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Preface

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




Dim the lights and lose yourself in me. 




Content information: Voyeurism and exhibitionism 




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












Chapter One: Temptation Calls 




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

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

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




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

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

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

The line shifts forward. 

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

"ID and ticket?" 

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

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

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

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

She steps aside. I step in. 

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

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

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

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

Then I spot her. 

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

And those eyes? They’ve locked on me. 

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

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

"Mind if I sit?" 

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

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

Her eyes flick to my wrist. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm here to play." 




 





Chapter Two: A Tempting Offer 




Her name was Emily. 

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

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

I blinked. My brain momentarily shut down. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What about Nathan?" Jack asked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three: A Not So Slow Seduction 




“There he is.”  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed. Took a breath. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you apologizing for?” Nathan asked. 

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan’s smile widened approvingly. 

“Good choice.”  

He extended his hand, palm open, inviting.  

“Shall we?”  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And the purple?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This way, ma’am,” he murmured. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something inside me tightened.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My pulse skipped, then pounded.  

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

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

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

"Just tell me where you want to start." 





Chapter Four: Into the Fire 




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hey," he murmured. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then his mouth was on me. 

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

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

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

I opened my eyes and saw them. 

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

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

Just as gone. 

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

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

And that’s when it hit me. 

I liked it. Liked being watched. 

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

And Nathan—he didn’t stop. 

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

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

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

"Do you want to rest?" he asked. 

I shook my head. 

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

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





Chapter Five: Bound by Desire 




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

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

Nathan didn’t miss my curiosity.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan waited, patient, his gaze locked on mine. 

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

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

The words lit me up. “Good. Don’t.” 

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




 





Chapter Six: Ruin Me 




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped, clinging to him, already undone. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuck me harder." I begged. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At three, the coil inside me snapped. 

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

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

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

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

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

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





Chapter Seven: More Than a Taste 




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His eyebrow arched. “Next time?” 

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

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

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

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

I just gave him a look. 

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

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

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

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

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

“Happy New Year,” he said quietly. 

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

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