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  Trigger Warnings


As always, I will list any potential trigger warnings at the start of every book. If I miss one or you find something triggering, please feel free to reach out to me at vicravenauthor@gmail.com. 
Never forget, your mental health is extremely important and if it gets broken, it's incredibly expensive to fix. So be weary.
-mention of rape and abuse
-consent non consent
-accidental hard limit hit
-breaking into home
-light stalking
-religious trauma
-marital rape







  
  Dedication 





Welcome to CNC, Friends. Enjoy it.








  
  Also by


If you’re ready for more darkness, more healing,
 and more of the characters you love, tap below.
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  Chapter 1

Becca


Today, I will either be committed to a psychiatric hospital or finally move past the trauma that has shaped my life for the last ten years. It’s really a toss-up at this point. 
Last week, I talked about using consent-non-consent with my therapist. While I had done a fair amount of research into it, I wasn’t totally sold on the idea that this was a viable option for a rape survivor. 
CNC didn’t make a lot of sense to me, but other rape survivors said that it helped them overcome the trauma and allowed sex to be okay again. And I desperately want to be normal…whatever that is. 
My therapist looked at me like I had grown another head, but after taking a second to gather her thoughts, she asked what I knew about CNC. I told her that basically I was consenting to being raped. 
She just shook her head and said that is why I didn’t understand how it was a viable tool for survivors. CNC is much more than that. In fact, she said that if I were to talk to someone about CNC and said that, a good practitioner would run away screaming. She also said that if I said it like that to someone and they didn’t run away, I should be really worried.
When I asked her about the research done about CNC, she told me that not only is CNC extremely therapeutic for rape survivors but just about all of BDSM is therapeutic to all traumatized and neurodivergent people. 
We continued to talk about it for the rest of the session, and I walked out with more questions than answers. But she suggested going to an Obsidian munch or class and ‌just talk to the people there. 
I was shocked that she would suggest that I go to a sex club. But I figure after seeing her for the last seven years and seeing the progress that I’ve made in that time, I can trust her. She told me to tell them that Beth sent me, whatever that means. 
I get out of my car in the club parking lot. I’m nervous, but after everything I’ve been through, this is nothing. I walk towards the doors with my head high, my heels clicking on the ground, and the summer breeze pulling at my sundress. I left my long, brown hair down today, and now I am regretting not having it pulled back in my signature messy bun. 
I’m not sure what I expect when I walk in, but seeing normal people in normal clothes isn’t it. No leather, no masks, no whips or chains swinging from the ceiling—just a handful of people talking like old friends and a folding table at the entryway. The sign says to “sign in,” and I freeze. Do I really want my name on record at a sex club?
One of the women behind the table must see my hesitation. “You don’t have to use your real name,” she says kindly. “Just whatever you’re comfortable with—and your pronouns, so people know how to address you.”
I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. Okay. Still strange, but slightly less terrifying. I scrawl “Becca” on the tag, stick it on my dress, and try to pretend this is just another conference check-in. This is beyond odd—but maybe odd is exactly what I need.
They point me in the direction of the tables, explaining that lunch is buffet style and to help myself. 
I nod and walk towards the tables that have been set up classroom style. I notice a woman flanked by two men chatting with another woman with her back to me. I also see a line of people along the back wall filling their plates. This is shaping up to be the weirdest thing I’ve done in a hot minute. 
One of the women at the front notices me and waves me over. As I walk over, I see that Beth is the other woman that I couldn’t see. 
“Hey, Becca, I’m glad you made it.” Beth gives me a quick hug and turns us back to the group. “This is Maris, Rhett, and Cam. Maris is our educator here at the club and is putting on the class today.”
“Oh,” is all I can say. I’m shocked. Not because of Maris, but because my therapist is at a sex club munch. 
She takes my arm and pulls me off to the side. 
“I have to be very careful in my line of work. If the boards in this state think that I am sending people to a BDSM club, my license will be pulled. However, if you just so happen to walk into a munch, then that is circumstantial…does that make sense?”
“I understand, I’m just a little shocked is all. I am trying to process what I’m seeing,” I say, gesturing to the space. 
“Did you think there would be leather, whips, and chains?” She chuckles. “We save those for demo or club night.” 
My eyes must bug out of my head because she laughs harder. 
“Becca, it’s okay. I know that you had a sheltered upbringing, and I know that this must be really weird for you. But I promise, this is the best place for you to get the information for what you want. I am absolutely terrified that if left to your own devices, you will end up hurt again. Coming here, to Obsidian, means that the danger to you is minimal.”
“I’m okay. I just don’t know that I was expecting this.”
“It’s okay to be overwhelmed. I would be concerned if you weren’t. I’m sitting on the edge of the second row, if you want, you can sit with me. If not, no pressure. But today’s class is the reason I suggested this munch.”
With that, she goes back over to Maris and starts chatting. I put my purse down by hers and go to the buffet line. It’s a good spread and I load up my plate. As I reach for the salad dressing, a hand grabs it before I do.
I look up and see a tall man with black hair and green eyes talking to another man in line. He’s wearing a button down black shirt with the sleeves rolled up his forearms and tucked into his jeans. He’s tall, over six foot, with an athletic build. I’m getting ready to say something when he turns his head and sees me. He freezes. 
“I’m sorry, I wasn’t paying attention when I grabbed it. Here,” he says and hands me back the bottle. 
“Thank you,” I say, and when I’m done, I hand it back to him. 
He continues to stare at me, and I wiggle the bottle in an effort to get him to take it. He takes it from me slowly. “Where are you sitting?”
“I’m in the second row, on the edge,” I tell him. One of the things that I’m really good at is wearing a mask of complete confidence when I’m in new situations. It is a skill that has come in very handy over the years. Because outside I am a calm, confident woman. Inside, I am a nervous wreck.
I take my plate to the table and sit down. It’s not long before Beth comes and sits next to me. We chat as we eat and wait for the class to start. As we are talking, Beth looks over my shoulder, and a smile takes over her face. 
She gets up and rushes around me, giving the man from the buffet line a hug. He lifts her up. Beth hangs there for a second before he puts her down. 
“Becca, this is Derrick. Derrick, Becca,” she gushes. “I’m so glad that you’re teaching this class with Maris, Derrick.” 
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” He looks over at me. “Mind if I sit down and eat before we get started?” 
I nod and scoot my chair over a touch. I look back at Beth and she looks giddy. 
We continue talking as Maris walks up to the front of the room. 
“Good afternoon, everyone.” She raises her voice to be heard over everyone and almost immediately everyone stops talking. “Today is a special treat. Derrick is here to talk to you guys about one of my favorite topics, consent-non-consent.”
The whole room erupts in applause, and my heart stops. I turn and look at Beth, and she gives me a guilty smile. 
Derrick gets up and walks to the front of the room. “Good afternoon, y’all. For those that don’t know me, my name is Derrick and I am an
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He takes her, but gives everything back.

Obsidian:
Taken

Vic Raven







