
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Bet Your Ass: Michelle Beats the One-bar Prison

        

        
        
          Bet Your Ass: The One-bar Prison, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Scarlet Tiger

        

        
          Published by Scarlet Tiger, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BET YOUR ASS: MICHELLE BEATS THE ONE-BAR PRISON

    

    
      First edition. September 25, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Scarlet Tiger.

    

    
    
      Written by Scarlet Tiger.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Bet Your Ass: Michelle Beats the One-Bar Prison



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 – The Challenge is Set
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The ropes had left her skin warm and tingling, a faint crimson pattern tracing her curves like a badge of conquest. Michelle leaned back against the bedframe, wrists still lightly sore from the cuffs Rick had insisted on tightening, her hair damp and clinging to her neck. She let out a soft, breathy laugh, the sound low and teasing, watching him tidy the scattered ropes with casual efficiency. Even now, his dark curls clung to his forehead, sweat highlighting the sharp planes of his face. Muscles flexed under smooth, sun-kissed skin with every motion, the movement sending a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the lingering aftereffects of restraint.

“You know,” she said, voice playful but edged with heat, “I think you’re starting to get predictable.”

Rick paused, one brow arched, lips twitching into a slow grin. “Predictable? Me? I’m offended.” He bent closer, brushing his fingers across her shoulder in a mock gesture of threat that left her stomach fluttering. “I can still tie you in ways you’ve never imagined. And I’ll win this time. You won’t escape.”

Michelle rolled her eyes, smirking. “You said that last time. And the time before that. And yet...” Her fingers brushed against the faint rope marks on her inner wrist, tracing the memory of how easily she had wriggled free. “I keep getting out.”

The grin on Rick’s face widened, a mix of pride and lust gleaming in his eyes. He crouched beside her, tracing a finger down the curve of her arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. “Maybe it’s time to raise the stakes. How about a real challenge?”

Michelle’s pulse quickened, curiosity mixing with arousal. “Oh? I’m listening.”

He leaned back slightly, letting his eyes roam over her, dark and assessing. “Ten minutes. That’s all I need to tie you up properly. After that, you have one hour to escape. If you fail, you know what’s coming...” His gaze darkened, full of promise and danger. “Anal. I’ve been holding out, and I’ll make it... memorable.”

Michelle’s breath hitched. Her mind ticked over possibilities, the thrill of the challenge igniting every nerve ending. “And if I win?” she asked, already knowing she would, already imagining the power she would wield.

Rick’s grin twisted wickedly. “Then you get me. Any way you want. Peg me. Do whatever kinky shit you’ve been fantasizing about.”

A low, pleased hum escaped Michelle’s lips. She felt the familiar heat pooling between her thighs, the memory of the vibrator they had used last week still fresh in her mind. The idea of taking control, of seeing him squirm and beg, made her pulse pound. “You’re on,” she breathed.

Rick chuckled, shaking his head, then brushed a finger along her jaw. “I love that fire in you. But don’t get too cocky. I’ve been practicing my knots.”

Michelle leaned into him just slightly, the contact sparking a delicious friction. “Practicing, huh? I’ll enjoy proving you wrong.” Her hands rested lightly on his chest, feeling the steady, teasing flex of muscle beneath her palms. “Besides... you underestimate me.”

He leaned in, brushing a kiss over her temple, his lips warm against her skin. “I never underestimate you. That’s the problem.”

They paused, a charged silence settling between them. Even as they caught their breath from the previous session, the heat of anticipation threaded the air, taut and unyielding. Michelle could feel the memory of the ropes pressing against her skin, the way her body had arched instinctively toward freedom, and she smiled at the thought of testing herself once more.

“Bring it on,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, “I’m going to enjoy this.”

Rick’s eyes darkened with desire, his hands bracketing her face briefly before moving to her waist. “Enjoy? You won’t know the meaning of it until it’s too late.” He paused, voice dropping to a rough whisper. “But I’ll make sure it’s fun for both of us.”

Michelle tilted her head, meeting his gaze with equal heat. Every fiber of her body tingled with expectation. The ropes, the cuffs, the teasing—they were more than tools of restraint. They were a game, a dance, and she had never lost. Not yet.

Rick leaned back, giving her a moment to savor the anticipation. “Get some rest tonight. We’ll see if you really are as good as you think.”

Michelle’s grin spread, wicked and full of promise. “Oh, I’m better,” she said. “You’re going to regret ever thinking you could hold me.”

He laughed, deep and low, a sound that vibrated through the room and into her chest. “We’ll see about that, Michelle. We’ll see.”

The last light of day slanted across the bed, casting long shadows that danced across their bodies. The ropes were gone, the marks fading, but the tension between them was palpable, electric. Each knew what awaited: a test of skill, desire, and control that neither would forget. And in that knowledge, the thrill of the upcoming challenge twisted deliciously through every nerve ending, leaving them both burning to begin.
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