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Description: Love is control, love is chaos—but my love consumes.

I was supposed to dance, to escape the shadows closing in. Instead,

I stepped into a world I can never leave.

By day, I’m Kit Thorne, a rising ballet star, my movements a

testament to control and grace. By night, I’m someone else

entirely—an exotic dancer at Obsidian, where temptation rules and

secrets fester. But a single reckless decision leads me into the hands

of *him.*

Raphael Kova?. Cold. Calculating. Dangerous. The enigmatic owner

of Obsidian commands fear and respect in equal measure. When he

discovers my betrayal, he doesn’t cast me out. He takes me captive.

Now, I’m his—a pawn in his merciless game of power and obsession.

Locked in his opulent estate, I’m at the mercy of his touch, his gaze,

his relentless will. He pushes me to my limits, testing my body, my

resolve, my very soul. And when his dominance meets my defiance,

the line between punishment and pleasure blurs.

I should hate him. I should want to escape. But every knot he ties

binds me tighter to him, every whispered promise ignites a fire I can’t

control. And as the walls between us crumble, I realize I don’t want

freedom—I want *him.*
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CHAPTER 1

KIT

My muscles burn as I hold the arabesque, sweat dripping down my neck despite the

studio's air conditioning. Master Liu watches with sharp eyes, his weathered face

revealing nothing.

"Again," he commands. "Your line must be perfect."

I repeat the sequence, pushing through exhaustion. The morning sun streams through

the wall of windows, casting long shadows across the sprung floor. My reflection

shows every minor flaw in my form—the slight tremor in my supporting leg, the

infinitesimal drop in my extended arm.

"Better." Master Liu nods once. "Cool down and go home. Rest before tonight's

performance."

If only rest were an option. I have exactly three hours before I need to be at Obsidian

for my night shift. The stack of past-due notices in my apartment won't pay

themselves.

I take my time stretching, savoring these last peaceful moments in the sunlit studio.

Here, I'm just a dancer—disciplined, focused, pure. No one knows about my other

life, about the things I do when darkness falls.

The locker room is empty when I shower and change. Most of the company dancers



are still in rehearsal for next month's production of Swan Lake. I didn't make the cut

this time— my technique is strong, but politics matter more than talent. Without the

right connections or family money backing you, advancing beyond the corps is nearly

impossible.

My phone buzzes as I'm leaving the studio. Another text from Lady Ashworth:

"Private room tonight. Triple your usual fee."

My stomach clenches. The smart thing would be to decline. Lady Ashworth's "private

sessions" have been getting increasingly strange—whispered questions about

Obsidian's owner, about shipments and schedules, about things a simple exotic dancer

has no business knowing.

But triple pay would cover this month's rent and put a dent in my credit card debt. I

can't afford pride right now.

"I'll be there," I text back.

The subway ride home is a blur of mental calculations. If I pick up extra private

dances for the next three months and live on ramen, I might catch up on the most

urgent bills. Maybe then I can focus purely on ballet again, the way I did before my

scholarship funds ran out.

My apartment is a shoebox on the fifteenth floor of a crumbling building. The

elevator's been broken for weeks, and my legs protest the climb. Inside, bills and final

notices litter the kitchen counter. I sweep them into a drawer—out of sight, out of

mind.

There's just enough time for a protein shake and power nap before I need to start

getting ready for Obsidian. I set three alarms, not trusting my exhausted body to wake



naturally.

The dreams, when they come, are a confused jumble of pirouettes and dollar bills, of

spotlight-bright stages and dark private rooms. I wake gasping, heart racing, the

phantom sensation of watching eyes still prickling my skin.

Obsidian looms dark and gleaming when I arrive, its black glass facade reflecting the

city lights. The staff entrance leads to a maze of backstage corridors, each one

temperature-controlled to protect our minimal costumes.

"You're with Lady A again?" Marcus, one of the other dancers, raises an eyebrow as I

check the private room schedule. "Better you than me. That woman gives me the

creeps."

"She tips well," I say with a shrug, not meeting his eyes.

"Just watch yourself. Word is she's connected to some dangerous people."

I ignore the warning, focusing instead on my pre-show routine. Base makeup first,

then the theatrical highlights that will catch the stage lights. My hands are steady as I

line my eyes with kohl, years of stage makeup experience making the process

automatic.

The main floor is already packed when I emerge. Music throbs through hidden

speakers, the bass deep enough to vibrate in my bones. Wealthy patrons fill the VIP

sections, their designer clothes and gleaming jewelry marking them as members of

the city's elite.

I scan the crowd automatically, noting who's drinking heavily, who might be

generous with tips. My gaze catches on an empty booth in the corner—the owner's

private section. In six months of dancing here, I've never seen Raphael Kova? in



person. He's a shadow figure, spoken of in whispers and rumors.

Some say he's old money, others insist he's new blood rising through the ranks of the

city's underworld. The only thing everyone agrees on is that he's dangerous. Even

Lady Ashworth lowers her voice when asking about him.

I push those thoughts aside as I take my position for the first group number. This is

just another performance, another role to play. I let the music flow through me,

transforming nervous energy into fluid motion.

The crowd fades away as I dance. Here, suspended between light and shadow, I can

pretend I'm on a real stage. My body moves with practiced precision, each gesture

calculated to entice while maintaining artistic integrity.

But the fantasy shatters when Lady Ashworth's assistant appears at my elbow

between sets.

"She's ready for you now."

The private room is plush and dimly lit, all dark velvet and gleaming mirrors. Lady

Ashworth reclines on a chaise lounge, her silver hair immaculate, diamonds glittering

at her throat. She looks exactly like what she is—old money, old power.

"Kit, darling." Her smile doesn't reach her eyes. "You look lovely tonight."

"Thank you, my lady." I bow slightly, playing my part.

"Such beautiful manners. Come closer, let me look at you properly."

I approach with measured steps, maintaining the fluid grace of a trained dancer. Her

eyes track my movement with predatory focus.



"You must hear all sorts of interesting things, working here," she muses. "The

servants always know the best gossip."

"I try not to pay attention to rumors, my lady."

"Oh, but surely you notice things. Patterns of who comes and goes, what gets

delivered, when the owner makes his rare appearances..."

I keep my expression neutral. "I focus on my dancing."

"Come now." She leans forward, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Surely

we can help each other. I could make your financial troubles disappear. All I need is

some simple information."

My heart pounds. This is dangerous territory, far beyond our usual subtle probing.

But the thought of freedom from debt makes me reckless.

"What kind of information?"

Her smile widens. "Nothing too difficult. Just keep track of any unusual deliveries,

any special visitors. Pay attention when the owner is here—who he meets with, what

they discuss."

"I don't know..."

"Triple your usual fee, every time you have something interesting to share." She pulls

out an envelope, thick with cash. "Consider this a down payment."

The envelope is heavy in my hands. Three months' rent, maybe four, just for paying

attention to things I see anyway. What's the harm?



"I'll see what I notice," I say carefully.

"Excellent." She settles back, satisfied. "You're a smart boy, Kit. I think this will be

the beginning of a very profitable arrangement."

Later, counting out crisp hundreds in my apartment, I try to silence my unease. It's

just gossip, just observation. I'm not really betraying anyone's trust.

But as I fall into exhausted sleep, my dreams are haunted by shadows and whispers,

by the weight of unseen eyes. In the darkness between consciousness and dreams, a

voice that sounds suspiciously like Marcus whispers: "Watch yourself. She's

connected to dangerous people."

I should have listened. I should have run. But by then, it was already too late.
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CHAPTER 2

RAPHAEL

The security footage plays on repeat before me, each viewing stoking my growing

fascination. I lean back in my leather chair, fingers steepled beneath my chin as I

watch the lithe dancer move through Obsidian's private rooms. Kit Thorne. Even his

name carries a hidden sharpness.

"Sir?" Marcus hovers in my doorway. "Lady Ashworth's driver confirmed our

suspicions. She's been passing information to Dominik."

I wave him silent, eyes fixed on the screen. Kit is speaking with Lady Ashworth, his

posture a study in contained grace. Even in grainy black and white footage, his

defiant energy radiates through the screen. Not the typical submission I see from my

dancers—this one has fire.

"How long has he been feeding her information?"

"Three months, sir. But..." Marcus hesitates. "He seems unaware of the larger

implications. The boy's drowning in debt—student loans, medical bills for a past

injury. Lady Ashworth's payments are keeping him barely afloat."

Interesting. Not simple greed then, but desperation. I tap my finger against my desk,

considering. Betrayal typically earns a swift, permanent response in my world. But

something about this dancer intrigues me. Perhaps it's the way he maintains his ballet

career despite everything—that level of discipline resonates with my own



appreciation for control and precision.

"Show me his schedule."

Marcus hands me a folder. "He has late rehearsals at the city ballet studio most

nights. Minimal security, easy access."

"Perfect." I stand, adjusting my cuffs. "Have the room prepared. And Marcus? Make

sure it's done quietly. I don't want to spook our little dancer just yet."

After Marcus leaves, I return to the surveillance footage. Kit is performing now, his

body a perfect instrument of seduction. But beneath the deliberately provocative

movements, I see the classical lines of his ballet training. Such control, such

potential—all of it wasted on the likes of Lady Ashworth.

I've built my empire on recognizing opportunities, on seeing the hidden value in

things others overlook. Kit Thorne is no mere informant to be disposed of. He's a

prize worth claiming.

The next few hours pass in a blur of meetings and phone calls. My legitimate

businesses require constant attention, as does the darker side of my operations. But

my thoughts keep drifting back to the surveillance footage, to the defiant tilt of Kit's

chin when Lady Ashworth made her demands.

Evening finds me in my private car, watching the ballet studio's rear entrance. The

building is old, all brick and weathered stone, with security that wouldn't stop a

determined child. Kit emerges alone, as expected. His dance bag hangs heavy on one

shoulder, his steps weary but still graceful.

I signal my men with a slight nod. They move silently, efficiently. Kit never sees

them coming. One moment he's walking toward the subway station, the next he's



being bundled into my waiting car. He struggles, of course—that fire I admired

showing itself—but it's futile against professional restraint.

I study him in the dim car interior as we drive. He's younger than he appears on stage,

early twenties at most. His face holds a fascinating mix of delicate and sharp features,

currently twisted in anger despite the blindfold. Even bound and captured, he

maintains that dancer's poise.

"You're making a mistake," he spits, voice steady despite his situation. "I'm nobody

important."

"On the contrary." I drop my voice low, enjoying how he tenses at the sound. "You've

made yourself quite important, Mr. Thorne."

His head turns toward my voice, throat working. "Who are you?"

"Someone who's been watching you very carefully." I reach out, trailing one finger

along his jawline. He jerks away, but there's nowhere to go in the confined space.

"You've been quite busy at my club, haven't you?"

Understanding dawns on his face, followed by a flash of fear quickly masked by

defiance. "Kova?."

"Very good." I withdraw my hand, pleased by his quick mind. "Though I prefer

Raphael, given the intimate nature of our upcoming relationship."

"There is no relationship," he snarls. "Whatever you think I've done?—"

"I don't think, little dancer. I know." I cut him off smoothly. "Every whispered

conversation with Lady Ashworth. Every piece of information you've fed to my

enemies. The only question is what to do with you now."



He falls silent, but his body remains coiled tight, ready to fight or flee. Such spirit.

Breaking him will be exquisite.

The car turns up my private drive, gravel crunching beneath the tires. Kit's head tilts,

clearly trying to track our location despite the blindfold. Always observing, always

calculating—yes, there's far more to him than a simple desperate dancer.

My men escort him inside efficiently, following my pre-arranged instructions. I take

my time following, pausing to remove my jacket and roll up my sleeves. The night's

work is just beginning.

The room I've had prepared combines elegance with security. Thick carpet,

comfortable furnishings, but reinforced walls and unbreakable windows. A gilded

cage for my captured bird. Kit stands in the center, blindfold removed, taking in his

surroundings with barely concealed panic.

"Welcome home." I enter quietly, enjoying how he spins to face me. "For the

foreseeable future, at least."

Whatever fear he feels, he masks it well. His chin lifts in a defiant tilt. "You can't

keep me here. People will notice I'm missing."

"Will they?" I circle him slowly, admiring how he turns to track my movement. "The

struggling ballet dancer who moonlights at a strip club? Who lives alone and barely

makes rent? I think you'll find your absence creates barely a ripple."

"You don't know anything about me."

"I know everything about you, Kit." I stop directly behind him, close enough to feel

the heat of his body. "I know about the scholarship that ran out. The injury that nearly

ended your career. The mounting debts that drove you to my club. The question



is—what don't I know?"

He trembles slightly but doesn't move away. "I don't know what you're talking

about."

"No?" I lean in, my lips brushing his ear. "Then shall we discuss your meetings with

Lady Ashworth? The information you've been selling?"

"I never sold anything!" He spins to face me, eyes flashing. "She just asked

questions—harmless things about the club. I didn't know..."

"Didn't know she was working with Dominik? Didn't know you were helping my

enemies?" I catch his chin in my hand, forcing him to meet my gaze. "Or didn't want

to know?"

Something breaks in his expression—fear finally overwhelming defiance. "Are you

going to kill me?"

The question hangs between us, heavy with possibility. I study his face, noting the

fierce pride still visible beneath the fear. Such a waste that would be.

"Kill you?" I stroke my thumb along his jaw, feeling him shiver. "Oh no, little dancer.

I have far more interesting plans for you."

I step back, giving him space to process the implications. He wraps his arms around

himself, trying to project confidence he clearly doesn't feel.

"I won't help you," he declares. "Whatever you're planning."

I smile, enjoying his persistence. "You already are. Your betrayal has exposed Lady

Ashworth's connection to Dominik. And now..." I gesture to our surroundings. "Now



you'll help me destroy them both."

"And if I refuse?"

"Then we'll have to focus on more immediate concerns." I move to the door, pausing

with my hand on the handle. "Rest well, Kit. Tomorrow we begin your training in

earnest."

I leave him standing there, shoulders straight despite his obvious fear. Such perfect

posture, even in captivity. Yes, this one will be a delightful challenge to break and

remold.

In my office, I pull up the surveillance feed from his room. He's exploring now,

testing windows and doors with growing desperation. His movements hold that

dancer's grace even in panic. I catch myself leaning forward, captivated by the play of

emotions across his expressive face.

Marcus appears with my evening briefing, but I wave him away. Business can wait.

Tonight, I want to watch my new acquisition adjust to his cage. Tomorrow will bring

interrogation and discipline, but tonight—tonight I simply want to observe.

On screen, Kit finally sinks onto the bed, head in his hands. Even in defeat, he's

beautiful. My fingers itch to shape him, to mold that defiant spirit into something

exquisite. He doesn't realize it yet, but he's exactly where he belongs.
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CHAPTER 3

KIT

The air in this gilded prison feels heavy with unspoken threats and dark promises. I

pace the luxurious room—my cell—while trying to process Raphael's parting words

from our first encounter. Training. The way he said it sent shivers down my spine.

A knock at the door makes me jump. A stern-faced man in a dark suit enters, carrying

a tray. "Mr. Kova? requests you join him for dinner."

I lift my chin. "And if I refuse?"

"Then I'm to escort you regardless of your preferences." His expression doesn't

change. "Mr. Kova? was quite clear about that."

Of course he was. I consider refusing just to be difficult, but my stomach betrays me

with an audible growl. The guard's lip twitches slightly.

"Fine." I gesture grandly. "Lead the way."

The halls we traverse are a maze of opulence—gleaming hardwood, priceless art,

subtle security cameras tracking our every move. My bare feet sink into plush carpets

that probably cost more than a year's worth of pointe shoes.

The dining room is massive, dominated by a long table that could seat twenty.

Raphael sits at the head, looking infuriatingly composed in another perfectly tailored



suit. He rises as I enter, the gesture oddly courtly.

"Kit. I trust you've had time to settle in?"

"If by 'settle in' you mean 'accept my kidnapping,' then no, not really."

His smile is sharp. "Sit. The chef has prepared something special."

I consider refusing, but the guard's hand on my shoulder guides me firmly into the

chair to Raphael's right. The proximity is unnerving—I can smell his cologne,

something expensive and masculine that makes my head spin.

"Wine?" He lifts a crystal decanter.

"I don't drink with kidnappers."

"How inconvenient." He fills my glass anyway. "I find alcohol often helps facilitate

honest conversation."

"Nothing about this situation is honest."

He sets down the decanter, fixing me with that penetrating stare. "On the contrary.

I've been completely truthful about my intentions. You're here until I'm satisfied

you're no longer a threat—or until you become something else entirely."

"Something else?"

"We'll see." His gaze travels over me slowly, assessing. "Eat. You'll need your

strength."

The food is exquisite—some kind of herb-crusted fish that melts on my tongue. I hate



how good it tastes, hate how my body betrays me by responding to this forced luxury.

"Tell me about Lady Ashworth," he says after I've eaten several bites. "When did she

first approach you?"

I set down my fork. "I told you, I don't know anything important."

"Let me be the judge of that." His voice carries a warning edge. "Answer the

question, Kit."

"Or what?" I meet his gaze defiantly. "You'll hurt me? Kill me? Go ahead."

"There are so many more interesting options between those extremes." He takes a sip

of wine. "I can make your stay here very pleasant—or very uncomfortable. The

choice is yours."

"I choose neither. I choose to leave."

"That's not an option." His hand shoots out, grasping my wrist when I start to stand.

His grip is like iron, but his thumb strokes my pulse point almost tenderly. "Sit down,

little dancer. You're not going anywhere."

The contrast between the forceful grip and gentle caress makes my head spin. I sink

back into my chair, hating how my body responds to his touch.

"Good boy." He releases my wrist but leaves his hand on the table between us, a

subtle threat. "Now, Lady Ashworth. Start from the beginning."

I take a large swallow of wine, needing its warmth. "She started coming to my private

shows three months ago. Always requested me specifically. The tips were...

generous."



"And the questions?"

"Seemed harmless at first. Club schedules, delivery times. Then more specific

things—who came to the VIP section, what they discussed." I stare into my wine

glass. "I knew it wasn't right, but the money..."

"Was too good to resist?" His voice holds no judgment. "She's quite skilled at finding

people's pressure points. Your debts made you an easy target."

"I'm not weak."

"No." His hand moves to my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. "Just desperate. But

desperation can be... redirected."

His touch sends electricity through my veins. I jerk away, standing abruptly. "I'm

done playing these games. Either kill me or let me go."

In one fluid motion, he's on his feet, backing me against the dining room wall. His

body cages mine, one hand braced beside my head, the other returning to my throat.

"You don't give orders here, little dancer." His voice is soft but deadly serious.

"You're mine now—to punish, to protect, to shape as I see fit."

"I don't belong to anyone."

"Look me in the eyes and say that again." His thumb strokes my racing pulse. "Your

body betrays you, Kit. You respond to my dominance even as you fight it."

He's right, damn him. My breath comes faster, my skin tingles where he touches me.

Even my instinctive defiance feels like part of a dance we're both choreographing.



"I hate you," I whisper, but it sounds weak even to my ears.

"No." His lips brush my ear. "You hate how much you want to submit to me. But

we'll work on that."

Before I can respond, he steps back, leaving me cold and shaking against the wall.

"Return to your room. We begin properly tomorrow."

"Begin what?"

His smile is predatory. "Breaking down those walls you've built. Teaching you the

pleasure of surrender. Making you mine in every way that matters."

The guard appears to escort me back, but I barely notice the journey. My skin still

burns where Raphael touched me, and his words echo in my head. Breaking down

walls. Surrender. Mine.

Back in my room, I press my forehead against the cool window glass, trying to steady

my racing heart. I should be plotting escape, should be terrified. Instead, I'm fighting

an unwanted surge of anticipation.

What kind of person does that make me? What does it say that part of me wants to

discover exactly what Raphael's version of "training" entails?

I catch my reflection in the window—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, the ghost of his

hand still visible on my throat. I barely recognize myself, this creature caught

between defiance and desire.

Tomorrow, he said. Tomorrow we begin.

God help me, but I can hardly wait.
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CHAPTER 4

RAPHAEL

I watch Kit through the security feed, noting how he paces his room like a caged tiger

after our dinner encounter. Even in such a simple action, his dancer's grace is evident.

Every movement precise, controlled—until it isn't. His frustration manifests in small

bursts of defiance: a kicked chair, a thrown pillow. Beautiful.

"The studio renovations are complete, sir." Marcus appears at my shoulder, ever

efficient. "Would you like to inspect it?"

"Later." I don't take my eyes off the screen. "How is our guest's background check

progressing?"

"Interesting results." He hands me a tablet. "His financial situation is worse than we

thought. Medical bills from a career-threatening injury two years ago, student loans,

credit card debt. Lady Ashworth's payments barely made a dent."

"And his dance career?"

"Talented but overlooked. Politics and finances holding him back more than ability.

He maintains a grueling schedule—morning rehearsals with the ballet company,

evening shifts at Obsidian, private lessons when he can get them."

Dedication. Discipline. Qualities I appreciate. "Time to begin his real education, I

think."



The interrogation room is deliberately intimidating—stark white walls, harsh lighting,

a single chair bolted to the floor. A stark contrast to the luxury I've surrounded him

with so far. The psychological impact of switching between comfort and discomfort

can be... illuminating.

Kit arrives between two guards, chin lifted in that now-familiar defiant pose. He's

changed into the clothes provided—slim black pants and a fitted white shirt that

emphasize his dancer's physique. The sight stirs something possessive in me.

"Sit." I gesture to the chair.

"I prefer to stand." He crosses his arms, a study in elegant resistance.

"That wasn't a request." I let my voice drop lower, infusing it with command. "Sit

down, Kit."

He hesitates, testing the boundaries, before slowly lowering himself into the chair.

Even this small act of compliance sends a thrill through me. Breaking through his

defenses will be exquisite.

"Now." I circle him slowly. "Tell me everything Lady Ashworth asked about. Every

detail. Every whispered conversation."

"I told you, it was nothing important."

“I’ll decide that for myself.” I stop behind him, placing my hands on his shoulders.

He tenses but doesn't pull away. "Start with your first private meeting."

His breath catches as my thumbs press into the tight muscles of his neck. "She... she

asked about delivery schedules first. When shipments came in, which entrance was

used."



"And you told her?" I keep my voice neutral, thumbs working deeper.

"Yes." He exhales shakily. "The information seemed harmless."

"Nothing in my world is harmless." I lean down, speaking directly into his ear. "What

else?"

"VIP customers. Who met with whom." His head tilts slightly, unconsciously leaning

into my touch. "Special requests for private rooms."

"You're still holding back." I tighten my grip warning. "Tell me everything."

He shivers. "There were... documents. Sometimes she'd ask me to look for specific

papers when I brought drinks to the private offices."

"Did you find any?"

"No!" His denial comes too quickly. "I mean... I never looked. I'm not a spy."

"No?" I slide one hand up to grasp his chin, forcing him to look at me. "Just a traitor

then?"

"I didn't know what she was doing with the information." His eyes flash with anger

and something else—shame? "I needed the money."

"Poor little dancer." I trace his jaw with my thumb. "So desperate you didn't stop to

question why a socialite would pay so much for club gossip."

He tries to pull away but I hold firm. "Let me go."

"Not until I'm satisfied you're telling me everything." I release his chin but keep my



other hand on his shoulder, maintaining contact. "What else did she ask about?"

"Nothing! I swear!"

"Lying doesn't suit you, Kit." I squeeze his shoulder in warning. "Shall we discuss the

missing security logs? The copied keycard codes?"

He pales slightly. "How did you..."

"I know everything that happens in my club." I resume my slow circles. "Every

whispered conversation. Every stolen glance. Every betrayal."

"I didn't... I never meant..."

"No?" I stop in front of him, bracing my hands on the chair arms, caging him in.

"Then prove it. Tell me everything, and perhaps I'll be merciful."

The proximity affects him—I can see it in his quickened breathing, the dilation of his

pupils. He's fighting attraction even as he fights me. Perfect.

"The security office," he whispers finally. "She wanted to know when it was empty,

who had access. I... I helped her get copies of some entry logs."

"There." I straighten up, pleased. "Was that so difficult?"

He looks away, shame and defiance warring on his face. “I suppose you’re going to

kill me now.”

"Kill you?" I laugh softly. "Oh no, little dancer. I have use for you yet.”

His head snaps up. "What does that mean?"



Instead of answering, I walk to the door and open it. "Come. I have something to

show you."

He hesitates before standing, movements wary but still graceful. I lead him through

the maze of corridors to a newly renovated wing. The doors I unlock reveal a state-of-

the-art dance studio—sprung floors, mirrored walls, professional sound system. His

sharp intake of breath is deeply satisfying.

"What is this?"

"Your new training ground." I watch his reflection in the mirrors as he takes in the

space. "A place for discipline and... reward."

"I don't understand."

"You will." I move behind him again, hands settling on his hips. "You have such

potential, Kit. Raw talent that needs proper... direction."

He tries to step away but I hold him firm. "I already have a dance teacher."

"But not a master." I pull him back against me, feeling him shiver. "Someone to show

you the perfect balance of control and surrender."

"I'm not interested in your games." But his body betrays him, leaning into my touch

even as he protests.

"No?" I place my hand his chest, feeling his heartbeat race. "Your body says

otherwise."

"Let me go."



"Never." I turn him to face me, keeping him close. "You're mine now, Kit."

“I’ll never belong to you.” But the words lack conviction.

"We'll see." I release him abruptly, enjoying his slight sway toward me before he

catches himself. "Tomorrow, your real training begins. Rest well—you'll need it."

I leave him standing in the studio, knowing the mirrors will show him exactly what I

saw—the flush in his cheeks, the unconscious grace of submission struggling with his

innate defiance. He's fighting it now, but soon he'll understand. Soon he'll crave the

discipline only I can provide.

In my office, I pull up the studio's security feed. Kit is exploring the space, running

his hands over the barre, testing the floor's spring. Even in such simple movements,

his artistry shines through. Such potential, just waiting to be shaped.

"Shall I have him returned to his room?" Marcus asks from the doorway.

"No." I watch Kit attempt a few basic positions, his technique flawless even in casual

clothes. "Let him stay. Let him get comfortable in the space. Tomorrow we begin

breaking down those walls he's built."

"And Lady Ashworth?"

"Let her think her plan is working for now." I finally look away from the screen. "She

and Dominik will reveal themselves fully soon enough. In the meantime..." I smile,

thinking of Kit's unconscious responses to my touch. "I have more interesting matters

to attend to."

Marcus nods and withdraws, leaving me to watch my captive dancer. He's moving

more freely now, losing himself in simple exercises. Soon he'll learn a new kind of



dance—one of power and submission, discipline and desire. I can hardly wait to

begin his education.



Page 5

Source Creation Date: July 16, 2025, 8:10 am

CHAPTER 5

KIT

The morning after Raphael shows me the studio, a guard escorts me back there. The

space feels different in daylight—less intimidating, more familiar. My muscles ache

to move, to stretch, to dance away the tension of captivity.

"Begin your warm-up," Raphael commands from the doorway. He's shed his suit

jacket, wearing just a crisp white shirt and tailored pants. "Show me your morning

routine."

I lift my chin. "I don't perform on command."

"No?" His smile is dangerous. "Then perhaps you'd prefer to return to the

interrogation room?"

My body betrays me, already moving into first position at the barre. The familiar

rhythm of plies and tendus centers me, muscle memory taking over despite my

resistance.

Raphael watches silently, his presence heavy in the mirrored room. I try to ignore

him, focusing instead on the stretch and burn of each movement. But his reflection

follows me, dark eyes tracking every gesture.

"Your turnout is sloppy," he says suddenly, approaching. "Here." His hands grip my

hips, adjusting my position. Even through the fabric of my clothes, his touch burns.



"I know how to dance," I snap, but don't pull away.

"You know how to perform." His fingers press into my hip bones. "But true artistry

requires perfect control. Again."

I repeat the movement, hyper-aware of his hands guiding me. "Better," he murmurs,

too close to my ear. "Now developpe."

As I extend my leg, his hand trails up my thigh, ostensibly checking muscle tension.

"Higher," he commands. "Control it."

My leg trembles with effort as he pushes me further than my usual limits. "Good

boy," he breathes, and something inside me flutters at the praise.

"Stop that," I manage.

"Stop what?" His hand slides back to my hip. "Helping you improve? Teaching you

proper form?"

"Stop... this." I gesture vaguely at our position. "Whatever game you're playing."

"This isn't a game." He turns me to face him, keeping me against the barre. "This is

education. Discipline. Something you clearly need."

"I have plenty of discipline."

"Do you?" His finger traces my jawline. "Then why did you let Lady Ashworth

manipulate you so easily? Where was your discipline then?"

I try to look away but he catches my chin. "I needed the money."



"And now you need something else." His thumb brushes my lower lip. "Structure.

Control. Someone to guide that raw talent of yours."

"I don't need anything from you."

"Your body says otherwise." He steps closer, caging me against the barre. "Show me

the next combination. From the beginning."

I should refuse. Should fight. Instead, I find myself moving through the familiar

patterns, hyperaware of his gaze, his occasional corrections. Each touch lingers

longer than necessary, each adjustment more intimate than the last.

"Now center," he commands after what feels like hours. My muscles burn pleasantly,

body warm and loose from exertion.

I move to the middle of the room, settling into fifth position. Raphael circles me

slowly, predatory grace in every step.

"Improvise," he says softly. "Show me what you can do when you're not constrained

by classical forms."

Music fills the studio—something dark and sensual, nothing like my usual ballet

pieces. I hesitate, caught between resistance and the urge to move.

"Dance, little one." His voice carries both command and challenge. "Show me who

you really are."

The rhythm catches me, pulls me under. I begin to move, letting the music guide me.

Ballet technique blends with the seductive movements I've learned at Obsidian. I

catch glimpses of myself in the mirrors—flushed cheeks, eyes bright, body moving

with fluid grace.



Raphael's reflection watches intently. I spin away from his gaze only to find him

again in another mirror. There's no escaping his presence, his scrutiny.

"Beautiful," he murmurs as I finish a complicated sequence. "But you're still holding

back."

"I'm not—" I break off as he approaches, his hands settling on my waist.

"Let me show you." He guides me into a new movement, his body pressed against my

back. "Feel how the motion should flow."

I follow his lead, our bodies moving in perfect synchronization. His breath stirs my

hair, his hands sure and possessive on my hips.

"There," he says softly. "Now you're beginning to understand."

"Understand what?"

"The perfect balance between control and surrender." He turns me to face him, one

hand sliding up my spine. "The beauty of submission."

"I'm not submitting to anything."

"No?" His smile is knowing. "Then why are you still in my arms?"

I realize with a start that I am—chest to chest, his hand splayed across my lower

back, my own hands resting on his shoulders. I try to step back but the barre stops

me.

"You can't keep me here forever," I whisper, but the words lack conviction.



"I don't need forever." His fingers thread through my hair, tightening just enough to

sting. "Just until you accept what you really want."

"And what's that?"

"This." He pulls me closer, our foreheads almost touching. "The discipline you

pretend to hate. The control you secretly crave. The pleasure of surrendering to

someone stronger."

"You're wrong." But my voice shakes, betraying me.

"Am I?" His other hand grips my hip, thumb brushing the exposed skin where my

shirt has ridden up. "Shall we test that theory?"

I should say no. Should push him away. Instead, I find myself swaying closer, drawn

to his heat, his strength, his absolute certainty.

"That's it," he murmurs. "Stop fighting what you need."

"I need to leave," I manage, but make no move to escape.

"No." His grip tightens. "You need to stay exactly where you are. Under my control.

In my care."

"This isn't care. It's captivity."

Raphael's eyes darken, a predatory gleam replacing the amusement. "Captivity," he

repeats, his voice a low growl. "Perhaps. But even captives can find pleasure in their

confinement. Especially," he leans in, his breath hot against my ear, "when their

captor knows exactly how to please them."



His hand moves, sliding from my hip to cup me through the thin fabric of my dance

pants. The sudden intimacy steals my breath. His thumb strokes a slow, deliberate

circle against my erection, and a moan escapes my lips before I can stop it. "No," I

gasp, even as my hips press involuntarily into his touch. "Don't..."

He smirks, the sound a low rumble in his chest. "Don't what, Kit? Don't touch you?

Don't make you betray yourself?" His grip tightens, and he pulls me flush against

him. I gasp again, feeling the hard length of him through our clothes. The friction is

intoxicating, making my denial even more futile.

"Raphael," I hiss, pushing against his chest even as my body arches into his touch.

"Stop this."

He ignores my protest, his hand moving lower, dipping beneath the waistband of my

pants. His fingers close around me, stroking with expert pressure. A wave of pleasure

washes over me, so intense it almost buckles my knees. "I...I don't..." I stammer, the

lie dying on my tongue as another moan escapes.

"You don't want this?" he murmurs, his voice thick with amusement. "Then why are

you so hard, little dancer? Why are you trembling in my arms?"

"I'm...I'm cold," I manage, the words pathetic even to my own ears.

He chuckles, a low, dark sound that sends shivers down my spine. "Cold?" His

fingers tighten around me, and I cry out, my head falling back against the barre. "I

think you're burning, Kit. Burning for my touch."

He continues to stroke me, building the pleasure slowly, teasingly. I'm caught in a

whirlwind of conflicting sensations—the shame of my body's betrayal warring with

the raw, undeniable pleasure he's giving me. I clench my jaw, fighting to maintain

some semblance of control.



"Raphael, stop," I plead, even as my hips buck against his hand.

"Stop?" He slows his movements, torturing me with the nearness of release. "Why

should I stop when you're enjoying it so much?"

"I'm not—" I break off, a strangled gasp escaping my lips as his thumb brushes

against my sensitive tip.

"You're not enjoying it?" He repeats the agonizing tease, bringing me to the edge,

then pulling back just as I'm about to shatter. "Lie to me again, Kit. Tell me how

much you hate this."

"I—" I can't form the words, lost in a haze of frustrated desire.

He continues the agonizing cycle, driving me wild with need. My body screams for

release, but my pride, what little remains, clings to defiance. Finally, when I’m a

whimpering mess, practically begging him without words, he abruptly withdraws his

hand.

I gasp, my body still thrumming with unsated need. He smiles, a predatory gleam in

his eyes. "Perhaps another lesson tomorrow, little dancer. If you behave." He steps

back, leaving me aching and empty, leaning against the barre for support.

Later, in the sterile confines of the attached shower, the hot water cascading over my

skin does little to soothe the burning ache in my core. I close my eyes, Raphael's

image flashing through my mind—the dark amusement in his eyes, the possessive

grip of his hand, the feel of his hard body pressed against mine. My hand moves

instinctively, stroking myself as I replay the earlier encounter, fantasizing about his

dominance, the way he brought me to the brink and then left me wanting. The orgasm

that finally rips through me is a pale imitation of the pleasure he denied me, but it's

enough, for now, to quiet the desperate yearning he ignited within me.
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CHAPTER 6

RAPHAEL

I savor the memory of Kit’s flushed face, the way his breath hitched when I touched

him. His defiance is a delicious game, a performance designed to mask the desire I

see flickering in his eyes. He thinks he can hide it, but I see the truth in the tremble of

his muscles, the unconscious sway of his hips towards me when I draw near.

The studio is my canvas, and Kit is my masterpiece in progress. Each touch, each

carefully orchestrated lesson, strips away another layer of his carefully constructed

defenses. He fights me, verbally sparring with a bravado that both amuses and excites

me. But his body tells a different story, responding with a raw, undeniable eagerness

that fuels my obsession.

I pour myself a glass of scotch, the amber liquid a reflection of the fire burning in my

gut. I’ve always appreciated discipline, control, the precise execution of a well-laid

plan. But Kit introduces a new element into my meticulously ordered world—a

thrilling unpredictability that both challenges and captivates me.

He’s a wild thing, all sharp angles and untamed energy. He thinks he craves freedom,

but I see the yearning for submission in his eyes, the unconscious plea for a strong

hand to guide him. He just doesn’t realize it yet.

I replay our last encounter in the studio, the way he moved under my direction, his

body mimicking mine with an instinctive grace that borders on preternatural. He’s a

natural submissive, despite his protests. It's in the arch of his back, the way his breath



catches when I give him an order, the subtle tilt of his head that invites my touch.

He thinks he hates my control, but I see the truth in the way his pupils dilate when I

assert my dominance, the flush that creeps up his neck when I whisper a praise in his

ear. He’s fighting it, desperately clinging to the illusion of independence. But I’m

patient. I can wait for him to break, to surrender to the inevitable.

I swirl the scotch in my glass, watching the light play across the surface. I’ve built my

empire on calculated risks, strategic maneuvers, and unwavering control. But Kit is a

different kind of gamble—a risk I’m willing to take, a game I intend to win.

He thinks he’s a prisoner in my gilded cage, but I’m building him a sanctuary, a space

where he can finally shed the burden of his carefully crafted defiance and embrace

the exquisite freedom of submission. He just doesn't know it yet.

I set down the glass, the ice clinking softly. It's time to introduce him to new lessons,

new forms of discipline. The silk ropes are waiting, a beautiful testament to the

exquisite vulnerability I intend to coax from him. I envision him bound, his lean,

toned body exposed to my gaze, his defiant spirit finally broken by the intoxicating

blend of pleasure and pain I’m about to inflict.

I pick up my phone, dialing Marcus’s number. “Have Kit brought to the studio,” I

instruct, my voice low and commanding. “And bring the ropes.”

I hang up, a slow smile spreading across my face. Tonight, our dance takes a new

turn. Tonight, he takes his first real step towards surrender.

I wait for him in the studio, the soft glow of the dimmed lights casting long shadows

across the polished floor. The silence is heavy with anticipation, broken only by the

soft click of the door as Marcus enters, Kit following close behind.



He’s wearing the same black pants and white shirt as before, the simple clothing

emphasizing the elegant lines of his dancer's body. His eyes are wary, darting around

the room, searching for escape routes that don’t exist. He still clings to defiance, but I

see the underlying tremor of fear, the subtle flicker of anticipation that he can’t quite

conceal.

“Good evening, Kit,” I say softly, my voice a deliberate contrast to the tension

crackling in the air.

He lifts his chin. “What do you want?”

“To teach you a new dance,” I reply, stepping closer. “A dance of trust and

surrender.”

He scoffs, crossing his arms. “I don’t dance for you.”

“You will,” I murmur, my hand reaching out to trace the line of his jaw. He flinches,

but doesn’t pull away. “You already are.”

I turn him around, my hands settling on his hips. “Tonight, you learn the beauty of

restraint.” I pick up the silk ropes, their texture smooth and luxurious. “Tonight, you

discover the exquisite pleasure of vulnerability.”

His breath hitches as I begin to bind his wrists, looping the ropes around the ballet

barre above his head. He tenses, his muscles coiling beneath my touch. “What are

you doing?” he asks, his voice strained.

“Showing you the true meaning of control,” I reply, tightening the knots, securing his

arms above his head. His lean, toned body is exposed, a beautiful canvas awaiting my

artistry.



He struggles against the restraints, his movements futile but captivating. “Let me go,”

he demands, his voice a mixture of fear and anger.

“Not yet,” I murmur, stepping back to admire my handiwork. He’s a breathtaking

sight, his defiant spirit struggling against the undeniable vulnerability of his position.

“You can’t keep me like this,” he insists. The rise and fall of his chest, the rapid pulse

fluttering at the base of his throat—these small betrayals of his fear excite me.

“I can do whatever I please with you, little dancer,” I remind him, my voice low and

dangerous. “And tonight, I please to teach you a lesson you won’t soon forget.”

I trail a finger down his chest, the light touch eliciting a shiver that ripples through his

body. His skin is warm and smooth beneath my fingertips, a stark contrast to the cool

silk biting into his wrists. He tries to pull away, but the ropes hold him fast, his

struggles only serving to tighten the bonds.

"Stop it," he hisses, his eyes flashing with defiance. But the words lack their usual

bite, tinged with an undercurrent of something else—a nervous anticipation that I

recognize and savor.

I lean closer, my breath ghosting over his lips. “Why, Kit?” I murmur, my voice a

silken caress. “Does the feeling of restraint frighten you? Or excite you?”

He turns his head away, refusing to meet my gaze. A small victory. He still clings to

his pride, but I see the cracks forming in his carefully constructed facade.

I run my hand down his side, feeling the taut muscles beneath his shirt. He flinches

again, his body betraying him even as his mind resists. "Don't touch me," he

whispers, the words barely audible.



"Why not?" I ask, my fingers tracing the line of his hip. "Are you afraid of what you

might feel?"

He remains silent, his body rigid with tension. I smile, knowing that his silence is a

more potent answer than any words he could utter.

I step back, taking another slow circle around him, appreciating the way the ropes

accentuate the lines of his body, the subtle shift in his posture that speaks of both

defiance and surrender. He’s a beautiful contradiction, a captivating blend of strength

and vulnerability.

“You’re so beautiful like this, Kit,” I murmur, my voice laced with genuine

admiration. “So exposed. So utterly at my mercy.”

His head snaps up, his eyes finally meeting mine. “I’m not at anyone’s mercy,” he

insists, his voice trembling slightly.

“Aren’t you?” I ask, stepping closer again. I reach out, my fingers brushing against

his cheek. He flinches, but this time, the movement is almost imperceptible, a subtle

yielding that sends a thrill through me.

I lean in, my lips brushing against his ear. “Tell me, Kit,” I whisper, my voice a low

growl. “What does it feel like to be completely mine? To have no control, no

escape?”

He closes his eyes, his breath catching in his throat. He doesn’t answer, but I see the

answer written in the flush of his skin, the rapid beat of his pulse against my

fingertips.

I trail my fingers down his neck, pausing at the hollow of his throat. He shivers again,

his body jerking instinctively towards my touch. He’s so close to breaking, to



surrendering to the inevitable.

“You want this, Kit,” I murmur, my voice a statement of fact. “You crave it. Admit

it.”

He opens his eyes, which are filled with a mixture of defiance and something else—a

flicker of desperate longing that makes my heart pound.

"I don't..." he begins, but the words trail off, lost in a soft moan as I press my lips

against his.

The kiss is a clash of wills, a battle between his resistance and my dominance. He

tries to push me away, but his struggles are weak, his body already betraying him. I

deepen the kiss, my tongue exploring the sweet depths of his mouth, tasting the

surrender he’s so desperately trying to deny.

I break the kiss, leaving him breathless and trembling. He looks at me, his eyes wide

and dark, his lips slightly parted. He’s so close to breaking, to admitting the truth he’s

been fighting for so long.

“Tell me you want it, Kit,” I command, my voice rough with desire. “Tell me you’re

mine.”

He closes his eyes, his chest heaving. He doesn’t answer, but the subtle shift in his

body, the almost imperceptible relaxation of his muscles, signals his defeat. A

whimper escapes his lips—protest and plea intertwined.

A dark smile spreads across my face. He’s mine. Body and soul. And I will savor

every moment of his surrender.

I lower my head, my lips brushing against his neck, tracing the delicate curve of his



ear with my tongue. He shivers, arching involuntarily against the ropes.

“Such a sensitive boy,” I murmur, nipping at the skin beneath his ear. He gasps, his

head falling back against the barre.

My hand trails down his chest, toying with the buttons of his shirt. Impatience flares.

I yank the fabric, ripping the buttons free, the sound sharp in the quiet studio. His

startled gasp is music to my ears. I tear the remnants of his shirt away, discarding it

on the floor. His chest is bare now, smooth and pale in the dim light, his nipples

already hardening in response to my touch.

His pants follow suit, ripped away with a growl of impatience, leaving him clad only

in his dance tights. The ropes binding his wrists above his head accentuate the

exquisite vulnerability of his position. He’s a breathtaking sight—a perfect blend of

strength and submission.

He tries to cover himself, his hands straining against the ropes. A futile gesture that

only serves to heighten his arousal—and mine.

“Don’t be shy, little dancer,” I murmur, my voice a low caress laced with steel. “You

have nothing to hide from me.”

I kneel before him, my gaze devouring his body. The thin fabric of his tights does

little to conceal the hard lines of his dancer’s physique. He’s a work of art, a

masterpiece waiting to be claimed.

My hand slides beneath the waistband of his tights, cupping him through the thin

material. He gasps, arching against my touch. The combination of his defiance and

his involuntary surrender is intoxicating.

“Does that feel good, Kit?” I growl, my voice rough with desire.



He remains silent, but his hips buck against my hand, betraying him. A thrill shoots

through me, hardening my cock with a fierce urgency.

I stroke him slowly, deliberately, teasing him with the promise of pleasure. He

moans, his head falling back against the barre, his body writhing against the ropes.

“Tell me you want it, Kit,” I command, my voice thick with need. “Tell me you need

my touch.”

“I… I…” he stammers, his words lost in a gasp as I increase the pressure of my

touch.

“Say it,” I growl, my patience wearing thin.

“Please,” he whispers, his voice barely audible. “Please touch me.”

The words are a surrender, a delicious admission of his need. I rip his tights away,

discarding them with the rest of his clothing. He’s completely naked now, exposed to

my gaze, utterly at my mercy.

I position myself between his legs, my erection straining against my pants. I reach

out, stroking him slowly, deliberately, drawing out his pleasure. He moans, his hands

clenching into fists. He’s a beautiful mess of frustrated desire, and the knowledge that

I’m the one causing it sends a wave of possessive heat through me.

I lean down, my lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine, Kit,” I whisper, my

voice rough with possession. “All mine.”

I continue to stroke him, building the pressure, teasing him to the brink of orgasm. He

pleads, he begs, his words a mixture of defiance and desperate need. Each protest,

each involuntary cry of pleasure, only fuels my desire.



I bring him to the edge, then pull back, leaving him aching and unsatisfied. He

whimpers, his body still thrumming with need.

“Please,” he begs, his voice a broken whisper. “Please, Raphael…”

I smirk, savoring his desperation. “Beg me, Kit,” I command, my voice a low growl.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

He hesitates, his pride still clinging on by a thread. I lean in, my lips brushing against

his. “Say it,” I whisper, my voice a silken threat.

“Please,” he whispers, his voice barely audible. “Please… fuck me.”

The words are barely out of his mouth before I’m pushing into him, the feel of his

tight heat consuming me, sending a jolt of raw pleasure through my body. He cries

out, his body arching against the ropes, his hands clenching into fists.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I growl, savoring the feeling of him stretched around me.

He whimpers, his eyes squeezed shut, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. The

ropes bite into his wrists, a stark reminder of his helplessness, his complete surrender

to my control.

I begin to thrust, slowly at first, deliberately drawing out his pleasure, his pain. He

moans, his body writhing beneath me, his cries echoing through the quiet studio.

“Raphael…” he gasps, his voice a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Yes, Kit?” I murmur, my voice a low growl. “Do you like it? Do you like being used

like this?”



He doesn’t answer, but his hips buck against mine, a silent plea for more.

I increase my pace, the rhythm of our bodies building, the sounds of our mingled

breaths and moans filling the air. He’s a beautiful mess beneath me, his skin flushed,

his hair damp with sweat, his eyes glazed with a mixture of fear and desire.

I reach up, my hand closing around his throat, my thumb pressing lightly against his

windpipe. He gasps again, his eyes widening with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“Look at you,” I murmur, my voice thick with desire. “So beautiful. So broken. So

utterly mine.”

I tighten my grip, just enough to restrict his airflow, to heighten his senses, to make

him even more acutely aware of my control. He struggles against my hand, his

movements futile but captivating.

“Breathe, Kit,” I command, my voice a low growl. “Breathe for me.”

He obeys, his chest heaving. The feeling of his pulse fluttering beneath my thumb is

intoxicating, a tangible reminder of his vulnerability, his complete dependence on me.

I continue to thrust, harder, faster, driving him towards the edge. He’s a symphony of

moans and gasps, his body a canvas of raw, untamed desire. The ropes bite into his

wrists, his struggles growing weaker, his surrender more complete with each thrust.

“I’m going to come, Kit,” I growl, my voice thick with pleasure. “Am I going to

make you come with me?”

He cries out. He’s so close, I can feel it in the way his body tenses, in the frantic

rhythm of his pulse against my thumb.



I increase my pace, my thrusts becoming deeper, more forceful, pushing him over the

edge. He screams, his body convulsing around me, his orgasm ripping through him

like a tidal wave.

I follow close behind, my own orgasm a powerful release, a culmination of desire and

dominance. I collapse against him, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my body still

thrumming with the aftershocks of pleasure.

We remain entwined, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths mingled in the quiet

studio. The ropes still bind his wrists, a tangible reminder of his surrender, his

complete submission to my control.

I loosen my grip on his throat, allowing him to breathe freely again. He coughs, his

body still trembling, his eyes closed.

I brush a stray strand of hair from his forehead, my touch gentle now, almost tender.

His eyes flutter open. The raw vulnerability in his gaze makes my chest ache.

“Mine,” I whisper, my voice a low growl of possession.

I roll off him, shuddering with pleasure. He lies beneath me, his chest heaving, his

eyes closed, the ropes still binding his wrists above his head. A beautiful, broken

thing.

I reach for a nearby towel, roughly wiping the sweat from his body, my movements

brusque, almost careless. I don’t want him to see the tenderness I feel, the unexpected

surge of protectiveness that’s warring with my need for control.

He opens his eyes, his gaze meeting mine with a raw vulnerability that makes me

want to both protect him and possess him even further. I quickly avert my gaze, my

hand tightening around the towel.



“Get dressed,” I say, my voice curt, devoid of any warmth.

He doesn’t move, his body still trembling slightly. I reach down, untying the ropes

that bind his wrists, my movements rough, almost impatient.

He sits up, slowly, his movements stiff and awkward. I toss him his clothes, avoiding

his gaze.

“Get out,” I say, my voice cold, dismissive.

He hesitates, his eyes searching mine for something I refuse to give him. Then he

stands, gathering his clothes, his movements slow and deliberate. He walks towards

the door, his back straight, his head held high, his pride somehow still intact despite

everything I’ve just done to him.

He reaches the door, then pauses, turning back to look at me. “Raphael…” he

whispers, his voice barely audible.

I don’t answer, my gaze fixed on the wall behind him. He hesitates for a moment

longer, then turns and walks out, closing the door softly behind him.

I stand there for a moment, the silence of the studio suddenly heavy, oppressive. I

close my eyes, taking a deep breath, trying to regain control of my emotions. I can’t

afford to be soft, to be vulnerable. Not with him. Not with anyone.

I turn and walk towards the bank of security monitors that line one wall of the studio.

I flick through the various feeds, searching for him. I find him in his room, sitting on

the edge of the bed, his head in his hands. He looks small, lost, vulnerable. And the

sight of him like that, so utterly broken and yet somehow still defiant, sends a wave

of heat through my body.



I reach down, unzipping my pants, my hand closing around my already hardening

cock. I watch him on the monitor, my imagination filling in the blanks, picturing him

naked, bound, begging for my touch. I stroke myself, the rhythm of my hand echoing

the rhythm of our earlier encounter, the memory of his cries, his pleas, his surrender

fueling my desire.

I imagine him kneeling before me, his eyes wide with adoration, his lips parted in

anticipation. I imagine him whispering my name, his voice thick with desire, begging

me to take him, to use him, to own him completely.

The thought sends a jolt of pleasure through me, and I close my eyes, surrendering to

the fantasy, the image of his willing submission consuming me. I stroke myself faster,

harder, the pressure building, the pleasure intensifying.

“Kit,” I groan, my voice a low growl of possession. “Mine.”

I come with a guttural cry, the image of his beautiful, broken body seared into my

mind. I collapse against the wall, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of

pleasure, my mind filled with the intoxicating fantasy of his complete and utter

surrender.
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CHAPTER 7

KIT

The door clicks shut, a tiny, sharp sound that amplifies the sudden hollowness in my

chest. I hug the crumpled clothes to me, the fabric rough against my skin, the heat of

Raphael’s touch lingering. The way he pushed me away, almost carelessly, after…

after , burns a raw ache inside me. He’s a puzzle I can’t decipher. One moment, he’s

pushing me past the limits of sensation, his touch a brand, his words a claim, and the

next, he’s discarding me like a broken toy.

My feet sink into the plush carpet as I walk back to my room, the silence of the

opulent estate pressing in on me. This gilded cage, once a source of bewildered

fascination, now feels like a suffocating weight. I close my bedroom door behind me,

the soft click a fragile barrier against the turmoil inside.

It’s absurd, I know. I should be running, leaping at this chance to escape his control,

his touch. But a part of me, a dark, thrilling, terrifying part, yearns for him. Yearns

for the way he makes me feel—shattered and whole, terrified and exhilarated, all at

once.

I dress slowly, my body a landscape of aches and lingering heat. Each movement is a

reminder of his possession, of the way he used me, claimed me. I catch my reflection

in the mirror and flinch. My skin is flushed, my lips swollen, my eyes dark and

dilated. I look… ravaged. And the thought sends a strange, unwelcome thrill through

me.



Sinking onto the edge of the bed, I bury my face in my hands, the cool silk a small

comfort against the burning confusion inside. Fear wars with desire, shame with a

strange, burgeoning sense of belonging. It’s a chaotic storm of emotions, and I’m

drowning in it.

A floorboard creaks in the hallway, and I jump, my heart leaping into my throat. I

expect Raphael to burst through the door, his face a mask of cold fury, ready to

punish me for… what? For not leaving fast enough? For the flicker of defiance I still

can’t quite extinguish?

But the sound fades, leaving only the whisper of the wind outside. I close my eyes,

willing my racing heart to slow, trying to breathe. And that’s when the memory hits

me, sharp and brutal, like a shard of glass.

Mr. Henderson’s face leers in my mind, his hand gripping my arm, his breath hot and

rancid against my ear. His words, slick and disgusting, crawl across my skin. The

feeling of his hands, violating, defiling…

I gasp, my body shaking, the terror of that night flooding back, raw and visceral. I

curl into a fetal position on the bed, my knees pressed to my chest, trying to ward off

the images, the sensations.

The door opens, and Raphael is there, his expression… unreadable. For a heart-

stopping moment, I brace myself for his anger, his punishment.

But he simply closes the door behind him and sits beside me, the mattress dipping

under his weight. He doesn’t touch me, but his presence is a palpable force in the

room, a strange mix of threat and comfort.

“Kit,” he says, his voice low, a rough edge to it that makes my stomach clench. It’s

not the cold dismissal from before, but there’s no tenderness either. It’s… something



else. Something I can’t quite place.

“I…” I start, my voice trembling, but I don’t know what to say. I can’t tell him about

the nightmare. I can’t show him this weakness, this vulnerability. Not him.

He sighs, a sound that seems to vibrate through the room. “You’re shaking,” he

observes, his voice still rough, but with a hint of… concern?

I nod, unable to speak past the lump in my throat.

He reaches out, his hand hovering just above my arm, not quite touching me. “Tell

me,” he commands, his voice still low, but the roughness is gone, replaced by a

strange, almost hesitant gentleness.

The small shift in his demeanor, the almost imperceptible softening, cracks

something inside me.

I tell him about the nightmare, about Mr. Henderson, about the way he made me feel,

the terror that still clings to me like a second skin. I tell him everything, the words

tumbling out in a rush, punctuated by choked sobs and shuddering breaths.

He listens, his hand finally settling on my arm, his touch a warm, steady pressure. He

doesn’t interrupt, doesn’t judge. He just listens, and his silence is more comforting

than any words could be.

When I’m finally finished, the silence stretches between us, thick and heavy. I wait,

bracing myself for his reaction, his disgust, his rejection.

But he simply pulls me closer, his arms wrapping around me, holding me tight

against his chest. The warmth of his body seeps into me, chasing away the chill of

fear that still clings to me.



“You’re safe now,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my hair. “You’re with me.”

The words are simple, but they resonate deep within me, a promise of protection, of

belonging. And in that moment, nestled against his strength, I realize he’s right. I am

safe. Safer than I’ve ever been before.

He pulls back slightly, his hand cupping my face, his thumb gently wiping away the

tears that still linger on my cheeks. His gaze meets mine, and for the first time, I see

something other than cold dominance in his eyes. I see… warmth. Concern. And

something else… something that makes my heart leap. Something that feels…

dangerously close to tenderness.

He reaches for the silk ropes, the moonlight glinting off the smooth fabric, turning

them into shimmering bands of potential restraint. My breath catches in my throat, a

nervous flutter in my chest. The ropes are familiar now, a tangible symbol of his

control, of my… surrender. But the anticipation, the thrill that curls low in my belly,

is sharper, more intense than before.

He pushes me back onto the bed, the soft mattress a contrast to the hard planes of his

body. He binds my ankles to the bedposts, the silk a cool caress against my heated

skin. The knot tightens, a gentle pressure that sends a jolt of awareness through me.

I’m spread out before him, vulnerable, exposed. And the feeling is… intoxicating.

Terrifying. Exhilarating.

He steps back, his gaze raking over me, a predatory gleam in his eyes that makes my

cock twitch involuntarily. “Beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice rougher than before,

but with an undercurrent of possessiveness. “So fucking beautiful.”

His words, raw and edged with desire, ignite a fire within me. The shame I felt

earlier, the fear, is still there, lurking in the shadows of my mind. But it's being

consumed by a growing heat, a yearning for his touch, his control. It's a dangerous,



exhilarating feeling, this craving for submission, for surrender.

He kneels between my legs, his hands tracing the lines of my body, his touch rougher

now, more demanding. His fingers dig into my hips, pulling me closer, grinding my

erection against the mattress. A groan escapes my lips, a mixture of pain and

pleasure.

He smirks, a flash of teeth in the dim light. “You like that, don’t you, Kit?” he

murmurs, his voice a low growl against my ear. “You like being used. Being

controlled.”

His words are a challenge, an accusation. But they’re also… a recognition. An

acknowledgement of the dark desires that twist within me. And the acknowledgment,

the raw honesty of it, sends a wave of heat through me.

He trails a hand down my chest, his fingers circling my nipple, pinching it hard

enough to make me gasp. His hand moves lower, dipping below my waistband,

cupping my cock through my underwear. I arch into his touch, a moan escaping my

lips.

He strokes me, his touch rough, almost brutal, but with a precision that makes my

breath hitch in my throat. He knows exactly how to touch me, how to make me writhe

beneath him, how to push me to the edge of madness.

“You’re mine, Kit,” he growls, his voice thick with possession. “And you’ll beg for

it. Beg me to take you. To use you. To own you completely.”

His words are a command, a promise. And the thought of begging him, of

surrendering to him completely, sends a jolt of pure, unadulterated lust through me.

I close my eyes, my body trembling with anticipation, with the burgeoning need to



surrender. He’s right. I will beg. I will surrender. Because in his possession, in his

control, I find something I’ve never had before. A sense of belonging. A sense of…

purpose.

He rips my underwear off, the sound of tearing fabric a counterpoint to the frantic

pounding of my heart. His gaze, hot and predatory, rakes over my body, making me

feel both exposed and strangely exhilarated. He’s a force of nature, all hard muscle

and raw power. His broad shoulders and sculpted chest taper down to a narrow waist

and powerful thighs. He’s beautiful, in a terrifying, awe-inspiring way.

He doesn’t waste time. He’s on me in an instant, his weight a welcome pressure, his

hard cock pressing against my thigh. One hand grips my hips, his fingers digging into

my skin, while the other curls around my throat, the pressure building slowly, a

thrilling constriction.

“Mine,” he growls, his voice thick with possessiveness. His thumb strokes my

Adam’s apple, the light touch warring with his roughness. “So fucking beautiful.

Made for me.”

The praise, unexpected and raw, sends a shiver down my spine. The feeling of his

hand at my throat, restricting my air, heightens the sensation, turning the fear into a

dizzying thrill.

He positions himself between my legs, the head of his cock pressing against my

entrance. I buck up against him, a desperate plea for release.

“Impatient,” he murmurs, his voice a low growl. “Good.”

He pushes into me, a single, powerful thrust that stretches me, fills me completely. A

gasp escapes my lips, cut short by the pressure at my throat. He holds himself there,

deep inside me, his gaze locked on mine. The world narrows to the feeling of him



inside me, the pressure at my throat, the raw intensity of his gaze.

He starts to move, slowly at first, then with increasing speed and force. Each thrust is

a claim, a brand, a reminder of his absolute ownership. I writhe beneath him, my

body a canvas for his pleasure, my moans muffled against his hand.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans, his voice thick with lust. “So fucking tight.” He

increases the pressure at my throat, just enough to make my vision swim, to heighten

the already overwhelming pleasure.

He bends down, his mouth finding mine in a bruising kiss. His tongue invades my

mouth, mimicking the possessive thrusts of his hips. I kiss him back, my hands

clutching at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin.

He fucks me harder, faster, his thrusts becoming more brutal, more demanding. He’s

pushing me to the edge, shattering me, remaking me in his image. And I’m

surrendering to him completely, body and soul.

He groans, a low, guttural sound that echoes my own rising pleasure. I’m close, so

close. He pushes me over the edge, a strangled cry tearing from my throat as I shatter

around him.

He follows close behind, his body convulsing as he spills inside me. He collapses on

top of me, his weight a comforting pressure. Then, to my surprise, he moves gently,

rolling off me but keeping me close. The pressure at my throat disappears, replaced

by the gentle caress of his fingers.

He cradles my face in his hands, his thumbs brushing away the tears that have leaked

from my eyes. He kisses me, a deep, tender kiss that’s different from the brutal

passion of moments before.



“My beautiful Kit,” he murmurs against my lips, his voice surprisingly soft. “All

mine.”

He holds me close, his body a warm, comforting presence against mine. The

aftershocks of pleasure still ripple through me, leaving me weak and pliant in his

arms. But it’s more than just physical. Something has shifted inside me, something

profound and unsettling.

I lie there, nestled against his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart, trying to

make sense of what just happened. The raw intensity of the experience, the blend of

violence and tenderness, has left me reeling. The choking, the rough possessiveness,

the brutal force of his lovemaking… it should have terrified me. And yet, beneath the

fear, a strange sense of exhilaration lingers.

He strokes my hair, his touch surprisingly gentle. It’s a stark contrast to the rough

handling of moments before, and it warms me in a strange way. This tenderness, this

unexpected gentleness, is more unsettling than his dominance. It makes me feel…

seen. Vulnerable.

I close my eyes, trying to sort through the chaotic storm of emotions raging inside

me. Shame wars with desire, fear with a burgeoning sense of… belonging. It’s a

dangerous cocktail, this mix of vulnerability and power, and I’m not sure how to

navigate it.

He shifts slightly, pulling back just enough to look at me. His gaze is soft now,

almost… loving. It’s a look I’ve never seen from him before, and it makes my breath

catch in my throat.

“Are you alright?” he murmurs, his voice low and husky.

The question, so simple, so unexpected, cracks something inside me. The carefully



constructed wall I’ve built around myself crumbles, and the tears I’ve been holding

back finally spill over.

I don’t try to hide them. I let them flow, a silent testament to the tumultuous emotions

swirling within me. He doesn’t say anything, doesn’t try to comfort me with empty

platitudes. He just holds me, his arms tightening around me, his presence a silent

reassurance.

And in that moment, held safe within his embrace, I realize something profound. I’m

not broken. I’m not damaged. I’m… his. And in his possession, in his control, I’ve

found something I’ve never had before. A sense of belonging. A sense of… worth.

It’s a terrifying realization, this surrender of control, this acceptance of his ownership.

But it’s also… liberating. For the first time in my life, I feel truly free. Free from the

fear, the shame, the self-loathing that has haunted me for so long.

He kisses my forehead, his lips lingering against my skin. “Mine,” he murmurs again,

the word a soft affirmation, a promise.

And I know, with a certainty that goes beyond logic, that he’s right. I am his. And in

his possession, I have found something precious, something I never thought I would

find. A home.
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CHAPTER 8

RAPHAEL

The silk ropes feel familiar in my hands as I check each length methodically. Kit

kneels before me on the studio floor, his dancer's posture perfect even in submission.

These past weeks, I've watched his defiance slowly transform into trust. Not

completely—there's still that delicious spark of rebellion in his eyes. But he's

learning.

"Stand," I command, my accent thickening slightly as desire roughens my voice.

He rises with fluid grace, moonlight from the floor-to-ceiling windows silvering his

skin. The studio was an indulgence, converting this wing of my estate into a space

that would call to the dancer in him. Now it serves a different purpose—one that

makes satisfaction curl through me as I watch him shiver in anticipation.

"Arms behind your back," I tell him. When he hesitates, testing me, I grip his chin.

"Now, little rebel."

The old defiance flares, but he complies. I begin the first knot, savoring his sharp

intake of breath as the rope slides against his skin. Each binding is precise,

deliberate—the patterns I learned years ago in Prague transformed into art across his

body.

"Beautiful," I murmur, circling him slowly. The ropes cross his chest in an intricate

diamond pattern, emphasizing the lean muscles shaped by years of dance. "You were



made for this."

His breath catches. "For being tied up?"

"For being mine." I tug gently on the ropes, drawing a soft gasp from him. "For

surrendering so perfectly while still keeping that fire inside you."

I retrieve the blindfold next—black silk that will match the ropes. His pulse visibly

quickens at the sight of it, but he doesn't pull away when I step behind him.

"Trust me," I whisper against his ear.

"I shouldn't," he answers, but tilts his head back slightly, offering himself.

The blindfold settles over his eyes, and I secure it carefully, making sure it's

comfortable but secure. Without his sight, his other senses heighten—I can see it in

the way he turns his head slightly, tracking my movements by sound.

I pick up a feather from the small table nearby. The first brush of it against his

shoulder makes him startle. "Shh," I soothe, trailing it along his collarbone. "Feel

everything I give you."

Time slows as I work, alternating the soft sweep of the feather with firm touches of

my hands. His responses grow more intense—sharp breaths, quiet moans, the

occasional whimper when I find a particularly sensitive spot. The ropes hold him

secure as he sways, keeping him upright as pleasure overwhelms him.

"Please," he whispers finally, voice breaking.

"Please what?" I trace the line of his jaw, feeling him tremble.



"I need... I need..."

"What do you need, little rebel?" But I know. I can see it in every line of his body,

every hitched breath.

His whispered plea, "You... please, I need you," echoes in the quiet of the studio. The

ropes bite into his skin, a beautiful map of possession across the canvas of his body.

He's mine, utterly, and the knowledge sends a thrill through me, a raw, visceral

pleasure that tightens my gut. But it's more than just possession now. It's a need

mirroring his own, a desperate hunger that goes beyond the physical.

I step closer, my hand finding the curve of his hip, the smooth skin warm beneath my

touch. He shivers, a small gasp escaping his lips. "Tell me what you want, Kit," I

command, my voice a low growl. "Tell me how you want me to touch you."

His breath hitches, his head falling back against the ropes. "Everywhere," he breathes,

the words barely audible. "Touch me everywhere."

I grant his request, my hands roaming over his body, exploring every inch of his

exposed skin. I caress his chest, my thumbs circling his nipples, eliciting a sharp

moan. I trail my fingers down his stomach, dipping lower, tracing the line of his

hipbone, the delicate curve of his thigh. His body trembles beneath my touch, a

symphony of gasps and whimpers filling the air.

I lean in, my lips brushing against his ear. "You're so beautiful like this," I murmur,

my voice thick with desire. "So vulnerable. So mine."

I kiss him then, deep and possessive, my tongue tangling with his. His hands, still

bound behind him, strain against the ropes. I break the kiss, trailing my lips down his

neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin, leaving a trail of marks that proclaim

my ownership. My hand finds his throat, gently squeezing, eliciting a gasp that is



half-pleasure, half-fear.

I position myself behind him, pressing my hardened cock against his ass. He gasps,

his back arching against the ropes, offering himself to me completely. I reach

between his legs, my fingers finding him already slick with arousal. I stroke him

slowly, teasingly, drawing out his pleasure, his moans growing louder, more

desperate.

"Raphael," he cries, his voice thick with need. "Please..."

"Beg for it," I growl, the pressure on his throat increasing slightly.

"Please," he begs, his voice strained. "Please, I need you inside me."

With a groan, I align my cock with his entrance and push forward. He cries out, his

body convulsing around me. I fill him completely, savoring the tightness, the heat. I

thrust into him, slowly at first, then faster, harder, my hand tightening on his throat

with each thrust. He moans, his body writhing against the ropes, the restraints only

intensifying his pleasure.

I edge him deliberately, pulling back just as he's about to shatter, then thrusting deep

again. He cries out, begging for release. "Please, Raphael! I can't take it anymore!"

"I know," I whisper, my lips close to his ear. "That's the point."

With a final, powerful thrust, I drive deep inside him, his body convulsing around me

as he reaches his climax. I hold him close, my own release quickly following, my

body shuddering with the force of it.

When our tremors subside, I kiss the back of his neck, my lips lingering on the

sensitive skin. "Good boy," I murmur, my voice softer now, laced with affection. "So



good for me."

I carefully lower him to the floor, untying his hands and ankles. He collapses against

me, his body still trembling, his breath coming in slow, even gasps. I hold him close,

stroking his hair, whispering words of comfort and praise. The ropes lie discarded on

the floor, a tangible reminder of the power we share, the trust that binds us together.

Kit's breath comes in slow, even gasps, his body still flushed with the afterglow of

our shared pleasure. He's nestled against me, his head resting on my chest, his hand

loosely clasped in mine. The silence in the room is thick with intimacy, broken only

by the soft rhythm of our breathing.

I stroke his hair, my fingers tangling in the dark strands. He stirs slightly, a small sigh

escaping his lips. He looks up at me, his eyes dark and luminous, filled with a

vulnerability that makes my chest ache. There's a question in his gaze, a silent plea

for reassurance that I can't ignore.

"Are you alright?" I ask, my voice rougher than I intended.

He nods, a small smile playing on his lips. "Better than alright," he whispers, his

voice hoarse.

I lean down, kissing him softly. It's a different kind of kiss than the ones we shared

before, less demanding, more tender. It's a kiss that speaks of intimacy and

connection, a silent acknowledgment of the bond that has been forged between us.

He shifts slightly, his hand moving to my face, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw.

"I..." he hesitates, searching for the right words. "I never thought it could be like this."

"Like what?" I ask, my voice barely a whisper.



"Like this," he repeats, his gaze locking with mine. "So... intense. So... connected."

I understand what he means. The ropes, the dominance, the raw physicality of our

encounter—it was all a part of it. But it was more than just that. It was the

vulnerability, the surrender, the complete and utter trust that we shared in those

moments that made it so profound. It was the way we stripped away our defenses,

revealing our true selves to each other, raw and exposed.

"Me neither," I admit, my voice thick with emotion.

He smiles, a genuine, unguarded smile that reaches his eyes. It's a sight that makes

my heart clench in my chest, a feeling so unfamiliar, so unexpected, that it takes me

by surprise. I realize then that Kit has become more than just a captive, more than just

a lover. He's become something essential to me, something I never knew I was

missing until he came into my life.

We lie there in silence for a long time, simply holding each other, the weight of our

shared experience settling between us. The ropes may be gone, but the bond between

us remains, stronger than ever. And as I look down at him, his head resting on my

chest, his breath warm against my skin, I know that I'll do anything to protect this

fragile connection, to keep this captive who holds so much of me.
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CHAPTER 9

KIT

Lady Ashworth's confidential files lie spread across my bed in Raphael's estate, each

document a piece of the puzzle I've been assembling for weeks. The papers detail

shell companies, offshore accounts, strategic weaknesses in Raphael's territory—all

the intelligence she gathered through my unwitting betrayal. My hands shake as I sort

through them, memories of those private dances rising like bile in my throat.

I was such a fool, desperate and naive, letting her manipulate me with promises of

supporting my dance career. Now I understand exactly what she was doing—using

me to help Dominik infiltrate Raphael's organization. The guilt eats at me, not just for

the betrayal, but for how close I came to destroying everything Raphael's built.

Raphael claims he's forgiven me, says he understands I was just trying to survive. But

I see the shadow in his eyes when he looks at me sometimes, the slight hesitation

before he touches me. He keeps me close now, protected in this gilded cage, but is it

because he wants me or because he doesn't trust me loose in the world?

I need to prove myself. Need to show him I'm more than just a liability to be

contained, more than just a pretty distraction in his bed. The intelligence I've gathered

suggests Lady Ashworth keeps her most damning evidence in her private office safe.

One clean extraction, and I can hand Raphael everything he needs to crush his

enemies.

The plan crystallizes as I change into dark clothes, my dancer's grace an advantage



for tonight's performance. I've memorized the security patterns, studied the

blueprints, identified the perfect window of opportunity. I'm more than just a captive

now—I understand how this world works, how to move through shadows and secrets.

"Going somewhere?"

Marcus's voice freezes me at the service entrance. Raphael's most trusted lieutenant

studies me with knowing eyes.

"Just getting some air," I lie smoothly. "The walls feel close tonight."

He doesn't believe me—we both know it—but he steps aside. "Be careful, Kit. The

boss won't survive losing you."

Marcus's words follow me into the night, settling like a weight in my chest. The city

stretches below Raphael's estate, a glittering map of possibility. My fingers brush the

keycard I lifted from one of the cleaning staff at Lady Ashworth's building—not

stolen, just borrowed. I've learned enough from watching Raphael's operation to

know the importance of having a backup plan.

The night air carries the promise of rain, and I pull my dark jacket tighter. Every

shadow feels alive with potential threat, but my dancer's training keeps my

movements fluid, controlled. I've spent weeks studying the building's security

patterns, memorizing guard rotations. Knowledge is power—another lesson learned

at Raphael's feet, though probably not how he intended me to use it.

Lady Ashworth's private office occupies the top floor's northwest corner. The

cleaning staff's entrance route gives me access to the service elevator, then it's just

two hallways and a lock to pick. My hands stay steady as I work the mechanism—yet

another skill gleaned from late-night observation of Raphael's security team.



The office still carries traces of her signature perfume, roses and spite. The safe

beckons from behind a Monet that's probably worth more than my entire dance

career. My pulse quickens as I spin the dial, remembering the numbers I saw her use

during one private session. Her late husband's birthday—a sentimental weakness I

never expected from someone so coldly calculating.

The mechanism clicks. Inside, manila folders lie stacked with military precision. My

breath catches as I scan the labels—shipping manifests, security protocols, personnel

files. My fingers tremble as I pull out a thick folder marked "Project Eclipse." The

first page makes my blood run cold.

"Jesus," I whisper, scanning detailed plans for infiltrating Raphael's organization.

Names of planted agents, scheduled attacks, contingency plans that would tear his

empire apart. My stomach lurches as I recognize events I helped make possible,

information I unknowingly fed her during those private dances.

A floorboard creaks.

I freeze, muscles locking into performance stillness. Heavy footsteps approach,

accompanied by the metallic sound of weapons being readied.

"Check everywhere," a gruff voice orders. "Lady A says someone's been accessing

her files."

"Copy that. Start with the office."

I slide the damning folder into my jacket, every movement measured like a pas de

deux. The massive desk offers minimal cover, but the thick curtains flanking the

window might buy precious seconds. I ease behind them just as the door opens.

Flashlight beams sweep the room. "Place looks clean. No signs of forced entry."



"Keep looking. Something tipped off her security system."

The voices move closer. I press against the wall, barely breathing. Just like

performance anxiety before a show—control the breath, control the body. One wrong

move and-

"Hold up." Footsteps pause inches from my hiding place. "You smell that?"

My heart stutters. Raphael's cologne—the custom French blend he insists I wear,

marking me as his. Even here, his possession of me becomes my undoing.

The curtain rips back. Two men in tactical gear stare at me, expressions shifting from

surprise to recognition. The larger one's scarred face splits in a predatory grin.

"Well, well. If it isn't Kova?'s pretty little plaything."

Training takes over. I drop and roll as the first grab misses, years of dance

conditioning lending impossible grace to the movement. My shoulder clips the

smaller guard's knee as I surge upward, using his stumble as momentum to launch

myself over the desk.

"Stop him!"

The hallway becomes a blur of motion. I run full-out, every muscle singing with

controlled power. A bullet whines past my ear, plaster dust exploding from the wall.

No time for fear. Focus on form, on movement, on survival.

I hit the stairwell at speed, taking the steps three at a time. My phone

vibrates—Raphael's ringtone. He must know I'm gone, must have realized what I'm

attempting. The thought of his disappointment makes my chest ache, but I silence the

call. I'll explain everything once I have proof, once I can show him I'm more than just



a beautiful distraction.

The parking garage looms ahead, shadows offering temporary sanctuary. I weave

between luxury vehicles, counting exits, calculating odds. Three more rows to the

service entrance, then-

White-hot pain explodes through my shoulder. I stumble, catching myself against a

sleek Mercedes. Warm wetness seeps through my shirt—just a graze, but the shock

steals precious seconds. Footsteps converge from multiple directions.

"End of the line, dancer." The scarred guard's voice carries genuine regret. "Nothing

personal, but orders are orders."

I straighten, pressing my back against cold metal. "Lady Ashworth's orders? Or

Dominik's?"

His slight flinch confirms everything. I glance around, counting shadows. Six armed

men, all with clear shots. The folder weighs heavy against my chest, its secrets

burning like brands.

"Just give us the documents," he offers. "We'll make it quick."

A familiar engine snarls in the distance—the distinctive roar of Raphael's Aston

Martin. Hope flares, then dies. He's too far. Too late. I meet the guard's eyes, lifting

my chin. "You'll have to kill me first."

He sighs, weapon rising. "Have it your way, beautiful."

I close my eyes, thinking of Raphael—his touch, his voice, the way he makes me feel

simultaneously trapped and free. At least I tried to prove myself worthy of more than

just his desire.



The first shot cracks like thunder, but not from the guard's gun. He crumples, crimson

blooming across his chest. The garage erupts into chaos—muzzle flashes, shouts of

pain, the deafening orchestra of professional violence. I curl into a protective ball, my

wounded shoulder screaming protest.

Silence falls like a curtain. Italian leather shoes appear in my limited vision. I look up

into Raphael's face, expecting fury. Instead, I see something far

worse—disappointment layered over bone-deep fear.

"Sir," one of his men approaches. "Area's secure. Five dead, one wounded for

questioning."

Raphael doesn't look away from me. "Get him to medical. Then we'll discuss his

punishment for disobeying direct orders."

The doctor is gentle but efficient, cleaning and bandaging the graze while avoiding

my eyes. Everyone in the household can feel the storm building. By the time I enter

Raphael's study, my shoulder aches less than my heart.

He stands at the window, backlit by city lights, power radiating from his rigid

shoulders. "Explain."

"I had to prove myself." The words sound weak even to me. "Had to show you I

could be more than just?—"

"More than what?" He turns, eyes blazing. "More than the man I trust enough to share

my home? More than the partner I've been grooming to help run my organization?

More than someone I lo—" He cuts himself off, jaw tight.

The unfinished word hangs between us, making it hard to breathe. "You keep me

locked away," I whisper. "Protected. Controlled. How am I supposed to believe I'm



anything but a possession?"

"I keep you safe because the thought of losing you terrifies me." His voice cracks

slightly. "But I can't protect someone who's determined to get himself killed."

"I'm not trying to?—"

"No?" He stalks closer, radiating dangerous energy. "Running off alone, infiltrating

an enemy's stronghold, risking everything we've built? What would you call it?"

"I call it fighting for us!" The words explode from me. "Proving I'm strong enough to

stand beside you, not just warm your bed!"

His expression hardens into something terrible. "If that's all you think this is, then

clearly I've failed completely." He turns away, shoulders rigid. "Go. Your old

apartment is still available. There's enough money in your account to restart your

life."

"Raphael—"

"Leave!" The word cracks like a whip. "Since freedom is so important to you, take it.

The door was never locked."

My legs carry me to the door automatically, ballet training taking over when emotion

threatens to overwhelm me. I pause at the threshold, looking back at his unyielding

form. "I never wanted freedom from you," I whisper. "I just wanted to be worthy of

you."

He doesn't answer. Doesn't turn. The click of the door closing behind me echoes with

finality.



The drive to my old apartment passes in a blur. Everything I own at Raphael's estate

can stay there—I can't bear to pack up the pieces of the life we were building. The

familiar squeals of my building's elevator sound alien after months of luxury, but it's

the silence of my dusty apartment that finally breaks me.

I slide down the wall, wrapping my arms around my knees as the tears come. All my

attempts to prove myself worthy have only proven how much I don't deserve him.

The bed where I used to dream of escape now feels empty without his warmth. The

mirrors where I used to practice now reflect only my own broken expression.

My phone buzzes—Marcus, probably checking I made it home safely. I silence it

without looking. The brotherhood I thought I was earning through tonight's mission

dissolves like smoke. I'm just a dancer again, a nobody with nothing but a new set of

scars to show for my ambition.

The night deepens outside my windows, the city's lights blurring through my tears.

Somewhere out there, Raphael is probably already erasing the traces of my presence

from his life. The thought sends fresh pain through my chest. I curl tighter, pressing

my face against my knees.

I finally had everything I never knew I wanted—not just safety and luxury, but

purpose, belonging, love. And I threw it all away trying to prove I deserved it.

Dawn finds me still on the floor, empty of tears but heavy with regret. My shoulder

throbs, a physical reminder of my reckless crusade. Outside, the city wakes to another

ordinary day, unaware that my whole world has shattered.

Time to be practical. I'll need to contact the ballet company, see if my old spot in the

corps is still open. Need to figure out how to survive on a dancer's salary again after

months of comfort. Need to learn how to breathe around the Raphael-shaped hole in

my chest.



But first, I need to sleep. My old bed feels wrong—too small, too cold, too empty. I

curl around a pillow, pretending it's warm and solid like Raphael's chest. In the

growing light, I whisper the words I never dared say to him:

"I love you. I'm sorry. Please don't let me go."

Only silence answers.
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CHAPTER 10

RAPHAEL

The security footage plays on endless loop in my private office, each frame a fresh

torment. Kit moves through his old apartment with dancer's grace, though exhaustion

clearly weighs on him. The bandage on his shoulder stands out stark against his

skin—a reminder of how close I came to losing him completely. Three days since I

sent him away, and the hollow ache in my chest only deepens.

"Sir." Marcus appears in the doorway, his expression carefully neutral. "The

Colombians are waiting in the conference room."

I wave him silent, eyes fixed on the screen. Kit settles onto his narrow bed, curling

around a pillow like he's trying to hold himself together. Even through grainy

surveillance footage, his pain is evident. My fingers itch to touch him, to gather him

close and never let go.

"The meeting, sir," Marcus prompts. "They're getting restless."

"Let them wait." My voice carries an edge that makes him stiffen. "What's the latest

on Dominik's movements?"

"Increased activity at the docks. Our sources say he's planning something big, but

details are scarce." He hesitates. "Lady Ashworth has been seen at his compound

twice this week."



The crystal tumbler shatters in my grip. Blood and scotch drip onto imported wood,

but I barely notice the sting. On screen, Kit paces his apartment like a caged tiger,

that restless energy I first noticed at Obsidian now turned inward.

"Sir," Marcus ventures carefully, "perhaps if you spoke to him?—"

"Enough." I stand, adjusting my cuffs with mechanical precision. "The Colombians.

What exactly do they want?"

The meeting drags endlessly, their demands for increased territory falling on deaf

ears. My mind keeps drifting to Kit—his fierce defiance the night I sent him away,

the broken look in his eyes when he realized I meant it. The memory of his warmth in

my bed haunts me, making the emptiness of my estate unbearable.

"Problems with the boy?" Vicente, the Colombian lieutenant, studies me with shrewd

eyes. "We heard rumors about your little dancer's... adventure."

My hand tightens on the arm of my chair. "My personal affairs are not your concern."

"They are when they affect business." He leans forward, age-wizened face creasing.

"You're distracted, Kova?. And distraction gets men killed in our world."

Before I can respond, the door bursts open. Kit stands there, breathing hard, his

dancer's outfit incongruous in my world of suits and weapons. Blood stains his

shoulder—the wound reopened by whatever mad chase brought him here.

"Raphael." His voice carries desperate urgency. "Dominik's moving tonight. The

shipyard. They know about the weapons cache."

My men react instantly, weapons drawn. But Kit doesn't flinch, his eyes locked on

mine. "I overheard Lady Ashworth on the phone. They're hitting all your major



holdings simultaneously. The ballet company's annual gala is just cover for getting

their people in position."

"How did you?—"

"Because I was supposed to help them." The words tumble out in a rush. "Lady

Ashworth approached me again, tried to recruit me. Said she'd make me principal

dancer if I helped them access the gala's security. I played along to learn their plans."

Pride and fury war in my chest. "You risked yourself again? After everything?—"

"Yes!" He steps closer, ignoring the guns still trained on him. "Because I love you,

you stubborn bastard. Because I'd rather die than let them hurt you."

The confession hangs in the air like smoke after gunfire. Vicente chuckles softly.

"Perhaps not so distracted after all, eh Kova??"

My mind races, analyzing angles, calculating responses. "The gala. When?"

"Two hours." Kit's expression turns fierce. "But I have a plan. The entire ballet

company will be there—dancers who owe me favors, stage crew I've worked with for

years. We can use them to outmaneuver Dominik's people."

"It's too dangerous." The words come automatically, that deep-seated need to protect

him rising like a tide.

His chin lifts in that familiar defiant tilt. "I'm not asking permission. I'm offering you

an army they'll never see coming. Your call if you want to use it."

I study him—the determination in his stance, the tactical brilliance of his suggestion.

This is not the reckless boy who tried to prove himself in Lady Ashworth's office.



This is a strategist, a partner worthy of standing beside me.

"Vicente." I turn to the Colombian, who watches us with open fascination. "I trust

you'll find tonight's entertainment worth staying for?"

He grins, revealing gold teeth. "Wouldn't miss it, my friend. A night at the ballet?

How civilized."

The next two hours transform the theater into a war room. Kit moves between

dancers and stagehands with fluid grace, his quiet authority a revelation. These

people trust him, would follow him into hell itself. I watch from the shadows as he

positions them with tactical precision I never taught him.

"Maria, you'll have the best view from stage left," he tells a willowy dancer. "If you

spot Dominik's men moving through the wings, drop your prop fan. That's Marcus's

signal to move."

She nods, eyes sharp despite her delicate appearance. "What about the second act

transition? That's when we're most exposed."

"That's why Thomas and his crew will be in the fly space above." Kit gestures to the

catwalks where my men are already taking position. "Any hostile movement, they

have clean shots."

My breath catches as I watch him work.

"Impressed?" Vicente materializes beside me, his weathered face thoughtful. "Your

boy has hidden depths."

"He's not my boy anymore." The words taste bitter. "He's his own man."



Vicente's knowing smile makes me want to shoot him. "Perhaps that's why he's

perfect for you."

Before I can respond, Kit approaches. The practice clothes he wore earlier have been

replaced by his costume—all clean lines and subtle power. Our eyes meet, and

electricity crackles between us.

"Dominik's people will be in the audience by now," he says, all business despite the

heat in his gaze. "First three rows, scattered through the boxes. Lady Ashworth's in

her usual seat."

I reach out without thinking, straightening his collar. He shivers at the contact but

doesn't pull away. "Are you sure about this?"

His chin lifts. "I was born for this stage. Let me use it to protect what matters."

The house lights dim. Kit squeezes my hand once, then takes his place in the wings. I

position myself in the shadows, gun a comfortable weight against my ribs. The music

swells, and the performance begins.

Kit moves like living art, every gesture precise and deadly in its beauty. I know he's

scanning the audience, coordinating with our people, but he never breaks character.

When the first shot comes—silenced but still audible to trained ears—he doesn't even

miss a step.

"Now," I breathe into my comm unit. The response is immediate and devastating.

Thomas and his men drop from the fly space, taking out Dominik's snipers with

surgical precision. Maria's fan hits the stage, and Marcus's team surges forward from

the shadows. The audience gasps, thinking it's part of the show as dancers and

criminals clash in lethal choreography.



Kit spins through the chaos like mercury, his ballet training transformed into

something darkly beautiful. A kick that should be a grand battement becomes a neck-

snapping strike. His turns carry him through the guards' blind spots, letting him

disarm them with terrifying grace.

"Raphael!" His voice cuts through the mayhem. "Lady Ashworth—stage left!"

I spot her trying to slip away through the emergency exit. But Kit is already moving,

his body describing an impossible arc through the air. The grand jeté carries him over

the fighting, and he lands directly in her path. The look of shock on her face is almost

comical as he takes her down with a dancer's precise brutality.

"You ungrateful little—" Her words cut off as Kit pins her, all that careful training

now turned against his former patron.

"I learned from the best," he tells her, voice cold. Then he looks up at me, eyes

burning. "She's all yours, love."

The endearment, so casual in the midst of violence, steals my breath. I move forward

to secure Lady Ashworth, but my eyes never leave Kit. He's disheveled, bleeding

slightly from a split lip, and absolutely magnificent.

Vicente's slow applause breaks the moment. "Bravo," he calls from his box. "Best

performance I've seen in years." His smile shows gold teeth. "Worth every penny of

our new arrangement, wouldn't you say, Kova??"

I incline my head, acknowledging the debt while my men secure the scene. The

audience files out, convinced they've witnessed some avant-garde artistic statement.

Only the bodies being quietly removed tell the true story.

Kit approaches slowly, his dancer's grace undiminished by violence. Blood and sweat



make his costume cling in ways that test my control. "Well?" he asks, voice rough.

"Did I prove myself useful?"

Instead of answering, I pull him close, claiming his mouth in a kiss that carries all the

fear and pride and need of the past hours. He melts against me, hands fisting in my

jacket, and for a moment nothing else matters.

"You're extraordinary," I breathe against his lips. "And if you ever risk yourself like

that again?—"

"You'll punish me properly?" His smile is sharp with promise.

"Later." I squeeze his nape in warning. "First we deal with our guests."

Lady Ashworth kneels before us in the empty theater, her elegant gala dress stained

with blood from a split lip. Kit stands at my shoulder, his presence a tangible heat.

The violence has left him almost glowing, fierce energy radiating from every line of

his body.

"I should have broken you when I had the chance," she spits at Kit. "You were

nothing but a desperate little dancer. I made you."

"No." My voice carries deadly quiet. "You tried to use him. But he was never yours

to break." My hand finds Kit's lower back, a possessive touch that makes him shiver.

"Tell us about Dominik's other operations."

She lifts her chin. "Go to hell."

"After you." I nod to Marcus, who steps forward with a tablet. "Show her."

The surveillance photos make her face go pale—her meetings with Dominik, the



money transfers, the weapons shipments. Kit's intelligence gathering proved more

thorough than even I expected.

"You've lost everything," I tell her softly. "Your position in society, your

connections, your leverage. The only question is whether you lose your life as well."

"Wait." Kit's hand settles on my arm. The touch burns even through my suit jacket.

"Let me."

I study his face, seeing not just the dancer I captured all those months ago, but the

strategist he's become. After a moment, I step back. "She's yours."

He crouches before Lady Ashworth, his movements liquid grace. "You were right

about one thing," he says conversationally. "I was desperate. Hungry. Willing to do

anything to survive." His smile turns sharp. "But that's exactly why you never stood a

chance. You saw a pretty toy to manipulate. Raphael saw a survivor worth teaching."

"How romantic." Her sneer doesn't quite hide her fear. "And when he tires of you?

When the next pretty boy catches his eye?"

"Then I'll still be the man who helped bring you down." He stands in one smooth

motion. "The one who turned your own weapons against you. The dancer who

outmaneuvered the queen."

"Dominik will kill you both," she hisses. "He has contingencies you haven't even?—"

"The dock operation?" Kit interrupts. "Already dismantled. The safe houses in

Queens? Burned. The moles in Raphael's organization? Identified." He leans closer.

"I learned more than just dance steps in those private sessions. I learned how to

watch, how to listen, how to piece together the things powerful people think they're

hiding."



Pride blooms hot in my chest. My fierce, brilliant boy, turning her own lessons

against her. I catch Vicente watching with open admiration from his private box.

"You have a choice," I tell her. "Cooperate, give us everything, and retire quietly to a

very private estate upstate. Or..." I let the threat hang.

Her shoulders slump. "I want immunity. Written guarantees."

"Done." I gesture to Marcus. "Take her to the safe house. Full security detail."

As my men lead her away, Kit's composure cracks slightly. He sways, adrenaline

clearly fading. I catch him around the waist, pulling him against my chest.

"I've got you," I murmur into his hair. "You were perfect. Magnificent."

He turns in my arms, pressing his face into my neck. "Take me home," he whispers.

"Please, Raphael. I need..."

"I know exactly what you need." I grip his nape, feeling him melt at the familiar

touch. "But first, we have loose ends."

Vicente approaches, his weathered face creased with amusement. "The Colombian

cartel would be very interested in expanding our arrangement," he says. "Particularly

if your dancer is involved in future negotiations."

Kit stiffens, but I keep him close. "My partner's involvement is not up for

discussion."

Vicente's eyebrows rise at the word 'partner.' His gaze travels between us, seeing too

much. "Of course. Though I suspect he'll do exactly as he pleases, regardless of our

discussions." He bows slightly to Kit. "You've given an old man hope for our future,



boy. The next generation may surprise us yet."

After he leaves, Kit turns to me. "Partner?"

"Problem?" I keep my voice neutral, though my heart pounds.

"Say it again." His eyes burn into mine. "Please."

I cup his face, thumbs brushing his cheekbones. "My partner. My equal. My fierce,

brilliant love."

His kiss tastes of blood and triumph and coming home. I let myself get lost in it for a

moment before pulling back. "Now, about that punishment you've earned..."

His smile is pure sin. "Promise?"
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The Aston Martin’s engine purrs, a low, throaty sound that vibrates through the car,

through me, a counterpoint to the frantic hammering of my heart. We’re speeding

away from the theater, leaving the chaos and the victory behind, swallowed by the

city night. The streetlights blur past, transforming into streaks of color, a dizzying

kaleidoscope that mirrors the chaotic storm of emotions swirling within me.

Adrenaline still courses through my veins, a tingling hum beneath my skin, a

phantom echo of the fight. I steal a glance at Raphael. His profile, sharp and intense

in the dim light, is etched against the darkness. His hands grip the steering wheel with

controlled force, knuckles white against tanned skin. Power radiates from him, a

tangible force that fills the car, that wraps around me, a comforting weight.

Dominance, control, possessiveness… and beneath it all, something softer, something

that makes my chest ache with a longing I can’t quite articulate, a yearning that goes

beyond the physical.

“Partner,” I whisper the word, testing its shape on my tongue, feeling its weight settle

in the space between us. It feels… right. More than right. It feels like a claim, a

promise, a whispered vow in the darkness. It feels like the missing piece of a puzzle I

didn’t even know I was trying to solve.

He turns his head, his gaze flickering towards me, a brief, intense connection in the

dim light. Something unreadable flashes in his eyes—amusement? Curiosity? A hint

of the tenderness I’ve only glimpsed in fleeting moments? “What was that, moje

láska ?”

My breath hitches at the endearment, the Czech phrase a familiar caress, a secret

language we’ve carved out in the midst of chaos. “Partner,” I repeat, my voice

stronger this time, the word a declaration, a question, a plea. “You called me your



partner.”

A slow smile spreads across his face, transforming his features, softening the hard

lines, revealing the warmth that lies beneath. The sight of it, so rare, so precious,

makes my heart clench in my chest, a fierce, almost painful squeeze. It’s a feeling so

intense, so overwhelming, that it steals my breath, leaving me lightheaded, dizzy with

a happiness that borders on disbelief.

“And so I did,” he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that vibrates through the car,

through me, settling deep in my bones. He reaches out, his hand covering mine, his

fingers interlacing with mine, a perfect fit. The warmth of his touch seeps into me,

chasing away the lingering chill of the night, calming the tremors that still dance

beneath my skin. “My partner,” he repeats, the words a caress, a brand, a promise.

“My equal. My…” He pauses, the silence pregnant with unspoken words, with the

weight of emotions he hasn’t yet voiced. “My everything.”

The unsaid word, the one that hangs in the air between us, is heavy with unspoken

promises, with the weight of a love I’m only just beginning to understand, a love

that’s both terrifying and exhilarating, a love that’s consumed me, body and soul. I

squeeze his hand, my heart pounding against my ribs, a frantic rhythm of hope and

fear and a burgeoning sense of belonging, of finally finding a place where I fit, where

I’m not just a captive, a dancer, a tool to be used, but a partner, an equal, a lover.

The car pulls into the familiar driveway of his estate, the gravel crunching beneath

the tires, a familiar sound that now holds a different meaning, a sense of

homecoming. The house looms before us, a dark, imposing silhouette against the

night sky, no longer a gilded cage, but a sanctuary, a haven, a place where I can

finally be myself, where I can finally shed the masks I’ve worn for so long, the masks

of defiance, of indifference, of fear, and embrace the raw, vulnerable truth of who I

am—his.

He leads me inside, his hand still clasped in mine, the warmth of his touch a



grounding presence in the opulent silence of the house. The air is thick with unspoken

anticipation, with the promise of the punishment he promised, the reward I crave, a

strange, intoxicating blend of fear and desire that coils low in my belly. We walk

through the familiar corridors, the silence broken only by the soft click of our

footsteps on the marble floor, each step bringing us closer to the inevitable, to the

moment when the masks will finally fall away, and we’ll be left with nothing but the

raw, naked truth of our connection.

He leads me to his study, the room where it all began, where he first revealed his

power, his control, his possessiveness. The memories of that night, of the fear and the

thrill and the burgeoning desire, still linger in the air, a tangible reminder of how far

we’ve come, of the journey we’ve taken together, from captor and captive to lovers,

to partners.

He turns to me, his gaze intense, searching, as if trying to decipher the secrets hidden

within me. He reaches out, his hand cupping my face, his thumb stroking my

cheekbone, a gentle caress that sends a shiver down my spine. “You were

magnificent tonight, Kit,” he murmurs, his voice thick with pride, with admiration,

with something else… something that makes my breath catch in my throat, a feeling

that’s both exhilarating and terrifying, a feeling that whispers of love. “So fucking

brilliant. So fucking mine.”

The praise, raw and edged with possessiveness, sends a thrill through me, a wave of

heat that pools low in my belly. I lean into his touch, my body humming with a need I

can no longer deny, a need for his touch, his control, his love.

“I told you I’d punish you for your disobedience,” he continues, his voice dropping

lower, a husky growl that makes my cock twitch involuntarily. “And I always keep

my promises.”

He retrieves a collar from the desk drawer, the leather smooth and supple against his

fingertips. The sight of it sends a shiver down my spine, a thrill of anticipation mixed



with a frisson of fear. It’s a symbol, a declaration, a physical manifestation of the

bond between us.

He steps closer, his body a warm, solid presence against mine, the scent of his

cologne, a familiar mix of expensive musk and something uniquely him, filling my

senses. He lifts the collar, his gaze locking with mine, a silent question, a silent

promise. “This is a symbol of our bond, Kit,” he murmurs, his voice soft now, almost

reverent, the words a caress against my soul. “A reminder that you belong to me.

Body and soul.”

He fastens the collar around my neck, the cool metal a stark contrast to the heat of his

skin, a delicious sensation that sends shivers dancing across my flesh. The click of the

clasp echoes in the quiet room, a small, sharp sound that holds a world of meaning, a

finality that makes my heart pound against my ribs. I’m his. Utterly, completely,

irrevocably his. And the realization, the surrender, the acceptance of this truth, sends

a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure through me.

He pulls me closer, his lips finding mine in a kiss that’s both tender and demanding, a

perfect blend of sweetness and possession. He tastes of scotch and victory and

something else… something that makes me want to melt against him, to surrender to

him completely, body and soul.

He breaks the kiss, his gaze intense, searching, as if memorizing my features,

branding me with his gaze. “Do you understand what this means, Kit?” he asks, his

voice a low growl, a rumble of possessiveness that vibrates through me.

I nod, my voice caught in my throat, the words a silent confession, a whispered plea.

“I’m yours,” I manage, the words barely audible, but filled with a sincerity that goes

beyond language.

“Good boy,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear, his breath warm against

my skin, sending shivers down my spine. “Now, let’s see how well you’ve learned



your lessons.”

He takes my hand, his fingers interlacing with mine, and leads me towards the

bedroom, the air thick with anticipation, with the promise of pleasure and pain and

surrender. He pushes me gently onto the bed, the soft mattress a welcome contrast to

the hard planes of his body. He follows me down, his weight a comforting pressure,

his hands already roaming over my body, exploring every inch of my skin with a

possessiveness that makes my breath catch in my throat. He leans down, his lips

brushing against mine, his breath hot against my ear.

"Let's get these clothes off," he whispers, his voice a low growl that sends shivers of

anticipation dancing across my skin. His hands move to my shirt, tugging at the

buttons, his touch a tantalizing mix of roughness and tenderness. I close my eyes,

surrendering to the moment, to the intoxicating blend of fear and desire that coils low

in my belly, waiting to be unleashed.

He rips my shirt open, the buttons scattering across the floor like fallen stars, a small

act of violence that makes my breath catch in my throat. His gaze, hot and intense,

rakes over my bare chest, making me feel both exposed and strangely exhilarated. His

hands follow his gaze, tracing the lines of my body, his touch a brand, a claim, a

promise of more to come. He pulls me closer, his lips finding mine in a bruising kiss

that leaves me breathless, dizzy with desire. His tongue invades my mouth, tangling

with mine, a dance of dominance and submission that mirrors the power dynamic

between us.

He pulls back, his eyes glinting with dark amusement. "So eager, moje láska ," he

murmurs, his voice a low growl that sends shivers down my spine.

He reaches for my belt, his fingers deftly unbuckling it, his touch a tantalizing tease.

He slides my pants down my legs, his gaze lingering on the curve of my hips, the

swell of my cock straining against the confines of my underwear. He reaches for

them, his fingers brushing against my heated skin, sending a jolt of electricity through



me. He pulls them down, his touch lingering, teasing, before finally discarding them

on the floor, leaving me completely naked and vulnerable before him.

He stands, shedding his own clothes with a practiced grace, his body a masterpiece of

sculpted muscle and raw power. The sight of him, naked and dominant, sends a wave

of heat through me, a primal yearning that makes my cock throb with anticipation. He

retrieves a small, velvet box from the nightstand, its contents gleaming in the dim

light.

My breath hitches as he reaches for me, his touch firm but gentle as he guides my

legs apart. The cool metal of the cock ring slides onto the base of my cock, the added

restriction an instant intensifier, making it throb and pulse with a desperate need.

He retrieves a small bottle, the lubricant cool against my heated skin as he pours a

generous amount onto his hand. His fingers, slick and warm, trace the lines of my

body, sending shivers of pleasure dancing across my flesh. He lingers at the sensitive

skin between my thighs, circling my entrance with a slow, deliberate touch that

makes me gasp, my hips bucking involuntarily. Then, with a swift, precise

movement, he plunges two lubricated fingers deep inside me, stretching me,

preparing me. I moan, my body already aching for the real thing.

He pulls back, leaving me empty and wanting, and reaches for my aching cock. His

hand wraps around me, firm and sure, stroking me in time with the rhythmic spanks

he delivers to my ass. The sting is sharp, shocking, a delicious counterpoint to the

building pleasure.

"More," I gasp, arching into his hand, craving both the pain and the pleasure. He

smirks, a predatory gleam in his eyes, and obliges, the spanks coming harder, faster,

each one sending a ripple of heat through me.

He continues to tease me, his fingers working their magic on my cock, bringing me to

the brink, then pulling back, leaving me aching and frustrated. He leans down, his



breath hot against my ear.

"So eager," he whispers, his voice a low growl. "But you'll wait."

The denial, the forced restraint, only intensifies the pleasure, making my cock throb

and ache with a need that can't be fulfilled. I cry out, a desperate plea lost in the

sound of his hand against my skin, the sting of the spanks, the phantom feeling of his

fingers still inside me.

Finally, he positions himself between my legs, the head of his hardened cock pressing

against my entrance, the weight and heat of it a tantalizing promise. I buck up against

him, desperate for the release he's been withholding. He smirks, a predatory gleam in

his eyes.

“Patience, moje láska ,” he murmurs, his voice a low growl. “I haven’t even begun to

punish you yet.”

He fills me, stretching me, the initial intrusion a sharp, sweet sting that quickly

blossoms into a molten heat. A low moan escapes my lips, a sound I can’t contain, as

he sinks deeper, the feeling of fullness, of completion, almost overwhelming. My

nails dig into his back, desperate for purchase, for something to hold onto as he

begins to move.

Each thrust is a delicious torment, a controlled rhythm of pleasure and pain. A searing

brand against my soul, marking me as his. Mine. The word echoes in my mind, a

possessive whisper that sends a shiver down my spine. My body arches against his,

craving more, needing more, the friction building a fire low in my belly.

"Ah...Raphael," I gasp, the name a prayer, a plea, torn from my throat.

The sudden shift as he flips me onto my stomach sends a wave of pleasure washing

over me, a new angle, a new pressure, intensifying the sensations. His hand tangles in

my hair, tugging, pulling, the slight pain a delicious counterpoint to the



overwhelming pleasure.

Then, his fingers tighten around my throat, a gentle pressure that restricts my airway,

stealing my breath. The world tilts, the pleasure sharpening, blurring into something

almost painful, almost… ecstatic. A whimper escapes my lips, a strangled sound of

pure need.

The sting of his hand against my ass is sharp, shocking, sending a ripple of heat

through me. The sound echoes in the room, a stark reminder of his control, his power,

and the strange, intoxicating thrill it gives me to surrender to it. A gasp escapes my

lips, followed by a low moan as he follows the spank with a slap, the sensation

reverberating through me, making me crave more.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word barely audible, lost in the sound of our mingled breaths.

“More.”

The cool leather of his belt against my throat is a stark contrast to the burning heat

that’s consuming me. He pulls it taut, cutting off my air, the world narrowing to the

feeling of him inside me, deep, hard, possessive. The pressure of his hand on my

back, anchoring me, the burn in my lungs, the relentless rhythm of his thrusts… it’s

all too much, too intense, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Raphael,” I cry out, his name a desperate plea, a strangled sob. The pleasure builds,

coils, tightens, a pressure that’s almost unbearable.

He’s relentless, driving into me with a primal force, his eyes burning into mine, a

silent conversation of dominance and surrender. The belt tightens around my throat,

the pressure increasing, stealing my breath, heightening the pleasure until I’m

teetering on the edge of oblivion. He edges me, teasing me, bringing me to the brink,

then pulling back, leaving me aching and desperate.

“Please,” I beg, the word a broken whisper, a mixture of defiance and pure,



unadulterated need. He’s relentless, pushing me past my limits, shattering my control

until I’m a whimpering mess beneath him, begging for release.

The feeling of him filling me, hot and thick, is both a relief and a torment. My own

orgasm is denied, held captive by the cock ring, the frustration exquisite, a sharp

counterpoint to the still-building pleasure. I look over my shoulder at him, pinned to

the mattress by his weight, his strength.

“I’ve got you,” Raphael says. He sees my need in my eyes, the desperate need, and a

tenderness softens his gaze. He removes the ring, the sudden release sending a jolt of

pure, white-hot pleasure through me. Then he strokes me with his hand, coaxing me,

guiding me through wave after wave of intense sensation. I shatter around him, my

body convulsing, my cries echoing through the room, a release so powerful it leaves

me trembling. He follows close behind, his own release a powerful shudder, his body

collapsing against mine.

In the aftermath, he holds me close, his touch gentle, his presence a comforting

weight. He whispers words of love, raw and vulnerable, cracking open the last

vestiges of my defenses.

“I love you, Kit,” he murmurs, his voice thick with emotion. “So fucking much.”

The words, so unexpected, so vulnerable, break something inside me, a dam of

affection I hadn’t realized I’d built. I turn to him, my arms wrapping around him,

holding him tight against me, afraid to let go.

“I love you too, Raphael,” I whisper back, my voice thick with tears, the words a

confession, a promise, a truth I’ve finally accepted.

He kisses me then, a deep, tender kiss that seals our bond, a promise of more to come,

a silent acknowledgment of the love that has blossomed between us, fierce and

fragile, in the most unlikely of circumstances. He holds me close, his body a warm,



comforting presence against mine. And in that moment, nestled safe within his

embrace, surrounded by the echoes of our shared passion, I’m finally home. He

continues to hold me, his touch a gentle caress, his presence a silent reassurance. The

aftershocks of pleasure still ripple through me, leaving me weak and pliant in his

arms. But it’s more than just physical. Something has shifted inside me, something

profound and permanent. I’m his. And in his possession, in his control, I’ve found

something precious, something I never thought I would find. A love that’s both brutal

and tender, a connection that’s both fierce and fragile. And I know, with a certainty

that goes beyond logic, that I’ll never let him go.


