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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, exhibitionism, Fem sub/Male dom, bdsm, and plenty of dirty talking 




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


Chapter One: Boxes and Bullshit




Sunlight slashed across the apartment, making every imperfection stand out in sharp, unapologetic detail. It reeked of lemon cleaner and cheap soap—sharp, artificial, desperate and failing at covering up the cigarettes' smell. Water stains ringed the ceiling like bruises hopefully old and not signs that it leaked every time. The carpet in the bedroom was marked by something dark and stubborn. I tried to be hopeful that my attempts to scrub it out would be more fruitful than the past tenant.

It wasn’t charming. It wasn’t warm. The place was battered, peeling, worn to the bone—but there wasn't a single trace of my fucking ex. No smell of his cologne in the hallway, no echo of his voice biting into the back of my neck. Just four walls and freedom. And that? That was fucking beautiful.

"So... this is it?" Paul asked, stepping over a box labeled "Kitchen, probably" with that older-brother eyebrow raised to full tilt.

I wiped a streak of sweat off my temple. "Yep. Paradise sweet smells-like-cigarettes-and-questionable-decisions Paradise."

He gave a grunt. "Paradise has peeling wallpaper now?"

"Paradise is subjective," I shot back, setting the box down next to a burn mark on the counter that looked like someone had tried to sacrifice a toaster. "This one comes with character."

"So did Alcatraz."

We both laughed. The kind of laugh that came after hours of hauling boxes. The kind that came when you were pretending everything was perfectly fine.

We’d just hauled in the last of the boxes—books, a couple mugs with smartass quotes, clothes that actually felt like mine. I hadn’t taken much. Paul had pointed it out more than once.

"Seriously," he said, wiping his face. "You left a three-bedroom house with central air and a walk-in closet for this?"

"I left a man who made me feel like furniture." I pushed a box with my foot. "Big difference."

Paul ran a hand through his hair. "You let him keep the house, though."

"Didn’t want it."

"You paid into it. Put your name on it. You could’ve—"

"I wouldn’t want to live there alone anyway."

I didn’t say it, but the words echoed in my head like a scream behind glass: I already felt alone when I lived there.

He shook his head. "Still think you should’ve taken more. At least the car."

"I wasn’t about to keep the SUV he bought to make himself feel like less of a piece of shit."

Paul smirked. "Hence why you get the joy of my help today."

"You mean doing your brotherly duty?"

He crossed his arms. "You know the cheating bastard’s going to move her in."

"Technically he didn't cheat, he waited until after the divorce papers were signed." I kept telling myself that. But every time I thought of his newer, younger model it pissed me off. He had introduced us, fucking over coffee, like he was looking for my fucking blessing.

"Right. He just happened to fall head over dick in love the week after you left."

"He’s always had great timing."

Another shared look. The kind that said: we both know this is bullshit, but we’re too tired to argue with the past.

Paul’s phone buzzed. He glanced at it, then groaned. "Gotta run. Liam’s game. Coach is already side-eyeing me for being late."

"Tell him to score one for his favorite aunt."

"He’ll ask what kind of payment that gets him."

"Two slices of pizza and a cannonball into the world’s sketchiest apartment pool."

He made a face. "Pretty sure you need a tetanus shot to even look at that water."

"Live a little."

He stepped closer, eyeing the place like he still couldn’t believe I’d chosen it. "You sure you’re good here?"

"I get to play my own music, eat cereal for dinner, and walk around in fuzzy socks with zero judgment. What’s not to love?"

"A working heater, maybe."

"I like layering."

He laughed and pulled me into a hug—tight, real. The kind that says I’ve got you even if I think you’re out of your damn mind.

"You’re really doing it."

"Doing it. Owning it. Crying about it later with dignity and possibly a pint of ice cream."

He pulled back and smirked. "Call me if raccoons start moving in."

"Maybe I can charge them rent."

He waved and slipped out. The door clicked shut behind him with that soft, final thud that made everything too damn real.

The hallway buzzed with its usual tired hum—old wiring, bad lighting, voices muffled behind too-thin walls. But inside?

Inside it was just me.

No footsteps. No ex breathing behind my shoulder. No fake laughs. No more pretending to be okay for anyone but myself.

Just me.

And the silence? It wasn’t lonely. It was still. Heavy in a good way.

I turned slowly, taking it all in like I hadn’t been staring at it all day. Crooked blinds that didn’t quite shut. Peeling paint. That single overhead bulb throwing yellow light like it was trying to warm the place with sheer effort.

It was small. Rough. Kinda sad.

But it was mine.

I crouched next to a box and yanked out my favorite mug—chipped, faded, proudly obnoxious with its cracked lettering that read: My last fuck flew off on a broomstick. Still standing. Same. I hadn’t taken much. Just the shit that felt like me—a stack of dog-eared books, the hoodie that still smelled like bonfires, my cast iron pan, and the pillow that didn’t make my neck scream every morning. Everything else? Fuck it. Let it rot back in that suburban mausoleum.

I set the mug on the counter, dragging my hand across the cheap laminate like it could tether me to something real. Then I opened the fridge. It groaned like I’d just offended it personally. One sad can of sparkling water rolled across the shelf and hit the back wall with a thunk—less hydration, more passive-aggressive commentary on my life choices.

My stomach answered with a growl. Loud. Petty. On brand.

"Great planning," I muttered. "Should’ve made Paul swing by the store."

I checked my phone and hovered over the delivery apps. Thai, pizza, tacos—none of it felt right. Not tonight. And not that I’d admit it to Paul, but I wasn’t quite ready to eat my first sad-girl meal on the floor of my shitty new apartment. The idea of unboxing soggy fries in silence made my chest ache in a way I didn’t want to poke too hard. I needed noise. A crowd. Something stronger than sodium and self-pity.

I pulled up the maps app, looking for something nearby. No food. No groceries. But a bar was a few blocks away. Divey. Probably greasy. Probably exactly what I needed.

They had food, and even better they had drinks.

Not wine-in-a-box. Not cry-into-my-hands, mascara-streaked, sad bitch juice. I’d had more than enough of those nights. I wanted something that burned—something that tasted like new beginnings and middle fingers. A drink that said, cheers to the woman who finally walked away from his sorry ass.

I grabbed my purse and ducked into the bathroom. The mirror was cracked, of course. Like even my reflection was trying to break free. I ran a hand through my hair, smoothed it back, swiped on a bold lip I hadn’t touched in months.

Then I stared.

Tired eyes. But behind them? I felt like they finally held some of the fierceness of the me before the marriage. Maybe divorced woman looked suited me. I locked the door behind me. The air outside was cool, brushing against my arms. No breakdown tonight. Just a real drink. A quiet stool. A little fire in my chest.

I headed down the street, a couple blocks toward the bar, already tasting the burn of something strong and reckless waiting inside.


Chapter Two: Whiskey and Whiplash




The bar definitely lived up to its reviews. Shady as fuck. The floor stuck to my boots, the air reeked of stale beer and fryer grease, and the lighting was doing some heavy lifting to hide the cracks in the walls. A game must’ve been on—judging by the wall-to-wall crowd of guys yelling at a single oversized TV like their curses could change the score.

The menu was one page. Laminated. Sticky. I ordered the burger and fries because it felt like the safest bet. When it came time to order a drink, I glanced at the bartender—who looked like he’d pickled himself in Pabst Blue Ribbon sometime in the late '90s—and knew better than to ask for anything that required more than two ingredients.

Whiskey on the rocks. Clean. Sharp. No room for disappointment.

I’d always liked whiskey. But I never drank it much. My ex used to say it wasn’t a drink for women—unless I wanted hair on my chest. His idea of flirting was making sure I knew just how unfeminine I was whenever I did something he didn’t like. Whiskey, leather jackets, bold lipstick. All too much for his fragile masculinity.

The burger came out fast, hot, and absolutely drowning in grease. It tasted like it was clocking in at a thousand calories, packed with everything that made burgers good—salt, fat, and zero nutritional value. Basically? Worth every bite. I’d barely made it through two before I pulled out my phone and made the fatal mistake of checking social media. It wasn't long till I scrolled past his feed.

There he was. Almost ruining my appetite. My ex, grinning like he hadn’t made me feel like a ghost past two years. Arm wrapped around his new girlfriend—fresh highlights, fake lashes, probably smelled like vanilla body spray.

"Fuck you," I muttered under my breath, stabbing the screen with my thumb as I finally blocked him. i didn't know why I hadn't done it before. It felt... good. Solid. Like deleting a virus.

I scraped the last bite off the plate, barely tasting it. Still scrolling like a dumbass, still pretending the block button was enough. I chased it with the rest of my whiskey, let it burn its way down and pretend it could torch the ache out of my chest. Somewhere between scrolling and swallowing, the whole vibe of the bar had shifted. I hadn't notice how loud the room had gotten, how the air had shifted from dull and drunken to something out of control, until someone shouted.

Then someone else shouted louder.

My head jerked up just in time to catch the unfolding disaster: two towering men squaring off beneath the flickering TV, each posturing like bulls in a dusty ring. One had a shaved head, sweat beading along his temples, knuckles already bloodied. The other wore a stained jersey clinging to a frame built from years of beer and brawls. They were loud. Angry. And getting louder.

Glasses clinked, sharp and jarring like warning bells. A barstool screeched back, metal legs scraping over sticky tile. Someone yelped behind me, the sound tight and panicked. One man cracked his knuckles like a threat, the other’s nostrils flared as he stepped forward, chest heaving.

I grabbed my purse and made for the exit, hoping to ghost out without incident. But I’d barely taken two steps before one of them lunged. A fist flew. And somehow, because life is a comedy with shit timing, just as I crossed behind them, one of the men got shoved straight into my path.

I flinched, every muscle locked, bracing for the inevitable hit.

Instead, an arm locked around my waist and yanked me out of the danger zone. I was off my feet before I even knew what was happening, pulled tight against a chest that felt like it had been carved out of granite. Before I could catch my breath, his other fist cracked through the air and sent one of the brawlers straight to the floor with a grunt that sounded like his ego cracked along with his jaw.

My rescuer didn’t let go of me.

He barked at the men to back the fuck off, his voice low and lethal. "Watch where the hell you're swinging, assholes. You almost took her head off," he growled, stepping between me and the chaos like it was instinct. They looked like they wanted to keep swinging—chests puffed, jaws tight—but one glance at him, and their fire fizzled.

I looked up.

Holy shit.

He had to be over six feet tall—maybe more. Built like a tank in business casual: charcoal slacks, crisp button-down, sleeves rolled just enough to show off thick forearms. His dusty brown hair was neatly styled, with a few rebellious strands that refused to behave. His jaw was sharp enough to wound, mouth set in a line that didn’t give anything away. But his eyes—fuck, his eyes—would cut anyone down. They warned: don’t fuck with me.

"You okay?" he asked, not letting me go just yet.

I nodded, my voice temporarily out of service. Because, apparently, almost getting clocked by two drunk guys and then rescued by an actual Greek god would do that to a girl.

He guided me toward the door, his hand firm at the small of my back—steady, certain, warm through the fabric of my shirt. Not rushed. Not possessive. Just confident. Like he did this all the time. Like leading someone out of trouble was as natural as breathing.

And god help me, I liked the way his hand felt there. Not even a little shame about it. Probably because it had been so long since anyone touched me like I was worth defending.

“You were just leaving, right?” he asked once we were clear of the bar.

I blinked. I couldn’t tell if it was a question or a command. “Uh… yeah. Was fixing to walk home.”

“Walk?” One eyebrow ticked up.

“I live a couple blocks that way,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. I couldn't tell if my heart was still racing from the bar fight or from standing this close to him. Either way, I pulled myself together and gave my best impression of someone completely unbothered.

“It’s dark.”

“I noticed.”

“And you're just going to walk home? In this neighborhood? Alone?” His tone wasn’t angry, but it had an edge.

“Are you asking or just reciting the safety report?” I shot back. The sharp edge in his voice sobered me up, slicing through the heat he stirred in me. The last thing I needed was a guy with a savior complex. Sure, he looked like sin in a button-down, but I knew better than to play the damsel.

He didn’t miss a beat. “Let me drive you.”

I scoffed. “Thanks, but I don’t take rides from strangers.”

“Lucian.”

“What?”

“That’s my name.” He looked me dead in the eye. “Now we’re not strangers.”

And with that, he turned and started walking toward the lot like I was already following. I stared at his back, broad and self-assured, the way his shoulders moved like he was always bracing for something. He walked with the kind of confidence that didn’t beg, didn’t wait—just expected.

I exhaled hard and muttered, “Fuck it.” Maybe it was time to play princess for once. I deserved it. A little attention, a little rescue. The kind my ex never gave me, not without strings or shame.

The car was a sleek black sedan, all smooth lines and understated power. When I slid inside, the leather kissed the backs of my thighs, cool and firm. The scent hit me first—clean, cologne and leather.

“Buckle up,” he said, already shifting into drive.

I clicked the buckle into place. My hands dropped into my lap, fingers loose. I wasn’t nervous, not really—I was just waiting. I found myself bracing for him to say something gross or expect something for the favor. Old habits. But he didn’t. Just sat there, calm, quiet.

“So… thanks. For stopping those guys,” I said, voice awkward in the thick silence.

He glanced at me. “Why were you even in there? That bar doesn’t have the best reputation and you didn’t look like a regular.”

I raised a brow. “You do ask a lot of questions”

He sat waiting for me to answer. Pulling the car out of the parking lot.

“I’m new. I was hungry. Sue me. Why were you there? Doesn’t exactly scream after-work happy hour.”

He smirked. “Business.”

“Really? That doesn’t sound nefarious at all,” I said, deadpan.

“I’m in real estate. Company’s looking at expanding into the area. Needed to get a feel for the place.”

“So you came to a bar that smells like piss and fryer grease?” I raised a brow, unconvinced.

“You learn a lot about a place after dark,” he said with a slow smirk that curled at the corners like a secret.

“Right.” I gave him a once-over. “Well, Lucian, maybe my imagination’s dead, but I just can’t picture you selling me a home. Something about those thick thighs doesn’t scream 'desk job'”

He laughed—low, rough, intimate. “Used to play rugby in college. Kept the build.”

“Where’d you play?” I perked up, too interested for someone to claim they were just making conversation.

“You sound like a fan.” His voice dipped into something warm.

“Sure am. I know the rules, the positions, how to call a proper ruck—but let's be honest, I mostly tune in for the thighs and the tackles. Men in short shorts, all muscle and sweat, piling into each other with that kind of barely-contained aggression? Tell me that’s not hot. Half the time I’m watching, I forget who’s even got the ball.”

He blinked. “Huh. Never thought about it like that.”

I laughed at his reaction. “My ex used to give me hell about it. Said it was un-American. But honestly? Football just doesn’t do it for me. Not enough skin.”

“You’re married?”

“Ex-husband,” I corrected quickly. “Still rolls off the tongue sometimes.”

“Good,” he murmured. “I like them single.”

I snorted. “Easy, cowboy. I’m recently divorced. I need to get my life together before I even think about getting tangled up with anyone.”

I meant it. Mostly. But then I looked at him. And yeah… maybe I was lying to both of us.

“Shame,” he said quietly.

I sat there, a little stunned. Did he just flirt with me? And did I seriously fumble it that bad? I didn’t even get a word in before my building came into view, too late to save it, too early to stop thinking about it.

“This is me,” I said, nodding toward my building as he pulled up.

The car slowed, but my brain was still spinning. My fingers twisted in my lap as I stared out the window at my busted-ass apartment. And fuck—it hit me. This was the first real conversation I’d had with a man since the divorce. Someone who wasn’t family or a coworker. And I’d tripped all over it like a rookie. Flirted like I forgot how. I wanted to kick myself. So I swallowed the awkward and forced my mouth to move.

“Thanks again, Lucian. I mean it.”

He didn’t move. “Wait.”

I paused, hand on the door.

“I’m not looking for a relationship either,” he said, voice rich and low, like he was confessing something. “But I am looking for something... indulgent. Something fun. And you—” his eyes dragged over me, slow, hungry “—you’re checking a lot of very specific boxes.”

Disappointment hit low—sharp, hot, almost predictable. Of course the walking wet dream wasn’t after anything more than sex. A casual arrangement. Just my luck. But hey, at least it meant my flirting hadn’t completely tanked. I forced a smirk, swallowing the sting. “Wow. Straight to the point with the kink proposal. Bold of you.”

He shook his head. “Not a hookup. I’m looking for a sub.”

My mouth opened. “Like… what kind? Praise or Fifty Shades?”

He smiled. “Never read either of them. I want someone to please. With pain. With pleasure. Safely. Consensually. Not at your place. Not at mine. Neutral ground. A place called Club Temptation.”

I licked my lips. He made it sound tempting. I wasn’t that kind of woman. At least I didn't think I was. “That’s a very generous offer, but—”

“Don’t say no yet.” His voice dropped, dark and smooth, as he leaned in. “I felt it. The way your body softened against mine. The way you followed without a second thought. No hesitation. You weren’t just leaning into me—you were offering yourself. Craving someone to take control. Someone who knows how to make you feel… deeply. Completely. Everywhere.”

He reached toward me, slow and deliberate, and my breath caught on instinct. My body went still, thrumming with anticipation. His hand hovered just shy of my thigh, the heat of him radiating between us, and then—click. The seatbelt popped free.

He then leaned across me, his arm grazed my chest, that was anything but an accident. Then he opened the door, slow, smooth. Offering me an out. My escape. Even if it didn’t feel like freedom.

“Text me. Call me. When you’re ready.” He handed me a black card—matte, clean, just his name and number. No flash, no logo, just confidence.

My pulse jumped. The red flag sensor in my brain was screaming. I’d just crawled out of a marriage with a man who made me feel like furniture, and here I was, entertaining some stranger who wanted me be his 'sub'. I didn’t even know what that meant. Not really. Not beyond the buzzwords. And meeting him at a club? It sounded insane.

But it also sounded... freeing. And maybe that was the problem. I didn’t fully understand what Lucian was offering—but I wanted to find out. So I took the card. Stepped out of the car. And yeah, part of me already knew it wasn't a matter of if but when I called him.

"Good night, princess." He said it like he knew exactly what that word did to me, like he'd claimed it—claimed me—without needing permission. And yeah, it sounded filthy on his tongue. Dirty in a way that made my knees a little weaker. I stood there like an idiot, watching his taillights disappear down the street, heart thudding like it already missed the heat of him.

So yeah. First night in my new apartment? It ended with whiskey, a greasy-ass burger, a bar fight I didn't start, and a man who looked like he could fuck the memory of my ex right out of me. Lucian wasn’t some casual flirtation. He was the kind of offer that didn’t knock—he kicked the door in and waited for me to crawl toward it. I didn’t know if I was supposed to run or fall, but I knew one thing: that card in my pocket wasn’t going untouched for long.


Chapter Three: Blame the Racoons




It took me almost a week to reach out.

Days of my mind ping-ponging back and forth. Of rereading his card like it might change. Two weeks of late-night Google spirals—"BDSM sub contracts," "Club Temptation dress code," "how to not lose your mind giving up control." All in incognito mode, like the shame would disappear if I deleted the history fast enough. And then, when the fantasy got too loud, the doubt would creep in. What if I wasn’t enough? What if I didn’t deserve what he was offering? When he had given me the card I had been so sure I was going to text him.

But then two things happened in the same night that drove me to it: my ex called, smug as ever, asking if I could house sit while he and his new girlfriend jetted off to Cabo. Like we were friends. Like we hadn’t just clawed our way through a messy divorce. Like I hadn’t already given him everything. Asshole.

And then, a few hours later, a raccoon broke into my apartment. It crawled through the flimsy screen of my third-floor window like even it knew how pathetic my post-divorce life had become. Moved in like it was claiming squatters’ rights. Knocking things off the counter, hissing at me from the top of the fridge, growling every time I tried to chase it out. My brother's joke still ringing in my ears. Now that it was actually happening, it wasn’t so funny.

I stood there in my busted-ass kitchen, clutching a broom like it was a sword, yelling at a hissing raccoon on top of my fridge like this was normal. And right there, in the middle of all that chaos, it hit me. I was so damn tired of holding everything together. I didn’t want to be the one in charge anymore. Not of this. Not of anything.

So I texted him.

Lucian had sent the contract the next morning. Straightforward. Unapologetic. Thorough. There was nothing romantic about it, but something about the clarity—the absolute certainty—had made my pulse trip. I’d read it twice, then again. Highlighted. Made notes. And still I found myself pressing my thighs together as I imagined his voice reading the limits aloud.

Then he sent the details—time, date, address, a short list of instructions that read more like a dare. Go to the VIP entrance. Your name’s on the list. Wear white lingerie. Leave your clothes in the locker room. My heart pounded the second I read it, and of course, I was going to follow every word to the letter. If I was going to do this I was going to commit completely.

The club sat between a hotel and a warehouse, tucked away like it didn’t want to be found—except by those who already knew where to look. A single neon sign buzzed above the entrance: Club Temptation. No explanation. No flashy graphics. Just a name that promised everything and revealed nothing.

The line out front was already packed bodies poured into tight dresses, lace, and leather, all dripping sex and sizing each other up like it was a damn buffet. You could practically taste the perfume in the air, thick.

The VIP door was around the side sleek, dark, and marked only by a red light and a discreet camera. No line. No fanfare. When I gave my name, the bouncer barely acknowledged it. A nod. A door opened. That was all.

The locker room was exactly were Lucian said it’d be. Right next to the entrance. My coat stayed wrapped tight around me like armor, even though it wasn’t doing shit to stop the nerves. My locker had my name on it. Already set up. Like this wasn’t the first time he’d planned something down to the breath.

I undressed slow, like dragging it out might make it less real. White lace hugged my curves, soft and snug, all sheer panels and nothing left to the imagination. The air was cool and sharp across my skin—thighs, stomach, nipples hard under the fabric. I folded my clothes, shoved them in the locker, locked the damn thing before I chickened out, and stepped into the hallway like I wasn’t one second from turning around.

I wasn’t the only one in lingerie, not the only body out on display but it sure as hell felt like it. My skin was buzzing, hot and tight, like every nerve suddenly remembered it existed. I never thought I was the kind of girl who’d be into being watched, but something about this place, about Lucian’s voice in my head and those rules he laid out, the way everything about this club whispered permission—it lit me up. And yeah, it clicked.

The club was already alive warm, thick with heat and noise, bass thumping like a pulse just beneath your skin. The dance floor was a mess of bodies grinding, swaying, teasing hands and bold mouths. Some kissed like they’d starve without it. Some watched like they were waiting their turn. Some were just out in the open, doing things that made my breath catch. But it didn’t feel sleazy. It was curated, slow burn sensual. Like the whole place had been built to make you ache.

I just needed to breathe. Just one breath. One step. One command at a time. Meet me by the bar. I'll be waiting. His text still echoed through me, calm and certain, threading itself beneath my skin. A tether. A promise. A pull I couldn’t resist.

And then I saw him.

The last time, he’d been clean-cut in business casual. Neat, composed, every thick line of his muscled frame stuffed into a button-down like it didn’t quite belong. The kind of body you noticed even when it was trying not to be noticed.

But here?

He looked every bit of a Dom, like he was made for the role. He didn’t just look good. He looked right. Like this was the skin he was always meant to wear. He stood at the bar like the room answered to him. Dressed head-to-toe in black, the shirt clung to his chest and arms like it had been stitched onto muscle, every movement stretching the fabric in ways that made it hard to look away. The sleeves were rolled to his forearms, exposing thick cords of muscle and veined tension. The shirt was unbuttoned just enough to hint at the heat beneath, a tease of skin.

And his hair messy in that deliberate way that looked like someone had ran their hands through it. Tousled, wild, utterly touchable. It made me want to sink my fingers in and see if he’d growl.

He spoke to a couple. The woman, a redhead in sheer black lace. The man beside her was broad, good-looking, his hand resting casually on her hip. Comfortable. Owned.

Lucian smiled at something the man said. Then he turned.

And saw me.

He lifted his hand. Not a wave. A summons. Fingers curling in that slow, deliberate way that made my knees forget how to work. The couple looked at me. Smiled knowingly. The kind of smile that said they understood exactly what I was walking into. Then they turned and slipped into the crowd.

And suddenly it was just Lucian and me.

Me, half-naked in nothing but lingerie. Skin flushed. Breathing too fast. He turned fully, gaze dragging over every inch of me. Slow. Possessive. A hundred strangers within arm’s reach, and still it felt like the only eyes that mattered were his. Then that smile followed pleased, hungry, edged in something sharp. And heat bloomed low in my belly.

"You came," he said, and it hit me how much it mattered to him. Like he’d pictured this moment, and hadn’t been sure I’d give it to him.

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "I had nothing better to do."

His eyes flicked over me, sharp and unreadable. "Is that so?"

"Don’t let it go to your head."

He stepped in close, close enough that the air shifted.

"There’s no reason to be nervous," he murmured. "While you’re here, you’ll call me Sir. And just so we’re clear, if anyone touches you without permission, I’ll break their hands."

His voice didn’t change. Didn’t rise. It didn’t need to.

"You touch anyone—without asking me first—this ends. I don’t share."

His words hit low, right where fear twisted with heat. And I realized something deep in my gut.

He meant every word.

My breath caught. My chest tightened in that delicious way that happens right before you fall. Fear? Maybe. Turned on? Definitely. "Still having a hard time believing you're not some mobster with a bondage kink."

He studied me, eyes sharp and steady, like he was reading all the noise behind my silence. "One last very important thing, you can leave or end this at any time, you know that?"

The words shouldn’t have hit so hard. But they did. No one had ever offered me that kind of choice before. Not my ex. Not anyone. What I needed never mattered—only what they could take, what I was supposed to give without question. But Lucian wasn’t asking me to just take it. He was asking if he could give. And that changed everything. I wanted it. Wanted him. Because for once, it felt like the power was mine to hand over.

I held his gaze, slow and steady, lips parting just enough to let the words fall out like a promise.

"I’m here because I fucking want to be, Sir." My voice was low and hot, all rough edges and no shame. I didn’t blink, didn’t hide.

His smile was instant, deep and satisfied. "Already making me proud, princess."

My whole body lit up at that. Heat curled low and tight, throbbing between my thighs. Fuck, I wanted him to say it again. I didn’t think I’d be into being called princess, but coming from him? Yeah, I could get used to it real fast.

"Now, we're going to head downstairs," he said, voice steady, like he wasn’t leading me somewhere debaucherous. "Let you watch a scene. If that doesn’t scare you off, we’ll start negotiations and maybe our own scene. Give you your own little taste."

"Do I get a menu, or is it more of a chef’s choice situation?" I asked, arching a brow.

He smirked. "You’re funny. But sarcasm has its time and place."

"And this isn’t it?" I asked, feigning innocence.

"Not if you want to walk straight."

That shut me up. Sort of.

"What about the contract?" I asked, softer now.

"I’m not rushing you," he said, voice low but firm. "I take this seriously. I want you to want it. And to be sure you want it, you need to feel it for yourself first."

"Right," I said, but my body had already made the choice.

He cut through the crowd like it wasn’t even there. People moved without him asking, just parting around him like they could feel the authority rolling off his broad-ass shoulders. Heads turned. Eyes lingered. Some curious, some envious. Me? I followed without thinking. Close enough to feel his heat, to catch the scent of his cologne.

Every eye in the room followed us. Or maybe just me. Half-naked in white lace, it was clear what I was here for. And I wasn’t the only one dressed like a fantasy. Women and men in lingerie moved like they knew what they were offering, glowing like open invitations. We weren’t just on display. We were the reward. It felt like being walked down the aisle, if the aisle led to sin. No flowers. No promises. Just heat and want and the slow, certain knowledge that every step was part of the show.

My skin buzzed like I’d been stripped bare and plugged into a live wire. The way they stared, hungry. I understood now why Lucian made that rule. If I let even one of them get close, it wouldn’t stop there. They’d devour me. No hesitation. No mercy. Just hands and mouths and the promise of being used up. And I didn’t want that. I didn’t want them. I wanted him. I was glad I was with Lucian. No one would dare fuck with him. And for tonight, I was his. Safe, claimed. Because let’s be honest—I never would’ve survived this place on my own.

That thought stuck with me, wrapping tight around my spine like a steady leash. It was the only thing that kept me from turning around and running as we entered the back hallway. The air back here was thick with heat and the kind of sounds that hit low—moans, skin slapping skin, the dull thud of bodies colliding with furniture that had definitely seen things. The walls practically pulsed with the scent of sex and sweat, humid and heavy like it was soaked into the paint.

Doors lined the hall—some barely cracked, offering just a hint of skin and breathless sound, others swung open like a dare, showing everything. People fucking out in the open, no hesitation, like this was just another night and they had nothing to hide. No shame, just raw, unapologetic need on display.

I reached for the back of Lucian’s shirt without thinking, fingers curling in tight like I could anchor myself to reality through him. I needed something solid. Something real. Because holy fuck, it hit me—I was in a sex club. Dressed in nothing but lingerie. Following a man I barely knew through a hallway packed with more naked bodies, getting more action than I'd ever experienced in my life.

Lucian glanced back at me for half a second, and it was enough. Just a silent check-in—You good, princess?—no words needed. Then he reached for me, that big hand curling around my hip like he could tether me to reality. Like if I started to slip, he’d be the one to hold me steady. And without missing a beat, he guided me deeper in.

The hallway opened up into a wide space, dim lighting casting everything in blues and purples. A platform stretched out in the center, surrounded by low leather couches arranged like a stage set. Comfortable, voyeuristic.

The stage itself was mostly empty—just two staff wiping it down like it had seen more than anyone would admit. All around, people lounged like they were at home. Some chatting. Some tangled together, mouths and hands moving like no one was watching. Some were fucking like the show was still going.

We reached the staircases—two of them, split like a choice in a fairytale.

One curved upward into shadow, barely lit. The other dropped into the kind of darkness that dared you to enter. Lucian didn’t hesitate. He turned and took the stairs down.

So I followed, like the good little sinner I was becoming.

Downstairs opened into something I didn’t have a name for. A dungeon, sure, but not like the ones you see in low budget pornos. This was careful. Curated. Beautiful in a way that felt wrong to admit. Red light rolled across the floor like a slow tongue, dark enough to make it feel secret, but bright enough to catch every curve, every flick of a whip, every moan that echoed off the walls.

The air was thick. Like you could taste it. Leather. Sweat. Sex.

The room was split into play zones, each one framed in gauzy red curtains that shimmered. They didn’t hide anything—just made it feel like you were peeking into something you shouldn’t. Each setup had tape on the floor, marking off little stages like kinky theater boxes.

The walkway cut straight through the center of the dungeon like a runway for kink. Behind one curtain, a woman was bent over a table, getting flogged in slow, steady strikes that made her moan like it hurt just right. Another scene—off to the side—had a Domme perched like a queen while her sub crawled to her on all fours, leash clenched between his teeth. And in the back, a man wove rope around his partner like it was a love language, every knot pulled tight with care.

And beyond that, a suspension rig waited in the dark, ropes swaying gently like they were already hungry for the next body to surrender.

Lucian leaned in, voice warm at my ear. "Who do you want to watch?"

I swallowed. My choice. My move. I walked, pulse thudding like I was heading into something I couldn’t undo and maybe I was. Lucian followed, close enough to feel, all quiet confidence and dangerous calm.

I stopped us in front of the curvy woman already bound and on her knees. Naked. Hands tied tight behind her back, shoulders pulled back, chest pushed out like she’d been trained to pose like that. Her Dom circled slow, fingers dragging through her hair like he was petting something delicate. He leaned in, whispered low—whatever he said made her shiver. She didn’t move, didn’t even flinch. She knelt like it was her whole purpose, like giving herself to him was the only thing that made sense.

And then the room went quiet.


Chapter Four: The Art of Surrender




The room didn’t actually go quiet—my brain just slammed the door on everything else that wasn’t this. Like my senses got sucked into a vacuum of heat and hunger. My pulse? Thunder. My thoughts? Gone. All I could see was the scene in front of me.

The sub on her knees, hands bound tight behind her with thick red rope. Her back was straight, tits out, thighs squeezed together like she needed to hold herself together or fall apart right there. Her skin was already flushed, breath shaky like her body knew what was coming.

And the dom? Yeah, he was tall, broad, had that steady energy like he knew exactly how to wreck someone without breaking a sweat. Wore dark jeans and a simple henley, sleeves pushed up, forearms roped in muscle and ink. Calm, controlled. He looked good, sure—but not better than Lucian. Not even close. Because while this guy was focused, locked in, quiet in a way that said watch this, it still felt like a performance.

Lucian? I didn't think Lucian would just put on a show. I was sure he’d make me feel every second of it. Make me ache for it. Make me remember. Still, I watched. Because Lucian wanted me to. Because this was part of the deal—see what it looks like when it’s done right. Know what I was getting into. No illusions.

The Dom moved with the kind of confidence that only came from knowing exactly what he was doing. Every motion was practiced. Clean. Deliberate. He was already in control and didn’t need to prove a damn thing. The blindfold came first. Black silk wrapped gently over her eyes, tied like a secret. She let out this breathy exhale, like surrender had already started. He leaned in and whispered something in her ear, too quiet to catch, but it hit her like a prayer. Her lips parted, like she was already halfway undone.

And then came the rope.

He started knotting her up like he’d done it a hundred times, maybe more. Ropes slid around her arms, over the curve of her tits, looped tight across her thighs—each pass digging just a little into her soft, plush flesh. Like he wasn’t just tying her up—he was sculpting her into something meant to be undone. Her back stayed straight, hands tucked behind her like an offering, eyes blindfolded but body wide open. She looked fucking divine like that. Exposed. Curvy. Bound. Completely still in a way that screamed trust.

He guided her down, slow and easy, until she was face-down on the mat, cheek pressed to the floor, ass up, and she was ready for whatever he gave her. Rope crisscrossed her body like a map of surrender. Every inch of her said use me. She didn’t resist. Didn’t flinch. She gave in—and he fucking took it like it was sacred.

And then, when she couldn’t move, when she was nothing but breath and heartbeat and restraint—he asked the question.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

Just one word. No hesitation. No fear. Just certainty.

And fuck, my brain wouldn’t shut up. I kept imagining Lucian and myself in the scene instead. What it’d be like if those ropes were his hands. If that low, steady voice was meant for me. If I was the one kneeling, waiting for whatever came next. Shit I was already in trouble—fuck it, hand me the pen. I’d sign that contract in lipstick and kneel with a thank you.

I turned to say something—something dumb, reckless, maybe dirty. Probably would've offered to be his good little sub right then and there.

But he caught me with a single look.

And fuck, it landed like a collar around my throat.

Heat. Control. The kind of command that didn’t need words to say watch, don’t move, don’t even think about speaking.  Yeah, message received. I bit my tongue and turned back to the scene, heart hammering like I’d just been edged with nothing but a glance.

The dom reached for the table and picked up a glass plug—clear, slick, elegant in that filthy kind of way that makes your thighs press together without permission. He didn’t rush. Just coated it in lube with this slow, showy swirl like he wanted everyone to watch. Then he brought it to her ass and started pushing it in, inch by inch, no mercy, no warning. She gasped, whole body trembling like her nerves were lit up from the inside. That plug disappeared into her like it belonged there.

Then came the gloves. Latex snapped over his fingers, smooth and tight. He touched her again, this time with a little more force, this time her cunt. More purpose. Slid two fingers inside her, then three, careful but firm. His pace never changed. Slow, rhythmic, intentional. Like he wasn’t just trying to make her come—he was trying to give her something to hold onto. Something to remember.

Her body trembled.

She moaned. Soft at first. Then sharper. Then she broke. Her whole body tensed and shuddered, her cry muffled by the mat, her pleasure raw and unfiltered. He leaned in, whispered something again. I couldn’t catch it. But the smile on her face after said enough.

At some point, I’d started leaning into Lucian—shoulder grazing his chest like I forgot where my body ended and his began. My pulse didn’t care. It was all in.

He dipped his head, voice low and razor-sharp. “You alright?”

I nodded, heat pooling low. “I’m not running.”

“Didn’t think you would,” he said, like it was obvious. Like he already knew how I tasted when I gave in.

I swallowed. “So… when do I get mine?”

That got him. Just a flicker—interest tightening behind his eyes. A small, satisfied hum like he’d been waiting for that shift.

“You get to pick the set,” he said. “Unless you’d rather I take you somewhere private.”

I tilted my head. “You brought me here, made me walk past a dozen people in nothing but undies, and now you’re worried about privacy?”

His smile curved—gentle, but there was steel under it. "It’s not about being worried. It’s my responsibility to make sure you feel safe before you give yourself over to anything. Especially me. When you surrender, it’s going to be your choice—when, where, and in front of who. That power stays yours."

I didn’t hesitate. I looked him right in the eye, something hot curling deep in my gut. "I’m okay with begging in front of strangers. If it’s you I’m begging for."

And fuck, I meant it. That wasn’t just some cocky line—I was ready. Ready to stop pretending I was something smaller just to make someone else feel big. Lucian wasn’t asking me to be soft or quiet or easy. He was offering me the one thing I’d never been allowed before—real control, by choosing when and how to give it up. He was offering me the power of surrender.

My ex? He’d be in Cabo sipping overpriced margaritas with his new girl, telling himself he’d traded up. Meanwhile, I was standing here in white lace, about to let a man like Lucian strip me bare in front of strangers—and for the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel pathetic. I felt fucking powerful.

Lucian grinned, like I’d just fed him something rare and expensive and he planned to savor every bite. “Then by all means, princess. Pick the place. I want to see exactly what you think you’re ready for.”

I scanned the room, taking in the layout like I might a battlefield. Play zones everywhere—some already lit up with bodies and sound. Others too clean, too pretty, like they were staged. All edges and soft-focus lies.

But then my gaze caught on it.

The sawhorse.

No bows. No softness. Just rough, worn leather and thick straps that didn’t pretend to be sweet. That sawhorse looked like it was built to hold someone down and make them take it—no apologies, no escape. And something inside me, low and aching and wild, rose up and whispered: yes. That. Right there. That's where I’d unravel.

“That one.”

Lucian followed my gaze. “The sawhorse?”

I nodded.

“You sure?” he asked, voice low and even, but I caught the shift. The way he stood just a little straighter. “It’s not a soft landing.”

“I’ve had soft,” I said. “It didn’t work out.”

That smile again—dangerous now. Almost proud.

“You’re full of surprises,” he said.

I smirked. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

“Then let’s change that.”

We crossed into the zone, over the tape that marked the edge of comfort—and just like that, I wasn’t watching anymore.

The area taped off held more than just the sawhorse. There was a black leather chaise tucked into the corner, elegant and sin-slick, like it had seen a thousand bodies writhe across it. Next to it, a low dresser with drawers labeled in tidy script: restraints, sensation, aftercare. Above it, a rack mounted to the wall, lined with toys like tools—paddles, crops, floggers, some wood, some metal, some designed to sting and some to soothe.

Lucian didn’t move right away. He just stood there beside the sawhorse, one hand resting casually on the worn leather, like he’d done this a hundred times. Probably had. And somehow, that made it hotter.

“It’s time for negotiation,” he said, voice steady. Low. “No penetration tonight.”

I blinked, surprised by how direct that hit. “Okay.”

He looked at me, reading everything I wasn’t saying.

“I want the focus on you,” he continued. “Your mind. Your reactions. Your control—or the lack of it.”

Fuck.

I nodded, suddenly very aware of my pulse.

“I’m going to strap you down to this,” he said, running his palm along the sawhorse’s surface like it meant something. Like it mattered. “Secure you. Make sure you can’t move. I want your body still, your head clear.”

I didn’t say anything. I was too busy trying not to shake.

Lucian moved to the wall and picked up a paddle—heavy, thick, solid. It made a dull, meaty thump when he slapped it once against his palm. Then he opened the top drawer of the dresser, pulled out a vibrator. It already looked clean, but he still took out a bottle of cleaner, sprayed it down, and wiped both tools with practiced care. The attention to detail shouldn’t have turned me on as much as it did—but it felt like reverence.

“I’m going to edge you,” he said, voice low and sure. “And each time you get close, I’ll correct you—with the paddle. Until you can’t tell if you’re begging to come or begging for mercy.”

Then he stepped in, close enough to feel the heat coming off him. One finger lifted, trailing along my jaw like he was outlining the edge of my restraint. My breath caught.

“Anything you want to change?” he asked.

I looked at the paddle again and my gut twisted. “Yeah, that one’s a hell no.”

He followed my gaze. “Too much?”

“It looks like it will hurt.”

He smiled. Not mockingly. Almost approving. “Fair enough.”

He returned the paddle to its hook and pulled a riding crop from the rack instead. Sleek. Flexible. Mean in a different way.

“This’ll still bite,” he said, handing it to me so I could feel the weight. “But it won’t bruise as deep.”

I held it for a second, dragging my thumb across the leather tip like it might whisper secrets. Would it sting? Hell yes. Would I like it? My body was already answering before my brain had the chance to catch up. My mouth barely had to move. “Yes.”

Lucian took it back, placed it beside the vibrator, and looked at me again—calm, serious, deadly focused.

“I want to train you,” he said. “To connect the sting with the pleasure. So when you feel that sharpness, your body leans into it. Wants more of it. Craves it.”

I swallowed hard. “Okay.”

“Not just okay,” he corrected. “I want your yes.”

I met his eyes. “Yes, Sir.”

Something shifted in his expression—like a switch flipping, slow and deliberate. It wasn’t lust, not exactly. Not yet. It was deeper. He looked like a man who'd just been handed the key to something rare and fragile and knew exactly how to wield it without breaking a damn thing. Dangerous. Focused. In control.

“What’s your safe word?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Ruck.”

He grinned, and fuck, I could get used to that grin, that pleased as hell look. “Rugby girl. I should’ve guessed.”

Then he moved. No hesitation, no small talk. Just purpose. He guided me to the sawhorse like he already knew the shape of my surrender. My stomach met the worn leather beam, knees bending into position, forearms resting against the padded support like my body had been molded for this exact posture. It wasn’t graceful—it was grounded. Deliberate.

He worked in silence, but every touch spoke volumes. First, the cuffs around my wrists—tight, sure, like he’d carved them just for me. Then my ankles, spreading me open and locking me in place. And when the strap came across my lower back, pulled snug and low, it sealed me there—no more guessing, no more games. I was tethered, bent forward, thighs parted, nothing left to hide.

Squirming? Not happening. I was pinned, displayed, fully at his mercy—and I fucking loved it.

The leather under me had gone warm, slick where my skin clung to it, my breath already shallow. I could feel my heartbeat in the backs of my knees, the tips of my fingers, the very center of my cunt. Lucian hadn’t touched me in a minute—at least, I thought it had only been a minute—but my sense of time was already unraveling.

I could feel him standing behind me. Just a shift in the air, thick with heat and that electric buzz that screamed get ready. It felt like gravity had gone personal—like Lucian was pulling me in without a single touch.

And then came the crop. I flinched, bracing for the sting. But it didn’t come. Not yet. He was just teasing, tracing the shape of the strike like a promise. The soft press of leather dragging across my ass, slow and deliberate.

Motherfucker was drawing the outline of my undoing with a goddamn whisper of leather.

Then his hand slid between my thighs, thick fingers pushing in like my body had been waiting for him—because it fucking had. No warning, no warmup. Just that raw, filthy kind of claim that doesn’t ask. It takes. Straight down my spine, it lit me up.

He didn’t fuck around—he just felt. Reading every twitch, every gasp, dragging his fingers like he was mapping me from the inside. Like he wanted to memorize the exact way I clenched. The way I held my breath when he curled just right.

And the way he was angling his fingers, fuck—he got the perfect downward stroke. Deep. Precise. Brutal in the best way. He found that spot inside me that no one had ever quite reached, not like this. Not like he was born knowing exactly where it lived and how to make it scream.

I moaned into the leather, cheek pressed hard to the sawhorse, wrists tugging uselessly against the straps. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t hide. Couldn’t pretend this wasn’t wrecking me.

“You’re soaked,” he said, voice low and dark behind me. “This is what you needed, isn’t it?”

I nodded, barely. Couldn’t speak. My whole body was already lit the fuck up—nerves buzzing, breath shallow, brain sliding into that floaty, delicious nowhere space. Everything was heat and need and holy shit, I was gone.

Then came the first strike, yanking me straight back into my body, right into his hands. The crop cracked across my ass and holy hell, it lit me the fuck up—sharp and mean and perfect. I gasped, body jolting, thighs trying to clamp shut around his hand on instinct, but they were strapped around the sawhorse.

“That’s the game,” Lucian said. His fingers never stopped moving—slipping in and out of me like he had all the time in the world. “You get close, you get corrected.”

Another strike. Harder this time. My breath caught in my throat and came out as a cry. I didn’t know if it was pain or pleasure. Both, probably. Maybe that was the point.

“You don’t come unless I say,” he murmured. “Not until I decide you’ve earned it.”

He pulled his fingers free, slow and slick, and I whimpered—empty and aching and wanting more. Then came the hum. The sound alone nearly made me come. Low, vibrating, deadly. The anticipation was worse than the impact.

When he pressed the vibrator to my clit, my whole body jolted. The pleasure was immediate. Blinding. My hands curled into fists. My legs strained against the cuffs. I wanted to grind into it, to chase the edge he’d been dragging me toward, but I couldn’t. The straps held me in place, and Lucian—Lucian didn’t let up.

I felt it building again. The wave. The burn. My body clenching around nothing, desperate for release.

Then—crack.

The crop snapped down again, and I screamed into the leather.

He did it over and over. Brought me to the edge with the vibrator, fingers brushing featherlight against my thigh, only to snatch it away with the whip of pain. Every time I got close, he punished me for it. My brain screamed at him to stop teasing, to let me fall. But my body... my body started to crave the denial. Started to sink into it.

Time stopped making sense. My vision blurred. My mouth hung open, moans spilling without shape or sense.

The world got quiet. Distant.

All I could feel was his rhythm—the pattern of build and strike, tease and denial. My body stopped fighting and started floating. The sharpness of the crop bled into the pleasure until I couldn’t tell the difference. My muscles trembled with exhaustion and need, but my mind was calm.

Lucian was the only thing I could feel. The only thing that existed.

I didn’t know what he looked like anymore. Just how he sounded. How he smelled. How his touch rewired every thought in my head until there was no room for anything but him.  He said something—I didn’t catch it—but his voice melted through me like heat. I moaned in response, soft and lost.

And that was when I knew I’d dropped.

I wasn’t me anymore. Not really. Not the woman with the shitty apartment and the ex who wanted too much and gave too little. I wasn’t the girl with the raccoons or the sarcasm. I was just his.

Bent. Bound. Dripping. Shaking.

Gone.

And exactly where I wanted to be.

I didn’t know how long it went on.

Time melted. All I had were sensations—sharp and sweet, thick and endless. My skin was on fire, but my mind floated somewhere soft. I was aware of him only in pieces. The hand that brushed my hair off my face. The low sound of approval in his throat when my body trembled just the way he liked.

And the vibrator.

God, the vibrator.

He kept pressing it to my clit like a promise—letting it drag me up, watching me climb, holding me on that thin trembling edge... and then—crack—he’d tear it all away again with the crop.

Over. And over. And over.

Each time I got closer, I moaned louder. Sobbed harder. My body shook with frustration, with hunger so deep it scraped bone. The ache between my thighs was unbearable. My slick coated the leather beneath me, and I didn’t care. I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t anything anymore except need.

Lucian’s voice came from somewhere just above me. Calm. Measured. “Still with me?”

I whimpered. Nodded. Couldn’t find words.

But it wasn’t enough.

He pressed the vibrator again. This time harder. Just a little. Just enough to make my whole body stiffen like a wire pulled taut. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t even cry. I just felt. Every part of me screamed for release.

And when the edge crept close—when my body begged for mercy even as it craved more—

Crack.

I shattered again, just not the way I needed to.

A broken sob slipped out of my mouth, muffled by the sawhorse. I didn’t care how I sounded anymore. I didn’t care if the whole room heard.

“Please,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer.

“Please,” louder this time. I didn’t care how desperate I sounded. I was desperate.

“Sir,” I gasped. “Please let me come. I—I can’t—I need—”

The vibrator vanished, ripped from me just when I thought I couldn’t take one more second. He dropped the crop in front of me—on purpose, right where I could see it. No longer a threat. Then his fingers were back inside me, thick and slick and sure, and fuck, I moaned like he’d just given me oxygen. His other hand pressed down on my back—firm, warm, steady. The kind of touch that said I’ve got you, even when he was wrecking me. And then his mouth was at my ear, breath hot, voice like a goddamn commandment carved into my skin—low, dark, final.

“Then come for me.”

He curled his fingers just right, dragging across that sweet spot deep inside me like he had a map and a mission—and fuck, I broke. My whole body seized, clenched, shattered around him. I came hard, loud, no filter, no shame. Screamed into the leather like the release had been waiting in my bones, clawing to get out. My legs trembled, useless. My arms strained against the restraints, desperate for something to hold onto—but there was only him, and that hand still buried in me, wringing out every last wave until I was nothing but breathless wreckage.

I didn’t even hear myself. Didn’t feel the tears or the sweat or the mess.

All I knew was the crashing release and the firm weight of Lucian’s hand grounding me through every second of it.

And when it was over, I went still.

Empty.

Floating.

Fucking free.


Chapter Five: Breaking Rules




The world came back in pieces.

The sawhorse was sticky under my thighs. My wrists ached, faint and pulsing where the cuffs had held tight. My breath was still uneven. Hair in my mouth. Sweat cooling on my lower back.

Then I realized it—everything had gone still. Not just around me, but inside me too. The silence wasn't soft, it was heavy, like the air itself was holding its breath. I blinked, lifted my head—and fuck me, we had an audience.

Just a few, but enough—hovering past the tape line, lingering near the curtains, eyes burning with that quiet, filthy kind of hunger. Some of them had that look, like they were imagining themselves in my place, bent and begging in Lucian’s hands. Others? They looked like they wanted to be him. Wanted to command. Own. Wreck someone the way he just wrecked me.

Lucian didn’t look at them.

He grabbed the curtain and yanked it closed without saying a damn thing, shutting out the hungry eyes, the noise, the leftover thrum of everything we’d just stirred up. Then he was back in front of me, not saying a word, just undoing the straps one by one with this careful kind of focus that made my chest ache. Like I was something fragile now. Like I mattered. When the last one came free, I waited for the usual get-up we're done cue.

It didn’t come.

“Stay there,” he said, voice softer than I’d ever heard it.

I stayed. Honestly? At this point, he could’ve told me to bark or beg or breathe slower and I would’ve done it. Not because I had to. Because something in me wanted to—needed to. Like my body knew it was safe following his lead.

Lucian reached into a nearby drawer and pulled out a small brown bottle. He opened it, and the scent hit me fast—sharp, herbal, medicinal.

I scrunched my nose. “What is that?”

“Arnica,” he said, pouring a little into his hand. “For bruising. You’re gonna feel this scene tomorrow—I just don’t want you wearing it like a war wound.”

His hands were warm. Skilled. He massaged the lotion into my skin, slow and rhythmic, starting with my ass where the crop had kissed me the hardest, then moving to my wrists, my ankles, the places the straps had bit in deepest.

I wanted to say something. Something soft. Something real. Tell him how fucking good it felt to be handled like that—seen, touched, taken care of without a single ounce of shame. But all I could do was breathe and let my body melt under his hands. My throat was too tight, my limbs too gone. So when he finished, when he helped me up, his hands steady on my waist, I didn’t speak—I just leaned into it.

“Come on,” he said. “Chaise.”

I let him lead me—legs shaky, brain still floating—to the small chaise lounge tucked into the corner. He sat me down like I mattered. Like I wasn’t just a body bent over a sawhorse ten minutes ago.

Then he did something that cracked me wide open. Lucian knelt. Right there in front of me. A man like him. On his knees.

“How do you feel?” he asked, voice low but laced with something that wasn’t control. It was care. A flicker of vulnerability. Like my answer actually mattered more than anything else in the world.

And somehow, this part—the quiet, the care, the way he knelt like I was someone who mattered—hit harder than the crop ever could.

I blinked at him. Smiled. “I feel fucking amazing.”

He let out this breath, slow and full—relief, pride, and yeah, a little bit of that smug Lucian amusement. Then he shifted, laid those big hands on my thighs, and looked up at me like I was art he wanted to ruin gently.

I leaned forward, let my fingers tangled in his hair. “I think I might be dangerously into your brand of fun.”

He smirked. “I’m a man who appreciates indulgence in all its filthy forms.”

I tilted my head, lips twitching. “So this is what indulgence is? Two feral people fucking around in a dungeon?”

He stood, slid onto the chaise next to me, and didn’t waste a damn second—just grabbed me and hauled me into his lap like I belonged there. Like it wasn’t even up for debate. His arms wrapped around my waist, tight, claiming, and he leaned in, voice rough against my neck. “This is what indulgence looks like, princess. Wrecking you ‘til you break, then holding you like you're the only thing I need in the world.”

Fuck, I’m never letting go of this man. I didn’t care what kind of contract he needed signed or what kind of submissive he thought he wanted—I was claiming that spot. Because I wanted more. More of him. More of this. And judging by the way his cock was pressing hard against my ass, he wanted more too.

I shifted in his lap, swung a leg over, and settled myself on top of him before he could say a word. My knees hugged his thighs, arms lazily draped over his shoulders, face so close I could taste his breath—hot, steady, and just barely controlled.

“So can we start our next scene,” I whispered.

“Greedy little thing, aren’t you?” His eyes sparked like he already knew the answer. “Tell me what that filthy brain of yours is cooking up.”

"I want this," I whispered, grinding down on his cock like I had something to prove—like slicking up his pants with how wet I was might be enough to break him.

His hands gripped my hips, steady and strong. “No penetration,” he said, voice low but sure. “That was the rule. I’m here to make you feel safe, not leave you with regrets.”

His lap was solid under me, his cock even harder. I shifted my hips, slow and shameless, grinding against him like it was my fucking job. His jaw clenched, a flicker of control slipping behind his eyes. I rested my head on his shoulder, pulling out all the stops.

“Please,” I whispered, lips brushing the side of his neck. “Haven’t I been good? Done exactly what you told me?”

He was quiet for a beat. Still. Breathing hard.

“You’ve been perfect,” he said, voice low. “Which is exactly why I don’t want to ruin it by breaking my own rules.”

“But what if I want to break them?” I murmured, shifting again.

Lucian groaned, soft but guttural. His hands dug into my hips, holding me still, like if I moved again he might actually snap.

“If we’re gonna cross that line,” he said, voice low and full of warning, “then you need to know—breaking the rules comes with consequences. And I don’t hand those out gently.”

I pulled back just enough to look at him. “A punishment?”

His brow arched in that smug, infuriating way.

I glanced over at the paddle hanging on the wall. “You could spank me again,” I offered, voice all sweetness.

He shook his head. “You already said no to that.”

“True.” I reached down and toyed with the leather belt around his waist, fingers slipping under the buckle. “Then use this.”

Lucian’s nostrils flared. He went very still. “How many?”

“Three,” I said, testing him.

His eyebrow lifted higher.

“Okay, fine,” I sighed. “Five.”

Now he smiled. That dark, wreck-you smile that made my stomach flip and my thighs ache.

“Good girl,” he said, and fuck if that didn’t go straight to my cunt.

He nudged me off his lap and stood. Then came the belt—he unbuckled it slow and sure, the sound sharp and real in the quiet space between us. No games, no show. Just him getting ready to make a point I was begging for.

“Over my knee,” he said, tapping his thigh as he sat back down.

I bent.

Over his knee. Just like that. My breath hitched, hands gripping his thick thighs to steady myself. He slid my panties down slow, letting them fall to the floor, then reached behind and unclasped my bra. Nothing between us now. Just skin.

“This won’t be like the crop,” he said, voice right above me. “You’re going to feel this.

His hand slid over my ass, fingertips skimming the welts still singing from the crop. "Back of the thigh this time," he said, voice low and steady like a promise he had every intention of keeping.

I barely nodded before I felt the first strike.

The belt cracked against the back of my thigh and I jerked—fuck, that one hit different. Not stingy like the crop. This was heavier, deeper, sinking into my muscles and dragging heat through every inch, all the way down to my toes.

Fuck, it hurt.

He waited, gave me time to breathe, then gave me the second.

I gritted my teeth and locked in—not on the sting, but on what I’d get if I took it. Him. His cock. Everything he hadn’t given me yet. I focused on the way his voice wrapped around my name like it was his favorite flavor. The way his heat soaked into my skin, right through the pain. All of it. All him.

By the third strike, my breath was coming in sharp, broken pulls. My thighs shook, my whole body vibrating with it. Lucian paused, laid a firm hand on my lower back—warm, steady, solid—and let me feel it. The weight of him. The care behind the cruelty. A reminder I wasn’t doing this alone.

“You can use your safe word,” he said gently. “It’s okay to stop. I won’t be disappointed.”

I turned my face to look up at him, eyes glassy but clear.

“I don’t want to stop,” I said. “I want you to finish.”

And he laughed. Low and full of something like pride.

“Alright, princess,” he murmured.

Then came the last two.

He didn’t go easier.

And I didn’t flinch.

Because every crack of the belt was another piece of me peeled back. Every breathless cry that escaped my lips was proof that I was still here. Still present. Still willing to take the pain because I wanted him. Not just the pleasure, not just the orgasm—I wanted all of him. Even the parts with edges.

And when it was done, when the last lash had landed, I let myself collapse into his lap, skin burning, chest heaving, body aching in the best fucking way.

And Lucian—Lucian wrapped his arms around me like I was made of something valuable.

Something worth holding onto.

Lucian eased me upright, hands gentle as he settled me back onto the chaise like I hadn’t just been bent over his knee, crying out under leather and fire. My legs were still shaking, and my skin throbbed with heat where the belt had landed, but I was flying.

And then he started to strip.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Like he knew exactly what I wanted—and exactly how long he was going to make me wait.

The first thing to go was the shirt, and holy fuck. His chest was solid, every inch of him thick with power. Wide shoulders. Muscled arms. A torso that narrowed just enough at the waist to draw the eye straight down. Every part of him looked strong—useful. The kind of body made to be felt.

Then came the pants.

My mouth actually parted when I saw the way his ass flexed as he stepped out of them. Thick. Firm. Unfair. And when he turned to face me—fuck me, I got wet all over again.

He was big. Not just thick, not just long—he was a lot. The kind of cock that makes you forget every bad decision you've ever made and seriously consider making a few more.

Yeah. The belt was absolutely worth it.

I reached for him, already desperate to feel all that strength pressed against me—but his hand caught mine. And then he picked up the belt.

“What—” I started, but he was already wrapping it. Not tight. Just enough. Around my wrist. Around the back of my neck. Binding me to myself, the leather snug against skin that was already warm and tender.

I blinked up at him, questioning. Curious.

He smirked.

“I can’t let you have your way completely,” he said. “You asked for cock. You never said how you wanted it.”

I laughed—sharp and breathless. “Fucking prick.”

He leaned in, mouth brushing my ear. “You need to learn to negotiate better.”

I dropped back on the chaise, legs open, wrists still bound. “Then come fuck me.”

And he did. Condom slipped on with that smooth, practiced ease, and then he was on me—over me—inside me. The stretch burned in the best way. Like my body didn’t quite know how to take him, but was damn well going to try.

Lucian filled me completely. There wasn’t a part of me untouched, unstretched, unclaimed. He fucked me like he meant it. Like he was staking territory in every thrust. His hips slammed into mine with a rhythm that stole the air from my lungs, the chaise groaning beneath us like it couldn’t take much more.

And then it creaked—loud, dangerous, like a warning shot.

“Fuck,” he growled, pulling out with one last hard thrust.

He repositioned me fast, strong hands moving with purpose. “Wrap your legs around me,” he ordered.

I did.

One of his knees stayed on the chaise, the other planted firm on the floor. His hands slid under my ass, lifting me like I weighed nothing. My back arched. My hair spilled. And then he thrust up, deeper than before, the angle brutal and perfect.

Every thrust slammed into me like a promise. He grunted low in his throat, the sound of him falling apart just enough to tip me toward the edge.

The orgasm hit me like a truck. My body snapped tight around him, my moan ragged and long, every nerve ending lit up with white-hot pleasure.

And still, he kept going.

Driving into me until I couldn’t see straight. Until I felt him pulse, hips jerking once, twice—then the final slam. Deep. Hard. His whole body stiffened above me, hands gripping tight, his groan hot and filthy in my ear.

He came with everything he had, collapsing forward, still buried deep, pressing me into the cushions like he wanted to keep me there.


Chapter Six: Everything I Never Took




Lucian didn’t rush.

Even after the last tremor faded from my body, he took his time easing out of me, setting me down gently onto the chaise like I was something breakable. He kissed my forehead. Rubbed warmth back into my thighs. Whispered things I didn’t quite catch, but didn’t need to. It was in his hands. His voice. The way he looked at me like I was still center stage, even though the show was over.

Aftercare, he’d called it.

But it didn’t feel clinical.

It felt like being seen.

He unbuckled the belt from my wrist and neck, careful fingers tracing the faint red line it had left on my skin. His hands were steady, slow, as he cleaned me up with a warm cloth from the drawer beside the chaise. Then he helped me dress—like the night hadn’t reduced us both to sweat and sin and gasping.

My legs were still a little shaky, but the feeling wasn’t pain. It was satisfaction. Like my body had finally been used in the way it had always wanted to be used.

He held my hand as we stepped out from behind the curtains, back into the club.

The place had changed.

What had been humming with tension before was now practically vibrating. Bodies tangled on every available surface, mouths and hands and moans filling the space like sex was its own soundtrack. Some of the curtains weren’t even pulled anymore.

“Wow,” I said, eyebrows lifting as we passed what was very obviously three people involved in something wet and enthusiastic.

Lucian laughed. “Looks like we left just in time.”

“Yeah,” I breathed, grabbing my things from the locker room and slipping my coat over my wrinkled, used-up lingerie. “If we’d waited another ten minutes, I’d be walking out here with a bite marks and glitter lube in my hair.”

“Tempting look,” he murmured as we walked toward the exit.

“Does it come with a free juice box and trauma counseling?”

He laughed again, low and warm, and that sound was starting to become my new favorite drug.

Outside, the night air hit like a slap—cold and sobering. The club's bass still echoed behind us, but out here, it was quiet. Real.

Lucian glanced over, jaw tight like he was working too hard to find the right thing to say and settled on. “You drove?”

I shook my head, pulling my coat tighter. “Nah. Ubered.”

His brow ticked up. “You’re not planning to walk home, are you?”

I snorted. “No, I figured I’d just catch a ride with a dangerously hot stranger. That worked out pretty well for me last time.”

His mouth twitched, just slightly. “That stranger drove you home because you were about to walk alone through a sketchy-ass neighborhood in the middle of the night.”

“And now here you are again,” I said, voice lazy, teasing. “All protective and bossy. Almost like it’s a thing with you.”

“It’s a thing with you,” he corrected. “You make bad decisions.”

I smirked. “And your here yet again to make sure I survive them.”

He didn’t laugh. He just looked at me. Quiet. Measured. Like he was trying to convince himself not to say whatever was on his tongue.

Then—soft, almost reluctant—“I’ll take you home.”

I raised a brow. “Yours or mine?”

There was a beat. Just long enough to sting.

He exhaled through his nose. “Mine. You're not going back to that place tonight.”

My smile faltered for half a second before I caught it.

He didn’t know the apartment was a wreck. That the landlord hadn’t fixed the broken window. That a family of raccoons had more claim to my kitchen than I did. He just felt it—something not right. Something I wouldn’t say unless he pried it from my throat.

And he wouldn’t pry. That wasn’t how he worked.

He didn’t push. He offered.

So I nodded.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “Yours.”

I sank into the passenger seat, body sore in the best way, and let the door close me in beside him. The city slid past outside the window, but I barely saw it. All I could feel was the warmth of his presence, the quiet hum of something I wasn’t sure I deserved—but wanted anyway.

Because I knew it wasn’t about sex—not this part.

It was about the fact that I could tell that Lucian, for all his rules and structure and control, couldn’t stop caring.

And maybe that was the shift.

I’d spent so long giving. Shrinking. Letting pieces of myself be taken without ever reaching for anything in return.

Not the house. Not the car. Not the life I built with a man who only wanted a reflection.

But this?

Lucian?

I was going to take everything he offered. Every look. Every command. Every fucking moment he gave me.

Because for the first time in my life, I wanted.

And I wasn’t going to apologize for taking it.
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I hit submit. My skin’s flushed, thighs sticky, heart racing like I’ve already been touched. I’m not even in the room yet and I’m wrecked with wanting. 
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Fuck, I’m already fantasizing. About being stretched open, used like a toy, made to beg and shake while strangers watch from behind glass. Getting completely ruined and loving every second of it. Lilla would be so damn proud. 

Even if I don’t get picked to be their sub? Who cares. I could still show up, soak in the air, the sounds, the looks. Maybe catch someone just as desperate as me. Maybe let myself fall into something filthy just for the fun of it. But God, what I wouldn’t give to be the one they choose. Bent, broken, and begging for more. Yeah. That’s what I want. 

I close the laptop slowly, like I’m tucking something sacred back into a hidden place. My thighs squeeze together instinctively. There’s no way I’m sleeping like this, not with this ache pulsing low in my belly. 

I make my way to the bedroom, peeling my dress over my head, panties sliding down my legs. I toss them aside, crawl into bed, and open the drawer beside me like I already know what I need. My fingers wrap around the toy—my favorite one—the one that always knows how to get me there. 

I settle into the sheets, legs parted, the vibrator buzzing low in my hand. No teasing tonight. I press it straight to my clit and suck in a breath through my teeth. 

My eyes fall shut, hips grinding into the rhythm. I picture their masks. Their hands. That moment when I’m told to open wider. When I’m not allowed to come yet. When one of them whispers in my ear how good I look begging. 

It doesn’t take long. My toes curl. My breath catches. I come hard and fast, mouth open against the back of my hand. 

It’s good. Fuck, it’s good. But it’s not enough. 
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