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​The Invitation & Descent
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Adrian follows Yvonne down the narrow staircase, each step bringing them deeper beneath the city streets. Sweat slicks his palms. The invitation burns in his breast pocket—heavy cream cardstock, red wax seal, the words "Club of Red Doors" embossed in elegant script. Three months of vetting, interviews, psychological profiles. All to stand here now, watching his wife's hips sway ahead of him, knowing what waits beyond the unmarked black door at the bottom of the stairs.

His wife glances over her shoulder, green eyes bright with anticipation. "Last chance to back out," she whispers, but her tone makes it clear—she doesn't want him to. Doesn't expect him to.

"I'm fine," he says, though his voice betrays him, catching on the second word.

Yvonne's smile flickers in the dim light. She reaches the bottom step, stiletto heels clicking against polished concrete. Her black dress clings to every curve, the fabric catching the meager light. A dress he's never seen before. One she bought for tonight. For others to see.

The door opens before they knock. A woman stands in the threshold—raven hair pulled into a severe bun, porcelain skin, lips painted the exact shade of freshly spilled blood. Her eyes move from Yvonne to Adrian, assessing, calculating.

"Mr. and Mrs. Miles," she says, voice like silk sliding over glass. "I'm Selene Vaughn. Mistress of Ceremonies." She steps aside, gesturing them into a small antechamber. "Your belongings."

Adrian hesitates, then removes his watch, wallet, keys, phone. Places them in the lacquered box she indicates. Yvonne does the same, adding her purse, but keeping her wedding ring. That, Adrian notes with a knot in his stomach, is part of the experience. The reminder of what's being shared. What's being taken.

"First-timers," Selene observes, closing the box with a decisive click. "A few ground rules. Once we pass through the next door, Mr. Miles loses the privilege of speech." Her eyes fix on Adrian. "Your mouth stays shut while hers stays open. Do you understand?"

The phrasing sends heat crawling up his neck. "Yes."

"Yes, what?" Selene's eyebrow arches.

Adrian swallows. "Yes, Mistress."

"Better." She turns to Yvonne. "Mrs. Miles retains all speech rights. She chooses which doors to enter, how long to stay, when to leave." A thin smile. "You'll find that power intoxicating, I suspect."

Yvonne's answering smile holds an edge Adrian has rarely seen—hungry, bold. "I suspect I will."

Selene opens the inner door, and Adrian's breath catches. A hallway stretches before them, walls painted the deep red of arterial blood. The ceiling is low, the lighting subdued. Brass plaques gleam beside each door—words etched into metal that he can't make out from here. Seven doors on each side. And at the far end, double doors made of some dark wood, unmarked.

"The Hall of Doors," Selene announces, her heels silent now on the thick carpet. "Each represents a different experience. Different... tests." She gives Adrian a look that makes his skin prickle. "Mrs. Miles chooses. You follow."

They move down the hallway, and Adrian reads the plaques as they pass. Patience. Witness. Obedience. Mercy. Hunger. Silence. Each name sends a jolt of adrenaline through his system. Each door is identical—high gloss black, brass handle, immaculately maintained.

"Who else is here?" Yvonne asks, trailing her fingers along the crimson wall. The gesture is sensual, proprietary. Like she already belongs here more than Adrian does.

"Other members. Performers. Facilitators." Selene's smile reveals nothing. "Each door is its own universe. What happens behind one doesn't affect the others."

A door at the midpoint of the hall opens, and Adrian's spine stiffens as a man emerges. Tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair cropped close to his skull. He wears a tailored suit that emphasizes his powerful build. His eyes find Yvonne immediately, a smile curving his lips.

"Graham," Selene says, "perfect timing. May I present Mr. and Mrs. Miles? First visit."

Graham Rockefeller. The name from the dossier. The orchestrator who'd vetted them through discreet emails and one intensely uncomfortable video call. The man who'd asked Yvonne questions that made her blush while Adrian watched in silent discomfort.

"Mrs. Miles," Graham says, taking Yvonne's hand. Instead of shaking it, he brings it to his lips, pressing a kiss to her knuckles just above her wedding band. His eyes never leave hers. "A pleasure to finally meet in person."

"Likewise," Yvonne breathes, and Adrian hears it—the slight hitch in her voice. The one she used to reserve for him in their early days.

Graham turns to Adrian, extending his hand. The handshake is firm, almost crushing. A display of dominance so primal it makes Adrian's jaw clench.

"Adrian," Graham says, using his first name while Adrian is expected to be formal. Another small power shift. "I trust Selene has explained the speech restrictions?"

Adrian nods, already feeling the rule taking effect.

"Good man." Graham's hand lands on Adrian's shoulder, squeezing once. "The rules exist for a reason. They help us transcend ordinary boundaries." His smile widens. "Tonight, you'll watch your wife taken in ways you've only imagined. You'll see her pleasure at the hands of others. You'll witness her appetite for things you can't provide."

Each word lands like a physical blow. Adrian's cock stirs against his will—the humiliation already seeping into arousal, just as the club's psychological profile predicted.

Graham's attention shifts back to Yvonne. "Each door represents a different aspect of your relationship's evolution. Choose wisely." His hand slides to the small of her back, proprietary and confident. "Where would you like to begin?"

Yvonne studies the doors, her expression thoughtful. Adrian watches her face—the slight flush on her cheeks, the parted lips, the way her eyes seem to catch fire in the red-tinted light.

"Patience," she says finally, nodding toward the first door on the right. "Let's start with Patience."

Graham's smile is all approval. "An excellent choice." He looks at Adrian, something like pity in his expression. "Remember, Mr. Miles. No speech. No intervention. You are here to witness, not participate." His hand stays on Yvonne's back as he guides her toward the door. "Your suffering is part of her pleasure. Your restraint is your gift to her."

Adrian follows, two steps behind. Already separated. Already diminished. The brass plaque gleams as they approach—PATIENCE—the letters seeming to ripple in the strange light.

Graham opens the door, revealing darkness beyond. He leans close to Yvonne, whispering something that makes her laugh softly. Then louder, for Adrian's benefit: "Are you ready to show your husband what you need?"

"Yes," Yvonne answers without hesitation. She turns to Adrian, her expression a complex mixture of excitement, apology, and something darker. "Remember, love. You agreed to this."

The door swings open. Adrian's heart pounds against his ribs, a caged animal sensing danger. But he steps forward. Into the darkness. Into the first of the Red Doors.
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​The Door of Patience
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The door closes behind them with a soft click that somehow echoes like a gunshot. Darkness engulfs Adrian for three heartbeats, then a single spotlight blazes to life in the center of the room. Its harsh white beam cuts through the blackness, illuminating a single chair. Simple. Wooden. Waiting. The rest of the space remains shrouded, but Adrian senses its vastness—the ceiling lost in shadow, the walls too distant to make out. A theater of humiliation with his wife as the star.
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