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Foreword
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The Bartender

Jade never left the flat for work without checking herself twice in the mirror, once for the customers and once for herself.

She tugged her black vest down over her stomach, the thin cotton hugging her tits until the edges of her snake tattoo peeked out over her left breast. Her apron strings trailed across her thighs, loose for now; she’d cinch them tight once she was behind the counter. She bent slightly to lace her boots, ass rounding, muscles tight from endless shifts on her feet. When she straightened, she slicked back her short black bob, catching the undercut between her fingers.

The mirror looked back with the version of her she wanted them to see: sharp blue eyes rimmed with smudged liner, olive skin glowing from the shower, tattoos like confessions written across her body. She winked at herself, lipstick bold, already imagining the way men would glance at her mouth when she leaned close to shout an order over the music.

By ten, the bar was awake.

The place always smelled the same at opening: lemon cleaner overlaid with stale beer, with the tang of lime wedges cut too early in the day. The cocktail shakers clattered as she lined them up. Music pounded through from the club next door, bass vibrating in her chest. Neon signs hummed.

She’d worked here long enough to know who would come in first. A pair of suited regulars, knocking back pints before the rest of the city closed. A group of students testing their fake IDs. A girl’s hen party shrieking at porn-star martinis. The bar was a stage, and Jade its performer.

She leaned over the counter, tits pressing together, when she poured. She let her skirt ride up when she stretched to reach bottles on the high shelf. She laughed too loud, touched too casually, let them believe it was just for tips.

But Jade knew the truth. She fed on the looks. The hungrier they stared, the wetter she got.

By midnight, her eyeliner had blurred into smoky smudges, the sweat between her tits sticky under the vest. She’d lost count of the orders, her hands moving by muscle memory: scoop ice, shake, pour, garnish, smile. Always the smile.

And then him.

The regular. Dark jacket, collar open, tie stuffed in his pocket. Always alone, always at the far end of the bar, nursing a drink longer than he needed to. He didn’t leer. He didn’t shout for service. He just watched.

“Same again?” she asked, sliding closer, letting her hip bump the counter as she leaned across.

His eyes lingered on her chest before he nodded. “You always remember.”

She poured the whiskey slow, amber liquid catching the neon glow, her eyes never leaving his. When she slid it toward him, their fingers brushed.

“You’re trouble,” she teased, lips curling, voice carrying only between them under the music.

He didn’t smile, just let the corner of his mouth twitch. “Maybe you like trouble.”

Her stomach tightened. Fuck, he wasn’t wrong.

The bar spun on — orders shouted, glasses clinking, laughter bursting across the room — but Jade’s pulse stayed tuned to him. The way his gaze didn’t waver. The way he stayed when everyone else moved on.

She let herself bend lower when wiping the counter, her ass pointed his way. She leaned too far when fishing a bottle from the lower shelf, pretending not to notice how his eyes devoured her. Her body tingled with every stolen second of attention.

By last call, she was buzzing. Her hair clung damp to her temples, vest plastered to her skin, her apron smeared with fruit juice and spilled beer. But she didn’t feel worn out — she felt charged.

As she stacked glasses and clanged stools onto tables, she glanced at the far end of the bar. He was still there. Still sipping. Still watching.

Her mouth went dry. Her thighs pressed together.

She turned the key in the lock, flipped the sign to Closed, and when she looked back, he hadn’t moved.

“Bar’s shut,” she said, voice low, daring him to resist.

He set his empty glass down slow, eyes never leaving hers. “I know.”

Her smirk cracked into something hungrier. She caught her reflection in the mirrored shelf behind the bottles: eyeliner blurred, lipstick faded, skin glowing with sweat, tattoos half-hidden. She didn’t look like a tired bartender. She looked like a slut who wanted to be caught.

And maybe tonight, she would be.
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1 — Closing Time

The bar breathed differently after close—like a beast settling into sleep but keeping one eye open. Jade felt it in the soles of her boots first: the tack-tack of rubber peeling off a floor that would never be clean again. Citrus skins wilted in the ice well, releasing a tired, sweet smell. The fridges hummed with that low, guilty sound of machines that had worked too hard for too long. Somewhere, a beer tap dripped a stubborn, petty rhythm—plink… plink… plink—as if to say the night wasn’t finished with her yet.

“Stools,” Liam called, shouldering a stack of metal legs and flipping them onto tables. He had the end-of-shift looseness she envied: cords in his neck, grin in his voice, a song still stuck under his breath. “I’ll mop. You wipe.”

“I’m always the one who wipes,” Jade said, rolling her eyes because that was their ritual. It let her hide the smile that wanted to live on her mouth when the doors locked.

She tugged her apron strings loose to let air under the cotton, shook out her wrists, and pulled a fresh bar cloth from the shelf. The sanitizer stung her nose when she doused it; good, sharp, lemon-chemical, the smell of being both clean and a liar. Her vest clung to her skin where she’d spilled soda an hour ago; the damp line curved neatly between her tits, a cold reminder of every pair of eyes she’d let drink first with their gaze. She pushed her slicked-black bob back behind one ear and caught sight of herself in the back-bar mirror—eyeliner smeared into a soft shadow, lip colour worn down to a stain, tattoos peeking where the vest had crept. A working face. The right amount of ruin.

At the far end, he hadn’t moved.

The regular. Jacket over the back of his stool now, tie in his pocket, sleeves rolled. He never shouted for service, never banged a card, never broadcast a laugh to prove he was worth hearing. He watched. The first time he’d come in, she’d resented that—eyes steady, mouth quiet. Tonight she liked the commitment of it. The patience. The sense that he knew this place as performance and had bought a front-row seat without demanding the show bow to him.

“Mate,” Liam called easily, chin jerked at the door. “We’re shut, my friend.”

“I’m aware.” The regular slid his empty glass an inch with two fingers and looked at Jade when he said, lightly: “I can return this to the bar. Consider it community service.”

Jade took it from him. Their fingers met—heat, callus, a small scrape of skin—and her heart knocked twice for no practical reason. Over her shoulder, the CCTV camera’s pinprick red eye glowed—indifferent, constant. She could feel it like a prickle on the back of her neck, a truth above everyone that never blinked.

“We keep the dish pit for staff only,” she said, and made it sound like a rule rather than an invitation.

He held her look. “I wipe down beautifully.”

“Christ,” Liam muttered, cheerful, “romance is alive.” He hooked the mop out of the bucket with a flourish and headed for the cellar door. “Two kegs to roll. Shout if a robber appears or if you decide to adopt a stray.”

The door swung. Thuds down the steps. Silence, except for the plink of the drip-tray and the soft tick of a cooling ice machine.

Jade soaked the cloth again and started at one end of the long wooden bar. Tight circles over pale rings, elbow grease into an old stain. She drove the lemon sting into the varnish like she could reverse everything that happened on top of it—spilled beer, slipped notes, fingerprints, the evidence of mouths. At the other end, the regular took a spare cloth—didn’t ask, didn’t joke—and began to mirror her. Two lines headed toward collision.

The mirror threw them back: her, stretching up to reach the top shelf, vest rising, the black ink of the snake above her left breast winking; him, throat open, wrist working, that intent mouth softened by neon. The TEQUILA sign burned a cheap pink against his jaw. The ice in the well formed a little hill where nobody would see it until tomorrow afternoon and curse.

“You don’t get paid for this,” she said, not looking, easing the cloth under a beer mat and dragging it clean.

“I’m after a different kind of tip,” he said, tone light enough to be survived if she cut it dead, heavy enough to land if she didn’t.

She let the cloth slow. “Big talk,” she said, “for someone with soap bubbles on his hands.”

He set his palm on the bar—flat, warm—and then, like a man who had thought about this exact movement, laid it over the back of hers.

No yank. No claim. Just a steady pressure that asked a question nobody else would hear.

Her breath moved in her throat—one of those tiny, treacherous sounds she knew men learned to listen for. She lifted her eyes to the camera first because that felt like the truest thing in the room, then to him.

“You shouldn’t be behind the bar,” she said, and heard the looseness in her voice, the undertow she pretended to hide.

“Show me where I am, then,” he said. His thumb stroked once—absent-minded, or not—against her knuckles and left a shining crescent of sanitizer on her skin.

She pulled her hand away and thumped the cloth into the bucket like she was offended. She wasn’t. Not at him. At the way the empty bar pulled desire up out of her like the tap’s slow drip: inevitable, patient, sticky.

“Start at that end,” she said, nodding to where the spirits sat in an unruly parade, labels turned three different ways. “Tops first. Circular motion. If I see streaks, I’ll sack you.”

“Yes, boss.”

He began as told, laughing under his breath, and the laugh landed in the warm spot at the base of her spine. She made herself count the bottles she was turning. One—gin with a nautical rope; two—tequila with the sticker the manager kept promising to scrape off; three—cheap vodka everyone swore they could taste blind. When she reached four, she became aware of the heat between her thighs and the way her vest stuck where her sternum met. When she reached five, she remembered that her nipples had been hard since last orders and were only pretending it was the cold.

“Do all your customers help with the cleaning?” he asked, wiping the mirrored shelf, eyes on the reflected version of her bending to snag a dishrag.

“Only the devoted,” she said.

“And am I devoted?”

“You’ve been here since eleven,” she said, stretching to turn a bottle of mezcal so the worm faced the room. “You tell me.”

“Devotion,” he said, “and curiosity.”

“About what?” Jade asked, because she wanted to hear him say it in the quiet.

“How far the performance goes,” he said. Still wiping. Still watching her in the glass, not the other way around. “How much of the smile you sell, and how much you keep.”

There was a tiny pop from the cellar—keg metal on metal. Jade’s body flinched the way a cat does when it hears a bag. She let her shoulders settle and realised her hand was still on the bar. She could smell the bitter ghost of spilt ale and a sweeter thread—cassis from an earlier Kir Royale—threading the air like a secret.

“If it’s a performance,” she said, “you should tip.”

He moved down the bar, slow, deliberate. Close enough now that she could see the fine grain of stubble at his throat. Close enough that if she reached out she could have dragged her fingertip along the tendon there just to feel him swallow.

“What’s the rate?” he asked.

“Depends what you watched,” she said.

“Everything,” he said.

“I didn’t see you looking,” she lied.

“I didn’t blink,” he said.

The bar felt both too long and too short. She was suddenly very aware of all the places her skin met fabric and all the places it didn’t. The ice well exhaled a little blue-white breath that kissed the inside of her arm. She wanted to put that cold somewhere indecent and then laugh when she frightened herself.

“Liam’ll be up in a minute,” she said, an unhelpful sentence that did nothing but prove to herself she was still aware of the shape of risk.

“Then we should make good time,” he said. He set down the cloth, palms braced against the wood, and leaned in—but not all the way. Just far enough that she had to decide.

The camera watched without blinking. The glass on the shelf trembled faintly when the ice machine kicked. The drip-tray plinked its idiot metronome. She saw her own mouth in the mirror, parted, the gloss cracked, the suggestion of a girl who had walked herself to the edge because she liked the view.

“Ask nicely,” she said, surprised by how rough her voice came out, like too much smoke and not enough air.

He didn’t smirk. He didn’t turn it into theatre. “Please,” he said, simple as a hand on a door.

Her smile happened to her. Not performative now. Private. She put her palm on his chest, feeling heat through the cotton, and pressed until his back clicked the shelf and a bottle label printed a faint sticky kiss on the shoulder of his shirt. The sanitizer on her fingers left a lemon comet on his skin through the fabric.

“Language,” she murmured, for no reason except that telling someone off made her pulse hit harder.

“Teach me the house rules,” he said.

“The first rule,” Jade said, eyes flicking once to the red dot in the corner, “is that I decide who gets to learn them.”

“Do I?”

She let the question hang. She picked up the cloth and drew it, pointlessly, over a place she’d already cleaned. He stayed where he was—close enough to make her realise how much she’d been craving the smell of another person this late. Whiskey and soap and a little salt-skin. A sensible man’s perfume ruined by desire.

She could make him beg. She could send him away. She could turn off the camera. She did none of the above.

“Maybe,” she said, and stepped back just enough to make him follow. “Start by wiping the counter. Slow circles. No streaks. Impress me.”

He laughed—not at her, with her—and reached for the cloth again. She watched the easy strength in his hands, the way he took instruction without flinching, the way his eyes kept returning to the mirror because that’s where she was standing, giving him her back, letting him see the curve of her waist where the vest had ridden up.

In the glass, Jade saw herself look at the camera and—without meaning to—lift her chin a fraction, like a dare.

“Boss?” he said softly.

“Hm?”

“You missed a ring,” he said, and touched a place an inch from her hand. His finger left a clean crescent. His knuckle brushed hers. Heat skated across her skin like a pulled shot.

She didn’t move her hand away.

In the quiet, the bar felt like a stage she’d built with her bare hands—one where she knew every squeak of stool leg, every shadow under the optics, every trick of light that made a tipper generous. She had always performed. Flirt, laugh, bend. Tonight she wanted to be watched, and not pretend that wasn’t the point.

Her mouth was close to his. Not kissing, not yet. The air hungry between them, lemon, whiskey, heat.

“Good boy,” she said, and the words landed in her belly like a promise.

From the cellar: another thud. Time moving again. The drip-tray plinked. The red eye burned. Her thighs pressed together out of habit and lied about why.

She hooked two fingers under the edge of the bar and tapped it once, a sound she knew Liam could hear if he were listening, the signal for nothing except that she liked the sound. The regular’s eyes dropped to her mouth, returned to her eyes, didn’t skitter away.

“If I break a rule,” he asked softly, “do you throw me out?”

“I make you clean up,” she said.

“I wipe down beautifully,” he repeated, and this time the line made both of them smile.

The choice came toward her the way the regular had along the bar: constant, unhurried, inevitable. When it arrived, it felt simple.

“Then keep wiping,” Jade said, stepping into the space between his hands and the wood, her body the new thing he had to polish. “And don’t miss a spot.”

She didn’t kiss him.

Not yet.

She let the moment stretch like taffy: sticky, sweet, a little obscene, deliciously doomed.

The cloth in her hand was warm now. Useless. She set it down like it had offended her and reached for a fresh one, but her fingers never made it.

His hand was already there—flat on the counter, fingers splayed, not touching her but placed close enough that she felt the heat radiating. He was wiping too slowly now. He hadn’t looked at the surface once since she gave him the fake instruction.

“You’re doing a shit job,” she said, voice lazy.

“You’re a shit supervisor,” he said.

She laughed, caught off guard. She liked the edge in his voice. Not cocky. Not roleplay. Just real. Just a man deciding not to pretend he hadn’t been watching her since eleven.

She tilted toward him, unthinking, then paused—deliberately this time. The air held between their mouths like an ice cube about to melt. One breath. Two.

She said, “If you kiss me, you better mean it.”

He didn’t smile. “I do.”

Then he did.

No lead-in. No hesitation. Just the sound of breath being stolen, the bump of hips, the clatter of an elbow catching the metal shelf edge. His hand went to her waist like he’d been invited. She didn’t move to stop him. She moaned low and loose in the back of her throat and opened her mouth wider.

She kissed like someone born to it. Greedy, full-mouthed, pulling him in with her body, her thighs grazing his. She didn’t tilt her head sweetly—she took his mouth. It tasted like whiskey and late-night sugar syrup and something male and mean under the surface, like copper before a storm.

He groaned into her, one hand finding the bar edge behind her, the other not sure where to land—her side? Her face? Her ass?

She solved it for him. Caught his hand, dragged it to her waist, and pushed it lower. “Come on,” she whispered. “Wipe me down properly.”

The words made him shiver. His fingers clutched at her hip, kneading once before dragging the hem of her vest up an inch, exposing the snake ink on her ribs. His thumb grazed skin. She arched into it.

Behind them, the bar’s mirrored shelves showed it all: her thighs parting instinctively, his cock already pushing hard at the front of his jeans. Her mouth open, wet. Her hand on the back of his neck, holding him close.

She opened her eyes mid-kiss and looked straight into the mirror.

The camera blinked its slow, red blink above the cash till. Still on. Still watching.

She didn’t turn it off.

He broke the kiss first, panting. “Fuck.”

“Language,” she teased, voice low and hoarse.

“I want to—” He didn’t finish. He was hard and dumb and aching.

“I know,” she said. “And I’m not stopping you.”

His mouth went back to her neck, fast now, no more flirt left, just need. He bit softly behind her ear. She gasped and pressed her thighs together to feel it where she needed it.

She ran a hand down the front of his jeans and found him thick and ready. “Jesus,” she muttered. “This what you were packing while I poured drinks?”

He groaned, desperate.

“Patience,” she said, and pulled back just enough to watch him twitch. She picked up the bar cloth again, wiped a neat circle beside him like she’d done nothing at all. Then, softer: “Get on your knees.”

His breath hitched.

“What?” she said, playful. “You wanted to help clean.”

The fridge hummed. A bottle rocked faintly on the shelf.

He dropped. Slowly. Willingly.

She reached for the top of her skirt, rolled it higher. No ceremony. Just purpose. Just hunger.

He looked up at her, waiting. She smirked.

“Start with a taste,” she said. “Then tell me what you want to drink next.”

He knelt like he’d done it before. Not just the position, but the choice — deliberate, head tipped back slightly, waiting for permission. It wasn’t deference. It was admiration. Like he was already drunk on the view and wanted the glass refilled.

Jade let her fingers rest on the back of his neck, palm warm against the short bristle of his hair. His skin was flushed, his breath uneven. He looked up and waited, eyes on her face, lips parted.

“I could step over you,” she murmured. “Use you like a mat.”

“I’d take it,” he said instantly. “With my mouth open.”

The line wasn’t even smooth, which made it better. He was hard from the kiss and stupid from it now. She liked watching control flicker and fall.

She rolled her skirt up — not all the way, just enough to expose her knickers: thin, dark, already damp. He looked like he wanted to rip them with his teeth.

“Hands behind your back,” she said.

He obeyed immediately.

She stepped close enough for her thighs to brush his cheeks and held them there, not moving. The bar lights behind her cast soft gold across his face. He looked lit like a stage, and she smiled.

She cupped his jaw in one hand and her own cunt in the other, right over the cotton, grinding slow. A soft, wet sound rose between them. He made a strangled noise.

“You want to help?” she said.

He nodded.

“Start slow,” she said, fingers moving to the side of the fabric, teasing it across. “It’s a taste test. Don’t rush the first sip.”

She stepped forward again, let the fabric pull aside on its own, and pressed herself gently to his lips.

He groaned like a prayer and licked once, reverent, just the tip of his tongue — a cautious barback sampling something expensive and rare.

“Good,” she said, voice tight. “Now open wider.”

He did.

His tongue found her slit and dragged up the length, slow and shaking. His breath hit her thighs. Her legs tensed automatically, her hand finding his hair. He licked again, this time harder, then sealed his mouth to her and sucked — not gently. Not at all.

Her head tipped back. A sound escaped her that would have gotten her sacked in most places. She didn’t care. The fridge was humming. The street outside was quiet. The only witness was a bored little CCTV camera with no one watching.

Her fingers curled in his hair, guiding him. “Stay low. There—fuck, there—keep your tongue flat—yes—like that—”

He groaned again. His nose bumped her clit just enough. She ground into him.

From this angle she could see herself in the mirror behind the bar. Vest rumpled. Skirt rucked. One boot pressed to the counter’s edge for leverage. A man on his knees with his mouth buried between her thighs like he was trying to drink her dry.

She stared at her own face — lips parted, eyes low-lidded, hair falling across her cheek in a ruined wave. She looked like a bartender who’d stopped serving drinks and started serving herself.

He licked deeper. Harder. His mouth was soaked now, chin shiny with spit and slick. She let go of his hair and grabbed the bar edge instead. Her thighs trembled.

“Hands still?” he asked, voice muffled against her cunt.

“Yes,” she said. “Unless I say otherwise.”

He nodded and sealed his mouth to her again, tongue circling her clit in a slow rhythm that didn’t feel sustainable. Her hips jerked once. She swore. Her body was trying to crest already and she wasn’t ready to give it up.

She reached blindly behind her and found the bar mat — rubbery, bumpy, always warm from hands and heat. She folded it in half and bit down on it just as her orgasm started to climb.

“Fuck,” she said around rubber. “Fuck. Fuck.”

Her legs locked. Her hands scrabbled at the bar. Her cunt pulsed against his mouth and he moaned like he could feel every flutter. She rocked through it, small thrusts forward, her knuckles going white on the bar’s edge.

When it passed, she sagged forward, breath ragged.

He looked up at her, flushed and spit-slick, mouth open, hands still behind his back like a good little helper.

She panted. “You want your tip now?”

He licked his bottom lip. “I want to drink straight from the bottle.”

She let out a bark of a laugh, wild and pleased. “God, you’re dangerous.”

“You’re filthy.”

She stepped back just enough to let the cool air hit her wet thighs. It made her shiver. She hooked a finger under her knickers and dragged them slowly back into place. They clung, sticky.

He shifted on his knees. “Can I touch you?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Time for round two.”

Then she added, with a wicked grin: “But wipe your mouth first. We’re behind the bar, not animals.”

He grabbed the bar rag and scrubbed, mock-obedient. She stepped around him, grabbed the ice scoop from the well, and held it out.

“What’s that for?” he asked, eyes wary.

“For me,” she said. “For now.”

She let it hover over her chest, let the condensation drip between her tits, and watched his eyes follow the trail.

“Thirsty?” she asked.

“Starving.”

She grinned and tossed the scoop aside.

“Good,” she said, and climbed back onto the bar.

“Because I’m about to pour you something stronger.”

She didn’t say “come here.” She didn’t have to.

The second she spread her thighs on the bar again, he was on his feet — hands on her knees, eyes blown wide with want. He kissed her hard, tasting her on her own mouth now, and groaned like it undid him.

His hands moved to her waist, gripped tight.

“You want me to take these off?” he asked, nodding toward her panties.

She tilted her head, smiling like it was a trick question.

“No,” she said. “Just push them aside.”

He obeyed — not clumsily this time, but like a man handling the edge of something sacred. She rolled her hips to help, and when the damp fabric peeled from her pussy, she saw the way his jaw tensed.

He undid his jeans, fast but not sloppy, like he’d imagined this moment in slow motion. When his cock sprang free, she made a noise in her throat — appreciation, not surprise.

“Hard for me this whole time?” she asked, reaching out to wrap a hand around him.

He twitched in her grip.

“Since you bent over to grab the lime wedge at 11:38,” he said. “Haven’t gone soft since.”

She grinned. “You noticed the limes?”

“I noticed your ass,” he corrected. “And that I wanted to bend you over the counter and fuck the juice out of you.”

She didn’t answer — she pulled him forward by the cock instead. Just enough for him to brush against her slit. She was soaked already; he hissed through his teeth.

“Go slow,” she said. “I want to feel it open.”

He braced one hand behind her on the bar and slid inside — just the head, just enough to breach her, to stretch her. She arched her back and moaned low.

“Jesus,” he muttered.

“Language,” she said. “This is a place of service.”

He didn’t smile. He pushed deeper.

Her head tipped back. Her thighs tightened around his hips.

She felt every inch like a threat. Like a gift she was taking too greedily. Her body opened and clenched around him, wetter than she expected, as if her own cunt had been waiting longer than she had.

“Oh, fuck,” he said again, and this time she let it go.

He started to move — slow, deliberate thrusts that pressed her into the counter. Her back stuck to the varnish where a spilled cocktail had dried. She loved the filth of it — her ass squeaking slightly with each roll of his hips.

From the mirror she could see it all: his muscles flexing, her legs wide, her tits rising with each push. She didn’t look like a bartender anymore. She looked like a girl fucking after hours because she was too wet to wait.

“Faster,” she said. “Serve it to me rough.”

He complied.

His hands tightened on her hips. The thrusts grew faster, sloppier, the slap of skin louder than anything else in the room.

She felt the shift — from performance to ruin. From choice to chase.

He leaned down, forehead to hers, and whispered, “You’re gonna make me cum just watching you.”

“You’re not done yet,” she said.

She pushed at his chest. “Sit down.”

“What?”

“Stool,” she said. “Now.”

He stumbled back, dazed, hard cock bobbing in the open air, and dropped onto the bar stool behind him.

She slid off the bar — legs shaky, cunt dripping — and straddled him in one motion. Took him in again in one long, perfect drop.

They both moaned. Loud.

Her boots scraped the floor as she ground down onto him. She wrapped an arm around his neck and rode him slowly, sensually, letting her clit drag against his pelvis. His hands found her ass, gripped tight, helped her move.

“Fuck,” he said again. “You’re gonna—fuck—you’re gonna ruin me.”

“That’s the job,” she said. “I pour. You swallow.”

He reached for her vest, pushed it up, her tits spilling free. She took a shot glass from the bar, filled it from a bottle one-handed, and tipped it over her own chest.

The cold splash hit her nipples. The liquid ran down her stomach. He caught it with his tongue.

“Oh my god,” he groaned.

“You still thirsty?” she teased, grinding faster.

“I want to live here.”

She kissed him then — deeply, desperately — while she bounced on his cock and let him suck liquor from her skin.

Her pussy clenched around him again and he grabbed her harder, like he was trying to last. She broke the kiss.

“Not yet,” she said. “We’re not done.”

She stood, sliding off him, and turned around.

“Bend me,” she said.

He didn’t ask where or how. He just grabbed her waist and guided her back onto the bar. She leaned forward, tits pressing to the sticky wood, cheek to varnish. Her skirt was around her waist now, her cunt bare, glistening, hungry.

He shoved into her again from behind, deep and messy. The angle hit different — perfect. Her mouth opened but no sound came out.

“Fuck,” he panted. “You feel—Jesus—you feel like you’re gonna swallow me whole.”

She didn’t speak. Just pushed back into him. The bar creaked. The bottle shelf rattled.

The ice scoop still sat near the well.

She grabbed it, pressed the cold metal bowl to her clit. The shock made her buck.

He grunted. “Jade—fuck, Jade—”

She looked up and caught her reflection. Her eyes wild. Her mouth parted. The camera blinked its lazy red stare.

“Look at me,” she said.

He did.

She dragged the scoop down her front and let it clatter to the floor.

“I’m your pour,” she said, breath ragged. “I’m the bar’s slut. Come inside me or come on me — just make it dirty.”

He made a sound — not a word — and came with a shudder. Pulled out just in time to paint her back, her ass, streaking her tattoo with hot, thick filth.

She reached back, dragged her fingers through it, and smeared it lower.

“Tip jar,” she said.

He collapsed forward, laughing, forehead on her shoulder.

Behind them, the fridge hummed. The bar was a ruin of glass and sweat and noise.

Jade didn’t wipe herself yet.

She wanted to feel it — all of it — for a little while longer.

She was still bent over the bar when the cellar door clicked open.

“Shit,” he whispered.

“Don’t move,” she breathed.

Boots hit the steps. One, two, three—pause.

Jade didn’t lift her head. Her cheek was pressed to varnish. Her thighs were slick. Her cunt was still twitching.

He hovered behind her, cock softening but still half-hard, breath caught like he might panic. She reached blindly behind her, cupped his balls gently, and gave them a warning squeeze.

“Don’t. Fucking. Move.”

The door creaked wider. A shaft of light spilled across the floor. Liam’s voice followed, cheerful, oblivious.

“Still alive up here? Don’t tell me you let that guy help with the wiping.”

Jade didn’t speak. She grabbed the bar rag with her free hand, wiped a casual swirl on the surface in front of her like she was just stretching her back. Her skirt was still hitched. Her panties were half-off. Cum dripped down the inside of her thigh and soaked into her boot.

“Because if I come up there and find someone with their hands in the till—” Liam’s steps reached the top of the stairs.

The regular backed up one step. He looked like a man caught pissing on a church floor.

“Relax,” Jade called, loud enough to carry, panting only a little. “Sanitizer spill.”

She ran the rag over the bar with a flourish. “Sticky. Sorting it.”

A pause. Liam seemed to consider that.

“Alright,” he called. “Be quick. That smell’s going to haunt me.”

The door slammed. Boots thudded back down.

The regular exhaled like he’d been held underwater.

Jade turned slowly, cum streaked down her leg, her vest rumpled, hair damp with sweat.

She looked like sin had clocked in and stayed past close.

He opened his mouth to speak.

She pressed two fingers to his lips.

“I’m not hiding next time,” she said.

She didn’t fix her skirt.

She didn’t wipe the cum from her thighs.

She just turned back to the bar and climbed on top of it like it was hers.

It was hers.

He was watching her like he didn’t know what to do next — cock still half-hard, cum cooling on her skin, mouth parted as if he’d missed a line in the script and was waiting for her to cue him.

She didn’t speak. She reached back for the ice scoop, now wet and glinting where it had fallen to the floor, and slid it slowly along the inside of her thigh.

Her breath hitched at the cold.

She let the metal kiss her clit — once, twice — and then tossed it carelessly into the sink.

The bar was still warm from her body. She sat up on her knees, one hand behind her for balance, the other sliding down her belly.

“You going to just stand there?” she asked, breathless.

“I—”

“Or are you going to watch me cum again?”

He swallowed.

“I’m watching.”

“Good.”

She dragged two fingers between her legs and found herself drenched. His cum, her slick, sweat, bar filth — the whole thing soaked into her like she’d been made to take it.

She spread her knees wider. The mirrored shelf behind the bottles showed her full reflection now — tits out, skirt hitched, hair wild, skin glowing with sex. The red CCTV dot blinked above her like it approved.

She started slow, middle and ring finger stroking her clit in gentle circles. Her other hand braced behind her. She locked eyes with herself in the mirror and let the rhythm build.

The regular moved closer. He didn’t touch. He stood at the edge of the bar like a guest at a performance.

She liked that.

“I’m the house special,” she panted, voice high now. “I get served at room temperature, sticky-fingered, no napkins.”

He groaned.

She pinched her nipple with her free hand and hissed.

The pleasure came fast — not because she rushed it, but because it had never left. Her cunt had been vibrating with the memory of him the whole time. The slick sounds of her own fingers filled the quiet. She imagined how it would look on camera — a girl fucking herself after hours like the shift wasn’t over.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

She bit her lip, arched her back, and came with a soft, broken sound — not a scream, but a crack. Her thighs shook. Her hips jerked forward, grinding into her own hand like she was trying to erase herself on the counter.

Her fingers didn’t stop. She rode it — high and messy and long.

When it ended, she let herself collapse back against the bar, legs still spread, slick dripping from her hand.

The regular stepped forward and took her wrist gently.

She let him.

He brought her fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean — not obscenely, just intimately. She watched, still panting, still pulsing.

Then she laughed. A soft, giddy sound.

“Next time,” she said, “I make you do it in front of the camera.”

He blinked. “That thing’s on?”

“Always.”

He looked up at it like it might blink twice to confirm.

“You could’ve told me.”

She grinned. “Where’s the fun in that?”

She rolled onto her feet — legs trembling — and reached for the bar rag, finally wiping the slick from her thighs.

She didn’t rush.

She wanted to feel the aftermath.

Wanted to smell it on the bar tomorrow.

Jade locked the side door behind him.

He didn’t try to linger. No phone number. No promise. Just a crooked smile, a zip, and the echo of boots on alley concrete. She liked that. Let the night hold it. Let the CCTV be the only thing that remembered.

She stood alone behind the bar again.

Same space. Same smells.

But everything had changed.

The bar was a wreck — sweat-slick, streaked, the faintest handprint in the dust behind the tequila shelf. Her own. Glasses still unstacked. A bottle half-empty beside the sink. The stool crooked. A highball glass tipped on its side like it had tried to catch her moans and failed.

Her panties were back in place, though they clung to her in a way no HR policy could defend. Her skirt hung wrinkled and damp from one side. A trail of cum clung to the back of her thigh like it refused to be forgotten.

She leaned on the counter with both palms, took a long breath in through her nose, and let the lemon-chemical tang of the sanitizer fight with the rawer notes: sweat, sex, whiskey, heat.

The bar would smell like her in the morning.

She didn’t wipe everything down.

She didn’t want to.

Instead, she walked the length of it — slow, barefoot now, boots kicked off somewhere under a table. She ran her hand along the edge, tracing the route he’d walked. Her fingers stopped where he’d gripped the bar to brace. She leaned in and kissed the spot. Just once.

Not romantic.

Just ritual.

When she stepped onto the fire escape, the night slapped her with cool air and bin stink. She welcomed both. Lit a cigarette and leaned on the rail like she hadn’t just been fucked open across the sticky varnish.

The alley stretched dark between two buildings, the bins overflowing with cardboard and lemon peels, the pavement damp from a spilled mop bucket no one bothered to empty. Above her, neon buzzed in a window she couldn’t place.

The city was still humming. Late buses. Distant music. A siren somewhere, rising and fading. She let the smoke fill her lungs and didn’t exhale right away.

Her cunt still fluttered. Her thighs felt wet again, either from fresh slick or the slow return of everything he’d left inside her.

She liked not knowing.

The cigarette crackled. She watched the tip burn.

She replayed it all — the moment he touched her hand, the kiss, the first time he slid inside, the way the bar creaked under them like it wanted to participate. The mirror showing her the thing she never admitted: she got off more on being seen than on the act itself.

She thought of the camera. Red light steady. Cold little eye taking it all in.

She wondered if anyone would ever review the tape.

She hoped so.

She smiled, licked her lips, and whispered into the alley, “Next time… I leave the lights on.”

She flicked ash over the edge and took one last drag.

Inside, the bar still waited.

Tomorrow, she’d pour drinks with a polite smile. She’d flirt for tips. She’d wipe counters like they’d never been sticky with sweat.

But now she knew what the bar could be.

A stage. A bedroom. A confessional.

She exhaled and let the smoke drift upward like a sin forgiven.

Then she went inside to clean — but not too well.

Some things deserved to linger.
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“Smoke Break”

The fire escape was still warm from the day, even though the air had turned crisp. Jade sat on the bottom step with one boot on, one off, sock balled in her fist like she’d forgotten what to do with it. She lit a cigarette with a match because the lighter at the bar had died three nights ago and no one had replaced it.

The flame flickered. The sulfur hissed. Her thighs still stuck faintly when she shifted, like her body hadn’t gotten the memo that the shift was over.

She inhaled, slow.

Let it burn.

You shouldn’t want it again so soon.

She stared at the alley, where bin bags slumped open like peeled fruit, and a single taxi idled three buildings over, waiting for someone who wouldn’t tip well.

But you do, don’t you?

The thing that bothered her wasn’t that she’d fucked a customer.

It was that she wanted to watch the footage.

She wanted to rewind the camera feed, sit in the office alone, and press play on the moment her legs parted and her cunt took him in. She wanted to hear her own moan, see the shift in her expression when the pleasure overtook the performance.

She wanted to know what she looked like in ruin.

The cigarette cracked. She flicked ash onto the rail.

Her phone buzzed.

She didn’t look at the name first. Just thumbed it open.

MAYA 🖤

3:17 a.m.

You close yet or still pulling pints for perverts?

Jade smiled.

Typed:

Pervert took me home instead.

(By home I mean the sticky side of the bar.)

A second passed. Then:

MAYA 🖤

Filthy

I love you

Did you wipe the camera this time?

Jade glanced up.

That little red eye. Still winking. Still smug.

Nah

Left it on for the mystery

Think I came harder knowing it was watching

MAYA 🖤

I swear you’re going to get caught

Or fired

Or famous

Jade laughed under her breath.

Maybe all three

Maybe that’s the goal

Typing bubble. Then:

MAYA 🖤

You gonna do it again?

Jade didn’t answer right away.

She looked down at her thighs, at the faint sticky glimmer where sweat and cum had dried in a rush.

She thought about how it felt to stand behind the bar still pulsing, taking orders with his taste in her mouth.

She thought about bending over the sink tomorrow and wondering who might be watching.

Finally, she typed:

Probably

It’s not about the guys though

It’s about being SEEN

Pause. Then she added:

Does that make me a slut?

MAYA 🖤

No babe

It makes you the bartender

Jade smiled.

Stubbed out the cigarette.

And went back inside to restock the ice.
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2 — Behind the Bar

Friday nights moved like avalanches — noisy, fast, and impossible to stop once they started.

Jade was two cocktails deep in a ten-drink order, the back of her neck damp, her apron string digging into her hipbone. She hadn’t eaten since noon, but her pulse was flying, skin buzzing, tits slick against her vest. It was always like this by 10:30: noise like a riot, lights like a migraine, and something sharp and hot humming under her ribs.

She slid a Pornstar Martini across the bar just as a bride-to-be screamed in delight and threw an inflatable penis into the air.

“Next!” she called, already turning, ice scoop clattering.

And then he appeared.

Not the quiet kind. Not like the guy from the other night.

This one was all swagger and suit. Pinstripe rolled to the elbows, watch gleaming, hair styled like a man who always tipped over 15%. She’d seen him before — a few times in the last month. Always a bit too late, a bit too loud, a bit too close when ordering. But clean. Sharp. Dangerous in the way Jade had started to crave.

He leaned over the bar like he owned it.

“Busy tonight,” he said, eyes flicking from her cleavage to her mouth.

“Shocker,” she said flatly, flicking a lime wedge across the chopping board.

He held up two fingers — not the peace sign, not rude, just casual. “Whiskey sours. Double if you’re feeling generous.”

“I’m not.”

“Yet,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow but poured. Clean lines, no spill. She shook like she was pissed off — hard, two-handed, biceps flexing.

He watched. Didn’t even hide it.

“You always this violent with your shaking?” he asked.

“Depends what I’m mixing.”

He grinned. His teeth were too straight. Probably bought. “Can I get a name with that hostility?”

“No.”

She poured the sours over fresh ice, garnished one with a cherry because she liked the look of it bleeding into the foam.

He leaned closer, voice dropping. “You gonna keep looking at me like that all night, or just until your shift ends?”

She didn’t flinch. “I look at everyone like this.”

He took the glass, sipped. “Mm. Liar.”

She didn’t deny it.

Instead, she turned to the till, rang in the order, and waited for the printout. When she passed it over, it had a pen clipped to it.

He took the pen.

Wrote something.

Slid it back.

She didn’t read it until he turned his attention to the next bartender.

His number. And underneath:

Bet you’re soaked under that apron.

Let me prove I’m worth the mess.

Jade’s thighs clenched.

She told herself it was the heat.

It wasn’t.

She folded the receipt, stuck it in her apron pocket, and poured the next drink.

But for the rest of the night, she knew where he was. Table 9, against the wall. Near the optics rack. Always watching. Always tipping. Always just barely there at the edge of her periphery, waiting for her to notice that he noticed everything.

By midnight, her panties were damp. Her nipples wouldn’t stay soft. Her voice had gone husky from shouting over the bass, but it sounded like sex in her own ears.

He came up again around 12:40. Just leaned against the edge of the bar like it was his turn.

“Break soon?”

“No breaks on Fridays.”

He tilted his head. “Not even for a regular?”

“Who says you’re regular?”

He held her gaze and said, “Your cunt does.”

Jade froze.

Only for a second.

Then she laughed — not nervously, but with heat. A short, sharp sound that said fuck you and fuck me in the same breath.

She leaned in. Elbow on the bar. Face close enough he could smell the citrus on her neck.

“You’re mouthy.”

“You’re dripping.”

“Want to find out?”

He didn’t move. Just smiled. “Slide open the gate.”

Jade’s pulse knocked.

There were customers waiting. Glasses stacking. The bar was three deep.

And yet—

Her hand was already moving. Already reaching for the gate latch.

The clang it made when she unlocked it felt obscene.

He didn’t need more invitation. He slid in behind the bar like he’d worked there. Moved in close. Smelled expensive.

She didn’t speak.

She just pressed her body to his, felt the outline of his cock against her hip, and thought:

Let them see me.

He smelled like bergamot and ambition.

She felt it first when he brushed past her at the speed rail — that faint heat of someone who’d been waiting to get close, who now knew the rules didn’t apply.

The gate clanged behind them. Still open.

“Stay out of my way,” she muttered, sliding past him to grab a shaker.

He didn’t flinch. “You invited me in.”

“Doesn’t mean I want you breathing down my neck.”

“You sure?” he asked, low. “Because your body says something else.”

She didn’t answer. Just flicked her eyes toward the junior bartender at the far end of the bar — too busy pouring pints to notice anything yet. Liam was in the stockroom. That gave her a window. Not long. But long enough.

She set up another drink — vodka soda, extra lime — and leaned forward on the bar to reach the garnish tray.

She felt him behind her. Closer than necessary. His chest brushed her back. One hand on her waist. Light. Testing.

She let it stay.

“You going to behave?” she asked, eyes still on the lime wedges.

“No,” he said, honest.

She pressed her hips back against him.

His breath hitched. She smiled.

As she plated the garnish, his hand slid lower — barely touching, but enough to make her wet again. Fingers at the edge of her apron, brushing the hem of her skirt.

She handed off the drink to a waiting customer with her usual smirk, and as they took it, she whispered over her shoulder, “Two minutes.”

“To do what?”

“Find out if I’m wet.”

His hand moved with more purpose now — sliding around her hip, then lower. She parted her legs just enough to guide him in.

He found her through the thin fabric. Pressed. Jade exhaled softly.

“You are,” he said.

She wiped the bar with her free hand. “No shit.”

His fingers traced the seam of her panties. She rocked slightly, disguising the motion as a lean to grab another bottle.

A girl shouted for four vodka cranberries. Jade nodded and grabbed the vodka, still with his hand pressing firm against her cunt.

The ice scoop clattered into the shaker. Her movements didn’t falter. But her eyes were dilated now. Her breath shallow.

“Get your hand in,” she murmured, handing him a napkin roll for cover. “Slow.”

He obeyed — slid his hand beneath the waistband of her panties. Two fingers met slick heat.

She moaned — barely audible — and bit the inside of her cheek.

His touch was exploratory at first. Then confident. She was soaking. Ready. Her clit pulsed with each swirl of his fingertips.

She poured cranberry like nothing was wrong. Her hips twitched into his hand with every pour.

“You’re good at this,” he whispered.

“I’m the best,” she hissed. “Keep going.”

He stroked deeper — middle finger sliding between her folds, ring finger joining. Her thighs trembled, but she didn’t stop mixing.

She handed the drinks off. Took another order. Wrote it down with the same hand that had just caught the bar to steady herself.

“Faster,” she muttered. “I’m close.”

He fucked her with his fingers while she filled a G&T.

A customer yelled something about salt rims. She grinned, bit her lip, and said, “Coming right up.”

The regular shifted closer, pressed a kiss to her neck.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured. “You’re going to cum on my hand in front of everyone.”

“I know,” she said.

“Do it.”

She felt it build — hard, hot, unrelenting. Her orgasm punched through her fast. Her hand slammed the shaker down just as it hit, a sharp metallic clang that masked her soft gasp.

She clenched around his fingers, grinding once, twice.

Then she stilled.

She was panting, thighs wet, skirt crooked.

He pulled his hand free, slow.

Her cunt throbbed.

She wiped her forehead with the back of her wrist and turned to face him — cheeks flushed, lipstick smeared, pupils blown wide.

“You want more?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Then follow me,” she said. “To the keg crates.”

The keg crates lived in a corner of the backbar, behind a screen that used to be part of a mobile gin promotion and never got taken down. Now it shielded three battered crates of backup mixers, a box of stale popcorn, and, as of tonight, Jade’s cunt.

She yanked him back there by the wrist like a thief stealing a prize. No hesitation. Just need.

“Sit,” she ordered, pointing to the crate.

He obeyed, trousers half-undone, mouth parted, eyes wide with the shock of someone who’d flirted and gotten everything.

She climbed straight onto his lap.

Not coy. Not slow.

Her panties were already shoved to the side. She rubbed herself against the ridge of his cock like she was prepping a garnish — short, precise, unhurried circles that made both of them hiss.

“Jade—”

“Shut up,” she muttered.

Her hand found him, guided him. He was still slick from her earlier, still flushed, thick, twitching.

She sat down hard and full.

They groaned together.

Her body clenched around him, greedy. Her thighs trembled from standing too long. Her hair stuck to her neck. She smelled like lime juice, cheap perfume, and sex.

He grabbed her hips instinctively, bracing her. She smacked his hands away.

“No,” she said. “Don’t hold me. Just sit there and take it.”

He nodded, lips parted. “Yes. Fuck—yes.”

She started to move.

Short, grinding circles. Not up and down. Just pressure — heavy and wet and deliberate. Her clit brushed his pelvic bone on every pass. It made her dizzy.

In the distance: the muffled thud of bass. Laughter. Ice tumbling in a shaker. Liam shouting an order. The world not noticing her.

Good.

She rocked harder.

His cock hit deeper now, soaked with her. Her cunt fluttered.

She didn’t close her eyes.

She watched.

Not him — the bar.

She could see through the side gap in the screen: customers sipping cocktails, girls leaning across the bar for attention, someone spilling a tray of glasses.

Nobody saw her.

But they could.

A half-step left. A lean too far. One turned head and she’d be visible, riding a cock with her tits bouncing, apron still on.

She moaned. Louder than she meant to.

He twitched inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so—”

She covered his mouth with her hand.

“Don’t ruin it,” she breathed.

He nodded under her palm. She felt the heat of his breath between her fingers.

Her orgasm crept up again — fast, dangerous, brutal.

She rode harder.

The crate creaked.

Her ass slapped his thighs in a steady rhythm.

She bit her lip hard, trying not to scream.

Not yet. Not like this.

She grabbed a bottle opener from the top of the crate — no idea why, maybe to ground herself — and clenched it in her hand like it might keep her tethered.

Then it hit.

Not a polite climax.

A burst.

Like a drink spilling over the rim.

She gasped into her wrist. Ground down hard. Her cunt pulsed around him in fast, sharp waves. Her thighs clenched. Her spine arched.

She came hard, wet, shaking — his cock still buried inside her.

When it passed, she slumped forward, chest to his. Breath ragged.

He was still rock hard.

Still inside.

Still waiting.

She reached down between them, cupped his balls.

“You’re close?”

“Yeah.”

She kissed his neck. Bit down. Then climbed off.

He groaned in protest.

She spun him around, bent him forward over the crate.

She dropped to her knees.

“Hold the edge,” she said. “Don’t look.”

He did.

She wrapped one hand around his cock, the other cupping his balls, and took him into her mouth without warning.

He choked on a moan.

She sucked like she meant it. No teasing. No buildup. Just full suction and a fast, hard rhythm.

She wanted his cum.

Wanted the mess.

Wanted the risk.

The head of his cock hit her throat and she didn’t back off.

He whimpered.

She pulled back, stroked him hard once, twice.

“Cum,” she said. “Now.”

He did.

Fast, broken, sharp.

He pulsed in her hand and shot hot across her apron and the crate. Some hit her chest. She caught a streak on her fingers and licked it slowly.

Then stood.

He turned — dazed, hair mussed, cock softening.

She smacked his cheek gently.

“Fix yourself.”

He blinked. “What—”

“Now.”

He obeyed.

She pulled a bar rag from the supply box and wiped herself quickly. Not thoroughly.

She wanted to feel it later.

“Back to the floor,” she said, tugging her skirt down.

He stepped out from behind the crate and into the light.

She followed. Straightened her apron.

The screen shifted slightly. Nobody looked.

Yet.

“Jade?”

Liam’s voice, sudden and sharp, cut through the noise like the flick of a switchblade.

She froze.

The regular was just stepping away from the keg crates, wiping his mouth, his trousers still unzipped. Jade yanked her skirt down instinctively and turned her back to the room — heart pounding, sweat cooling on her skin.

“Back here,” she called, too loud. Too casual.

Footsteps approached fast — Liam’s heavy trainers pounding across wet tile.

The regular ducked. Fast. Behind the mobile gin screen again, crouching like a schoolboy caught mid-wank.

Liam appeared around the end of the bar, not quite peeking but close. His brow was furrowed, clipboard in one hand.

“Have you got the crate of ginger beer? We’re out up front.”

Jade cleared her throat.

Nodded at the stack beside her. “Tucked under the soda.”

He squinted. “You alright? You look—flushed.”

“Hot back here,” she said, too quickly. “No airflow.”

Liam paused. Looked toward the screen.

She stepped in front of it, body angled wide.

“Want me to grab it?” she asked.

“No, I’ll take it.”

He knelt, reached. Inches from the regular’s shoes. Jade’s hand clenched into a fist.

The man behind the screen didn’t move. Not a breath. Not a sound.

Liam lifted the crate. Grunted. “Christ, it’s wet. Did something leak?”

Jade smiled. “Probably me.”

He gave her a look. Smirked. “Stay hydrated.”

Then he was gone.

Just like that.

Jade stayed still for a moment, heart hammering in her throat. The silence between her thighs louder than the bass outside.

The regular straightened slowly. Eyes wide. Breath held.

“Holy fuck,” he whispered.

She didn’t laugh.

She stepped into his space again. Smiled like a secret.

“Close,” she said.

He nodded.

She leaned up, licked the corner of his mouth, and whispered:

“Next time… don’t hide.”

She didn’t wait.

As soon as Liam disappeared behind the swing door, Jade grabbed the regular by the belt and yanked him back behind the screen.

“No more hiding,” she said.

He nodded, breath shallow. “Where—”

“Keg crate.”

She spun him, shoved him gently down onto it, and climbed up after.

The crate creaked beneath their weight, plastic bending under the heat of two people who should have stopped.

She hiked her skirt again, grabbed his cock — still damp from her mouth — and rubbed it against herself. No teasing this time.

She sank down onto him with a moan.

Slow, deep, no hesitation.

He filled her instantly — hard again already, thick, twitching with urgency. Her cunt welcomed him like he’d never left.

She braced her hands on his shoulders and rode.

Not a grind this time. Not gentle.

Full bounce. Skin to skin. Her thighs slapped his. Her boots scuffed the tiles. Her tits jiggled with every bounce. The air around them grew humid with sweat and sound.

He tried to touch her hips. She slapped his hands away.

“I said—just sit there,” she growled. “Let me serve you.”

He obeyed.

Wide-eyed. Fuck-drunk. Mouth open.

The screen wobbled. The bar hummed.

Jade tilted her head — looked through the crack in the divider — and watched the customers sip cocktails and flirt with bartenders while her cunt sucked cock in full view.

Almost.

All it would take was one person leaning too far, one wrong-angle mirror, one curious glance.

She rode harder.

“Fuck—fuck—you feel—” he gasped.

“Don’t speak.”

She slapped her own ass, loud.

The sound vanished under the crash of glassware.

She started talking — not to him, not really, but to the idea of being caught.

“They’d see my tits bounce, wouldn’t they? See how soaked I am?”

He moaned.

“They’d see you gripping the crate. See my ass smack your thighs. They’d smell it. The sweat. The slick.”

His hands fisted the edge of the crate. His whole body trembled.

“You gonna cum again?” she asked.

He nodded. “Soon.”

“Hold it.”

She slowed — teasing now, dragging her clit along his pubic bone.

He whimpered. “Jade—please—”

She leaned forward, bit his neck, licked the mark.

“I haven’t cum yet,” she hissed. “You don’t get to spill until I do.”

Then she slammed down again.

Hard, fast, dirty.

She bounced on him like a girl who wanted ruin.

Her second orgasm built faster than the first. Her whole body lit up. Her cunt tightened.

And then—

It hit.

Sharp. Soaking. Her body seized around him, nails digging into his shoulders, a gasp punched out of her chest like an apology and a confession in one.

She didn’t stop riding. She kept going through the tremors.

Milking him.

Commanding him.

“Now,” she snapped. “Cum now.”

He groaned like it hurt and came inside her.

Hot. Deep. Pulsing.

She felt every throb.

She kept moving, slower now, drawing it out.

He twitched beneath her. Shuddered. Fell silent.

Then collapsed backward, breath wrecked.

She climbed off.

Sticky. Aching. Full.

She didn’t clean up right away.

She stood beside him, legs wide, skirt hitched, cum leaking from her cunt, watching the bar.

A girl at the far end giggled too loudly. A man waved for a receipt. No one looked her way.

Still hidden.

Still almost.

She smiled.

Then dragged a napkin from the crate, wiped the worst from her thigh, and shoved the rest back inside with two fingers.

“Jesus,” he said. “You’re…”

“Yeah,” she said. “I know.”

He pulled up his trousers.

She smoothed her vest, fixed her apron.

“Go,” she said. “Order another drink. Leave in fifteen.”

He blinked. “That’s it?”

“For tonight.”

He grinned. “You’re fucking incredible.”

“No,” she said, stepping past him toward the bar. “I’m the bartender.”

Jade stepped back behind the bar like she hadn’t just fucked herself raw on a crate of ginger beer.

Liam was wiping down the service end, shouting something about missing straws. The junior was covered in cranberry juice. Customers laughed, yelled, pounded the bar for more shots.

Business as usual.

She smoothed her skirt. It stuck slightly to her thigh — the inside still tacky with sweat and cum. She adjusted her apron. Straightened her vest. Re-applied her lip gloss using the blank side of a speed rail bottle as a mirror.

There. Professional.

Mostly.

“Two tequila sunrises!” someone shouted.

She smiled. Poured. Shook with perfect wrist flick. Garnished with orange and a cherry like she hadn’t just been split open ten feet away.

The regular was back at his table now. Alone. Watching her with the same smirk he’d worn earlier, only now it had depth. She saw him shift in his seat, subtly adjusting his belt. She poured a drink without breaking eye contact, then turned away like he was nothing.

Her cunt pulsed again.

Someone ordered a pint. She pulled the tap. Foam hissed. Her fingers were still damp.

She pressed her thighs together as she worked, feeling everything he’d left behind shift slightly inside her. She didn’t clamp down. She let it move. Let it leak. Let it be real.

“Service tab!” Liam called.

She spun the screen, rang it up, added a 10% gratuity without thinking.

“Busy night,” he said, eyeing her flushed cheeks.

“Always is,” she replied.

He gave her a look. “You good?”

“Better than,” she said.

He raised a brow but didn’t push.

She went back to the bar, picked up a stray napkin, and didn’t wipe her thighs. Just pocketed it. Let it be a keepsake.

The till chirped. The fridge rattled. The lights pulsed in time with the music. Everything continued like it hadn’t happened.

And that was the hottest part.

She’d been used, filled, tasted, and seen — and now she was just back to work. Her cunt under her apron. Her cum-smeared thighs behind the bar.

Invisible filth.

Someone asked for the Wi-Fi code.

She leaned in and whispered it like a secret, watching the girl flush.

Then, under her breath, she muttered:

“What the fuck am I becoming?”

She didn’t know the answer.

But she liked the question.
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“Staff Chat – 2:36 a.m.”

Jade

02:36

u alive

Ella 🍒

02:38

barely

you?

Jade

02:38

dripping

/ unbothered

classic combo

Ella 🍒

02:39

you fuck another customer

Jade

02:39

define “another”

Ella 🍒

02:39

jesus christ

do you even remember what flirting is or do we just skip to kneeling now

Jade

02:40

kinda hot idea ngl

Ella 🍒

02:41

bitch

you’re gonna get fired

or railed so hard you melt through the bar

Jade

02:41

again: define “another”

Ella 🍒

02:42

🤢🤢🤢

was it the suit guy???

Jade

02:42

suit guy

mouthy

cocky

massive tip

smelled like fuckboy with a driver

Ella 🍒

02:43

you’ve got a type and it’s: audacity

Jade

02:43

you know what the worst part is

it wasn’t even the sex

Ella 🍒

02:44

go on

therapise yourself

Jade

02:44

i came harder knowing the hen party could have seen me

like… one lean and they’d have clocked my tits bouncing while i rode him on a crate

and that did it for me

not him

not his dick

just

being watched

Ella 🍒

02:45

you’re a performance slut

Jade

02:45

i want the mirror

the camera

the full fucking audience

Ella 🍒

02:46

you ever think maybe this is less about being horny and more about wanting control over when you’re seen?

Jade

02:46

…yeah

and i want to lose it

Ella 🍒

02:47

fuck

Jade

02:47

yup

Ella 🍒

02:48

you coming to the lock-in next week?

Jade

02:48

only if i can leave walking funny

Ella 🍒

02:49

deal

bring the ice scoop

Jade

02:49

already packed
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3 — The Lock-In

The front door locked with a dull metallic click. Jade watched Liam flip the sign — CLOSED — and draw the blackout blind across the window. Outside, the street was quiet. Inside, the bar glowed with the soft, hazy warmth of leftover heat and spilled booze.

“Alright, sluts,” Ella called, slamming down three shot glasses. “Shift’s over. Sin starts now.”

Laughter rippled through the room.

It wasn’t a full staff party — just her, Liam, Ella, and three regulars who everyone pretended not to notice were there after hours. Jade knew them all: Suit Guy, who’d fingered her behind the till last week. Marcus, all dimples and nervous eyes. And Theo, the oldest, the only one who never hit on anyone but always tipped like a man trying to buy penance.

She liked that mix.

The bar smelled like lime and rum and sweat. The music changed — off the service playlist, onto Ella’s phone: grimy beats and filthy lyrics that no customer ever heard. Bottles came down from the top shelf, no measures, no judgment.

Jade stripped off her vest without a word. Underneath, no bra — just her bare tits, flushed from the long shift, nipples already stiff from the air.

She tied her apron back on. That was it.

No trousers. No underwear. Just the thin black cotton slung low around her hips and nothing underneath.

Marcus looked like he might die. Suit Guy raised his glass.

Liam smirked. “Starting strong tonight, huh?”

Jade poured herself a double gin and didn’t answer. She wasn’t here to flirt.

She was here to be seen.

The regulars had gathered near the long end of the bar. Ella sat cross-legged on the counter, sipping mezcal straight. Jade leaned beside her, hip cocked, drink in hand.

“So,” Ella said, turning toward the room. “We all saw what Jade did last week.”

Jade didn’t flinch.

Neither did the regulars.

Marcus coughed. Theo sipped quietly. Suit Guy grinned.

“She thinks we don’t know,” Ella added.

“I didn’t hide,” Jade said calmly.

“Oh, we know,” Suit Guy said, voice low. “I’ve been jerking off to the memory every night since.”

Liam gave a mock-shocked gasp. “Pervert.”

“Correct.”

The mood was light, teasing, but charged. Jade felt it in her thighs. Her cunt was already warming — not wet yet, but expectant.

She drained her glass. Set it down. Didn’t break eye contact.

“Do you want to see more?” she asked.

It wasn’t addressed to anyone in particular.

But every eye in the room turned to her.

She stood up straight. Untied the apron.

Let it slide down her body until it pooled at her feet.

Naked.

No music, now. No talking.

Just the hum of the fridge and the sound of four people trying not to breathe too loud.

Jade stepped onto the bar in one smooth motion.

Stood there — feet apart, nipples stiff, cunt bare and exposed to the warm glow of the backlights.

No smile. No shyness.

Just offering.

She bent forward, slow, and picked the apron back up. Tied it around her neck like a halter. It hung just low enough to cover her navel. Everything else was still visible.

Then she raised her arms and turned slowly — letting everyone see her from every angle.

“What do you want to drink?” she asked.

No one answered.

She smiled, slow and dangerous.

“I’ll take that as a double.”

“You’re not shy, are you?”

Suit Guy again. Of course. Leaning one elbow on the bar, his drink untouched. That same crooked smirk he’d worn the night she let him finger her during service.

Jade didn’t answer.

She stepped to the edge of the bar — still barefoot, still in nothing but the haltered apron — and crouched, eye-level with him.

“You want shy,” she said, “you picked the wrong fucking bar.”

Liam laughed. Marcus choked on his beer.

“She’s a cocktail menu now,” Ella said, raising her glass. “Pick a flavour.”

“I’ll take whatever lets her keep the apron on,” Marcus blurted.

“Why?” Jade asked, standing tall again. “Afraid I’ll ruin you without it?”

He flushed.

Jade didn’t wait.

She untied the neck and let the apron fall again. Bare. Fully. Her tits bounced as it slid off. Her cunt glistened already — soft sheen catching the lights.

A collective exhale moved through the room.

No one reached for her.

Not yet.

But the shift had happened.

She could feel it in her skin.

Jade turned and leaned forward — hands braced on her knees, ass high, legs parted just enough to tease.

“Still thirsty?” she asked.

Theo — silent, quiet Theo — was the one who spoke.

“I want to see what your thighs look like when someone’s between them.”

The silence thickened.

Then Ella set down her drink. Swung her legs off the bar. Walked behind Jade, slow and deliberate.

She ran a hand up the back of Jade’s thigh.

“Like this?” she asked.

Jade nodded.

“Fuck,” Marcus breathed.

Ella knelt.

No fanfare. No permission needed.

Just pressed her face between Jade’s legs and licked her — slow, once, deep.

Jade moaned. Loud.

The room didn’t move.

Ella did it again.

Jade’s knees buckled slightly, but she didn’t fall. Just gripped the bar tighter and let the sound leave her throat like it belonged here.

“Jesus,” Suit Guy whispered.

“Shut up,” Liam said, eyes glued.

Ella stood.

“Now,” she said, licking her bottom lip, “she’s ready to be poured.”

Jade stayed where she was — bent, thighs wet, lips parted — and smiled into the silence.

“I’m on tap,” she said.

“Who’s ordering?”

Jade didn’t climb down.

She stayed on the bar — knees spread slightly, thighs wet with Ella’s spit and her own want, tits high and bare. The apron sat discarded near her ankle. The wood under her knees was warm and a little sticky. She liked that.

It felt honest.

Ella held out a shot glass. “Drink?”

Jade nodded.

Ella poured tequila into the glass — then tipped it against Jade’s lips.

Some of it made it in. Some slid down her chin and onto her tits.

She didn’t wipe it away.

Behind her, Suit Guy whistled.

“She’s spilling already,” he said. “We’ll need napkins.”

“No,” Jade said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand and licking it. “You’ll need tongues.”

Marcus groaned under his breath.

Ella stepped aside.

Liam came forward next — slow, cautious, the first time he’d touched her outside work. He offered no words, just a half-full glass of whisky and a steady hand.

He poured it slowly — right over her collarbone.

The liquid hit cold. Jade gasped.

It trailed between her breasts, over her ribs, down to her stomach.

He didn’t drink it.

Theo did.

Kneeled between her thighs without ceremony and licked her clean — slow, reverent, tongue dragging up the groove between her ribs like he was tasting something sacred.

Her stomach trembled under the heat.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

They passed the bottle now — mezcal this time. Smoke and fire. Someone poured it over her inner thigh.

She shivered.

Marcus leaned in, lips tentative, and kissed the trail, sucking gently near her knee before following it higher.

Her cunt was soaked now.

Open. Pulsing.

Still untouched by cock. Still waiting.

She stayed on her knees, arms behind her, back arched, offering all of it. Her skin flushed, marked by wet streaks and spit. Her thighs were sticky. Her nipples were hard enough to ache.

“Take the garnish tray,” Jade said, breath hitching. “Use whatever you want.”

They obeyed.

Someone grabbed a lime wedge and ran it over her nipple.

She gasped, high and soft.

Salt was sprinkled along the inside of her thigh.

Then a shot — licked, sucked, and swallowed, one after the other. Hands on her hips. Mouths at her chest. A tongue teasing her navel.

She moaned.

Liam kissed her ankle.

Theo sucked a cherry from between her tits.

Ella poured water down her back and licked it off.

Jade felt high.

Not drunk — high. On the eyes, the hands, the mouthfuls of her.

She arched. Opened her legs wider. Offered more.

“Touch me,” she said. “One of you. Now.”

Suit Guy didn’t wait.

His fingers found her soaked slit, parted her slowly. Slid inside without resistance.

She gasped.

“Shit,” he muttered. “You’re a fucking cocktail down here.”

“Keep going,” she said. “I want to spill.”

His fingers moved faster.

Someone fed her another drink. She didn’t know who.

All she knew was her thighs were shaking, her hips moving, her cunt clenching. The hand inside her was relentless — steady, deep, curling at just the right spot.

She felt a mouth on her nipple, hands on her thighs, someone licking salt from her knee.

She looked down.

All of them were there.

Crowded around her like she was the drink they’d waited all night for.

Her orgasm came like a snapped wire.

She screamed — not from pain, but pressure.

Her back arched. Her hips jerked. Her cunt gushed around his fingers.

Spilled.

Dripped onto the bar.

Someone cheered.

Someone else moaned.

And Jade — wet, shaking, utterly open — just laughed.

“I’m the bar now,” she panted.

“Fucking serve me.”

Jade didn’t wait for permission.

She slid forward on the bar until her knees touched the edge, then turned — slow, deliberate — and bent over.

Hands braced on the wood. Ass up. Legs apart.

Behind her, the room went still.

She looked back once over her shoulder, eyes dark and glassy. Her voice was a whisper, but it carried.

“Someone better fuck me before I start begging.”

Suit Guy was the first to move.

His trousers were already half undone from earlier. He stepped forward, cock out, hard and glistening from her slick left on his fingers.

He gripped her hips.

Liam passed him a condom without a word.

“Fuck that,” Jade said, glancing back. “I want it raw.”

The room pulsed with tension — shock, thrill, agreement.

He didn’t hesitate.

Just lined up and slid inside.

Her moan echoed off the spirit bottles.

He bottomed out in one thrust. She took it all — cunt already stretched and soaked from the earlier fingering. He filled her like he’d been aching for it since his first sip of whisky.

Hands gripped her hips.

The bar creaked.

Then he started to move.

Fast. Hard. Unforgiving.

Jade moaned for it — loud, broken, no restraint. She slapped one hand flat on the bar, the other gripping a bar rag like she might unravel if she didn’t hold something.

“Fuck—fuck, yes—fuck me like I’m on tap,” she cried.

He did.

Behind him, Ella stepped up beside Jade and reached for her hair.

“Open your mouth,” she whispered.

Jade obeyed.

Ella guided her cock — small, strapped tight to her hips — to Jade’s lips. “Say ‘ah.’”

Jade licked it first.

Then sucked.

Hard.

Her mouth full, her cunt filled, her body trembling with every slam.

The bar shook. Bottles clinked. Ice rattled in a forgotten shaker.

Behind the counter, Marcus and Theo watched — eyes wide, fists clenched around glasses they weren’t drinking from.

Liam poured another shot and handed it to Marcus.

“Drink her in,” he said.

Jade gagged slightly on Ella’s strap — then moaned around it, hips pushing back harder, ass bouncing with each stroke.

Suit Guy grunted. He was close. She knew it.

“Don’t pull out,” she gasped, releasing the toy just long enough to speak. “Fill me.”

He twitched. Shuddered.

“Fuck—fuck, I’m—”

“Do it.”

He came deep — hips jerking, cock pulsing, heat spilling into her cunt.

She felt everything.

He pulled out slow, dripping.

She didn’t close her legs.

Just lay there on the bar, open, wet, full.

Ella stroked her hair. “You’re a mess.”

“I’m a drink,” Jade corrected. “Someone better lick the rim.”

Jade didn’t move.

She lay draped across the bar like she belonged there — cunt still dripping, tits slick with sweat, legs parted shamelessly as the air cooled around her.

Someone had come inside her.

She didn’t know who anymore.

It didn’t matter.

Her thighs were sticky. Her lip was bitten. Her skin hummed with the heat of being used. And she hadn’t even come this round.

She wanted that.

She wanted the second wave to wreck her.

Liam stepped in first.

He didn’t fuck her. He didn’t even grope.

He just took a bar rag — one of the scratchy white ones they always used for counters — and wiped between her thighs.

Gentle.

Almost reverent.

Jade gasped at the touch — not from pain, but from how tender it was.

Like she wasn’t being cleaned. Like she was being prepared.

Ella passed her a glass of water.

Jade drank it lying on her side, cold beads running down her cheek. Some spilled onto her chest. She didn’t care. Her skin was already stained with salt, spit, and tequila.

“Do you want to stop?” Ella asked quietly.

Jade looked up. Smiled, soft.

“No.”

“Good,” Ella said. “Because I think they’re ready for more.”

Suit Guy sat on a stool now, trousers open, cock still wet. Marcus looked like he might explode from watching. Theo’s hands were on the bar, knuckles white.

She pushed herself upright, slowly. Rolled her neck.

“Someone get the bar spoon,” she said, grinning. “I want to be stirred before I’m shaken.”

Laughter.

Tension.

Desire, high and climbing.

She was still leaking. Still spread. Still grinning like she hadn’t even begun to break.

And every man in the room looked like he might kneel.

That ends Beat 5.

Up next is Beat 6: Act 2 – Bar Slut on Display, where Jade is restrained to the bar — arms, legs, cunt fully offered — and passed around, poured over, used like the cocktail she is.

Shall I continue?

They didn’t ask.

Jade climbed back onto the bar by instinct now — her movements slow but unashamed, like her body already knew what was coming.

The countertop was still warm from her last fuck. A faint stick under her bare feet. She stepped over the edge, onto the service side, and turned to face them all — still nude, still gleaming, still flushed with the high of being used.

Ella met her at the bar taps.

“Arms up.”

Jade obeyed.

Ella tied her wrists to the tall chrome column of the beer pumps — one towel for each wrist, knotted fast and tight just above the taps. The cold metal made her shiver.

Then came the crates.

Marcus pulled out two upturned soda crates and set them beneath Jade’s feet, spacing them apart. She stepped onto them without hesitation.

Now her stance was wider — too wide for modesty, just wide enough to show everything. Her cunt was already puffy, still dripping. She could feel it — slickness smeared on her thighs, the stick of dried spit and tequila on her skin.

Ella dropped to her knees again and tied each ankle to the crossbar under the foot rail — snug knots, not painful, just final.

When she stood, Jade’s legs were fully spread, arms bound above her, torso exposed, cunt open and glistening in the light.

And the room stared.

No shame.

No teasing.

Just quiet, reverent hunger.

Marcus whispered, “You’re fucking beautiful like this.”

She smiled. “I’m ready.”

She was.

Not for attention — for possession.

She was ready to be used again. More. Harder. In front of them all.

Liam moved first.

He approached with a glass in one hand and a single square of ice in the other.

Jade shivered before he even touched her.

He pressed the cube to the base of her neck.

She gasped — a high, tight sound — and pulled instinctively against the bindings. Cold, sudden, too much. Then he dragged it lower, slow as syrup — down between her breasts, across her ribs, pausing just above her bellybutton.

She was panting already.

He circled her navel with the melting cube. Then moved lower.

Down to her mound. Held it right against her clit.

She screamed.

Not from pain — from shock. The contrast was brutal. Her cunt was so hot, so raw, so open, and the ice pressed into her with surgical intensity.

Her legs trembled. The crates creaked.

Liam didn’t let up.

He held the cube there until it melted fully — until her lips were slick with meltwater and her thighs were twitching with tension.

Then he licked his fingers clean and stepped back.

Theo came next.

He said nothing. Just poured a slow stream of spiced rum down her shoulder.

It rolled over her collarbone, across the top of her breast, and down the side of her torso.

Jade arched into it — the warmth of it, the sweetness. Her nipples tightened.

Theo followed the line with his tongue.

One long, slow lick — starting at her collarbone and trailing downward, licking her clean like she was a glass he intended to finish.

He kissed the side of her breast. Sucked the rum from her skin. Left no drop behind.

Then Marcus knelt between her legs.

“Permission?” he asked.

Jade laughed. “What the fuck do you think this is?”

He leaned in and licked.

Her gasp was immediate.

His tongue was hot and slow — running from her inner thigh to the top of her mound, careful to avoid her clit, teasing like he knew she couldn’t move. She strained against the bindings, body shaking.

He pressed a kiss to her pussy.

Then licked up the seam of her — long, slow, deliberate — and settled on her clit like a man who’d been dreaming of it.

She moaned.

Hard.

He sucked. Licked. Drew circles with just the tip of his tongue.

Jade’s head fell back, mouth open, eyes fluttering.

The bindings held.

Her knees trembled again, and this time the whole bar creaked.

“Please,” she panted. “Please.”

Ella stepped forward, sliding her hand up Jade’s stomach.

“You want cock again?”

“Yes.”

“You want them to watch you cum with your cunt full?”

“Yes.”

Suit Guy didn’t need more of an invitation.

He was already hard again — thick, flushed, already slick at the tip.

He stepped into position between her legs and lined himself up.

No teasing this time.

He pushed in with a single deep thrust.

Jade screamed.

Her whole body arched against the restraints. Her arms strained above her. Her legs jerked — but the crates held her, and the bindings kept her wide open.

He filled her slowly. Completely.

Then he started to move.

Steady. Deep. Heavy rhythm.

Her body rocked with every thrust. Her tits bounced. Her throat made sounds — raw, helpless, honest.

Someone poured another drink. Someone else moaned.

Marcus kept licking her clit while Suit Guy fucked her — double sensation, overwhelming.

Jade was shaking now. Moaning nonstop.

Every thrust was a hammer. Every lick was lightning.

She was being used — perfectly, completely.

Tied down. Open. Claimed.

“I’m gonna—fuck—I’m—oh my god—”

Her orgasm hit like fire.

Her body convulsed. Her cunt clenched so tight around him he cursed aloud.

She shook.

Moaned.

Collapsed forward — the bindings keeping her upright.

Suit Guy held her hips and kept thrusting.

She didn’t stop him.

She didn’t stop anything.

Just let the whole room watch her break.

And she came again — fast, desperate, messier.

Cum spilled down her thighs.

Her pussy spasmed around him.

He pulled out at the last second, groaning, and came across her lower stomach — thick streaks landing just beneath her navel.

He didn’t wipe it away.

Neither did she.

She just hung there.

Tied. Used. Slick. Smiling.

And whispered, “Who’s next?”

Jade could still feel his cum cooling on her stomach.

Her wrists were raw from the tug of the towels, her thighs tacky with slick and spit, but her body still ached to be filled again. Not by one. Not just one more time.

By all of them.

She looked at Marcus. At Theo. At Liam.

And then she smiled — slow, dirty, possessed.

“Get the crates out of the way,” she said hoarsely. “Let me down.”

There was a pause — a flicker of hesitation — and then they moved.

The bar towels were untied with fumbling hands. The crates kicked aside. Jade stumbled as her legs found the ground again. Her knees buckled slightly. Liam caught her with one hand under her arm, steadying her like a dance partner.

“Where do you want to be?” he asked.

She looked at the countertop — still wet with sweat and slick and stains.

And then at the floor behind the bar, near the soda guns and fridge compressor, where the tile was cool and the lighting low.

“On my knees,” she said.

“Of course.”

They helped her down gently, carefully. She folded onto her knees, spread wide, hands resting palm-up on her thighs. Her body was flushed and bruised and glowing. Her lips — both sets — were swollen and wet. Her hair clung to her face in damp strands. She looked wrecked.

She looked perfect.

“Open your mouth,” Ella said.

Jade obeyed.

Marcus stepped forward first, cock already in hand. She took him eagerly — no warm-up needed. She sucked him deep, steady, fast. No teasing now. Just need.

Theo moved behind her.

Slid two fingers into her from behind. She moaned around Marcus’s cock, cunt clenching.

The rhythm built.

Marcus groaned. “Fuck, her throat’s so good.”

Theo added a third finger. Jade pushed her hips back against his hand, desperate for more.

“Please,” she gasped as Marcus slipped from her mouth. “Someone—fuck me again—please.”

Liam answered.

His cock was hard, flushed dark, veins raised. He knelt behind her and pushed in all at once — her cunt so wet, so loose, so ready it took him without resistance.

She screamed.

Not from pain.

From relief.

He fucked her hard — thighs slapping her ass, his hands gripping her hips tight enough to bruise.

Jade gagged as Marcus filled her mouth again. Her body jerked between them — used from both ends, no pause.

Ella stood in front of her now, watching.

Not touching. Just watching.

“You were always this filthy,” she said. “You just needed a crowd.”

Jade tried to reply — but Marcus hit the back of her throat and she moaned instead.

She could feel Liam’s cock driving deep inside her, his thrusts growing ragged.

“Gonna cum,” he gasped.

She nodded — barely.

And he did.

With a growl, he spilled inside her — deep, hot, raw — and didn’t stop moving until she was leaking again.

He pulled out slowly, dripping. Cum streamed down her thighs in thick rivulets.

Marcus was close too.

She sucked harder. Swallowed around him. Her tongue flicked, her throat swallowed, her eyes rolled back.

He groaned — loud, helpless — and came down her throat.

She swallowed every drop.

Didn’t spill a thing.

Theo stepped in immediately.

His cock wasn’t the biggest, but it was eager — already twitching as he gripped her face, rubbed the head against her cheek, her lips, her tongue.

He didn’t last long.

He stroked himself once, twice — then came across her chest, streaking her tits, her collarbone, her throat.

Jade just laughed.

She was soaked.

Marked.

Ruined.

And still smiling.

Someone offered her a bar rag. She batted it away.

“No,” she whispered. “I want to dry like this.”

Ella crouched down beside her. Ran a hand over her soaked thigh. Smiled.

“You’re not even close to sorry, are you?”

Jade turned to her, lips swollen, throat sore, cunt gaping.

“Why the fuck would I be sorry?”

Ella kissed her.

Soft. Slow. Sweet.

The whole room exhaled.

Jade collapsed backwards onto the floor — arms spread, legs open, skin slick with cum and drink and spit.

“Fuck,” Liam whispered. “She’s… ours now.”

“No,” Jade said quietly.

“I’m theirs.”

She didn’t know who she meant.

The bar.

The room.

The want itself.

She just knew she’d never pour a clean drink again without feeling this in her bones.

And she didn’t want to.

The compressor buzzed beneath the fridge. Ice melted into forgotten wells. The music had long since stopped.

Jade lay flat on the cold bar floor, skin sticky with cum, salt, sweat, and spit. Her hair stuck to her neck. Her legs lay open, one knee drawn slightly in. Her lips were parted, but she wasn’t breathing heavy anymore.

She was floating.

Someone had draped a bar towel over her stomach. It didn’t cover much.

Ella was the first to crouch beside her.

She didn’t speak — just knelt, brushing stray strands of hair away from Jade’s damp forehead, her fingers slow and careful.

“Drink?” Ella finally asked, voice low.

Jade nodded.

Someone passed a glass of water — it clinked with a single cube of ice. Jade sipped from it in small, shallow pulls, her throat sore, her lips swollen.

Liam returned with a cloth warmed under the tap.

He cleaned between her thighs.

Not rushed. Not rough.

Just gentle — like the service after the final course.

She hissed softly at the touch, but didn’t stop him. She let herself be wiped down. Let the cum and sweat be toweled away. Let herself be cared for.

“Okay?” he asked.

She blinked up at him.

Smiled.

“Perfect.”

Marcus offered her his hoodie. She didn’t move to put it on. Just let him drape it across her hips and curl up beside her, head resting on her shoulder like they were back at a house party, drunk and spun-out on cheap vodka.

Theo handed her a cherry — from the garnish tray, glossy and dark.

She sucked it into her mouth and moaned, quietly, around the stem.

It tasted like everything she’d become.

“You’re incredible,” someone whispered.

“Fucking divine.”

“Bar slut,” Ella said. Not unkind. Almost reverent.

Jade laughed — soft and hoarse.

“I’ve never felt so fucking seen.”

The bar was wrecked. Bottles open. Ice bins melting. Glasses everywhere.

And yet none of them moved to fix it.

They just stayed close — orbiting her like planets around a pulsing, throbbing sun.

The heat from her body warmed the floor.

She could still feel the echo of everything: fingers, tongues, cock, mouth, praise.

She could feel it in her thighs, her belly, her mouth.

She didn’t want it to end.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

“You’re not gonna be the same after this,” Ella said.

Jade smiled.

“Good.”

The city was still asleep when Jade stepped out.

The sky was bruised with the first hints of morning — not sunrise yet, just that soft, metallic glow that made everything feel half-dreamed.

She carried her heels in one hand. Each step barefoot on the pavement felt earned — cool, rough, grounding.

Her thighs stuck slightly with each movement. There was dried cum between them, and she didn’t care. She’d tried to clean up, but there was only so much you could do with a bar rag and a laugh. Her mouth still tasted like liquor and dick. Her nipples still tingled. Her cunt still ached.

She walked like a woman freshly fucked, freshly known.

Every step sent another reminder through her hips, her legs, her lungs:

You were used. And you wanted it.

A car passed.

She smiled at the windshield. Daring them to look closer.

She passed a closed café. A street cleaner. A kebab wrapper flattened by rain. Her reflection flashed briefly in a window — hair wild, makeup ruined, collarbone marked by teeth.

She looked like the night she’d had.

And she loved it.

She stopped to stretch her arms over her head — stiff, sore, raw from being bound. The sky blinked slowly above her, a low hum of electricity in the streetlamps.

Ahead, a hotel.

Not fancy. Not grimy. Mid-range. Anonymous.

Jade slowed as she reached the front entrance — floor-to-ceiling windows, lobby still empty.

Or so she thought.

A woman was mopping.

Mid-thirties maybe. In uniform. Quiet and careful.

A maid.

She glanced up.

They locked eyes through the glass.

The woman didn’t look away.

Didn’t flinch.

Her eyes moved over Jade — the ruined lipstick, the bare legs, the bar rag still tied at her wrist like a souvenir — and then back to her face.

And she knew.

She saw.

Not judgment. Not pity.

Recognition.

Jade paused.

Held the gaze.

Then smiled.

Not coy. Not sheepish.

A slut’s smile. Full and open and proud.

The maid’s mouth twitched — the ghost of a grin. She gave the smallest nod.

Jade turned and walked on.

The street swallowed her steps. The wind cooled the last drops on her skin.

And the bar’s filth, the night’s mess, the performance she’d given — it was still all there.

Inside her.

Exactly where it belonged.


7

“Bar Open, Lights Low”

Her phone buzzed just as she was pouring soda water into a dirty highball glass.

Jade didn’t check it right away. She liked letting messages sit — made people wonder. And anyway, the fizz felt good on her hands, the cold spray catching her knuckles, reminding her of the ice someone had dragged down her chest not even a week ago.

The same spot still bruised. Faint. Like a fingertip pressed too hard against memory.

She wiped the rim, stacked the glass, then picked up her phone.

Ella 🍒

17:44

Thought you might want this.

XO

Attached: a photo.

Jade opened it.

And stopped breathing for a moment.

She remembered the angle instantly — the low snap from across the bar, between the drink station and the back wall. A moment she’d forgotten being seen.

She was on her knees.

Arms bound behind her with a twisted bar towel. Apron askew. Mouth open, tongue out, her chin shining with spit and cum.

But it wasn’t the filth that caught her breath.

It was her smile.

The picture had caught it — that smile. The exact moment her face broke wide open, drunk on cock and chaos, beaming like she’d found religion in the taste of her own ruin.

No filter. No flash. Just truth.

The bar around her blurred. Her body the centre.

Her body the offering.

She stared for a long time.

Didn’t scroll. Didn’t reply.

Didn’t need to.

Her thighs clenched softly. Not from arousal — not just that.

From certainty.

This wasn’t a wild night.

This was hers now.

Her hands traced the edge of the metal rail beside the soda gun. She remembered bracing there while Liam wiped her thighs with that same bar rag. She remembered Marcus calling her divine. Theo’s tongue. Suit Guy’s cum leaking down her belly.

And now?

Now it was just another Tuesday shift.

And she still felt like she belonged to the bar.

She locked her phone. Set it down.

Smiled into the glass.

She didn’t need to say a word.

She just mouthed it to herself in the mirror behind the rail:

“I’m not pretending anymore.”

The shift was slow.

Early evening. Midweek. The kind of half-dead hours where the bar lights still flickered automatically at dusk, and no one really expected to drink until ten.

Jade liked it.

She moved in silence — rinsing glasses, setting up the garnish tray, slicing limes with the kind of easy rhythm that came from muscle memory, not thought.

Her heels were low tonight. Her vest was loose. Her bra was… somewhere. She couldn’t remember wearing it lately. Didn’t miss it.

She caught her reflection in the back-bar mirror and paused.

There was a cut on her collarbone — faint, healed. She traced it.

Not shame.

Memory.

She’d lost count of how many people had touched her skin in that bar.

That made her smile.

At 6:45, the first solo drinker came in.

Young. Late twenties, maybe. Shirt sleeves rolled. Tie half-loosened. The kind of man who looked like he’d flirt if it wouldn’t kill him.

Jade took his order without offering more than a glance.

Gin and soda.

No garnish.

She served it, collected the note, and watched him pause.

He lingered.

Looked like he wanted to say something clever. Compliment her, maybe. Ask if she worked weekends. Ask her name, like it wasn’t printed right there on her badge.

She didn’t fill the silence.

She just tilted her head and let him try.

“Slow night?” he offered.

Jade wiped a faint smear of water off the bar.

“Not really.”

“Oh,” he said, then nodded. “Cool.”

He didn’t push.

Smart.

She watched him retreat to a corner table, nursing the drink like he was hoping it would turn into something.

Jade almost felt sorry for him.

But not really.

She wasn’t his game anymore.

She didn’t play for tips.

She played for herself.

And the next round she wanted? It wasn’t with a stuttering junior executive.

It was something darker.

Hotter.

Messier.

Twenty minutes later, she was refilling the lemon wedges when the door opened again — not with the usual rattle and gust of wind, but with a quiet nudge.

A man stepped inside.

Older. Confident. Holding a hotel card wallet.

He walked right to the bar.

“Checking in for the night,” he said. “Think your colleague left something in our laundry chute.”

Jade blinked.

He placed the card on the counter, then pointed behind him — across the street.

Her eyes followed.

Out the window. Past the old neon. To the glass lobby of the boutique hotel opposite.

A woman stood behind the front desk.

Tidy bun. Tan dress. Low heels. A maid’s uniform, but crisp and modern. Understated. Efficient.

She turned.

And Jade’s stomach dropped.

It was her.

The same woman who had watched her walk home barefoot, bruised and beaming, three mornings ago.

They locked eyes again.

This time… the maid smiled first.

It wasn’t coy.

It wasn’t flirty.

It was a look of knowing.

A look that said:

I saw you.

I understood.

I want that too.

Jade felt her breath catch. Her thighs shift. Her hand curl tighter around the bar edge.

The man sipped the drink she’d poured him.

“Nice bar you’ve got here,” he said.

She barely heard him.

She was still watching the woman.

Still smiling back.

Already wondering what it might feel like to be tied up in clean white sheets. To be made to beg with a maid’s hand over her mouth. To be seen through a turn-down service.

To be hers.

Soon.

Very soon.
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🪞 The Glass Room
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🔗 Tied to Myself

They bind themselves in secret—but not all secrets stay hidden.
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