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The bedroom was a sanctuary of shadows and warmth, the soft amber glow of the bedside lamp casting long, sinuous shapes across the hardwood floor. The air hung thick with the musk of leather and the sweet, intoxicating hint of vanilla—lingering traces of past nights spent in sweat and sighs. She stood before him, her silk robe clinging to the curves of her body, the fabric so delicate it might as well have been a second skin. The robe gaped just enough to tease the lace trim of her black bra, the swell of her breasts pressing against the sheer material, her nipples already tight with anticipation. Below, the matching panties hugged the soft roundness of her hips, the dark fabric a stark contrast to the pale cream of her thighs. Her hair spilled over her shoulders in loose, tousled waves, framing a face that was all sharp cheekbones and full, pouty lips, currently curled into a smirk that promised trouble.

He was already at her mercy.

Shirtless, his broad shoulders and sculpted chest glistening faintly with a sheen of sweat, he stood with his back to the sturdy metal pole bolted into the floor—his wrists cuffed behind it, the cold bite of the steel a stark contrast to the heat radiating off his skin. His muscles flexed involuntarily, the restraints pulling tight as he tried them, not out of a desire to escape, but to feel the weight of his submission. His cock, thick and heavy, jutted out from his body, already half-hard just from the sight of her. He swallowed hard, his throat bobbing, his breath coming in shallow, uneven bursts. He loved this—the way she looked at him like he was hers to do with as she pleased, the way her presence alone could make his body react without permission.

She took her time, letting her gaze rake over him, savoring the way his chest rose and fell a little faster under her scrutiny. Her fingers toyed with the sash of her robe, loosening it just enough to let it slip open another inch, revealing the smooth expanse of her stomach, the dip of her navel. “Look at you,” she murmured, her voice a low, velvety purr. “Already so eager for me.” She stepped closer, the heels of her bare feet pressing into the wood, her hips swaying with the kind of deliberate rhythm that made his cock jerk in response. “I haven’t even touched you yet, and you’re hard for me.”

He let out a rough exhale, his fingers curling into fists behind his back, the cuffs rattling. 

Her smirk deepened, triumphant. She reached out, her fingertips grazing the heated skin of his chest, tracing the defined lines of his abs before drifting lower, her nails scraping lightly over the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. He shuddered, his muscles tensing, his cock twitching violently. “Like I own you.”

“Yeah,” he breathed. “I guess it’s like that at the moment.”

She hummed in approval, her fingers finally—finally—wrapping around the base of his shaft. He groaned, his hips jerking forward instinctively, but she held him still, her grip firm. “Patience,” she chided, though her own breath hitched as she felt the weight of him in her palm, the pulse of his cock against her skin. She loved the way he reacted to her, the way his body betrayed just how badly he wanted her, even when he tried to play it cool.

Her other hand reached for the small bottle on the nightstand, the one she’d placed there earlier. The liquid inside was thick, slick, just like always. She poured a generous amount into her palm, the cool gel dripping between her fingers. “This should feel REALLY good,” she promised, her voice dropping into that sultry register that never failed to make his stomach clench.

He watched as she coated her hands, rubbing her palms together to spread the substance evenly. Before he could process it, she was already wrapping both hands around his cock, her fingers slick and cool as they slid up his length. He hissed, his hips bucking into her touch, his mind already half-lost to the promise of her strokes.

For a glorious minute, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the wet, rhythmic sound of her hands working his cock. Pleasure built in him, tight and coiling. Her own arousal was a soaking ache. She increased her pace, wanting to feel him come apart under her hands.

Then, something changed..... her hands stuck.

Not the slow, gradual resistance of lube thickening—no, this was instant, unyielding. Her palms sealed to his skin like they’d been welded there, her fingers fused to his shaft in a grip that wasn’t just tight, but permanent. She gasped, her eyes open wide. “What the—?” Her fingers twitched, but they didn’t move. She tugged, a sharp, panicked jerk, and pain lanced up her wrists as his cock stretched taut beneath her glued grip. “Oh, fuck.”

Jack groaned, but this time it wasn’t from pleasure. “Emily... my skin... it’s pulling.”

She tried to loosen her grip, to pull her hands away. They didn’t move. A cold dread trickled down her spine. She tugged. Nothing. Her palms and fingers were adhered fast to his heated skin, glued to his cock and the base of his shaft by a rapidly cementing, clear bond. Panic, sharp and acidic, flooded her mouth.

“Oh, no. Oh, fuck, no,” she breathed. “Well,” she said, her voice trembling with a mix of adrenaline and dark, twisted panic. “This wasn’t the plan.” She tugged again, experimentally this time, and his cock pulsed in her grip, pre-cum welling at the tip.

The reality of their position crashed over them. He was cuffed to a bedpost. She was glued to his dick. They were locked together in the most absurd, compromising, and now terrifyingly permanent situation.

“The keys!” Jack
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