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Club Temptation

Teaser from your next temptation:


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. 




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


Chapter One: Something Wicked




The kitchen is chaos. An orchestra of frantic shouting, the metallic clang of pans, bursts of steam hissing from the stovetops, and the shriek of knives on cutting boards. The scent of garlic and grilled meat hangs thick in the air, mixing with tension and sweat.

"Order up!" Chef Antonio bellows again, his voice slicing through the madness like a cleaver. "Move your asses!"

"I heard you the first time!" Kat, our prep cook, snaps back, slamming a tray onto the pass with a bang that rattles the plates.

The air crackles with frayed nerves. The lunch rush is peaking, and everyone’s operating on pure survival instinct. There’s no grace in it, just grit and adrenaline. I’m dead center in the storm, balancing four plates on my arms, one more on a tray gripped in my left hand, weaving around bodies like it’s a combat zone. I don’t get hazard pay, but it sure as hell feels like I should.

Part-time waitress, full-time college student, perpetually caffeinated and on the brink of burnout. This job pays just enough to keep me afloat while I swim in a sea of student debt. Tuition, textbooks, rent, ramen and it all adds up. My future feels like it’s balanced on the edge of a steak knife. Every day it’s the same loop: school, work, repeat. It’s not glamorous, but when you're on your own, you do what you’ve gotta do. Classes, shifts, bills, trying to keep my head above water.

And I’ve got all the plates spinning—for now. But that leaves no time to breathe, let alone date. My love life is a ghost town and my sex life? Yeah, that’s a joke. Most nights, it’s just me and my overworked vibrator—and even that’s starting to give up on me. And some days, like today, I’d double my entire student loan balance just to feel something other than exhaustion. Just one shameless, filthy little escape where I can shut my brain off, stop hustling, and let go. Find something wicked. Something that buzzes under my skin and makes me forget how broke and tired I am. And maybe, if I’m lucky, someone to help me forget.

"Hot plate behind!" I shout, narrowly avoiding Mark as he wheels around with a pot of lobster bisque. The steam curls toward me, burning my eyes and making them sting. I blink through it, ducking beneath a swinging elbow. Every shift is a full-body workout and a test of endurance. No room for mistakes, no time to breathe.

Finally, I push through the double doors, emerging from the chaos into the relatively calmer dining room. The noise shifts: less screaming; more clinking silverware, polite laughter, and the low hum of a busy lunch crowd. The lighting is softer here, golden, and the air doesn’t taste like scorched oil and tension. The hot plates on my arm burn slightly. I make it to the table and, with a smile, pass out the dishes. On to the next table, orders, drinks. And then I see him. My breath of fresh air.

Jackson Armitage. Seated in his usual booth by the sunlit window, right leg crossed over the left, one hand nursing a lowball glass of water like it’s something stronger. My pulse skips, then starts galloping. He’s not just a customer; he’s become my favorite little break from reality. When the shifts blur together and the exhaustion crawls into my bones, Jackson is the one bright spot that makes it all feel lighter.

He's the kind of man who makes time stop. Late-forties, salt-and-pepper hair groomed to perfection, eyes the sharp blue of glacier melt, and a body that speaks of discipline. Not just gym hours, but a life lived with restraint and precision. His suits always fit him like a glove, tailored and clean like he walked out of a catalog titled “Temptation in Human Form.” I’ve fantasized about him more than once. Okay, more than a dozen times. He’s the reason I’ve had to retire batteries early. The way he exists in my world, all calm control and quiet heat, has ruined me for every guy my age.

I still remember the first time he came in. I was training, still shadowing one of the other servers, and I noticed his guest had flagged an allergy on the order slip that never made it to the kitchen. I caught it in time and stepped in, got it fixed before anything reached the table. That could’ve gone bad fast. Jackson noticed. Ever since then, he’s always requested me. The hostess just seats him in my section now. Like it’s written into the damn floor plan.

He comes here three or four times a week. On the days he dines alone, there’s a charge between us. Glances that last too long. Flirtation laced with warning. A slow smile that feels like it was meant just for me. But when he brings a guest—usually a client—he’s different. All business. Cool, polite, professional. Like the playful heat I thought I imagined never existed at all.

My heart sinks a little as today, he’s not alone. Across from him sits another man—tall, handsome, good jawline, expensive watch. But he’s not Jackson. No one is. The new guy buzzes, tapping his fingers against his glass. Jackson, as always, looks carved from calm.

I smooth my apron, square my shoulders, and approach. Wishing I had time to double-check my makeup. Jackson sees me first. His gaze lifts slowly, eyes dragging up from my knees to my face like a slow caress. The smile he gives me is small but searing.

"Good afternoon, darling," he says, voice low and warm, all lazy confidence. It slides over me like warm honey, thick and slow. "Busy shift today?" The tone in his voice makes me melt. And the fact that he’s using it means the guy he’s with probably isn’t a client. Which means I don’t have to be in full-service mode.

"Surviving," I say, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear and trying not to fidget under his gaze. "It’s a war zone back there. You’d better tip well."

He huffs a soft laugh. "Always." His gaze lingers a beat before he adds, "How’s that business class going? The one with the professor you said looked like a vampire?"

I smirk. "Still brooding. Still assigning group projects like it’s some sort of punishment. But yeah, I’m managing."

He chuckles, the sound warm and familiar. "You’ll survive him yet."

It’s always easy like this between us—effortless, really. Over the months, we’ve slipped into this rhythm: me giving him shit for working too much and not stopping by more often, him asking about my life and flirting like it’s the most natural thing in the world. It’s like a little break from reality when he walks through those doors.

I raise an eyebrow, smirking. “Nice to know you’re rooting for me.”

“Someone’s got to,” he murmurs, eyes glinting with something too warm to be casual. “Can’t have my favorite waitress burning out before finals.”

I lean in slightly, teasing. “Favorite? I figured you were seeing other servers on the side.”

“You think I’d cheat on the only one who never screws up my order? That’s practically wife material,” he says, voice all smooth confidence, but there’s a flicker of heat in his eyes.

My heart does this wild little somersault. I want to toss something flirty back, maybe ask if that was a proposal. But before I can get the words out, David clears his throat. Jackson straightens slightly, expression shifting.

"Right. Allow me to introduce my friend—David."

David extends a hand across the table. "Pleasure," he says, tone openly appreciative as he takes me in.

I shake his hand politely. David’s looking at me like I’m the dessert. Not threatening exactly, just smug, as if he’s already pictured me naked and wrapped up the fantasy with a bow. My spine straightens on instinct. I’ve dealt with guys like him before, but with Jackson sitting right there, it feels slimy instead of flattering.

David grins at me, his gaze lingering just a little too long. “I can see why you like coming here, Jackson. Hell of a view.” His eyes are glued to my chest like they’ve got nowhere else to be.

My cheeks burn. Not from flattery, but pure annoyance. No way I’m giving this guy my best customer service smile. I raise a brow and shoot back, “You want fries with that stare or are you just starving for attention?”

David’s grin turns lazy. "Is that on the menu?"

I give him the polite smile I save for problem tables. "Not for you. Try the specials board: respect and eye contact."

He flicks a look at Jackson and laughs. "She’s quick. Surprised you didn’t try to recruit her already."

Jackson cuts in, his voice clipped. “This is why I don’t bring you out in public. Stop flirting with her, she’s mine.”

A little jolt runs through me. I should roll my eyes or push back, because we’re not a thing. Our whole… whatever this is… lives somewhere between flirting and small talk. But I catch the flicker in his eyes, the tiny hitch in his breath. He knows what he just said, and he knows it hit. The way his jaw tightens tells me he likes that it did.

"Just drinks today," he says smoothly, voice dipping back into that calm cadence. "I’ll have my usual."

David leans back and winks. "I’ll take the same."

“Whiskey sours, coming right up,” I say with a bright smile, spinning on my heel. If David keeps up that smug crap, he’s getting extra ice and none of the charm.

They place their order, and I drift back toward the kitchen, forcing myself to focus. But Jackson’s presence clings to me like perfume. I feel his eyes on me every time I cross the room, and each glance adds another drop to the simmering heat coiling low in my belly.

The lunch rush drags on, and I barely get a minute at Jackson’s table—definitely not as much as I’d like. I swing by to check on them, top off their drinks, and keep it moving. As they start to wind down, I slide into a booth a couple behind theirs to clear, snag a fork that skittered under the seat, and try my hardest not to eavesdrop.

“I’ve got a client meeting Saturday,” Jackson says dryly. “Taking him golfing. God help me.”

David cackles. “You? Golfing? What the hell for? You hate golf.”

Jackson groans. “Client bonding. But you play the game if you want to seal the deal.”

David shakes his head, grinning. “You could just cancel. Tell ‘em you’re allergic to polos.”

“You’d never survive in my business,” Jackson replies with a smirk. “It’s all about client appeasement. You smile, you swing, you lie about their putting form.”

David raises a brow. “Yeah, well, pleasing men’s never been my forte. But you? You need to blow off some steam.”

Jackson laughs under his breath. “And your solution is what? Whiskey?”

“Nope,” David says, leaning in. “Temptation. It’s newbie night on Saturday. Perfect excuse. Hit your quota with Mr. Golf Pro and then come out with me. I’m only in town for the weekend.”

Temptation? My ears perk up shamelessly. I mean, if they’re gonna have this conversation in public, it’s fair game, right? But what kind of club could tempt someone like Jackson? I can't picture him in some sweaty rave, flashing lights and bass drops.

Jackson lets out a dry chuckle. “Maybe. Just to sit back and enjoy a drink. Last few women I met… did not meet expectations. I’m over it. I don’t have the patience anymore.”

David snorts. “Trust me, I remember the last brat you handled. What was it she ignored a rule you’d repeated twice?” He shakes his head, grinning. “You left her tied to the bed while you went out to grab a drink. Said you needed a break before you lost your temper.”

Wait, what?! I nearly fumble the stack of plates in my hands. Did I hear that right?

Jackson groans, dragging a hand over his face. “She just kept pushing and pushing until it wasn't fun anymore. I should’ve just paddled her ass and been done with it, but she didn’t even like impact play.”

Paddling? What the actual fuck? My jaw nearly drops right there in the dining room.

David leans in. “You want someone soft. Curious. Eager. Someone who listens and obeys.”

Jackson lifts his glass and nods. “Exactly, David. I know what I want. It's just finding it.”

David grins. “Doesn't mean you can just give up looking. And you'll have more luck at the club than the boardroom. Though your secretary is pretty hot.”

Jackson chuckles under his breath. “Fine. I’ll go. But no matchmaking.”

“Scout’s honor,” David says, hands raised.

I hear them get up to leave and I pretend to drop under the table for a fork. My face is on fire, and there’s no way in hell I’m letting them catch me eavesdropping. I crouch there, holding my breath, heart pounding in my ears, until I’m absolutely sure they’ve walked out.

But it’s not just embarrassment lighting me up—I’m buzzing. Like, full-body goosebumps, thighs-squeezed-together kind of buzzing. Brats. Ropes. Paddling. What even is this place? I’ve got this whole new image of Jackson now. Not just the flirty guy in the perfect suit, but someone darker, someone who commands and expects to be obeyed. A man who ties women to beds and punishes them when they break his rules.

That little hum of flirtation I used to feel around him? It’s a full-blown blaze now. Suddenly, every half-formed fantasy I’ve ever had rewrites itself. Only this time, it’s Jackson I’m begging for. His voice in my ear, deep and rough, calling me good. Or bad. Honestly, either one does it.

Soft. Curious. Eager. That’s what he wants. And maybe, just maybe, that’s exactly what I could be.

Club Temptation. The name zings around in my head like static electricity. This isn’t your average bar or club. And Jackson? He isn’t just some hot older guy in a crisp suit. He wants control. Depth. Obedience. And I… I want to know what that looks like. Feels like.

Yeah, he’s older. Way older. But in that confident, experienced, knows-exactly-how-to-break-you-down-and-put-you-back-together kind of way. The guys my age? They’re still figuring out how to do laundry. Jackson knows what he’s doing and exactly how to get what he wants.

As I crawl out from under the table, grabbing the stray glasses and wiping things down, I try to process all this. This started as a stupid little crush. Just some harmless fun with a hot regular. But now? Now I’m imagining myself in his bed, his hands on my skin, his voice telling me what to do and me loving every second of it.

And then the idea hits me: what if I show up this Saturday? Not invited, technically but not exactly crashing either. Newbie night. Just happening to be there. Curious. I just want to see what kind of place captures a man like Jackson Armitage’s attention. And maybe—if I’m lucky—I’ll capture his.

First step? Find Club Temptation.


Chapter Two: Temptations Door

It took me two days—and way too much late-night scrolling—to find anything solid about Club Temptation. Most of what I found online was vague, broken, or so cryptic it might as well have been written in Morse code. People online just kept repeating the same thing: It’s not for everyone. Which, of course, made me want it more.

I was huddled in the break room, elbows on the table, completely absorbed in a thread called “What really happens at Club T,” when a voice cut through the silence.

“You thinking about going?”

I jumped and whipped my phone to my chest like I’d been caught watching porn. “Jesus, Kat!”

She leaned toward my shoulder, arms crossed and her lip ring glinting. Her messy bun looked somehow intentional, and her eyeliner hadn’t budged after ten hours. Meanwhile, I smelled like fryer grease and anxiety.

“You always sneak up on people like that?” I grumbled, locking my screen.

“Only when they’re acting shady,” she said with a grin. “So? Club Temptation?”

My cheeks flushed. “I overheard something, that’s all.”

She cocked her head. “Lemme guess—it was from your favorite customer. What’s his name again? Armtag or something?”

“Armitage,” I muttered. “And how did you guess?”

Kat smirked. “Please. He’s the only one who says your name and suddenly you’re sprinting across the floor. You’ve got it bad, girl. Plus, I saw the way you reacted the other day when he and his friend were talking. And I saw the way you ducked under the table.”

“Oh, you saw that?” I said, cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

"Yep, caught the whole thing. You popped up looking like you'd just creamed your panties." She grinned wickedly.

"Why are you always so gross?" I rolled my eyes, though I was smiling.

She shrugged. “Restaurant life. Hang around line cooks long enough and your shame filter dies. But come on, spill. What’s up with your silver fox?” She slid into the seat next to me, all ears.

I groaned and tried to hide behind my apron. “He’s not mine.”

“But you want him,” she teased.

I hesitated. “Maybe. Yes. He’s… interesting.”

Kat’s grin widened. “Hot. Mysterious. Expensive taste. Yeah, he’s definitely a walking red flag. So—you thinking of going?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’ve thought about it. But it’s hard to find anything solid. It’s all whispers and rumors.”

Kat drummed her nails against the table. “You wanna know more?”

I glanced at her. “You know about it?”

“Yeah, never been myself but I know a few people who have. I can get you the address. Even a name to drop helps at the door.”

My eyes widened. “Seriously?”

Kat just grinned. “Don’t say I never did anything for you.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What’s the catch? You never do anything for free.”

She laughed. “Fine. All I ask is you spill the tea after. I want details. All of them.”

Great. That meant the entire kitchen staff would know before my next shift that I was stalking Jackson to a club.

“Fine,” I said, resigned. “But tell me more. Do you know what actually goes on there?”

Kat’s grin turned wicked. “You’ll find out when you get there.” She pulled out her phone and started typing.

By the end of the evening, Kat had all the details I’d need for the night—club address, what to wear, the name to drop at the door. She even told me which lipstick would hold up best under pressure. The way she grinned while texting it all to me made my stomach flutter with a mix of anticipation and dread. I stared at the messages long after she walked out, heart thudding, lips twitching like I was already halfway to smiling.

I ran the plan in my head again. Best case? I find Jackson, flirt like hell, and maybe get to see what he’s like when I’m not just his waitress. Second option? I don’t find him—but I still get a front-row seat to this sexy secret world. Worst case? I find him, and he acts like I’m out of line, or worse, out of place. Maybe I lose one of our best customers. But no. That wasn’t happening. I wasn’t going to let it. Come on, girl. You’ve got charm, curiosity, and just enough confidence to fake the rest.

After my shift, I headed straight home, peeled off my work clothes, and tried not to second-guess what I was doing. I grabbed my heels, my favorite black dress, the one that clings in all the right places, and that lipstick Kat swore would survive a hurricane. Then I was out the door, heart racing, adrenaline buzzing through me like a second skin.

And one Uber ride later, I was standing in line between a warehouse and a hotel, facing a pitch-black building with a single, flickering neon sign that read "Temptation" in sultry red. There were no windows, no obvious signs of what was inside—just that one word glowing above a heavy black door and a velvet rope strung between metal posts.

The building gave nothing away. My heels already hated me. My dress hugged every curve like it had a mission. And me? I was trying to look like I did this kind of thing all the time. I check my reflection in the dark glass beside the line. My lipstick’s still intact, cleavage just visible enough to be an invitation. I look good. Sharp, confident, exactly like the kind of woman who belongs here.

But the exclusivity clings to the air like perfume—thick and impossible to ignore. The “Members Only” line moves like silk. No waiting. No questions. I watch them disappear inside, all sleek smiles and practiced struts, like they’ve done this a hundred times. In our line, it’s slower. More uncertain. A guy in sneakers and a wrinkled button-down gets stopped, and after a quick look, the bouncer shakes his head. Not up to dress code. The guy protests, but it’s clear he’s not getting in.

My stomach twists, just a little. I glance at my reflection again. I practice my speech under my breath, just in case. If they ask, I’ve got a name to drop. Kat swore it would work. I just hope the bouncer doesn’t laugh in my face.

Finally, I’m at the front. The bouncer sizes me up. He’s tall, built like a boulder, arms crossed over his chest. I try not to shrink under his gaze. He holds out a hand and I hand him my ID.

Then, to my surprise, he smiles. “We could use more women like you in there.”

I blink. I was ready to drop the name Kat had given me, ready to plead my case. “Really?”

“You’re lucky tonight. Go ahead. No cover.” He winks and pulls the rope aside.

Okay then. I’ll take that as proof I clean up nice. I’ve never been waved into a club like that before—especially not for free. So yeah, I walk in like I belong, head high and heels clicking, but inside? I’m buzzing. Nerves, adrenaline, all of it swirling together like a cocktail I wasn’t quite ready for but definitely ordered.

The lighting hits me first, soft and red, casting everyone in a hazy glow. The air is thick with perfume and something darker, something heavy. A woman in a black corset greets me with a nod and directs me toward a locker room. “No phones past this point,” she says. “For everyone’s privacy.”

I hesitate. My phone is my safety net, my fake excuse, my way out if things go sideways. But I put it in a locker and punch a code.

Stepping out into the lounge is like stepping onto another planet. The room is all velvet and shadow, with music pulsing low and steady, a rhythm you feel more than hear. Leather couches and high-top tables surround the dance floor, some sectioned off with red velvet curtains that add little pockets of privacy to the room. Every now and then, you catch glimpses—hands wandering, mouths too close, people clearly not just talking.

Along the back of the dance floor is a wall of mirrors, stretching the whole length and making the massive space feel even bigger. I scan the room, overwhelmed in the best way.

To my right, there’s a sleek bar lit with soft gold lights, polished, with rows of bottles displayed behind it. It’s busy, but not chaotic. Just enough movement to feel alive.

On the left side of the room, I finally notice a hallway tucked in the shadows. It’s easy to miss, half-shielded by the architecture and guarded by a staff member who looks like he means business. I hadn't seen it at first, but now that I have, my curiosity kicks into high gear. What’s back there? Is that where women get tied to beds and spanked?

The thought hits me like a spark, and suddenly my skin feels a little too hot. I can feel the flush creeping up my neck.

Time to head to the bar—somewhere safe, familiar, where no one’s getting handcuffed or paddled.

The bartender, a woman with sharp eyes and a tattoo sleeve, gives me a once-over, then points toward a sleek cocktail menu tucked into the bar. “Any of the mocktails are on the house,” she says. “If you want alcohol, that’s on you and there’s a two-drink limit.”

I scan the menu, barely processing the names until one jumps out at me: Ruby Slippers. Cute. Fitting. I sure as hell feel like Dorothy right now—swept into a world I’m not sure I’m ready for but too curious to turn back from.

“I’ll take the Ruby Slippers,” I say, aiming for confidence.

The bartender nods and starts mixing, and I let my eyes drift across the room—until someone steps up beside me.

“Two whiskey sours, Debbie,” a man says.

I freeze. That voice. David.

I turn my head, and sure enough, there he is—grinning like he owns the place. If he’s here, Jackson must be too. My heart skips.

He spots me and tilts his head. “Hey, good-looking. Wait a second… aren’t you the waitress?”

I give him a dry smile. “Hi. Nice to know I left an impression.”

“How could I forget?” He slides onto the stool next to me, smug as ever. “Didn’t take you for the adventurous type.”

I arch a brow. “We met once. No way you know what type I am.”

He chuckles. “Fair. But tonight’s look? Stunning.”

“Thanks,” I mutter, barely paying attention. My eyes are too busy scanning the crowd, looking for him.

The bartender sets my drink in front of me just as David leans in again. “Damn, not even a sip before you ditch me?”

“Excuse me?” I ask, picking up my drink.

“You’re looking for Jackson, aren’t you?” he says, one brow arched knowingly.

I try to play it cool, but the way my cheeks heat gives me away. God, can everyone tell I have the hots for Jackson.

David grins and grabs his drinks. “Come on. I’ll take you to him.”

My brain is screaming that this is a bad idea, but my body’s already moving. As we walk, David slides one of the whiskey sours into my hand. “Give him this. And when you do, call him Sir.”

I blink. “What? Why?”

He smirks. “Because it’ll throw him off—and I live for that.”

Jackson stands near a high-top table with a group of people who look like they own the city. He’s in a crisp dark button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled just enough to show off his forearms, tailored charcoal pants that hug just right, and leather shoes that gleam under the dim lights. He’s got an almost empty drink in one hand and command in the other, completely in his element: confident, magnetic, unfairly good-looking. My stomach flutters just watching him.

He doesn’t notice me until David says, “Look what I found.”

Jackson turns. His blue eyes lock on mine, and suddenly I’m not in a crowded club—I’m in his orbit.

I set the drink down in front of him. "Your usual," I say, then add with a cheeky smile, "Sir."

Jackson's brows lift, surprise flickering across his face before he smooths it over. But David bursts out laughing, clearly enjoying the moment. I shoot him a glare. What a dick.

Without a word, Jackson steps forward, his hand sliding under my arm like it’s the most natural thing in the world. He guides me away from the table, through the lounge, and into a quiet alcove tucked away from the noise.

His voice is low, edged with something I can’t name. “What are you doing here?”

I try to sound calm. “I overheard some people talking about this place. I got curious.”

He raises an eyebrow. “Try again.”

“It’s the truth,” I say, locking eyes with him, hoping he can read all the things I can’t quite say out loud.

But he just stares, unreadable, one hand on my arm like he's waiting for me to crack.

Well, fuck. So much for playing it cool. That mysterious, chill entrance I’d planned? Gone. Blown up in my face the second I opened my mouth.

“The people just happened to be you and David.”

He mutters a curse. “You have no idea what kind of place this is. And you're way too young to be here. Did you come alone?”

“So what if I did?” I snap, bristling at the way he says too young. Like I’m just some clueless kid.

He studies me for a long beat, trying to decide if I’m naive or dangerous. Maybe both.

“You should go home,” he says, quieter now.

I cross my arms. “Why? Because you said so? I came here to have fun, just like everyone else.”

He huffs out a breath, and for the first time, I catch a flicker of concern in his expression. “Look, you’re a nice girl. This isn’t a place for nice girls. It’s not some dance club or underground bar with a gimmick. It’s different here.”

“I figured as much,” I say, keeping my tone low. I can tell he’s frustrated—it’s written all over him—but I’ve already made up my mind. This might not be going how I pictured it, but I’m not backing down. Not even close. I’ve still got a plan, and I’m not out of the game yet.

Time to initiate plan: Seduce Jackson Armitage.

I reach out and run a hand down his chest, feeling the heat of his skin even through his shirt. “But you’re here. You can watch out for me. Show me what this place is really about.”

His jaw flexes. “You don’t know what you’re asking for.”

“Jackson, please,” I say, lowering my voice. “I’m curious. I’ll listen to every word you say.”

He drags a hand down his face, looking genuinely conflicted. I can tell I'm getting to him.

"You were eavesdropping on the whole conversation, weren't you?" he asks, arching a brow.

I shrug with a smirk. "Maybe." My fingers trail down the front of his shirt, slow and deliberate.

He closes his eyes briefly, like he needs a second to regroup, to find that quiet, collected control he always seems to carry. When he opens them again, there’s a shift—calculated and intense. That warmth he had before sharpens into something more deliberate.

Without a word, he reaches out and wraps his hand around my wrist. It’s not harsh, not at all, but there’s no mistaking who’s in charge.

"This isn’t a game," he says, voice low and serious.

“Good,” I say. “I don't want to play.”

He steps closer, and the air shifts between us. “You’re standing in a kink club, darling. And I don’t think you even realized it until now.”

I blink, trying to process what Jackson just said. Kink. It’s one thing to get a feeling, to pick up on hints. But hearing him say it out loud? It feels like crossing a line I didn’t even know I was tiptoeing.

A kink club. It sounds taboo. Intimate. Like something you whisper into someone’s ear, not say out in the open.

I hadn’t really stopped to think about what kind of club Temptation actually was. I’d been too focused on catching his attention, chasing that spark. But now? Now I’ve got goosebumps—not from fear, but from the sudden realization I’ve walked into something way bigger, way deeper than I expected.

I already had an idea of what Jackson was into. Remembering his and David's conversation. And the way he flirted and his control—none of it screamed "vanilla." But now? Now I wonder just how far down that rabbit hole he goes. How many layers he keeps tucked away beneath those tailored suits.

And that thought keeps me rooted here. With his hand around my wrist.

If I turn around and walk out, I’ll never stop thinking about what I missed. And even though it’s all kinds of overwhelming, there’s a pull in my chest that says, Stay.

I want to understand what this world is. What he is. And maybe, if I’m honest, what I could be in it.

“That makes sense,” I murmur, trying to sound breezy, but my voice wobbles—just a little. “So, I already know you’re into tying women up and spanking them… Is that the whole deal, or are there more secrets you’ve been keeping?”

It comes out flirty, but there’s real curiosity tangled in the question. I want to know. I want him to tell me.

His jaw ticks, and something sharp flickers in his gaze—like I just stepped into dangerous territory he wasn't sure I was ready for. “It’s not just about tying women up,” he says, voice low and even. “I dominate them.”

That word hits hard. My skin prickles.

“Dominate,” I echo, like I’m tasting it. “That actually sounds… kind of hot.”

He huffs a breath through his nose, like he’s trying not to react, but the tension in the air thickens instantly. “You don’t scare easy, do you?”

I smile, stepping a little closer, letting my body answer before I do. “Not when I know what I want.”

He doesn’t break eye contact. “And what is it you want, exactly?”

“You.” I say it soft but steady, no room for misinterpretation.

His jaw tightens. “You know I’m old enough to be your father.”

I step in, lips curling into a smirk. “Then maybe I should call you Daddy.”

His eyes darken, and I swear I feel the air shift between us. His control? Definitely slipping, just a little.

Oh yeah—he likes that. Daddy. It rolls off the tongue way too easy. And damn, it sounds good.

“If I agree, you’ll follow my rules. No arguments. If I say stop, you stop. If I say kneel—”

“I kneel,” I whisper.

“Total obedience,” he says again, testing me.

“Yes, Daddy.”

His pupils flare. He begins to circle me. “You’ll stand with your hands behind your back. Keep your eyes down unless I say otherwise. You stay silent until I give you permission to speak. Can you do that?”

My throat is dry, but I nod. He stops in front of me, gaze steady. “Use your words.”

“I’ll be good,” I say, every syllable laced with heat. “I’ll be whatever you want. Just… let me stay.”

If this is what Jackson wanted, I wasn’t just ready—I was begging for it. Letting go? Please. He could have every ounce of control I had left, and I’d thank him for it.

Out there, life was stress and noise and pretending I had it all together. But in here, with him? This was what I had been needing.

His mouth curves, half warning, half promise. “Then let’s see if you can follow orders. And if you can, we’ll see where it goes from there.”


Chapter Three: Listening Skills




Jackson doesn’t say a word as he guides me back to the table, where his friends are still lounging with drinks and lazy smiles. The moment we step into their circle, I feel the weight of their attention settle on me, hot and heavy.

David looks like he hasn't stopped smirking since we walked off. "Well, look at that. Jackson decided to keep her."

Jackson doesn’t introduce me. He just drops back into his seat like nothing happened, cool as ever. I stay standing beside him, not sure if I’m supposed to sit or stand, or what. So I default to what he told me earlier—hands clasped behind my back, mouth shut, waiting. I feel like a prop on display, quiet and posed, but the flutter in my stomach betrays just how much I’m buzzing beneath the surface.

One of the men chuckles. “Didn’t you just say ten minutes ago you weren’t picking up anyone tonight?” He’s tall, bearded, wearing a suit that probably cost more than my entire month’s rent. There’s a teasing glint in his eyes, but it’s not mean. Just curious.

“I did,” Jackson says easily, lifting his drink. “Then she begged.”

Heat floods my face. Begged. The way he says it so casually makes my knees weak. I figure he’s trying to get a reaction from me, so I force my face into something neutral and keep my gaze lowered.

“Begged?” another man says with a laugh. “She doesn’t look like the type.”

“She was convincing,” Jackson murmurs, taking a sip without breaking stride.

David pipes up from the sidelines, his grin practically feral. “Told you she had those puppy dog eyes. You’ve always been a sucker for that look.”

Jackson still doesn’t look at him. “David.”

David holds up both hands in mock surrender. “Relax. Just appreciating the view. You showed her off back at the restaurant, figured I’d get a better look now. Careful though, if you’re not paying attention, I might just steal her.”

“Try it,” Jackson says, voice like ice.

A slow laugh rumbles from David’s chest. “All right, all right. I know when I’ve overstayed my welcome.” He gives me one last wink. “Enjoy yourself, sweetheart.” He turns and strolls toward the back hallway, disappearing as the staff standing guard lets him through with nothing more than a nod. No hesitation. No questions. Just a quiet pass into someplace deeper.

My stomach flips. That hallway—that’s where the real club begins, isn’t it? Not just drinks and flirty games, but whatever exists behind that velvet curtain. I’ve barely been here an hour, and already my head is spinning with possibilities. I know this is a kink club. I have a vague notion of what that implies. But what I don’t know—what I can’t stop wondering—is what it actually looks like in practice. Will he take me there?

"Man, I swear, one of these days some woman’s gonna knock that smugness right out of him," the bearded guy chuckles.

Jackson just shrugs and takes a sip of his drink. “He’s always been like that. I’m not holding my breath.”

Jude shifts in her seat and gives me a once-over, her tone all sweet on the surface but sharp underneath. “Speaking of women… didn’t know you had a thing for the younger ones, Jackson.”

I can feel all their eyes on me, and suddenly I’m very aware of the age gap everyone’s clearly thinking about. I want to brush it off, act like I don’t care, but her comment lands harder than I expected. I mean, yeah, the difference is obvious. But this place doesn’t seem like the kind where that kind of thing matters. At least, I hope not. I glance at Jackson, trying to play it cool, but what I really want is to know what he thinks.

“She asked for a taste,” Jackson says. “I’m obliging.”

Jude sips her drink and gives Jackson a long look, the kind only someone who’s known you too long can pull off. “Really, Jackson? She looks like she just graduated. You sure you want to open that door?” Her voice had that joking edge, but there was something else tucked in there—maybe concern, maybe a quiet warning.

I wanted to say something so bad. What door was she talking about? And seriously, what’s so wrong with younger women? But Jackson had told me not to talk, so I bit my tongue and kept quiet.

“If it were just a taste, you wouldn’t have her standing there,” the woman notes, raising a brow.

Jackson’s smirk returns. “She’s under orders. Seeing if she can listen.”

My stomach sank a little. He was quick to shut David down, but when it came to Jude’s dig about my age? Nothing solid. And I couldn’t tell if that meant he didn’t care or if he agreed.

Then, the bearded man chimes in with a grin. “Hold on, Jude. Isn’t your guy, what, twenty-four? That makes you—?”

Jude cut him off with a playful slap to his arm. “Let’s not do the math, handsome.”

Jackson chuckled, finally joining the game. “You have a new one every season. It’s hard to keep track.”

I was honestly relieved when they changed the subject. Being talked about while standing there like a mute prop? Awkward as hell. And from the look on Jackson’s face, he wasn’t exactly sad to move on either.

Jude grinned. “Might keep this one, actually. He cooks. And apologizes. Like a man who knows he’s on borrowed time.”

"Oh, no I don't want to hear about him again," the bearded man groaned.

Jude turned back to Jackson, a flicker of softness crossing her features. “Sorry. I’m being a bitch. My guy’s out of town and I’m cranky. And now here you are, looking all smug with your new kitten.”

Jackson raised an eyebrow, expression easy. “It’s fine. I know it’s because you care. And we’ll see about the play part.”

That line hit me right in the gut. It wasn’t a no, but it wasn’t a yes either. Just a maybe. And what exactly did he mean by play? Was that code for sex? Or was it one of those kink things I hadn’t learned yet?

They all started laughing again, diving into some new topic like it was nothing. I stayed right where I was. Quiet. Still. Doing my best impression of someone totally unfazed. Even though my head was spinning. I still didn’t really get why Jackson told me I could stay, gave me rules to follow, and then just… ignored me. But whatever. I stuck to them. Mouth shut. Hands behind my back. Eyes down. My heels were starting to hurt, but I tuned it out and just kept listening, soaking up every bit of the conversation.

Jude took another sip of her drink, then tilted her head toward Jackson. “Shame you missed last week’s rope demo. Dominic put on a hell of a show.”

The bearded man let out a low whistle. “His new bunny? She’s got him wrapped around her little pinky. Or, well, more accurately, wrapped in jute.”

Jude snorted. “Literally. I swear, I haven’t seen him that focused on a single sub in… ever.”

I’m burning to ask what a “bunny” is. What kind of show? But I bite my tongue. Stay silent.

Jackson’s brow lifted. “Focused how?”

“Oh, come on,” Jude said, leaning forward like she was spilling secrets across a brunch table. “He didn’t take his eyes off her the entire time. It was practically romantic.”

Romantic? Seriously? How is tying someone up supposed to be romantic?

The bearded man laughed. “She’s cute. And smart. And apparently has a pain kink that matches his intensity. I think he’s in trouble.”

“Deep trouble,” Jude agreed. “And get this—he canceled a one-on-one with one of his regulars last weekend. Voluntarily. Said it didn’t feel right.”

Jackson blinked. “Dominic canceled? That man once showed up to a scene with a broken wrist.”

“Exactly,” Jude said, smirking. “That girl’s got him by the soul.”

I let out a slow breath and stared down at the carpet like it had answers. Rope shows? Submissives? People catching real feelings in a place like this? Was that actually a thing?

I snuck a glance up at Jackson and caught the edge of a smile tugging at his mouth. This was all just casual for him. No big deal. Meanwhile, I had about a million questions buzzing in my head. Maybe that’s why he wanted me quiet, just taking it all in first.

Jude leans toward Jackson again, swirling her drink with a lazy grin. "Oh, that's not the only new thing. I am sure you haven't heard they just opened the three new voyeur rooms. Floor-length one-way mirrors, all of them."

Jackson’s eyes lifted at that, a flicker of genuine interest finally breaking through his calm veneer.

"Members-only access," she added, clearly pleased by the reaction. "So it shouldn’t be as crowded. Just the people who know what to do with the view."

The bearded man chuckled. "Sounds like your kind of playground, J."

Jackson hummed, his gaze distant now. I caught that look and tucked it away. Another puzzle piece.

And God, the voyeur rooms. Floor-length one-way mirrors? Just the idea of it made my skin prickle. Being watched. Not knowing who’s behind the glass, who’s seeing everything. I didn’t think I’d be into something like that. But the heat between my thighs said otherwise. If that’s Jackson’s thing—if that’s where his mind went when Jude brought it up—then maybe I wanted to know what that felt like, too. To be seen like that. Exposed.

Jude laughed, tipping her glass toward him. "You know, for someone who swore he was over this place, you look like you're already planning your next scene."

I catch her sneaking a glance at me out of the corner of my eye.

Jackson smirked, just a little. “Yeah, well. David talked me into coming tonight. Said I needed to stop moping and remember what fun looked like.”

“He wasn’t wrong,” the bearded man said, raising his glass.

Jackson shrugged. “This place has changed. New shows. New rooms. It feels different in a good way.”

The conversation keeps rolling, and I’m just standing there buzzing like a live wire. Every little detail they drop pulls me in deeper. I know I don’t really belong here—not yet. A kink club? Me? It should feel like too much. Too dark. Too intense. But it doesn’t. Not when the talk turns to ropes and mirrors and watching. Not when it keeps peeling back layers of who Jackson really is.

And God, the more I learn about him, the more it lights me up inside. Not just curiosity. Not just attraction. I mean heat. Low, insistent heat pooling right between my thighs. I’m standing there like a damn statue and all I can think about is how badly I want him to touch me. Tell me I’ve earned it. Or haven’t.

But Jackson? Nothing. Not a look. Not a word. Just letting me stand there and burn for it. How long is he going to keep testing me like this?

Then I catch it. A glance. Quick. Precise. Just enough to say, I see you. He’s been watching me this whole time. Just not in a way anyone else could catch.

And after what feels like forever, he finally turns and speaks.

“Go to the bar,” he says quietly, not looking at me. “Get us two bottles of water.”

It’s the attention I wanted—his voice, his eyes, that little command that said I still had his focus. But damn, being sent off like a waitress again? That stung a little. I swallowed it down, nodded, and headed for the bar.

I step up to the bar and ask for two waters. The bartender gives me a friendly nod but winces a little. "We’re restocking the fridge right now," the bartender says. "Give me just a second, and I’ll bring out a couple bottles."

As I wait, a woman slides into the space beside me. Tall, dark-haired, and dripping with confidence, she looks like she was born in this place.

“First time?” she asks, her tone somewhere between curious and amused.

I blink. “Um. Yeah.”

She offers a lazy smile. “I’m Serena.”

“I’m—” I pause, glancing back at Jackson. The second our eyes meet, it just clicks. He told me to get water, not to chat. And without even thinking about it, I adjust. “Here with someone.”

It’s kind of wild how easy it’s gotten to fall into whatever he tells me. Like my brain just defaults to his rules.

Her eyes flash with something I can’t quite place, mischief maybe, or a challenge. And she just keeps going, either missing the hint or not giving a damn. “Yeah, I saw. You went for the biggest stiff in the room.”

“I actually kind of like him,” I say, my jaw tightening just a little. I want to defend him, but I’m not about to start trading jabs with her. Not worth it.

“How’d you manage to get Jackson’s attention?” she asks, leaning her hip into the bar.

“I asked,” I say simply.

Serena rolls her eyes. “Oh, you’re one of those girls.”

I frown. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Sweet. Eager. New.” She waves a hand. “He loses interest fast, you know.”

The jab hits harder than I expect. How would she know that? How many times has she tried to get close to him? Has she succeeded? Maybe this is what he meant when he said he didn’t have the patience for brats. Maybe he meant her.

She watches me for a beat, then leans in conspiratorially. “If you really want to get a rise out of him, come with me. We’ll get into some trouble. Drive him crazy.”

Everyone seems to get a kick out of messing with him—this woman, David, probably others too. But that's just not me. I actually like Jackson the way he is. Flirty but serious, calm and in control. Let them poke at him if they want, but I’m not joining in.

I straighten my shoulders. “Thanks for the offer, but I’m good.”

She pouts, a little mockingly. “Suit yourself.” She turns and melts back into the crowd, leaving me standing there with a weird mix of adrenaline, relief, and about a hundred new questions for Jackson.

When the bartender sets the drinks in front of me, I grab them and turn to head back.

The others at the table are gone now, leaving just him lounging against the table like he owns the place. He arches a brow as I approach in that calm, unreadable way of his.

"What did she want?"

I hesitate for only a second. “She invited me to misbehave.”

His gaze sharpens. “And you said?”

“I said no. I remember you mentioning something about not liking brats.”

Jackson’s lips curl, pleased. “Good girl. You do listen well.”

Normally, I’d roll my eyes if someone called me girl. But when he says it? Damn. My whole body lights up. It’s like the words drop straight down my spine and settle low, hot and undeniable. I don’t know what it is, maybe it’s the way his voice wraps around them, or the way he looks at me when he says it, but it hits different.

He leans back slightly, like he's trying to gauge the edge of my desire. “Though you might have more fun with her. Or David.”

The thought of either makes my nose wrinkle. “Well, I didn’t come here for them,” I say, bolder than smooth. “I came here for the sexy guy who takes up one of my tables every week. The one who looks like he knows how to make someone forget their own name. So… are you going to show me around or keep pretending I’m not exactly what you want?”

His smile shifts, and yeah, it’s guilty. He had been trying to talk me out of this. And that pisses me off. Like I didn’t make it obvious how badly I want him? I stalked him to a damn sex club. Does he really think I’d do that just for kicks?

I’m about to call him on it when he stands, taking the waters from my hands. Then he steps in close, and my pulse kicks up like it’s got somewhere to be. He’s not even touching me, but somehow I feel him everywhere.

“Do you want to look around?” he asks, voice low, like he already knows the answer. "And I mean more than just the lounge."

"Yes. I want to do more than look around," I say.

His jaw tightens. “More?”

"Yeah… I want to participate. With you. If you're okay with that."

I can feel the heat crawling up my neck. I’m basically one breath away from begging him to just fuck me already, and honestly? That might be the most desperate thing I’ve ever felt—and liked. Shit, I like begging for it.

His hand comes up to cup my jaw, fingers firm, thumb brushing my cheek. "How ’bout this? We’ll go take a look, and if you like what you see, we can try a few things."

I see it in his eyes. That tight pull of control, like he's fighting every instinct not to take me right here, right now. He's holding back, and it only makes me want him more.

I nod, my voice steady even though my insides are trembling. “Show me your world.”

He leans in, his mouth so close I can feel the whisper of his breath against my ear. “Now I don't want to go back there with you thinking I don't want you. Really, I want to fucking ruin you.”

A sound catches in my throat, something between a gasp and a moan. “Yeah,” I breathe. “That’d be really, really nice.”

He pulls back just enough to look at me, slow and deliberate, like he’s already picturing every filthy thing he wants to do. “You okay with that?”

“Yes,” I whisper. It comes out shaky, breathless. But it’s real.

“Then follow me.”


Chapter Four: Learning to Please

Jackson’s hand rests on the small of my back as we step out of the lounge and into the back halls of Club Temptation. The thump of music fades behind us, replaced by a low, steady buzz—soft moans, the occasional groan, laughter that sounds way too satisfied. The air thickens instantly, like we’ve walked straight into a secret whispered only to those who can handle it.

The hallways are dim and moody, lined with doors on either side. Each one glows with a different colored light: blue, red, purple. I don’t know what they all mean, not exactly, but it’s obvious each one’s got a vibe. A purpose. A few doors are wide open, others barely cracked, just enough to catch a glimpse.

Jackson’s just behind me, close but not touching now, and it’s somehow more intense than when his hand was on me. He’s letting me look, letting me take the lead, but I can feel him back there—silent, steady. Watching everything. Not just the rooms. Me. He’s reading me, seeing what makes me lean in and what makes me flinch. I can feel the tension humming between us, and I don’t know if I want to slow down or beg him to drag me the rest of the way.

The first room we pass, the door’s wide open. A woman is bent over a padded bench, moaning as someone drags a flogger over her back. Her skin is flushed, her expression blissed-out and glowing, and I can’t stop staring. In the next room, a couple moves slow and sweet on a leather couch, tangled in each other while three people sit close by, watching with rapt attention like it’s performance art. My cheeks burn. My body is on fire. And I haven’t even been touched.

Everywhere I look, something else catches my eye. A curtain flutters open, revealing a man buried between someone’s thighs. Down the hall, a woman is pinned to the wall, moaning loud enough to echo. I step toward one of the rooms, the sounds of sex echoing, drawn by the dark and the heat and the open door, but I stop myself at the threshold. Jackson hasn’t said a word. But I can feel his approval—or maybe his amusement—behind me as I take it all in. He’s watching the way I tense, the way I shift, the way my hands start to curl at my sides like I don’t know what to do with them.

This place is alive. Lit from within by shadows and sin. And I’m trying not to melt in the middle of it.

We finally hit the end of the hall and—holy hell—there’s a stage. Low, dark, surrounded by black leather couches. Almost every seat's taken, and all eyes are locked on what’s happening center stage. A man is fucking a woman who’s laid out like a goddamn goddess on this throne-like chair. Her eyes are rolled back, mouth open and moaning, her hands gripping the arms of the chair like she’s holding on for dear life or about to rocket into space. Raw, unfiltered, goddamn intense—it hits low and deep, and I don’t know whether to gasp or just burn. Because this? This is hot. Way too hot.

Jackson steps closer behind me. “There’s more,” he says in that low, calm voice of his. “Upstairs. Downstairs. Different kinds of play.”

I shake my head before I even realize I’m doing it. “This is already… a lot,” I admit, breathless. “Like, amazing, but a lot.”

He gives me a slow, crooked smile and says, "Come on. Let's find somewhere a little quieter, just you and me."

We slip into one of the rooms marked with a soft blue light. Inside, the space is quiet and intimate. A wide bed with black sheets takes up most of the room, its dark frame stark against the deep walls. A mirror runs along one side, reflecting just enough to make me aware of every movement. A small dresser tucks into the corner, and soft lighting casts everything in a seductive glow.

The door clicks shut behind us, sealing us in. He glances at me, something unreadable flickering in his eyes. "If it’s too much, I can walk you out," he offers. "No shame in it."

I shake my head fast. "No. I don’t want to leave. Do you want me to leave?"

His eyes search mine, then he steps in closer. "No," he says, his voice lower now, serious and a little rough. "I’m just glad you’re not running."

"Do the women usually run away?" I ask, half teasing, half curious.

He gives a low chuckle. "I don’t usually play tour guide. Most people I meet already know what they’re into. This… bringing someone new into it? That’s different."

"And then the waitress you flirt with decides to crash your secret sex club," I say with a laugh.

He smirks. "Not even close to the weirdest thing that’s happened to me. Honestly? It’s kinda hot."

I laugh too, though it comes out a little breathless. Nerves. Anticipation. All of it. "So… what happens now?"

"You tell me what you want," he murmurs, dragging his fingers down my arm slow enough to make my skin buzz. "All of it. Don’t hold back."

"I thought I was supposed to listen and obey," I tease.

"That’s part of it," he says, eyes narrowing, as he laces a hand around the back of my neck. "But I want to know what you really want."

God. It’s so much pressure. But I already know. "I want to make you happy. I want to know what you like… and give it to you. I want to be good for you." I pause. "I want to hook you."

He groans and grabs my hips like he can’t stop himself. "You’re playing with fire."

"Maybe."

He stills, his expression sharpening. "Alright, here’s how this goes," he says, all trace of teasing gone. "We’re about to do a scene. If you say ‘end scene,’ I stop—no hesitation, no guilt, no questions. You don’t owe me an explanation."

"Got it."

"And if something feels off—too much, too fast—you need to speak up. No suffering in silence just because you think it's what I want."

"Promise."

"And in return," he says, looking dead serious, "when we’re in it? I expect you to follow my lead. Fully. No pushing boundaries, no games, no testing limits."

A little thrill shoots through me. "I’m in."

He studies me for a beat. "No sex tonight. That’s off the table. But are you okay with getting spanked? Roughed up a little? Degradation? Oral?"

My cheeks go hot, but I nod fast. "Yes. Definitely."

"No, don’t just say yes—use your brain; think about it,” he says.

I pause and let it actually sink in. No sex tonight sucks, sure, but the rest? Being spanked, roughed up, told what to do, talked down to? Especially by him? Yeah, I’m more than into the idea. Even if I don’t know exactly how it’ll feel, I want to try it, with him. And I realize that he needs to hear that. “I don’t know if I’ll like all of it,” I admit, meeting his eyes, “but I want to try it with you, Jackson.”

His mouth curves, equal parts hunger and approval. "Good. Then let’s get started."

Everything between us shifts, thick with heat. Like my consent was just what he was waiting for to let go. Like he’d been holding himself back this whole time, just waiting for permission to let the leash off.

His grip tightens on the back of my neck. “So you thought you could stalk me to a sex club, peek in on strangers fucking, and not get punished for it?”

My stomach flips. “I didn’t—”

He cuts me off with a smirk. “No excuses, dirty girl.”

Before I can catch my breath, he’s sitting down on the bed, dragging me across his lap in a fast and well-practiced movement. He hikes my dress up around my waist, cool air brushing my already wet panties, and then he’s sliding them down with that same firm, no-nonsense grip. Slow enough to tease, hard enough to make me gasp.

And then I’m bare. Ass up. Face flushed. Body buzzing. My heart’s pounding like it’s trying to break free from my chest. I should feel embarrassed, but all I can think is how wet I am for him already.

“Oh my god,” I squeak.

“Quiet.”

His hand’s warm at first—just a soft stroke, a gentle tease that almost makes me sigh. Then, out of nowhere, it snaps down hard. I gasp, loud and unfiltered. The sting blooms sharp and hot across my skin. He pauses like he’s waiting for me to chicken out.

"I think I need another," I breathe, my voice shaking just a little.

Another smack. Then another. I flinch, yelp, wriggle a bit but then my whole body starts to melt into it. Because, yeah, it stings, but the sting shoots straight between my legs. It turns my brain to static and makes my thighs squeeze together, searching for more friction.

“You like this?” he asks, low and rough.

“Yes,” I pant, then take it one step filthier because I remember what a certain word did to him earlier. “Yes, Daddy.”

He lets out this rough, low chuckle, almost a growl, and I swear I feel him twitch under me. “Of course you do.”

He’s getting harder beneath me, thick and insistent against my stomach. His breath hitches. His muscles tighten. It’s all the confirmation I need. He likes it when I call him that. That word—Daddy—it flips something in him. Something hungry and dark and possessive. And it sends a pulse of need right through me.

I feel it everywhere. Heat curling in my belly, my heart thudding in my chest, my body practically begging to find out what happens next.

He pauses, stroking the hot skin of my ass. “Think you’ve learned your lesson?”

“I don't think I have,” I whisper as a gulp. Why do I like this so much? “Maybe if you spank me harder?”

"You’re right—you have been bad."

He spanks me again and again, each smack rougher, meaner, and it only makes my pussy throb harder. I can feel myself clenching, dripping for him, totally lost in it.

Holy fuck. I’m in a sex club, bare-assed over Jackson Armitage’s lap, and he’s spanking me like he owns me. And I’m loving every goddamn second of it.

"You're fucking soaked, you filthy little slut. I think you’re liking this too much."

Then he flips me onto my back like I weigh nothing, and my breath catches. He stalks over to the dresser, slow and deliberate, every move dripping with purpose. He opens the top drawer and pulls out a pink vibrator. Then he grabs a small bottle and a cloth and starts cleaning it, methodical as hell, like teasing me with every second he makes me wait.

"I’m gonna make you beg for it now,” he says, voice thick with heat. “You’ve got those big, desperate eyes, and fuck, nothing is going to get me off tonight other than watching you fall apart while you beg.”

He presses the vibrator right to my clit, and I jolt with a full-body gasp. The buzz is brutal after the sting of his hand, like every nerve between my legs is on fire. I try to move, try to grab his wrist, maybe to push him away or maybe to make him press harder. I honestly don’t even know what I want.

"Hands above your head," he says, all grit and command.

I hesitate for half a second, lost in the way the vibrator’s working me over, and then...

"Don’t make me say it twice."

The fire in his voice shoots straight through me, and I raise my arms above my head without thinking. I want to be good for him. I want to be the girl he can't get enough of. Whatever he says, I’ll do it—just don’t let this stop.

The vibrator pulses against me again, and I'm spiraling up so fast it’s dizzying. I’m clenching, toes curling, riding the edge—and then he pulls it away. I gasp, whining.

"Fuck—Jackson."

“Not yet,” he murmurs, kissing the inside of my thigh.

Again, he teases me, bringing me right up to the brink before yanking it away. My hips jerk, chasing the vibration like I can still catch it, my entire body trembling with need.

He does it again. And again. Every time, he stops just before I fall over the edge, and it’s fucking torture. My body screams, aching with the denial. I’m shaking, desperate, and soaked. The orgasm was right there—so close I could taste it—and he just took it. Like a goddamn tease with a wicked smile and a vibrator in hand.

“Please!” I whimper.

"That's not good enough. Beg properly."

He drags the vibrator along my inner thigh.

“Please, Daddy, please let me come. I’ve been so good. I need it.”

“Good girl.” He presses the vibrator back against my clit, and I just lose it. Everything seizes up, and then I’m shaking apart, moaning like I’ve got no shame.

And right in the middle of that bliss, he slips a finger inside me—slow and thick—then adds another. Fuck. He’s knuckle deep. Deep enough to have me arching off the bed, my body begging for more without a single word.

The orgasm crashes over me like a goddamn freight train. I moan through it, hips twitching, hands fisting the sheets.

When I finally float back down, he’s leaning over me, telling me how fucking sexy that was. Then he raises his fingers to his lips, tastes me, and groans. "Can’t get enough of you," he mutters, voice thick with want.

Before I can catch my breath, he shifts down the bed, spreading my thighs again with slow, sure hands. His mouth finds me in a heartbeat, tongue flicking, licking, sucking until I’m whimpering all over again.

“Jackson,” I gasp, hips bucking as he wraps his arms under my thighs and pins me in place. He eats me like a man starved, tongue plunging deep, then teasing my clit until I’m writhing. My hands tangle in the sheets, in his hair, in whatever I can grab because it’s too much and not enough.

He groans like my taste is his favorite thing in the world, lips slick with my arousal, mouth working me open.

“Come for me,” he growls into me, voice rough and possessive.

I do—coming all over again, thighs clamping around his head as I cry out. It hits harder than the last, a tidal wave that rolls through me until I’m shaking and breathless. He doesn't stop right away, drawing out the aftershocks, licking me like he’s memorizing every twitch and whimper.

When I finally collapse, limp and gasping, he pulls back slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He kisses his way back up my body.

"That was amazing," I tell him.

"I told you I was going to ruin you," he whispers, lips brushing my ear.

And then I feel it—his cock, hard and thick, pressed right against my hip.

I run my hand down his chest, voice low and teasing. "What about you? You want me to take care of you like you just took care of me?"

"Let's just focus on you tonight," he says, taking my hand and pressing a kiss to my palm. "I don’t flirt with just anyone, and I sure as hell don’t bring just anyone here. I want you to enjoy every second—no regrets. It’s not every night a pretty girl like you gets her first spanking."

"Yeah, first time for that and first time coming that hard."

"Really?"

"Yes, really." I grin, biting my bottom lip. "And I meant it when I said I want to please you. I haven’t had a ton of practice giving blowjobs, but… I’m a fast learner. And I’ve got a feeling you’re a pretty good teacher."

His eyes darken, and the low growl in his throat sends a fresh rush of heat through me. "Then open up that pretty mouth and let me show you exactly how I like it."

I slide down between his legs as he lies back on the bed. I unzip him slowly, dragging it out just to tease us both, and reach in to pull him out. He’s big—thicker than I imagined, long and hot in my hand, already leaking at the tip. I stroke him once, then lean in and lick the bead of pre-cum off the head. He groans, one hand sliding into my hair.

“Start slow. Make it wet. Use your tongue—fuck, yeah, just like that.”

I swirl my tongue around him and ease him into my mouth, inch by inch. He throbs on my tongue, and I moan around him, already dripping again.

“Hollow your cheeks. Stroke the base with your hand. Yeah… good girl.”

I work him steadily, matching the rhythm he likes, letting his soft grunts and curses guide me.

“Deeper,” he mutters. “Let me feel your throat. You can take it.”

I try, letting him slide deeper, my throat relaxing as he pushes in. He gasps, hips jerking just a little.

“Fuck, baby. That mouth. You were made for this.”

He’s so vocal, so specific with what he wants, and it only turns me on more. Every praise, every command—it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.

“I’m close,” he warns, voice wrecked. “Don’t stop. You gonna swallow for me?”

I hum again, mouth full, fingers still working him at the base.

“Open up. Let me give it to you.”

He groans loud and spills down my throat, hot and salty. I swallow it all, not even hesitating. It’s bitter and messy and honestly perfect.

When I pull back, he’s breathing like I just knocked the wind out of him. He cups my face, thumb brushing over my lips. “That was fucking filthy,” he says with a grin. “I’m gonna be thinking about that for days.”

When it’s over, he pulls me onto the bed beside him, wiping a thumb over my lip like he’s marking the moment. “How do you feel?”

“Incredible,” I breathe. I mean it. I feel wrecked in the best possible way—like my body doesn’t quite belong to me right now.

He chuckles, low and warm. “That’s more than I usually give on a first night.”

I lean into him, still high off it all. “So let’s not stop.”

He shakes his head, gentle but firm. “No, darling. Not tonight.”

I pout, dragging my finger across his stomach. “Why not?”

He brushes my hair back, his thumb stroking over my cheek. “Because I need you to think. Tonight was a lot. I want you to go home, let it settle, and decide if you really want more.”

I want to say I already know. That I’m already hooked. That I’d follow him back through every door in this club if he just crooked his finger. But I nod. I get it. Barely.

He grabs a card from his wallet, scribbles something on the back, and tucks it into my hand. “My number. You’ve got questions? You text me. Or if you’re just done? That’s okay too.”

He walks me to the door, lingering there for a second like he might say something else, then just opens it with a quiet nod.

Outside, the night air hits like a slap after all that heat. I slide into my Uber and glance back as the car pulls away. He’s still there under the club’s red glow, hands in his pockets, watching me leave. I tuck his number into my coat pocket, holding it like a secret.

I don’t care what he says. I don't need to think about this. I’m already addicted. And next time? I’m going to make him addicted to me, too.


Chapter Five: Wanting More

I walked out of that club feeling like I had him. Like I’d flipped some invisible switch in him and all I had to do was wait for the fallout. And after the way he kissed me, touched me, looked at me like I was the only thing in the room that mattered, why would I have thought any differently. I really thought it would be easy to reel him in. I thought we were starting something.

But it’s been a week. A whole slow, dragging, miserable week. And all I’ve gotten from him are a few cold, clinical texts.

The club opens at nine.

Newbie night is every Saturday. 

Here is a list of their monthly events. 

Let me know if you have questions about etiquette. 

You're welcome to observe again.

Like I’m a new hire getting onboarded. No hey, how are you. No can’t stop thinking about you. Just rules. Logistics.

I tried, too. Asked about his favorite music, what he does when he's not busy turning women into puddles. Tried to joke with him. Flirt a little. Sent a dumb meme. He didn’t even pretend to engage. It’s like he flipped a switch the second I walked out that door and went right back to being untouchable. Like what happened between us was just… play. And I don’t want it to be just that.

Now it’s Friday. That weird dead space between lunch and dinner where everything’s too quiet and time moves like molasses. The dining room’s practically empty. A couple of people sipping drinks. Nothing exciting. Nothing distracting. I’ve been behind the bar polishing the same glass for ten minutes, just spiraling—trying not to look like I’m unraveling while I obsess over every second he hasn’t walked through that door.

I haven’t seen him. And I don’t know what’s worse—missing him like this, or feeling like maybe I imagined it all.

Kat slides up beside me, eyes bright with the kind of energy that only comes from knowing someone else’s business. “Still nothing?” she asks, sipping her soda like it’s tea and she’s here for the gossip.

I exhale hard. “Not a damn thing. Ghosted.”

“You're being dramatic,” she says, wagging a finger at me. “Didn’t you say he texted you?”

“Yeah. Barely.” I set the glass down with more force than necessary. “Polite stuff. Surface-level. He answers when I ask something. Like he feels obligated.”

Kat narrows her eyes. “That’s Dom behavior.”

I arch a brow. We’d already picked apart every sexy little detail of my night at Temptation. Kat had eaten it up like it was her favorite show. I quickly learned she was just as inexperienced and curious as I was. But, as always, Kat kept her fake-it-‘til-you-make-it attitude. “Since when are you the expert?”

She shrugs. “I watch things. I listen. Power play’s not hard to spot. Have you seen our head chef? Man’s practically a walking punishment kink in non-slip shoes.” She smirks and nudges me with her elbow. “Look, Jackson gave you a taste, and now he’s waiting to see if you come crawling back for seconds. You did say he wanted you to reflect. Anticipation just makes the next round hit harder.”

“I hope you’re right,” I mutter. “Because all I’m doing is spiraling. Hard.”

All week, I’ve been stuck in my own head—just looping through every second of that night. The way his voice dipped low when he called me good girl. The sharp sting of his hand on my skin. That kiss, like he couldn’t get enough of me. The things he said. The things he did. I can’t stop thinking about it. And now? Radio silence. No follow-up. No playful texts. Not even a dumb meme to say he’s still thinking about me. Just the bare-minimum kind of replies whenever I text about the club or kink stuff, hoping to get more out of him. Hoping for any kind of spark. I even tried flirting. Kept it light, didn’t want to come on too strong. But he didn’t bite. Just sent back those clipped, polite replies. Like I was asking him about PTO instead of trying to get under his skin. I felt like I was texting HR.

Maybe Serena was right. Maybe he does lose interest fast. Maybe Jackson really does think I’m just some clueless girl with big fantasies and no idea what she’s actually doing. God, what I wouldn't give to know what was going on in his head.

“He’s probably just testing you,” Kat says, twirling her straw like she’s casting a spell. “Trying to see if you’re gonna freak out or keep your cool.”

“Or maybe,” I say, flat and tired, “he got what he wanted and moved on.”

Then my phone buzzes. It’s him. One word. 

Behave.

It hits low and deep, curling in my chest like heat and lightning all at once.

Kat leans over my shoulder, already smirking. "He lives," she whispers.

Before I can even respond, the host walks up. “You’re sat.”

I blink. “Now? Seriously?”

He just nods. “Table twelve.”

My stomach flips. Of course it’s his table. I smooth my apron, take a breath, and head out, trying not to show how my pulse has completely lost its rhythm.

And there he is. Jackson. Cool. Collected. All business today. He’s in his sharp navy suit, crisp white shirt, dark tie. Corporate perfection with that calm confidence that makes everyone else in the room look like they’re playing dress-up. He’s sitting exactly where he always does, looking like he owns the table.

But he’s not alone. The woman across from him is… a lot. The kind of polished that says she probably owns a label maker and a personal assistant. Perfect blowout. Pointy heels. Lipstick that hasn’t ever smudged in her life. She’s leaning in with that confident, I-know-I’m-hot kind of posture and laughing like she wants everyone nearby to know how charming she finds him.

Still—I hold onto that flicker of hope in my chest, stupid and stubborn. Just seeing him again has me buzzing like a live wire. I can play it cool. I can be chill. He said “Behave,” and God, I am going to try. I can be professional. I can act like I hadn't been waiting all week to see him. Totally fine. Totally chill. Totally not falling apart at the sight of him sitting there with someone else.

“Good afternoon,” I say, keeping my voice even. “Can I get you both started with drinks?”

Jackson glances up. “Water for now.” His voice is all business. His face? Blank slate. No warmth, no hint of mischief, not even the smallest twitch of the man who made me melt last weekend like I was made to fall apart for him.

"Champagne for me," she says with a little smirk, flicking her gaze toward him. "Come on, Mr. Armitage, live a little. One drink won’t kill the deal."

I don’t like her. The way she’s teasing him, all flirty smiles and soft touches, it’s getting under my skin fast. And yeah, I know, he’s not mine. I keep having to remind myself of that every time she leans a little closer. He made that pretty damn clear with his cold attitude this week. Would it have killed him to send one message, at least one saying 'thinking about that night'? Instead of just a reminder to reflect on what it means to be submissive. Like I’m homework he assigned and forgot to check on.

"Water will be fine for me." He laughs it off.

I nod, ignoring the cold knot forming in my chest. “Of course.” He’s being professional. He has to be. It’s business. She’s just a client.

I walk over with their drinks, trying not to spill anything or let the tremble in my fingers show. She doesn’t even really look at me. Just tosses a half-hearted smile my way like I’m a background prop, then zeroes right back in on Jackson like I’m not even there.

“This place is adorable,” she says, resting her chin in her hand, fingers lazily tracing her glass like this is some date. “David was right. And you—always picking these quiet little hideaways. So perfectly you.”

Jackson doesn’t even blink. “We still need to review the last two clauses,” he says, flipping the page. All sharp edges and zero warmth.

Then she reaches over and casually rests her hand on his arm, like it’s no big deal. Like touching him is the most normal thing in the world. And the worst part? He doesn’t move. Doesn’t flinch. Just lets her.

She keeps talking, probably going on about some detail in the contract, but I don’t hear it. I’m already walking away, trying to get to the server station before my heart gives out. Feels like my chest is folding in on itself, and I can’t breathe right.

“You good?” Kat asks, eyes already narrowed.

“I’m fine.”

“Want me to spill something on her? I’ll do it. I’ll ruin that blouse without even trying.”

I let out a choked laugh. “Don’t tempt me.”

But I'm definitely not okay. I'm coming apart at the seams over here. Every time I look at their table, it's like another little stab to the gut. The way she leans in like she owns the moment, the way her hand keeps finding him like it belongs there. And he just lets it happen.

When they finally finish up their meal, I go to clear the plates. Then she leans in, voice dripping sweetness, eyes locked onto his like I'm not even standing there. "Honestly, Jackson, it just doesn’t make sense. A catch like you, still single? Maybe after lunch, you can finally explain that mystery to me."

That’s it. Something inside me snaps, clean and hard.

"Maybe he just likes quality over quantity," I say, picking up their plates.

"I'm sorry, what was that?" She snaps back at me.

"I'm pretty sure she asked if we wanted the check. Right?" Jackson says, his tone firm enough to end the conversation right there.

"Of course, Mr. Armitage," I say with a forced smile.

She shoots me a dagger of a glare as I turn, muttering under her breath, "Guess it's true, good help really is hard to find."

I'm still spiraling. Maybe I was just a weekend distraction for him. Maybe someone like her—polished, confident, closer to his age—is exactly what he's after. Someone who doesn't turn into a jealous wreck just from seeing another woman smile at him. Did he honestly think he could parade her around here and expect me to play it cool?

I ask Kat to cover their table. My voice barely works. Then I bolt for the restroom, barely making it before the tears start. I lock the door and grip the sink like it’s the only thing holding me upright.

Pathetic. I wanted to be his. To be enough. To show I could handle this whole mess without falling apart. And now I’m here, crying in a bathroom like some cliché rom-com extra who never had a real shot.

I keep running through a dozen things I could say to him—sharp, mean, cutting. Something to make him feel even a fraction of the way I was feeling.

When I step out, I brace myself. I’m halfway down the hall when a hand catches my wrist. Jackson. He pulls me around the corner, out of sight, and suddenly I’m pressed against the wall. His mouth finds mine fast and hard, like he’s been holding back for days. His hands grip my waist, not letting me go, like he needs to feel I’m real.

When he pulls back, I can’t breathe.

“I’m sorry,” he says. “About her. She’s a client. A demanding one. I didn’t want to bring her here, but David wouldn’t shut up about the great service at this place. She insisted.”

My voice is small. “So what? That doesn't explain why you haven't come in all week.”

He shakes his head. “Hun, I’ve been avoiding this place all week because I knew if I saw you, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands to myself.”

"You could have fooled me. Sorry but you've made me feel like we were just some sort of transaction. Like what we did was just business." The words come out hot and sharp before I can stop them. I'm still pissed, and it shows.

He runs his thumb across my cheek, slow and careful. "I wanted to give you space. I didn’t want things to get tangled—feelings mixed up with the kink. I figured you needed time to decide if any of this... if I was something you actually wanted."

"How many times do I have to say it, Jackson? I don’t care how old you are or what you're into. I fucking like you," I say, voice rough. "So why don’t you tell me what you actually want?"

"What do I want?" he murmurs, then kisses me again like he’s trying to burn the answer into my mouth. His hips press into mine, slow and deliberate, and I can feel him—hard and throbbing, like he’s barely holding himself back. "I suck at this part," he says, his voice low and rough. "But I want you. I want you as my submissive. I want to take you apart and put you back together. Show you just how filthy I think about you. Every time I see you."

My brain short-circuits for a second. Jackson wants me? Like, really wants me? Holy shit.

My breath hitches. "Then stop asking," I whisper, already leaning into him again.

He crashes into me again, kissing me like he's starving and I'm the only thing that can satisfy him. His hands are everywhere, gripping my waist, sliding into my hair, anchoring me against him like he’s afraid I might disappear. I forget everything else. The job, the restaurant, school, the fact that anyone could walk by. It all falls away. It’s just him. Just us. Heat and breath and want. My fingers curl into his shirt, pulling him closer, like that could somehow be close enough—

And then his phone buzzes.

He pulls back with a groan. "Shit. I’m still on the clock."

I try not to pout. "Yeah, me too." But honestly, Kat’s probably already got my section covered.

He glances at me like he’s weighing something. "You free tomorrow?"

I nod, still a little breathless. "Are you gonna ask me to the club?"

He hesitates, eyes locked on mine, and finally says, "No. I’m telling you. Be there."

He kisses me one more time—slow, deep, like he's trying to seal something between us. Then he pulls back, runs a hand through his hair like he’s trying to come back to reality, and disappears around the corner before we make a scene.

I stay right where he left me, back against the wall, lips still tingling, breath completely wrecked. And just like that, it hits me. He wants me. Not some fantasy version. Not the girl he had one wild night with after she followed him to the kink club. Me. The chaotic, smart-mouthed, emotional disaster I’ve always been. And I want him, too.

So yeah, I’ll be there tomorrow.


Chapter Six: Yes, Daddy

I spot Jackson the second I step out of the car. He’s leaning against the brick wall outside the members’ entrance like he owns the damn place—hands in his pockets, sleeves rolled up, that black button-down clinging just right, and jeans that are doing dangerous things to my concentration. And all I can think is: how is this man over forty? Seriously. It’s unfair. There should be some sort of warning label. Because no man that age should look that good just… standing there.

I take one step toward him and it’s like my whole body remembers. That jolt of heat, that low hum just under my skin hits even harder now. Because I know exactly what’s waiting inside those doors. And more than that, I know exactly how he feels when he touches me.

He looks up as I walk over, those blue eyes doing that slow, thorough sweep like he’s taking me in piece by piece. Then comes that crooked half-smile, the one that made my knees weak the first time we met. Still does. Maybe even more now.

“There you are,” he says, voice low and warm, like he didn’t spend the last week being distant. Like he’s just picking up where we left off.

I try to keep the edge in my voice, but it’s hard when he looks at me like that—like I’m the only person in the world. "Where else would I be? You told me to be here," I say, trying for casual. My heart’s pounding, and not from anger. I want to be mad at him. I do. But damn it, why does he have to look so good?

"And you really want to be here?" he asks, eyes searching mine like he still can’t quite believe it.

I roll my eyes. "Yes, Jackson. I told you to stop asking. You’re not getting rid of me that easy. Not unless you’re into something even kinkier than last time."

He gives me this tiny smile, just a flicker. "I know. I just… like hearing you say it."

I pretend to glare at him, but my heart’s already doing flips. "Same. I like hearing that I’m wanted, too."

His expression falters for half a second. “I’m sorry,” he says. “For making you feel that way. That wasn’t fair to you. You deserved more than that.”

That softens something in me. I shift closer, until I can feel the warmth radiating off his body. “I didn’t need a perfect script,” I say. “Just… something. What you said at the restaurant yesterday was a good start.”

“I know.” His voice is rough, regretful. “I thought giving you space was the respectful move. But I realize now I went too far. I should’ve told you how much I wanted to see you again. How much I wanted you, period.”

I tilt my head up at him. “And do you still?”

“God, yes.” He lets out a low laugh and steps off the wall. “Every damn day this week I told myself not to text you. Not to beg.”

“Should’ve,” I say with a smirk. “I might make you tonight."

“If you do I’ll have earned it,” he says, stepping in, close enough that I have to tilt my head to keep eye contact. His hand comes up, fingers brushing a piece of hair behind my ear. That simple touch? Still melts me.

“And just so we’re clear,” he says, voice low, eyes holding mine, “I never want you to feel like you're anything less than wanted. I’ll do better. I mean that.”

My chest goes tight, but I manage a small, breathless smile. “Good. Because I’m kind of expecting better now.”

He grins and nods toward the side door. “Come on, gorgeous. Let me show you what that looks like.”

His hand finds the small of my back, and even through the thin fabric of my dress, it sends a shiver up my spine. Warm, steady, and very much there. The kind of touch that says he’s not letting go anytime soon.

We step into the dim hallway and the bass from the club hits me low and deep, like it’s pulsing right under my skin. We pass a coat check and a sleek little locker area—kind of like the regular entrance, just with more polish and a host who actually looks like they’re paying attention. Jackson slips his phone into one of the lockers. Then he turns to me and holds out his hand. I don’t even think twice. I hand him my purse and phone like it’s the most natural thing in the world. And unlike the first time, I’m not anxious about giving up the safety net. I feel safe. Between him and the club’s rules, it feels like I can just let go tonight.

“You ready?” he asks. I nod. “Yes, Daddy.”

He leans in, just close enough that his breath fans my ear. “Good girl.” His words are barely louder than the music, but they light me up from the inside. I bite my lip, trying to hold back the ridiculous smile fighting its way out as he pulls back with that cocky little grin like he knows exactly what he’s doing to me. Probably because he does.

We step through another door and suddenly, we’re back on the club’s main floor. I know this space now. The red lights, the hum of bass in my bones, the way everything feels just a little too close, a little too hot. But even with the familiarity, it still hits me like a wave. That same wicked glow coats everything in sin, and the air practically hums with sex.

Bodies are everywhere. Draped over couches, moving together on the dance floor, already caught up in the kind of pleasure that makes me flush. I’ve seen it before, but tonight? It feels different. He’s beside me. I chose this. And I’m not just watching—I’m part of it now. This isn’t new anymore. It’s a return. And the thrill? It’s stronger than ever.

"Members-only night." Jackson’s hand finds mine, fingers lacing together, and he leads me confidently through the crowd toward a sleek bar along one side. As we move through the crowd, I stay right beside him, shoulder brushing his arm, then slide my hand through the crook of his elbow. Not clinging, not hiding—just staking my place. Mine. I know people are watching. I can feel their eyes like heat on my skin, some curious, some jealous. And maybe it should rattle me, but instead it just fuels me. I square my shoulders, lift my chin, and thread myself into him like I belong there. Because I do. I'm not some wide-eyed first-timer.

As soon as we’re tucked into the shadows at the edge of the bar, his mouth brushes my ear again. "You have no idea how badly I want you right now," he murmurs, voice tight. "I’ve been thinking about you nonstop, and tonight? I don’t think I can wait much longer."

My breath catches, my body already reacting to the low gravel of his voice.

"Tell me," he says, turning slightly so he can see my face. "What do you want from me tonight?"

I glance up at him, heat flooding my cheeks, but I don’t hesitate. "I want you to fuck me so good I can’t walk straight."

His eyes flash with heat. "You remember what we talked about? The new voyeur rooms?"

I nod, lips parted.

"I want to take you there," he says. "Put you on display. Watch you fall apart for me while others watch."

The thought shoots straight through me, molten and wild. I lean into him and whisper, "I’m ready."

Jackson exhales, a sound that’s almost a growl, and that’s all the confirmation he needs. He takes my hand, leads me away from the bar, through the crowd, past bodies and temptation and heat—

He steadies me with a hand at my elbow before lacing our fingers. We slip past the crowd, winding through bodies—some half-dressed, others gloriously naked, lost in each other. A woman kisses another like the world might end, and a man leads his partner by a leash, slow and proud. The sensuality hangs thick in the air, clinging to my skin.

The staff member at the hall nods us through without a word. Jackson doesn’t even slow down. We step into the familiar corridor—red, blue, and purple lights glowing over doors, moans already curling into the hallway. The scenes hit harder this time, even though I know what to expect. My eyes flick to a couple through a cracked door—her head thrown back in ecstasy, his hands pinning her thighs. Another room, blue-lit, has a trio tangled on a bed, laughter mixing with breathy cries. It’s everything I saw before, and somehow it still feels new. More intimate. More intense. My gaze lingers too long and I force myself to look away, heat creeping up my neck. I should be used to this. I’m not.

Jackson squeezes my hand but says nothing. He doesn’t need to. He’s watching me closely, taking in every flick of my eyes, every shift of my breath. His hand tightens on mine like he already knows how this is affecting me.

We pass through the stage room next—last time, it was a throne and a woman being thoroughly fucked in front of a crowd. Tonight, a gleaming silver pole rises from the center of the stage, and a dancer twirls slowly down its length, muscles flexing, her skin catching every bit of low golden light. The crowd watches with reverence. Jackson pulls me along, and I follow, pulse fluttering.

It hits different this time—less like stepping into the unknown and more like sinking deeper into it. Last time, everything was overwhelming, new, raw. Now, I know what’s coming, and somehow that makes it more intense. Anticipation curls low in my belly as we move past the familiar. I don’t know what Jackson has planned tonight, but I know I’ll say yes to every part of it.

My heels click against the tile as the hallway curves tighter around the building, darker than I remember, like we're slipping further into the club's secrets. There's a part of me that wants to ask where we’re going—but I don’t. I trust him. Still, my thoughts won’t quiet. I can’t stop wondering what we’ll see, what we’ll do, what he’ll want from me tonight. I’m nervous, but it’s not fear. It’s hunger—like every step deeper into Club Temptation peels back another layer of myself I didn’t know existed. And I want him to see all of it.

Jackson veers right, down a hallway that curves around the back of the dance floor. The music gets louder again, pulsing with bass. One side of the hallway is lined with what I had assumed were decorative mirrors—but now I realize they’re not mirrors at all. They’re one-way panels looking out onto the dance floor. People inside this hall can watch, unseen.

I pause, leaning in to look through the glass. Bodies sway and grind in the low red light, completely unaware they’re being watched—scratch that, they’re probably very aware. A couple is practically dry-humping against the DJ booth. Another pair dances so close it’s hard to tell where one ends and the other begins.

On the opposite side of the hallway are rooms—each marked with a soft glowing light above the door. Red for in-use, green for available. And unlike last time, when the upstairs rooms felt like shared secrets, this hallway feels filthy in a whole new way. At least in the first hall, the people playing could look you in the eye, know who was watching. Here, it’s a different kind of exposure. They perform behind mirrored glass—on display, blind to the eyes drinking them in. No acknowledgment, no consent to the gaze. It’s a stage of shadows, where the audience is invisible and the performers are vulnerable in their own oblivion. Something about it feels more twisted, more raw.

And the anonymity—cold and one-sided—sends a jolt straight through me. It shouldn’t be hot. But it is—being on display, unaware of who might be watching—or how many. And God help me, that thought turns me on more than I want to admit.

Jackson slows beside a green-lit door. Doesn’t say a word. Just opens it—and pulls me inside.


Chapter Seven: Perfectly Exposed




Honestly, I should be freaking out right now. Exhibitionism? Yeah, not exactly something I’ve ever pictured myself doing. I mean, I’ve never even thought about having sex in front of other people, let alone actually going through with it. But knowing this is one of Jackson’s fantasies—that he trusted me enough to share it—some part of me wants to give it to him. To give myself to him like that.

The room is low-lit and drenched in heat, designed entirely for seduction. There’s a bed at the center, dressed in sleek black sheets that shimmer faintly under the moody lighting. But it’s not just any bed. It’s got rings built into the headboard and footboard, clearly made for restraint. Right across from it is the one-way mirror wall, our reflections on full display while hiding whoever might be watching from the other side. To the left, a wall of carefully arranged gear catches my attention. Ropes in every texture and color, leather crops, floggers, and paddles hang from metal hooks like invitations. And in the corner, a sleek vanity stands beside a small mini-fridge, stocked with waters. The whole space is deliberate. Intimate. And hot as sin.

I don’t have time to overthink it though, because the second the door clicks shut, Jackson’s hands are on me, tugging me back against his chest. I gasp when his firm chest presses against my back, the contrast between his hard body and my softer curves lighting a spark in my belly. In the mirror, I catch the moment his hand slides up my front, cupping my breast through my dress, while the other settles over my hip with possessive intent.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” he growls against my neck before planting a hot, open-mouthed kiss just below my ear.

My eyes flutter shut as his lips and tongue graze that sweet spot on my neck, and just like that—it happens. The shift. The flip. We’re not in the club anymore, not really. We’re in our world. His and mine. He’s my Dom, I’m his sub, and everything else just... falls away. No small talk. No permission needed. At this point, the only thing that could stop him is if I called end scene.

“Every second since that night at the restaurant…I’ve been picturing this. Fantasizing about bending you over the nearest surface and taking you right there. I almost lost my goddamn mind watching you while eating dessert, imagining how you’d taste instead.”

A whimper escapes me as he sucks lightly on my pulse point, my knees nearly buckling.

His words set my whole body on fire. I mean, yeah, I’d flirted with him while I worked—teasing smiles, lingering glances, the usual—but I had no clue he was fighting off thoughts that filthy. Finding out I’ve been starring in his fantasies? That’s doing things to me. Big things. Needy, can’t-sit-still, body-tingling kind of things.

“Jackson…” I moan, reaching back to tangle my fingers in his hair as his mouth travels down to my shoulder. He grasps the strap of my dress between his teeth and tugs it down, biting just hard enough to make me gasp.

“I should’ve dragged you to the bathroom and made you come on my tongue, the way you pouted at the restaurant. I told you to behave,” he whispers harshly. “That woman was just a client, nothing else.”

His hand squeezes my breast and I arch into his touch.

“I’m done holding back.”

He doesn’t wait for an answer—just grabs me, spins me so fast my balance wobbles, and then his mouth is on mine. Hard. Hungry. Fuck, it’s not sweet or careful. It’s filthy, desperate, like he’s about to consume me whole. Tongue, teeth, heat—he kisses like he wants to ruin me. I kiss him back just as fiercely, unleashing everything I’ve been holding in, pouring it straight into his mouth. Our tongues slide together, messy and hot, and I let out a needy little moan, rising on my toes to get even closer.

He growls low in his throat, a sound that sends a shiver straight through me, and then his hands are on my ass, greedy and possessive. He pushes me back up against the free wall. His mouth is traveling down my neck, and his hips are grinding into mine. I can feel the thick, hard length of him right where I need him. His hand bunches the skirt of my dress, yanking it up to my waist. Cool air hits the dampness between my thighs, and I realize just how soaked my panties are. My body has been waiting for his touch from the moment we stepped into this club, maybe even before.

He growls in approval as his fingers find the lacy edge of my underwear.

“Already dripping, babygirl? Is this all for me?” His voice vibrates against my mouth, smug and excited all at once.

“Yes… all for you, Daddy,” I pant, barely recognizing my own voice—breathy, desperate.

The effect of that one word is immediate; Jackson groans and his body tenses like he’s restraining himself from ripping right through the scant barrier of lace.

“You drive me crazy,” he mutters.

His hand slips under the fabric, finally making contact with my aching sex. We both gasp, me at the relief of his touch, him at what he’s found. He’s not gentle, and I don’t want him to be; two fingers slide through my slick folds and then circle my clit with just enough pressure to have me needing more.

“Oh God,” I cry softly, clinging to his shoulders as his fingers work magic between my legs.

He alternates between teasing my entrance and rubbing my swollen bud, gauging my reactions. Each time he returns to my clit, I jerk in pleasure, and he bites off a curse like he loves feeling how responsive I am.

Watching our reflection in the mirror across the room, I see myself writhing against him, my back pressed to the door, dress hiked up around my waist and legs spread as he holds me up with one arm and finger-fucks me with the other. The sight is beyond erotic—it’s downright pornographic—and knowing that technically anyone outside could be looking in right now only fuels the fire.

Jackson’s breathing is ragged against my neck.

“I can feel you squeezing,” he whispers, pumping his fingers faster. “You want to come for me, don’t you?”

“Yes… please… Daddy, please,” I beg shamelessly.

I’m so close I can taste it, thighs quivering around his hand. The coiled tension in my core is about to snap.

“That’s it,” he coaxes, thumb flicking my clit while his fingers curl inside to hit that perfect spot that makes me see white. “Come for me, baby. Let them hear how good Daddy makes you feel.”

His words push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, wave after wave of intense pleasure. I throw my head back against the wall with a cry, my walls clenching tight around his fingers as he continues to stroke me through the climax. Heat blooms across my skin; I’m vaguely aware of my nails digging into his shoulders and my thighs trembling around his arm.

Jackson groans, finally easing his touch as my whole body starts to twitch from the overload. He pulls his hand from my panties, and I whimper at the loss—my body shaking with the aftershocks. He doesn’t let go though, just keeps one strong arm wrapped around my waist, grounding me while I try to catch my breath.

I glance down, realizing my dress is still hitched up around my waist, and I reach to tug it back down. But Jackson stops me, placing his hand gently over mine, steady and firm.

“Don’t,” he says, voice rough yet tender. “Leave it.”

He turns me to face the mirror. I see my face. Cheeks flushed, lips swollen, eyes all dazed and looking like I want more. And honestly? I do. That desperate, needy girl in the reflection? Yeah, that’s me. I do what he says and don't even bother fixing my dress. I meet his eyes in the glass, and the slow, dark smile that spreads across his.

“Good girl,” he praises.

Jackson steps back, and I sway slightly without his support. He steadies me with a hand at my hip.

“Hands on the mirror. Spread your legs a little. I want you just like that while I take a good look at what’s mine.” His words are laced with sin.

My heart starts racing again. I take a few unsteady steps until I’m standing right in front of the mirrored wall, close enough to see every flushed detail of my face staring back at me. And then I notice it. Just past the glass, subtle but there… shadows. Movement. Someone might be out there. Watching. The thought sends a jolt straight through me, part nerves, part thrill, and way too much want.

My nipples brush against the satin of my dress and instantly harden, my whole body buzzing like it’s begging to be touched again. I press my palms to the mirror like he told me to, the cool glass shocking against my overheated skin. I feel kind of exposed like this—bent forward a little, legs spread, totally on display—but the need coursing through me? Yeah, that overrides the shy part real quick. I’m too far gone to care about modesty now. All I want is him. And his cock.

Jackson comes up behind me, his body heat radiating against my nearly bare backside. He runs his hands up the backs of my thighs slowly, then over the curve of my ass. I arch involuntarily, pushing back into his touch. His fingers hook into the sides of my panties and with one swift motion, he yanks them down. The delicate lace falls to my ankles.

A strangled moan leaves me—partly from the shock of the sudden bareness, partly from the thrill of being so exposed. He kneels behind me, and I feel his rough, warm hands caressing my now naked cheeks. He spreads me open slightly and I nearly jump, a rush of cool air hitting my wet, sensitive folds.

“Perfect,” he mutters appreciatively.

I can’t see him but I’ve got a front-row seat to my own reflection in the mirror. Then I feel it. One of his fingers sliding down between my thighs, right through the mess he made.

“So damn wet,” Jackson growls. “Seeing you come apart on my hand… fuck, I could’ve come in my pants like a teenager.”

I let out a breathless laugh that turns into a gasp as he teases my entrance again. I’m oversensitive, but already building back up under his skilled touch.

“Jackson,” I whine softly, pressing my forehead to the mirror.

The mirror’s coolness feels good against my skin, helps ground me for a second. Then I feel the heat vanish behind me—Jackson’s stepped back. I hear the rustle of fabric and my heart jumps. I glance over my shoulder just in time to catch him unbuttoning that black shirt, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on mine like he knows exactly what kind of show he’s putting on.

“Eyes forward,” he tells me, voice pure dominance.

My eyes snap back to the mirror the second he says it. And I watch his reflection as he continues. I catch his smirk right before he peels the shirt off his shoulders. It’s unfair how hot he looks doing it. His chest is all firm lines and dusted hair, abs tight enough to make my stomach flip. He sees me checking him out and there’s this little twitch at the corner of his mouth—yep, he knows exactly what he’s doing. And he’s not just doing it for me. There might be eyes behind that mirror, and that only seems to fuel him.

His fingers go to his belt. I hear the soft metallic clink and suddenly I’m breathless. The sound alone makes my core clench. He pulls the belt free and tosses it aside like it’s nothing, then undoes his jeans and pushes them down, along with his shoes. Now he’s standing there in nothing but tight black boxer-briefs, and holy shit. That bulge? There’s no hiding it. I already knew he was big, but seeing it like this, straining against fabric? Yeah, it hits different.

He slides in behind me again, skin hot against mine, and I let out this tiny, involuntary moan because just feeling him there—solid, warm, close—is enough to make me melt. One arm comes around my front, his fingers brushing over my breast through the fabric like a slow reminder: I’m his. The other hand glides up my thigh, nudging my legs wider, taking his time like he wants to savor the view.

“Look at yourself,” he murmurs against my ear, and my gaze focuses on my reflection.

My cheeks are flushed, lips parted. I look thoroughly debauched.

“You see this needy little slut in the mirror?” he murmurs, voice low and filthy, but with this heat—like he’s proud of what he’s turned me into.

I glance at the mirror and yeah, it’s a lot. My cheeks are flushed, my dress is bunched up around my waist, my panties are soaked and barely hanging on, and there’s Jackson—tall, tan, and pressed so tight against me I can feel every inch of him, especially the thick length grinding right into my lower back. I am going to burn this image into my mind.

We both watch as his hand slides between my thighs again, fingers slipping through my folds like he owns me. I shiver and widen my stance without even thinking. God, I’m already gone for him, and I know we are just getting started.

“She loves being played with, doesn’t she? Loves knowing people might be watching her get off.”

I whimper at his words, both embarrassed and unbelievably turned on by the dirty talk. He nips at my earlobe.

“Use your words. Tell me you love it.”

“I—I love it,” I stammer, voice barely above a whisper.

His fingers circle my entrance slowly, then push inside just enough to make me gasp.

“Love what?”

A flush crawls down my neck. He wants me to say it explicitly.

“Love knowing they’re watching,” I manage, each word a breathy moan.

“Love… being your slut.”

The second I say it, he thrusts his two fingers deep inside me from behind, making me cry out and grip the mirror for balance.

“Good girl,” he groans, pumping into me lazily a few times.

“That’s my good fucking girl.”

I’m panting, hips already canting back seeking more friction. He withdraws his fingers, trailing them up to my clit to hear me whine, then back down. He’s teasing now, clearly enjoying how desperate I am. My mind is foggy with lust; the only thing I care about is him, and what he’s about to do to me.

“Tell me what you want,” Jackson rasps suddenly.

My breath catches. My mind floods with images of everything I’ve fantasized about—everything we’ve barely scratched the surface of. I hesitate, not because I don’t know, but because saying it out loud makes it real. Still, I want him to know. I need him to know meeting my eyes in the mirror. His fingers torment my entrance, sliding just barely inside then retreating.

“Exactly what you want, baby.”

I bite my lip hard.

Of course he wants me to say it—to spell out my desires in dirty detail. Heat flares over my face. It’s not that I don’t know the words; I’m just not used to hearing myself say them. But the way he’s looking at me, the way my body is screaming for his, I can’t hold back.

“I want your mouth on me,” I whisper, but he shakes his head.

“Louder. And more specific.”

His free hand slips into the neckline of my dress, pulling it down to expose one breast. He tweaks my nipple sharply and I yelp.

“Try again,” he purrs.

“I want your mouth on my pussy,” I manage louder, the words sticking in my throat before tumbling out with a rush of breath.

It’s filthy and bold, and it feels like a line I’ve just crossed—but the fire in his eyes tells me I said exactly the right thing. The vulgar word hangs in the air. My pulse is roaring in my ears.

“I want you to eat me out, Daddy.”

His eyes flash with approval in the reflection.

“Good. What else?”

I swallow, watching him slide his fingers out of me and bring them to his lips. He sucks them clean with a low moan, tasting me, and the sight makes me nearly collapse.

“I want you to fuck me,” I continue hurriedly, afraid I’ll lose my nerve if I stop. “Hard. I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t walk straight after. I want everything you promised, everything you’ve been holding back.”

Jackson’s chest heaves with each ragged breath as he listens. He releases his fingers from his mouth with a wet pop and grips my hips, turning me around to face him. His expression is feral.

“You have no idea how sexy you are right now,” he growls. “Asking so nicely to be fucked.”

I hardly have time to react before he hoists me up. He turns and carries me the few steps to the bed, laying me down where we can still see the mirrored wall. I lean up on my elbows. He hooks his thumbs under the waist of my dress, which is still bunched around my middle, and with a swift motion he drags it up and over my head. I raise my arms to help him remove it. The dress joins his clothes on the floor.

I’m completely naked now except for my strappy heels, but Jackson surprises me—he kneels down and gently unbuckles them one by one, sliding them off with care like he’s unwrapping something precious. Then he rises, and his gaze scorches a path down my body, taking in everything—my flushed skin, my peaked nipples, the wet, glistening heat between my thighs.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he mutters almost to himself, eyes dark with lust.

Feeling bold under his heated stare, I let my knees fall open in invitation, exposing just how wet and ready I am for him.

“You promised me your mouth, Daddy,” I purr, one hand drifting down my abdomen towards my sex. “I’m waiting.”

My fingers drift down between my thighs, slow and teasing, until they slide through the wet heat waiting for him. I let out a shaky little breath, rubbing slow circles just to see that look in his eyes. That raw, hungry stare is everything. It hits me right in the core.

Then, with a low growl, Jackson drops to his knees at the edge of the bed and swats my hand away like he’s had enough of watching me tease us both.

“Impatient little thing,” he chides, though there’s warmth in it. “I said I’d give it to you. No touching yourself—I’m going to do everything for you.”

I nod, barely able to catch my breath. He positions my legs over his shoulders, one at a time, settling me so that I’m completely open to him. His fingers dig into the softness of my thighs, holding me in place like he’s not letting me go until he’s had his fill. The air hits my soaked heat and I throb with anticipation.

Then he dives in. The first hot swipe of his tongue makes my whole body jolt. I moan loud enough to echo, my head falling back as my hands fist the sheets. He licks me from bottom to top, spreading me with his fingers to focus right on my clit, tongue circling slow, lazy, devastating. I arch off the bed, whining, already desperate for more. He hums like he’s tasting something he’s been craving for days and then seals his mouth over my clit, sucking it between his lips. My thighs shake on either side of his head, that scruff on his jaw sending little sparks across my skin.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, one hand flying to his silver hair.

I tug involuntarily, earning a grunt from him that vibrates against my core. The vibrations make me see stars. Jackson doubles down. He alternates between sucking my clit and plunging his tongue into my pussy, fucking me with it. Wet, lewd sounds fill the room along with my breathy moans and his occasional growls of satisfaction. All the while, somewhere in the haze, I’m aware that if anyone is watching, they’re getting one hell of a show right now.

He shifts slightly, lifting my hips a bit higher with his strong arms. The angle allows him to tongue-fuck me even deeper, and his nose nudges my clit with each press forward. My entire body is quaking, and I can’t control the whimpers and praises spilling from my lips.

“Yes, yes, just like that… Oh God, Daddy, yes…” I babble, lost in the pleasure.

His eyes flick up to meet mine from between my thighs, and just seeing him there—his face buried between my legs—makes my whole body jolt. He doesn’t blink, doesn’t break eye contact, just seals his mouth around my clit and sucks like he means it.

And that’s it. I lose it. The orgasm hits out of nowhere, brutal and blinding. I moan, my back arching clean off the bed like my body’s trying to escape the pleasure and can’t.

If he weren’t holding onto my thighs, I probably would’ve tried to bolt from how intense it is—he’s licking and sucking like a man possessed, and I’m coming so hard it feels like I’ve left my body. Everything whites out. I forget how to breathe.

He finally starts to slow down, easing into softer strokes with his tongue as the orgasm keeps rolling through me, crashing in waves. I feel tears sting the corners of my eyes from the overwhelming sensation. I’m shaking. It’s almost too much. I whimper and give his head a weak push, not really trying to stop him, just letting him know I’m barely hanging on.

He finally lets up, pressing a soft kiss to the inside of my thigh before gently lowering my legs. I collapse fully onto the bed, chest heaving as I gulp in air.

I feel the mattress dip as he climbs up beside me. His face comes into view above mine—wildly handsome and flushed with arousal, his lips shiny with evidence of what he’s just done to me.

I can’t quite form words yet, so I answer by surging up and kissing him, tasting myself on his mouth. He groans, kissing me back deeply. Breaking the kiss, I manage a grin.

I finally pant out. My voice is hoarse from moaning. “That was… Jesus, Jackson.”

He smirks, looking far too pleased with himself.

“I’ll take that as a compliment.” He brushes his thumb over my swollen bottom lip. “You taste fucking amazing, by the way.”

I blush and bite his thumb, and the low growl he lets out? Yeah, it goes straight to my core like flipping a switch. I should be spent after what he just did to me, but my body clearly didn’t get the memo.

He stands and finally starts peeling off those black briefs. And let me tell you—whatever scraps of brain I have left? They fully short-circuit. His cock springs free, large and thick and fully erect. My mouth waters at the sheer size and the memory of how skillfully he used it against me earlier through his pants. Now I’ll get the real thing.

I sit up, reaching to touch him, but he gently pushes me back. And I whimper as he steps away from the bed.

“Condom,” he explains, voice tight with restraint.

Right—of course. He leans over to grab his discarded jeans, fishing in a pocket. I hear the foil tear as he finds a condom. I use the brief moment to catch my breath and admire him the way his back muscles flex as he rolls the latex down his impressive length.

Condom on, he crawls over me, guiding me to lie back. He nudges my thighs apart with his knees and settles between them. My heart thuds rapidly, a mix of excitement and a hint of nerves.

It’s been a while since I’ve been with anyone, and never someone of his size. But the lingering pleasure and trust I feel dull any apprehension.

Jackson locks eyes with me. “Last chance to back out,” he murmurs, brushing a tender kiss on my nose. “Tell me now if it’s too much. Because I am about to fuck you, and who knows who is watching.”

I respond by wrapping my arms around his shoulders and rolling my hips up, sliding my wet slit along the length of his cock in answer. We both moan at the contact.

“I want you,” I whisper fiercely. “All of you. Please. Everyone can watch for all I care.”

He doesn’t make me beg twice. He shifts his hips and grabs his cock, lining it up with my entrance. My whole body tenses, bracing for it—but I don’t look away. Neither does he. We lock eyes as he starts to push in, inch by thick inch, and holy hell, I can feel every bit of him. My mouth falls open, but no sound comes out. Just this breathless moan I can’t even finish. There’s a stretch, a burn, just for a second—and then my body gives in, slick and desperate to take him. He’s huge, and filling parts of me I didn’t know could be touched.

His jaw tightens, and I can tell it’s taking everything he’s got to keep his pace slow.

“You’re so tight, baby,” he groans, finally burying himself to the hilt.

Our hips meet, and we both still, breathing hard. I feel completely filled, utterly claimed by him.

“God… you feel…” I can’t even finish the sentence, because he shifts slightly and the movement sends sparks throughout my body.

“You okay?” he asks again, voice strained.

I know it must be torture for him to hold back. I nod rapidly.

“Yes—fuck, yes. Move, please.”

That initial stretch is already gone, melted down into something hot and perfect, and now all I want is for him to move. He groans, deep and rough, as he pulls almost all the way out—then slams back in. I cry out, nails dragging across his back as he sets a rhythm that’s slow but deep, each stroke hitting that spot that makes my whole body tense. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper.

Any last trace of restraint goes out the window. Jackson pulls back and slams into me harder, gripping my hips like he needs the leverage just to stay grounded. The headboard taps against the wall in this steady rhythm, but I’m way past caring who hears us. I’m not thinking at all anymore—I’m just feeling. Every thick, relentless inch of him driving into me, owning me.

Then he leans down and takes my nipple into his mouth, sucking, biting just enough to make me cry out and tighten around him like he’s set off a live wire inside me.

He lets out a rough groan and starts thrusting faster, harder. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room, mixed with my moans and his ragged grunts. It’s loud, raw, absolutely filthy—and I’m loving every second.

Then he lifts one of my legs higher, hooking it over his arm, and suddenly he’s hitting deeper, the angle stealing the breath right out of my lungs.

The new angle makes me cry out—loud. He’s so deep it feels like he’s in my throat, which, okay, might be dramatic, but in the moment? Feels dead accurate. My heel digs into the small of his back, egging him on as I grind up to meet each thrust like I can’t get enough of him.

"Look at me," he growls, and I realize I’ve closed my eyes. I force them open, and there he is—right above me, eyes wild, sweat dripping down his temple, every muscle in his body tight as he slams into me. He looks feral. And fuck, it’s hot.

“That’s it… Keep those pretty eyes on me.”

I try, I really do, but it’s hard when pleasure is cresting so high.

I feel another orgasm building, shockingly, coiling tight in my belly. He must sense it in the way my body tenses and the pitch of my cries changes.

“You gonna come again?” Jackson pants, pounding relentlessly. “Already? I can feel you, baby… So close, aren’t you?”

“Yes… oh god… so close!” I sob, nails dragging down his back. The mix of pain and pleasure has him snarling.

Suddenly he pulls out, leaving me empty and protesting with a wail. In one fluid motion, he flips me over onto my belly. His strong hands grab my hips, pulling my ass up.

“On your knees,” he orders, voice rough.

I scramble to comply, lifting my hips and getting my knees under me on the mattress, though my cheek remains pressed to the sheets. He’s behind me in an instant. One hand fists in my hair, gently but firmly pulling my head up from the mattress.

“I want them to see you,” he growls. “See how beautiful you look taking my cock.”

I blink and try to focus. The mirror. I’m face to face with my own reflection now, and the view is… a lot. I’m on all fours, back arched, legs spread like a goddamn invitation. My face is flushed, mouth open like I forgot how to breathe. And behind me? Jackson’s frame, one hand tangled in my hair, the other lining himself up to slide back inside. Honestly, just seeing it might be enough to push me over the edge again.

His eyes are locked on mine in the reflection. Then he slams into me with one hard thrust, and we both let out these guttural, breathless sounds that don’t even sound like words. My eyes roll back for a second—he’s so deep—and then I force them open again, because the mirror. Watching him take me like this, the way his muscles flex with every movement, the way my body reacts to his—it’s wild. My tits bounce with every snap of his hips, and his hand grips my waist like he’s staking a claim. It’s filthy. It’s hot. And it’s turning me on even more.

And beyond that, in the dim light behind the mirror, I think I make out several silhouettes. People are definitely watching us.

“Fuck, yes,” Jackson groans, following my gaze. “Let them watch. They wish they were me right now, buried in this perfect pussy.”

He snaps his hips against mine, voice a ragged command: "Show them, baby. Let me feel you come. Come for me... come for Daddy."

That’s all it takes—those filthy words hit me like a lightning bolt. Something deep inside me snaps, and I just unravel. I come hard, clenching around him as a raw cry tears from my throat. My vision goes all hazy and I’m clawing at the sheets like I might float away if I don’t hold on. I think I hear him snarl, or maybe growl—whatever it is, it sounds wrecked. I can feel every twitch of him inside me, like my body’s trying to milk the orgasm out of him too.

“That’s it, babygirl. Fuck, squeeze me—yes, just like that,” he praises roughly, riding me through my orgasm.

He doesn’t stop; if anything, feeling me come only makes him thrust harder, chasing his own end now.

I’m lost in a haze of oversensitivity and lingering pleasure when I register his voice, a strained command: “One more. Give me one more, I know you can.”

I open my mouth to say I can’t—that it’s too much, that I’m spent—but the words get stuck in my throat. Because his hand is suddenly there, between my thighs again, rubbing my clit in tight, relentless circles while he keeps fucking me from behind. It’s so much. Too much. I cry out, squirming, but he locks an arm around my waist, holding me right where he wants me. I can’t get away, and maybe I don’t actually want to.

And then it hits me again. Another orgasm crashes over me, fast and brutal, leaving me sobbing into the sheets. My body shakes like it’s coming undone, every nerve lit up, and all I can do is fall apart for him.

He finally stops. He pulls out, leaving me empty, shaking. I drop onto the bed like I’ve got no bones left, chest heaving, barely able to breathe. He gently rolls me onto my back, and when I look up, his eyes are almost black, blown wide with lust. He’s kneeling over me, hands working fast as he strips off the condom like he’s seconds from unraveling.

“Where do you want my come?” he growls, voice barely holding together. The raw need in his tone sends a final surge of heat through me. My limbs are trembling as I push myself up, and I meet his gaze with unfettered desire. There’s only one answer.

“In my mouth, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice wrecked but sure.

“Fuck,” Jackson snarls, eyes flashing.

He scrambles off the bed, yanking the spent condom free and tossing it aside. With a gentle but urgent grip, he helps me slide off the mattress. I drop to my knees before him, the carpet cool against my shins, and tilt my face up. He towers over me, one hand wrapped around the base of his slick cock as he guides the swollen head to my lips.

“Open,” he rasps. I open my mouth and he slides in, slow and thick. The taste hits immediately: latex, sweat, raw need. But I’m too far gone to care. I want him. All of him. I moan softly and wrap my lips around him, swirling my tongue over the tip just how I know he likes.

Jackson groans, tipping his head back, and his fists tighten in my hair. Not rough, just enough to keep me exactly where he wants me. He starts moving, shallow thrusts at first, and I relax my jaw to take him deeper, cheeks hollowing with each pull. It’s instinct now. Muscle memory. Just like he taught me that first night. And fuck, the way he moans when I get it just right? That alone makes me ache all over again.

“Just like that, good girl,” he pants, voice wrecked.

He’s right there on the edge. I can feel it, the way his cock throbs against my tongue, thick and twitching. I glance up, lock eyes with him, and that’s it. He groans, curses, and pulls me in tight, burying himself deep. His whole body jerks and then I feel it—hot spurts of come flooding my mouth. I moan around him, swallowing quickly, determined not to waste a single drop. The taste is raw, salty, completely him, and I take all of it. He pulses again, and again, and I keep going, mouth still wrapped around him, drinking him down like it’s the only thing I’ve ever wanted.

I gently suckle, milking him until he’s completely spent, and only then do I ease back. He slips from my lips, and I make a show of swallowing one last time and opening my mouth to breathe. Jackson watches me with a mix of awe and hunger as I lick a stray drop from my bottom lip.

“Christ, that was fucking perfect,” he says, voice all low and rough like he’s barely holding it together. His hands leave my hair and cup my face, thumbs brushing my cheeks like I’m something precious. Then he pulls me to my feet. My legs are jelly, completely shot, but he steadies me without missing a beat.

And then he kisses me. I let out a soft whimper and melt into him. His arms wrap around me, strong and grounding, and when we finally break apart for air, he leans his forehead against mine. My chest is still fluttering, my whole body wrecked in the best way.

Then I catch it—just over his shoulder. Movement behind the mirror. Shadowy shapes slipping away. Our little audience heading out now that the show’s over. My cheeks heat, but not from embarrassment. No, I feel kind of proud. We gave them a hell of a performance.

Jackson sees me looking and chuckles, low and smug. “They’re gonna be jealous as hell of me,” he mutters, pressing a kiss to my temple.

I smile, completely wrecked. “Let them be.”

He lets out this soft little laugh and suddenly scoops me up, one arm under my knees and the other wrapped around my back. I yelp, clutching his neck on instinct, but I’m way too spent to protest. He lays me down gently on the messy bed, like I might break, then slides in right next to me and pulls me into his arms without hesitation.

I curl into him, tucking my face into that warm, safe spot between his neck and shoulder. His chest is still rising and falling fast under my cheek, his heartbeat just as wild as mine. But little by little, we settle. The high of everything we just did starts to ease off, leaving behind this quiet stillness. He doesn’t say a word, just holds me close. One hand stroking slow, lazy circles on my back, the other tangled in my hair.

After everything—after all that wild, dirty, mind-blowing sex—this part? This soft, silent after? It hits just as deep.


Chapter Eight: Mine

And it’s exactly what I need—what we both need. My eyes drift closed as I savor the steady thump of his heartbeat and the warmth of his body encircling mine.

“You okay?” he whispers eventually, breaking the silence. He tilts my chin up with gentle fingers so he can see my face, his eyes searching mine anxiously. It’s almost funny that after everything we just did, he’s still worried about me, but the sweetness of it makes my chest ache.

I give him a tired, happy smile. “I’m more than okay,” I answer softly, my voice hoarse. “That was… incredible. I don’t think I’ve ever…” I let out a breathy laugh, trailing off as I shake my head in amazement.

Jackson’s lips curve into a grin—an actual boyish grin that makes him look years younger. A lock of sweat-damp hair falls over his forehead, and I find it adorable.

“Yeah. Same here,” he admits.

I arch a brow in disbelief, and he chuckles. “What, you think I do this every week? Trust me, you brought out a side of me I honestly thought had died a long time ago.”

I giggle, snuggling closer. “Good to know I can raise the dead,” I tease lightly.

He gives my butt a playful pinch under the sheets, making me squeak and swat at him with a giggle.

We fall into this easy, quiet space again. I start drawing lazy little circles through his chest hair with my fingertips. But even with how relaxed he looks, I can feel it. The way his muscles stay just a little tight, like something’s still turning over in his mind.

“Penny for your thoughts?” I ask gently, tilting my head to study his face.

Jackson inhales slowly. For the first time tonight, he looks almost… vulnerable. He shifts onto his back, bringing me with him so that I’m half-draped across his chest. His hand finds mine and laces our fingers together as he seems to gather his words.

“There’s something I need to say,” he begins quietly. His thumb strokes over the back of my hand, a nervous gesture.

My stomach does a little flip—those are not words a girl usually wants to hear after sex, but his tone isn’t distant, just unsure.

“Okay,” I whisper, bracing myself on his chest so I can see his eyes better. In their amber depths, I glimpse not lust or playfulness now, but earnest fear.

He exhales. “I just… I want you to know that tonight wasn’t just a one-time fantasy for me. I mean, yes, it was a fantasy—and you were perfect.” He gives a soft huff of laughter, like he still can’t believe it. “But it’s more than that. I care about you. More than I probably should at this stage.”

My heart squeezes. “I care about you too, Jackson,” I murmur, bringing our joined hands to my lips and kissing his knuckles. I want to lighten the mood, but I also need him to know I’m with him in this.

He closes his eyes briefly, as if relieved, then presses on. “I honestly didn’t think a girl like you would ever want something like… this. Want someone like me past my prime, so to speak.” He gestures vaguely between us. “I mean, when we met, I figured I had no business even entertaining the idea. You’re young, gorgeous, with your whole life ahead of you. Why would you want an older man with a dirty mind?”

I open my mouth to object to his phrasing, but he rushes on, shaking his head. “I’ve been divorced for years. I got used to thinking that the kind of relationship I wanted just wasn’t in the cards. Most women I dated were either turned off by my… proclivities, or if they were into it, it never went beyond the bedroom. Feelings and fucking were separate.” He gives me a wry smile. “I was fine with that, honestly. It was simpler.”

His free hand comes up to cup my cheek, his thumb grazing my cheekbone tenderly. “Then I met you. And you were just… light. You flirted, seemed genuinely interested in me. I started wanting things I hadn’t wanted in a long time. And it scared the hell out of me. Especially because I was sure if you knew the real me, you’d run for the hills.”

My chest tightens, and yeah—my eyes sting a little. Seriously, how could he ever think I’d run from him? Who hurt him so badly that he started believing he wasn’t worth wanting, just because of their age or sexual desires? That kind of thing doesn’t just happen overnight. Someone must’ve chipped away at him piece by piece, and the thought makes me want to go back in time and punch them in the face. Or better, just erase it all. Replace it with every soft kiss, every slow touch, every moment that says, you’re not just wanted, you’re everything.

I shift, sliding fully on top of him, chest to chest, and rest my chin on my folded hands right over his heart. His eyes lock on mine, and I swear, I’ve never wanted to protect something more.

“Jackson, I won’t pretend I know exactly what this is or where it’s going,” I say softly. “It’s new for me too. But I know that when I’m with you, I don’t give a damn about the age difference or any of that.” I offer a small smile. “If anything, I like that you’re older. You know who you are, and when you aren’t overthinking things, you’re confident. And after tonight, so incredibly wanted.”

He lets out a shaky breath, listening intently.

“As for your ‘dirty mind’…” I grin and bite my lower lip. “I clearly enjoyed every filthy minute tonight. You were worried I’d run screaming when I learned the real you, but guess what? I like the real you. A lot.”

I splay my palms on his chest, right over his heart. “You don’t ever have to hide any part of yourself from me. If there’s more you want, more you fantasize about—hell, more feelings you want to share—we’ll figure it out. Together. Okay?”

For a moment, Jackson just stares up at me, his eyes glossy in the low light. Then, with a muttered curse, he pulls me down into a fierce kiss. I taste salt and realize a tear escaped his eye—but I think it might be mine. I kiss him back with all the tenderness I have, pouring reassurance into each brush of my lips.

When we break apart, he presses his forehead to mine. “You are… extraordinary,” he whispers, voice thick. “Thank you for giving this old man a chance.”

I sniff, smiling. “You’re not that old. Don’t make it weird,” I tease.

He huffs a laugh and pinches my side, making me squirm. “All right, fine. I won’t mention it again. How about next time I take you to dinner before I fuck you?”

A warmth blooms in my chest that has nothing to do with the aftermath of sex and everything to do with him. “I would like that,” I whisper.

His answering smile is radiant. He rolls us onto our sides, still tangled together, and tucks my head under his chin. I drape a leg over his and nestle as close as humanly possible. I don’t ever want to let go of this man.

Outside this little room, the night at Club Temptation is likely still roaring on—music, lust, and sin continuing for others. But here, wrapped in Jackson’s arms, we’ve carved out a small sanctuary of our own. Amid the filth and heat of what we just did, something unexpectedly sweet has taken root: a connection that feels real and deep.

I close my eyes, lulled by the rhythmic rise and fall of his breathing. Whatever comes next—be it more wild nights at the club or quiet mornings after—I know I’m not ready to let go of Jackson. And judging by the protective, loving way he holds me, he’s not about to let go of me either.

As I drift in the blissful afterglow, one thought echoes clearly through my sated, hazy mind: this is just the beginning of something neither of us knew we needed.
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Used by Them




Inside, the private room was everything a deviant could dream of. A massive bed dominated the space, fitted with black leather cuffs and sturdy restraints. The walls were a gallery of indulgence, hung with paddles, flogs, crops, and neatly coiled cords that begged to be unraveled. A mini-fridge hummed softly in the corner, stocked with bottled water for when the heat burned too high. A wide dresser gleamed with a careful spread of lube, condoms, and toys. And tucked in the corner, a low couch waited, perfect for someone who wanted to watch before they touched. 

I turned back to them, nerves skittering under my skin, desire still pulling hard. I wanted them to see me, to understand exactly what I was offering. So I lowered myself onto the floor, kneeling in the center of the room. The carpet was plush under my knees, the air heavy with leather and possibility. I looked up at them, hair falling into my face, heart pounding like I was about to confess something dangerous. 

My voice came out steady, though inside I was shaking with want. “Use me tonight. However you want. I’m yours.” 

The silence stretched long enough for anticipation to coil hot in my belly before Leo finally broke it. 

“Well,” he said slowly, his voice low and rough, “I think I’m going to enjoy the show.” 

I lifted my chin, meeting his gaze, a teasing smile curving my lips. “You don’t have to just watch,” I said. “You can join.” 

His brow arched, interest sparking in his eyes. “So you want both of us?” 

“Yes,” I answered without hesitation, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart. 

Leo’s eyes flicked toward Mia, his mouth parting like he wasn’t sure he’d heard right. I glanced at her too, needing to know. “If that’s okay.” 

Mia’s smile spread wide, her eyes glittering as she stepped closer. “More than okay,” she said softly, brushing a knuckle under my chin. “Don’t mind Leo, he’s just stunned we found someone so perfect our first night out.” 

Leo’s laugh rumbled in his chest, deep and husky, and he nodded. “She’s right. It feels a little unreal. Like we lucked out.” 

Mia moved toward the wall lined with toys, her fingers grazing the crops and coils of rope like she was browsing in a candy store. She turned her head over her shoulder, her grin wicked. “What all can we use? Or do you prefer anything in particular?” 

“Anything,” I said.  

Mia plucked a bundle of cord from the wall and tossed it to Leo. “Then tie her up pretty for me.” 

Leo caught it easily, weighing it in his hands as his gaze settled on me. His voice dropped to a thoughtful rumble. “I know what I’m doing with knots. I’ve practiced on Mia before. She’s not really into it.” 

“I am,” I said quickly, breathless with eagerness. “I like being bound. I like the way it feels.” 

That pulled a grin from him, slow and sharp, his eyes dark with promise. He stepped back, gesturing toward the couch in the corner. “Then let’s make a scene of it. Mia, why don’t you strip our new friend?” 

“With pleasure,” Mia purred. She took my hand and drew me up to my feet, circling me like she was unwrapping a gift. Her fingers skimmed my shoulders, tugging the straps of my dress down with infuriating patience. The fabric slid away, pooling at my feet. Her nails traced my sides as she reached behind me to unhook my bra, letting it fall. She knelt to unbuckle my shoes, kissing along my thighs as she rose again, until I was left standing in nothing but my panties. 

“These can stay,” she said playfully, hooking a finger under the waistband. “They’re too cute to take off just yet.” She snapped the elastic lightly before nudging me toward Leo. 

“Go on,” she murmured.  
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