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Preface




She had everything—status, money, admirers who worshipped her curves and envied her confidence. But Chloe knew something deeper throbbed beneath the surface—an ache no amount of success could soothe. A hunger she couldn’t name. Until he stepped into her gallery. Until Nick.

He wasn’t polished like the men she entertained. He was carved—chiseled and confident, with eyes like slow thunder and a voice that didn’t ask—it told. A walking promise of chaos. Of control. Of the kind of mercy that doesn’t soothe but scorches.

Chloe hadn’t expected to crave restraint. But from the moment Nick brushed past her in that tight hallway, the scent of leather and heat trailing him, her world spun. What began as flirtation turned into a lesson in temptation. A dance between surrender and command.

And in that dance, she would learn that mercy isn’t always gentle. Sometimes, it leaves marks.





Chapter 1: The Signature on Her Skin

The soft thud of heels on hardwood echoed through the gallery as Chloe moved from canvas to canvas, the silk of her pale champagne blouse brushing her bare arms, tight high-waisted trousers hugging every curve with intention. Her breasts shifted delicately beneath the thin fabric—no bra. She didn’t need one. She liked the way men stared, especially when they didn’t know if it was art or her that left them breathless.

Tonight was opening night. Another collection. Another flirtation with bold textures and forbidden ideas. But her mind wasn't on the paintings. It was on the man who hadn’t arrived yet.

Nick.

She didn’t even know his last name. Just that his first one rolled off her tongue too easily in dreams she never admitted to having. He wasn’t the type to blend in. Broad shoulders that strained the seams of dark fitted shirts, skin like smooth obsidian, hands rough and knowing. Every time he visited her gallery, he looked at her like she was something he’d already claimed—and was just waiting to unwrap.

Tonight, she wanted to be unwrapped.

As she leaned against the counter near the wine station, pouring herself a generous glass of red, she caught movement in the corner of her eye. The crowd parted. And there he was.

Nick.

Dark jeans, a deep black button-down rolled at the sleeves, veins along his forearms flexing with each step. His presence sucked the air from the room. He didn’t look at the art. He looked at her.

She lifted her glass slowly, letting her tongue flick out just enough to wet her bottom lip. His gaze dropped to her mouth, then lower.

Mmm…

He moved closer. Not rushed. Like a lion circling.

"Chloe." His voice was a delicious kind of rough—like velvet over gravel.

She tilted her head. “Nick. Late, as always. Or were you just trying to make an entrance?”

He smiled slowly. “You’d know if I made an entrance.”

Her thighs tensed involuntarily. “Would I?” she asked, pretending to sip her wine.

“I don’t do anything halfway.” He leaned closer, brushing a knuckle down her bare arm. “Especially when I’m interested.”

Goosebumps rose. She exhaled a soft, "Ohh…" and straightened.

He gestured toward the newest painting—a chaotic, sensual blur of reds, blacks, and deep plum streaks. “This one yours?”

“Most of them are,” she said. “But that one… that one I painted after a dream.”

He didn’t look away. “A wet one?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Interpretation is the viewer’s privilege.”

Nick’s voice lowered. “And what if the viewer wants to know how wet dreams look… on skin?”

She swallowed hard, heart thumping. “Then he’d better be ready to get messy.”

Nick walked past her, slow and deliberate, eyes raking the artwork—but Chloe knew better. He was mapping her from his periphery: the way her hips swayed slightly with every step, the subtle swell of her breasts moving with breath.

“You know,” he said, pausing near the rear alcove where her bolder pieces hung, “I’ve been in galleries around the world. Paris. Berlin. Even Tokyo.”

Chloe followed, intrigued. “And?”

He turned, trapping her between a sculpture and a low-lit wall. “None of them had a curator like you.”

The air between them snapped like a tight rubber band.

She laughed, low and husky. “Is that your version of a compliment or a proposition?”

His gaze darkened. “Both.”

Her breath hitched as his hand lifted—slow, deliberate—and reached for a stray curl near her temple, tucking it behind her ear. His fingers grazed the shell of it, lingered at her earlobe.

She felt it. Everywhere.

“Fuck…” she whispered under her breath.

“Sensitive?” he asked.

She didn’t answer. Didn’t need to.

His palm ghosted down her shoulder, not quite touching the skin but close enough to burn. She gasped, a soft “Ahh…” slipping out.

The gallery noise blurred into silence around them.

He leaned in, lips brushing the air beside her cheek. “When you paint,” he murmured, “do your fingers ever tremble?”

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
Scanrllett

-
v d
/ l 2 -

Ma r/(e'a/ for/;'fij Mercj\
BDSM TEMPTATION






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Contents





		

Preface





		

Chapter 1: The Signature on Her Skin





		

Chapter 2: Bound by Curiosity





		

Chapter 3: The Softest Chains





		

Chapter 4: The First Rule Broken





		

Chapter 5: You Don’t Get to Forget





		

Books By This Author













Guide





		

Contents













