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I wasn’t supposed to be here. Not in any meaningful sense, anyway.

The invitation had my name on it, sure. Etched into embossed cardstock, heavy enough to double as a weapon, but that didn’t mean anything. Things like this never did.

It was less ‘Kai, we want you here’ and more ‘Kai, it would be inconvenient if you weren’t.’

My father liked optics. Charity, networking, all that polished bullshit that made people feel like money could scrub anything clean if you poured enough of it over the right room.

I liked the open bar. So here I was.

Glass in hand, leaning against a marble column that probably cost more than most people’s cars, watching a room full of people pretend they were interesting.

They weren’t. Not really.

It was all the same script. Smiles held a second too long. Laughter just a little too loud. Conversations that circled the same safe topics like nobody wanted to be the first one to say something real and ruin the illusion.

I took a sip, slow, letting the burn settle at the back of my throat. Expensive. Of course it was. Everything here was expensive, including the people, depending on how you looked at it.

The trick was figuring out which ones knew they were for sale.

My gaze drifted, idle at first, then more deliberate as boredom started to itch under my skin. That was usually how it started. Not anger. Not even intention.

Just boredom. And boredom, for me, had a habit of turning into… experimentation.

A couple near the center of the room, mid-forties, maybe. She was doing that polite laugh, hand resting lightly on his arm like she was playing a role she’d rehearsed too many times. He was talking, animated, probably about something he thought made him sound important.

I watched them for a few seconds longer than necessary, tilting my head slightly. Yeah. That would be easy. Not yet, though.

There was an art to it. Timing mattered. You didn’t just walk in and start poking at things. You had to let them settle first. Let them think the night was going to go the way they expected.

Then you ruin it.

I pushed off the column, rolling my shoulders once as I moved, slipping into the flow of people like I belonged there. Which, technically, I did. That was the fun part. Nobody could really call me out on anything without making things awkward for themselves.

And people like this? They hated awkward.

I drifted past clusters of conversation, catching fragments as I went.

“…the foundation is doing incredible work—”

“…we’re looking at expanding into—”

“…you simply have to meet—”

God, it was all so fucking predictable.

My fingers tightened slightly around my glass, not enough to show, just enough to ground the restless energy starting to build. I needed something better than this. Something that would actually react.

That was the key. Reaction.

Most people here didn’t do it. Not honestly. They filtered everything, softened every edge, swallowed every instinct that might make them look less than perfect.

Which meant when you pushed just a little too far… they crack.

Quietly, usually. A flicker in the eyes. A hesitation in their voice. A shift in posture. Small things.

But I saw them. I always did. And once you saw it, you couldn’t unsee it.

I rounded a corner of the room, stepping into a slightly less crowded space near the bar, and that was when I spotted her. Not the one I’d end up talking to.

The other one.

She wasn’t doing anything, which was the first thing that made her stand out. No drink in her hand. No forced smile. No attempt to blend in beyond the bare minimum of being physically present.

Just… standing there. Watching.

My steps slowed without me meaning them to.

She wasn’t dressed like security, not the obvious kind, anyway. No earpiece, no stiff posture, no scanning-the-room-in-wide-arcs nonsense that people thought looked professional. If anything, she looked almost relaxed. One shoulder angled slightly toward the wall, like she’d chosen a position that gave her a view without putting her in the middle of anything.

But her eyes… her eyes were working.

Tracking. Not constantly, not in a way that drew attention, but deliberately. Like she was picking her moments. Choosing what mattered.

Interesting.

I took another sip, letting my gaze linger just a second longer than polite before shifting away, more out of habit than necessity.

Not here for her. Not yet. Because right next to her was the easier target.

The woman she was loosely orbiting, possibly in her mid-thirties, dressed in something soft and expensive, the kind of look that tried to say effortless but took real money to pull off. She was talking to someone else, posture open, expression kind in that way that practically invited people to take advantage of it.

Perfect. My mouth curved slightly, just enough to feel it.

I adjusted my grip on my glass and stepped forward, slipping neatly into their space like I’d been expected all along.

“Hey,” I said easily, flashing a smile that had gotten me out of more trouble than it had ever gotten me into. “I don’t think we’ve met, but I feel like we should’ve by now.”

She blinked, surprised but not immediately resistant. Of course not. People like her didn’t default to resistance. They defaulted to politeness.

I didn’t rush it.

That would have ruined it. People like her weren’t stupid, not really, they just operated on a different set of expectations. If you pushed too hard too fast, you got sorted and dismissed before you even knew what went wrong. So I took my time stepping in, just enough to enter her space without claiming it, turning slightly so it looked like I’d always been meant to stand there.

“Rough crowd tonight,” I said, letting my gaze drift past her before settling back. “You can always tell who’s here because they have to be and who actually wants to be.”

She looked at me quicker than I expected, not startled but present in a way that didn’t match the rest of the room. There was a small pause as she took me in, weighing something I couldn’t quite see, before one brow lifted just slightly.

“Oh? And which one are you?”

I smiled at that, because it meant she wasn’t entirely asleep.

“I like to think I’m here for the entertainment,” I said. “Though I might’ve picked the wrong corner.”

Her lips pressed together, not quite a smile, but close enough to suggest she understood what I meant. Behind her, her husband was still mid-conversation, laughing too loudly at something that didn’t deserve it, the kind of laugh that told you exactly how much money was tied up in the person across from him. She noticed me noticing, and her grip on the glass in her hand shifted just slightly.

“They all sound the same after a while,” she said. “You stop hearing the words.”

There it was. Not much, but enough. A crack, a hint of something unscripted slipping through, and I leaned into it just a fraction, letting my attention settle on her fully now instead of skimming the edges.

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s the problem with rooms like this. Everyone’s performing, but nobody’s very good at it.”

That got a real reaction, small and quickly buried, but there all the same. The corner of her mouth twitched before she smoothed it out, like she hadn’t meant to give me that much.

“You’ve got about five seconds,” another voice cut in, calm and even, “to decide whether you’re going to keep talking to her or move along.”

I didn’t turn right away.

Instead, I let the silence sit for just a second, long enough that it might read as consideration instead of reflex, before I shifted my attention over. Up close, she was worse. Not louder, not bigger, just… heavier, like the space around her had weight to it that the rest of the room didn’t quite manage.

She was taller than me by just enough to matter with a frame that didn’t waste space. Late thirties, maybe, the kind of age where nothing about her felt accidental anymore. Her features were striking in a subtle way, but it was her eyes that held my attention longer than I meant them to. Blue, steady, and entirely uninterested in playing along.

The suit didn’t give much away. That didn’t mean there was nothing worth noticing.

Attractive, in the way you only noticed after the fact. Dangerous, in the way you noticed immediately.

“Is that a rule,” I asked, “or a suggestion?”

Her expression didn’t change. “That depends how well you listen.”

I let out a quiet breath of something that might’ve been a laugh, more to myself than to her, because that wasn’t how this usually went. People in rooms like this understood the script, even when they didn’t like it. They either played along or they stepped back.

She wasn’t doing either.

“Relax,” I said, turning just enough to acknowledge her without giving her everything. “We’re having a conversation.”

“No,” she said. “You’re starting one.”

That landed cleaner than it should have, not because it was clever, but because it wasn’t trying to be. It was just a correction. And while it should have annoyed me, for a second I found myself more interested than I had any right to be.

I glanced back at the wife, expecting to find her watching me, but she wasn’t. Her posture had shifted without me noticing, shoulders a little tighter, glass held closer, and her attention wasn’t on me anymore.

It was on her. Not in panic. Not even discomfort. Just… checking. And yet her security didn’t look at her. Didn’t even acknowledge it.

But she shifted half a step, subtle enough that most people wouldn’t clock it, putting herself just slightly between us. Not blocking. Just… redirecting.

That was when it clicked. That this wasn’t the obvious kind of security I was used to. For the first time all night, I felt a flicker of fear.

Then, I felt my smile change, just slightly.

“My mistake,” I said, easy enough to pass for polite, though it didn’t quite land that way. Then I turned to face her properly, giving her the attention I hadn’t before. “You’re with her.”

“Yes.” No hesitation. No explanation.

I studied her for a moment longer than necessary, letting that settle, before tilting my head just slightly as the urge to see if I could get a slight rise out of her.

“Must get boring,” I said. “Standing around all night making sure nobody says anything too interesting.”

There was a pause, not long, just long enough to register. “I don’t get bored.”

It wasn’t defensive. It wasn’t sharp. If anything, it sounded like a statement she’d made often enough that it didn’t need anything behind it anymore.

That wasn’t how this was supposed to go. Most people adjusted when you pushed them. Shifted, softened, gave you something to work with.

She didn’t. She just… stayed where she was. And somehow, that was worse.

I let my gaze rest on her, just long enough to make it clear I’d made up my mind.

“Shame,” I said quietly. “You seem like you’d be fun to test.”

Her posture didn’t change, but something in her attention did, sharpening just enough to make the air feel different between us.

“You're welcome to try.”  No smile. No warning.

Just permission. And for the first time that night, I wasn’t entirely sure which one of us was about to get what we wanted.

I did smile at that, though. I couldn’t help it.

My eyes didn’t leave her, even as her employer moved past me, brushing close enough to her that their clothes touched before she stepped away, back into the orbit of her husband. I gave it a second, waiting until the wife was absorbed into the conversation, her voice joining the rest of the noise around us, before I spoke again.

“So,” I said. “You work for them. That must be interesting.”

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead, her eyes tracked her employer, lingering for a moment or two before shifting back to me.

"He likes to get me out of the house." She paused, letting the corner of her mouth lift slightly. "His words."

I took that in, along with everything it suggested, and I didn't try to hide my interest. I wasn't an idiot. It was easy to assume a lot of things in a situation like this, and most of the time, people weren't subtle about those assumptions. But that wasn't what she was saying. It wasn't an invitation. It wasn't even really a correction. Just a statement, and there was a difference there.

"She trusts you," I said.

"Enough."

"Which means you've known each other for a while."

Her eyes didn't leave mine, but mine couldn't keep from roaming to the scar I noticed tucked under her jaw that ran about two inches up toward her ear. It was old, and the makeup she wore was very good at hiding it. The suit jacket covered most of it, but the light was catching it just right, showing the slight discoloration. She didn't seem self-conscious about it in the slightest, which I found intriguing.

"So," I said, lifting a brow, "how did you meet her?"

A flicker of amusement crossed her face. "At the wedding."

My expression soured for the briefest of moments at her continued short responses.

"Are you going to tell me anything else, like, ever?" I didn’t mean for my tone to tighten like that, to give away that I was getting flustered with her not giving me more information to play with.

She seemed to weigh that for a moment before her gaze returned to the wife, who was still talking, and she lifted her chin just slightly, a small concession. "I served with her husband. He thinks that having someone watching out for you makes you look more important."

"More important?"

Her smile was barely there. "The more power you have, the harder you have to work to prove it."

"Right," I said, because that was true in a way that was hard to ignore. "And that works out for you."

"It's a different side of life that I wouldn't see otherwise."

She shifted her weight just slightly, angling her body a little closer to the wife, and I watched her, trying to read the changes in her posture, the ones that didn't quite match the way she was speaking.

"You're good at this," I said. "So... Do you like this side of life?"

"I think the better question to ask is why do you seem to hate it so much?"

I felt my smile tighten, a little more genuine this time. "Because I've seen what's behind it. And I'm not that impressed."

She let out a small breath of a laugh, “Everyone, everywhere, regardless of social class, plays their games with one another. This place is just a dressed up dive bar with a lot less knives.”

"And you're the only one who's noticed," I said.

Her attention flickered back to me, her gaze narrowing for a second before she smoothed it out. "It's my job to notice."

My gaze dropped back to that scar.

"I'm going to guess you're good at your job."

"I manage. I'm going to guess you're not going to stop bothering me?" There was a hint of amusement in her tone that hadn't been there before. “Not until you get something you want?”

"I haven't decided yet. You still haven't told me if you like it here. The fancy clothes, the expensive wine..."

"It's good for making connections," she said, like she was reading from a script she hadn't written. "But I would much rather be home."

"Where is home for you?"

"Right now, it's here." She gestured vaguely with her chin. "It's wherever they are."

"So you're always on."

A small smile touched her lips. "It pays the bills."

"You must have seen some things, then," I probed.

"Back when we served together, yeah. After he built the business, it’s mostly been meetings and galas." There was a pause before she turned her attention back to me, locking me in her gaze so easily. "Sable, by the way. Not that you cared enough to ask."

Fuck. I’d seen people push back before. This wasn’t that. This felt like she’d already decided how this ended, and I was just catching up. The way she delivered the line, the tone she used, the fact that she didn't even break eye contact. It was all a calculated move, a power play. And it was working.

"Kai," I shot back, a little too quickly, trying to regain some control over the conversation.

"I know," she said. "I read the invitation."

Of course she did. Of course she'd done her homework. I felt a surge of frustration, mixed with a grudging respect. This was a game we were playing, one I thought I was pretty good at, and she was making a mockery of me.

"Well, if you never see anything, why do you take it so seriously?" I prodded, trying to find a weak spot, a crack in her armor.

Sable's lips quirked into a wry smile. "I pay attention, that's all."

I could feel heat rising in my cheeks, something that never happened in public. I took a slow sip of my drink, trying to use the motion to steady myself, to buy a few seconds to think.

My gaze dropped to the glass, then back to her. The light caught her features in a way that made her look even more dangerous, more in control.

"It seems to me," I said, my voice lower now, more intimate, "that you're the one who's a little too interested in what I'm doing."

Her smile didn't falter. "It's my job to be interested."

"No," I countered, trying to circle back to how she shut me down earlier. "Your job is to watch her. And you're not. You're watching me."

"My job is to accompany them. My job is to act as I see fit." She paused, her eyes drifting down the length of my body before returning to my face. "And I currently see fit to keep an eye on you."

My breath caught in my throat. I could feel the weight of her gaze, the way it seemed to strip away all the pretense, all the masks we both wore. I felt exposed.

"And why is that?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

"Because you clearly want the attention, and if you're not with me, you'll be the problem I'd be asked to manage." She took a step closer, her movements fluid and deliberate. "And, honestly, I'd rather you be my problem than theirs."

She was so close now that I could feel the warmth radiating from her body, a stark contrast to the cool marble of the column behind me. I could see the fine lines around her eyes, the slight curve of her lips, the steady, confident way she held herself.

And for the first time all night, I felt a flicker of fear.

It wasn't a big, overwhelming thing. It was small, subtle, a tremor in the foundation of my carefully constructed world. But it was there all the same.

I'd spent my whole life pushing buttons, testing boundaries, seeing how far I could go before people broke. I was good at it. It was my art, my science, my one true talent.

But I'd never met anyone like her.

Someone who didn't just push back, but seemed to enjoy it. Someone who saw my game and decided she wanted to play too, but on her own terms.

"Is that some kind of threat?" I asked, my voice a little too tight.

"Wouldn't you love that?" she murmured, her breath warm against my ear. "A little danger to make your night more interesting. But no. It's just a statement of fact. You're a loose cannon, Kai. And loose cannons have a tendency to make messes. Messes I'd prefer not to clean up."

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. I could feel the silk of my shirt brushing against my skin, the way my own heartbeat was picking up speed. This was a new sensation. This was a rush I hadn't felt before.

I could have pulled away. I should have pulled away. But I didn't.

I stood there, rooted to the spot, as she reached out and traced a finger along the collar of my shirt as if a whole room of people weren’t able to see us, "But if you want to make it easier on both of us, we could excuse ourselves." Her touch was light, almost nonexistent, but it sent a jolt through me that was anything but. "Maybe find somewhere a little more private to figure out what exactly it is you’re wanting to get out of me?"

I had no idea what she had in mind. Well, I had the slightest inkling, but that would have been crude beyond belief if she were implying that we were going to slip off somewhere and have sex. Had she forgotten the names of some of the attendees? The risks of what humiliation could lead to a silent blacklisting of someone’s legacy?!

My throat felt tight. Words were a struggle. I couldn't remember the last time that had happened. For that matter, I couldn’t remember the last time I felt so fucking excited either.

"And if I say no?"

A small smile touched her lips. "Then you'll go back to your drink and your little game. And I'll go back to mine. Simple as."

God damn her. She was giving me an out. A clean, easy escape route. And the fact that she was, that she was so confident in her position that she didn't need to force the issue, only made me want to say yes more.

I didn't say anything. I didn't have to.

She knew.

She started to turn away, then stopped, looking back at me over her shoulder. "Oh, and one more thing."

My heart was pounding against my ribs, a frantic, desperate rhythm. "What?"

"From here on out," she said, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial whisper. "You will address me as Ma'am. Do you understand?"

Who in the fuck did she think she was? The audacity of it. The sheer, unmitigated gall. I should have laughed. I should have told her to go to hell. I should have walked away and never looked back.

I didn’t.

Instead, I found myself nodding, a slow, almost involuntary movement of my head. "Yes, Ma'am."

Her smile widened, a genuine, predatory thing. "Good boy."

The words hit me like a physical blow, a sharp, electric shock that went straight to my dick. I felt a flush creep up my neck, hot and humiliating and completely, undeniably arousing.

I followed her without another word, weaving through the crowd, my eyes fixed on the way her hips subtly danced with each graceful step she took. I barely registered the curious glances, the whispers that followed in our wake. All I could see was her.

She led me through a set of heavy, oak doors, down a quiet, paneled hallway, and into a small, private study. The door clicked shut behind us, and the sound carried more weight than it should have.

The room was dim, city light bleeding in through the window, turning everything into silhouettes and edges. Books, leather, polished wood. Quiet in a way the ballroom hadn’t been. No noise to hide in. No one to watch.

Just her.

Sable didn’t rush. That was the first thing I noticed. No sudden movement, no immediate shift in tone. She just… existed in the space like she had outside, like nothing about this had changed.

Which made it worse.

She turned slowly, the light catching along the line of her jaw, her expression unreadable in a way that felt intentional.

“How am I doing?” she asked.

For a second, I didn’t understand the question. My brain lagged, still trying to catch up to the fact that I’d followed her in here at all.

“Sorry?” My voice came out rougher than I meant it to.

“You said you wanted to test me.” A small tilt of her head. “I’m asking if you’re bored yet.”

There it was again. Not a challenge. Not quite. Just… positioning.

I let out a quiet breath, forcing myself to straighten a little, to reclaim something of the footing I’d had outside.

“No,” I said. Then, after a beat, more honestly than I intended, “Not even close.”

Her mouth curved, faint, like she’d expected that. “Good.”

She stepped closer. Not fast. Not slow. Just enough to close the space without asking permission.

I didn’t move. That was the problem.

“Seems like I was right about you,” she said, voice lower now, quieter in a way that didn’t need volume to carry. “You’re not as interested in the game as you are in what happens when someone stops playing it with you.”

My jaw tightened. “Is that what you think?”

Her gaze didn’t shift. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

I could have.

That was the thing. I could have pushed back, laughed it off, turned it into something lighter, something easier to control.

Instead, I hesitated.

And she saw it.

Noticed it the same way I noticed things in other people. The flicker. The delay.

The crack.

She stepped in the rest of the way, close enough now that I could feel the heat off her, close enough that the room felt smaller for it.

“You’ve never had to hear ‘no’ in a way that sticks,” she said. Not sharp. Not cruel. Just… certain.

My shoulders shifted, subtle, but not enough to count as resistance. “That’s a hell of an assumption.”

“It’s an observation.”

Silence stretched, and this time it wasn’t comfortable. I could feel it building under my skin, that same restless energy that usually drove me to push, to provoke, to get a reaction. Except this time, I wasn’t the one steering it.

“…What exactly do you think you’re doing?” I asked, quieter now, the edge still there but thinner than I wanted it to be.

Her eyes dropped briefly, not to avoid me, but to take in the space between us, the way I hadn’t moved, the way I hadn’t left.

Then back up. “Giving you a chance to stop.”

That landed harder than anything else she’d said.

I let out a short breath, something almost like a laugh, though it didn’t feel like one. “And if I don’t?”

Her expression didn’t change, “Then we don’t pretend this is still your kind of game.”

There was a pause. Long enough that I could have stepped around her. Opened the door. Walked out and written the whole thing off as a strange, uncomfortable interaction I didn’t need to think about again.

I didn’t.

And she didn’t move to block me.

“…Right,” I said under my breath.

Her attention sharpened just slightly at that, like she’d been waiting for it.

“For now,” she said, “I want you to follow a simple instruction.”

My chest tightened, not enough to stop me from breathing, just enough to make me aware of it. I held her gaze. “And if I don’t?”

“You will,” she said, not unkindly. Not forceful. Just… resolved.

That certainty hit somewhere deeper than it should have.

“Take your jacket off.”

I didn’t move immediately. My mind was still working, still trying to map this, to figure out where the leverage was, where the angle might be. There was one. There always was.

But the longer I stood there, the more it slipped. Because she wasn’t pushing. She was waiting. And that, more than anything, made it feel like I’d already made the decision.

“…This is a bad idea,” I muttered, mostly to myself.

Her brow lifted slightly. “And yet.”

Yeah. And yet.

My fingers moved before I fully committed to it, sliding under the edge of my jacket, shrugging it off. I folded it once, buying myself a second, then set it aside.

She watched the entire time. Not hungrily. Not impatiently. Just… thoroughly.

“Good,” she said.

That single word did more than it should have.

I exhaled slowly, rolling my shoulders back, trying to reset, to regain something resembling balance.

“What now?” I asked.

Her eyes held mine for a second longer.

“We see how well you listen. Next is your shirt.”

For a second, I thought I’d misheard her. Not because the words were unclear. My fingers twitched at my sides, a delayed reaction, like my body needed a moment to process that we’d crossed into something that didn’t belong to the same world as the ballroom outside. The silence stretched, and she didn’t repeat herself. She didn’t need to.

I lifted my head slowly, my eyes dragging up from the floor to her face, searching for something, humor, maybe, or a crack that would tell me this was still a game I understood. There wasn’t one. She just watched me, waiting. Not impatient, not expectant, just certain.

“You’re serious,” I said, and even to my own ears it sounded thinner than I wanted.

“Yes.”

No elaboration, no softening. Just confirmation.

I swallowed, my throat tight, my mind scrambling for footing. This was the moment where I pushed back, where I laughed it off, flipped it, regained control. That was how this worked. That was how it always worked. But the words didn’t come. Instead, I became aware of everything at once, how close she was, how still, how she hadn’t moved an inch to enforce the command.

“Why?” I asked finally, needing something to anchor it.

Her head tilted slightly. “Because I told you to.”

“That’s not a reason.”

“It is. You just don’t like it.”

My jaw tightened as she stepped closer, one measured movement that erased the last of the space between us. I had to tilt my head slightly to keep eye contact. “Here’s the part you’re struggling with,” she continued, her voice low and even. “You think this is still your decision in the way you’re used to making them. It’s not.”

Her hand lifted, hovering near my chest before her fingers brushed the front of my shirt, following the line of the buttons with slow, deliberate precision. “You already said yes. Out there. When you followed me.” My back pressed harder into the door without me realizing it. “You’re not deciding if you want this. You’re deciding how long you’ll pretend you don’t.”

Silence settled in, thick and suffocating, and accurate.

“...Fuck,” I muttered under my breath.

The corner of her mouth lifted, just slightly, and that was enough. My hands moved before I could stop them, slow at first, then more deliberate as they reached for the top button of my shirt. I hesitated for a second, and her gaze sharpened, not in warning, but in attention.

“Don’t stall,” she said quietly.

That did it. Something in me shifted, not defiance, not control, something closer to relief.

My fingers worked faster after that, undoing each button in sequence, the soft sound of fabric shifting loud in the otherwise silent room. I didn’t look away from her. Couldn’t. Her eyes tracked every movement, not hungrily, not greedily, just thoroughly.

When the last button came free, I pushed the shirt off my shoulders. The fabric slid down my arms and dropped somewhere near my feet. The air hit my skin, cool against the heat that had built there, and I felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with being half-dressed.

She stepped back then, just enough to take me in fully, her gaze moving over me with the same controlled precision she’d shown all night. “Better,” she murmured.

My chest rose and fell a little too fast, my control fraying at the edges. “What now, Ma’am?” I asked, quieter than before.

Her eyes lifted back to mine, and this time she smiled without hiding it. “Now,” she said after a beat, “you learn how to follow instructions properly.”

"Turn around," she said, her voice flat, leaving no room for interpretation.

My body obeyed before my mind could fully catch up, a fluid pivot that placed my back to her, my hands flattening instinctively against the cool, unyielding surface of the oak door. I could feel the grain of the wood under my palms, the solid reality of it grounding me even as my head spun.

The whisper of fabric was the only warning I had. Not my clothes. Hers. The crisp, authoritative lines of her suit shifting, the soft slide of a zipper, then the rustle of something heavier being placed on the floor. I didn't dare look. My gaze was fixed on the dark wood in front of me, my reflection a faint, distorted silhouette in the polished surface.

"Arms up," she commanded.

I lifted them, my muscles tight with a tension that was equal parts apprehension and anticipation. Something smooth and impossibly delicate settled over my head and down my torso. It was her undershirt. The starched cotton smelled faintly of her, but what struck me was how it clung to my waist.

Her hands roamed down my front, their warmth bringing a similar heat to my face as she made her way to my belt where she deftly unclasped it and whispered in my ear, "You're going to need to take the rest of that off, too."

"Y-Yes, Ma'am," I stammered, my hands fumbling with my belt and zipper as I shimmied out of my pants, leaving me standing in nothing but my socks, boxers and her shirt.

"I said the rest."

Shame burned within me as I slid my boxers down my legs and kicked them aside, trying not to think about how utterly exposed I was. She moved behind me, her presence a warm, solid weight against my back.

"These," she said as she reached around to dangle a small scrap of black lace in front of my face. Her panties. "For the rest of the night, are yours. Put them on."

My breath hitched. Of all the things I'd expected, this hadn't even made the list. It was humiliating. A complete and utter violation of the respect my last name should have afforded me.

"I..." I started, my throat dry.

Her fingers closed around my jaw, not hard enough to hurt, but with a quiet, immovable pressure that left no space for argument. She didn’t force my head up, just guided it slightly, enough that I had no choice but to feel her there, steady and certain.

“You’re still thinking in terms of what you deserve,” she said, her voice low, even, almost conversational. “That’s the habit.”

My breath caught, shallow, uneven.

Her thumb shifted just slightly, not a caress, not quite, but deliberate. “Out there, your name carries weight. People adjust themselves around it. They make room for you, let you annoy them.” A pause, just long enough to let it settle. “In here, you’re just Kai.”

The words landed heavier than anything sharper would have.

She released my jaw slowly, not withdrawing, just repositioning, her presence still close enough to feel like a boundary I hadn’t agreed to but wasn’t resisting either.

“These,” she said, lifting the lace slightly into my line of sight again, her tone unchanged, “are not a punishment.”

Another pause.

“They’re a correction.”

My fingers twitched at my sides, hesitation flaring again, weaker this time, thinner. It felt… distant. Like something I should be holding onto, but wasn’t quite managing to.

“You test people,” she continued, calm, precise. “You look for reactions.” I could feel her shift behind me, the subtle change in her stance more than heard or seen. “Right now, that’s you.”

Silence pressed in around us, thick and close.

“You can keep pretending you don’t understand what’s happening,” she said, “or you can start acting like you do.”

Not a command. Worse than that, an expectation.

The lace brushed lightly against my hand as she let it rest there, not forcing, not insisting. Just placing it where it would have to be acknowledged.

“Put them on,” she said quietly.

I took the lace from her, the scrap of fabric feeling impossibly delicate in my shaking fingers. I bent, my movements stiff and awkward, and stepped into the panties. The lace was a foreign sensation against my bare skin, a delicate, intimate caress that felt both humiliating and strangely exhilarating.

As I straightened up, I felt a familiar stirring, a rush of blood that sent a jolt of undiluted panic through me. I was getting hard.

My breath hitched, a strangled sound that I couldn't hold back. I was betraying myself, my body reacting with a primal honesty that my mind couldn't begin to comprehend.

And then I saw her.

She was watching me, her eyes dark and unreadable. But it wasn’t her gaze that held my attention this time. It was what was in her hands.

I didn’t understand it at first. My brain stalled, trying to fit it into something familiar, something that made sense.

It didn’t.

She was holding her cock.

I blinked. Once. Then again. Still there.

Massive. Beautiful. Uncomfortably desirable.

The realization hit a half-second later than it should have, sharp enough to knock the air out of my lungs. Not just what I was seeing, but what it meant. What it did to the shape of everything that had just happened.

And then she moved, tucking it back into her suit pants with a quick, efficient motion that felt both intimate and completely impersonal. Like it wasn’t something to hide. Just something handled.

The sight of it, the sheer, unapologetic reality of it, sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

My cock was straining against the lace of the panties, a hard, insistent pressure that was both a plea and a confession. I was trapped. Trapped by her, by my own body.

This was the reaction she had been looking for. And I had given her everything.

"They fit you," Sable said, her voice a low, amused murmur as she smoothed down the front of her suit. Her gaze dropped pointedly to the obvious, if unimpressive, bulge straining against the black lace. "Better than I expected."

My face burned. "That's not... I didn't..."

"You didn't what?" she challenged, taking a step closer. The space between us vanished, and I could feel the heat radiating from her body. "You didn't mean to get hard? You didn't mean to like this?"

I couldn't answer. My throat was too tight, my mind a chaotic mess of denial and desire.

She reached out, her fingers tracing the waistband of the panties. Her touch was light, almost teasing, but it sent a jolt of electricity through me. "Tell me you don't want this," she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. "Tell me you want me to stop, and I will."

I wanted to say it. I needed to say it. To reclaim some semblance of control, to prove that I wasn't this... this thing she was making me. But the words wouldn't come.

Instead, I found myself leaning into her touch, a silent, desperate plea for more.

Her hand stilled. Not pulling away. Not encouraging it. Just… stopping, like she’d reached the point she wanted and didn’t need to go any further.

“Good,” she said quietly.

The word landed the same way it had before. Approval, stripped down to its barest form. No warmth. No excess. Just enough to settle somewhere deeper than I was comfortable with.

Then she stepped back. The sudden absence of her was disorienting, like the room had shifted when I wasn’t looking.

“Pants,” she said.

It took me a second to process that. My brain was still stuck somewhere between humiliation and something I didn’t want to name.

“…Ma’am?” I asked, quieter than I meant to.

Her gaze didn’t change. “Put them back on.”

Right. Of course.

I bent automatically, grabbing them from where they’d been left, the fabric heavier than it should have been in my hands. My movements were slower now, less deliberate than before, like I was still trying to figure out where I fit in this version of the room.

I stepped into them, pulling them up, adjusting them into place. The act felt… different. Not corrective. Not reclaiming anything. Just following through.

By the time I straightened, she was already watching me again, that same measured attention, like she was checking something off rather than admiring the result.

“Good,” she repeated.

There it was again. Something in my chest tightened.

She moved in then, not close enough to crowd me, not like before. Just enough that I was aware of her presence without being pinned by it. Her hand settled against my lower back, firm, steady, not guiding yet.

Just placed.

“Stay with me,” she said. Still not a command. Not quite.

But I nodded anyway. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Her hand pressed slightly, and this time it was direction. The door opened without ceremony. The hallway outside felt brighter than I remembered, louder, like stepping out of something contained into something that didn’t know what had just happened inside that room.

And then, the ballroom.

The shift hit immediately. Noise. Movement. Conversation folding back in around us like nothing had changed.

Except everything had.

Her hand didn’t leave my back. That was the first thing I noticed.

Not hidden. Not subtle enough to disappear. Just… present.

We stepped back into the flow of people, and for the first time all night, I was aware of how visible I was. Not in the way I’d been before. Not as someone watching. As someone being seen.

A couple near the edge of the room glanced our way as we passed. The man’s eyes flicked from me to her, then back again, something like recognition trying to form before he dismissed it. The woman held her gaze a fraction longer, her expression tightening in a way she smoothed over a second too late.

They didn’t know what they were seeing. But they knew it was something.

My shoulders instinctively squared, an old reflex, something automatic that tried to reassert itself the second I felt attention shift my way.

Her hand pressed, just slightly. Not enough to stop me. Enough to remind me. I exhaled slowly and let it go.

We moved deeper into the room.

Conversations dipped as we passed, not stopping, not obviously, just… adjusting. A half-second lag here. A glance there. The kind of subtle disruption I used to look for in other people. Now, I was the cause of it.

Her pace never changed. Not slowing, not rushing. She didn’t acknowledge anyone directly, didn’t greet, didn’t engage. She just moved through the room like she had a destination that didn’t require explanation.

And I followed, obediently, like the arm candy I judged others for having.

We passed near her employer again, close enough that I could hear the tail end of a conversation about investments, something about expansion, something about risk. The wife glanced over, just briefly, her eyes landing on Sable first, then sliding to me.

There was a flicker there. Not confusion. Assessment. Then a slight smile that was quickly subdued.

Sable didn’t look at her. Didn’t need to.

Her hand remained exactly where it was, steady against my back, like nothing about this required adjustment. Like this, too, was intentional.

We kept moving.

Toward the far side of the room. Toward the doors that led out to the terrace, the gardens beyond, the darker, quieter spaces that edged the estate.

My pulse had settled, but not entirely. There was still something running under it, a low, steady current that hadn’t been there before.

I was aware of everything.

The weight of my clothes. The way the lace still sat against my skin, hidden, private, impossible to ignore. The way my body hadn’t fully calmed down.

The way people looked. The way she didn’t.

We reached the doors, and for a second, I thought she might stop. Say something. Reset the dynamic before we stepped outside.

She didn’t. Her hand pressed once more, subtle, final. We stepped through.

The night air hit cooler than I expected, cutting clean through the warmth of the room behind us. The sounds of the party dulled immediately, replaced by something quieter. Wind through hedges. Distant voices. The soft crunch of gravel underfoot.

The gardens stretched out ahead, carefully designed, deliberately confusing. Paths that curved where they didn’t need to. Hedges tall enough to block sightlines. Open spaces that led nowhere unless you knew where to look.

A maze. Of course.

Her hand shifted slightly, not leaving, just adjusting as she angled us off the main path and into one of the narrower ones, where the light didn’t reach as cleanly.

Less visible…

I didn’t speak. Didn’t ask. Just followed.

We walked for maybe a minute, long enough that the party sounds faded entirely, replaced by the whisper of leaves and the soft scuff of our shoes. The path narrowed further, opening into a small, enclosed space surrounded by high hedges. A bench sat in the center, stone, dark. No one else was here.

Her hand finally dropped from my back. I stopped a step later than she did, turning slightly, unsure what to do with my hands, my posture, the sudden lack of direction.

She didn’t look at me right away. Instead, she walked to the bench, her movements unhurried, deliberate, and sat. Then she looked up.

And waited.

My throat tightened. The air here felt different. Heavier. More private. The silence wasn’t empty anymore. It was full of her expectation.

I took a step toward the bench. Then another. Stopped a few feet away, still unsure what was required. My mind was running, trying to map it, trying to find the angle, the next move.

There wasn’t one. Not one that I felt comfortable trying without permission.

“Closer,” she said.

I moved again, closing the distance until I was standing in front of her, close enough that I had to tilt my head down slightly to meet her eyes.

She reached for my pants, once again unclasping them for me, "You won't need these, but keep the panties on."

I didn’t need to be told twice this time.

Her gaze drifted, not to my face, but lower. Slowly. Measuringly. I held still, every muscle coiled tight with the effort of not moving, not adjusting, not breaking whatever fragile state this was.

The lace strained, a constant, embarrassing reminder of my body’s betrayal.

“You’ve been quiet,” she said, her tone conversational, but the focus in her eyes sharpened.

Her gaze lingered on me, appraising. Not with heat, not with judgment, but with the same quiet attention she’d shown all night, like she was cataloging details I hadn’t realized I was giving away. Then she patted her thigh. A single, deliberate movement.

My breath hitched. Not in shock. In recognition.

I moved before I could overthink it, swinging my leg over hers, settling onto her lap. The position was awkward, intimate, and my body responded immediately, a fresh rush of heat pooling in my stomach as my weight settled against her. The rough fabric of her pants scraped against the sensitive skin of my thighs, a stark, grounding contrast to the delicate lace of the panties.

Her hands came to rest on my hips, steadying me, her grip firm and possessive. "There," she murmured, her breath warm against my ear. "Much better."

I could feel it then. The subtle, undeniable shift beneath me. The hard, insistent length of her cock stirring to life, pressing against me through the layers of our clothes. My own cock, twitched in response and I could feel an embarrassing warmth spreading as a bead of precum leaked into my panties.

A soft sigh escaped my lips, a sound of pure want.

Her fingers tightened on my hips. "Feel that?" she asked, her voice a low, satisfied rumble.

I could only nod, my throat too tight to form words.

"Good," she said, her hands beginning a slow, torturous exploration of my body. They traced the curve of my spine, dipped into the hollow of my lower back, then slid around to my front, toying with the waistband of the panties.

"Tell me what you want, Kai," she commanded, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin of my neck.

I shuddered, my head falling back, giving her better access. "You," I breathed out. "I want you."

A low, satisfied chuckle vibrated through her chest, "Glad the feeling is mutual. But, I didn't bring lube, so I've got to ask you to help out a little. Unless that bothers you?" Her tone was casual, as if she were asking about the weather.

My body went rigid. This was it. This was the line. The point of no return. My mind screamed at me to say no, to push her away, to reclaim the shreds of my dignity.

I took a shaky breath, my voice barely a whisper. "No. It doesn't bother me."

"Then get on your knees," Sable said, her voice even, devoid of any hint of the command's true weight.

I slid from her lap, my bare knees meeting the cool, worn stone of the bench with a dull thud. The rough texture scraped against my skin as I shifted back and leaned down, a grounding counterpoint to the dizzying rush of blood in my ears.

My hands trembled as I reached for her zipper, my fingers fumbling with the small metal tab. The sound of it coming down, the slow, deliberate rasp of it, was unnervingly loud in the quiet of the garden. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her pants and pulled them down just enough to free her cock.

She sprang free, and my breath caught in my throat.

Up close, she was even more intimidating. A work of art. The skin was smooth, the veins prominent, the head flared and dark. She was clean, smelling faintly of soap and something else, something uniquely her.

I leaned in, my lips brushing against the tip. A soft, tentative kiss. Her hips shifted slightly, a subtle encouragement. I parted my lips, taking her into my mouth.

She was big. Bigger than I'd expected, and I had to stretch my jaw to accommodate her. The taste of her was clean, a little salty, and entirely intoxicating. I swirled my tongue around the head, tracing the ridge, before taking her deeper.

I moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, my hands braced against her thighs. I’d done this before, but it had never felt like this. It had never been about pleasing someone else, not really. It had always been about me, about the power I held, the control I exerted. And... never with a woman.

This was different. This was about her. About giving her what she wanted. About being good.

I took her deeper, the head of her cock hitting the back of my throat. I suppressed my gag reflex, a skill I’d honed over the years, and held her there for a moment, my nose buried in the coarse hair at her base.

A low groan rumbled through her chest, and I felt a surge of pride. I was doing this. I was making her feel good.

I pulled back, my lips dragging along her length, before taking her deep again. I varied my pace, my technique, my tongue exploring every inch of her, my hands stroking what my mouth couldn't reach.

Her hands found my head, her fingers tangling in my hair. She didn't force me, didn't control my movements. She just held me, her touch a steady, possessive weight that both grounded me and sent a thrill through me.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice a low, husky whisper. "Just like that."

With every breeze of wind, I was reminded of just how exposed we both were. I could feel the cool night air on my bare skin, the rough stone of the bench digging into my knees, the distant, muffled sounds of the party, a constant reminder of the world we had left behind.

I could feel her getting closer. Her hips began to move, a subtle, almost involuntary rocking that matched the rhythm of my mouth. Her grip on my hair tightened, her breath hitching. She was close.

I doubled down my efforts, my head bobbing faster, my tongue working her with a newfound urgency.

Her fingers tightened their grip in my hair as she hissed and backed her hips away, "Fuck, not in your mouth." Her chest rose and fell with ragged breaths. "Turn around. Bend over the bench."

My body moved on pure instinct, a primal response to the authority in her voice. I scrambled to obey, my movements clumsy with a desperate, trembling need. I turned my back to her, my hands bracing against the cold stone of the bench as I bent over, presenting myself to her as if I weren't the son of a billionaire.

The cool night air kissed my exposed skin, a stark contrast to the fire burning inside me. My ass was high in the air, the flimsy lace of the panties stretched taut across it, doing little to hide my arousal. I could feel her gaze on me, a palpable weight that made my heart pound against my ribs.

I heard the rustle of her clothes again, the soft whisper of fabric as she stood up. Then, the wet, obscene sound of her spreading my spit along her cock.

A shiver ran down my spine. This was it.

Her hands gripped my hips, pulling me back, positioning me. I felt fingers pulling aside the panties so that the head of her cock could nudge against my entrance, a hot, insistent pressure that reminded me exactly how far from grace I'd fallen tonight.

And yet, regardless of the thousand smart-mouthed comments that bubbled beneath the surface, I braced myself, my knuckles white as I gripped the edge of the bench.

She didn't enter me right away. She teased me, rubbing the head of her cock against my hole, a maddening, delicious torment that had me pushing back against her, wordlessly begging for more.

"Please," I gasped out, the word torn from my throat.

"Please what?" she asked.

"Please, Ma'am," I corrected myself, my voice trembling. "Please... fuck me."

That was all the encouragement she needed.

She pushed into me, a slow, deliberate stretch that burned in the best possible way. I cried out, a sharp, ragged sound that was swallowed by the night. She was big, bigger than I was prepared for, and it took a moment for my body to adjust, for the burn to fade into a deep, aching pleasure.

She gave me that moment, her hands stroking my back, her touch surprisingly gentle. "Easy," she murmured. "Breathe."

I took a shaky breath, forcing myself to relax, to accept her.

And then she began to move.

Her rhythm was slow at first, a deep, steady rocking that sent waves of pleasure through me with every thrust. The feeling of her inside me, stretching me, filling me, was overwhelming. It was too much, and yet not enough.

I was completely at her mercy.

The lace of the panties dug into my skin, a constant, chafing reminder of my submission. My own cock was trapped, straining against the fabric, a desperate, weeping ache that demanded attention she had no intention of giving.

The sounds she made were the only thing that mattered. Her breathing grew ragged, punctuated by low grunts of effort that sent shivers down my spine. Her grip on my hips tightened, her fingers digging into my flesh, marking me as hers.

"Look at you," she said, her voice a low, rough growl. "So desperate for it."

I was.

I was desperate for her, for her cock, for the brutal, beautiful pleasure she was inflicting upon me. For the humiliation she'd inflicted.

"Harder," I gasped out. "Please, Ma'am, harder."

She obliged.

Her thrusts became more forceful, more demanding. The slap of skin against skin echoed in the quiet of the garden, a raw, primal soundtrack to our debauchery.

She reached around, her fingers finding my neglected cock, stroking me through the lace of the panties. The rough, textured fabric against my sensitive skin was an exquisite torture.

"Come for me," she commanded.

I didn't need to be told twice.

The pleasure that had been building inside me, a slow, creeping tide, finally crashed over me. I cried out, my body convulsing as I spilled into the panties, a hot, sticky mess that was both a release and a new source of humiliation.

She followed a moment later, her own release a deep, guttural groan as she emptied herself into me. The feeling of her warmth flooding my insides was the final, ultimate surrender.

I collapsed against the bench, boneless and spent, my body trembling with the aftershocks.

She stayed inside me for a long moment, her hands stroking my back, her touch a soothing balm on my over-sensitized skin. Then, slowly, she pulled out.

I felt empty without her.

I stayed there, bent over the bench, my face pressed against the cool stone, as she put herself back together. The sound of her zipper, the rustle of her clothes, were a strange, intimate counterpoint to the pounding of my own heart.

Then, her hands were on me again, turning me over, pulling me up to sit on the bench. She knelt in front of me, her expression unreadable.

"Clean yourself up," she said calmly. She handed me my discarded pants. "Get dressed, you've still got some mingling to do before we go home tonight."

The command, so mundane after everything, was the final, perfect humiliation. I stared at my pants, then at the mess cooling in the lace she'd made me wear.

Was I seriously going to go back to the party with her? Follow her home? Let her do this to me again... probably.
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