and unhurried as it traces my rim, spreading the lube with gentle circles. Then he pushes in, just the tip, but it makes me gasp. Everything feels so tight and unfamiliar, my body instinctively clenching around the intrusion. The discomfort flares just enough to make me second-guess myself.

“Shh, easy,” he murmurs, his free hand stroking up my spine.

He works a little deeper, sliding his finger in and out with slow precision. There’s a sharp ache as he stretches me— just enough to make me whimper. My legs tremble, not from pleasure, but from the tension and the effort to adjust. It hurts, but in a way that isn’t unbearable. I try to focus on relaxing, breathing through it, willing my body to accept the intrusion.

The burn fades slowly, replaced by a soft, building warmth. The discomfort begins to shift into something... different. The heat starts to spread, and with it, I feel a tentative spark of something that makes me want to see where this goes. It’s still unfamiliar, still a little unsettling, but now there’s curiosity

His other palm gently massages my pussy lips, coaxing the tension from my body. His touch is steady, firm, grounding me. The burn in my rear slowly fades, replaced by a soft heat that spreads outward. I focus on my breath, deep and slow, trying to center myself on the warmth building between my legs. I’m still adjusting, but there’s something else starting to bloom, a flicker of heat that draws me in.

“I’m going to start stretching you with a little plug,” he says, his voice a low murmur against my ear. “Just relax and focus on what you’re feeling down here.”

The cool press of the smallest plug meets my sensitive skin, teasing just enough to make my body instinctively clench.

“You’re doing so good. Just let me in.”

And I do.

I feel the anticipation building, my muscles hesitant, tight—but his calm, soothing movements guide me through it. He eases the plug inside with deliberate care, inch by inch. The stretch is gentle, yet firm, and I try to breathe through it, keeping my focus on the pressure in my front.

As it slides deeper, I concentrate on the fullness in my pussy, the heat gathering there, and not the discomfort in the back. My hips move, almost involuntarily, seeking more of the sensation. I start to relax, the initial resistance fading as I focus on the way his hand still soothes, guiding me deeper into this new sensation. The pressure turns into a thick fullness, and with every slow push, the heat spreads, spreading through my body like fire. The discomfort is now just a faint memory, swallowed up by the growing warmth and the undeniable pull of pleasure.

Once it’s in, he leaves it there and turns his attention back to my front—slipping his hand back between my legs. He laughs quietly, proud. “You like this.”

I moan, helpless.

I feel exposed. Completely vulnerable. But not scared.


Chapter ten
Edge Of Ecstasy
Claire


He adds the vibrator, low and teasing on my clit—just a whisper of movement, but it lights me up instantly. My hips tilt into it, grinding softly against the table, trying to catch more of the sensation. The pleasure blooming in my front makes it easier to take the pressure in the back, makes my body melt around it. It’s all warmth and pulse now, my breath catching on every little thrum.

Behind me, I feel his hand steady on my lower back.

“I’m going to take this one out now,” he says while twisting and moving the plug. “I will replace it with a bigger one to stretch you.”

I nod, biting my lip, thighs already trembling. My body’s tense with anticipation, but I keep breathing through it, focusing on the soft circles he draws across my clit.

He slides the plug out with care, and I feel every inch of it leave me, my body fluttering at the sudden emptiness. The next one nudges at my rim— cool, firmer, stretching me wider.

“This one’s going to feel fuller,” he says, voice low and sure. “But you can take it. Just relax for me.”

I try. I press back into his hand and focus on the pleasure in front, the vibrator still purring against me, his fingers joining in slow, steady strokes. It helps— makes my body yield, bit by bit, until the new plug sinks in with a delicious pressure that makes me whimper.

“There you go,” he praises. “Look at you, opening up for me. So damn perfect.”

It burns, but it’s a burn I’m almost used to by now. My muscles ache around the stretch, but the deeper he goes, the more it fades into heat— thick and sweet, curling through me until I’m arching for more, flushed and panting.

“Let me know if it’s too much,” he says, his tone soft but edged with hunger. “But I really want to fuck your ass.”

By the time he presses the third plug in, I’m panting. Lost. My hips rock into the table, chasing pressure from both sides. The fullness in my ass, the vibrator still humming at my clit— it’s overwhelming in the best way. My body is stretched, slick, trembling.

“Please,” I whisper. I don’t even know what I’m begging for anymore. Just more. Just him.

He kisses my spine, warm and grounding, then pulls the plug out— slow and smooth. I whimper at the loss, already missing the fullness. But then I hear the soft tear of a condom wrapper, the slick sound of more lube being poured into his hand. I hold my breath.

Then I feel it— him. The blunt heat of his cock pressing against my entrance. Bigger than the plug, hotter, alive.

“This ass is mine now,” he growls, low and rough. “Ready?”

“Yes,” I breathe. “Yes.”

He pushes in, inch by inch, patient but firm. The stretch is intense— deeper, thicker, hotter than before. My muscles clench, but I breathe through it, remembering everything he told me. My hands grip the edge of the table, knuckles white, thighs shaking.

“Fuck,” he groans behind me, voice strained. “You feel so tight, so perfect.”

The burn flares, sharp and all-consuming, but there’s something beneath it. Pressure. Fullness. Heat. And the way he groans, like he’s losing control, makes it worth every second.

He pauses, letting me adjust, one hand rubbing slow circles at my hip, the other brushing between my legs.

“Feel that?” he murmurs. “Taking all of me. Just like I knew you would.”

I push back into him instinctively, moaning loud, unfiltered, lost in the way it burns and fills and satisfies something deeper than I knew I had.

It’s more than just sex. It’s surrender.

He holds me tight as I fall apart around him, murmuring praise, fucking me through every wave of sensation. His rhythm falters as he follows me over the edge, groaning my name like a prayer.

And when it’s over, when we’re both gasping and shaking, he doesn’t move right away.

He just stays there— inside me, holding me, breathing with me.

Then, gently, he pulls out and lifts me into his arms like I weigh nothing at all.

“You okay?” he whispers against my hair.

I nod, limp in his arms. “Better than okay.”

He scoops me up like he never wants to let go, holding me close, his heartbeat steady against my chest. His warmth wraps around me, grounding and safe. He carries me to the couch and lays me down gently, his hands always on me— steady, reassuring.

He disappears for a moment and returns with a warm towel, dabbing between my legs with slow, careful movements. Every touch is soft, thoughtful. Not rushed. Just quiet care.

His fingers brush my hair back. A blanket wraps around my shoulders, and he pulls me into his lap. I sink into him without thinking— his chest at my back, arms snug around me, breath steady against my ear.

“Did you like it?” he murmurs, voice low and tender, a hint of something deeper in the question.

I nod, barely above a whisper. “Yeah… I did.”

His hand slides over my back, soothing, his chin resting lightly against my shoulder. We stay like that for a while, still and quiet, until he guides me to the bed, his palm warm at the small of my back. He pulls back the covers, lays me down, and climbs in beside me, wrapping an arm around my waist.

His hands begin to massage my shoulders, slow and steady, working the tension from my muscles. I let out a soft sigh, eyes fluttering shut.

Each stroke pulls me deeper into calm. Each pass of his fingers lulls me further away from everything else.

Until I melt, completely relaxed, and drift.

~The End~
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