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Preface




This story isn’t here to be polite. It’s pure smut—raw, intimate, and told in first person for your immersive pleasure. Every touch, every whisper, every wicked fantasy is crafted to make you feel as if they were your own. 




Dim the lights and lose yourself in me. 




Content information:  Voyeurism, BDSM, and plenty of dirty talk.




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



Chapter One: Tempting Words




Friday.

Finally, the week was finally over.

It felt like it dragged on forever, leaving me craving a little indulgence.

As I stepped into the library, book in hand, I inhaled the comforting scent of old pages mixed with a hint of citrus from the cleaning supplies. A smile crept onto my face as I adjusted my grip on the novel, its cover barely hiding the kind of story that made my heart race.

A dark, depraved mafia romance. It had a male lead who didn’t ask permission so much as demand surrender. A man who played with consent the way a composer toyed with notes—artfully, deliberately, with the kind of confidence that made my skin prickle and my thighs press together. One that was over too soon. The kind of book I devoured in a fever and now I was in need of another.

Most folks wouldn’t think of the local library as a treasure trove of scandalous reads, but I knew better. The librarians were in on the secret, intentionally filling the shelves with books that were far too explicit—because they understood it drew people in. They turned a blind eye to the pearl-clutchers, the ones who might complain but never actually did. Ironically, those were the very people I often spotted lingering in the romance section, flipping through the very books they pretended to disdain.

But for me, it wasn’t just the steamy stories that lured me here. No, my real obsession was the man behind the front desk, enigmatic and unreadable, the living embodiment of every naughty fantasy that kept me awake at night.

Julian.

Tall, broad-shouldered, always composed.

A man who lived in quiet authority, who handled books with the same reverence I always imagined he’d handle a woman. Deliberate, precise, and in complete controlled. His dark hair was always perfectly styled, thick-rimmed glasses perched on the sharp bridge of his nose. And that voice...God help me. It was the kind of voice that didn’t just speak.

It commanded. Smooth, rich, like dark chocolate melting over a sin.

I want to ruin him.

Or did I want him to ruin me?

The thought curled something hot and wicked between my legs. I knew the answer, really. Knew it in the way my stomach tightened every time he so much as looked my way. Knew it in the way my body ached to see what lay beneath all that crisp, buttoned-up shirt.

Julian made my little heart race with the dirtiest kinds of thoughts. And I was shamelessly obsessed.

I was a sucker for big, strong daddies who knew how to fuck a woman right—the kind of men I read about in books. And Julian fit the bill perfectly. Stern and unreadable, but with that smoldering intensity that made me wonder just how much filth he was hiding behind those glasses.

But the worst part? He was completely indifferent to me. Every half-hearted attempt at flirting, every lingering touch when I handed him a book, every sultry smile I flashed his way—he dodged them all with maddening ease.

Maybe if I had the nerve to actually ask him out, I’d at least get a yes or a no. But I never did. So here I was, stuck inserting his face into every fantasy man I devoured between the pages, touching myself to the memory of his voice sending shivers down my spine.

Pathetic? Probably.

Did that stop me? Not a damn bit.

Today was no different.

A woman ahead of me asked him something about finding a reference book, and my stomach tightened as I watched him answer. Calm, patient, so professional. I wanted to reach out, to step closer, force him to look at me with something other than polite indifference.

When she walked away, it was my turn. Finally.

I slid the book across the counter, fingers brushing against the edge of the cover. Julian’s fingers barely grazed mine as he pulled it toward him, gaze flicking to mine.  A small line was already forming behind me, which meant I wouldn’t get to linger as long as I wanted.

“You finished this one quickly,” he observed, his voice smooth like dark chocolate.

A warm, smoldering heat spread through me at the sound. I longed for more time, just to let that voice wash over me. “Couldn’t put it down.”

His eyes dropped to the title, scanning the words as if he could somehow soak in the dirty story. Bound by Sin.

His fingers tapped once, deliberate. “You do have a preference, don’t you?”

My heart jumped. You have no idea.

“You know,” he continued, eyes lifting to meet mine, “you can check out more than one book at a time. That way, you wouldn’t have to come back so often.”

I swallowed, hard. But then I wouldn’t see you.

Tilting my head, I let a smile play on my lips. “And miss my weekly excuse to hang out at your desk? No way.”

This time, I caught it—a flicker of a smile, just barely hidden. But before I could bask in that moment, it vanished, replaced by his usual calm professionalism.

“Of course.” He waved toward the shelves behind me. “Go ahead, then. I’ll be right here when you’ve picked your next victim.”

God, that was the real issue. He was always here. Always just out of reach, just beyond the line I so desperately wanted to cross.

I stepped into the romance section, pretending to browse when all I could think about was him. Julian, standing at his desk, perfect and composed, utterly oblivious to the filthy thoughts swirling in my head.

A group of teenagers laughed loudly near the entrance, their voices echoing through the open space. Julian barely looked up as he straightened, his voice cutting through the noise.

“Lower your voices.”

Not a yell. Not even a snap. Just a simple, deep, unyielding order.

The teens immediately quieted down, mumbling apologies as they slipped away.

And me—

I barely bit back a whimper.

My breath hitched. If he ever used that voice on me, I’d drop to my knees in an instant.

I squeezed my thighs together, fingers itching for something solid to grip. I trailed my fingers along the spines of the books, picking one up at random, pretending to be interested in the words on the back cover when, really, I was thinking about him.

I imagined sliding my hands over something far more enticing. Julian’s crisp button-down, the firm muscle beneath. His belt, undoing it slowly, teasing the buckle free. His jaw, tilting his head down just enough for me to feel his breath against my lips.

God, I needed help. Or maybe I just needed him.

What would he do if I leaned in too close? If I whispered something daring, just to see if I could make him crack? Would he finally give me that slow smirk I was dying to see? Would he step back, ever the professional? Or would he finally touch me, just once, the way I ached to be touched?

God, I was hopeless.

I settled into one of the nearby armchairs, a book resting in my lap, but I didn’t read a single word. My eyes kept drifting back to him.

He moved like everything he did was calculated, precise. The way he flipped through returns, adjusted the stack beside him, and pushed his glasses back up when they slipped just a bit down his nose. Absolute eye candy.

When he glanced in my direction, I quickly dropped my gaze, feigning interest in the book. Another dark, twisted romance. Fitting. Why did he have to be so composed? So steady? It made me want to do something reckless just to see if I could break him.

One of the library assistants strolled over to the desk, handing him a stack of freshly returned books. Julian barely gave them a second glance before efficiently scanning through the titles, his long fingers gliding over the spines. I watched as he worked, as he adjusted his glasses yet again, as his jaw ticked in quiet thought.

A woman in front of me giggled to her friend. “I think I have a crush on the librarian.”

I stiffened.

Her friend whispered something back, and the woman laughed. “I don’t even need help finding anything, I just keep asking him random questions. Just to hear him talk.”

A sharp, irrational pang twisted in my chest. It was silly, really. It’s not like I had any claim to him. But still, I felt this possessive urge that I knew I shouldn’t. Shaking off the feeling, I pushed myself to my feet and headed back to the counter, book in hand. He reached for it, but instead of scanning it, he placed another book on top.

“The next in your series just got returned.” He tapped the cover. Corrupted Innocents.

The title alone sent a jolt through me.

“I think you’ll enjoy this one,” he murmured, smirking just enough to send a slow, deliberate heat spiraling through me.

His gaze lingered just a moment too long. It was the kind of look that made my stomach twist and my breath hitch. How did he know if I would like it? Had he read it? This scandalous, sinful book.

And if he had—

Did he like it?

I swallowed hard, fingers brushing against the spine, but Julian gave nothing away. I wanted to ask. I should have asked. But the moment slipped through my fingers, and I let it.

Instead, he simply slid the book toward me. “Would you like to check it out?”

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. Because in that moment, the only thing I wanted…

Was him.


Chapter Two: A Novel Invitation




The first thing I did when I got home was crack open a beer.

I needed it. Between Julian’s voice in my head and the ache simmering just beneath my skin, I needed the bite of alcohol to steady myself. Did he know just how dirty my thoughts were about him? Was he even interested? Or was I just another patron, another passing face he barely registered?

I kicked off my shoes, tossed my bag by the door, and wandered into the living room. The soft light from my reading lamp created long shadows over the cozy chaos of my studio apartment—half-drunk coffee mugs, a blanket casually draped over the couch, and a cat bed in the corner where Cheeto, my plump and lazy tabby, was curled up. He opened one eye as I walked by, and just as I was about to sit down, he sprang up, claiming my chair before I could even settle in.

"Seriously, Cheeto? Move your ass."

He flicked his tail in response. Little shit.

With a sigh, I nudged him aside just enough to reclaim my seat, then reached for my favorite battery powered boyfriend from the side table. You know, just in case. It had been a long week, and if Julian wasn’t going to fuck me senseless, then I’d have to take matters into my own hands.

I pulled the new book from my bag. Corrupted Innocents. The latest in a series I had been devouring for weeks. If Julian thought I’d enjoy it, then I damn well would.

I traced a fingertip over the back cover, reading the blurb before even cracking it open. A story about the sister of the last book’s male lead—young, reckless, and desperate to be ruined. And the man who should never touch her—her off-limits bodyguard, tasked with protecting her from the world… and from himself.

Just my poison. Yep, this was exactly what I needed.

I sank deeper into my chair, took a slow sip from the bottle, and opened the book, already bracing myself for the slow, dark unraveling of another forbidden romance. The weight of the day, along with my restless thoughts, pressed down on me. I craved a distraction, something to pull me under.

That’s when it happened.

A slip of black fell from between the pages, fluttering onto my lap. Thick paper, smooth to the touch. An envelope.

The words "You are invited" were elegantly scrawled across the front in gold script.

I stared at it for what felt like an eternity, my breath catching in my throat.

I turned it over in my hands, heart hammering.

Was it meant for me? Or was it just left behind?

A shiver ran down my spine. My name wasn’t on it, just those three simple words, yet it felt oddly personal. Like a challenge. Who had tucked it into my book? Had the previous reader slipped it between the pages and forgotten it? Or... had Julian done it?

The thought sent a slow, wicked thrill coursing through me.

Would he do something like this? Would he be the type to leave an invitation, subtle and unspoken, like a quiet dare? He was always so composed, so unreadable, so untouchable. But what if, just once, he wanted to see if I’d take the bait?

Or had I just been reading too many books?

I let out a sharp breath, shaking my head. Don’t be ridiculous. It was probably nothing. Just a misplaced note, a forgotten invitation. I could easily toss it aside, pretend I never even saw it.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I slid my finger under the flap, carefully breaking the seal, and pulled out the thick cardstock inside.

The words shimmered in the dim light:

You are cordially invited to Club Temptation for an exclusive evening of decadence and desire. With this invitation, your cover charge has been waived—all that remains is for you to present yourself. Surrender to temptation. A world of pleasure awaits.

I swallowed hard, pulse thudding in my ears.

Tomorrow night.

My fingers tightened around the card as I took in the rest of the invitation. Underneath the fancy lettering was an address—straightforward and direct, with no extra details. Just a location and a tantalizing promise: Pleasure awaits those who dare.

A secret club.

A place where desires weren’t just acknowledged but fully explored and indulged.

My mind raced, conjuring up images so provocative they sent a thrill through me.

What kind of pleasures? Would I step inside and find bodies entwined in dimly lit corners, hands wandering, mouths claiming? Would velvet curtains conceal hidden rooms where whispered promises became decadent sins? Was it elegant, sophisticated—masked guests sipping expensive champagne as they exchanged partners? Or was it something darker, something raw, where control shifted and surrender wasn’t just expected but required?

Fuck, I could feel myself getting wet between the thighs just at the thought.

Had Julian put this here? If he had, it meant he knew. It meant he saw me, truly saw me. That he wanted me there.

But if he hadn’t—if this was just some coincidence—then what? Did I go anyway, stepping blindly into a world I didn’t belong to? Did I risk the humiliation, the sheer insanity of it all, just because a small, wicked part of me wanted to believe this invitation was meant for me?

I licked my lips, gripping the invitation tighter.

If I went, would I find Julian there? Would he be waiting in the shadows, watching to see if I had the nerve to walk inside? Would I finally see him unleashed—commanding, taking, revealing the side of him I had always suspected lurked beneath his carefully curated restraint? Or would I be alone, surrounded by strangers who knew exactly what they wanted while I teetered on the edge of discovery?

God, I was overthinking. But how could I not? This was a world I only read about.

I set the invitation on the coffee table and grabbed my phone. My fingers hesitated over the keyboard before I finally typed: Club Temptation.

The results were... underwhelming.

No official website. No social media. Just a handful of vague forum discussions and cryptic reviews from anonymous users.

“If you have to ask, it’s not for you.”

“Just go. Don’t second-guess it.”

“Best decision I ever made.”

That was it. No menu of services, no explanations, no details. Just whispers and half-truths, the kind of thing that only made my curiosity burn hotter.

I chewed on the inside of my cheek, scrolling further, trying different keywords. There were no reports of anything shady. No horror stories. Just a lingering air of mystery, of exclusivity.

And desire.

A few anonymous posts hinted at things left unsaid. "You’ll never be the same after." "Your darkest fantasies, waiting to be unlocked." "I was scared, but I shouldn’t have been."

My breath hitched, hands tightening around my phone.

I leaned back on the couch, dragging my fingers across the embossed lettering of the invitation once more.

It was reckless. It was insane.

And yet, the idea of staying home, of pretending this never happened, left a sharp, hollow ache inside me.

I already knew.

I was going.


Chapter Three: Restricted Section




The moment I stepped out of the car, it felt like I had walked right into one of my favorite romance novels. It was surreal—like reality had faded away, and I had somehow slipped off the page and into a scene meant for someone bolder, someone more adventurous. The air felt different, thick with anticipation, tingling against my skin as if the very atmosphere knew I was on the brink of something life-changing.

Was I really doing this?

I’d fantasized about places like this, read about them in books where heroines stumbled into pleasure and submission like it was their destiny. But this wasn’t fiction. This was me, standing here, about to walk into a place where people abandoned inhibitions at the door.

This wasn’t just another night out—this was a turning point, a moment hanging between fantasy and reality. And I wasn’t quite sure which side I belonged to anymore.

I took a deep breath. One step. Then another. There was no way I was turning back now.

Club Temptation stood before me, tucked between a fancy hotel and a warehouse, discreet yet alluring, a secret shared among those who dared. A sleek, unpretentious building with dark-tinted windows and a neon sign glowing sin-red against the night. It wasn’t just a club—it was a promise. A gateway to indulgence, to surrender.

And I was about to step through it.

The line outside was evidence of the kind of place this was—exclusive, decadent, dangerous in the best way. Men in sharp suits, women in dresses that clung to their bodies like a second skin. Lips painted and eyes filled with intent. They weren’t here to sip overpriced cocktails and make small talk. They were here to take or to be taken.

I glanced down at myself—ass-hugging jeans, a halter top that dipped just enough to tease, and my favorite worn jean jacket. Even with the crisp night air, I could feel a slow heat rising beneath my skin, a mix of excitement and nerves. I had thought about wearing something more revealing, but the idea of stepping in half-dressed made my stomach flutter with anxiety. Besides, some men appreciated the slow undressing, the peeling off the layers to see what's underneath. With the way some of the guys in line were eyeing the women like they were a feast, I doubted I’d stay fully clothed for long once I got inside.

The thought sent a delicious shiver down my spine.

I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening around the black envelope I held. My invitation. It was proof that I belonged here, even if I wasn’t entirely convinced of it myself.

A deep breath. A single step forward.

The bouncer’s gaze flicked over me, assessing, before holding out his hand.

I placed the envelope in his palm, and he flipped it over, scanning the embossed lettering before nodding. “ID.”

Fumbling, I dug into my pocket and handed it to him. He checked it, returned it, then reached for the door handle.

“Welcome to Club Temptation.”

The door swung open, and I stepped inside.

Heat. Music. Lust.

The moment I crossed the threshold, it hit me like a tidal wave. A slow, pulsing bass that coiled around me, vibrating through my bones. The scent of expensive liquor, warm bodies, and something deeper—sex, temptation, indulgence. It was intoxicating.

A woman in a form-fitting black dress approached, her heels clicking against the polished floor, a sultry smile already in place. She was effortlessly poised, exuding the kind of confidence that came from knowing she belonged in a place like this.

"Good evening, gorgeous," she purred, eyes flicking over me with quiet amusement. "Would you like to store your coat? It can get a bit hot in here."

I hesitated, my fingers tightening around my jean jacket. It felt like giving up my last line of defense, but I forced myself to nod, shrugging it off and handing it to her.

With practiced grace, she took it, her manicured fingers brushing against mine as she leaned in just a bit closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Relax, darling. No one here bites—" she paused, a slow smirk playing on her lips "—unless, of course, you’re hoping they will."

A shiver licked up my spine, heat pooling low in my stomach. I swallowed hard, nodding again. She stepped aside, unveiling Club Temptation.

Dark wood, rich red velvet, and dim lighting transformed every glance and movement into something deeply intimate. Shadows lingered in the corners, both hiding and revealing, teasing the senses.

On the dance floor, bodies moved in ways that had nothing to do with dancing. Couples, threesomes—some merely grinding, others using the music as an excuse to explore. In a dim corner, a woman lounged in a plush chair, her head thrown back in ecstasy as a man knelt between her thighs, his mouth feasting on her while another man whispered sweet nothings against her throat.

I let out a sharp breath, my thighs instinctively pressing together.

This wasn’t just a game. This was the real deal.

And I had just stepped right into it.

A waitress passed by carrying a tray of drinks, her outfit sheer enough to be meaningless. At the bar, a woman perched on a man’s lap, his hands gripping her bare thighs with a possessive touch. Every movement, every caress in this place felt intentional. Every glance was a silent invitation.

I decide the bar was the safest place to start. And I was desperate for something to steady me, but before I could take a step, a man appeared in my path.

Not Julian.

He was good looking, well-dressed, but there was something predatory in the way his gaze raked over me. A man who saw what he wanted and took.

"New here, aren’t you?" His voice was smooth, almost rehearsed. "I’d definitely remember a face like yours."

My pulse kicked up, a different kind of unease threading through me. What had I gotten myself into.

I forced a polite smile. "I’m meeting someone."

His smirk widened. "Oh really? How about I keep you company while you wait?"

He stepped closer, the scent of too much cologne enveloped me. He wasn’t touching me. Not yet. But his intent was clear. He was looking to play, testing the waters to see how far he could push me.

"No, that's okay. I don’t want to waste your time," I said lightly, hoping he’d take the hint.

Instead, his grabbed my wrist, gently tugging me to the bar. "Just one drink. It’s only polite."

My breath caught, my heart racing against my ribs. This was the kind of guy who didn’t take no for an answer. Who saw hesitation as an invitation. I knew I would have to stop him before this turned into something I didn’t want.

But, Before I could respond, a voice sliced through the moment—low, dark, lethal.

"She’s already taken."

The words weren’t loud, but they didn’t need to be. They sliced through the music, cutting through the haze in the air, and struck right at my core. The man in front of me stiffened slightly, his jaw ticking as he turned his head toward the source of the interruption. I followed his gaze and felt the air leave my lungs.

Julian

He stood just a few feet away. Poised and ready to take control of the situation.

His sleeves were rolled up, exposing his forearms, veins visible beneath taut skin. He wasn’t in his usual crisp button-down and slacks—he had shed the tie, the formal stiffness. He looked… relaxed.

Relaxed, but in control.

His gaze was locked on me, heavy and possessive. Claiming.

I swallowed, my heart slamming against my ribs.

The man in front of me exhaled, giving me a lingering glance before stepping back. “Didn’t realize she was taken.”

Julian didn’t respond. He didn’t have to. His mere presence was enough to make the other man think twice. Enough to leave me breathless.

He stepped forward, closing the distance between us. My body reacted before my mind could catch up, heat licking down my spine, pooling low between my thighs. It wasn’t just the way he positioned himself—it was the way he touched me.

His hand settled on my lower back.

Firm. Unyielding. Claiming.

A bolt of heat shot through me, sharp and undeniable. This was the first time he touched me like this.

“I knew you'd come.” His voice was quiet, but filled with certainty. His eyes, shadowed with something I hadn’t seen before. Possessive.

A slow, delicious shiver coursed through me. He was the one who had sent the invite. He had asked me to come and then waited here, hoping I would show up. I took him in. The cool, composed professional I was used to had vanished, replaced by a man whose hand now rested heavily on my waist, and he looked like a man ready to take.

“You invited me?” I breathed, still trying to wrap my head around it.

His smirk deepened. “Of course I did.”

I found myself stepping closer, unable to resist. His fingers danced up my spine, teasing the bare skin between my halter top and jeans.

“I’ve read every book you’ve checked out.” His voice was a slow, sinful drawl.

My stomach flipped. “You did?”

He leaned in, his lips grazing just beside my ear. “Every filthy, desperate little story you brought up to me.”

A soft whimper escaped my lips.

He chuckled, a dark, knowing sound. “Did you really think I wouldn’t notice? That I wouldn’t see how you devour those naughty little fantasies?”

My face burned, but the knots in my stomach had nothing to do with embarrassment. He knew. He had always known.

“Did you like them?” I asked, my voice softer now, tinged with curiosity.

Julian’s fingers slid beneath my chin, tilting my face up until I was forced to meet his gaze. His thumb brushed against my lower lip, slow and teasing.

“Like them?” His voice dropped. “Darling, I invited you here to recreate them.”

Fuck. Leave it to a bookworm to be this romantic and this dirty. There was no doubt in my mind that he had read those books.

My fingers curled against his shirt. “Then why…” I hesitated. “Why didn’t you ever flirt back? Or act interested? You always made me feel like you didn’t care.”

His eyes had a glint of wickedness, something unapologetic. His knuckles brushing the delicate curve of my jaw, light yet purposeful. “I prefer to keep work and pleasure apart. And honestly, you were so adorable every time you walked away frustrated, thinking I hadn’t noticed you trying to catch my eye.”

A sharp breath escaped me. “You—”

He chuckled, the sound low and indulgent, like he was savoring my reaction. The back of his fingers trailed down my neck, feather-light but cruel with promise.

“Oh, darling,” he whispered, “You have no idea how much I enjoyed watching you squirm.”

Heat pooled low in my stomach, my thighs pressing together on instinct. My entire body felt like it was buzzing, hyper-aware of his touch, his scent, the raw power he exuded with nothing more than a whisper.

“Now,” he drawled, voice smooth and lethal, “are you ready to turn those filthy little fantasies into reality?”

I swallowed, pulse pounding. “I—” I blew out a shaky breath. “I still can’t believe this. You could’ve just asked me out like a normal person. This is… a bold first date.”

He smirked, the corners of his mouth curling like he knew something I didn’t.

“Darling, if you wanted a simple little date, you would have asked me. But you didn’t.” His fingers traced a slow, tantalizing path down my throat. “So why don’t you admit it? You didn’t want dinner and polite conversation. You wanted to be here. With me. Like this.”

Heat flared beneath my skin, my breath coming quicker. “Alright, fine,” I admitted, my voice softer, trembling slightly. “It’s what I wanted.”

His eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “Good girl.”

His thumb brushed over my chin one last time before he stepped back just enough to give me space—space I didn’t even want.

“Now,” he said, voice turned to steel wrapped in silk. “I’m going to ask you one more time.”

His fingers skimmed down my arm, igniting every nerve in their path.

“Do you want to make those fantasies come true?”

A delicious, aching pause.

“Yes.” The word spilled from my lips before I could think to hold it back.

Julian smirked, his grip tightening around my wrist just enough to make my stomach flutter.

“Come with me.”

It wasn’t a request.


Chapter Four: Spicy Literature




Julian guided me deeper into the club, his grip firm on my wrist as he maneuvered past the dance floor and lounge. The pounding bass, the chatter of voices, the occasional burst of laughter—all of it faded, drowned beneath the thrumming heat curling through me at his touch.

The energy shifted as we left the vibrant crowd behind, stepping into a dimly lit hallway where shadows stretched long against walls draped in silk curtains. Doors lined the passage, some closed, others cracked just enough to reveal glimpses of sin in motion. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, sultry whispers and quiet moans teasing my senses as we moved past rooms painted in deep, suggestive shades—red, blue, purple. Each color a silent promise, a different flavor of indulgence.

A woman knelt between a man’s thighs, her lips wrapped around his cock, her hands bound behind her back as another man held her hair, guiding her movements. A few feet away, a couple tangled together on a low couch, mouths pressed together, their hands roaming freely as if the rest of the world didn’t exist. Every shadow, every movement ignited something inside me, something raw and restless.

Julian didn’t pause. He knew exactly where he was taking me.

We stopped before a Red Room, the deep hue glowing under the soft flicker of sconces mounted along the walls. Without hesitation, he led me inside.

Three sprawling beds filled the space, and every one of them was chaos in motion. Bodies tangled in sheets and limbs, thrusting, grinding, moaning—some slow and sensual, others wild and filthy. One woman rode her partner like she was trying to break him, her nails dragging red down his chest. Another man had his lover pinned, rutting into her so hard the headboard slammed the wall in time with the beat of his hips.

The air pulsed with sex—sweat, perfume, slick skin, and something hungrier. Desperate. Every breath I took felt saturated with heat. The sounds were filthy—slapping flesh, breathless cries, the obscene, unmistakable rhythm of someone being fucked so hard the bed shook. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and nothing about it felt distant. The beat of the music outside was barely a whisper compared to the thundering pulse of raw, primal lust in this room.

On the nearest bed, a woman lay open and bound, wrists tethered to the headboard with strips of red silk. Her back arched as a man buried his face between her thighs, tongue relentless, devouring her like a man starved. Her cries were muffled but sharp, the sound of her pleasure weaving with the low, primal growl vibrating from his chest. But her eyes—her eyes weren’t on him.

They were locked on us.

Watching. Reveling in it. Letting herself be seen. There was power in it—the performance, the vulnerability, the ownership of her pleasure.

I sucked in a ragged breath. My heart was hammering. My thighs clenched tight, already aching. Fuck. This wasn’t just fantasy anymore—this was happening. Real and filthy and so close I could taste it.

Julian stepped in behind me, his heat bleeding into my skin. His cock was hard, unmistakably pressed against the curve of my ass like a brand. My breath caught. I didn’t move. Couldn’t. Every nerve in my body stretched taut, straining toward the next impossible second.

I couldn’t look away.

The glisten of sweat. The raw, hungry sounds. The messy, unfiltered beauty of it. A woman arched on the center bed, her whole body quivering as the man between her thighs devoured her like his life depended on it. Her moans rose, swallowed by his mouth, lost in the frantic slap of skin and sin.

Julian’s voice slipped into my ear, velvet-drenched and dark. “Tell me,” he murmured, fingers flexing at my waist. “Is this what you’ve been craving?”

I swallowed hard, dragging in a shaky breath as I let my gaze drift over the room. Some people stood frozen, eyes glued to the scene playing out before them, their hands twitching with need, fingers tracing slow paths along their own bodies. Others were bolder—a woman with her hand deep beneath her dress, lip caught between her teeth as she worked herself with quiet desperation; a man in the corner stroking his cock like he didn’t care who saw, hypnotized by the live sex happening just feet away.

The air was suffocating in the best way—heavy with sex, tension, and unspoken permission. I turned toward Julian, mouth parting, but whatever words I meant to say died in my throat.

"Julian... I—"

The sound barely escaped, drowned by the pounding pulse between my legs. He leaned in, lips brushing just beneath my ear like a brand, voice low and silken.

"Just watch, darling," he murmured.

His arm tightened around my waist, grounding me, claiming me. I was exactly where he wanted me. Where I wanted to be.

"Take it all in," he said again, softer now—velvet-wrapped and edged with command.

A shiver rolled down my spine, my whole-body humming. I turned back to the scenes, breath shaky, my thighs pressed tight, my mind a blur of lust and anticipation.

One thought pounding through me like a heartbeat—

What the fuck comes next?

The woman climbed onto all fours, swaying her hips like she wanted to be taken. Her partner didn’t hesitate—he grabbed her, lined up, and slammed into her in one ruthless, hungry thrust. Her cry tore through the room, sharp and wrecked, and every damn person watching leaned in like they needed it too.

My mouth went dry. My thighs pressed together.

His movements were brutal and beautiful, each thrust deep and claiming, hips slapping hers in that filthy, perfect rhythm I knew too well from the books I devoured—and the nights I fucked myself imagining them.

I was wet. Like embarrassingly soaked. The kind of turned on that made your whole body feel too hot. The air reeked of sex—slick skin, moans, that raw scent that hit you right in the chest and made your core throb. My head spun. This wasn’t just primal—it was pure, feral worship, and I couldn’t look away.

Julian’s voice was a dark whisper against my ear. “Does it excite you?”

The words curled around my spine, teasing the truth from my lips before I could stop it. I hesitated, my throat tight with unspoken arousal.

Julian pressed closer, his voice softer now, darker. “Watching them like this… does it make you wet?”

A rush of heat burned through me. Not embarrassment—something far deeper. More dangerous. I sucked in a sharp breath, overwhelmed by the sheer boldness of the question, by the fact that Julian—calm, collected Julian—had just said that.

“J-Julian—” I gasped, my voice barely more than a breath. Was it a protest? A plea? Even I didn’t know. The heat curling inside me made it impossible to think straight, every nerve in my body strung tight as his hand skimmed down my waist, slow, deliberate. Teasing. Testing.

His fingertips ghosted over the curve of my hip, thumb tracing the snug line of my jeans. A flicker of realization shot through my hazy arousal, a single second of clarity—I knew what he was about to do.

He wouldn’t—

But he did.

A sharp inhale caught in my throat as his hand dipped beneath the waistband of my jeans, fingers slipping past fabric, past hesitation. A jolt of electricity shot through me, the sensation so sharp, so sudden, I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

Julian’s other arm remained wrapped around me, holding me firm against him. To anyone watching, we looked like any other couple—entwined, whispering intimately, caught in the spell of the scene before us. But beneath the surface, beneath my clothes, his hand moved lower, heat bleeding from his fingertips into my skin, urging my legs apart with unspoken command.

He didn’t need words. His touch said everything.

And fuck—I didn't want to stop him.

My breath hitched. "Here?" I whispered, barely able to force the word past my lips. My eyes darted around, scanning the room, searching for any sign that someone might be watching. But the world beyond Julian’s touch was oblivious—lost in their own pleasure, their own indulgences.

And still, the idea of him touching me like this, right here, with so many people around... fuck. It made my pulse race, made my thighs clench, made the ache inside me spread like wildfire.

Julian chuckled, low and sinful, his breath a wicked tease against my skin. "No one's paying attention to anything but the show," he murmured, voice like dark silk wrapping around me. Then, his teeth grazed my earlobe, sharp enough to make me gasp. "And even if they did..." His lips curled into a smirk against my skin. "They’d only see how fucking gorgeous you are when you're turned on."

A broken whimper escaped me, my knees nearly buckling. Julian—always so professional—was talking to me like this? It made my head spin, made my body burn. Made me fucking desperate.

Before I could catch my breath, before I could even think of a response, his fingers slid between my slick folds.

I bit down hard on my lip, fighting the moan clawing up my throat. His fingers moved with purpose, sliding through the mess he’d made of me, teasing, coaxing, knowing. There was no hiding how soaked I was. He could feel it, could hear it in the slick sounds of his fingers working me open.

A low, sinful groan rumbled from Julian’s chest, his breath warm against my skin. "Fuck," he murmured, his voice rough with approval. "You're dripping. Tell me, is that for me… or for them?" His fingers traced slow, devastating circles over my clit, each one more tortuous than the last.

A sharp jolt of pleasure shot through me, so intense my fingers flew to his forearm, nails digging into his skin. My body betrayed me, hips shifting instinctively, chasing more.

Julian’s lips grazed the side of my neck, his voice a quiet demand against my skin. "That’s it," he soothed, his words almost swallowed by the pulse of the room. His fingers flicked again, smooth, deliberate, making my breath hitch. Merciless. Masterful.

I wanted to tell him this was insane, that he was insane for doing this to me in public. That if I had any common sense left, I would stop him.

But all that left my lips was a trembling breath, my body arching against his hand, my thighs parting wider, welcoming more of his wicked touch. I wasn’t stopping him. I couldn’t.

My head lolled back against Julian’s shoulder, my vision hazy, my pulse hammering as I watched the scene before me. The woman was unraveling—her lover’s hand gripping her breast, the other working between her legs with merciless precision as he drove his cock into her. Her cries were raw, desperate, on the verge of breaking. She was going to come. Right here, in front of all of us.

The thought alone sent a rush of molten heat tearing through my body, lighting every fucking nerve on fire. Around us, the audience was locked in—hungry, breathless, watching that poor girl on the edge of her orgasm like it was their own. That kind of anticipation was contagious. Dangerous.

And then Julian’s fingers moved lower. Bringing my full attention back to him.

A sharp inhale punched out of me when he slid one long, skilled finger into my dripping cunt. Fuck. My hand flew up, slapping over my mouth to muffle the moan clawing its way out. I couldn’t stop my thighs from trembling.

But he wasn’t done.

Another finger joined the first, and he worked them both deep, curling them just right, moving in a rhythm that matched the man on the bed. Every wet, slick sound of my pussy sucking him in made my cheeks burn, but no one could hear it over the chorus of moans and fucking. And God, that only made it hotter.

Julian didn’t ease up—he fucked me with his fingers like he owned me, and my body betrayed me completely, already on the verge of shattering.

“God, you’re tight,” Julian growled, his voice thick with hunger. His breath was hot against my ear, his body a furnace against my back.

“Imagine if it were my cock instead,” he breathed, the filth of it sinking into my skin, into my bones. Oh, fuck. My walls clenched hard around his fingers, my body begging for exactly that.

I could feel him against me, hard and thick, pressing into my lower back, his need obvious even through the fabric separating us. My own hips shifted, rocking into his touch, chasing more, always more.

I swallowed down a whimper, barely managing to whisper, “Julian… we—we shouldn’t…” But I didn’t even know what I meant. We shouldn’t be doing this here? Or we shouldn’t stop at all?

In response, Julian drove his fingers deeper, curling them with wicked precision until the pressure inside me snapped. Pleasure detonated behind my eyes—blinding, raw, a white-hot explosion that started in my core and ripped through every inch of me. My body seized, legs trembling violently, back arching into his chest as the orgasm dragged me under. I clawed at his arm, gasping, whining, helpless to stop the wave crashing over me. My thighs shook, my cunt clenched around his fingers.

He chuckled—low, dark, utterly pleased with himself. "There it is," he murmured, his voice laced with sinful satisfaction. "So, fucking responsive."

Even though I had just come—hard—he didn’t fucking stop. Didn’t even slow down. His fingers kept working that brutal, perfect spot inside me, dragging the oversensitive nerves back to the edge until my legs were shaking and I couldn’t remember how to breathe. My body was a live wire—desperate, soaked, completely at his mercy.

“You don’t have to keep quiet,” he purred against my ear, his voice a velvet-draped threat that made my cunt clench all over again. “I’d love to hear you fucking lose it for me.”

I bit down on my lip, trying to anchor myself, but all I could focus on was the bed in front of us. The woman was utterly wrecked—her nails dragging angry red streaks down her lover’s back as she screamed through her orgasm, her entire body writhing as if the pleasure was tearing her apart. The crowd didn’t just watch—they devoured the moment, breathless and starved. Some gasped in awe, others groaned, already lost in their own messy pleasure.

Julian’s fingers found my clit again, circling with just enough pressure to make me buck into his hand. My breath hitched violently.

“I can feel how much you love this, darling. Your pussy is practically begging me to keep going.”

His voice was filth—refined and knowing—and it struck straight through me. My walls clamped down around his fingers, like my body was answering him before I could.

“Fuck,” I gasped, nails digging into his forearm. “Let me cum again, Julian. Please.”

Julian groaned, low and dark, his chest vibrating against my back. "Fuck, that's good. I knew you'd be like this. Knew you'd be perfect."

He curled his fingers back inside me again, each stroke deliberate, measured, fucking devastating. My clit throbbed beneath the relentless teasing of his palm, pleasure mounting so fast I could barely breathe. I sagged against him, my grip on his arm tightening, nails biting into his skin as if holding onto him could somehow keep me tethered. As if he wasn’t the one pulling me under.

His lips brushed against my ear, his voice a sinful, knowing whisper. "That's it... Good girl. Don’t fight it."

His free hand wrapped around my throat, fingers firm, possessive, tilting my face toward him like I was something precious—something his. Our eyes locked, and the raw intensity in his dark, lust-blown gaze nearly shattered me. "Look at you," he murmured, voice thick with command and dark satisfaction. "Such a beautiful fucking sight."

He licked a slow, burning path up the side of my neck, his breath hot against my skin as he whispered into my ear, "Now be a good girl and come for me. Let me feel it. Let me hear you lose yourself."

His command—his fucking permission—was all it took. One last flick of his fingers and I shattered, came so hard it felt like my whole damn soul tore loose. My orgasm ripped through me like a lightning strike—violent, relentless, fucking blinding. I didn’t even try to muffle the cry that burst from my throat. Couldn’t. My body convulsed, muscles locking up, hips jerking, thighs trembling like he’d hit every nerve in me at once. If he hadn’t been holding me so tightly, I would’ve melted to the fucking floor.

I don’t know how long it lasted. Seconds? Minutes? Time didn’t exist—just the aftershocks, the burn, the mess of my breath panting into the curve of his neck like I was trying to crawl inside him.

What the fuck had just happened?

Julian slowly pulled his hand from my jeans, dragging the motion out like he knew it would make me twitch. I shuddered, hypersensitive, overstimulated, everything raw. Another gasp slipped out, broken and too loud. My whole body shuddered over how thoroughly he’d ruined me.

What he’d taken.

Julian pressed a kiss to my temple—soft, gentle, sweet enough to fool anyone watching. But I fucking knew better.

His fingers curled against my hip, still damp with my arousal, my release, the proof of what he’d just pulled out of me. And then—God, this man—he brought those same fingers to his mouth, tongue slipping out to lick the mess off like it was nothing. Like he’d just sampled fine wine instead of wrecking me with all these people around, while we watched people fucking.

My breath hitched. My thighs squeezed together on instinct.

His gaze never left mine. Dark. Heavy. Smoldering with a satisfaction that made my skin burn. He licked every drop from his fingers, slow and filthy, humming as if savoring my taste.

He didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. He wanted me to see. To know just how much he liked it—liked me like this. Ruined. Shaking. Owned.

The clean-cut, unreadable Julian from behind the circulation desk? That man was long gone.

In his place stood the one who had just finger-fucked me senseless... and was basking in the aftermath like it was a goddamn reward.


Chapter Five: Tied to the Plot




Julian tilted my chin up, his grip just firm enough to say look at me. His eyes burned—dark, ravenous, drenched in satisfaction—and fuck if that didn’t light me up all over again. “You did so well,” he said, voice thick with praise, slow and deliberate. It didn’t match the filth he’d been whispering minutes ago, but somehow that made it hotter. Like he could ruin me and still hold me after.

I bit down on my lip, heat blooming up my neck like a goddamn sunrise I couldn’t stop. A shaky, awkward laugh slipped out, my brain still spiraling from what had just happened—what he had just done to me. “I… I can’t believe we just… that I—”

The words caught, twisted, too messy to spit out. I let him touch me like that. I wanted it like that. And holy fuck, I loved every filthy second of it.

Julian’s expression shifted, something tender slipping past all that filthy confidence. His fingers brushed down my jaw, grounding me, and then—like he knew I was moments from falling apart—he pulled me in. Not just a hug. A whole-body, soul-catching hold. One hand cradled the back of my head like I might break if he let go.

To anyone else, it probably looked sweet. Like he was comforting the girl who’d just gotten overwhelmed watching stranger's fuck.

But it didn't feel like that to me.

To me he was holding me together. Keeping me anchored while my body still buzzed, while my legs still trembled from what he’d just done to me.

“Believe it,” he whispered against my hair, his voice rich with approval. “You were magnificent.”

A shudder tore through me, raw and delicious, nerves still zinging from the wreckage he’d made of me. Pleasure lingered thick in my blood, humming under my skin like an aftershock. I buried my face against his chest, letting the rhythm of his heartbeat pull mine down from its dizzy, orgasm-drunk high.

But then—fuck. Of course. My brain decided to start working again, slicing through the haze now that my thighs weren’t shaking quite so hard.

I tilted my head up, searching his face. “Julian… have you done this before?”

The corner of his mouth twitched, something wicked glinting in his eyes. He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he traced his thumb over my lower lip, as if debating how much truth to give me. Finally, he leaned in, his voice a silken purr. “Yes. But never with someone quite like you.”

He kissed me—soft, slow, cocky. A reward. A warning. And God, my stomach flipped like it wanted more.

“Does that bother you?” he asked, watching me too closely.

“No,” I said, shaking my head, breathless. And it didn’t. Not even a little. The idea that he knew exactly what he was doing? That he’d chosen me to bring into this world? It lit something inside me.

He’d opened the door. Offered the key. Given me the invitation.

And I’d said yes.

“Then let’s continue,” he murmured, and fuck, the way he said it made my knees threaten mutiny.

His hand stayed on the small of my back—firm, claiming, like he was saying without words that I was his now. Just his.

The crowd parted for us like they knew exactly what we’d done. A few glanced over with smug, satisfied smirks. Some were still high on their own orgasms, lost in the haze of it. I didn’t care. Couldn’t care.

Julian moved like a man with purpose, each step measured, confident, dominant in that quiet way that made my thighs ache. I stayed close, practically vibrating under his touch, every nerve on high alert, waiting for the next wicked thing he’d do.

He dragged me into the next room, just the two of us now. A single bed waited, made up in sleek black sheets like a promise I hadn’t earned yet.

The lights were low and hungry—just enough to hide sins, but bright enough to show off the shame. And the walls? The fucking walls were a dream and a threat rolled into one.

Every surface was curated chaos. Leather cuffs dangled from metal hooks like jewelry. Silk ropes knotted tight, just waiting to bite into skin. Paddles—flat, textured, some smooth and seductive, others wicked and cruel—lined the walls like weapons in a lover’s war chest.

I couldn't stop staring.

This wasn’t just a room. It was a fucking altar.

And I was ready to be offered up.

Julian led me to the bed at the center of the room, his grip firm, guiding—owning. With an effortless click, the door shut behind us, sealing me into this space, into him.

His voice, smooth as silk and laced with command, cut through the heavy air. "Stand here. Hands behind your back. Keep them there."

It wasn't a request. It was law.

I obeyed, locking my hands behind my back. It wasn’t just submission. It was surrender. Raw, aching anticipation crackled through me, turning the air between us thick enough to drown in. Every breath felt sharper. Every sound louder. Every inch of my skin alive, waiting for him to touch me.

My back arched instinctively, offering myself up to his gaze, to his touch—to whatever he intended to do next.

"Good girl," Julian murmured, his voice like a slow pour of honey laced with sin. The words curled around me, sinking deep, setting off a fresh pulse of heat low in my belly.

Then came the whisper of silk over my skin—soft, cool, fucking decadent. His fingers smoothed the blindfold into place, knotting it tight enough to seal me in the dark, but not tight enough to pull me away from him. Not from his voice. Not from his touch.

The world fell away, but everything else—him—snapped into focus. I felt the shift of his weight behind me, the slow pull of his inhale like he was savoring the moment, and then the soft, deliberate exhale that stirred the air against my skin. Every breath. Every step. Every flicker of movement. I felt all of it, like my body was waiting for permission to fall apart again.

He was circling. Watching. Deciding.

His touch was fucking molten—starting at my throat, dragging heat straight down my spine, slow and deliberate like he wanted to burn me from the inside out. His fingers skimmed the bare skin of my back, a light, maddening tease, before slipping down to the waistband of my jeans. The pop of the button was too loud, and when the zipper slid down with a slow hiss, it sounded like sin itself cutting through the stillness. I was soaked. Practically throbbing. And he hadn’t even really touched me yet.

His hands went lower, steady and confident, peeling the jeans from my hips like he was unwrapping a gift he already knew he’d earned. The lace underneath—yeah, I picked it for him. Black. Barely there. Dirty but delicate.

His fingertips traced the edge, teasing, ghosting over my skin, and it took everything I had not to fucking whimper.

"You dressed for me, didn’t you?" he murmured at my ear, his breath scalding against my neck. "Imagining how it would feel for me to take these cloths off you?"

My breath hitched, and I nodded, completely captivated by his control and the careful orchestration of each sensation.

Julian’s fingers teased at the edges of my underwear, slipping underneath to explore the heated skin he found there. "I've thought about this moment," he confessed, his voice a low growl. "Imagined you just like this—blindfolded, responsive, aching for my touch."

The anticipation built as his fingers ventured further, exploring with a boldness that left me gasping. His other hand continued its torment, skimming up the inside of my thigh, pausing just as he reached the apex, drawing out the moment until it was almost unbearable.

"Look at you," he cooed, his tone dripping with dominance and desire. "So desperate for my touch. To be undone by it."

A moan spilled out—needy, wrecked, too honest to hold back. I needed him. Needed his hands, his mouth, all of him on me. But more than that? I wanted to touch him. Desperately. To feel the heat of his skin under my fingers, to grab hold and not let go.

But he’d told me to keep my hands behind my back.

So, I gripped my wrist tighter, knuckles white, body trembling with the effort it took not to break.

"You're such a dirty girl," he murmured, kneeling before me. His breath brushed against my exposed flesh, sending ripples of anticipation through my core. "With all those filthy books you’ve read, all those times you touched yourself during those dirty scenes—"

"It’s... it’s always been you. The one I imagined." The words tumbled out in a reckless, breathless mess—too fast, too high, too fucking honest. My voice cracked on the edges, betraying every nerve I’d tried to hold together. My face lit up, heat crawling down my neck like shame, only... it wasn’t shame. It was the rawness of being seen. Of admitting it. Of knowing he knew now—every filthy thought had always been about him.

"That," Julian’s voice thickened with arousal, "makes my cock so hard. Now tell me how much you need this."

"I need it," I gasped, the words barely more than a breath. "Please, Julian."

"Need me to do what, exactly?" His voice slid over me. His breath hit the slick heat between my thighs and I swore I almost came from that alone.

"I need you to ruin me," I managed to say, the words a confession of my deepest desire.

Julian chuckled, he had already knew the answer. He just wanted to hear me beg for it. "As you wish."

His hands slipped away, only to return with a promise wrapped in certainty. Then came the slow tease of fabric peeling off skin—my top first, then my underwear—stripped away like layers of restraint. Cool air kissed my bare flesh, but it was his hands, his intent, that really made me shiver. He moved behind me, and with practiced ease, bound my wrists with silk rope, each knot a declaration. I was his now—offered, exposed, and so fucking ready to be ruined.

Julian pushes me down onto the bed, his hands firm as he parts my legs with a slow, deliberate motion—owning the moment, owning me.

Then his mouth was on my cunt, his lips and tongue, working over my clit with an expert fervor that sent shockwaves through my entire body. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer, ensuring I couldn't escape the relentless pleasure he was bestowing. Julian alternated between long, languid licks and quick, sharp flicks, each movement calculated to drive me further towards the edge.

"You're so filthy," he praised, his voice vibrating against my most sensitive spot. "And I adore it."

His tongue dragged a slow, wet line from my entrance all the way to my clit, then circled it with maddening precision. I gasped, already trembling, and then he did it again—his fingers joining in, spreading me open, working my pussy like he owned it. He lapped me up like a man starved, each stroke of his tongue—from my ass to my clit—rougher, wetter, filthier than the last.

I tugged at the silk binding my wrists, the pressure sharp but grounding. Fuck, I wanted him to take the blindfold off—just rip it away so I could see him. But maybe that was the point. The darkness forced everything else to fall away. No distractions. Just him. His hands. His mouth. His control.

His fingers plunged inside me, slow at first, then curling just right—each motion deliberate, practiced, obscene. He searched like he knew the blueprint of my body, like he'd studied it in those filthy books I brought him. My pussy clenched tight around him, greedy and slick, trying to keep him exactly where I needed him. Every stroke dragged more need out of me, more raw, desperate want that coiled hot and tight in my gut.

The scent of sex hung thick between us—my arousal, his hunger, a dirty perfume that clung to my skin and wrapped around my brain like a haze. It was heady, intoxicating, and fuck if it didn’t make everything feel hotter, filthier, more.

He found it—fuck, he found it—and when his fingers hit that perfect spot, I shattered. My orgasm ripped through me, messy and loud, pleasure slamming into me so hard it knocked the air out of my lungs. I arched into him without even thinking, the silk biting into my wrists as I strained against the ties, every nerve ending screaming yes. I was shaking, twitching, coming so hard I thought I might break, and still, he didn’t stop. He worked me through it, milking every last quake of release until I was trembling, wrecked, and barely breathing.

As Julian stood, his movements deliberate, he untied my wrists with a gentleness that sent another shiver through me. The blindfold slipped away, and the dim glow of the room swam back into focus. My legs felt weak, my breath still ragged from the intensity of my release.

Reality crashed back in like a wave. I was drenched—sweat, slick, every inch of me soaked in the evidence of what we’d just done. My skin buzzed, hypersensitive, raw in a way that had nothing to do with pain. My wrists ached from the tension of the binds, but even that felt like part of the pleasure. My thighs still trembled, sticky and ruined.

But this was too much.

Too fucking good.

Too real. Like every filthy chapter I’d ever devoured had slithered off the page and wrapped itself around my throat, hissing—this is yours now. And I’d fucking loved it.

But my brain? It was kicking in, whispering I should feel ashamed. That I should regret what I let Julian do to me. What I begged him to do. Like being undone by someone who saw me should come with guilt.

“I think maybe we should stop here,” I whispered, voice raw, still wrecked from everything he’d pulled out of me. The words tasted strange—soft, like maybe I didn’t believe them even as I said them. My chest ached with something I couldn’t quite name, that tender, dangerous edge between being too full and too exposed.

I hated this feeling.

Julian didn’t move away. He didn’t try to stop me. Instead, he watched me with a patience that felt as unshakable as his control. “We can,” he said smoothly. “But I think you already know you’ll regret it.”

I swallowed, my pulse stuttering. Would I?

“I didn’t invite you just to fuck you. I wanted to share this with you. With someone who actually wants it like I do. Most people they want the kink until it gets messy. Until it gets real. Too much. Too raw. Too honest.” He hesitated, just long enough for me to feel it.

His voice cracked a little—barely—but it sliced right through me. “I’ve been told I’m too much before. That I want too much. That what I like is too intense. But you… you read those books like you were starving. You looked at me like you knew. And when I saw that…” he let out a shaky breath, “I knew I had to risk it.”

My chest ached. Not just from the intensity of what we’d done, but from the way he looked at me now—like I could destroy him with a single word. This wasn’t just sex for him. It was the truth. His truth. And he was right I would regret it if I stopped now.

I reached for his hand, threading my fingers through his, even though I was still shaking. “Julian…” My voice came out softer than I expected. “You don’t have to be scared with me.”

His eyes lifted, locking on mine.

“I want all of it,” I whispered. “The mess. The craving. The part that hurts and the part that heals. I’ve always wanted more than just books.”

Julian leaned in, his lips hovering just over my ear, breath warm, but still not touching. “Stay then,” he murmured, voice low and full of something he rarely let anyone hear. “I'll give it all to you”

I nodded, my breath shaky. This was exactly what I wanted. “I’ll stay.”

Julian’s smile was slow, a little unguarded, like he was still feeling the weight of everything he'd just let me see. He’d been vulnerable with me—emotionally—in the same way I’d stripped myself bare for him physically. It wasn’t just sex. It was trust. It was real.

"Good," he murmured, voice low and warm. "Set whatever boundary you need. We can stop and breathe whenever. Just tell me what you want."

"What I want right now... is your cock," I said, voice low, a little breathless, but steady with certainty. No hesitation. No hiding.

This—him—was exactly what I wanted.

What happens now? That was between Julian and me. No one else. Fuck everyone else's rules, their judgment, their shame.

I wasn’t going to feel guilty for craving this. For needing it. For wanting to be taken apart by the man who’d seen every filthy page I’d ever read and said, yes, let’s make it real.


Chapter Six: Author of Her Undoing




Julian’s voice cut through the dimly lit atmosphere of the room, commanding and absolute. “Kneel.”

It wasn’t a request.

I sank to my knees, the cool floor biting against my skin as my pulse pounded in my throat. I was giving in completely. Giving it to this man who was making all my fantasies come true.

Julian started to undress, slow and deliberate, like he was peeling off more than just clothes—like he was shedding control, layer by layer, just for me.

His shirt hit the floor first, and holy hell, I couldn’t breathe. He was fit in that quiet, bookish way—defined chest that flexed with every breath, wide shoulders made for leaning into, and arms that looked like they’d wrapped around plenty of spines—books and otherwise. Then there was that dark, sinful trail that dipped below his waistband and dared me to follow it.

And then—

Fuck.

His cock. Thick. Hard. Heavy with want.

“Suck it,” he said, low and thick with hunger, stepping closer until his cock was right in front of my mouth—hard, flushed, leaking like he’d been waiting for this all night. Like this wasn’t just a command. It was a reward. A test. A fucking gift.

I reached for him, fingers trembling like I was about to unwrap something forbidden. He was hot in my hand—thick, heavy, pulsing with need—and fuck, the feel of him made my head reel. That scent hit me, deep and male and Julian, curling low in my belly and dragging a filthy sound from my throat. I parted my lips, let him rest on my tongue—salty, velvet-slick, already leaking—and sank down slow, savoring every inch like he was the first and last thing I’d ever taste.

His fingers tangled in my hair, gripping, guiding, owning.

He took control, one slow thrust at a time, letting me feel every inch of him before picking up the pace—deeper, harder, just enough to test my limits. My jaw ached, stretched wide around him, spit slicking my lips, but fuck, the way he groaned? The way his hips snapped forward like he couldn’t help himself? That was everything. That sound, that tension in his body—it was all for me. And God, I wanted more of it. I wanted to be the reason he lost that carefully guarded control, the reason he unraveled the same way he’d stripped me down—slow, deliberate, and with no fucking mercy.

This was his fantasy too—wasn’t it? Not just mine. Not just some dirty little paperback scene I used to touch myself to. This was real. Messy. Ours.

I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper, moaning just to feel his cock twitch against my tongue, to hear that rough gasp that said I had him right on the edge. That was power. That was mine.

I wanted him wrecked. Wanted him ruined. I wanted to be the one he thought about when he couldn’t come without picturing me on my knees, greedy and desperate and so fucking ready to take it all.

He yanked me off him with a sharp, needy tug, my lips slick, swollen, and shining with spit and him. I gasped, throat raw, dazed and aching to go back for more. His eyes were on me—dark, wild, like he was barely holding it together. And fuck, that look? It made my knees wobble all over again.

“On the bed,” he ordered, turning me and pressing me face down onto the plush sheets. I barely had time to catch my breath before his hand slid to the back of my neck, pushing me further into submission.

“How do you feel about being spanked?” he murmured, voice thick with want, dark with promise.

I’d never been spanked before. Never even seriously thought about it. But the second he said it something in me lit up like a live wire. My hips twitched, ass lifting into the air like my body was answering for me. My thighs pressed together, already slick, already fucking begging. The curiosity was filthy and electric, pulsing through every nerve like my skin knew what was coming and wanted to be marked by it.

“I don’t know if I’ll like it,” I whispered, breath hitching, spine buzzing with nerves and something dirtier—curiosity. “But I want to try. I want you to show me.”

“I have a feeling you won’t want me to stop.” Julian stepped away, and the loss of his touch made me whimper. I heard him move, the soft rustle of leather, the subtle scraped of wood against his palm. My breath hitched as he trailed the paddle across my skin, teasing, testing.

Then—crack.

A sharp sting cracked across my ass—hot, biting, filthy-perfect. It shot through me like a jolt straight to the spine, pain turning molten as it melted into something deeper, darker. A low, aching throb bloomed between my legs, thick and pulsing, like my pussy knew exactly what kind of game we were playing now.

He did it again.

“Fuck, your ass looks good all marked up for me.” Julian’s voice was thick with satisfaction as he rubbed slow, deliberate circles over the heated skin, soothing the sting only to remind me that he could do it again.

Of course he did. Another sharp smack—hot and hungry, like he needed it just as much as I did. The sound echoed, sharp and obscene, and my body sang for it, back arching, ass lifting, begging for the next one.

He didn't let me down.

The pain didn’t just sting—it bloomed, deep and dark, hot enough to curl my toes and light every nerve on fire. It owned me. Bent me. I gasped, eyes fluttering shut as the heat rolled through me in filthy waves. My thighs trembled, slick and needy, the mess between my legs growing by the second. My body wasn’t just responsive—it was fucking ravenous. I squirmed, tilting my hips up like a little slut offering herself up, begging without words. Every inch of me raw, wired, tuned to him. My pussy clenched around nothing, empty and desperate, aching to be filled. To be taken. To be used.

“Please,” I gasped, my voice barely more than a breath. “Fuck me, Julian. Hard.”

He didn’t make me beg twice.

With one hard, hungry thrust, he slammed into me—deep, thick, fucking perfect—stretching me open in the dirtiest, most delicious way. I gasped, choked on the fullness, the way he filled me so completely it almost hurt. His grip on my hips was savage, grounding me, holding me in place as he fucked me like he was trying to brand himself into my body. Each thrust wrecked me a little more, shattered me open, and I loved it. I wanted to be ruined. I wanted him to be the one to do it.

Then, his thumb found my asshole—slick, warm, and already pulsing from how raw I was. He circled it, slow and dirty, teasing until I gasped, hips twitching, body caught between panic and need. He didn’t rush. Just held me there, testing the edge, waiting until I softened under him, breath shaky, legs trembling. And then he pushed inside, slow, deliberate, no hesitation. My breath hitched, back arched, body clenching around the intrusion like it didn’t know if it could take it or never wanted to let go.

Julian groaned, deep and guttural, his free hand gripping my ass, spreading me wider as he fucked me harder, using me, wrecking me.

It wasn’t enough. I needed more.

Julian flipped me over like I weighed nothing, that same smooth, savage confidence tightening in his grip as he manhandled me into place. My back hit the mattress and he was on me, spreading my legs wide, pushing them up until my knees nearly brushed my shoulders. He stared down like I was his fucking prize—earned, marked, claimed—and I could feel the want radiating off him in thick, molten waves.

And then he was inside me.

Hard. Deep. Devastating.

He bottomed out with one brutal, possessive thrust, a scream tearing from my throat before I could stop it. His cock slammed into that spot that made my vision white out, over and over, ruthless and perfect. Then—fuck—his hand wrapped around my throat, not tight, just enough pressure to make my head swim, to make me float. My eyes fluttered. My pussy clenched down around him like it was trying to keep him there forever. I could barely breathe, but I didn’t care. I didn’t need air. I needed him—deep, hard, relentless.

Each thrust was a punishment, a promise, a prayer cracked wide open and rammed into my spine. My toes curled. My back arched off the bed like I was trying to get closer—take more—even though he was already buried so deep I could feel him in my throat. My mind was long gone. All that existed was him—the brutal rhythm of his cock inside me, the raw sounds pouring out of my mouth, no filter, no shame.

He stared down at me, wild and wrecked, his gaze locked on my face like he needed to watch me come apart just to hold himself together. His cock drove into me, fast and unforgiving, sliding slick and perfect. I could feel him getting close. Every muscle in his body was coiled tight. He let go of my throat, gave me a rush of air, and the look in his eyes? Fucking feral.

But he didn’t slow. Didn’t ease up. He just kept fucking me like he already owned me—and this was him carving it into my body, stroke by stroke, until there’d never be any doubt I belonged to him.

“Beg for it,” he growled, his pace brutal. “Beg for me to let you come.”

I was already there, teetering on the edge, my body trembling, desperate for release. “Please, Julian,” I sobbed. “Please, let me—”

“Now,” he ordered.

I shattered, full-body and mindless, the orgasm ripping through me like lightning—hot and wild, violent in its pleasure. I cried out, body shaking, pussy clenching so hard around him I thought I might break apart. My vision blurred. My lungs forgot how to work. And then I felt him—Julian groaning above me, his cock pulsing as he came, spilling hot and thick across my belly in filthy, possessive stripes. Marking me. Claiming me. Mine. His. Ours. No fantasy had ever touched this.

Julian eased me up, careful now, his fingers tracing over the marks he’d left like he was memorizing every bruise, every bite. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me in slow, like he couldn’t quite let go yet. When our eyes met, everything in him had shifted—his gaze was softer, stripped bare, like he’d given me something more than just control. Like he was hoping I’d given him something too.

"You good?" he asked, voice low, rough around the edges—like he needed the answer more than I did. Like the only thing that mattered right now was knowing I enjoyed it. That it was good for me too.

I let out a shaky breath, still spinning, still soaked in the high of everything he'd just wrung out of me. "I'm more than alright," I breathed, the corners of my lips curling as the haze gave way to heat again. I dragged my fingers through the mess he'd left on my belly—hot, slick, filthy—and slipped them into my mouth, licking them clean without breaking eye contact. "Next time," I murmured around my fingers, voice thick with tease, "don't waste it. I want it in my mouth."

Julian’s chest rumbled with a low laugh, dark and indulgent. "Greedy little thing." He ran his fingers through my hair, tilting my chin up so I had no choice but to meet his gaze.

I stretched, my body sore in places I hadn’t even known could ache, the reality of everything we had done sinking into my bones.

"You ruined me," I muttered, grinning against his chest. "How am I supposed to read another filthy book after this? The real thing is way too good."

Julian hummed, amused. "Then we'll just have to try everything you read about."

I pulled back, arching a brow. "You think you can handle that?"

His smirk was slow, knowing. Possessive. "Darling, I’m counting on it."

As we left the club that night, my body ached in ways I’d never experienced before, my skin still tingling with the remnants of his touch. But more than that, my mind raced, my heart thundered with one undeniable truth.

I wasn’t done with Julian. Not even close.


Chapter Seven: Next Chapter




I dropped Corrupted Innocents onto the counter, smirking as Julian looked down at it, then back up at me. One brow quirked—just enough to make my stomach tighten in the best way.

"Finished already?"

"You say that like you're surprised." I leaned in, elbows on the counter, voice dipping into something low and teasing. "You were right—I really enjoyed this one."

Julian hummed, slow and smug, like he already knew. He pushed the book aside and turned toward the shelves behind him. "Had a feeling you would. Thought you might like this one next."

He dragged his fingers along the spines, deliberate, unhurried, like he was savoring the buildup. Then he pulled one free and slid it toward me.

Claimed.

The title alone was a promise. The cover? Absolutely filthy—some poor wrecked woman and a man’s hand clamped around her throat in the most possessive, delicious way.

My eyebrows lifted. "Subtle."

Julian’s grin was pure sin. "You love it."

I opened the book slowly, fingertips trailing across the pages like I already knew what was waiting. And there it was. Tucked inside like a secret meant only for me.

A black envelope.

My pulse kicked. My smile curled. I glanced up at him.

He didn’t say a word. Didn’t have to.

I tapped the book’s cover. "I think I'm really going to enjoy this one."

Julian leaned in, voice a slow, delicious whisper. "Can’t wait to hear your thoughts. Maybe even... see them in action."

My mouth went dry. My thighs didn’t.

I grinned. "You're such a tease."

He winked. "Only for you."

I slid the envelope into my bag, a wicked little grin tugging at my lips. Yeah. I was going to enjoy this one.

And he would too.

I’d always devoured the fantasy—the ones with breathless surrender, power plays that left you aching, craving, undone. But this? This wasn’t a story I dog-eared and tucked away. This was real. Tangible. The way Julian looked at me like I was his favorite chapter. The way he touched me like he’d written every filthy scene himself.

But the best part? This wasn’t a one-night fantasy. I wasn’t some passing kink or curiosity.

Julian knew me. Every dirty little title I’d ever slipped across the counter, every taboo craving I buried in silence—he didn’t just see it. He wanted it. He wanted me.

I didn’t just find someone who could match my filth. I found someone who wanted to live in it with me.

And if he kept handing me these twisted, delicious invitations?

I was going to say yes.

Every. Damn. Time.
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Teaser For your next Temptation: Good Girls Don't

I drank him in—inked arms, messy long hair, the pulse ticking fast at his throat. And then the words slipped out before I could soften them. Before I could coat them in coyness. 

“I want to suck your cock.” 

It wasn’t a suggestion. Wasn’t sweet or shy or wrapped in apology. It came out sharp. Solid. Like it had been sitting on my tongue all night, waiting for permission to be real. Emily would’ve thrown me a damn parade. 

Markus blinked. Just stared.  

Like he couldn’t decide if I was fucking with him or if he’d just stumbled into his favorite daydream. 

I didn’t look away. Didn’t fidget. I let him make his choice. Let him decide what kind of girl I was. 

His eyes dragged over me like a slow fuck. Like he was trying to decide what kind of trouble I was. Then he chuckled. Deep. Low. It rumbled out of his chest and settled low in my gut. His arm moved behind me on the couch—close, but not touching. Just heat. Just suggestion. The kind of proximity that made it hard to breathe without thinking about tongues and teeth. 

He downed the rest of his drink. One smooth motion. “You don’t play, do you? I thought you were gonna flirt a little… make me chase it.” 

“Sorry,” I said laying my hand on his thigh. “I’m not in the mood to make you chase. You’re the prey tonight, babe.” 

“Fuck…” he breathed, like the word had been yanked from his lungs. His thighs jumped under my hand, like even his body was caught off guard. His hand moved to my shoulder—not to push. Just to anchor himself. I felt him come undone and I hadn’t even tasted him yet. He looked at me like I’d just changed the laws of his world. 

“You want to suck my cock, right here in front of everyone? You don’t seem like the type.” he asked, his voice rough, laced with awe. The silver ring on his tongue caught the light as he swallowed hard, eyes darting briefly across the room—then back to me. 

“You’d be surprised.” I said running a slow circle on his thigh with my hand. 

“Then do it, baby. That’s what were here for right?” His voice cracked. His hand tightened on my shoulder.  

And all I could think was: 

Good girls don’t do this. 

And I didn’t fucking care. 

I sank between his spread thighs with more confidence than I actually felt—shoulders squared, breath steady, even as my heart pounded like a war drum in my chest. The floor was hard and cool beneath my knees. 

I wasn’t a pro. Not by a long shot. But I’d spent enough nights in the shadows of Club Temptation to know how this moment should unfold. I’d watched. I’d studied. I’d seen how people worked a cock to make a man moan. I looked up at him, voice low and sure, even if my fingers trembled slightly as I reached for his belt. 

“Tell me what you like,” I said, my gaze locking with his. “And what you don’t.” 

Markus’s mouth twitched, that cocky grin breaking through again. “I’ll be sure to let you know.” 

The smell of leather and sex clung to the air, but under that—him. His cologne, sharp and warm. Cedarwood, maybe. Spice. Something dark that settled deep in my chest and spread like heat through my limbs. I breathed it in and let it center me. 

I reached for his belt, undoing it slow, the metal buckle giving way with a click that felt louder than it should’ve. His zipper followed, smooth and deliberate. He was already straining beneath his briefs—thick, hard, twitching with need. Goddamn. 

I palmed him through the fabric, dragging my fingers down the length of him, feeling him jerk under my touch. He was so ready. Giving him a look as I pulled down the waistband of his briefs, freeing him. 

And there he was—bold, hard, flushed. Beautiful in that filthy, primal way I’d only imagined until now. A silver barbell glinted at the tip, wicked and gleaming in the low light—fuck. It suited him. A little dangerous. A little daring. The kind of thing that whispered I like it when it hurts, just a little. 

I smiled. That’s going to leave a bruise. 
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