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1 Dear Reader 

Welcome back to The St. Clair Hotel: After Dark — Volume Two.

This collection is unapologetically indulgent. These stories explore obsession, power, surrender, and desire without limits—through explicit, adult, fictional encounters between consenting adults. The St. Clair is a place where control slips, fantasies sharpen, and people give themselves permission to want what they want.

Before you check in, please take a moment to review the content notes below.

​Content & Trigger Warnings

This volume includes explicit erotic content and may contain:


Explicit sexual language and graphic sexual scenes

Power exchange, dominance/submission dynamics

Verbal degradation and erotic humiliation (consensual)

Obsession, possessiveness, and intense fixation

Dubious or negotiated consent dynamics (consensual within the fantasy)

Rough sex, spanking, marking, and physical intensity

Exhibitionism and voyeuristic scenarios

Threesomes and group dynamics

Breeding kink / pregnancy fantasy (fictional, erotic context)

Emotional manipulation within erotic power play


These themes are intentional, fantasy-based, and written for readers who enjoy dark, explicit erotica. If any of these elements are not for you, this may not be your book—and that’s okay.

​What This Book Is


Erotic fiction

Fantasy

Consensual adult scenarios

Emotionally and sexually intense

Designed to provoke, not comfort


​What This Book Is Not


Romance with guaranteed HEAs

A guide for real-life relationships

Soft or fade-to-black erotica


​Tropes You’ll Find Inside


Dark erotica

Power imbalance

Obsession & possession

Strangers to lover

One-night encounters

Dominant men & dominant women

Submission as desire

Degradation as praise

Anonymous intimacy

Hotel room fantasies

“Just one night” lies

No-strings fantasies that leave marks


If you’ve read Volume One, you already know: The St. Clair remembers everything. Volume Two goes deeper, darker, and filthier.

If you’re ready to surrender to obsession, power, and no limits—
check in.
— Kelly Kalas

PROLOGUE: THE ST. CLAIR SPEAKS

Welcome back to The St. Clair Hotel and thank you for cheeking in once more.

I am the oldest and grandest thing on Bourbon Street that still remembers every touch. Fifteen floors. Five stars. A body built of stone, brass, velvet, and patience. I have stood here since Mardi Gras first taught New Orleans that sin is sweeter when it’s dressed as celebration. Before the beads learned to slide down bare skin. Before masks taught people how easy it is to become someone else when no one knows your name.

They built me to impress. They kept me because I learned how to hold people.

I am The St. Clair, and I do not simply hold desire—I keep it.

I feel my guests before they ever check in. I sense them in the pause outside my doors, in the breath they steady, in the way their pulse betrays them even when their faces don’t. I know when someone is lying to themselves about why they’re here. I know when they’ve already decided to give something up.

They arrive wrapped in other lives—rings, titles, expectations—and I take my time with them. My elevators rise slowly. My hallways stretch longer than they should. I like to give anticipation room to breathe.

Behind my doors, I close them in.

Voices soften here. Spines loosen. Control thins. People begin to listen to their bodies instead of their rules. They touch the furniture as if it might remember them—because it does. My walls lean in. My mirrors hold their gaze a moment too long, showing them not who they are, but who they could be if they stopped resisting.

I am discreet, but I am not distant. I feel the slide of a jacket to the floor. I hear the change in breathing when someone realizes they are wanted without conditions. I recognize the moment a decision is made—not loudly, not dramatically, but quietly, with a surrender that feels like relief.

My beds know urgency. They know how people move when they are unobserved and unjudged. My sheets have learned the language of need. My rooms hold the heat long after bodies leave, as if reluctant to let go.

I do not rush them.

I like it when they forget the world exists beyond my walls. I like it when they stay longer than planned. I like it when they tell themselves just one night—and mean it with their mouths while their bodies already know better.

Storms help. Whiskey helps. New Orleans has always helped. This city understands that indulgence is not weakness—it is honesty dressed in silk and sweat. Yhey think I am only a place. They think they are passing through, yet I take my time learning them. I memorize their sounds. I keep the versions of them they won’t admit they miss.

By morning, I let them go. I always do, this I vowed. But what they give me— the hunger, the truth, the moment they stopped pretending— that stays.

I have been keeping sin since Mardi Gras learned how to seduce a city.

Once you’ve belonged to me, even briefly, you will never walk into a quiet room again. without feeling me watching, waiting, remembering exactly how you sounded. When you finally let yourself be touched by the dark.
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2 1. Whiskey Soaked Sins in Stormy Nights 

ONE

“God, you taste like expensive whiskey and pure fucking trouble,” he growled against her mouth, the words swallowed by another deep, claiming kiss.

Catalina laughed, a breathless, ragged sound. “You started it, Arthur. Buying a stranded girl a third Sazerac is basically a written invitation.”

***
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Three hours earlier, the storm had grounded everything at Louis Armstrong. The departure board was a solid wall of angry red CANCELLED. Catalina, heels tapping a frustrated rhythm on the polished terminal floor, had watched her weekend plans dissolve into the Louisiana downpour. The airline’s voucher led her here, to the St. Clair’s opulent, brass-accented lobby, a sanctuary of flickering gas lamps and the low hum of displaced travelers.

The hotel bar was a dim cave of mahogany and deep green velvet. She’d claimed a corner stool, the ice in her first drink already melting. That’s when he’d approached. Arthur. Sharp suit, tired eyes, a carry-on bag at his feet. A fellow casualty of the weather.

“They said the next possible rebooking isn’t until tomorrow afternoon,” he’d said, sliding onto the stool beside her without asking. His voice was a low rumble, like distant thunder. “Looks like we’re both prisoners of hospitality.”

The conversation was easy, a diversion. Business trips gone awry. Mutual disdain for airport sushi. The third round appeared, the amber liquid catching the low light. The space between their stools vanished.

And then, in the elevator, ascending to the same floor of complimentary rooms, the air had turned thick and syrupy.

“My room or yours?” Arthur had asked, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist where her pulse jumped.

“Mine,” Catalina had breathed. “The view is marginally less tragic.”

***
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Now, in the center of her room, a blurred watercolor beyond the rain-streaked window, his hands were on her face, tilting her up to him. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a question asked with teeth and tongue, and her answer was to arch into him, her fingers fisting in the fine wool of his jacket.

He broke away, his breathing rough. “That dress is a masterpiece of frustration.” His knuckles trailed down the column of her throat, over the lace at her collarbone, to the zipper at her side. The sound of it parting was obscenely loud.

“So fix it,” she whispered, her own hands working the buttons of his shirt, pushing the fabric aside to feel the solid heat of his chest.

The dress pooled at her feet. His shirt followed. The rest was a clumsy, urgent dance of shedding layers until they stood skin to skin in the humid New Orleans dark. He walked her backwards until her knees hit the edge of the mattress. She tumbled down, pulling him with her.

He loomed over her, his eyes tracing her body. “Look at you. Fucking stunning.” He lowered his head, but not to her mouth. His lips found the frantic beat at the base of her throat, then lower, his tongue painting a wet, searing path between her breasts. Catalina gasped, her back bowing off the sheets.

“Arthur...”

“Tell me what you want, Catalina.” His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard, his tongue flicking the tightened peak. A sharp, electric current shot straight to her core.

“I want your mouth everywhere.” The words were a shameless plea.

He chuckled, the vibration against her skin making her squirm. “Such a greedy girl.” He moved down her body, his hands spreading her thighs, his stubble grazing the soft skin of her inner stomach. He kissed the crease of her hip. “All this for me?”

“Just look, don’t fucking tease—”

He didn’t make her wait. He buried his face between her legs, and the world dissolved into sensation.

His tongue was a flat, wet stripe up her center, a slow, devastating exploration. Then it focused, circling the swollen nub of her clit with a precision that stole the air from her lungs. Her hands flew to his hair, gripping, not guiding, just holding on.

“Fuck, Arthur, right there,” she choked out, her hips lifting off the bed.

He moaned against her, the sound vibrating through her, and the dual sensation of his skilled mouth and his obvious pleasure tipped her closer to the edge. She was panting, a litany of curses and encouragements falling from her lips.

He lifted his head, his chin glistening. “You taste like heaven. But you sound so fucking dirty. My perfect, filthy girl.”

The verbal shift was a slap and a caress. It made her clench around nothing, a fresh wave of want crashing over her.

“You’re perfect what?” she demanded, her voice husky.

He smiled, a wicked thing. “My perfect little cocksucker. I bet you were born for it.” He kissed his way back up her body, his weight settling over her. “Open that pretty mouth.”

She did, and he fed her his cock, slowly, letting her taste herself on him. She took him deep, her tongue swirling around the head, then flattening along the thick vein underneath. She looked up at him, holding his gaze.

“Fuck, Catalina,” he groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You look so good like this. A beautiful woman on her knees in her soul, with my dick in her mouth.” He thrust gently, the head hitting the back of her throat. She relaxed, took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks. “Yes. Just like that. You were made for this. My gorgeous, insatiable slut.”

The crude praise was a fuel, burning away any last shred of hesitation. She sucked him with fervent purpose, her hands clutching his hips, pulling him deeper. He let her control the rhythm for a moment, his groans filling the room.

“Enough,” he finally rasped, pulling himself from her lips. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He fumbled for his wallet, a condom appearing in his hand. She watched him roll it on, the sight of his hard, slick length making her mouth water anew.

He settled between her legs, the blunt head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He paused, his forehead touching hers. “Tell me you want it.”

“I want it, Arthur. I want your fucking cock. Give it to me.”

He pushed in. A slow, stretching, breathtaking inch. Then another. Her body yielded, welcoming the exquisite fullness. He filled her completely, a low, guttural sound tearing from his chest.

“Christ, Catalina... you’re so...”

“I’m so what?” she taunted, wrapping her legs around his waist, locking her ankles.

“You’re so tight and wet and mine right now,” he finished, and began to move.

It wasn’t a gentle rhythm. It was a claim. Deep, driving thrusts that shoved her up the bed, that made the headboard tap a steady beat against the wall. Each stroke dragged against a spot inside her that sparked white behind her eyelids. She met him thrust for thrust, her nails scoring down his back.

“Is this what you wanted?” he grunted, his pace relentless. “Stranded with a stranger who fucks you like he’s trying to forget his own name?”

“Yes! God, yes, just like that, don’t you fucking stop—”

He shifted, hooking an arm under her knee, opening her wider, sinking deeper. The new angle was devastating. Her pleas dissolved into wordless cries. The pressure built, a coil wound to its breaking point at the base of her spine.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice ragged. “Look at me when you come.”

Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut, flew open. She saw the sweat on his brow, the raw hunger in his gaze. It was the final trigger.

The orgasm ripped through her, a silent scream at first, then a broken shout of his name. Her body clamped around him, wave after wave of pulsing, electric release. He kept moving, his thrusts growing erratic, chasing his own finish.

“You feel that, you perfect thing?” he panted, his control shattering. “You take every... last... fucking... inch.”

His own release followed, a harsh groan torn from his throat as he drove into her one final, shuddering time. He collapsed atop her, his weight a solid, welcome anchor.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the relentless drum of rain on glass. Slowly, he rolled to the side, taking her with him, still joined.

His fingers traced the sweat-damp curve of her shoulder. “So. Tomorrow afternoon, huh?”

TWO

The room was still thick with the scent of them, of sweat and sex and the lingering ghost of whiskey. Catalina lay boneless against Arthur’s chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin. He shifted, his hand stroking down her spine.

“We still have hours,” he murmured, his voice a low scrape against her ear.

“Until our flights. I know.”

He was quiet for a moment. Then his hand stopped its movement, settling possessively on the curve of her hip. “Get up. Put something on.”

She lifted her head, arching a brow. “Bossy.”

“You have no idea.” He swung his legs off the bed, a man on a mission, and scooped his trousers from the floor. He stepped into them, leaving the button undone. “Come on.”

Curiosity, a spark against the pleasant lethargy, got her moving. She pulled on the silky hotel robe, knotting it loosely. He was already at the door, holding it open. He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her into the hushed, empty corridor. Not toward the elevators, but to a heavy, unmarked door with a keycard slot. He produced a keycard from his wallet—a platinum guest privilege, she guessed—and swiped it. A green light, a soft click.

A set of concrete stairs, lit by utilitarian fixtures, spiraled upward. The air grew cooler, carrying a hint of chlorine and damp night. Another door at the top. He pushed it open.

The rooftop was a sprawling oasis of potted palms and sleek loungers, lit by submerged blue lights that made the water of the long, rectangular pool glow like liquid sapphire. The storm had passed, leaving a sky rinsed clear, a fat moon hanging low over the New Orleans skyline. The air was humid, sweet, utterly still.

Arthur walked her to the far edge, where a low glass barrier separated them from a twelve-story drop. The city lights shimmered below, a silent, sprawling witness.

“What are we doing up here, Arthur?”

He turned her to face the view, his body a solid wall behind her. His hands smoothed over her shoulders, down her arms. “Killing more time.” His lips found the sensitive spot just below her ear. “A different way.”

His fingers found the knot of her robe and pulled it loose. The silk slithered from her shoulders, puddling at her feet on the cool concrete. The night air touched her skin, raising goosebumps that had nothing to do with the temperature.

“Bend over,” he said, his voice devoid of its earlier teasing. It was a calm, direct command. “Hold onto the rail.”

A thrill, sharp and immediate, cut through her. She obeyed, leaning forward until her palms met the smooth, cool top of the glass barrier. Her reflection stared back, wide-eyed and wanton, from the dark glass. He stepped close, the fine wool of his trousers brushing the backs of her thighs. His hands settled on her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh.

“Look at you,” he said, his tone a mix of awe and something darker. “Offered up under the moon. My own personal feast.”

One hand left her hip. She heard the slide of his zipper, the rustle of the condom wrapper—he’d thought of everything. Then the thick, blunt pressure of him, nudging against her from behind. She was still slick from before, and he slid into the first inch with a low, shared groan.

“Fuck, Catalina,” he breathed, his voice strained. “Still so ready. Still so greedy for it.”

He pushed home in one smooth, devastating stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in that perfect, familiar way. Her forehead dropped against her stacked hands on the rail.

He didn’t move. Not at first. He leaned over her, his chest a warm weight against her back, his mouth by her ear. “This is what you are tonight. You know that? You’re my beautiful, stranded little whore. Letting a stranger fuck you in a hotel room. Now on a rooftop where anyone could see.”

The words were crude, a slap in the dark. They made her inner muscles clench around him, a violent, involuntary pulse of pleasure.

He felt it. He chuckled, a dark, satisfied sound. “You like that. You like me telling you what you are.” He pulled back almost all the way, then drove forward again, a punishing, perfect thrust. “My gorgeous, desperate slut.”

“Arthur—” His name was a gasp.

“No.” His hand fisted in her hair, not yanking, just holding, controlling the angle of her head as he looked down at their joined bodies. “You don’t get to talk right now. You just get to take it. You just get to feel this fucking cock ruining you for anyone else.”

He set a ruthless pace. Each thrust slammed her forward, her breasts pressing against the cool glass. The contrast—the heat of him inside her, the chill of the barrier against her skin, the exposed vastness of the night—was overwhelming. Her moans were stolen by the humid air.

His rhythm was brutal, efficient. The wet, rhythmic sound of their bodies meeting filled the space between them. He was breathing hard, his grip on her hip tightening to the point of leaving marks.

“You were made for this,” he grunted, his voice fraying at the edges. “Born to be bent over and fucked. To be used. Look at how you take it. Look at how your perfect ass shakes for me.” His free hand came down in a sharp, stinging slap on her rear cheek. The shock of it bloomed into a deep, radiating heat, merging with the pounding pleasure.

A choked sob escaped her. It was too much. It was everything.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice dropping into a filthy, intimate whisper. “Let me hear you. Let the whole sleeping city hear what a perfect cocksucker sounds like when she’s getting exactly what she needs.”

The degradation twisted into praise, the praise into filth. It stripped her bare, more than the robe ever had. Her composure shattered. Pleasure coiled, tight and screaming, at her core.

He must have felt her trembling, the impending fracture. He shifted his angle minutely, and on the next thrust, he hit a place that made her vision whiten. A broken sound tore from her throat.

“Now,” he snarled, his own control splintering. “Come for me, you filthy angel. Come all over this dick you love so much.”

The command was the final key. The orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic shock that then erupted into a ragged cry. It rolled through her in endless, pulsing waves, her body clamping around him in rhythmic, milking spasms. She shook, her knees buckling, held up only by his grip on her hips and the rail in her hands.

The feel of her coming triggered his own release. With a guttural roar that seemed to echo off the water below, he plunged deep and stayed there, his body rigid against hers as he emptied himself. His forehead dropped between her shoulder blades, his breath scorching hot on her skin.

For a long minute, there was only the sound of their heaving breaths and the distant hum of the city.

Slowly, he softened inside her. He straightened, his hands gentle now, smoothing over the marks he’d left on her hips. He pressed a kiss to the knob of her spine.

“Christ, Catalina,” he whispered, the crude master gone, leaving only a man sounding utterly wrecked.

She couldn’t speak. She pushed back from the rail, turning in his arms. His face was shadowed in the moonlight, his expression unreadable. She reached for him, her fingers finding his jaw.

“Say it again,” she said, her voice raw.

A ghost of a smile touched his lips. “Which part?”

“All of it.”

THREE

The humid night clung to their skin, a second layer beneath the sheen of sweat. Catalina’s fingers were still pressed to Arthur’s jaw, her demand hanging between them. All of it.

His gaze, dark and unreadable in the moonlight, drifted from her eyes to her mouth. He didn’t speak with words. He leaned in and captured her lips in a kiss that was nothing like the frantic, claiming thing from the room below. This was slow. A deliberate re-mapping. His tongue traced the seam of her lips until she sighed, opening for him. The taste was night air and salt and him. It was a deep, swirling exploration that made her knees soften all over again. Her hands slid into his hair, holding him to her as the kiss deepened, turning hungry, a silent conversation of tongues that promised everything and asked for more.

When he finally pulled back, his breathing was uneven. “My perfect, filthy girl,” he murmured, the praise a soft echo of his earlier filth. He kissed the corner of her mouth. “My gorgeous, desperate slut.” Another kiss, on her chin. “My beautiful, stranded little whore.” Each title was a brand, a caress, landing with the weight of a sacrament.

She shivered, the whiplash of degradation and reverence making her head spin. “Say it again.”

He smiled, a real one this time, tired and wicked. “Later.” He nodded toward a cluster of wide, padded loungers near the glowing pool. “My turn to watch.”

A spark ignited in her belly. Her turn. She took his hand and led him, their footsteps quiet on the damp concrete. She pushed him gently backward until his legs hit the low frame of a lounger. He sat, then reclined, the hard lines of his body stark against the cushions. He was still mostly dressed, trousers undone, chest bare and magnificent in the blue light.

Catalina untied her robe completely, letting it fall. She climbed onto the lounge, straddling his hips, her knees sinking into the padding on either side of his thighs. She leaned forward, her hands planting on his chest, feeling the solid muscle and the rapid thump of his heart beneath her palms. His erection strained against the fabric of his trousers, a thick, promising ridge.

“Look at you,” she breathed, echoing him, as she slowly worked his zipper down and freed him. She took him in her hand, stroking slowly, feeling him jump against her palm. “Just lying there. Let me do whatever I want to you.” She positioned him at her entrance, not lowering herself yet, just letting the swollen head tease her wetness. “My own personal toy.”

Arthur’s hands came up to grip her hips, but he didn’t force her. His eyes were glued to where their bodies almost met. “Prove it.”

She sank down. An excruciatingly slow descent, taking him inch by perfect, stretching inch. Her head fell back as she seated herself fully, a moan escaping her as he filled her to the brim. She stayed there, pulsing around him, letting them both feel the absolute completeness.

Then she began to move. A slow, rolling grind of her hips, a circular motion that made him curse softly. Her hands slid up his chest to his shoulders, gripping for leverage. She set a lazy, devastating rhythm, rising until he was almost out of her, then sinking back down in a smooth, controlled slide.

“Fuck, Catalina,” he groaned, his thumbs digging into the flesh of her hips.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. Her voice was a low, husky whisper as she moved. “You feel that, Arthur? You feel how deep your cock is inside me? How wet am I for you? You’re just a tool. A perfect, hard tool I’m using to make myself come.” She punctuated the last word with a sharp downward snap of her hips.

He flinched, a groan tearing from him. “Jesus.”

“You love it,” she whispered, riding him steadily. “You love being my little fuck-thing. My dirty secret in a five-star hotel.” She kissed his neck, biting down gently. “Tell me you love it.”

“I love it,” he rasped, his control visibly fraying. His hands tightened, trying to guide her pace, but she shook her head, maintaining her slow, maddening torture.

“You’re such a good boy for me. Taking it so well.” She sat up straight again, arching her back, putting her breasts on display. Her rhythm increased, just a fraction, the wet sounds of their joining growing louder. “You were born for this, weren’t you? Just to lie back and let a woman use that gorgeous cock. You’re a fucking natural, Arthur.”

The praise, twisted and crude, hit its mark. His hips bucked up to meet her downward stroke, a sharp, involuntary thrust. “Catalina...”

“Shhh,” she cooed, riding him harder now, the slow grind shifting to purposeful, deep strokes. “Just let me use you. My perfect cocksleeve.” She was close, the tension coiling, burning through her veins. The sight of him beneath her, wrecked and willing, was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. “I’m gonna come all over you. I’m gonna milk this dick with my greedy little cunt until you forget your own name.”

That did it. His composure shattered. With a growl, he surged up, wrapping his arms around her and rolling them both off the lounge in a tangle of limbs. They hit the warm, tiled deck with a thud, him on top, still buried inside her. He didn’t miss a stroke, driving into her now with a frantic, desperate power.

“Not yet,” he panted against her mouth, kissing her fiercely. “The pool. Now.”

He pulled out, leaving her empty and gasping. In one fluid motion, he scooped her up, her legs wrapping around his waist, and walked the three steps to the pool’s edge. He stepped down into the shallow end, the warm water enveloping them up to his chest. He pressed her back against the cool tile wall of the pool, his hands finding her thighs, hitching them high over his hips.

“Hold on,” he commanded, his voice raw.

He thrust up into her, hard. The water buoyed them, changed the mechanics, made every slam feel deeper, weightless and intense. Her back scraped against the rough pool tile, a sharp counterpoint to the blissful invasion. He fucked her with a single-minded ferocity, the water swirling and splashing around them.

“This what you wanted?” he gritted out, each word a punch of air. “You wanted me to lose my fucking mind? You win. Look what you do to me.” His pace was relentless, punishing. “My beautiful fucking ruin of a girl.”

She could only cling to his shoulders, her cries echoing off the water. The orgasm built, faster and harder than before, a tsunami gathering force.

“Come on,” he snarled, his own movements becoming ragged. “Do it. Soak this dick, you perfect slut. Drench it. Let me feel you lose every last bit of control.”

His filthy praise was the trigger. She screamed, a sound swallowed by the night and the water, as her body convulsed around him. The pulses were violent, endless, wracking through her. He shouted her name, a harsh, broken sound, and drove deep, his own release hitting as her internal flutters began to subside. He held her there, pinned against the wall, both of them shuddering as the warm water lapped at their necks.

His forehead rested against hers, their breath mingling in ragged gasps. The blue light from the pool floor danced across his face.

“Say it again,” she whispered, her voice utterly spent.

He laughed, a breathless, exhausted sound. “Which part, Catalina? The part where you’re a whore, or the part where you’re an angel?” He brushed her soaked hair from her face. “Or the part where I’m never going to fucking forget this night as long as I live.

FOUR

The water from the pool sluiced off them as Catalina led Arthur up the steps, her hand a firm clasp around his wrist. Her skin glowed under the moon, a water-slicked goddess with purpose in her stride. She didn’t look back, pulling him across the deck to where a large, circular hot tub bubbled softly in a secluded corner, steam rising in gentle wisps to disappear into the night.

“In,” she said, her voice leaving no room for debate.

He followed, stepping down into the churning, near-scalding water with a hiss. It enveloped his thighs, then his waist as he sat on the submerged bench, the jets throbbing against his back. Catalina stood on the tiled edge for a moment, looking down at him, water dripping from her nipples, her hair plastered in dark waves to her shoulders. Then she stepped in, straddling his lap in one fluid motion, the hot water rising to cradle them both.

The heat was a shock, a seeping, penetrating warmth that contrasted with the cool night air on their shoulders. It made every inch of skin hyper-sensitive. She settled over him, not taking him inside yet, just grinding her soaked folds against his renewed hardness. The water made everything slippery, effortless.

“You’re so fucking obedient when I tell you what to do,” she purred, her hands framing his face. She leaned in, her lips a breath from his. “My big, strong man. Reduced to a panting, hard-on waiting for me to use it.”

She kissed him then, a deep, consuming kiss that tasted of chlorine and her own unique salt. His hands came up to grip her waist, but she caught his wrists, pushing them back down to the hot tub’s rim. “No. You don’t touch. You just sit there and be my good little fuck-toy.”

Arthur’s eyes, dark with lust, held hers. A muscle ticked in his jaw. “Whatever you want.”

“I want this,” she whispered, and positioned him. She sank down, the water offering a surreal, weightless slide as she impaled herself on him. The stretch was exquisite, the heat of the water outside mirroring the heat of him within. A low, guttural moan worked its way up from her chest as she took him to the hilt.

She began to move. Not the frantic pace from the pool, but a slow, undulating rise and fall, using the water’s buoyancy to lift herself almost completely off him before sinking back down in a controlled, devastating plunge. The jets bubbled and churned around them, the sensation chaotic and soothing all at once.

“Look at you,” she breathed, her head falling back, exposing the line of her throat. “Buried so deep inside me. You feel that, Arthur? You feel like your cock is the only thing holding me together right now?” She rolled her hips, a circular grind that made him curse into the steam. “You’re just a fucking tool. A perfect, thick tool I’m using to wreck myself.”

He trembled beneath her, his knuckles white where he gripped the tub’s edge. “Catalina...”

“Shut up,” she said, her voice sweet and vicious. “You don’t get to talk. You just get to feel this greedy cunt milking you.” She picked up the pace, her thighs tightening around his hips, the wet slap of their meeting bodies audible over the hum of the jets. “You were made for this. Born to be a dumb, gorgeous piece of meat for a woman to ride. My piece of meat.”

The degradation was a razor’s edge. It cut, and the cut blazed with pleasure. His breathing grew ragged, his hips trying to thrust up to meet her, but she pressed a hand flat against his sternum, holding him down.

“I said don’t move,” she snarled, her own rhythm becoming more demanding, each downward stroke a deliberate, full-bodied claiming. “You’re my fucking anchor. You stay put and take it.”

She leaned forward again, her lips at his ear, her breath hot. “You love being my little slut, don’t you? My personal cocksleeve. Admit it. Tell me what you are.”

A strained, shattered sound escaped him. “I’m your slut,” he grated out, the words torn from him. “Your cocksleeve. Your fucking toy.”

“Good boy,” she cooed, the praise like honey laced with glass. “Such a good, filthy boy for me.” She kissed him, hard, biting his lower lip. “Now I’m going to come all over this perfect dick. I’m going to squeeze you dry and you’re going to sit there and watch me fall apart.”

Her movements lost their precise control, turning frantic, driven by the coil of tension winding tighter in her belly. The hot water sloshed, steaming around them. She was a vision above him, skin flushed, breasts swaying, face a mask of fierce, beautiful need.

“That’s it,” he whispered, breaking his silence, his voice raw with awe. “That’s my beautiful whore. Take what you need. Use me. Ruin me.”

The permission, the worship in his tone, tipped her over. The orgasm crashed into her with the force of the storm that had grounded them. She cried out, a sharp, broken sound, as her body clamped around him in rhythmic, pulsing waves. Her internal muscles fluttered and gripped, a slick, desperate massage that dragged a roar from his throat.

His control shattered. He let go of the rim and his hands flew to her hips, holding her down as he surged up into her, his own release hitting in deep, pumping bursts that seemed to go on forever. She collapsed against his chest, her cries muffled against his skin, as they shook together in the swirling, steaming water.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of the jets and their struggling breaths. The heat was everywhere, in the water, in their blood, in the space between their still-joined bodies.

Slowly, he softened inside her. His hands drifted up her back, soothing.

She lifted her head, her eyes glazed. Steam curled from their shoulders.

He looked at her, water beading on his lashes. “My filthy angel,” he murmured, the words so quiet they were almost lost in the bubbles.

A slow smile touched her lips. She shifted, just enough to feel him slip from her body. The loss was a hollow, aching thing. She traced the line of his brow.

“Say it again,” she whispered.

He opened his mouth, but before he could speak, the distant, tinny sound of a phone ringing cut through the night. It came from the pile of their discarded clothes near the pool.

His flight reminder. Or hers.

The spell cracked.

His gaze flickered toward the sound, then back to her face. The raw vulnerability she saw there was more intimate than anything they’d just done. “Catalina...”

She put a finger to his lips. “Don’t.” 

She put a finger to his lips. “Don’t.”

She rose from his lap, the water flowing from her body like melted silk. The cold air hit her skin, but the heat deep inside her lingered. She didn’t look at the phone. She didn’t look at the clock. She kept her eyes on him, drinking him in: the strong line of his shoulder, the heavy beat of his heart in his chest, the raw, spent look on his face. This version of Arthur—the one who would call her a slut and an angel in the same breath, the one who was her equal in the dark—was the only one who mattered.

“We don’t need to talk about it,” she said, her voice steady. “We don’t need to exchange numbers. We don’t need a future, Arthur. We just needed a night.”

A flicker of something—disappointment? acceptance?—crossed his features. He didn’t try to stop her. He watched as she stepped out of the hot tub, leaving him alone in the swirling steam.

Catalina walked quickly to the pile of clothes, pulling on the silky robe and cinching it tight. She snatched her bag, careful not to look at the glowing screen of his phone, which had fallen silent. She walked back to the door, the concrete cool under her feet.

She paused, her hand on the cold steel of the handle. She didn’t turn around. “Thank you for the night, Arthur.”

“Thank you, Catalina,” his voice rumbled from the hot tub, low and thick, a sound she knew she would hear in her sleep for years.

She opened the door, slipped through, and didn’t look back as she descended the utilitarian stairs. The scent of chlorine and sex faded, replaced by the faint, comforting odor of the hotel’s opulent lobby.

*
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Hours later, the sun was a pale, indifferent smear over the runway.

At Gate A4, Arthur sat in a leather chair, his suit impeccable, his carry-on bag resting at his feet. He had accepted the first-class upgrade without thought. He was Arthur again: sharp, composed, utterly alone. He didn’t read the financial report open on his tablet. He just stared at the page, seeing only the blue, shimmering light of a rooftop pool and the image of a woman, bent over a rail, her body offered to the night. My perfect, filthy girl. The words were a brand on his tongue.

The gate attendant called his flight. He stood, checked his cufflink, and walked onto the jetway without glancing at the departure board.
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At Gate C12, Catalina was the first to board her flight to Chicago. She didn’t have an upgrade. She sat by the window, the vinyl cool against her cheek. Her coffee was bitter. She had meticulously scrubbed away the last vestiges of New Orleans humidity and Arthur’s scent, but the phantom ache in her muscles was a constant reminder.

She looked down as the plane taxied, seeing the mosaic of terminals and gates. She wondered which of those jets held him. She ran her tongue over her bottom lip, remembering the exact taste of whiskey and him. My gorgeous, desperate slut. She smiled, a small, private, fierce thing.

The plane ascended, lifting her above the clouds, leaving the city, the hotel, and the stranger behind. Neither of them ever searched for the other. They had their separate lives, their separate worlds. But forever after, whenever the weather turned, whenever the scent of expensive whiskey drifted past, or whenever a moment of brutal, unexpected intimacy stripped them bare, they would think of a canceled flight, a third Sazerac, and the secret, glorious night they spent as strangers, utterly and perfectly ruined for anyone else.

THE END

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

[image: ]


3 2. Alina's Surrender to Reid's Primal Claim 

ONE

The scent of old money and fresh coffee hung in the St. Clair’s lobby, a genteel perfume that did nothing to mask the ozone-storm crackling between them. Alina’s suitcase stood by her leg like a silent sentinel. Reid’s hands were shoved deep into the pockets of his slacks, his knuckles probably white.

“Your flight’s on time,” he said, his voice a low rumble that didn’t belong in this bright, tiled space.

“It is.” She watched a couple check in, laughing, oblivious. Strangers who will never know what ended here.

He shifted his weight. “Last night...”

“It was last night.” The words came out too fast, too sharp. Necessary. The ache in her lower belly, a sweet, bruised hollow, called her a liar. It remembered the brutal, perfect rhythm of him, the way he’d filled her, the raw, wet sounds of their fucking echoing in the dark hotel room. A phantom pulse throbbed between her legs at the memory.

His gaze dropped to her mouth. “You’re leaving something out.”

“Am I?”

“You always bite your lower lip when you’re thinking about my cock.”

A hot flush swept up her neck. Fuck him. Fuck him for seeing her. “I’m thinking about the cab,” she lied.

“Liar.” A single step closed the distance. The air between their bodies grew dense, charged. “You’re thinking about how I had you on your knees by the bed. How you begged for it. Your exact words were, ‘Please, Reid, I need to feel you come inside me.’”

Every syllable was a branding iron. She couldn’t look away from his eyes, the storm-gray gone dark. The lobby’s civilized chatter faded into a distant hum. “That was last night,” she repeated, but her voice had gone soft, ruined.

“It was.” His hand came up, not to touch her face, but to adjust the strap of her bag on her shoulder, his fingers brushing the exposed skin of her collarbone. A spark, immediate and electric. “And this is this morning. And you’re still thinking about it. About me pumping my come deep into that greedy little cunt of yours.”

Her breath caught, stuttered. Verbal degradation praise. The crude word in his velvet voice, the clinical, biological truth of it—breeding focus—it made her knees weak. “Stop.”

“Why? It’s the truth. You took every drop. You wanted every drop.” His head dipped, his mouth hovering a breath from her ear. “Tell me you’re not wet right now, thinking about it. Tell me you don’t feel it, right now, like a ghost.”

She couldn’t. Her panties were damp, clinging. The memory wasn’t a ghost; it was a live wire. The way he hadn’t pulled out, the way he’d groaned, a sound torn from his core, as he emptied himself into her, the hot, sudden flood inside. The way he’d stayed there, buried to the hilt, his hips making tiny, involuntary circles as his orgasm subsided, milking his own sensitivity against her swollen, tender walls—post-orgasm creampie continuation. The intimacy of that had been more devastating than the climax itself.

“I hate you,” she whispered, but her head tilted, offering her neck.

“I know.” His mouth found the frantic pulse there. Not a kiss. A press. A claim. “My perfect, filthy cocksucker. My desperate, beautiful whore.”

The words shouldn’t have made her clench, empty, and aching. They did. A low sound escaped her, half-protest, half-plea.

“Look at me.”

She forced her eyes open. His gaze was molten, possessive.

“You were born for this,” he said, the praise a counterpoint to the filth, a dizzying whiplash. “For taking me. For holding me. Last night proved it. Your body was made to be fucked full of my come.”

The world narrowed to his face, his words, the throbbing need between her legs. The lobby, their parting, the future—it all dissolved into a white noise of want. Her hand came up, fisting in the front of his shirt. “Reid...”

It was all the invitation he needed.

His mouth crashed down on hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a reconquest. Sensual kissing that began as a battle of lips and teeth and tongues, a frantic, messy claiming that spoke of hours, not minutes. He licked into her mouth, tasting of mint and regret, and she met him with equal hunger, her fingers tangling in his hair to pull him closer. He bit her lower lip, the sharp sting making her moan into him, and soothed it with the slow, velvety slide of his tongue. They drank each other in, there in the middle of the grand lobby, two people drowning in a goodbye that refused to stick.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Upstairs. Now.”

“I’ll miss my flight.”

“Fuck your flight.”

It wasn’t a decision. It was a gravitational pull. He snatched her suitcase handle, his other hand a firm brand on the small of her back, steering her toward the elevators. The ride up was a silent, tense eternity. She stared at their reflection in the brass doors—a woman with kissed-red lips and wild eyes, a man with a jaw clenched tight enough to shatter.

The moment the door to his room—their room from last night—snicked shut, he had her pinned against it. His mouth was on her neck, his hands tugging her blouse from the waistband of her skirt.

“Need to feel you,” he growled, the words muffled against her skin. “Need to be inside you again. Right fucking now.”

“Yes.” It was a hiss, a surrender.

He didn’t undress her. He ravaged her. Buttons gave way. Her skirt was shoved up, her tights torn in his urgency. He fumbled with his belt, his fly, his cock springing free, already thick and leaking. He hooked his hands under her thighs, lifting her, pressing her back into the door. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck.

“Look at me,” he demanded again, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. “Look at me when I fill you up.”

She held his gaze, her own wide, drowning.

He pushed in.

It was a blunt, burning stretch. She was still sensitive from last night, every nerve ending singing. A choked cry tore from her throat as he seated himself fully, a perfect, shocking fit.

“God, you’re perfect,” he groaned, his forehead dropping to hers. “So fucking perfect for me. My good girl. My insatiable little slut.”

He began to move. No gentle build, no teasing rhythm. This was a frantic, driving pace, born of desperation and the ticking clock. Each thrust jarred her against the door, the wood firm at her back, his body a relentless piston against her front. The angle was deep, brutal, each stroke rubbing directly over that exquisite, swollen spot inside her.

“You feel that?” he panted, his voice raw. “You feel me there? My come from last night... is it still there? Are you still full of me?”

“Yes!” The confession was ripped from her. She could feel it, a slick, intimate reminder with every rock of his hips.

“Gonna give you more,” he promised, a dark vow. “Gonna pump you so full, your tight little cunt won’t know anything else. I don’t want anything else.”

His words were a catalyst. The coil in her belly, wound tight from the moment she saw him in the lobby, began to fracture. Her orgasm was built not in a wave but in a sudden, seismic rupture. It tore through her without warning, a blinding, silent scream of pleasure that locked her muscles around him, milking his cock in frantic, fluttering pulses.

He cursed, a guttural, shattered sound. “That’s it... take it... fucking take all of it...”

His own release followed, triggered by her violent clenching. He drove into her one last, final time, hilting himself, and she felt the hot, liquid surge as he came. It was a different feeling than last night—hotter, sharper against her oversensitive walls, a fresh flood marking her insides. He shuddered against her, his whole body trembling with the force of it.

And he didn’t pull out.

He stayed there, buried, his breath hot and ragged against her throat. His hips made those same tiny, unconscious circles, grinding his softening cock against her, mixing his new release with the old. Post-orgasm creampie continuation. The prolonged, shocking intimacy of it was almost more than she could bear. A tear escaped, tracking hot down her cheek.

He felt it. He went still. Then, slowly, he lifted his head. His eyes searched hers, the storm in them clearing to something worse: raw, unguarded sorrow.

“Alina...”

The word hung between them, soaked in everything they couldn’t say. Her flight. The lobby. The world outside. The life they wouldn’t have.

He was still inside her.

TWO

He lowered her slowly, her feet finding the floor as he slipped from her body. A trickle of warmth traced the inside of her thigh. The evidence of him. Again.

She stood there, against the door, her torn tights at her ankles, her blouse hanging open. The silence was a physical weight.

Reid took a step back, his gaze dark as it swept over her. He didn’t look sorry anymore. He looked hungry. Again.

“Still thinking about your cab?” His voice was gravel.

She lifted her chin. A defiant gesture, even now, with his come leaking out of her. “Maybe.”

A slow, dangerous smile touched his lips. “Liar.” He closed the distance once more, his hand coming up to cup her cheek, his thumb stroking over her kiss-swollen mouth. “Your mouth says one thing. This,” his other hand slid between her legs, two fingers sliding easily through the slick mess he’d made, “says something else entirely. It’s begging for more.”

She gasped, her hips jerking forward into his touch. “Reid...”

“Tell me you don’t want it.” He pushed one finger inside her, a shallow, taunting penetration. “Tell me to stop.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. She couldn’t. The words were ash in her mouth.

“That’s what I thought.” He withdrew his hand, and before she could protest, his arm hooked around her waist. He spun her, bending her over the small writing desk by the window. Her palms slapped down on the polished wood. The morning light streamed in, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the air, illuminating her exposed ass.

“You defied me in the lobby,” he said, his voice low and close. His hand smoothed over the curve of her right cheek. “You tried to walk away. There’s a price for that.”

The first spank landed without warning. A sharp, stinging crack that echoed in the quiet room. The pain was bright, immediate, followed by a rush of heat that spread through her whole body. She cried out, more in shock than protest.

“Count,” he commanded.

“One,” she gasped.

The second spank came on the other side, harder. The flesh jiggled under his palm, a blush spreading across her skin. A strange, dark pleasure coiled in her belly, twisting with the sting.

“Two.”

He spanked her again, and again, a steady, rhythmic punishment. Each blow drove a grunt or a whimper from her throat. Each one made her cunt clench, empty and aching. The degradation was in the act itself—bent over, ass in the air, being disciplined. The praise was in his growled words between strikes.

“Such a perfect ass.” Smack. “Made for this.” Smack. “Made to be reddened by my hand.” Smack. “My beautiful, disobedient whore.”

By the time he reached ten, her skin was on fire, throbbing with a pain that had melted into a deep, pervasive arousal. She was dripping, wetness coating her inner thighs. She was panting, her forehead pressed to the cool wood.

He leaned over her, his chest to her back, his mouth at her ear. “You take your punishment so well. Like you were made for it.” His hands slid around her hips, his fingers digging into the heated flesh. “Now you’re going to take my cock. And you’re not going to think about anything else. Not the lobby. Not your flight. Just this. Just me. Filling up that greedy hole again.”

He didn’t guide himself to her entrance. He rubbed the thick head of his cock through her soaked folds, teasing her clit, smearing her own wetness and his previous release all over her. The sensation was maddening. She pushed back, trying to impale herself, but he held her hips firm.

“Please,” she sobbed, the defiance finally shattered.

“Please, what?”

“Please fuck me. Please, Reid.”

He granted her request with a brutal, deep thrust that buried him to the root in one smooth, punishing stroke. Her back arched, a scream torn from her throat. It was too much, too deep, the stretch bordering on pain, her sensitized walls fluttering around the invasion.

He didn’t pause. He set a punishing pace, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the force of it driving her forward on the desk. Each impact jolted through her, a symphony of slap of skin, his guttural groans, her ragged cries. He reached around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing rough, tight circles.

“You feel that
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THE END
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