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      She was the last woman I should have wanted. And the only woman I couldn’t let go.

      

      Two years ago, Charlotte Massey destroyed my life and career with a single story. I rebuilt myself from the wreckage—harder, colder, and closed off to everything but work. Then I was handed a protection assignment, and I opened the file to find her face staring back at me. The woman I’d once trusted. The woman I’d once taken to The Players Club and lost myself inside. The woman who ruined me, in more ways than one.

      

      Now she was my client. An investigative reporter who’d gotten too close to a powerful and dangerous businessman and now had a target on her back to prove it. Every instinct told me to let someone else handle her case, but the moment I saw her again—defiant, fearless, and impossibly beautiful—the anger flooding my veins mixed with something far more dangerous. Desire. Raw, consuming, and completely inconvenient. I still craved her, and I’d destroy anyone who tried to hurt her.

      

      Forced into close proximity in a remote safe house, the tension between us became unbearable as we fought an attraction that refused to die. Her stubbornness infuriated me. Her vulnerability broke through defenses I thought were impenetrable. And somewhere between guarding her body and guarding my heart, the lines completely blurred.

      

      When the enemy abducted her, I shattered every law to bring her home. What we uncovered along the way exposed a criminal empire, devastating corruption, and a family betrayal that nearly destroyed me all over again, making me realize that the woman I blamed for my downfall might be the only one capable of saving me.

      

      Playing with a Scandal is a high-heat bodyguard romance filled with second-chance tension, dominant protector energy, emotional scars, and a man who would burn down a criminal empire before he let the woman he loves slip though his fingers again.
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      My body thrummed with anticipation as I entered The Players Club, my thoughts on only one thing: the woman I was going to spend the evening with.

      Charlotte.

      The heavy oak doors closed behind me, ushering me into a world that operated by entirely different rules than the civilian one I’d just left outside. I headed toward the lounge, barely registering the muted elegance surrounding me, even though the club’s aesthetics never failed to impress. Italian marble floors gleamed beneath crystal chandeliers that scattered soft prisms of light. Velvet seating in jewel tones of deep emerald, sapphire, and burgundy created intimate conversation nooks, while the soft sounds of jazz from hidden speakers blended with the low murmur of voices and the occasional sharp crack of impact play from somewhere deeper in the club.

      I passed a woman in a black corset perched on a man’s lap, her fishnet-clad legs draped over the arm of a velvet chaise. She laughed at something he murmured against her ear, the rhinestone collar around her neck glinting in the ambient light. Nearby, a man in an impeccable three-piece power suit led another man by a leash toward the private rooms upstairs, their power exchange dynamic evident between them.

      That’s what I loved about this place. Everyone here knew exactly what they wanted and weren’t ashamed to seek their most depraved desires. No pretenses. No bullshit.

      Ten years working for Las Vegas Metro had shown me humanity at its worst. The lies people told without blinking, the violence they inflicted on those who trusted them, and the justice system that moved at a glacial pace while victims waited for closure that might never come. I’d seen marriages shattered by infidelity discovered during death notifications. Watched parents identify their children’s bodies. Sat across from killers who smiled like they were discussing the weather.

      Here, I could shed all that darkness. Here, I wasn’t Detective Kane Adair, buried under case files and bureaucratic red tape, carrying the weight of every unsolved crime. Here, I was in control, which I desperately needed. A place where the chaos of the world couldn’t touch me, where I set the rules and someone willingly, eagerly, followed them. Where everything was negotiated, consensual, and clear in a way my day job never was.

      Not to mention, the sex was fucking phenomenal.

      I scanned the room, my gaze methodically searching. Years of training made it instinctive—cataloging exits, noting faces, tracking movement patterns. But tonight, I wasn’t looking for a suspect or a threat. I was looking for her. Gorgeous auburn hair that caught the light like burnished copper. Blue eyes that sparked with defiance even as she begged for me to fuck her until I gave her body the pleasure it desperately craved. Full lips that curved into that knowing smile.

      My dick twitched just thinking about how perfect she’d been our first time together, so beautifully responsive under my command, yet with enough fire in her to make every moment of her surrender feel earned. She hadn’t submitted to me because she was weak. She’d submitted because she was strong enough to choose it for herself, and confident enough to hand me that power while trusting I wouldn’t abuse it.

      Last weekend with Charlotte had been...Christ, I didn’t even have words for the experience. I’d walked into this club expecting a pleasant evening, maybe a scene with someone new, nothing more than a way to decompress after a brutal week investigating a string of home invasions that had left three families traumatized and one elderly woman in ICU. My shoulders had been knotted with tension, my mind still cycling through evidence photos and witness statements.

      What I’d found instead was a woman who’d made me forget all of it. A woman who’d looked at me like she could see straight through the badge and bullshit to something underneath and made me feel the kind of chemistry and connection I hadn’t experienced in years, maybe ever.

      Last week, she’d been standing near one of the demonstration areas, practically vibrating with nervous energy, her gaze darting around like she was searching for something, but wasn’t quite sure what. A newbie, and every dom in the place had noticed. I’d watched two approach her, saw her politely decline with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes, and something possessive had roared to life in my chest.

      I’d been across the room in seconds. Mine, some primitive part of my brain had growled. Not because I had any claim to her—I hadn’t even introduced myself yet—but because I’d recognized something in her. Something hungry and desperate and good. She deserved better than a less-experienced dom who might push too hard, take too much, and leave her feeling used rather than treasured.

      She’d submitted so perfectly that first night. When I’d eventually secured her to the St. Andrew’s cross and laid into her with the flogger, she’d taken every strike like it was a gift, her body flushing pink, her cries escalating from surprised gasps to desperate moans. She hadn’t caved when I pushed her limits. She’d risen to meet each challenge, fierce and beautiful and so fucking responsive it made my head spin.

      And when it was over, when I’d held her through the comedown and she’d looked up at me with those dazed blue eyes, she’d smiled and said, same time next week?

      I’d said yes before she’d even finished the question.

      We’d parted ways without exchanging last names or phone numbers, without asking about jobs or families or any of the mundane details that made up a life outside of these walls. I didn’t know where she lived, what she did for work, or who she was once she walked out those doors. All I knew was her first name, how her body reacted to my commands and my touch, and the way she’d looked at me like I might be a man worthy of her.

      That anonymity was part of the club’s appeal for many members—the freedom to be someone else, to explore desires without the complications of real-life intruding. But as the week crawled by, I’d found myself wanting more. Wanting to know what made her laugh when her guard was down. Wanting to see her in daylight, in normal clothes, doing normal things. Wanting to take her to dinner and learn her favorite meal and the type of movies she enjoyed and what she liked to do in her spare time.

      Tonight, I intended to change that. Tonight, after I’d taken her apart and put her back together, I was going to ask for her number and a date somewhere outside of the club, where I could discover if the connection between us was more than just incredible chemistry in a playroom.

      The thought should have terrified me. I hadn’t had a serious relationship in years, not since the job had consumed everything else. But Charlotte made me want to try.

      Now here I was, a week later, and I was actually nervous, like a goddamn rookie on his first day. What if our connection had been a fluke? What if the chemistry didn’t hold? What if she’d changed her mind and wasn’t even here?

      I breathed a sigh of relief when I finally spotted her sitting at the bar, her fingers wrapped around a martini she wasn’t drinking, the olive still perfectly arranged on its tiny sword. Her gorgeous auburn hair was swept back into a bun that must have started out the day tight and professional but had come a bit loose as time went on, a few wisps escaping to frame her face in soft, tempting curls.

      Her dark blue eyes were fixed on her drink with determined intensity, giving off the vibe that she wasn’t interested in being approached. At least not by other men.

      Unlike a lot of women at the club, she wasn’t wearing lingerie or even something risqué. Instead, she’d chosen a figure-hugging navy-blue dress—simple, elegant, the kind of thing you might wear to a nice dinner. She’d worn something similar last week, and it had driven me absolutely crazy. There was something thrilling about knowing beneath that demure exterior was a woman who wanted to be ruined, and I was the lucky man who would see what was underneath that prim and proper presentation.

      It made me feel possessive in a way I hadn’t felt in years. Protective. Like she was all mine to unwrap, mine to unravel until she forgot her own name.

      She hadn’t seen me yet and I walked toward her, my stride unhurried but purposeful. When I reached her, I didn’t announce myself, just placed my hand firmly on the small of her back, startling her. Plucking the martini from her fingers, I brought it to my lips and took a slow, deliberate sip, watching her over the rim of the glass.

      Seeing that it was me, I didn’t miss the relief that flickered across her features before Charlotte gave me a playful scowl. “Hey, I was drinking that.”

      I smirked at her. “Could’ve fooled me.” I set the drink back down on the bar, letting my fingers brush hers in the process. “Go on then. Be a good girl and drink up.”

      The flush that crept up her neck was instantaneous, staining her cheeks a delicious shade of pink. Her fingers trembled—minutely, but I noticed, because I noticed everything about her—as she picked up the glass and drank the rest of it in one long swallow.

      She set the empty glass down and looked up at me, one perfectly arched eyebrow cocked in challenge. Those blue eyes sparked with a rebelliousness that made my blood heat.

      God, she was magnificent. So eager for what I wanted to give her, but so stubbornly defiant in that eagerness. Like she was daring me to match her intensity. Like submission was a gift she’d make me earn, even though we both knew she was desperate to place her ultimate surrender in my capable hands.

      “You’ve been thinking about me,” I said. Not a question.

      “Possibly.” She tilted her head, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. “Or maybe I’ve just been sitting here, enjoying my drink in peace, until some arrogant man decided to steal it.”

      “Arrogant?” I leaned in, catching the scent of her perfume—floral with a hint of vanilla beneath it. “That’s not what you called me last week when you were begging for my cock.”

      Her breath hitched. I watched the pulse flutter at the base of her throat, rapid and telling.

      “I don’t beg,” she said, but her voice had gone husky.

      “No?” I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, letting my hand slide from her back to her hip, fingers pressing possessively into the curve of her waist. “Because I distinctly remember you saying please, sir so many times I lost count. Should I remind you exactly what you were pleading for?”

      The pink in her cheeks deepened to crimson, spreading down her neck and disappearing beneath the neckline of her dress. But she didn’t look away or back down. That defiant spark only burned brighter.

      “Maybe your memory isn’t as good as you think it is.” Her chin lifted. “Old age and all that.”

      I barked out a laugh, genuinely surprised. “Old age? Sweetheart, I’m only thirty-four.”

      “Ancient,” she said solemnly, but her eyes were dancing.

      “Despite my age, my memory is excellent.” I traced my thumb along the curve of her lush hip, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. “For instance, I remember exactly how wet you were when I had you tied to that cross. I remember the sound you made when the flogger hit that perfect spot on your inner thigh. I remember—” I leaned in again, letting my lips graze her ear this time, “—that you came so hard you couldn’t stand afterward, and I had to carry you to the couch. Your legs were shaking for twenty minutes.”

      “You’re very sure of yourself,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

      “I’m sure of what I saw.” I pulled back to look at her properly, drinking in the sight of her—flushed and wanting, fighting to maintain her composure even as her body betrayed her. “I’m sure of what I felt. And I’m sure that you’ve been counting down the days until tonight, just like I have.”

      Something flickered in her expression—surprise, maybe, that I’d admitted to wanting this as much as she did. That I wasn’t playing it cool or pretending indifference. No, being direct was more my style.

      “Have you?” she asked softly, the teasing edge gone from her voice. “Been counting?”

      “Every goddamn day.” I let the honesty of it show in my voice, in my eyes. “Every night, lying in bed, replaying every second. Wondering if it would be just as good the second time. Wondering if you’d even show up.”

      Her lips parted slightly, and she swallowed hard. “I almost didn’t,” she admitted. “I sat in my car for twenty minutes, telling myself this was crazy. That last week was a fluke. That there was no way it could possibly—”

      “Be that good again?”

      She nodded, a hint of vulnerability flickering across her features.

      I cupped her chin in my hand, tilting her face up to mine. “It’s going to be better,” I promised, my voice low and rough with conviction. “Because now I know what makes you go soft. I know what makes you moan. I know exactly how much pressure to use, exactly where to touch you, exactly what words make you fall apart.” I let my thumb trace her lower lip and felt her breath catch against my skin. “And I’ve had a whole week to plan what I want to do to you.”

      “What—” She had to stop and clear her throat. “What do you want to do to me?”

      I smiled slowly, letting the anticipation build. “Do you want me to tell you? Or do you want to be surprised?”

      She thought for a moment. “I want to be surprised.”

      I wanted that as well. “Good girl,” I murmured, and watched her pupils dilate at the praise. “Now let’s go upstairs before I decide I can’t wait any longer and bend you over this bar instead.”

      Charlotte laughed—surprised and delighted—and the sound made warmth and affection spread through me.

      “The bartender might object,” she said.

      “The bartender would get one hell of a show, which I’m sure he’s used to in a place like this. But I don’t share. When I make you scream, the only one I want hearing that sweet sound is me.”

      “You’re awfully confident about your ability to make me scream.”

      I glanced down at her, letting my smile turn wicked. “Sweetheart, by the time I’m done with you, screaming will be the least of it. You’ll forget how to form words entirely. Are you ready to take this somewhere more private?” I asked.

      Charlotte nodded, her throat moving as she swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

      We hadn’t technically started yet. We were still in the public area, no scene established, but I wasn’t going to complain about her calling me sir. Not ever. The word in her mouth, with that slightly breathy quality, made my cock ache.

      “All right then.” I offered her my arm and she took it, her small hand curling into the crook of my elbow as she slid off the barstool.

      I could feel the faint tremor running through her, the anticipation that vibrated just beneath her skin and matched my own. Every point where her body touched mine felt electric, charged with promise, and I had to resist the urge to pull her into a dark corner and take her right there against the wall.

      We left the lounge and I led her toward the staircase, the one that swept up to the private rooms on the second floor. I’d reserved one for the night—paid extra for one of the more exclusive suites, in fact, because I wanted to give Charlotte something special tonight.

      We passed by some of the themed rooms on the way, their doors propped open to allow viewing. The club encouraged that sort of exhibitionism for those who wanted it, and plenty of members did. Through one doorway, I glimpsed an elaborate medieval dungeon scene, complete with stone walls, iron manacles, and a woman in a peasant dress being “interrogated” by a man in leather. Through another, a sleek modern setup where a woman was bound to a medical examination table while two doms in white coats “examined” her with various implements.

      The sounds drifting from the open rooms were...evocative. Moans, the crack of a whip, the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh. Some people got off on being watched, on putting their pleasure on display.

      I wasn’t one of them.

      Call it possessiveness, call it jealousy, call it whatever you wanted, but when I had a woman in my hands, especially this one, I didn’t want anyone else seeing her. I didn’t want to share a single gasp, a single whimper, a single desperate cry. Everything she gave me was mine to savor, and I didn’t play well with others when it came to what was mine.

      Reaching our room, I opened the door and ushered her inside, watching her eyes widen as her gaze swept the room.

      The space was generous, easily the size of a luxury hotel suite, but the similarity ended there. The walls were a deep, rich burgundy, adorned with gold-framed mirrors positioned strategically to catch every angle. The lighting was adjustable, already set to a warm, intimate glow that made her skin look like creamy silk.

      Against one wall was an imposing four-poster bed, its dark wood frame fitted with anchor points that could accommodate any number of restraint configurations. The mattress was covered in black satin sheets, the pillows plush and inviting. Opposite the bed sat a leather-padded bench, perfect for bending someone over it for a spanking, or a hard fucking.

      But the centerpiece of the room was the suspension rig in the ceiling—a professional-grade system of hooks and pulleys that I’d specifically requested. Thick steel rings were set into the overhead beam at various points, capable of supporting significant weight.

      A tall armoire was situated against the far wall, its doors closed but not locked. Inside, I knew, was an extensive collection of toys, restraints, and implements—everything from blindfolds to floggers to vibrators in every conceivable size and shape. The club stocked the basics, but I’d made a request for more specialty items when I’d booked the room. Things I’d chosen specifically with Charlotte in mind, and what I intended to do with her tonight.

      A plush seating area occupied one corner with a velvet chaise lounge and matching armchair, positioned near a small refrigerator stocked with water, juice, and light snacks. Aftercare essentials. Any dom worth his salt knew that what happened after the scene was just as important as the scene itself.

      Charlotte’s gaze found the suspension rig, and I heard her breath catch.

      I came up to her, sliding a hand around her waist to bring her body flush to mine while sliding my other palm around to the back of her neck, my fingers threading into the base of her updo. She melted into me, and I used my grip in her hair to tilt her head back, exposing the elegant line of her throat.

      “I’ve been fantasizing about this all week,” I murmured against her skin, then pressed my lips just below her ear, feeling her shiver as I trailed my mouth down along her jawline. “About having you here. About what I’m going to do to you.”

      “Then what are you waiting for?” she asked, her voice filled with breathless anticipation.

      “This first,” I replied, and claimed her mouth with mine.
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      The kiss was hot and deep and filthy. There was nothing gentle about the way my mouth devoured hers, nothing tentative or restrained. I kissed Charlotte like I already owned her, my tongue sliding against hers, my teeth catching her lower lip in a sharp nip that made her gasp. My hand tightened in her hair, angling her head exactly where I wanted it, and she opened for me completely, surrendering to the kiss with a moan that vibrated through the both of us.

      Her hands fisted in my shirt, pulling me closer, and she kissed me back with a hunger that matched my own. Her tongue dueled with mine, giving as good as she got, and when I bit her lip again she returned the favor, her teeth sinking into my bottom lip hard enough to sting.

      I groaned into her mouth, my cock throbbing against the front of my slacks. This woman. This fucking woman. She was going to be the death of me, and I was going to enjoy every second of it.

      When I finally pulled back, we were both breathing hard. Her lips were swollen, her eyes glazed, her chest heaving.

      Needing a moment to regain control of my desire, I stepped back. “Kneel,” I ordered, pointing to the spot on the padded mat in the center of the room. “Hands on your thighs. Eyes down.”

      Still fully dressed, Charlotte sank to her knees immediately, her movements graceful and obedient despite the obvious trembling in her limbs. She arranged herself exactly as instructed—hands resting lightly on her thighs, palms down, eyes cast toward the floor. Her back was straight, her shoulders relaxed but attentive.

      Perfect form. Whether she’d been trained before or was simply a natural submissive, I didn’t know. But she looked like she belonged there, kneeling at my feet, waiting for whatever I chose to give her.

      My cock hardened even more. I had to take a slow breath to steady myself, to keep from abandoning all my carefully laid plans and simply take her right there on the floor. The sight of her—composed and beautiful and so willingly vulnerable—made raw, primal desire flare to life in my chest.

      Patience, I reminded myself. The anticipation is half the pleasure.

      “Were you a good girl this week?” I asked her in a surprisingly firm tone. “Or do you need to be punished?”

      I was more than happy to give her either. If she wanted stern correction, I was delighted to provide it. She’d loved the flogger and the riding crop last time, had moaned so prettily when I’d striped her ass and thighs with delicious pink lines. But I was also happy to give her nothing but pleasure, to make her my plaything, my toy to use however I saw fit.

      “I think I’ve been a good girl,” Charlotte said, her voice tentative. Soft. Testing.

      “You don’t sound very sure about that.” I circled her slowly, admiring everything about her. “You can say that you’ve been good, Charlotte. As long as you’re telling me the truth. You can praise yourself. I want you to praise yourself, if you’ve earned it.”

      I watched her throat move as she swallowed. Her fingers twitched slightly against her thighs.

      “I’ve been good, sir.” Stronger this time. More certain.

      “That’s my girl.” I stopped in front of her, close enough that she could see my shoes, my legs. “I’m so glad to hear it. I trust you to be honest with me when you’ve been bad. I love reminding bad girls why they need to be good.” My voice dropped and roughened a bit. “But I also love rewarding good girls. Do you want to be rewarded tonight, Charlotte?”

      “Yes, sir.” No hesitation now. Just need.

      I smiled, though she couldn’t see it. “Look at me.”

      Her eyes lifted, that deep blue meeting mine, and I saw everything she was feeling written there—anticipation, desire, a flicker of nervousness, and beneath it all, trust. She trusted me to give her what she needed. To push her exactly as far as she could go, and no further. And to catch her when she fell.

      It was a heady thing, that kind of trust. A responsibility I didn’t take lightly.

      “You were thinking about this all week, weren’t you?” I murmured, reaching down to cup her chin in my hand. Her skin was soft, warm. “Thinking about what I did to you the last time. What I might do to you tonight.”

      Her breath shuddered. “Yes, sir.”

      “Did you touch yourself?” I asked her. “While you were thinking about it?”

      The flush that crept up her cheeks was answer enough, but I wanted to hear her say it.

      “Yes, sir,” she whispered. “I... I couldn’t help it.”

      “How many times?”

      She bit her lip, and I tightened my grip on her chin just slightly. A warning. Don’t hold back from me.

      “Four times,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “Maybe five. I lost count.”

      Fuck. The image of her alone in her bed, hand between her thighs, replaying what we’d done together while she brought herself to orgasm... it made my cock stiffen painful in my slacks.

      “Did you come?”

      “Yes, sir. Every time.”

      Every time. The words hit me like a punch to the chest. Four or five times in a single week, and every single one of them had ended with her falling apart, thinking of me. Thinking of what I’d done to her, what I could do to her. I released her chin, my hands curling into fists at my sides as I fought the urge to pounce on her right then and there.

      I circled behind her, letting the silence stretch, letting her feel my presence without seeing me. Let her wonder what I was thinking, what I was going to do next. When I finally spoke, my voice came out rougher than I intended, raw with a hunger I couldn’t quite conceal.

      “What were you thinking about?” I demanded to know. “What specifically made you come?”

      Her blush deepened. “The...the flogger. How it felt. And when you...when you called me...”

      She trailed off, and I felt my lips curve into a grin.

      Ah, yes. That.

      Something I’d discovered during our first session was what Charlotte liked to be called during scenes. That was always fun to figure out—what name, what label would make the sub go absolutely wild. Some women loved being called princess, or baby girl. Some wanted to be degraded, humiliated, called names that would make them slap anyone who tried it outside a scene or in a public place.

      Charlotte was unlike any woman I’d been with before. When I’d had her tied to the frame last week, whimpering under the strikes of the flogger, I’d glanced between her legs and seen that she was so wet it was sliding down the insides of her thighs, glistening in the low light.

      What a greedy little slut, I’d said, testing the word. And Charlotte had moaned, her entire body shuddering, and I’d watched her get even wetter.

      So, I’d quickly learned my girl liked that particular brand of degradation—not cruelty or as an insult, but a filthy term of praise. A label that acknowledged what she wanted to be for me during our scenes, without shame. And I was more than happy to accommodate that kink.

      My perfect little slut.

      “Stand up,” I ordered, ready to begin. “Strip for me. And then go to the center of the room, beneath the suspension rig.”

      Charlotte rose gracefully to her feet, her movements deliberately unhurried as she first stepped out of her heels. She held my gaze as her hands went to the zipper at the back of her dress, and I watched, mesmerized, as she slowly drew it down.

      The dress slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing before me in nothing but a simple black bra and matching panties—no elaborate lingerie, nothing designed to seduce. Just clean lines and creamy skin and luscious, full-figured curves that made my mouth water.

      She reached back to unhook her bra, and I held up a hand. “Stop. Leave that for a moment.”

      She stilled, waiting.

      I circled her again, admiring her from every angle. The delicate line of her collarbone. The swell of her full breasts, barely contained by the bra’s fabric. The dip of her waist, the flare of her curvaceous hips. The way her panties clung to her figure, the fabric visibly damp at the center.

      “You’re already wet,” I observed, stopping behind her. I lightly traced a finger down her spine and watched her shiver. “Already soaking through your panties, and I’ve barely touched you. Is that because you were thinking about last week? Or because you’re thinking about what I planned to do to you tonight?”

      “Both, sir.” Her voice was breathy. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about what you might do to me.”

      “And what were you imagining?”

      She hesitated. “I... I wasn’t sure. But I knew it would be good. You make everything feel so good, sir.”

      Warmth expanded in my chest at her words. That pride had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with the way she trusted me. The way she gave herself over so completely.

      I leaned in, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Take off the rest of your clothes,” I said, swatting the back of her thigh with my hand, just enough to sting and cause her to inhale a startled breath. “Now.”

      Her hands trembled slightly as she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her generous breasts spilled free—full and round, topped with nipples already peaked and flushed dark pink. Then her panties, sliding down her thighs, revealing the neat strip of auburn curls between her legs and the glistening evidence of her arousal.

      “Beautiful,” I murmured. “Now go to the center of the room. Hands at your sides. Wait for me.”

      She obeyed, her bare feet silent on the mat as she moved to stand beneath the suspension rig, positioned exactly where I wanted her. I watched the subtle sway of her hips, the way her hair was starting to come loose from its bun, and felt anticipation coil tight in my gut.

      I went to the armoire first, retrieving an item I’d specifically ordered for tonight’s scene.

      The rope was beautiful—thick, soft, expertly braided Japanese jute dyed in a deep crimson that would look stunning against her pale skin. I’d spent years learning shibari, the art of rope bondage, and it had become one of my favorite things to do while at the club. There was something meditative about it that quieted my mind in a way nothing else could. The process of wrapping and winding, creating patterns and knots, transforming a woman’s body into a work of art—it was like the inverse of my job. On the force, I dealt with chaos, with destruction, with people tearing each other apart. Here, I could create. I could take something beautiful and make it more so.

      Last week, I’d secured Charlotte to the St. Andrew’s cross, which had been satisfying in its own way—the vulnerability of being spread and displayed, the way the flogger had painted streaks of pink across her back and ass. But tonight, I wanted something more that would take us both into a deeper, more intimate headspace and territory.

      I took off my shoes and socks, then my shirt, and returned to where she stood, letting her hear my footsteps and feel my presence drawing closer. Then I stopped behind her and lifted the blindfold in my hand—soft black silk and lined with padding that would be comfortable against her eyes.

      “I’m going to blindfold you now,” I said, my voice low but clear. “Your body is mine tonight, Charlotte. Mine to move however I want. You’re going to stay relaxed and trust me. Let your limbs go limp when I lift them. Don’t try to help. Just let me do the work.”

      I secured the blindfold gently over her eyes, adjusting the elastic at the back of her head. She was plunged into darkness, and I watched her inhale sharply, adjusting to the loss of her sight.

      “If at any point you need a break, the word is yellow,” I reminded her. “If you need to stop completely, it’s red. But unless you say those words, your body belongs to me. To pose. To play with. To bind however I choose. Understood?”

      “I understand, sir.” Her voice was steady, but I could see the rapid flutter of her pulse at the base of her throat.

      I pressed a kiss to the curve of her shoulder. “You trust me?”

      “I trust you, sir.”

      I stepped back and began to work.

      The first loop of jute went around her chest, just above and below her breasts, creating a harness that would support her upper body. I worked slowly, deliberately, letting Charlotte feel each wrap of the rope as I wound it around her. The jute was soft but firm, gripping without biting.

      With each pass of the rope, I fell deeper into that meditative state I craved. My hands moved almost of their own accord, muscle memory guiding me through patterns I’d practiced hundreds of times. My mind quieted, the constant background noise of the job—the cases, the victims, the endless frustrations—fading to nothing.

      Here, there was only this. The rope in my hands. The woman before me. The art I was creating.

      I bound her arms behind her back in a box tie, her forearms resting against each other in the small of her back, shoulders pulled gently back in a way that thrust her chest forward. Then I started on her legs, creating intricate wraps around each thigh, her knees, her ankles. The crimson rope looked even better against her skin than I’d imagined—vivid and striking, like she was being embraced by flames.

      Charlotte relaxed with each limb I lifted, trusting me completely, letting me position her however I wanted. Her breath had slowed, deepened. I recognized the signs—she was sinking into that same headspace I was, that place where the world fell away and there was only sensation, only the moment.

      When the ground ties were complete, I attached the rigging lines to the ceiling hooks and began to lift her.

      Slowly. Carefully. I watched the ropes take her weight, her body rising inch by inch from the floor until she was suspended about three feet in the air. Her head and chest were more upright than horizontal, but her bound legs were pulled back and spread open in a partial hogtie position that curved her spine in an elegant arch.

      I stepped back to admire my work.

      She was breathtaking.

      The red ropes crisscrossed her body like an elaborate latticework, emphasizing every curve, drawing the eye along her shape in a way that seemed intentional and artistic. Her breasts hung full and heavy, caught in loops of rope that framed them without crushing. Her ass was lifted and presented, the rope between her cheeks creating a subtle, teasing pressure. Her auburn hair, mostly loose now, cascaded down like a waterfall of flame, swaying slightly with every breath she took.

      She looked like a goddess. Like something too beautiful to be real, conjured from fantasy and suspended in midair for my pleasure.

      “Now,” I murmured, stepping closer to trail my fingers along her suspended body. “How do you feel?”

      “Good, sir.” Her voice was slurred, dreamy. Already floating. “I feel... safe.  Relaxed.”

      I smiled, though she couldn’t see it. Her head was in that beautifully fuzzy space I loved to take subs to, where they could drift and everything felt cottony and warm and nothing existed but sensation.

      I spun her slowly, admiring her from every angle. The way the rope created patterns on her skin. The way her body hung in perfect suspension, completely at my mercy. The way her breath came in soft little sighs, like she was already in heaven and I hadn’t even really touched her yet.

      “You’re stunning like this,” I told her, praising her. “A work of art. A masterpiece.”

      I went to the armoire and retrieved a small vibrator—slim and curved, but powerful. My cock twitched as my arousal roared back to life. When I’d been focused on the rigging, on creating the ties and ensuring her safety, I’d been in that meditative space. But now that the work was complete, I rushed back into full awareness.

      I was achingly hard. Had been for a while, I realized. My cock was straining against my pants, demanding attention.

      Soon. But first, I had plans for my beautiful bound slut.

      I returned to Charlotte and wrapped an arm around her lower waist to steady her, stopping any slight spin from the suspension. Then I slid the vibrator between her legs.

      She was soaked. So wet that the slim toy slipped into her pussy with almost no resistance, her body welcoming it eagerly.

      Charlotte gave a long, low whimper. I could see her thighs trying to clench, trying to squeeze around the intrusion, but the rope held her legs apart and made any movement impossible.

      I retrieved more rope and created a crisscross pattern over her pussy, between her thighs, securing the vibrator inside her. I positioned one of the knots right at her clit, a constant tease, something she could almost-but-not-quite grind against.

      She was trembling now, tiny shudders running through her suspended body. I knew she was waiting for me to turn the vibrator on, so I didn’t. Not yet. Instead, I circled to stand in front of her and tweaked one of her nipples. Charlotte’s breath hitched, her entire body jerking in the ropes.

      “I remember these from last time.” I rolled the nipple between my fingers, watching it stiffen further. “So sensitive. You loved it when I used the crop on them. Do you remember how hard you came when I gave them just a little pain?”

      “Yes, sir,” she gasped. “I remember.”

      “Such responsive little things.” I pinched harder and she shuddered. Then I lowered my head and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard before grazing it with my teeth.

      Charlotte cried out, trying instinctively to twist away—but she couldn’t move. She was completely trapped, suspended and bound, unable to do anything but take whatever I chose to give her.

      “Please, sir,” she groaned. “I—I want—I need—it feels so—”

      “Shh.” I released her nipple and kissed the valley between her breasts. “Someday I’m going to make you come just from playing with these sensitive nipples. Tie you up differently—maybe hanging from your wrists, toes barely touching the ground, twisting and begging while I tease and pinch and torture them until you come untouched.”

      Her moan was pornographic.

      “Would you like that?” I asked, pulling back to look at her face—her lips parted, her skin flushed, her expression blissful even behind the blindfold. “You know only the most sensitive sluts can come that way. And you are...”

      “I’m your greedy slut, sir,” Charlotte said instantly, obediently. Like she couldn’t wait to claim the title. Like she needed me to know how willing and eager she was.

      God, she was perfect. She just knew what I wanted, what to say, was able to read my desires just as I read hers. That we were already so attuned to each other after only one session together before tonight was exhilirating.

      “That’s right.” I reached up and pulled the last pins from her hair, letting the rest of those auburn strands cascade down completely. “Such a good little slut for me, and only me.”

      She moaned at that.

      She was so fucking gorgeous trussed up in red ropes, her hair wild, her body displayed for me. I wished I had any artistic talent—I’d paint her like this, capture this moment forever. Maybe someday, if she trusted me enough, I’d ask if I could take photos. Create a record of what we did together.

      “You know what else good, obedient sluts like to do?” I cooed in her ear, letting my breath brush against her skin.

      “What, sir?” Charlotte breathed.

      “They love to come.” I reached between her legs and pressed against the rope where it crossed over her clit, making her gasp. “It’s all they think about. All they want. They just can’t help themselves. They need to come, over and over, until they can’t think anymore. So tonight...” I turned the vibrator on its lowest setting.

      Charlotte clenched up immediately around the toy, a soft cry escaping her.

      “Tonight, I’m going to give you all the orgasms you can handle. I’m going to make you come until you can’t even beg me to stop. Until you’re so far gone you forget your own name. And then, when you’re completely wrecked, when you’re floating so high you can barely feel your own body...” I let my voice drop to a growl. “Then I’m going to fuck you. While you dangle here like a helpless little toy for my cock.”

      Charlotte made a choked sound, her body jerking and shaking violently—and then I saw her thighs get shiny and wet, saw the gush of moisture that slicked her skin.

      Holy fuck. She’d just come. Just from the vibrator on low and the promise I’d made.

      I grinned, satisfaction and arousal flooding through me in equal measure. “I’m so glad you agree.”

      I grabbed a leather armchair from the seating area and dragged it to face her, settling into it with my legs splayed, getting comfortable. This was going to take a while, and I planned to enjoy every second.

      Charlotte hung before me, still trembling from her first orgasm, the vibrator buzzing softly inside her. Her head lolled slightly, hair swinging with the subtle motion of her body in the suspension rig.

      I palmed my cock through my pants, groaning softly at the pressure. I was so hard it almost hurt. But I could wait. I wanted to watch her first.

      I turned the vibrator up a notch.

      Charlotte gasped, her hips trying instinctively to move but the ropes held her immobile, suspended and spread and completely at my mercy. All she could do was feel.

      “That’s it,” I murmured, unbuttoning my pants to relieve some of the pressure. “Let go, sweetheart. Let your body do what it wants to do.”

      “I can’t—I can’t move—” Her voice was desperate, wavering.

      “I know. That’s the point.” I reached into my pants and freed my cock, wrapping my hand around the length and squeezing my erection with a low groan. “You don’t have to move. You don’t have to do anything. Just take what I give you.”

      I stroked myself slowly, watching her body twitch and shudder. Watching the flush spread down her chest, across her breasts. Watching her hands flex in their bindings behind her back, grasping at nothing.

      “Please,” she whimpered. “Please, sir, I’m going to—I can’t—”

      “You can,” I told her. “And you will. Come for me, Charlotte. I want to see it.”

      She broke on a soft cry, her body convulsing in the ropes, fresh wetness glistening on her thighs. The second orgasm looked even more powerful than the first, her entire body seizing, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

      I turned the vibrator up higher.

      “Oh God—oh God—” Charlotte thrashed in her bindings, but there was nowhere to go, nothing she could do. “I can’t—it’s too much—I can’t—”

      “You can,” I repeated, my hand moving faster on my cock. “You’re my good little slut. You can take anything I give you. And I’m giving you pleasure, Charlotte. All you have to do is let yourself feel it.”

      Tears were sliding down her cheeks now, streaming from beneath the blindfold. Not tears of pain, but tears of overwhelming sensation, of the intensity of what her body was experiencing. I’d seen it before, in the best scenes, when a sub was pushed past their normal limits into something transcendent.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged her, turning up the vibrator another notch. “So beautiful. So perfect. Let go and just float.”

      The third orgasm tore through her without warning, her cry echoing off the walls. I watched her thighs try to clench, watched her body shake, watched her completely lose herself to the pleasure I was forcing on her.

      Christ. I was going to come just from watching if I wasn’t careful.

      I made myself release my cock, taking a few deep breaths to calm down. I wanted to be inside her when I came. Wanted to feel her pussy wrapping around my cock like it was made for me.

      I stood and approached her, turning the vibrator down to its lowest setting. Her body sagged in the ropes, wrung out and trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

      “Color?” I asked, checking in. No matter how lost she was, this was important.

      “Green,” she managed, her voice barely a whisper. “So green. Please, sir, please—”

      “Please what?”

      “Please fuck me.” The words were desperate, begging. “I need—I need you inside me—please—”

      I groaned, the sound torn from somewhere deep in my chest. I quickly shed my pants and boxers until I was as naked as she was. My cock jutted out in front of me, hard and leaking, desperate to be inside her. The club required every member to submit a physical so I already knew we were both clean, and last week Charlotte had told me she was on birth control. No barriers needed. Nothing between us but skin and heat and this all-consuming need.

      I positioned myself behind her. The beauty of the suspension rig was that I’d lifted her to exactly the right height—her pussy was level with my hips, perfectly positioned to be fucked.

      I reached between her legs and carefully untied the rope holding the vibrator in place, sliding it out of her. She whimpered at the loss, but I replaced it almost immediately with my fingers, feeling how soaked she was, how swollen and sensitive.

      “So wet for me,” I murmured, sliding two fingers into her, then three. “So ready. You want my cock?”

      “Yes, sir, please, please—”

      “Say it again. Tell me what you need.”

      “I need your cock, sir. I need you to fuck me. Please, I’ll do anything, just—please—”

      I lined myself up, gripped her hips in my hands, and pushed into her in one long, slow stroke until I was balls deep, and shuddered with the pleasure of it all. Fuck. She was so hot, so tight, so impossibly wet. Her pussy fluttered around my cock, still spasming from her previous orgasms. The sensation was so intense I had to stop moving for a moment, buried to the hilt inside her, just breathing.

      “Oh God,” Charlotte moaned, her voice breaking. “You feel so good, sir, you feel so—”

      I pulled back and slammed back in again, harder this time, and she cried out. The ropes and my hands held her perfectly in place, allowing me to fuck her without any concern that she’d move away. Every thrust drove me impossibly deeper, exactly where I wanted to be.

      “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” I growled, setting a punishing rhythm. “To be tied up and used. To be my helpless little fucktoy.”

      “Yes—yes—oh God, yes—”

      “My perfect little slut.” Thrust. “So desperate for my cock.” Thrust. “So desperate to be owned by me.”

      Charlotte was sobbing now, but her body was clenching around me, trying to pull me deeper with every stroke. I could sense another orgasm building in her—could feel her internal muscles tightening, could hear the way her breath was catching.

      I reached around and found her clit, rubbing in tight circles as I fucked her.

      “Come for me,” I ordered. “One more time. Come on my cock.”

      She shattered. Her whole body seized up, her pussy constricting around me so tight my cock pulsed. Her scream echoed through the room, primal and raw and beautiful.

      Holding back was impossible and I let go. My own orgasm crashed through me, pleasure exploding from my core and radiating outward until every nerve in my body was on fire. My fingers dug into her hips as I drove into her one last time and stayed there, buried deep, pulsing inside her as I came harder than I had in what seemed like forever.

      For a long moment, neither of us moved. Just savoring the aftershocks and clinging to the perfect moment of pleasure, trying to regain our breathing.

      Then I carefully pulled out and began the delicate process of lowering her down—slowly, carefully, using the pulley system to bring her back to the padded mat on the floor. Then I knelt beside her, removed the blindfold, and began to undo the ropes and knots, working in reverse order from how I’d tied them.

      I checked her skin as I unwound each section, looking for any signs of abrasions, any marks that indicated the rope had been too tight. Her skin was pink where the jute had pressed against her, but nothing concerning. A few rope marks that would fade within hours.

      “You did so well,” I murmured as I worked, keeping my voice soft and soothing. “You were perfect, Charlotte. So beautiful. So brave.”

      She was still mostly nonverbal, floating in that fuzzy post-scene headspace, but she made a small noise of acknowledgment.

      When the last rope fell away, I gathered her into my arms and lifted her, carrying her to the chaise in the corner where there was a soft blanket, a bottle of water, some chocolate.

      I settled onto the chaise with Charlotte in my lap, wrapping the blanket around her trembling body. She curled into me instinctively, her face pressed against my chest, her hands clutching at my shoulders like she was afraid I might disappear.

      “I’ve got you,” I said softly, stroking her hair. “I’m right here. You’re safe.”

      She was crying again—silent tears that soaked into my skin. They were release tears. The kind that came when the body had been pushed past its usual limits and needed to discharge the intensity somehow.

      I held her through the wave of emotion, rubbing her back, pressing kisses to the top of her head. Whispering praise and reassurance until her tears slowed and her breathing steadied.

      “Drink this.” I held the water bottle to her lips, and she drank obediently, taking small sips. Then a piece of chocolate, which she accepted with a soft noise of pleasure.

      We stayed like that for a long time—her curled in my lap, me holding her, both of us coming back to reality together. The room was quiet except for our breathing, the soft hum of the climate control, the distant sounds of the club filtering through the walls.

      Eventually, Charlotte stirred. Her eyes were clear again when she looked up at me, though she still looked beautifully wrecked—her hair wild, her skin flushed, rope marks crisscrossing her body like art.

      “That was...” She trailed off, shaking her head. “I don’t have words.”

      I understood, because that scene had been off the charts for me, as well. I gently tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “You just need to tell me how you feel.” I needed to know she was truly okay.

      “Amazing.” A small laugh escaped her. “Wrung out. Like I ran a marathon and won.”

      I grinned. “You did win. You were incredible.”

      She flushed with pleasure at the praise, ducking her head. Then she looked up at me again, something uncertain flickering in her eyes.

      “Kane?”

      I continued stroking her bare skin. “Mmm?”

      “Can I ask you something?”

      My heart rate kicked up slightly, though I kept my expression calm. “You can ask me anything.”

      She bit her lip, clearly gathering courage for whatever she wanted to say. I waited, giving her the space she needed, not knowing what to expect.

      “This thing we have,” she said slowly. “These sessions here at the club. They’re... they’re amazing. Better than anything I’ve ever experienced. But I was wondering...” She trailed off, her cheeks going pink.

      “Wondering what?”

      “If maybe you’d want to...get to know me. Outside of this. Outside the club.” The words came out in a rush, like she was afraid she’d lose her nerve if she didn’t say them fast. “I mean, I know that’s not what this is supposed to be about, and if you want to keep things strictly here, I completely understand, but I—”

      I kissed her.

      It wasn’t like our kisses during the scene—those had been claiming, dominating, designed to reinforce the power dynamic. This was different. This was soft and slow and tender, my lips moving against hers like I had all the time in the world.

      When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, stunned.

      “I’ve been trying to figure out how to ask you the same thing,” I admitted, my voice surprisingly rough. “All week, I’ve been thinking about you. Not just about... this, although that too. But about you. Who you are outside these walls. What makes you laugh. What you eat for breakfast. Whether you’re a morning person or if you need coffee before you can form sentences.”

      Charlotte let out a startled laugh. “Coffee. Definitely need coffee first.”

      “See, that’s exactly the kind of thing I want to know.” I cupped her face in my hands, marveling at how right this felt. “Have dinner with me. Or coffee, or lunch, or whatever you want. Somewhere normal. Somewhere I can ask you about your life and tell you about mine and figure out if what we have here can be something more.”

      Her smile was like sunrise—slow and warm and impossibly beautiful.

      “I’d love to have dinner with you,” she said softly.

      I kissed her again, longer this time, deeper, while hope settled quietly in my chest. I didn’t know where this was going. Didn’t know if we’d be compatible outside the charged atmosphere of the club or if whatever sparked between us would translate to normal life. But I knew I wanted to find out.

      For the first time in years, I wanted something more than just sex with a woman. And I wanted it with her.

      “Next Saturday,” I murmured against her lips. “I know a place with amazing pasta and even better wine. Quiet enough to talk.”

      “Next Saturday,” she agreed. “It’s a date.”

      I held her closer, breathing in the scent of her—sex and sweat and that hint of floral that was just her—and felt my lips curve into a smile I couldn’t have stopped if I’d tried. A warmth spread through me that had everything to do with this woman in my arms. For the first time in longer than I could remember, I wasn’t thinking about the job, the cases, the weight I carried every day. I was thinking about the future. About all the possibilities with Charlotte.

      Yeah. This was going to be good.
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