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Description: Beneath the dazzling lights and gravity-defying stunts

of The Misfit Cabaret lies a world far darker—and far more

seductive—than Evelyn ever imagined. Fresh off a painful past, the

graceful aerialist arrives at the adult circus with a single goal: escape.

But when the enigmatic Leo, the circus’s lead aerialist, offers to be

her mentor, Evelyn finds herself drawn not only to the allure of the

trapeze but to Leo’s intense gaze and skilled touch.

As Evelyn becomes entwined in the seductive underground society

that thrives behind the scenes, passion and danger intertwine.

Forbidden performances blur the lines between art and desire,

testing the limits of her body and spirit.

The Aerialists Secret is a high-flying, sensual journey of passion,

mystery, and self-discovery—a tale where desire is the ultimate act

and every secret can be the one that changes everything. Will Evelyn

dare to let go, or will the darkness lurking beneath the big top

consume her whole?
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Chapter One

E velyn

I step out of my car, the oppressive weight of my past lifting ever so slightly as I

breathe in the crisp, fresh air. This small town, nestled between rolling hills and dense

forests, is a world away from the concrete jungle I left behind. I’m here to fill up on

gasoline, but fate has other plans. My eyes catch a vibrant flyer fluttering on a nearby

lamppost.

“The Misfit Cabaret: Where Dreams Take Flight.”

The words pull at something deep inside me, a longing I’ve tried to bury. I pay for

my gas, then turn my car in the direction of the address of the circus that was listed

on the poster.

The entrance to the circus is marked by a grand, ornately decorated archway. The

sounds of music and laughter fill the air, a stark contrast to the silence of my past life.

Performers in elaborate costumes bustle around, preparing for the evening’s show.

The air hums with excitement and anticipation. I step through the archway, feeling a

mix of trepidation and exhilaration. This is a world of mystery and allure, a place

where anything seems possible.

I wander through the grounds, taking in the sights and sounds. Brightly colored tents

line the pathways, each promising its own unique wonder. My steps are drawn

towards the largest tent, the one where the aerialists practice. Inside, the space is

filled with performers swinging from trapezes and silks, their movements a



mesmerizing blend of strength and grace.

My attention is captured by a tall, muscular man standing on the sidelines, observing

the practice with an intense, assessing gaze. His piercing blue eyes meet mine, and I

feel an instant connection. He approaches, his movements fluid and confident.

“You must be new here,” he says, his voice deep and velvety. “I’m Leo, the lead

aerialist.”

“Evelyn,” I reply, my voice steady despite the fluttering in my chest. This is it, the

new beginning I’ve been looking for. I straighten my spine and announce, “I’m

looking for a fresh start.”

Leo’s eyes narrow slightly as he studies me, a hint of curiosity and something

else—something deeper—flickering in their depths. “Show me what you can do.”

I swallow my nerves and step forward, reaching for a silk. I’ve trained before mostly

in yoga studios, long ago, before my life took a different turn. The familiarity of the

silk in my hands brings a rush of memories and emotions. I begin to climb, my

movements tentative at first but growing more confident with each pull. I perform a

series of basic aerial moves, feeling the exhilaration of flight, the freedom of

movement.

Leo watches intently, his gaze never leaving me. When I finally descend, my breath

comes in quick, shallow bursts, and my heart pounds with a mix of fear and hope. I

look to Leo, waiting for his verdict.

“You have natural talent,” he says, a hint of admiration in his voice. “And potential.

With training, you could become a star performer here.”

I can’t help the smile that spreads across my face. “I’ve always loved the idea of the



circus. The travel, the freedom. I’m looking for a new career, something that makes

me feel alive.”

Leo nods, his expression thoughtful. “The circus is always looking for new talent. If

you’re willing to dedicate yourself and trust in the process, I can mentor you. It won’t

be easy, but I see something special in you, Evelyn.”

His words fill me with a sense of relief and excitement. For the first time in a long

while, I feel a glimmer of hope, a possibility of a future where I can truly be myself.

“Yes,” I say, my voice filled with determination. “I’m ready to embrace this new

chapter of my life.”

Leo’s lips curve into a slow, seductive smile. “Good. We’ll start tomorrow. Be here at

dawn.”

As I leave the tent, I can’t help but feel a thrill of anticipation. The circus is a place of

wonder and possibility, and with Leo’s guidance, I’m ready to soar.
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Chapter Two

L eo

The sun barely peeks over the horizon as I arrive at the aerialists' tent. The cool dawn

air is refreshing, a stark contrast to the heat that will settle in later. I breathe deeply,

centering myself, preparing for the day ahead. This is a ritual for me, a moment of

calm before the intensity of training begins.

Evelyn steps into the tent right on time, her presence immediately catching my

attention. There’s a nervous energy about her, but also a spark of determination that I

can’t help but admire. I greet her with a nod, my eyes sharp and focused.

"Ready to begin?" I ask, my voice steady and deep.

"Yes," she replies, her resolve unmistakable.

We start with the basics. I guide her through a series of warm-up exercises designed

to build strength and flexibility. My instructions are clear and precise, honed from

years of experience. As I adjust her form, my hands firm on her body, I notice the

way she responds to my touch.

As we move on to more advanced techniques, I push her harder. Evelyn has potential,

that much is clear, but she needs to be challenged to unlock it. Each time she falters,

I’m there, offering guidance and encouragement.

"You're doing well, Evelyn," I say as she completes a particularly difficult maneuver.



"But you need to trust yourself more. Trust the silk, trust your body."

She nods, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "I will. I promise."

The hours fly by, the physical exertion blending with the thrill of seeing her progress.

By the time we finish, I can tell her body is aching, but I can see the satisfaction in

her eyes, the pride in what she’s accomplished.

"Good work today," I tell her, my eyes softening with approval. "We'll continue

tomorrow."

As she leaves the tent, I watch her go, my mind racing with thoughts of the day and

the spark that ignites whenever our eyes meet. It's more than just physical attraction;

it's a meeting of kindred spirits, a shared understanding of the desire for freedom and

expression.

I hold her gaze, a slow, seductive smile playing on my lips. "There's something about

you, Evelyn. Something that drew me to you from the moment we met."

Her breath catches at my words. "I can feel it too," she admits, her voice barely a

whisper.

I lean closer, my hand brushing against hers. The air between us crackles with

tension, the pull of attraction too strong to resist. Slowly, tentatively, I close the

distance, my lips capturing hers in a kiss that is both tender and passionate. Her body

responds instinctively, a wave of desire flooding through her and through me. I’ve

known this woman for a day but already my mind races with the possibility that she

could be the one . The one I’ve been waiting for.

As our kiss deepens, the world fades away, leaving only the two of us, lost in the

intoxicating embrace. My hands roam her body, my touch igniting a fire that burns



hotter with each passing moment.

When we finally pull away, breathless and yearning, my eyes are dark with desire. "I

want you, Evelyn," I murmur, my voice husky. "But only if you're ready."

She meets my gaze, her decision clear. "I'm ready," she whispers, a look of longing

stirring in her eyes. I smile, sensing that she’s aware of the double meaning in my

words.
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Chapter Three

E velyn

The sun barely peeks over the horizon as I step onto the dew-kissed grass of the

circus grounds. The tents, vibrant and colorful, stand tall against the awakening sky.

The air is crisp, carrying the faint sounds of morning preparations—whispers of

excitement and anticipation for the day ahead. My muscles already ache from

yesterday's exertions, but I welcome the pain. It means I'm pushing myself, growing

stronger.

I arrive at the aerialists' tent, a mix of nerves and determination swirling within me.

Leo is already there, his presence commanding even in the early morning light. He’s

been here before dawn, warming up, his movements fluid and precise. He turns as I

approach, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine. A nod of acknowledgment, and

we begin.

"Ready?" he asks, his voice low, a hint of challenge lacing his words.

"Always," I reply, my resolve firm. I can't afford to be anything less.

We start with advanced stretches and strength-building exercises. Leo demonstrates

each move with effortless grace, his body a testament to years of discipline and

dedication. I mirror his movements, feeling the strain in my muscles, the burn of

effort. I welcome it, pushing through the discomfort.

"Keep your back straight," Leo instructs, his voice calm yet authoritative. His



presence is magnetic, drawing me in even as he challenges me to be better.

I adjust my posture, feeling the stretch intensify. We move on to the silks, my

sanctuary and my challenge. I climb with increasing confidence, the fabric familiar in

my hands. Leo watches, his gaze never leaving me. I execute a series of complex

aerial maneuvers, my body moving in harmony with the silks.

As I perform a particularly challenging inversion, I feel Leo’s presence close behind

me. His hands find my hips, firm and steady, guiding me. "Engage your core more,"

he instructs, his breath warm against my ear.

I nod, adjusting my form, feeling the muscles in my abdomen tighten. The proximity

between us is electric, a current of energy that flows through me. I focus, pushing

myself to hold the position, to perfect it.

"Good," Leo murmurs, his voice filled with a mix of approval and something deeper,

something that sends a shiver down my spine.

The hours fly by, the physical exertion blending with the thrill of learning and

improving. By the time we finish, my body aches in the best possible way, a reminder

of the progress I’ve made. Leo stands before me, his eyes softening with approval.

"You've done well today," he says, a rare smile playing on his lips. "We’ll continue

tomorrow."

I nod, unable to keep the smile from my own face. "Thank you."

"I'm proud of you,” his tone is low, enticing.

I beam, my heart swelling with gratitude. "I couldn’t have done it without you."



Leo's gaze holds mine, a slow, seductive smile playing on his lips. "There's

something about you, Evelyn. Something that drew me to you from the moment we

met."

My breath catches at his words, the intensity of his gaze sending shivers down my

spine. “Oh,” is all I can whisper.

As Leo and I sit on the padded mats, our bodies glistening with the sweat of exertion.

The intense training session has left us both a little breathless, or maybe it’s just that

being this close to him makes my body react in way I’m not accustomed to. But it’s

not just the physical strain that weighs on me. The unspoken desire that has been

building between us with each passing moment hangs heavy in the air, a palpable

tension that neither of us can ignore any longer.

I lean back, trying to catch my breath, my heart pounding not just from the workout

but from Leo’s nearness. He watches me with those piercing blue eyes, a mixture of

admiration and something deeper, something that makes my skin tingle and my pulse

quicken.

“You’ve made incredible progress,” he says, his voice soft and sincere. “Your

dedication is inspiring.”

I look up at him, our gazes locking. “I couldn’t have done it without you,” I reply, my

voice tinged with vulnerability. “You push me to be better.”

Leo’s expression shifts, a hint of tenderness softening his features. He reaches out,

brushing a stray lock of hair from my face. His touch lingers, the contact electric,

sending a shiver down my spine. “It’s not just about pushing you,” he murmurs, his

gaze intense. “It’s about believing in you.”

The charged moment stretches between us, the air crackling with tension. And then,



as if drawn by an irresistible force, Leo leans in, capturing my lips in a kiss that is

both tender and filled with pent-up passion. The world outside the tent fades away,

leaving only the two of us, lost in the intoxicating embrace.

I respond eagerly, my hands threading through his hair as the kiss deepens. His lips

are warm and insistent, his hands firm as they explore my body. The heat between us

ignites, a fire that burns hotter with each passing moment.

Our mouths are hungry and desperate, hands roaming feverishly over each other’s

bodies. I wrap my legs around him, feeling his firm grip under my butt as I tear his

button-down open with my free hands. I savor the feel of his chiseled chest and the

ripples of his toned abs and biceps, running my palms over his bare flesh before

planting fierce kisses on his neck, causing gooseflesh to rise across his tanned

shoulders.

With deliberate slowness, he lowers us to the ground, using his shirt as a makeshift

blanket. My mind spirals into ecstasy as his mouth carves a path from my neck to my

thighs, unbuttoning my shirt along the way. The breeze caresses my exposed skin,

and I close my eyes for a moment, savoring the sensation before opening them again.

The world appears hazy through my heavy lashes as I succumb to Leo’s tender, yet

insistent, touches.

I bite my lip as his hands deftly remove the skirt from my practice outfit, and his

mouth finds my most sensitive spot. A soft groan escapes my lips as his tongue

moves in slow, deliberate circles around my clitoris, exploring my depths. I clutch a

sleeve of his shirt with one hand, draping my legs over his shoulders, while my other

hand finds purchase on the cool dirt floor. I rock my hips up to meet him, the ache

intensifying with each tantalizing flick of his tongue.

He rises up, and I shift my heavy gaze to his eyes—pools of lust and longing,

mirroring my own desires.



“Leo, I want you so badly it hurts,” I whisper, breathless, as he switches from tongue

to fingers. My mind blanks as pleasure explodes in every direction. Curling my toes, I

raise my hips in desperate need. “Please, Leo. I need to feel you inside me.” I gasp,

turning my head as he finds new, uncharted territory within me.

His fingers quicken, pushing me to the brink of another climax, but then he stops, and

I whimper softly.

Leo kneels, unbuckling his belt and hastily shedding his pants, removing the last

barrier between us. I reach down, taking his throbbing, hard erection in my hand,

excited by his size and beyond ready to feel him deep inside me. He hisses through

his teeth, shuddering at the coolness of my touch, but groans when I give him a

teasing squeeze.

“No, baby, don’t do that. I want this to last. I want to make you sing. And I want to

savor every note that passes your lips,” he says, voice husky.

He licks his fingers before guiding his hard cock between my legs, pausing at my

entrance to kiss me deeply. Locked in a drugging kiss, Leo thrusts inside me. A moan

tears from my throat as he stretches me fully. He pulls back and thrusts again, his hips

driving into mine, meeting my every rise. Each thrust brings me closer to the edge,

and I squeeze around him, wanting to take all he can give.

Leo quickens his pace, and I’m lost. Pleasure, warm and throbbing, erupts from my

core. I tighten around him, riding the waves of ecstasy. He grows stiffer and thrusts

deeper, capturing my mouth with his as he fills me with his hot seed.

It feels as though we’ve been transported back in time, where nothing else matters but

moments like this. Stolen moments shared in private under the clouds. Eventually,

Leo rolls over, and I cuddle into the crook of his arm. He lazily runs his thumb over

my bare arm, our legs and feet intertwined.



“Damn,” he says.

“Damn,” I reply, and we both laugh.

He tilts my chin up and kisses me gently, as if I were the finest porcelain. It’s enough

to make my heart race again.

“You really are everything. I mean it,” Leo hums, caressing my cheek. I roll onto my

stomach, and he pushes my hair from my shoulder, planting kisses there. A tear slips

free from my lashes. Meeting Leo is the sweetest gift this world has ever given me.

Leo grins that devilish grin I’ve come to love so much. “Not even God could keep me

away from you now.”

A happy hum leaves my lips as I linger in his warm embrace, savoring the mix of

earth and aftershave, feeling completely safe and wanted. Placing my forehead

against his shoulder, I enjoy this moment as if it’s the last of its kind, but I hope it’s

only the beginning. We share another deep kiss, and for a second, I want to push him

back to the ground and have another round. Before I can act on it, Leo steps back.

“Now, now. We’ll have plenty of time for another romp later.”

“Okay,” I say, grinning happily. “Maybe we should get out of here before we land

ourselves in jail for indecent exposure.”

Leo tickles my sides, and I cry out in surprise. “They’ll have to get through me to

cuff you. No man will ever take you from me. Not today, not ever.”

I laugh and push him back down, straddling him. As I lean down for a kiss, my hair

cascades around us, framing his face. I trace the soft dark stubble shaping his jawline.



I never stood a chance; I fell helplessly hard for Leo from the start. I should feel

shame for being intimate with this man so quickly, but I trust him in a way I’ve never

trusted anyone else.

He kiss me then, murmuring against my lips. “You have my heart forever and always,

even if it ruins me.”
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Chapter Four

L eo

Dante, the ringmaster of the Misfit Cabaret, and I exchange quiet words with the

guards at the tent’s entrance. We step inside, the heavy canvas flaps falling shut

behind us. The air is thick with the scent of incense, the dim candlelight casting eerie

shadows on the walls. Rich fabrics hang from the ceiling, and plush cushions are

scattered around the floor where a small group of performers is gathered.

Evelyn waits until the guards are distracted before slipping inside. Her presence goes

unnoticed by the others, but I sense her immediately. Her heart must be pounding as

she takes in the opulent, secretive nature of the space.

Dante and I stand at the center of the room, addressing the group. Dante’s voice

carries authority as he speaks of our mission, our commitment to exploring the depths

of human desire through our art and performances. I can feel Evelyn’s eyes on me,

the intensity of her gaze cutting through the dim light.

“Our performances are crafted to evoke powerful emotions creating connections

between us and our audience,” I say, my voice steady. “We push the boundaries of art

and desire, and we do it together, as a family.”

Evelyn can’t stay hidden any longer. She steps forward, her expression a mix of

shock and intrigue. The room falls silent, all eyes turning to her. “Why wasn’t I told

about this?” she demands, her voice trembling with emotion.



“Evelyn,” I begin, my tone calm yet firm. “There are things you needed to

understand, experiences you needed to have before you could be brought into this

world.”

She shakes her head, disbelief etched on her face. “You should have trusted me. I

deserve to know.”

Dante steps in, his voice smooth and persuasive. “Evelyn, we were protecting you.

The Misfit Cabaret is not for the faint of heart. It requires a level of commitment and

understanding that we weren’t sure you were ready for.”

Her eyes flash with anger, but there’s something else there too—something deeper.

“I’ve always been ready,” she says, her voice fierce. “I’ve been ready more than you

know.”

The room is thick with tension, the air almost crackling with the energy between us. I

step closer to her, my gaze locking onto hers. “Evelyn, this is about more than just

performances. It’s about trust, about pushing each other to new heights, exploring

parts of ourselves we didn’t know existed.”

She searches my eyes, looking for something—reassurance, maybe, or confirmation

of her own worth. “And what if I want to be part of this?” she asks, her voice softer

now, tinged with vulnerability.

“You’re already part of it,” I reply, my voice low and intense. “You’ve always been

part of it. But it’s up to you to decide if you want to take the next step.”

Evelyn’s breath catches, her resolve hardening. “I want in,” she says, her tone leaving

no room for doubt. “I want to be part of this world, part of what you and Dante are

building.”



A slow smile spreads across Dante’s face, and I feel a swell of pride for her bravery.

“Then welcome, Evelyn,” Dante says, his voice warm and inviting. “Welcome to the

true heart of the circus.”

The performers around us nod in approval, their acceptance a tangible thing. Evelyn

steps closer to me, the tension between us shifting into something more intimate,

more personal.

“We’ll start tomorrow,” I say, my voice just for her. “But tonight, understand that this

is a journey. One that will challenge you, push you, but ultimately, it will transform

you.”

Evelyn nods, her eyes shining with a mixture of determination and anticipation. “I’m

ready,” she whispers.

As we leave the tent, the vibrant energy of the circus wraps around us once more. But

now, there’s a new understanding between us, a shared secret that binds us closer.

The path ahead is uncertain, but I know one thing for sure: with Evelyn by my side,

we’re ready to explore the depths of desire and artistry like never before.
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Chapter Five

E velyn

The secret tent is alive with charged tension, the air thick with anticipation and

unspoken words. I stand before Leo and Dante, surrounded by performers and

stagehands, their eyes expectant. The flickering candlelight casts eerie shadows on

the walls, amplifying the sense of mystery that clings to this hidden world.

Leo steps forward, his voice calm and sincere. "Evelyn, you've been chosen as the

centerpiece for our next performance. This isn't just about your physical skills—it's

about your ability to connect deeply with the audience, to evoke powerful emotions."

My heart pounds in my chest, a whirlwind of emotions threatening to overwhelm me.

Flattered by their belief in me, I'm also acutely aware of the weight of their

expectations. The room feels both intimate and oppressive, the eyes of everyone

heavy on me.

Dante joins Leo, his voice passionate and persuasive. "Our work pushes boundaries,

transforms lives. Your involvement could elevate our art to new heights. This is an

opportunity for you to not only transform your own life but also to impact everyone

who witnesses our performances."

Their words reverberate through me, each one sinking deep. I feel the pull of this new

world, the allure of something greater than myself. But doubts linger, shadows from

my past that refuse to let go.



"I need some time," I murmur, my voice barely audible above the hum of the candles.

Leo nods, his eyes softening. "Take all the time you need. We'll be here."

I retreat to the aerialists' tent, the soft light of dawn filtering through the canvas,

creating a serene contrast to the intensity of the previous night. The rhythmic

movements of the silks provide a soothing balm to my frazzled nerves. I climb, twist,

and fall, losing myself in the familiar motions. Each maneuver helps clear my mind,

the physical exertion grounding me.

As I practice, my thoughts drift. I reflect on my journey so far—the escape from my

toxic ex, the unexpected bond with Leo, and the intoxicating allure of the circus. This

place has become a sanctuary, a space where my empathic abilities are not just

accepted but celebrated. Here, I am not misunderstood or isolated. I am valued.

Leo's words echo in my mind. "This is about believing in you." His belief in me is

palpable, a lifeline I hadn't realized I needed. And Dante's vision—pushing the

boundaries of traditional performance to create something provocative and deeply

emotional—resonates with a part of me that has longed to break free.

By the time the sun rises fully, bathing the tent in a golden glow, I feel a sense of

clarity. This is not about obligation or expectation. It's about embracing my potential,

exploring the depths of my abilities, and seeing where this path might lead. I will not

run from the shadows of my past. I will face them head-on and transform them into

something beautiful.

I meet Leo and Dante with renewed determination, my decision clear. "I'm ready," I

say, my voice steady and sure. "I'll do it."

Leo steps closer, his gaze intense and filled with admiration. "You won't regret this.

We'll support you every step of the way."



The path ahead is uncertain, but I am no longer afraid. With Leo and Dante by my

side, I am ready to embrace this new world and the challenges it brings.

As we prepare for the upcoming performance, the bond between us strengthens. Leo's

guidance is both demanding and supportive, pushing me to new heights. Dante's

vision inspires me, his passion igniting a fire within me. Together, we are creating

something extraordinary, something that transcends mere performance and touches

the very essence of desire and emotion.

In the quiet moments between training and preparation, I find myself drawn to Leo in

ways I hadn't anticipated. Our connection is a magnetic pull that defies logic and

reason. His touch, his words, his presence—all of it fuels a desire that burns brighter

with each passing day. I know one thing for certain: I am no longer the same person

who arrived at this circus seeking escape. I am stronger, bolder, and ready to embrace

whatever comes next.

Now, I am his.
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Chapter Six

L eo

The circus grounds are alive tonight, illuminated by vibrant lights that cast a magical

glow over everything. The main tent, grander and more opulent than ever, stands at

the center, drawing the crowd like moths to a flame. The air buzzes with anticipation,

the audience chattering excitedly about the night’s performance.

Inside the performers' tent, the atmosphere is thick with nervous energy. Costumes

are adjusted, final stretches performed, and last-minute pep talks exchanged. This

night is the culmination of days of preparation and secrecy. The stakes couldn't be

higher—success tonight will determine the future of the Misfit Cabaret.

Evelyn stands before a mirror, her costume shimmering under the lights. She takes a

deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart I assume. Her movements are practiced,

precise, but I can see the weight of the night pressing down on her. She glances at me,

a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes.

I move closer, my own costume adjusted and ready. "You’re ready for this," I say

softly, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder. Her skin is warm, the tension in her

muscles palpable. "Remember, it’s about connection. Trust yourself, and trust the

silks."

She nods, taking another deep breath. "I trust you," she replies, her voice steadying.

Dante enters, his presence commanding immediate attention. His expression is



serious, yet there's a spark of encouragement in his eyes. "This is it," he says, his

voice carrying the weight of his expectations. "The audience is here for something

extraordinary. Show them the magic we’ve created. Make them believe."

Evelyn and I exchange a final look, a shared understanding passing between us. This

is our moment. We head towards the main tent’s entrance, the sound of the crowd

growing louder with each step. Performers line our path, offering smiles and nods of

encouragement, their own hopes tied to the success of this act.

As we reach the entrance, Evelyn takes one last deep breath, her eyes closing for a

brief moment. I can see her centering herself, drawing strength from within. She steps

into the spotlight, and I follow, ready to support her in every way.

The interior of the main tent is a sea of faces, all turned towards us in rapt attention.

The lights dim, and a hush falls over the crowd. Dante’s voice echoes through the tent

as he introduces the act, setting the stage for what’s to come.

The music swells, and we move into our positions. Evelyn ascends the silks with

grace and power, her body moving in perfect harmony with the fabric. I follow her

lead, my illusions enhancing the spectacle, creating moments of magic that leave the

audience gasping.

Each movement is a dance, a conversation between our bodies and the silks. I can

feel the energy from the crowd, their excitement and awe feeding into our

performance. Evelyn executes a series of intricate maneuvers, her strength and

elegance on full display. The spotlight follows her every move, highlighting the

beauty and danger of our act.

At the climax of the performance, Evelyn performs an impossibly complex aerial

maneuver, her body spinning and twirling high above the stage. She descends in a

controlled, elegant fall, the audience erupting as her feet touch the ground.



The applause is thunderous, a standing ovation that fills the tent with a roar of

approval. Evelyn’s chest heaves with exertion and relief, her eyes meeting mine in a

moment of pure triumph. Dante steps back onto the stage, his expression one of pride

and satisfaction.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Dante announces, "thank you for witnessing the magic and

passion of our performers. Tonight, you have seen the future of our circus."

The crowd erupts once more, and I feel a wave of pride and accomplishment wash

over me. Backstage, the performers gather around us, their faces alight with joy and

relief. Dante congratulates us, his voice filled with genuine admiration. "You did it,

baby.”

Evelyn turns to me, her eyes shining with emotion. "Thank you, Leo," she whispers,

her voice filled with gratitude. "I couldn’t have done it without you."

I smile, feeling a deep connection to her that goes beyond words. "This is just the

beginning," I reply, my voice low and filled with promise. "Together, we'll create

something even more extraordinary."
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Chapter Seven

E velyn

The main tent buzzes with excitement, filled to capacity. The audience is a sea of

eager faces, eyes wide with anticipation. The lights dim, a hush falls over the crowd,

and the air thickens with expectancy. Elaborate props decorate the stage, and the silks

hang from above, ready for their dancers. This performance is unlike any the

audience has seen before, a seamless blend of eroticism and aerial acrobatics. The

pressure on me is immense, but so is my resolve to succeed.

Leo and I step into the light. Our movements are synchronized, fluid, the culmination

of countless hours of practice and that unspoken connection that binds us.

I ascend the silks with grace and power, my body moving in perfect harmony with the

fabric. Each maneuver is intricate, more daring than the last. I feel the eyes of the

audience on me, their breath held in rapt silence. The silks wrap around me like a

lover’s embrace, and I lose myself in the dance, in the sheer physicality of it.

Leo moves below, his illusions complementing my performance, enhancing the

spectacle. At one point, he makes me appear to vanish and reappear mid-air, eliciting

gasps from the audience. His presence is a constant, grounding force, his magic

weaving seamlessly with my movements.

The performance builds to a breathtaking climax. I execute a final, impossibly

complex aerial maneuver, spinning and twirling high above the stage. My body

becomes a blur of grace and power, a living embodiment of the beauty and danger of



our art.

I land gracefully, my chest heaving with exertion and relief. I look to Leo, who beams

with pride, his eyes reflecting the same triumph I feel. The crowd’s reaction is

overwhelming, their applause a testament to the success of our performance.

Backstage, the performers gather around Leo and me, their faces alight with joy and

relief. Dante congratulates us, his voice filled with genuine admiration. "You’ve done

it. You’ve truly elevated our art to new heights."

Leo's hand finds mine, squeezing gently. "You were incredible," he murmurs, his

voice filled with warmth and pride. "I always knew you could do it."

I smile at him, my heart full. "I couldn't have done it without you."

As the celebration continues, I take a moment to reflect. This night marks the

culmination of my journey from a woman running from her past to one who embraces

her talents and potential. Leo's belief in me, Dante's vision, and the support of the

entire circus have brought me to this point. I no longer feel like the girl I was when I

arrived at the Misfit Cabaret. I feel like a woman.

With Leo by my side, I feel invincible. Together, we have created something

extraordinary, something that transcends art and touches the very essence of desire

and emotion. This is just the beginning, and I am ready to embrace whatever comes

next, confident that our journey has only just begun.

Leo and I walk hand in hand back to my caravan. When we reach the door, he presses

me into it and I can feel the hard bite of his thick cock against my body. My breath

stalls as he moves his hand to my core, pressing his fingertips into the valley of my

pussy. I whimper as I feel him invade every aching part of me. “My pussy is yours,” I

whisper, and feel him stop.



He leans in close, his hand delicately brushing the hair from my face. “What was that,

baby?”

“I said my pussy is yours. You can do what you like with it.”

“There, that wasn’t so hard, was it? Good girl.” I let my thighs relax, and he

withdraws his fingers. “Now, let’s see my soaked little prize, shall we?”

Leo doesn’t wait for my answer. He pulls at the hem of my dress, and then I hear it

tear. I feel cool air on my ass, then my back as he tears through the only item of

clothing I have with me. But I don’t care. I feel liberated, sexy, worshiped. I know I

shouldn’t. The things he’s saying and doing to me should make me feel dirty and

empowered at the same time. I feel safe with him.

When the dress is torn away, he peels it gently to either side, and I feel him grip one

of my buttocks. “Such pretty little panties. Did you wear these for me?”

I nod. “It’s all for you.” The words tumble from my lips without a moment’s thought,

natural, easy. I’ve submitted now, he’s dominated me, and all I can do is comply.

“So I get to keep them?”

“Yes.”

I gasp as he slips a finger between the flesh of my hip and the strap of the thong. A

single rip and it goes loose. He moves to the other side. Another rip. And I feel the

strip of material pulled away from my soaked pussy.

I hear him inhale deeply, then hear the rasp of a zipper. “That feels good,” he says,

and I moan in frustration at the thought of what he’s doing.



“I want to watch.”

He laughs. “Watch what, baby?”

“I know what you’re doing.”

He turns me and I feel something heavy and thick slap against my left butt cheek, and

I know what it is as he leans back over me.

“What am I doing?” he asks.

“Masturbating with my panties. I want to watch.”

“Does it make you want to touch yourself?”

“Yes. I’ll touch myself, just let me watch.”

“What do good little girls say?”

Again, I don’t even hesitate. “Please.”

The pressure releases as he moves back, and I take the first proper breath I have since

he turned me around. I turn and meet his eyes, then let my gaze drop.

God, there it is. It makes my mouth go dry to see it.

I’m surprised to see my panties slick with nothing but my own juices. As he strokes

himself, apparently not caring that I’m watching, I move to complete my end of the

bargain, slipping what’s left of my dress off my arms and letting it fall to the floor.

He doesn’t disguise his interest as he stares at the spot between my legs, but I no

longer care. I spread my legs apart as I reach behind me and unhook my bra,



watching his cock engorge further still, the head turning swollen and red when he

sees my nipples, hard as bullets right now, revealed for him. I let the bra fall with the

dress, then reach down.

I rock against my fingers as I watch him rub my ruined panties along his length. I’m

so sensitive right now, I don’t know how long I can hold back, but I’m determined

not to climax first. Let him be the weak one that comes in his hand, then I’ll tip over

into my own orgasm. In silence he watches me pleasure myself, almost like he’s

studying for an exam, then adds spit to his hand and glides it up and down his shaft.

He works faster, and I follow suit. When he starts to grunt I allow myself to huff a

little as I rock and tremble.

How long can he hold back? He must be near. I can’t. God, it’s too much.

The orgasm nearly knocks me off my feet, and I have to reach out my free hand to

grip the edge of the counter just to steady myself. I close my eyes, no longer caring

that I came first, just wanting to ride the pleasure. My whimpers come to my ears as

if they’re someone else’s, and I quiver as I cream my hand all over again. I hear Leo

grunt hard, and open my eyes to see string after string of white cum emptying into his

hand.

Seconds.

That’s all it took.

Seconds longer and I would have won.

I grin at that thought, my competitive streak coming to the fore, but I don’t care. Not

really. I only care about this.



He meets my eyes, then steps forward, his cock still standing proud as he takes my

covered hand in his empty one and raises it to his lips. At the same time as he begins

to lick it clean, he reaches his own used hand to my face, and I open my mouth.

Ready to clean him. Willing to clean him.

There’s nothing right now I want more.
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Leo

“What are you thinking about?” I ask, my voice warm and curious as I pull her nearer

to me.

“Everything,” she replies, her voice filled with emotion. “How far I’ve come, how

much I’ve grown. And you… you’ve been with me every step of the way.”

I sit beside her, taking her hands in mine. “I’ve always believed in you, Evelyn. And I

always will. This circus, these people… they’re our family now.”

Her eyes meet mine, and I see the depth of her feelings mirrored in their depths. “I

never imagined I’d find a place where I truly belong,” she says, her voice barely a

whisper. “Or someone who understands me so completely.”

I pull her closer, my heart swelling with love and pride. “We’ve both found

something special here. And it’s only the beginning.”

We talk about the future, our dreams and aspirations intertwining like the silks we

dance on. Evelyn expresses her desire to continue pushing the boundaries of her

performances, to create even more daring and captivating acts. Her eyes light up with

passion as she describes her vision, the fire in her spirit burning brightly.

“I want to explore new heights, new depths,” she says, her voice filled with

determination. “I want our performances to touch people, to move them in ways

they’ve never experienced before.”



I share my plans for new illusions, ideas that will complement and elevate Evelyn’s

routines. “Imagine combining our talents in ways that blur the lines between reality

and fantasy,” I suggest, excitement creeping into my voice. “We could create

something truly extraordinary.”

Evelyn’s eyes shine with excitement. “Yes. That’s exactly what I want. To create

magic that feels real, that leaves people breathless.”

As we continue to brainstorm and dream, a profound sense of contentment and

purpose settles over us. Evelyn has found her voice, her place in the world. She’s no

longer the woman running from her past; she’s a celebrated star performer, confident

and strong.

“I never thought I’d find freedom, love, and a place where I truly belong,” Evelyn

says, her voice filled with wonder. “But I have. And it’s all thanks to you.”

I cup her face in my hands, my heart pounding with emotion. “It’s thanks to us.

We’ve built this together. And we’ll keep building, keep dreaming, keep reaching for

the stars. Marry me, Evelyn. Marry me and make me the happiest man alive.”

“Yes, yes, yes.” She breathes, emotion filling her eyes.

We cling together, wrapped in the warmth of our connection. The circus is not just

our stage but our home, a place where our dreams can flourish and our love can grow.

With Evelyn by my side, I’m ready to embrace whatever the future holds, confident

that our journey has only just begun.

My hand moves like a predator towards her fluttering legs, seeking and finding her

wetness with ease. I laugh triumphantly as she squirms against the bed, trying to deny

the undeniable pleasure radiating from her core. "Soaked for me again already? My

sweet angel," I whisper to her as she lies in my arms. "But sometimes you're a little

devil. And I love both sides of you, the gentle and the wild." She doesn't respond, her



body arching off the bed with pure pleasure, her hands gripping the sheets tightly.

I can feel the dampness of her sweet cunt as my eyes roam over the swell of her back,

the curves of her shoulders and hips begging to be touched. Her hips are perfect for

bearing children, I think to myself in a moment of primal desire. The thought of

creating life with this woman consumes me, and for a moment I forget all other

desires except to fill her with my seed.

She is my goddess, my everything, and in this moment, all I want is to worship and

please her until she is screaming my name. As my hands grip both halves of her firm,

round ass, I spread them apart to reveal the tight little hole of her ass and the

glistening slit of her pussy.

“Leo, please…” Her voice is still full of desire, but now there's a hint of pleading.

She doesn't want me to stop. It hits me like a punch to the gut - she would never

forgive me if I did.

“Oh, God.” The sound escapes her lips as her hips wiggle against mine. I can't help

but grin, feeling powerful and in control.

Leaning forward, I take in the intoxicating scent of her arousal. My tongue dips

between the smooth skin of her pussy lips, reveling in the taste of her honey and the

texture of her intimate folds. As I run my hands over her perfect ass, I move my

mouth up to kiss the soft flesh of her buttocks. She moans with need, urging me on.

When my tongue touches her puckered asshole, she gasps and arches her back.

“Leo…”

“Yes, baby. Just let go,” I whisper soothingly as my tongue continues its exploration

around the tight ring of muscle.

She moves against me, grinding her hips as I worship every inch of her ass. Moving



forward again, I press gentle kisses along the small of her back, savoring the shivers

that pass through her body as I trail my lips along her creamy shoulder blades.

Reaching around to cup her breasts in my hands, I roll her hardened nipples between

my fingers.

“Leo, I need you inside me,” she whispers urgently.

“I know, angel,” I whisper back. “But just us. Nothing between us, you understand?”

“I know we didn’t talk about this before, but I’m not on birth control, what if…” Her

words trail off, but I know what she's thinking.

“Nothing would make me happier,” I assure her. “Say you want it too.” I continue to

kiss and nibble at her neck, gently rolling her onto her side so that I can look into her

eyes. My gaze drifts down to admire her perfect body - the swell of her breasts, the

curve of her hips, the patch of curly dark hair above her glistening slit. “Say you want

it like this.”

After a brief hesitation, she nods. “I want it. I want all of you.” Her hands fumble

with my shirt buttons as she continues, “I want us.”

I watch as Evelyn admires the firmness of my chest, the rough dark hair curling

across thick pectorals, the ripples of muscle across my stomach, leading down to my

throbbing cock. Evelyn leans forward and tentatively runs a finger along it, watching

the way I squirm at her gentle touch.

That’s power.

I might be frightening sometimes, and I might be infuriating too. But she has true

power over me.



“Can I?” she asks, looking up into my eyes as she licks her lips.

I nod, barely able to speak. “Yes, baby. Just take it slow.”

Dark hair surrounds the base of my thick shaft, and heavy balls sit beneath. A thick

vein runs from the base to the swollen head, and she traces it with a finger, then leans

forward and laps once, gently. It tastes sweet and salty, a bead of precum spreading

over her tongue. She closes her eyes as she takes it in, her first taste, and then she

wraps her hand around my shaft and takes me into her mouth.

I moan as she sucks on my cock, drawing in her cheeks to increase the suction. She

squeezes and teases the shaft with her fingers as she pleasures me, and I can’t help

but react to the sharp intakes of breath as she pushes herself deeper onto my cock.

“Fuck, you’re a natural, Evelyn,” I groan, tightening my fingers in her hair, drawing

her up. “Play with yourself while you suck me.”

She follows my instructions, slipping a hand down between her legs and finding

herself damp and slick. As she playfully squeezes my cock between her lips, biting

down to add pressure, she slips two fingers inside her pussy, moaning as she starts to

massage.

“That’s it, angel. Make yourself good and wet. I’m not going to come, not yet, not

inside your mouth. I’m saving it all for when I get inside you again. But you’ll need

to be nice and slippery to take this cock inside that tight little pussy.”

She hums at the sound of my words, enjoying the dirty talk, the instruction. Safe and

loved, all she cares about is pleasing me. As she starts to breathe harder through her

nose.

“Baby… Fuck…” My fingers grip harder, pushing her onto my cock, and she starts to

gag. I wonder in that moment if she’ll ever be able to take me all the way, right into



her throat, but I pull her back before she has a chance to find out. “Stop…stop, angel.

I can’t hold back much longer…”

I pull her head back and grin as my cock comes free, the head red and swollen, balls

pulled up tight against the base, the whole thing quivering with the effort to hold

back. What would it feel like, to have my cum in her mouth? Or on her face?

“You have to stop, Evelyn. This is all for you, but it goes inside you, you

understand?” I grip my dick and give it a couple of gentle strokes as my balls relax a

little, and she nods, grinning.

“I did good, huh?”

“Too good. That mouth is going to get me in trouble.”

She laughs and lies back, watching me slide my grip up and down that huge length. It

must be eight or ten inches, and thick enough around that my own fingers only just

wrap the whole way. It loses some firmness as I breathe deep, and she spreads her

legs wide.

“Fuck, baby. You’ve got yourself nice and wet for me. And I’m ready. Are you?”

She nods. “I want it inside me. Now.”

I center myself between her thighs. Propped up on the pillows, she’s able to look

down over her body, watching as I lean forward, caging her between my arms. I kiss

one nipple and it sends sensations through her whole body, making her gasp a quick

breath and straighten her back. She hadn’t realized until now just how sensitive her

breasts were, swollen as they are with need for me.

“This is all mine, Evelyn. All mine. I hope you realize that this isn’t the end, it’s only

the beginning. I’m never letting you go, not now, not ever. Now that you’re here I



know that this is where I belong, where I’ll live.”

I feel my cock slide up and down her pussy lips, and I reach down, spreading her

cream up and down my shaft. My lips meet her throat and she cranes her head to give

me access. The touch of my soft mouth, the feel of my cock trying to enter her, the

roughness of the hair across my chest against her smooth skin, all of it makes her

relax, and I can feel her body opening up to me even more. I move inside less than an

inch, but it makes her release a hard breath of shock. She’s never had anything this

thick inside her before. I love the way her delicate pussy stretches around my hard

cock.

I pull back, and she feels the scratch of my teeth at her throat, making her cry out as I

mark her.

Then I thrust forward without warning, and she’s impaled by me.

“That pussy is so tight, baby. Squeezing me, trying to sever my dick right off my

body.”

“I’m sorry,” she says, rolling her hips, trying to open up for me despite the pain.

“No. Never apologize for being so perfect. I’d take it just to be inside you right now. I

love you, Evelyn.”

I move inside her, and she lets the words sink in. Love. I love her. Her heart thunders

with the meaning, and she wraps her legs around my back, pulling me deeper as she

feels sweat breaking out across her naked body. The rasp of my breaths keeps time

with every heartbeat as I move forward, back, forward, back, digging deeper into her

with every thrust.

“I love you too,” she says finally, and nothing has ever been truer in her life. I grin

and kiss her lips, and she hears the slap of my balls against her ass as I finally find my



depth. It hurts, and she hears her own screams, but she doesn’t care. She’s lost in this

moment, lost in our exchange of declarations.

I’m the one for her, and no matter what else, I’ll always be here, always be hers.

“Memorizing every moment, just like watching you on those silks,” I grunt, my teeth

clashing against hers as we kiss frantically. Her body is nothing but a ragdoll being

thrown across the bed by the raging steam engine of my hips.

She cries out in response, trying to form words but unable to even make a coherent

thought.

I murmur and groan, but it’s wordless as we both come close to the edge.

Unable to take it any longer, she reaches out and wraps her arms around my neck,

lifting herself completely from the bed, and I rise, turning, throwing her against the

wall, a picture falling and cracking on the floor. She mewls softly as the breath is

driven out of her, and gravity takes over. My cock comes up to meet her once, twice,

three times. She feels her body stretched with each thrust, a shooting pain sparking in

her brain every time my cock reaches its depth.

Hoarse cries are driven from her throat, desperate panting as her sticky hair whips

across her forehead. And neither of us needs to say a word.

She grips my face hard, pulling my lips to hers as she wraps tighter around my waist

with her legs, and I thrust inside her one more time, going deep and staying there. Her

body trembles as the orgasm rips through every muscle, and a low howl builds in her

chest as she throws her head back.

My own release follows, and as I empty into her, all I can think is that I can’t wait for

this woman to be my wife. I can’t wait to tie her to me for eternity because every

breath I take will be for her. Forever.



The End.


