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Content Warning


This book contains graphic sexual content, BDSM themes, and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters involved in sexual content are over 18. Safewords are in use at all times during BDSM scenes.


Chapter one
Shame and Desire


Icouldn’t focus on a single word Professor Chen was saying about journalistic integrity.

There I was, sitting in journalism class obsessing over the most forbidden thing I'd ever done. My mind kept circling back to that night and the morning after. Waking up on the Sullivans' couch to find Mr. Sullivan's hand traveling beneath my robe. His fingers gripping my ass in the kitchen. Him bending me over in front of that mirror, making me watch as he fucked me from behind. Him tying me to the bedposts of his and his wife's bed.

I crossed my legs, pressing my thighs together. A girl two seats over glanced over at me, as I squirmed.

Get it together.

My pen moved across my notebook, supposedly taking notes. Instead, I drew loops and spirals that gradually took shape—broad shoulders, narrow hips, the outline of a man's torso. I snapped the notebook shut.

Three weeks since that weekend. Three weeks of replaying every moment.

Professor Chen's voice cut through my thoughts. “The responsibility of the journalist is to remain objective, even when covering subjects that personally affect them.”

I nodded along with the other students, pretending to listen.

My English Lit class was even worse.

Dr. Morrison, a stern woman in her sixties with silver hair pulled back in a severe bun, led the discussion on transgressive themes in twentieth-century fiction.

"Nabokov forces us to confront uncomfortable truths about desire and power," she said, pacing at the front of the room. "Humbert is unreliable, manipulative, predatory. Yet the prose seduces us as he seduces Lolita."

My stomach twisted.

"The question becomes—are we complicit by finding beauty in his words?"

I stared at the used copy of Lolita on my row, its pages dog-eared from previous readers.

Was Mark Humbert? Was I Lolita?

No. I was eighteen. An adult. I'd wanted it.

Had I wanted it?

Oh God, yes. I'd fantasized about him for such a long time, especially since that night I'd seen him with Mrs. Sullivan. I deliberately wore that robe and leaned against him during the movie.

Or had he started it?

"Ms. Puglisi."

My head snapped up. Dr. Morrison stood directly in front of my desk.

"Perhaps you could share your thoughts on the power dynamics at play?"

Heat crawled up my neck. Every eye in the room turned toward me.

"I... um..." My mouth opened and closed. "Sorry, could you repeat the question?"

Her lips pressed into a thin line. "I asked about the inversion of traditional power structures when the vulnerable party becomes complicit."

Vulnerable.

Was I vulnerable?

"I don't think..." I swallowed. "I mean, it's complicated. Sometimes people want things that aren't good for them. That doesn't make them vulnerable necessarily."

Dr. Morrison's eyebrows rose. "An interesting perspective. Though I'd argue that wanting something doesn't negate the harm it causes."

She moved on to another student, but my heart wouldn't stop racing.

The walk back to my dorm felt endless. The January cold bit through my thin jacket. The campus sprawled around me, students hurrying between buildings, their breath forming clouds in the frozen air.

My phone buzzed. A text from Mark: How are classes going?

I stared at the casual words. Like nothing had happened between us. Like he hadn't fucked me three weeks ago.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. What was I supposed to say? Great, except I can't stop thinking about your cock?

I ignored his question and offered no personal response, just: Can you please see if I left my gloves in your truck?

I shoved the phone back in my pocket and went on with my day.

The dorm hallway smelled like burnt popcorn and body spray. I fumbled with my key, hoping Jenna would be at track practice. The room was mercifully empty when I pushed the door open.

Our shared space was barely big enough for two twin beds, two desks, and a narrow walkway between them. Jenna's side overflowed with sports equipment and protein shake containers. Mine was buried under textbooks and crumpled drafts of short stories.

I dropped my bag and collapsed onto my bed, springs creaking. An indie band poster—The National—stared down from the wall above Jenna's desk. Outside, someone's stereo thumped bass through the thin walls.

I rolled onto my back, staring at the water-stained ceiling tiles.

You're disgusting.

You fucked your best friend's dad.

You let him use you.

And you loved it.

My hand drifted to my stomach. Lower. I pressed my palm against myself through my jeans.

Stop it.

But I couldn't. The memory flooded back—Mark's weight pinning me to the counter. His fingers finding my clit while he moved inside me. The way my body had responded, clenching around him.

Heat pooled between my legs.

"What's wrong with me?" I whispered to the empty room.

I pulled my phone from my pocket, fingers trembling as I unlocked it.

The photo album loaded. Summer photos from two years ago. The Sullivans' backyard barbecue.

There he was. Mark at the grill, wearing a faded Marine Corps t-shirt that clung to his shoulders. His tattoos visible where the sleeves ended. That easy smile he always had when he looked at me.

My breath came faster.

I zoomed in. The way his forearms flexed. The grey at his temples.

My hand slipped beneath the waistband of my jeans.

The room disappeared. I was back in his bedroom, on my stomach, tied to his bedposts. Mark's hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back.

"Your ass is so cute," he had said while inserting those anal beads.

I circled my clit, slow at first, then faster. My other hand clutched the phone, staring at his image.

"You've wanted this for a long time, haven't you?"

My hips rocked against my hand. I bit my lip to keep quiet, conscious of the thin walls.

"Fuck me harder, Mr. Sullivan."

The memory of his cock sliding in and out of me while my ass stretched around those beads. I'd never felt so used.

"Good girl."

My body tensed. Pleasure built and built until—

The door burst open.

"Yo, you would not believe what Coach made us—"

Jenna froze in the doorway, sweaty from practice, gym bag slung over one shoulder.

I yanked my hand out of my jeans, dropping the phone on my chest. Heat exploded across my face.

"What the hell! Knock!"

"Knock? It's my room too, bitch." Jenna kicked the door shut behind her, tossing her bag onto her bed. "You should've locked it if you were gonna rub one out."

Her mouth broke into a grin.

"I wasn't—I was just—" My hands scrambled for the phone.

"Sure, sure." Jenna lunged playfully across the narrow space between our beds. "What were you looking at? Hot guy from class?"

"Jenna, no—"

She grabbed the phone before I could react, dancing backward with it.

"Let's see who's got you all worked up—"

Her eyes widened.

"Holy fuck, is that your friend Kacey's dad?"

My stomach dropped. I snatched the phone back, clutching it to my chest.

"It's just an old photo, I was—"

But tears were already welling up. My body shook.

"Sky..." Jenna's teasing expression melted into concern. She sat on the edge of my bed. "Hey. What's going on?"

The dam broke.

I collapsed forward, sobbing into my hands. Jenna rubbed my back, patient, waiting.

"I fucked him," I choked out. "That weekend when my car broke down. I fucked Mr. Sullivan. I mean Mark."

Jenna didn't gasp or pull away. She kept rubbing circles on my back.

"Okay. Tell me what happened."

And I did. All of it.

The snowstorm. Being stranded at his house. Mrs. Sullivan and Kacey away in New York. The robe I'd worn, flirting with him so that he'd help me with the car. The movie. Falling asleep on his shoulder. Waking up with him touching himself.

Jenna listened without interruption, her hand steady on my shoulder.

"He took me upstairs. To the den where Kacey and I used to practice cheerleading. He bent me over in front of the mirror. Made me watch while he fucked me."

I buried my face in my hands.

"The next morning he... we did it again. In the kitchen. In the bedroom."

Jenna said, "Damn. He's seriously hot from that photo. I'd fuck him too if he were my dad's best friend—no cap."

My head snapped up. "What?"

She shrugged. "Sounds intense as hell, but hey, you're eighteen. It's legal."

"But he's my dad's best friend. He was my teacher. He's Kacey's father."

"Yeah, that's messy as hell." Jenna grabbed two water bottles from her mini-fridge, handing me one. "But you wanted it, right? He didn't force you?"

"No. I wanted it. I've been fantasizing about him since..." I swallowed. "Since I saw him and Mrs. Sullivan. Together. Doing things."

"Wait, what?"

Fresh shame heated my cheeks. "Last summer. I was staying over. I saw them through their bedroom door. He had her tied to their bed. And I couldn't stop thinking about it."

Jenna's eyebrows rose. "Okay, so you've been into him for a while."

"That doesn't make it okay."

"Maybe not. But it happened." She settled cross-legged on my bed. "And from the way you were going at it when I walked in, you're still into him."

I covered my face again. "I can't stop thinking about him. That's the problem. I keep replaying it. In class, at night, walking across campus. And he texted me today as if nothing happened between us."

Jenna was quiet for a moment. "Want to know a secret?" she asked.

I peeked through my fingers.

"I fucked my older cousin's husband once. Two years ago. He's twenty-eight, and they have a kid. We ran into each other at a club and it happened."

My eyes widened. "Seriously?"

"Seriously. Felt guilty as hell afterward. But also? Best orgasm of my life." She squeezed my hand. "Sometimes people do messy shit. Doesn't make you a bad person."

"What is it like between the two of you now?"

"Honestly, it's awkward as fuck. I have to see him at family stuff. With my cousin. With their kid." Jenna shrugged. "But I’m an adult. I made a choice."

I took a long drink of water, my throat raw from crying.

"What if my dad finds out? It would destroy him. Mark saved his life once. They're like brothers."

"Then don't tell him." Jenna's voice was matter-of-fact. "Look, I'm not saying this isn't complicated. It is. But you're an adult, Sky. You're allowed to make your own choices, even messy ones."

"I just... I don't know what to do. Part of me wants it to happen again. Part of me wants to never see him again."

"What does he want?"

I thought about his text. The casual check-in. Like he was testing the water.

"I don't know. He acts normal. Like nothing changed."

"Maybe he's waiting to see how you respond." Jenna stood, stretching. "At least he's not pushing you. Either way, you need to figure out what you want. Not what your dad wants, not what Kacey would think. Not even what he wants, but what you want?"

I stared at the phone in my lap. At Mark's image frozen in time, before everything got complicated.

What did I want?

I didn't have an answer.


Chapter two
A Reluctant Reunion


My phone buzzed on the desk.

Both Jenna and I turned toward it.

Mark's name lit up the screen.

"Speak of the devil," Jenna muttered.

I grabbed the phone, heart hammering.

Mark: Got your text from earlier. Pretty short response. Take it you're upset with me. I'm sorry if things got weird. Miss our connection. Need to see you.

My fingers hovered over the screen. Jenna leaned over to read, whistling low.

"He's laying it on a bit thick."

"He always does." But my chest ached at him saying he missed our connection. Because I did too. Mark had been the first person who believed I could write, who encouraged me, who read my terrible short stories and told me they had potential.

Me: Not ready yet. But I miss you too. We'll talk soon.

I hit send before I could overthink it.

Relief flooded through me as the message delivered. The conversation paused. Not ended, just... postponed.

I set the phone down, exhaling.

"There. Done. Can we please talk about literally anything else now?"

But my eyes kept drifting back to the screen, waiting to see if those three dots would appear.

Ten minutes later, a knock rattled the door.

I crossed the room and opened it.

Mark stood in the hallway, my gloves in his hand.

"Brought your gloves. They were under the passenger seat." His voice came out soft, uncertain. "My last text was from the parking lot. Don't know why I didn't mention that. Guess I hoped you'd want to see me."

My mouth opened. Closed. "You drove all this way? Just to bring me my gloves?"

He held them out. "Yeah. And I'll leave if you want."

Guilt twisted through me. He'd driven two hours.

"We can talk. But not here."

I turned back into the room. Jenna sat up on her bed with her eyes locked on Mark.

"Oh shit, that's him?" She grinned, completely shameless. "Damn, Sky. He's even hotter in person."

Heat flooded my face. "Jenna—"

"What? Just saying." She stretched, making sure Mark got a good view of her track-toned body. "If you say no to him, send him my way when you're done. I'll take good care of him."

"Jesus Christ." I grabbed my phone and shot her a glare.

"I'm just being helpful." She winked at Mark. "Nice to meet you, Mr. Sullivan."

I slipped on the gloves Mark brought, the fabric still warm from his truck.

Mark stepped into the hallway, hands shoved in his pockets, looking every bit like a man who knew he'd crossed a line but couldn't quite bring himself to regret it.

"Your roommate's subtle."

"She has no filter." I started toward the stairwell, needing distance from Jenna. "There's a restaurant downtown. We can talk there."

Mark fell into step beside me, close enough that our arms brushed.

The stairwell echoed with our footsteps. Neither of us spoke until we pushed through the lobby doors into the cold January air.

"I shouldn't have come," Mark said finally. "But I couldn't stop thinking about that text. About you being upset."

"I'm not upset." It wasn't completely untrue. "I'm confused."

"About what happened?"

"About all of it." I wrapped my coat tighter. "You're my dad's best friend. Kacey's father. My former teacher. And now..."

"Now we've crossed a line we can't uncross."


Chapter three
An Indecent Proposal


We drove to The Foundry, a trendy spot near campus where students and faculty overlapped. I'd been here twice with Jenna—overpriced drinks, but the heated rooftop patio made it worth it.

At the entrance, I spotted Emma and Thomas from my journalism class. Emma's eyes widened.

"Hey, Sky!" She glanced at Mark. "Who's this?"

"A family friend." The words felt strange in my mouth.

"Oh. Cool." Her gaze lingered on him a beat too long before she headed inside.

String lights crisscrossed overhead, glowing against the winter dusk. Heat lamps stood between tables, pushing back the chill. In the distance, UGA's campus spread out in brick and stone, students bundled in coats hurrying between buildings.

We claimed a corner table, far from the main crowd. A server approached. A young guy with a man bun. Mark gave him an unapproving look and ordered an IPA. I ordered a Diet Coke and nachos.

We sat in uncomfortable silence until our drinks arrived. Mark took a long swig, then set his glass down.

"I need to be with you again."

The words landed between us like stones.

"Mark—"

"I can't stop thinking about that night." His voice dropped lower. "About you."

I wrapped both hands around my glass. "It was a mistake."

"Was it?"

"Yes." I forced myself to meet his eyes. "We can't do that to Dad again. Or Kacey. Or Mrs. Sullivan."

"They don't have to—"

"He's still your best friend. And you're married."

He leaned forward, elbows on the table. "My marriage is practically over. We haven't slept together in forever."

"I saw you two together just six months ago," I said.

He stumbled through his next thoughts. "That was the last time we were together. She was just humoring me. She doesn't like what— What we like."

I felt my skin flush. What we liked? He was right. I did like what we had done. I liked being tied up and used by him.

Before I could respond, he asked, "What if I bought you new clothes? That coat you're wearing has seen better days."

"What?"

"A new laptop, then. That one you have is ancient."

"Mark, stop."

"What about your own place?" His voice gained urgency. "An apartment off campus. I'd cover rent, utilities, everything."

That caught me off guard. My own place. No more cramped dorm room. Space to write. A kitchen. Privacy.

"That would be nice," I admitted quietly.

Hope flashed across his face.

"Can you really afford that?" I asked.

"You let me worry about that."

"Could it be two bedrooms?" The question slipped out before I could stop it. "So Jenna could move with me? She's my only real friend here."

He considered this. "Sure. Absolutely."

I stared down at my Diet Coke.

"No." I shook my head. "I can't."

"Skylar—"

"This is insane. You're offering to... to what? Keep me? Like some kind of sugar baby?"

"I'm offering you freedom." Mark's fingers traced the condensation on his glass. "Space to write. To focus on school without worrying about money or that closet you're living in."

The nachos arrived. Neither of us touched them.

"And in exchange?" My voice came out smaller than I wanted.

"In exchange, I get to see you. Be with you."

My stomach twisted. "That's prostitution."

"No. You don't have to sleep with me." His blue eyes held mine. "But don't pretend you don't want to."

Heat flooded my face. Because he was right—I did want to. I had wanted him for as long as I could remember.

"I need to think about it."

"Fair enough." He pulled a nacho free, cheese stretching. "And in the meantime, enjoy sharing a bathroom with thirty other girls, eating ramen for dinner."

I squinted at him. "This is wrong on like so many different levels."

"Probably." He didn't look bothered. "But we crossed that line already. Can't uncross it now. Why don't we see where this goes?"

We ate in silence. My mind spun with possibilities—my own space, real furniture, a kitchen where I could actually cook. No more walking down the hall in a towel. No more hiding when I wanted to cry or scream or just exist without witnesses.

"If I said yes..." I picked at the edges of my napkin. "What would you expect from me?"

"Nothing, but I will tell you what I want. And then you can tell me if you want that too. I want to have you whenever I want, however I want." His voice dropped to that commanding register that made my pulse spike. "But only when I visit. Rest of the time, you're free. Go to class. See friends. Date if you want."

"Date?"

"I'm not wanting to be your boyfriend, Skylar. I'm not looking to control your whole life." He finished his beer. "Just when I visit."

My throat went dry.

"How often would you visit?"

"Once a month. Maybe twice if I can manage it."

Once a month, in exchange for independence. Plus, I get to be with him.

The math shouldn't work. Shouldn't make sense.

But God, it did.

"I can't believe I'm even considering this."

"You're considering it because it works for you." Mark signaled for the check. "And because you want it. Not just the apartment. You want me."

I wanted to deny it, but couldn't.

"Okay." The word slipped out before I could stop it. "Okay. I'll do it."

His smile spread across his face, slow and satisfied. "You won't regret it."

"I don't know about that, but I'm excited to find out."

The cab of Mark's truck felt smaller than before. My mind spun with flashes of my new place—paint colors, furniture arrangements, which corner would be best for writing.

"The more I think about this..." I studied my reflection in the passenger window. "I'm getting excited. About the place, I mean."

Mark's attention shifted toward me.

"I've never had more than a small bedroom to decorate. Just that cramped room at home. And now the dorm, which is basically a closet with two beds." My words tumbled out fast. "I could get real furniture. Pick out paint colors. Maybe some plants. I've always wanted plants. And a kitchen where I could actually cook."

A satisfied smile spread across his face. "I can't wait to see what you do with it."

Without thinking, I leaned across the console and hugged him.

"Thank you."

His arm tightened briefly before releasing me. "Listen, I booked a room at The Bulldog Inn for tonight. Tomorrow we can start looking at places."

My excitement deflated. "The Bulldog Inn? Mark, that place is notorious. Drug dealers. Prostitutes. Everyone avoids that whole area."

"It was the only place with a vacancy on such short notice."

I opened my mouth to protest, then closed it. He'd just agreed to rent me an apartment. Furnish it. Pay utilities. The least I could do was spend one night in a questionable motel. And, God help me, I wanted him inside me again.

"Okay. I guess."

Mark pulled out of the parking lot. Campus lights blurred past the window as we headed toward the seedier part of Athens.

"So, when you visit, you want me to be completely available for you?"

"I'll want your complete attention. Your obedience."

That word landed hard.

"Like a slave?"

"In a way."

My pulse kicked up. Goosebumps rose along my arms.

"Do you have any knowledge of BDSM?" Mark's tone shifted, growing more serious. "The roles of dominants and submissives?"

"A little." I twisted my hands together. "I read Fifty Shades when I was younger. Actually..." Heat crept up my neck. "I looked into BDSM after I read it. I even wrote some short stories about it."

Something flickered across his face.

"Why are you smiling?" I asked.

"No reason."

"Tell me."

"Don't get angry." He turned onto a darker street. "I monitored Kacey's computer sometimes. Just to make sure she wasn't getting into trouble online. And I found the stories you sent her."

Shock and embarrassment collided. "What? Those were private! That's an invasion of—"

"She had no privacy in my house." His voice cut through my protest. "And for what it's worth, I loved your stories. Especially the one about the young woman and the older man she met online."

My stomach dropped. That story had been depraved. Set in a cheap motel room where the man had—

Oh God.

His knuckles whitened on the steering wheel. "You should know. I liked that story a lot."

A chill raced up my spine.

"Do you understand color safewords?"

I thought about it. "Green means we're good. Yellow means slow down, not so hard. And red means stop."

"Good. So if you say stop, or don't, or please—I won't stop. But if you say red, everything ends immediately."

"Right."

"I need to stress something." Mark's voice hardened. "I play hard, so there's no shame in using your safewords. I'll honor it."

Terror washed through me. My throat constricted. Part of me was terrified. The other part felt that familiar warmth rising between my legs.

The Bulldog Inn's flickering neon sign appeared ahead. Mark pulled into the cracked parking lot.

A group of men huddled near the far end, passing something between them. Women in short skirts paced despite the January cold. One leaned into a car window, then opened the door and got in.

I stared at the motel. Peeling paint. Broken security light. A door hanging crooked on its hinges.

Mark climbed out and stood in front of the truck. Arms crossed. Shoulders squared. Waiting.

My hand rested on the door handle. Everything in me screamed to stay put, to tell him to take me back to campus, to forget this whole arrangement.

But I could have my own apartment. Space to write. Freedom from the dorm's constant noise.

I would be losing a different kind of freedom. Compromising myself in ways I hadn't fully considered.

Mark's expression didn't change. Patient. Expectant.

My fingers curled around the handle. The door swung open.


Chapter four
Unexpected


Ifollowed Mark across the cracked asphalt toward a ground-floor room. My sneakers scuffed against the pavement. The neon sign buzzed overhead, casting sickly green light across his broad shoulders.

He stopped at room 14, key already in hand. The lock clicked. He pushed the door open and held it, gesturing me inside with a slight nod.

I stopped in the doorway.

Mark waited.

I drew in a breath and forced myself forward. The thick shag carpet felt gritty under my shoes.

The smell hit me first—stale cigarettes and must, the scent of decades of transient visitors. I wrinkled my nose. An ancient TV sat bolted to a scarred dresser. Two double beds dominated the cramped space, covered in cheap floral bedspreads that had probably been ugly when new.

Then I saw what lay on the nearest bed.

Arranged in a neat row—a wooden paddle. A flogger with multiple leather tails. Metal clamps. A bright red ball gag. Dildos ranging from small to obscene. Handcuffs.

"What the hell?"

I spun toward the door.

Mark blocked the exit, pulling it shut with a solid thud. The sound echoed through the small room.

His eyes had gone dark.

"Where do you think you're going?"

I tried to move past him. His arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me back. He turned me around and guided me firmly toward the bed, hand steady at the small of my back.

"Get off me!"

"We talked about this in the truck." His voice stayed level. "What happens when you say stop?"

I twisted in his grip. "I changed my mind!"

He released me immediately, stepping back with hands raised.

We stood there, breathing hard. Him between me and the door. Me backed against the dresser.

"Listen to me." He moved slowly to the chair by the window and sat, creating distance. "I'm not going to force you into anything. That's not what this is."

My heart hammered against my ribs. "The things on the bed—"

"Scare you. I can see that." He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "This is your fantasy, from the story you wrote."

Heat flooded my face. "That was just a story. Fiction."

"Was it?" His blue eyes held mine. "Or were you exploring something you wanted but couldn't admit?"

I wrapped my arms around myself. "This is different. Actually being here, seeing all that—it's not the same as imagining it."

"You're right." He nodded. "Real is scarier. More intense. But also more satisfying when you trust someone enough to let go."

"How can I trust you with this?"

"Because I know what I'm doing. Because I care about you." He gestured to the door. "And because you can always say, 'Red.' You can walk out right now if you want. I'll drive you back to campus. We'll pretend tonight never happened."

My feet stayed planted on the gritty carpet.

"The apartment?"

"Still yours if you want it. No strings." He paused. "But I think we both know what you really want."

The words hung between us. True and terrible.

"I'm scared," I whispered.

"Good. Fear means you're alive." He stood, crossing to the bed. Picked up the handcuffs, letting them dangle from one finger. "What do you say?"

I stared at the metal glinting in the neon light, and imagined the cold metal tightening around my delicate wrists.

"So, you'll honor the safewords?"

"Always. Red stops everything." His voice softened. "I won't push you beyond what you secretly want."

"How do you know what I want?"

A slight smile. "Because I read every story you sent Kacey. Every scene where the girl surrendered control. Every description of rough hands and harsh words that made her wet despite herself."

My breath caught. I remembered some of those stories. They were twisted, and I wasn't sure I could handle in real life what I had put down on the page. But I so desperately wanted to find out.

"That's you, isn't it?" He moved closer. "The girl who needs someone to take control. Who wants to be used but can't ask for it."

"Shut up."

"Am I wrong?"

I couldn't answer. My mouth went dry.

He extended his hand. "So what's it going to be? Door's right there."

I looked at the exit. Then at his outstretched palm.

My hand lifted. Trembling. And slid into his.

His fingers closed around mine—warm, strong, certain.

"Good girl." He pulled me closer. "But before we start, I need to hear you say it. Tell me you want this."

"I..." The word stuck in my throat.

"Say it."

"I want this."

"Louder."

"I want this!" The admission burst out, half-sob, half-relief.

He kissed me then. Hard. Possessive. Nothing like the tender moments in his house. This was hunger barely contained.

When he pulled back, his eyes had changed again. Darker. Dangerous.

"Strip."

I hesitated.

His hand shot out, fisting in my sweater. The fabric twisted tight around my throat for a heartbeat before he yanked hard. The seam at my shoulder ripped.

"Wait—"

"Too slow." He grabbed my neckline with both hands and tore the sweater open. Buttons scattered across the grimy carpet, pinging against the dresser.

"Mark!"

He shoved the ruined sweater down my arms, leaving it bunched at my wrists. His fingers found the front clasp of my bra and twisted, snapping it open.

"Stop—"

"Say red if you mean it."

I didn't.

He turned to the bed and picked up a pair of large scissors from beside the paddle. The metal gleamed under the harsh light.

My pulse jumped. "What are you—"

"Hold still."

The cold blade slid under the waistband of my jeans. I froze. One quick slice and the denim parted. He cut down the inseam of my left leg, then the right. The sound of shearing fabric cut through the room.

My jeans fell away in pieces.

"Fucking hell."

"Shut the fuck up."

He hooked the scissors under my panties at the hip. Snip. Then the other side. The cotton dropped to the floor.

I stood naked, surrounded by the mangled remains of my clothing.

He picked me up, and I screamed as he flipped me over and threw me onto the bed face down. The cheap comforter scratched against my skin as I lay on my stomach.

His weight shifted the mattress. His hand traced my spine, making me shiver.

"Beautiful." He grabbed my wrist, pulling it toward the headboard. Metal clicked around my skin—the handcuff, already attached to a rope he'd secured there earlier. "I've thought about this for so long."

"When did you tie those?"

"When I booked the room yesterday." He cuffed my other wrist, spreading my arms wide. "I knew you'd say yes."

So, he hadn't just driven up here to bring me my gloves. He was already here, preparing for tonight. The arrogance should have angered me. Instead, heat pooled low in my belly at the realization that he knew me so well.

He moved to the foot of the bed. Something metallic rattled—a spreader bar. He attached soft restraints to my ankles, forcing my legs apart.

"Too tight?"

"No."

"Good." His palm smoothed over my ass. Squeezed. "Because I'm going to push you tonight. Make you beg. Make you cry."

A whimper escaped my throat.

"But first—" He stood, and I heard him move to the chair. The bed springs creaked as his weight left. "—we wait."

"Wait?"

"You need to understand what helpless feels like. What it means to be completely at my mercy."

I turned my head, trying to see him. He'd settled back in the chair, beer in hand, just watching me with a predatory stillness.

Seconds stretched. Minutes. The restraints bit into my skin every time I shifted. The cool air raised goosebumps across my exposed flesh. My muscles started to ache from being stretched.

"Mark—"

"Quiet."

More silence. The neon sign buzzed. Traffic sounds filtered through the thin walls. Someone shouted in the parking lot.

And still he watched.

My breathing got faster. Shallower. The vulnerability of being naked, spread open, unable to move or cover myself—it crashed over me in waves.

This was what he wanted. For me to feel every bit of my exposure.

Finally, he stood. Set the beer down. Crossed to the other bed and picked up something—the paddle.

"You're going to count for me."

"Count what?"

"Each strike." He positioned himself beside me. "Out loud. If you lose count, we start over."

The paddle connected with my right ass cheek. The crack echoed through the room.

"Holy fuck," I called out, as pain bloomed across my skin.

"Count."

"One."

He struck again. Harder.

"Two!"

The rhythm built. Left cheek. Right. The flat of the paddle landed with brutal force. By ten, I was breathing hard. By fifteen, tears pricked my eyes.

"Twenty!"

The paddle clattered to the floor. His hand smoothed over the burning skin, almost tender.

"Good girl. You took that so well." His fingers slid between my legs, exploring. "And you're soaking wet."

Shame flooded through me. "Don't—"

"Don't what? Tell the truth?" He pressed two fingers inside me, making me gasp. "Your body knows what it wants even if you won't admit it."

He withdrew his fingers. I heard the rustle of fabric, his belt buckle. The sound of his clothes hitting the floor.

His weight settled on the bed behind me. Something hard pressed against my entrance.

"Please—" The word came out broken.

"Please what?" He gripped my hips. "Please stop? Or please don't stop?"

I couldn't answer. The words tangled in my throat.

He pushed inside slowly. So slowly. Filling me inch by inch until I felt impossibly full.

A sob escaped.

"Breathe." His hand stroked my back. "Just breathe through it."

He started to move. Long, deep strokes that made the handcuffs rattle against the bedframe. His fingers dug into my hips, holding me in place.

"This is what you need, isn't it?" His voice stayed maddeningly calm. "To be held down. Used. Made to take it. Like the little slut you are."

"Fuck you," I called out.

He laughed and thrust harder. "That's my girl."

I twisted, flailed, and yanked at the cuffs with renewed desperation. The metal cut deeper into my wrists. The restraints held.

He thrust into me harder.

I screamed.

His body covered mine, pinning me to the mattress. I could no longer move.

He leaned back, one hand braced on my shoulder. The other grabbed my hair, wrenching my head back with vicious force.

Pain seared across my scalp. My neck arched at an impossible angle. I could see his face now, suspended above me, his expression twisted with dark pleasure.

I couldn't help myself, and I smiled at him.

He spat.

I felt it hit my cheek, warm and degrading, sliding down toward my mouth.

The tears came then, hot and unstoppable.

“Why?” I sobbed. “Why would you do that to me?”

He stilled. His grip on my hair loosened slightly, though he didn’t pull out.

“What happens between us during a scene like this has nothing to do with how I feel about you.” His voice was quiet now, almost gentle. “In here, you’re just a piece of flesh for me to use. You need to understand that. Accept it. If this is going to work.”

I sobbed harder, my whole body shaking beneath him.

“But I love you,” I said.

The smack to my ass came sharp and immediate, making me cry out through my tears.

“Tell me something I don’t already know,” he said.

Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes.

"Look at you. You dirty little slut. You look like a common whore.”

The degradation should have killed my arousal. Instead, pressure built low in my sex. My muscles tightened around him. I was about to orgasm.

"Don't you dare come without permission."

"I can't—can't hold—"

"Yes you can." His grip tightened. "Because I said so."

My release hovered just out of reach. My whole body trembled with the effort of holding back.

"Please!" The word burst out. "Please let me come!"

"Why should I?"

"Because I need it! Because I'll do anything!"

"Anything?" He slowed his rhythm to a torturous pace. "Careful what you promise."

"I mean it! I'll do anything you want!"

He released my hair. His hand snaked around to find my clit, circling with perfect pressure.

"Come for me."

The orgasm slammed through me. I screamed into the musty comforter, my body convulsing around him. Wave after wave until I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel.

He kept thrusting through it, chasing his own discharge. When he finally came, he groaned my name—low and rough and possessive.

We stayed like that. Him collapsed over my back. Me pinned beneath him, still restrained, still helpless.


Chapter five
The Taste of Submission


He climbed off me and returned to his chair across the room.

Relief flooded through me as his weight lifted. I could breathe again, though each inhale still came unevenly. The handcuffs kept me spread and exposed, my body still trembling.

Mark sat watching me. Just watching. His blue eyes traced the lines of my body, like I was a specimen he was observing.

"Your stories," he said finally. "Reading them opened something in me. Something dark that I always knew existed but kept locked away."

I turned my head, trying to see him better through the strands of hair stuck to my tear-stained face.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "Rebecca and I have always had our dynamic. I climb on top. She pretends it feels good. Over in minutes. Nothing like this?" He gestured at the scene he'd created. "This is different. More satisfying. Your words gave me permission to want this."

My throat tightened. Those stories—I'd written them in my room, never imagining anyone I knew would read them, except my best friend, who found them disturbing. I certainly did not mean for him to read them.

He stood and crossed to the bed. Sat beside me, his hand resting on my lower back. I could feel his seed dripping out of me, warm and obscene, dribbling onto the bed.

His fingers trailed lower. Collected the come off the dirty bedspread with his fingers.

"Open."

I pressed my lips together, shaking my head.

"Open your fucking mouth, Skylar."

His fingers pushed between my lips. The taste hit me. The bitter saltiness of his release mixed with the filth of all those who had sat on this bedspread, doing God knows what. My stomach turned even as my tongue moved against his fingers.

"Swallow."

I did, hating myself for how easily I obeyed.

"You wrote this," he said quietly.

"Not the spitting in my face."

"Did you forget that story where the young woman meets the older guy and lets him blindfold her after getting into his car?"

Shit. I had forgotten about that story. Written it late one night, fingers flying across the keyboard, too caught up in the dark fantasy to question how twisted and dangerous it was. What the fuck was wrong with me?

"You practically wrote this," Mark continued. "Now you get to live it."

I wondered what else I had forgotten about those stories. Before I could respond, he climbed back on top of me.

His hips slammed into me with brutal force, driving me into the mattress. Three weeks ago, when we'd first crossed that line in his house, he'd fucked me hard. I'd thought that was rough.

I'd been naive.

Each thrust punched the air from my lungs, forced sounds from my throat I couldn't control—animal whimpers, broken cries, gasps that might have been pleas if I could form words.

"Stop your whimpering."

I couldn't. My body responded without my permission, each brutal impact wringing fresh sounds from somewhere deep inside me.

His hand shoved my face into the pillow.

The worn fabric pressed against my nose, my mouth, cutting off air. I tried to turn my head, but his palm held me down. The world narrowed to the pressure on my face, the burning in my lungs, the relentless pounding that showed no signs of stopping.

Dark spots bloomed across my vision. My chest heaved uselessly against the mattress. I was drowning in polyester and shame.

Just as the edges of consciousness started to blur, he pulled out.

Relief flooded through me so intense it felt like pleasure. I gasped, dragging in desperate lungfuls of stale motel air. My whole body went limp against the sheets.

Then I heard him moving behind me. Felt the mattress shift.

I turned my head.

He was examining the collection of toys laid out on the bed like surgical instruments. His hand hovered over the row of butt plugs—three of them, each progressively larger.

He selected the middle one. The base was about an inch thick, black silicone that caught the dim light. My stomach dropped.

"Please. That's too big."

He picked up the bottle of lube without responding.

I heard the cap snap open. Felt cold liquid drip onto my ass, running down between my cheeks. Then his slick fingers spread me open.

"You took those anal beads just fine three weeks ago."

"The largest one was half the size of that thing."

"Don't worry. I'll stretch you out first."

One finger pushed inside. I flinched, the cuffs rattling as my hands jerked uselessly.

"Relax."

"I can't—"

A second finger joined the first, scissoring, stretching. The burn intensified.

"Please, Mark—"

"That's not my name tonight. Call me Master or Sir."

The fingers withdrew. I felt the hard silicone press against my entrance.

"Sir, wait, I'm—"

He pushed.

The plug breached me in one motion, forcing my body open around the widest part before the narrow neck allowed my muscles to close around it. The base seated itself between my cheeks with finality.

I screamed into the pillow.

Fire. That's what it felt like—white-hot fire radiating from my ass, where the plug sat buried deep inside me. My body clenched around the intrusion, trying desperately to expel it.

"There we go." His hands stroked my ass almost gently. "Beautiful."

Tears soaked the pillowcase beneath my face. My body was taking its time adjusting to the fullness.

***

The cuffs clicked open. My hands flew to my ass. He gripped my wrists hard.

"Don't you dare try to pull it out."

He lifted me like I weighed nothing—arms under my shoulders, hauling me upright. My legs didn't want to support me. He half-carried, half-dragged me to the mirror mounted over the dresser.

"Look."

I didn't want to. I kept my eyes closed.

His hand fisted in my hair, forcing my head up.

"Look at yourself."

I opened my eyes.

The girl in the mirror was unrecognizable. Hair wild. Mascara streaked down her cheeks in black rivers. Face flushed, lips swollen.

But it was her ass that broke me.

Mottled bruises covered both cheeks, the imprint of the paddle visible in darker welts. The base of the plug sat between those bruised cheeks like an obscene jewel.

How will I be able to sit tomorrow?

His body pressed against my back. His right hand came up, cupping my breast, kneading the soft flesh. Then his left hand struck it.

"Fuck, that hurts!"

He repeated the action on my other breast. Squeeze, then slap. My breasts bounced from the impact, the sting radiating outward.

"Want something to drink?" he asked.

The question was so casual, so at odds with what we'd just done, that I could only nod.

"I've got whiskey. I like it on the rocks." He glanced at the ice bucket on the dresser. Empty. He shoved it into my hands. "Ice machine's just around the corner."

I started to pick up my clothes to put them on.

"No, go like you are."

Terror shot through me.

Outside. He wanted me to go outside where people were—the prostitutes, the men in stained undershirts, and whoever else haunted this nightmare motel—completely naked.

"I can't—"

The look he gave me stopped the words in my throat. A promise of punishment that would make the paddle look gentle.

My need to obey suddenly outweighed my fear of everything else.

I clutched the ice bucket to my chest and walked to the door on shaking legs.

The handle was cold under my palm. I pulled it open.

Night air hit my bare skin, cooler than I expected. The parking lot stretched out in front of me, lit by flickering fluorescents that hummed overhead. The ice machine sat around the corner, maybe thirty feet away.

I could hear voices. Laughter. The TV from the room next door.

I stepped outside.

Each step felt like walking through water, my body moving in slow motion while my brain screamed at me to run back inside.

I rounded the corner.

Two men in coats sat on plastic chairs outside the room three doors down, beer bottles dangling from their hands. They looked up.

Whistles cut through the air. Sharp. Appreciative. Degrading.

"Damn, girl!"

"Come over here, and I'll give you something better than ice!"

I kept my eyes down, fumbled with the ice machine. My hands shook so badly I could barely hold the bucket under the dispenser. Ice clattered out, far too loud.

"Now that's a real slut right there."

A woman's voice. I glanced up.

One of the prostitutes I'd seen earlier leaned against the railing, cigarette between her fingers. She looked me up and down with professional assessment.

"Honey, you need to charge more if he's treating your ass like that."

Humiliation burned through me, hotter than any slap. I grabbed the full bucket and fled.

The door to our room had never looked so welcoming. I slipped inside, slammed it behind me, pressed my back against it.

"You did well."

Something warm bloomed in my chest at his words.

Pride? Relief? Some sick combination of both?

Why did his praise mean so much? Because he'd been so horrible that any positive attention felt like a lifeline? How twisted was that? How broken did my brain have to be to find comfort in scraps of approval from this man?

Is this how Lolita felt? Trying desperately to please Humbert, starving for any kindness he'd allow?

He took the bucket from my hands and poured whiskey over ice. The sound of liquid hitting frozen water was almost musical. He opened a can of Diet Coke and handed me the glass.

I raised it to my lips.

Nothing had ever tasted so perfect. The ice clinked against my teeth as I tilted the glass back, draining half of it in one long swallow.

"Bring me that black rope on the bed."

I walked over, the plug shifting with each step. The rope was soft—not the scratchy kind, but something expensive. I carried it to where he sat in the chair.

He took his time. Wrapped the rope around my wrists first, then up my forearms in an intricate pattern. Over my shoulders. Under my breasts. Each loop precise, each knot secure. His fingers moved with purpose—this wasn't his first time binding someone.

When he finished, he turned me to face the mirror again.

I stared.

The rope formed a harness across my torso, pulling my shoulders back, making my breasts thrust forward. The black against my olive skin was striking. Beautiful, even. The way the rope framed my body, enhancing my curves rather than just restraining them. I looked like a work of art.

"On your knees."

I tried. With my arms bound behind my back, balance was nearly impossible. The plug shifted as I moved, sending a pleasurable sensation through me. He steadied me, helped me down until I knelt before him.

"Open your mouth."

"Yes, Sir."

He stood, his cock level with my face. Flaccid but huge.

"Beg for it."

"Please... please let me taste you, Sir."

"You can do better than that."

"Please, Master. I need your cock in my mouth. Please use my mouth, Sir."

He pushed between my lips.

I tried to take him, to control the pace, but with my arms bound I had no leverage. He grabbed my hair and thrust deep, hitting the back of my throat.

I gagged. Tried to pull back, as he grew harder.

His grip tightened, holding me in place. His cock pushed deeper, cutting off air. My eyes watered. Panic flared—I couldn't breathe, couldn't pull away, couldn't—

He withdrew just as black spots bloomed across my vision.

Saliva dripped down my chin, onto my breasts. I gasped for air.

"Please, Sir—"

He thrust in again. Deeper. Held me there as I struggled, as tears streamed down my face again, as my throat convulsed around him.

Out. In. Out. In.

Each time, he brought me to the edge. Each time, he pulled back just before I couldn't take any more.

Thick saliva covered his cock, dripping onto the carpet. My face was a mess of tears and drool.

Finally, he pulled out completely.

I collapsed forward, coughing, gasping.

His hands found my breasts. Squeezed. Then his fingers closed around my nipples, twisting.

I cried out.

He twisted harder. The pain was exquisite, unbearable.

"Please, Master. Stop."

He grabbed something from the bed. The ball gag.

"Open."

"No. No. No."

He forced it between my teeth. The rubber sphere stretched my jaw wide. He buckled it behind my head.

I couldn't breathe through my mouth anymore. I had to rely entirely on my nose, which was running from crying. Saliva built in the back of my throat.

Oh God. If I couldn't swallow, I'd choke.

Panic clawed at my chest. I tried to swallow around the gag. Couldn't. The saliva pooled, threatening to slide down my throat.

I managed it. Barely. Swallowed in tiny increments.

Now all I could do was whimper as he returned to my breasts. He picked up the clamps—metal with rubber tips, connected by a chain.

The first one closed around my nipple.

My whimpers were muffled by the gag. The pressure was intense, crushing, the pain sharp and immediate.

The second clamp joined the first.

I looked down. My nipples were turning dark under the metal jaws.

He tugged the chain.

Another muffled scream.

Then he grabbed one of the dildos from the bed. Huge—thicker than any cock I'd experienced so far.

He pushed me onto my side on the carpet. The filthy, stained carpet that probably hadn't been cleaned in years.

The dildo pressed against my entrance.

My body jerked back, but he held me in place with one hand on my hip.

"You'll take it and like it, slut."

He pushed.

My body surrendered, letting the dildo fill me. My pussy lips stretched around its girth until I thought I'd split.

The weird thing was... with each new degradation, I was growing more used to it. Almost anticipating what came next. Like my brain was rewiring itself to accept this as normal.

What did that say about me? I felt drunk, but I had just had Diet Cokes all evening. A mix of adrenaline and endorphins was being released into my bloodstream, producing a state of euphoria that I didn't know was possible.

He looked down at me—bound, gagged, clamped, filled, ass black and blue.

***

"If I take the gag off, can you be quieter?"

I nodded frantically.

The buckle released. He pulled the gag free.

I gasped. My jaw ached from being forced open and protested as I tried to bring my lips together.

His fingers worked at the rope binding my arms. It fell away. Then he removed the clamps from my swollen nipples. Blood rushed back into the compressed flesh.

I cried out.

“Shut the fuck up.”

He lifted me to stand and knelt before me with the clamps in his hand.

He spread my legs wide and then my labia with his fingers and attached the first clamp.

I shrieked.

His hand struck my pussy. Hard. The impact echoed through me, mixed with the pain from the clamp in a nauseating cocktail.

"Do you want the gag back?"

"No! No, Sir!"

Another clamp. My cry was strangled, choked off.

"One more time and I'm taking that plug out and putting it in your mouth."

Holy fuck.

That was disgusting. He wouldn't. Would he?

The third clamp closed around my flesh.

"Owww!"

His hands spun me around and bent me over. I felt him grip the base of the plug.

"No, please, I'm sorry. I won't make another sound."

He pulled it out slowly.

My mouth stretched wide in a silent scream. The emptiness was almost as shocking as the fullness had been. I watched him sniff it.

Oh God. No.

"Open wide."

"Please, Sir, I'll be quiet, I swear—"

I closed my eyes and felt the plug pressed against my lips.

Revulsion rolled through me. The plug had been inside me. Inside my ass. And now he wanted me to—

He put his face next to mine and said, "Red." He said it very slowly, drawing out the sound of each letter.

The word hung in the air between us.

"If you want all this to stop..." He paused, letting it sink in. "Just say it, you little slut." His smile widened. "I know you won't say it. Because, you're enjoying this. You're just as twisted as I am. Aren't you?"

I wanted to spit on him. My mouth filled with saliva. But I knew—knew—it would bring even more punishment.

"You're acting like you don't want this plug to go into your mouth, but secretly you're wondering what it tastes like. And you just have to know. Don't you?"

I opened my mouth, looking him dead in the eyes.

"R..."

The letter caught in my throat.

"Re..."

My body deflated. I couldn't. Fucking hell, I couldn't say it.

He was right.

In that moment, I'd never hated anyone more. Never wanted anyone more.

His hand connected with my ass. A sharp, brutal smack that echoed through the room.

He pressed the plug back against my lips. "I said open."

I opened.

The taste was sharp. Bitter. Wrong. It was the taste of my degradation. The taste of my own body's most shameful place.

I gagged around it.

He held it there, the base between my teeth like a bit.

"That's what happens when you can't follow simple instructions."

The plug filled my mouth, pressing hard against my tongue. A bitter tang coating everything. I tried not to swallow, but saliva pooled at the back of my throat, and I had no choice.

Mark moved methodically, removing first one clamp, then the next. Blood rushed back into compressed flesh. My pussy screamed—each removal worse than the last.

I couldn't cry out. Not with this thing in my mouth.

The rope around my arms fell away. I thought he was done.

He wasn't.

More rope appeared. He wound it around my chest, creating an elaborate harness that framed my breasts and bound them tight. Each loop a work of art. Where had he learned to do this?

Then my thighs. The rope bit into soft flesh as he cinched it.

"On your knees. All fours."

I obeyed, the plug still between my teeth.

"Face down. Into the carpet."

The stained, filthy carpet pressed against my cheek. I could smell old cigarettes, spilled beer, God knew what else. My stomach turned.

"Hands through your legs."

I threaded my hands backward between my thighs, my shoulders protesting the angle.

He grabbed my wrists and pulled them toward my ankles. Rope circled both, binding them together. My ass stuck up in the air, fully exposed. Completely vulnerable.

I couldn't move. Couldn't defend myself. Could barely breathe with my face pressed into the disgusting carpet.

"If I take that plug out, can you stop your fucking whining?"

I nodded frantically.

He pulled it from my mouth. The taste lingered.

"How'd you like the taste of your own ass?"

"It was disgusting."

His smile turned sadistic. Triumphant.

He moved behind me, and I twisted my head, watching over my shoulder in horror as he squeezed lube onto his cock. Ten inches. Thick. Glistening.

I knew exactly where that was going to put that monster.

"No. Please, not that. Anything but—"

"Shut it unless you want that plug back in your mouth."

His hand came down on my bruised ass. Once. Twice. Three times. The impacts echoed through the cheap motel room.

I pressed my lips together.

His cock pressed against my hole.

"Please—"

Another slap.

I clamped my mouth shut.

He pushed in. Just the tip. Paused.

My body stretched around him. Burned. The invasion was too much. He was too large.

I pressed my teeth together so hard I thought they might crack. A low whimper escaped—the only sound I allowed myself.

He seemed to enjoy it. I felt his cock pulse.

Then a thought flashed through my mind.

I thought back to the story I'd written years ago. One he'd obviously read. This whole scene was almost identical. Only in my story there were two men and they were both complete strangers. A fantasy I'd harbored in the deepest, darkest recesses of my brain.

I snapped back to reality as he pushed deeper.

Pain lanced through me.

"Whose ass is this?"

"Yours. My ass belongs to you."

His hand caressed my abused flesh. Gentle. Tender, almost.

I waited for the slap to follow.

It didn't come.

"Fuck, Skylar, your ass feels so good. So tight." He groaned. "This is a virgin ass, isn't it?"

"It is." My voice came out reverent. "I was saving it for you."

This seemed to please him. His grip tightened on my hips, and he thrust harder, deeper.

From where my hands were bound between my legs, I could barely reach my clit with my index finger. I touched it. Circled it.

The forbidden nature of my total submission, his violation of my mind and body, pushed me toward climax. I felt it build inside me, heat coiling low in my belly.

He kept thrusting, calling me his good girl, telling me how well I was taking him.

"May I cum? Please?"

"Yes. You have my permission to come. You've been such a good girl tonight."

His praise shattered me.

The orgasm crashed through my body like a tidal wave. I called out that I'd do anything for him—anything he wanted, forever. I belonged to him.

My body convulsed, and my anus clenched around his cock.

"Fuck, that's tight," he said, his pace slowing. He took deep, long breaths. He grunted in pleasure and pulled out.

His hot release splashed across my ass cheeks, dripping down into my gaping hole.

I lay there on the filthy carpet, bound and used, Mark's cum draining into my body.

What have I become?


Chapter six
Aftercare


Mark collapsed beside me, his body slick with sweat. I couldn't move—still bound, my face still pressed against the disgusting carpet, my ass still raised in the air like some debased offering.

He looked at me, and something shifted in his expression. The cruel predator vanished. His face softened, care and concern flooding his features.

"Let me get you freed." The words came out almost apologetically.

His hands moved quickly but gently, undoing the intricate knots and unwinding the rope from around my body. Each loop fell away, releasing the pressure from my wrists, ankles, the burning sensation in my shoulders.

I pulled my arms forward and curled into a fetal position on the floor. My body ached everywhere—my ass, my shoulders, my jaw from the gag.

The faucet turned on.

From where I lay, I watched his bare feet move toward the sink, then return to stand before my face. He knelt, slid his arms beneath me, and lifted me from the floor like I weighed nothing.

The bed creaked as he placed me down gently on the edge.

The warm cloth touched my face first, wiping away tears and saliva. His touch was reverent now. Careful. He cleaned my cheeks, my jaw, the corners of my mouth where I'd drooled around the gag.

The cloth moved to my shoulders, my breasts, washing away the sweat and shame.

"I care for you very much, Skylar. You're the most spectacular person I've ever met."

Were they just words?

I studied his face as he cleaned between my legs, removing the evidence of what we'd done. His expression remained tender, focused entirely on caring for me.

Is he grooming me? Making sure I'll accept this again?

The cloth moved to my ass, wiping away his release. I winced.

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

Am I going to accept his gift—the apartment, the freedom—knowing what comes with it?

Horror struck me. I pictured myself in that new place. My own space, decorated exactly how I wanted. But then the vision shifted—me tied to a bed, him standing before me. Preparing for another session.

My mind recoiled. Not out of fear, but because my body yearned for it.

What's wrong with me?

Here I lay, reduced to a pathetic mess of flesh, and I was already anticipating next time. Already craving his praise when I endured it. I thought about the other stories I had written. What other stories of mine had he read that he might want to act out?

I'm broken. Completely fucking broken.

He set the cloth aside and looked down at me, his blue eyes searching mine.

I started to say something, but decided against it. I didn't have the words.

Instead, I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him down to me. Our lips met—not the dominant, claiming kisses from before, but something tender and desperate. Needy.

When we finally pulled apart, I looked deep into his eyes. The dominance was gone. In its place, I saw relief. Gratitude. Devotion.

"God, I love you." His voice came out low, fragile.

In that moment, I realized that I had all the power. All night, I'd had the power of the safeword. I could have stopped everything at any moment. I thought to myself that it only appeared that dominants had power in these situations. He might have had power over my body, but it was power I gave him—power I could retract. If submissives simply refused to play to begin with, the game was over before it began.

I also considered that, in a truly sick and twisted way, he had given me the power to wreck his life. I could be forgiven for sleeping with him. I was just an inexperienced college student, while he was a grown man. He was the one in real jeopardy if our time together ever became public.


Chapter seven
The Cost of Freedom


The next morning, I woke in his arms for the second time in my life.

"Let's get breakfast," he whispered through my hair. "Then we can look at some apartments."

Relief washed through me. For a moment last night—bound, degraded, used—I'd wondered if the apartment had been a lie. A carrot dangled to get me to submit.

As we lay there flirting, I kept searching for traces of the vicious monster from last night. The man who'd scared me, fucked every hole, made me taste my own degradation.

He wasn't there.

This Mark laughed at my jokes. Kissed my forehead. Stroked my hair with tenderness that made my chest ache. This was the loving boyfriend I'd always wanted.

In the shower, his hand moved toward my ass, and I flinched.

He pulled back immediately. "Does it hurt much?"

"Not as much as my asshole."

His face went crimson. "God, I'm sorry about that. I hope it heals quickly."

I turned to face him, water streaming between us. "I love looking at your cock. Holding it." I wrapped my hand around his shaft, feeling him harden. "But damn, it's huge."

He kissed me softly, the steam rising around us.

When we got out, he started dressing. I looked over at my clothing—ripped fabric in a heap in the corner, destroyed by his scissors.

"Oh fuck," I said.

"Here." He pulled jeans and a shirt from his bag.

I laughed at my reflection. His jeans bunched around my waist with the belt cinched tight, the excess leather hanging past my hip. The shirt could have fit three of me inside.

"You look adorable," he said.

"I look ridiculous."

At the diner, we joked and played footsy under the table. I wondered if he'd been like this with Mrs. Sullivan when they first met. Probably not. I actually looked like a younger version of her with the same dark hair, same olive skin, same thick eyebrows, but our personalities couldn't be more different. I could never picture her playing around with him like this. She was always so serious.

"There's this really cute apartment complex near campus," I said between bites of pancakes. "One of those old U-shaped buildings with a courtyard in the middle. I've always wanted to live in one like that."

"Let's go look."

We drove over. A vacancy sign stood in the yard.

I called the number. The manager lived on the premises and could meet with us.

The apartment was perfect. Two bedrooms, one bath, hardwood floors that creaked as you crossed them. The manager explained that the owner also owned the larger complex across the street—we could use the pool and workout facilities there.

I looked at Mark with wide eyes.

"If you like it," he said.

"I do. I really do."

"Draw up the papers," he told the manager.

And just like that, I was a sugar baby.
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