
        
            
                
            
        

    


Plaything for the Night

(F/F/M, Voyeurism, Public Play, Denial & Control)







Introduction










Ethan had always been a watcher.










Dark clubs, exclusive lounges,

 

hidden corners where submission and dominance danced together under low neon lights


 
—he had spent years learning the game. He knew how to take control when the moment called for it. But deep down, there was always a quiet ache, a curiosity gnawing at him when he saw the men on their knees, their hands tied, their bodies trembling under a firm, guiding touch.










That curiosity had never left him.










And tonight, it was about to consume him.














The club was pulsing with energy,

 

a slow, seductive rhythm vibrating through the floors


 
, the air thick with the scent of leather, sweat, and expensive perfume. The VIP lounge was darker, more intimate, where the real players came to

 

watch, to be seen, or to be taken apart.











That was when he saw them.











Leila and Cass.











He had noticed them before—

 

two women who owned any room they stepped into.











Leila was

 

statuesque, sharp, and impossibly refined


 
, dressed in a form-fitting black dress that hugged every curve.

 

She carried herself like a queen


 
, exuding dominance in the way she lifted her glass, the way she barely spared anyone a glance unless she found them interesting.










Cass was

 

her opposite in all the right ways


 
—petite, dark-haired, wild-eyed, lounging against the velvet couch like a jungle cat ready to pounce. Her lips

 

curled with amusement


 
, her fingers tapping lazily against the rim of her drink as she whispered something to Leila.










And then,

 

they looked at him.











It was

 

a trap, and he knew it.











Leila tilted her head, her lips

 

curving into something dark and knowing


 
. She lifted one

 

perfectly manicured finger


 
and beckoned him forward.










Ethan swallowed. His throat was dry. His cock twitched in his slacks.










He could walk away.










Or he could step into

 

something he would never come back from.











His feet moved before his brain could stop them.









Chapter One: The Invitation










Ethan had always been

 

a watcher


 
.










He liked

 

the shadows


 
, the quiet corners of clubs like these, where he could sip his drink and take in the show—

 

lithe bodies tied in silk, soft moans swallowed by dark leather, the flick of a riding crop against bare skin.











But tonight, he wasn’t just watching.










Tonight,

 

he was prey.















Leila and Cass sat in a

 

private lounge booth


 
, a

 

VIP section draped in red velvet and dim lighting, secluded from the rest of the club.


 
They looked like they belonged there—

 

Leila, effortlessly elegant, sipping dark liquor with a slow, controlled grace, and Cass, sprawled out beside her, the very picture of temptation.











And Ethan?










He stood

 

at the edge of their world


 
, unsure if he had

 

walked into a dream or a trap.











Leila tilted her head, eyes flicking over him like she was

 

measuring the weight of his obedience.












"You like watching, don’t you?"


 
she mused, her voice smooth as honey but sharp as a blade.










Ethan swallowed, trying to find

 

his voice


 
under the weight of her stare. “I—”










Cass

 

grinned


 
, dragging her nails lightly along the rim of her glass. “He’s cute,” she murmured, nudging Leila’s thigh with hers.

 

"Do you think he’ll last?"











Leila chuckled, setting her glass down. “We’ll see.”










She leaned forward, her scent—

 

expensive perfume and something darker, richer, like control itself


 
—curling around him.











"Come closer."











It wasn’t a request.










Ethan obeyed.














The couch was

 

warm beneath him


 
, the scent of leather and something

 

undeniably sinful


 
wrapping around him as he settled between them.










Cass slid in closer,

 

her thigh brushing his


 
, her fingers

 

trailing over his forearm, testing him, teasing him.











"You look tense," she murmured,

 

her breath tickling his ear.











Leila watched him

 

from over the rim of her glass


 
,

 

a slow smirk curling against the edge of her lips.


 
“Do we make you nervous, sweetheart?”










Ethan inhaled deeply,

 

forcing himself to meet her gaze.


 
“No.”










Cass

 

laughed softly


 
, fingers

 

dragging down his wrist.











“Liar.”










Leila exhaled, shaking her head, amused. “You can lie to yourself, Ethan. But not to us.”










She reached forward, running a

 

single manicured nail down the center of his chest


 
, slow, deliberate.










"Let’s play a game," she murmured.










Cass shifted beside him, her fingers

 

dancing down his thigh


 
, stopping just short of

 

the hard length straining against his slacks.











Ethan’s breath

 

hitched


 
.










Leila’s

 

eyes darkened.












"One rule."











Her nails

 

curled under his chin, forcing his head up


 
so that he was looking directly into her gaze.











"No touching—unless we say so."











Cass

 

grinned, biting her lip.











"And if you break the rule," she purred,

 

"we punish you."











Ethan’s cock twitched painfully at the word

 

punish


 
.










Leila’s smirk deepened.









They had him now.








Chapter Two: The Rules










Ethan’s throat was dry. His body was already

 

buzzing


 
, anticipation coiling low in his stomach as

 

Leila and Cass closed in around him


 
. He wasn’t sure if it was the heat of the club, the weight of their stares, or the way his cock was already

 

aching in his slacks


 
, but he knew—

 

this was a game he couldn’t walk away from.











And he didn’t want to.










Leila, ever

 

composed and poised


 
, lifted her glass, swirling the amber liquid as she

 

watched him squirm


 
. Cass, on the other hand, was all

 

movement and mischief


 
, her fingers

 

tracing lazy circles along his thigh, stopping just short of anything that would actually satisfy him.











Then,

 

Leila set her drink down.












"Let’s make something clear, sweetheart,"


 
she murmured, her voice smooth as silk but carrying the sharp

 

edge of control.











She leaned in, fingers

 

ghosting over his jawline


 
, tilting his face up so he had

 

no choice but to look at her.












"You are here to follow orders."











Ethan’s chest

 

rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths


 
.










Cass hummed, shifting closer,

 

brushing her lips against the shell of his ear.












"And to be used,"


 
she whispered.










His

 

cock twitched


 
.










Leila noticed.










Her

 

smirk deepened


 
, fingers

 

dragging down the buttons of his shirt, slipping one open.












"You don’t get to touch us unless we say so."











Cass chuckled,

 

gripping his wrist


 
, bringing it down to rest on the couch beside him.

 

Firm, unyielding.












"That means no reaching for us."


 
She leaned in, lips

 

dangerously close


 
.

 

"No grabbing. No begging to be inside either of us. We decide when you’ve earned it."











Ethan’s pulse

 

hammered.


 
His fingers

 

twitched


 
, the ache between his legs

 

bordering on unbearable.











Leila’s nails

 

scraped down his chest


 
, unbuttoning another inch of fabric.











"And if you break the rules?"


 
she asked, her voice a

 

low, dangerous promise.











Cass

 

grinned


 
, pressing her palm against his

 

throbbing cock through his slacks


 
,

 

applying just enough pressure


 
to make his hips jerk—only for her to

 

pull away entirely.












"We punish you."











A sharp,

 

warning slap to his inner thigh


 
, enough to

 

sting


 
but not hurt. A promise of what was coming.










Ethan

 

groaned, gripping the couch


 
, fighting the urge to

 

chase their touch.











Leila watched him with

 

dark amusement.












"Understood?"











Ethan swallowed hard.

 

Nodded.











Cass leaned forward,

 

biting his lower lip before releasing it with a teasing tug.












"Good boy."











Leila exhaled, sitting back, tapping her nails

 

against her drink.










"Then let’s begin."








Chapter Three: The First Test











Ethan’s body was


 


on fire



 

—but he hadn’t been touched.


 


Not properly.













Not in the way he needed.












Leila and Cass had done


 


nothing but tease



 

, keeping him on


 


the edge of something dangerous



 

, something


 


he couldn’t control.













And now, sitting between them in the


 


secluded VIP lounge



 

, he knew—


 


they were just getting started.













Cass stretched


 


like a lazy cat



 

, fingers


 


trailing down his stomach, toying with the buckle of his belt.













"Let’s see what we’re working with, huh?" she purred.












Leila watched,


 


legs crossed, fingers tapping her drink



 

, her smirk a quiet


 


command.













"Strip."












Ethan hesitated, just for a second—












And that was a


 


mistake.













Leila’s


 


brow lifted



 

, and Cass didn’t hesitate—


 


her fingers suddenly twisted in his hair, yanking his head back



 

, her nails


 


scraping along his jaw.













"Did we say you could hesitate?"












Ethan’s cock


 


throbbed painfully



 

, the sharp pull of control


 


making his stomach tighten.













"N-No," he managed,


 


breathless, wrecked.













Leila smirked, watching his


 


body tense beneath her gaze.













"Then do as you’re told."












His fingers


 


fumbled with the buttons of his shirt



 

, but


 


Cass was already losing patience.














Rip.













She


 


tore it open



 

, buttons


 


scattering onto the floor.













"Oops," she grinned, eyes


 


glinting with amusement.













Leila hummed,


 


reaching forward, nails dragging over his now-bare chest, his stomach, stopping just above the waistband of his pants.













"Hmm. I think we’ll keep taking things from you."












Cass licked her lips,


 


hooking her fingers through his belt loops, yanking hard enough to drag his hips forward.













"Pants. Off. Now."












Ethan’s fingers


 


shook



 

as he obeyed, his


 


cock straining against the thin material of his briefs



 

, a


 


visible wet spot already forming.













Cass


 


noticed.













She


 


grinned.













"He’s already making a mess."












Leila tilted her head, eyes


 


dark and wicked.













"Poor thing."












Cass suddenly


 


gripped his cock through his briefs



 

, squeezing


 


just enough



 

to make his hips


 


jerk forward.













"You love this, don’t you?" she whispered, her lips


 


just inches from his.













Ethan let out a


 


helpless moan



 

, his


 


fingers digging into the couch



 

,


 


bare, exposed, on display.













Leila


 


watched him struggle



 

, then smirked.












"Stand up."












Ethan’s stomach


 


tightened



 

. His


 


legs felt weak



 

, his


 


throbbing cock pressing against his soaked briefs



 

, but


 


he obeyed.













The air


 


was electric



 

—but then Leila did something


 


that made his entire body seize up.













She leaned forward, dragging her


 


nails up his inner thigh, brushing lightly over his aching length—then...














She snapped her fingers.













"Face the room."












Ethan


 


froze.













He hadn’t realized—hadn’t even thought—












That they weren’t


 


alone.













The


 


VIP lounge was filled with people watching.













Other dominants. Other submissives. Other men and women lounging in their seats, drinks in hand, watching the scene unfold


 


with hungry, dark amusement.













His


 


entire body went hot.













"Oh?" Cass giggled, standing behind him, pressing


 


her bare chest against his back, whispering in his ear.













"Are you embarrassed, baby?"












Leila leaned back,


 


spreading her legs slightly



 

, sipping her drink like she wasn’t


 


completely destroying him.













"You should be."












Ethan


 


swallowed hard



 

, his fingers


 


clenching into fists at his sides, his cock twitching violently.













Cass reached around him,


 


slipping a hand into his briefs, teasing along the base of his cock—but never stroking.













"You’re going to stand here," Leila murmured,


 


crossing her legs



 

, watching him like he was nothing but a


 


toy for their entertainment.













"And you’re not going to cum until we say you can."












Ethan’s breath


 


shattered.













He was


 


fucked.











Chapter Four: A Show for the Crowd











Ethan’s


 


entire body burned.













Heat crawled up his neck, down his spine, pooling in the


 


throbbing ache between his legs



 

as he stood there—


 


bare, exposed, dripping.













The


 


VIP lounge was silent



 

, every


 


pair of eyes locked onto him



 

, watching the way his


 


cock twitched



 

in his briefs, the way his


 


muscles tensed under the unbearable pressure of restraint.













He wanted to


 


move



 

, wanted to


 


touch



 

, wanted to


 


thrust into Cass’s teasing fingers



 

, but—













He wasn’t allowed.













And


 


Leila made sure he remembered it.

















She tilted her head,


 


taking a slow sip of her drink



 

, her long nails


 


tapping against the glass.













"You’re shaking."












Ethan


 


swallowed hard



 

, his throat dry, his knees weak.












Cass—


 


wicked, playful, torturous Cass—



 

pressed


 


her bare chest against his back



 

, her breath


 


hot against his ear.













"Is it too much, baby?" she whispered,


 


nipping at his jaw.













Her


 


hand curled around his cock through the soaked fabric of his briefs



 

, giving the


 


slightest



 

of squeezes—













Then letting go entirely.













Ethan let out a


 


wrecked sound



 

, his hips jerking


 


forward into nothing



 

, his body screaming for


 


more, for relief, for anything.













The crowd


 


watched in amusement.













Some


 


whispered filth to each other



 

, others merely


 


smirked



 

, enjoying the display—watching him be


 


reduced to nothing but need.













Leila’s


 


lips curled in satisfaction.













"You’re suffering so beautifully."












She gestured to Cass.












"Strip him completely."
















Cass didn’t hesitate.












She


 


hooked her fingers into his briefs



 

, dragging them


 


agonizingly slow



 

over his hips, letting the fabric


 


cling to his aching cock, to the thick precum smeared across the front.













"He’s already such a mess," she cooed, finally letting the soaked briefs


 


drop to the floor.













Ethan’s


 


stomach clenched, his breath coming in short, sharp pants.













Cass


 


ran a single finger up his length, collecting the wetness, before lifting it to her lips.













"Taste yourself, baby."












She pressed


 


the glistening finger against his lips



 

—and when he hesitated,


 


Leila shot him a sharp look.













"Do as you’re told."












Ethan’s


 


tongue darted out



 

,


 


licking himself from Cass’s fingers



 

, his entire body


 


tense, wrecked, humiliated.













The crowd


 


chuckled



 

, shifting in their seats, watching his


 


downfall unfold.













"What do you think?" Leila asked, sipping her drink.












Cass


 


grinned



 

, dragging her wet fingers down his stomach.












"He tastes desperate."
















Leila set down her glass,


 


standing slowly, commanding all of his attention.













"Get on your knees, sweetheart."












Ethan’s


 


legs buckled before he could even think



 

, his body


 


responding to her words without hesitation.













Cass


 


smirked



 

, trailing her fingers through his hair,


 


tugging his head back.













"Look at them," she murmured.












Ethan’s


 


eyes darted to the crowd



 

, his


 


face burning as he saw the way they were watching him—hungry, amused, waiting.













Waiting to see him


 


break.













Leila lifted a


 


silk tie from the table



 

, looping it around his wrists,


 


tying them behind his back with an effortless grace.













Then, she reached for


 


something else.













Something long.












Something


 


hard, slick, thick.













Ethan’s


 


breath hitched.













A


 


plug.













A slow, teasing smile spread across


 


Leila’s lips.













"We have an audience, sweetheart."












She dragged the


 


cool silicone between his cheeks



 

, pressing it


 


just against his entrance



 

, not pushing in yet—


 


just holding it there.











"So let’s put on a good show."








Chapter Five: Public Pegging











Ethan’s


 


breath came in short, ragged gasps



 

, his knees pressing into the cool velvet of the lounge’s plush flooring. He could


 


feel them watching



 

—every pair of eyes locked onto his trembling body,


 


his cock hard and untouched



 

, his wrists bound behind his back.












And Leila?












Leila was


 


taking her time.













The


 


plug



 

was still


 


resting at his entrance



 

, cool and


 


slick



 

, teasing him,


 


not pushing in yet



 

, just


 


holding him open



 

, keeping him


 


right on the edge of anticipation.













Cass crouched beside him,


 


running her nails down his chest



 

, over his stomach, stopping just


 


above his neglected cock.













"You look so fucking pretty like this," she whispered, tilting his chin up to


 


force him to meet her gaze.













Ethan


 


whimpered



 

, his body


 


tight with need



 

, his hips


 


jerking forward into nothing.













The crowd


 


watched with fascination.













Some were


 


whispering to each other



 

, others were


 


spreading their own lovers open, playing along as they watched him be reduced to nothing.













And then—













Leila pushed the plug in.













Ethan


 


let out a wrecked moan



 

, his head falling forward,


 


his thighs tensing as his body stretched around the thick intrusion.













"Oh, you love this," Cass cooed,


 


dragging her tongue up his throat, letting her teeth scrape his jaw.













Leila


 


worked it deeper



 

,


 


slow, unrelenting



 

, her other hand


 


gripping his hip to keep him still.













"You should see yourself, sweetheart," she murmured. "You’re already falling apart, and I haven’t even started fucking you yet."












Ethan’s


 


fingernails dug into his palms



 

, his body


 


shaking violently



 

, his cock


 


leaking against his thigh



 

, untouched,


 


desperate.













Cass


 


grinned



 

, running her fingers


 


through his damp hair, tugging.













"You want her to take you, don’t you?"












His


 


stomach twisted with shame



 

—but the


 


word left him before he could stop it.













"Y-yes."












Leila’s


 


smirk deepened.













She


 


removed the plug.













And before Ethan could even


 


breathe



 

, she was


 


pressing the tip of her strap against his entrance.













"Then beg."
















The crowd


 


grew louder



 

, soft murmurs and sharp chuckles filling the lounge.












This was what they had


 


come to see.













Cass trailed her


 


nails down Ethan’s chest



 

, watching his body


 


tremble



 

, his thighs


 


quivering under the unbearable weight of being edged for so long.













"Come on, baby," she purred. "Be a good boy for us."












Ethan’s


 


body clenched



 

,


 


his breath hitching



 

, his


 


cheeks burning



 

from the humiliation, but—












He had


 


no control anymore.













He had


 


nothing left to fight with.













And so, he


 


broke.













"Please."












Leila


 


stilled, waiting.













Ethan’s


 


cock twitched, dripping



 

, his hips


 


pressing back against the tip of her cock, wordlessly asking for more.













"Please, fuck me," he gasped, his


 


head dropping forward in submission.













Cass


 


moaned



 

, laughing softly, dragging her


 


teeth over his ear.













"That’s a good fucking boy."












Leila


 


snapped her hips forward.













Ethan


 


cried out



 

, his body


 


stretching around the thick cock



 

,


 


his nerves lighting up with unbearable pleasure and pain



 

as she


 


buried herself deep inside him.













The


 


crowd erupted in whispers.













"Fuck, look at him take it."












"He was so cocky before—where’s all that confidence now?"












"He’s dripping, untouched. They’re ruining him."












Leila pulled back


 


slowly



 

,


 


only to slam forward again, harder this time.













Cass kept him


 


steady



 

, her nails


 


digging into his shoulders



 

as his


 


body was rocked by the force of the thrusts.













"Oh my god," Cass groaned, biting his


 


lower lip before letting it go with a teasing tug.



 

"You’re fucking yourself on her cock."












And


 


he was.













His hips


 


jerked back against every thrust



 

, his


 


cock twitching violently



 

,


 


denied, untouched



 

, his entire body


 


reduced to a desperate, shaking mess.













Leila’s


 


pace quickened



 

, her fingers


 


gripping his waist so tightly it left marks, slamming into him over and over again.













"You love this," she murmured, her


 


breath hot against his neck.



 

"You love being watched like this, don’t you?"












Ethan


 


groaned



 

, his


 


jaw clenching, his body barely holding together.













Cass suddenly


 


wrapped a hand around his throat



 

, forcing him to look at her.












"Say it."












His


 


vision blurred.













His


 


thighs shook violently.













His


 


cock ached with need.













"I—I love it," he


 


gasped, wrecked, gone, completely fucking theirs.













Cass


 


moaned, biting her lip.













"Fuck, he’s perfect."












Leila chuckled,


 


pulling back, thrusting deep, hitting a spot that made Ethan’s entire body jolt.













"I think we’ll keep him."










Chapter Six: Breaking Him Completely










Ethan was

 

gone.











His body

 

trembled violently


 
, his

 

thighs quivering, his cock throbbing


 
, untouched,

 

soaked in precum


 
, a

 

visible mess between his legs.











Leila’s

 

pace was brutal


 
, her strap-on

 

driving into him relentlessly


 
, slamming him forward with

 

every deep, punishing thrust.











Cass

 

held him steady


 
, her nails

 

scraping along his jaw, down his chest


 
, keeping him from

 

collapsing.












"You’re shaking,"


 
she whispered, her fingers

 

teasing over his cock, never touching, just enough to make him whimper.











Ethan

 

couldn’t speak.











His lips

 

parted


 
, his moans

 

wrecked, broken, desperate


 
, his

 

body locking up every time Leila drove deeper, harder, claiming him completely.











The

 

crowd was watching.











He could hear them—

 

low murmurs, soft gasps, moans from others playing along, eyes drinking in his destruction.












"Look at him,"


 
someone whispered.

 

"He’s going to break."












"He’s already broken."











Cass

 

grabbed his chin, forcing him to look at her.












"Are you going to cum, baby?"











Ethan

 

let out a strangled moan


 
, his

 

cock twitching violently


 
, his

 

entire body tense, on the edge of something too big, too much.











Leila’s grip

 

tightened on his hips


 
, her voice

 

smooth, indulgent, mocking.












"No, he’s not."











And then—











She pulled out.











Ethan

 

screamed.











The

 

sharp emptiness


 
, the

 

loss of friction, the unbearable denial


 
had him

 

wrecked, twitching, sobbing into Cass’s shoulder.












"Oh my god,"


 
Cass

 

moaned, dragging her teeth down his throat


 
, her

 

own thighs squeezing together at the sight of him completely breaking.












"He’s shaking so fucking bad,"


 
someone from the crowd murmured,

 

watching him fall apart.











Leila

 

grabbed his jaw, forcing him to meet her gaze.












"You don’t cum,"


 
she whispered, her

 

fingers digging into his throat.












"Until I say you can."















Ethan

 

wasn’t human anymore.











He was

 

a toy in their hands, a plaything made to be used, denied, owned.











His

 

entire body was one giant pulse of need


 
, his cock

 

dripping against his thigh, his vision blurred, his breath shattered.












"You’re ours now,"


 
Cass

 

whispered, running her nails over his heaving chest.











Leila’s

 

lips brushed against his ear


 
, her voice

 

a low, sinful promise.












"Cum for us."











Cass’s

 

fingers wrapped around his cock—












One firm stroke.











And Ethan

 

shattered.











His

 

entire body convulsed


 
, his

 

hips jerking violently


 
, his

 

cock pulsing, spilling thick and hot over Cass’s fingers


 
, his

 

moan turning into a wrecked, broken sob.











Leila

 

grinned


 
, holding him

 

through it


 
,

 

keeping him in place


 
as his

 

orgasm wracked through him.











Cass

 

moaned at the sight


 
, licking the

 

mess from her fingers.












"He tastes fucking good,"


 
she murmured,

 

laughing softly as Ethan collapsed between them.











Leila stroked his

 

damp hair


 
, her voice

 

warm, indulgent.












"Good boy."














Epilogue: Forever Theirs










Ethan woke to

 

soft hands, warm sheets, and the aching reminder of being used so completely.











His

 

throat was raw from moaning, his legs sore, his cock spent and tender.











Cass was

 

curled against his chest


 
, her fingers

 

tracing slow, teasing circles on his stomach.











Leila sat on the edge of the bed,

 

watching him with a smirk.












"You’re awake."











Ethan

 

swallowed


 
, his body

 

still trembling from exhaustion.











Cass

 

dragged her nails down his chest, smirking.


 

"You’re ours now, baby."











Leila tilted her head.

 

"Did you really think this was just one night?"











She

 

reached into the nightstand


 
, pulling out a

 

black leather collar, sleek and undeniable.











Ethan’s

 

heart pounded.












"Be a good boy and wear it."











His

 

fingers shook


 
as he took it.










He didn’t

 

hesitate.











As soon as he

 

fastened it around his throat,


 
Cass

 

moaned


 
, biting her lip.










Leila

 

smiled.












"That’s it."











Cass kissed him

 

softly, sweetly, completely.












"Ours."
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