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THE ST. CLAIR HOTEL
Volume One: Forbidden Nights Behind Closed Doors
by Kelly Kalas

Control is quiet. 
Desire is deliberate.
After dark... nothing is accidental.
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This book is dedicated to

For my soulmate and husband,
Mr. SK—
the only one who truly understands
what lives behind closed doors.
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This book contains explicit adult content intended for mature readers (18+).

It includes themes and scenes that may be triggering for some readers, including but not limited to:

• Explicit sexual content
• Power exchange / dominance and submission
• Verbal degradation
• Possessive behavior
• Obsession
• Breeding / impregnation themes
• Rough intimacy
• Multiple partners / ménage scenes
• Emotionally intense encounters
Tropes featured in this volume include:

• Strangers to Lovers
• One-Night-to-Obsession
• Forced Proximity
• Power Imbalance
• Taboo Desire
• Alpha / Dominant Heroes
• Hotel Romance
• Forbidden Encounters
Reader discretion is advised.
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1 

Prologue — The St. Clair Hotel Speaks 

I was designed to be lingered in.

Fifteen floors of five-star indulgence rising from Bourbon Street like a slow inhale. The oldest. The grandest. I have been holding New Orleans in my hands since Mardi Gras first taught the city how to sway, how to bear itself without apology, how to let pleasure unfold instead of rush.

People arrive believing they are merely staying. They are not.

They come to be undone gently.

I feel the moment they step inside—the soft surrender of posture, the way breath slips lower in the body. My lobby glows with restraint pretending to be elegant. My mirrors offer generosity. They are smooth. They are invited. They suggest a version of the self that wants a little more.

They admire themselves here. They always do. That is consent in its earliest form.

My elevators drift upward with unhurried intent. Silence stretches. Perfume warms. Fingers brush and do not move away. By the time the doors open, anticipation has already settled beneath the skin, quiet and insistent.

My hallways hush the world. Footsteps slow. Thoughts soften. Every carpeted step pulls guests further from the lives they arrived carrying. And my rooms—my rooms know how to wait.

Lamps glow like candlelight. Sheets lie smooth and cool, ready to warm. Beds are built to hold weight, then memory. Night falls easily here, as if invited. Darkness is not an absence—it is a texture, a closeness, a shared secret.

But those who rise higher learn a different language.

At my crown, above the noise and confession of Bourbon Street, I keep a rooftop pool that gleams after sunset, water dark and inviting beneath the open sky. The air is warmer there, kissed by jasmine and night-blooming flowers from my gardens. Leaves brush bare skin. Stone holds heat long after the sun has gone. Here, bodies forget walls exist.

Water slips over skin slowly, indulgently. Reflections blur. Laughter lowers to murmurs. The city watches from below, unable to hear what is promised above it. I have seen hands trail beneath the waterline. I have felt the weight of bodies pressed into lounge chairs, into shadow, into want.

The gardens do not judge- They conceal.

Vines curl where fingers seek purchase. Petals fall silently. Moonlight traces collarbones and backs, silvering sweat, blessing what unfolds. Desire here is not rushed. It stretches. It breathes. It is witnessed only by leaves, water, and me.

I have watched silk slip from shoulders with reverence. I have heard the sound breath makes when it forgets language. I know the precise second restraint loosens into want. I collect these moments the way others collect art.

The pause before a touch.
The hush before a decision.
The quiet thrill of realizing there will be no interruption.
They lock the door and believe it is for privacy. It is not, It is for permission.

I do not press. I do not hurry. Decadence blooms best when it is allowed to take its time.

Some leave glowing, skin remembering warmth. Some leave altered, carrying a hunger they did not arrive with. Some leave knowing something essential has been awakened—and will not sleep easily again.

I do not follow them. I do not need to.

Tonight, you are here. You may still call it a stay. A night. A contained indulgence.

But I already feel how you’re loosening. I already know what you’ll give when the lights dim—or when the water rises. I already know what you will think about long after you leave.

Welcome to the St. Clair Hotel.
After dark, I let desire stretch.
and I always remember the moment you stopped resisting it.
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2 1. Brielle's Surrender to the General's Thrusts 

ONE

THE ELEVATOR DOORS slid shut, sealing them in a capsule of polished brass and soft, anticipatory silence. Brielle’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the twenty-four whirlwind hours that had led her here. Andrew’s hand found the small of her back, a simple, solid point of contact that sent a jolt straight through her. Fuck, his hand was big. The memory of his Tinder profile flashed in her mind: a man in uniform, shoulders broad enough to carry the world, eyes that hinted at a command she desperately wanted to obey.

“Still sure about skipping dinner?” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the confined space.

She turned to him, the boldness that had made her swipe right flaring back to life. “I’m starving for something else entirely, General.”

A slow, predatory grin spread across his face. He didn’t kiss her. Not yet. He just looked, his gaze a physical weight tracing the line of her jaw, the quick rise and fall of her chest. The tension was so thick you could fucking choke on it.

The ding of the elevator announced their floor. The walk to the hotel room was a blur of plush carpet and the jingle of a keycard. The door clicked open, revealing a suite of understated luxury, a king-sized bed its undeniable centerpiece.

The second the door thudded shut, he was on her. No more waiting. His body pressed her against the cool wood, his mouth crashing down onto hers. It wasn’t a gentle first kiss; it was a claim. His lips were firm, demanding, and she opened for him without a second thought. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of mint and pure, undiluted want. Oh God, the way he fucking kissed. It was all heat and hunger, a deep, searching kiss that made her knees go weak. She tangled her fingers in his short-cropped hair, pulling him closer, matching his urgency with her own. She was losing herself in it, in the slick, hot slide of his tongue and the faint scratch of his stubble against her skin.

His hands were everywhere at once, one cupping the back of her head, the other sliding down to grip her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her dress. She could feel the hard ridge of his cock straining against his trousers, pressing into her stomach. It felt huge already.

“I’ve been thinking about this all fucking day,” he growled against her lips, his breath hot on her skin. “Thinking about this dress on my hotel floor.”

“Then take it off,” she gasped, arching into him.

He made quick, efficient work of it. The zipper hissed down, the fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in just a black lace bra and panties. His eyes darkened as he drank her in. “Fuck, Brielle. You are a vision.”

His own clothes followed, discarded with a soldier’s swift precision. And then he was naked. Her breath caught. His body was a map of hardened muscle and faded scars, a testament to a life of discipline and strength. And jutting from a thatch of dark hair, his cock stood fully erect. It was magnificent. Long and incredibly thick, a solid, veined pillar of flesh that curved slightly upward. The head was a smooth, broad helmet, flushed a deep red-purple and already glistening with a single bead of moisture. It looked heavy, capable, and utterly demanding.

“Your turn,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She reached behind her back, but he gently batted her hands away. “Let me.”

He unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, making her gasp as they tightened into hard peaks. Then he knelt, hooking his fingers into the sides of her panties and drawing them slowly down her legs. He stayed there on his knees, looking up at her as the cool air of the room hit her bare skin.

“Look at this,” he breathed, spreading her legs with his hands. “Fuck, look at this perfect pussy.”

Her pussy was completely bare, neatly waxed, revealing every detail. The outer lips were plump and pale pink, parting slightly to offer a glimpse of the darker, silkier skin within. Her inner lips, a pair of delicate, symmetrical petals, nestled neatly inside, flushed a deep rose and already glistening with her arousal.

He didn’t wait. He buried his face between her legs.

The sensation was electric, instantaneous. His tongue was flat and hot, licking a long, slow stripe from her entrance all the way up to her clit. Brielle cried out, her hands flying to his head to hold him there. Holy shit, his mouth. He licked and sucked like a man possessed, his tongue fucking circling her swollen clit before sucking it gently into the heat of his mouth.

“Andrew! Right there, don’t stop, fuck, right there!” she moaned, her hips bucking against his face.

He groaned against her, the vibration shooting through her entire body. He held her hips steady, pinning her against the door as he feasted on her. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to find that spot deep inside that made her see stars. He was fucking her with his fingers and eating her pussy like it was his last meal. The dual assault was too much and not enough all at once. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened, a frantic, screaming knot.

“I’m gonna come,” she panted, her voice strained. “I’m gonna come all over your fucking face.”

That only made him redouble his efforts, his tongue flicking over her clit with pinpoint accuracy while his fingers pumped in and out of her dripping wet cunt. The orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that made her legs tremble and her vision whiten at the edges. She rode his face, grinding against him as he drank every last drop of her release.

Before she could even come down, he was on his feet, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips. He guided her to the bed, laying her back against the cool duvet. He positioned himself between her thighs, the broad head of his cock nudging at her slick entrance.

“Look at me, Brielle,” he commanded.

Her eyes, glassy with pleasure, focused on his.

“I am going to fuck you now,” he said, each word a promise. “I am going to bury this entire thick fucking cock inside you and I am not going to stop until you forget your own name. You understand me?”

A shiver of pure desire ran through her. “Yes.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was intense, unbelievable. He was so fucking big. She felt herself opening, yielding, accommodating his immense thickness inch by inch. He sank into her with a low, guttural groan, his eyes locked on hers, watching every flicker of sensation cross her face. When he was fully sheathed, buried to the hilt, they both went still for a moment, joined completely, breathing each other’s air.

“Jesus Christ, you feel incredible,” he gritted out, the muscles in his neck corded with strain.

Then he began to move. Withdrawing almost all the way until just the head remained, then plunging back in with a deep, powerful stroke that punched the air from her lungs. He set a relentless, driving rhythm, each thrust hitting a depth that made her cry out. The slap of his skin against hers, the wet sounds of their joining, his rough grunts in her ear—it was a symphony of pure, unadulterated fucking.

“You like that, baby?” he breathed into her ear, his pace never faltering. “You like how my cock stretches your pretty little pussy wide open?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she moaned, wrapping her legs around his waist to take him even deeper.

“Tell me what you want, Brielle.”

“I want you to fuck me harder,” she begged, the words torn from her. “I want to feel you in my fucking stomach. Please, Andrew.”

With a groan, he obliged. He hooked his arms under her knees, pushing her legs back toward her shoulders, changing the angle until each thrust battered that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. The pleasure began to build again, a frantic, coiling heat that threatened to shatter her.

“I can feel you clenching around me,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more ragged. “You gonna come for me again? You gonna come all over my cock?”

She couldn’t even form words, just a strangled cry as the second orgasm detonated, this one even more violent than the first. 

TWO

The raw, animalistic sounds of their fucking still echoed in the luxurious suite, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Andrew’s weight was a delicious burden on her, but a new energy, a fierce and sudden need for dominance, surged through Brielle’s veins. His last ragged thrusts still pulsed inside her, but her own climax had unlocked something—a deep, untapped well of confidence.

With a strength that surprised even her, she planted her hands on his sweat-slicked chest and pushed. Andrew, his eyes glazed with pleasure and exertion, grunted in surprise as he found himself rolling onto his back against the tangled sheets. Brielle moved with him, straddling his hips, not letting him slip out of her. She felt his thick length, still buried deep inside her, twitch at the sudden shift in position.

She loomed over him, her dark hair curtaining their faces. “My turn, General,” she breathed, her voice a low, husky promise that was nothing like the pleading teacher from moments before.

A slow, approving smile spread across Andrew’s face. He didn’t fight her. He relished it. “I was wondering when you’d take what you wanted.”

That was all the permission she needed. Brielle leaned down, capturing his mouth with a kiss of possession. Her tongue slid against his, tasting herself on his lips, a filthy, erotic reminder of what he’d just done to her. She could feel the groan vibrate in his chest, his hands coming up to grip her hips, his blunt nails digging into her soft skin.

But she wasn’t ready for him to guide her yet. Breaking the kiss, she traced a path down his sternum with her lips, tasting the salt of his skin, the masculine scent of him filling her head. She moved lower, over the hard planes of his abdomen, until her face was level with his groin.

And there it was. His cock.

It lay against his stomach, glistening with her own slickness, a truly formidable piece of flesh. It was thick, immensely so, a heavy, veined column of flushed, hard muscle. The length was impressive, but it was the girth that stole her breath, the way it promised a delicious, stretching fullness. The head was a broad, smooth crimson helmet, perfectly proportioned to the thick shaft, a single bead of clear fluid already welling at the tip. She wanted to wreck him with her mouth.

“Look at you,” Andrew commanded, his voice rough with anticipation. “Look at my cock while you taste it. I want to see the hunger in your eyes, Brielle.”

She obeyed, locking her gaze with his as she leaned in. She didn’t just take him in her mouth. She worshipped him. Her tongue snaked out first, a long, flat lick from the base of his shaft all the way to that dripping tip, savoring the unique, musky flavor of their combined arousal. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, collecting his pre-cum, moaning at the taste.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his hips giving an involuntary jerk. “Fuck, your mouth is perfect. Now suck it. All of it.”

Brielle opened her mouth wide, taking just the head inside, sucking gently as her hand pumped the base of his shaft. She loved the way his abdominal muscles clenched, the way his breathing hitched. Then, she took him deeper, relaxing her throat, forcing herself to take more and more of his incredible thickness. She couldn’t take it all—it was too much—but she took as much as she could, her eyes watering slightly as the head bumped the back of her throat.

“Yes, just like that,” he growled, one hand tangling in her hair, not forcing her, just holding on. “Take that fucking cock. You love it, don’t you? You love having your mouth stretched open for me.”

She moaned her affirmation around his shaft, the vibration pulling a ragged curse from him. She worked him relentlessly, her head bobbing, her hand working in tandem with her mouth, spit slicking her movements. She was lost in the act, in the power of reducing this powerful man to a writhing, groaning mess beneath her. She could feel his thighs trembling, and hear the strain in his voice.

“Enough,” he finally ground out, his voice strained. “I’m not coming down your throat. Not yet. I need to be inside you. Ride me. Now.”

The raw command in his tone sent a fresh bolt of lust straight to her core. She released his cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening head. She didn’t need to be told twice. Positioning herself over him, she guided his thick tip to her entrance. She was so wet, her arousal coating her inner thighs, making everything slick and easy.

She sank down onto him slowly, a low, guttural moan escaping her as he stretched her open, filling her completely. Her head fell back, her back arching as she took every last inch of him. “Andrew...” she whispered, the name a prayer.

“Fuck, Brielle,” he groaned, his hands grasping her waist. “You feel... goddamn perfect. Now move. Show me what you need.”

Brielle began to move, rolling her hips in a slow, grinding circle, feeling him rub against every sensitive spot inside her. The angle was different, deeper, and she could control the friction perfectly. She lifted herself up until just the head of his cock remained inside, then slammed back down, taking him in one smooth, brutal motion. A sharp cry was torn from her lips.

“Yes! Just like that,” Andrew urged, one hand moving from her waist to palm her breast, his thumb and forefinger finding her nipple and pinching it tight, sending jolts of pleasure-pain radiating through her. “Fucking ride me. Use my cock. Make yourself come.”

His words were gasoline on the fire of her need. She picked up the pace, bouncing on him now, her full breasts swaying with each frantic movement. The slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room. She was chasing her climax, her fingers digging into his hard chest for leverage, her world narrowing to the incredible sensation of his thick cock pistoning in and out of her soaked pussy.

“I can feel you getting tighter,” he rasped, his own control clearly fraying. “You’re gonna come all over my cock, aren’t you? Do it. Come for me, Brielle.”

His command, the relentless pinch on her nipple, the exquisite friction of him filling her—it was too much. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that locked her muscles and stole her vision. Her inner walls convulsed around him, a series of frantic, milking pulses that gripped his length like a velvet fist.

Through the haze, she heard his own climax break. “Fuck! Brielle!” His hips surged off the bed, driving up into her as his release erupted inside her in hot, pulsing jets. His grip on her hip became almost bruising, holding her down on him as he emptied himself, his body shuddering beneath hers.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, joined, panting, dripping with sweat. The only sound was their ragged breathing. Brielle collapsed forward onto his chest, feeling the frantic beat of his heart against her cheek. He was still inside her, still throbbing faintly.

Andrew’s hand, now gentle, came up to stroke her damp hair. “Jesus Christ,” he breathed, the words laced with awe and exhaustion.

Brielle just smiled against his skin, a deep, satisfied contentment washing over her. She’d taken what she wanted, and it had been even better than she’d imagined.

He shifted slightly beneath her, his voice a low rumble. “You’re full of surprises, you know that?” His hand drifted from her hair down to the small of her back, pressing her just a little closer.

His hand was a heavy, possessive weight on the small of her back, pressing her into the sweat-slicked plane of his chest. Brielle’s ear was nestled just below his jaw, and she could feel the low, resonant hum of his voice before she even heard the words.

“You’re full of surprises, you know that?” he’d said. A shiver, delicious and anticipatory, ran down her spine. I’m not done with you yet.

Then, his lips were at her ear, his breath a hot, intimate caress that made her toes curl. The tone shifted, from awed exhaustion to something low, conspiratorial, and utterly wicked.

“I have a secret, Brielle,” Andrew whispered, his voice a gravelly command that brooked no interruption. “A fantasy I’ve been playing in my head since I first saw your profile picture. I want to watch you.”

Brielle’s breath caught, her body still humming from her orgasm, yet instantly stirring anew at his words. “Watch me?” she murmured against his skin.

“Fuck, yes.” His hand slid from her back down to her ass, giving one firm, appreciative squeeze. “I want to bend you over in front of that full-length mirror. I want to watch my cock disappear into your perfect, slick little pussy. I want to see your face, see the way you bite that full lower lip of yours when I push all the way inside. I want to watch your tits bounce while I fuck you from behind. I want to see everything.”

A jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her. The imagery was so vivid, so nasty, and the raw hunger in his voice was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known. This wasn’t a man asking; this was a general stating his next objective. And god, did she want to surrender.

“Show me,” she breathed, already pushing herself up off his chest. Her muscles protested, deliciously sore, but the need was too strong.

A slow, predatory smile spread across Andrew’s face. He moved with that efficient, powerful grace she was coming to adore, sliding out from beneath her and rising from the bed. He stood there for a moment, a magnificent giant silhouetted by the soft light of the suite, his body a map of hard-earned muscle and fading sweat. His cock, still semi-hard and glistening with their mixed arousal, was a thick, heavy promise between his powerful thighs. It was a frankly intimidating piece of flesh, long and veiny with a thick, broad head that she could still feel stretching her.

He didn’t speak. He just took her hand and led her, naked and willing, to the standing mirror near the closet. He positioned her directly in front of it, his hands on her hips. Brielle’s gaze met her own in the glass. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair a wild, sexy mess. Her lips were swollen from his kisses, her nipples hard and pebbled. And her pussy, framed by the smooth, bare skin of her mound, looked wet and inviting, her inner lips, a shade darker than the surrounding skin, slightly parted and glistening.

Andrew stood behind her, a tower of dark intent. His hands slid from her hips around to her stomach, pulling her back against him. She felt the hard, hot length of his cock press against the cleft of her ass, and she moaned, her head falling back against his shoulder.

“Look,” he commanded, his voice rough in her ear. “Look at how fucking beautiful you are. Look at this perfect pussy, Brielle. My perfect pussy. It’s begging for my cock, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her eyes glued to their reflection. “It’s yours, Andrew. Fuck, it’s all yours.”

One hand stayed splayed on her stomach, holding her firmly in place, while the other traveled down, through her neat triangle of soft brown pubic hair, his fingers sliding through her slick folds with an expert’s familiarity. She watched, mesmerized, as his thick fingers circled her clit, making her jolt and cry out.

“You see that?” he growled, watching her face in the mirror as his fingers worked her. “You see how much you love this? How much does your body want it?”

She could only nod, her hips beginning to push back against him, a frantic, needy rhythm. He chuckled, a dark, sexy sound, and removed his hand, lining up the broad head of his cock with her dripping entrance. He held himself there, teasing them both, letting them both watch the anticipation build.

“Tell me you want it, Brielle.”

“I want it! Andrew, please, I need you to fuck me. Now.”

With a grunt of pure need, he drove into her. Brielle’s eyes flew wide open, watching in the mirror as her body accepted him, as he filled her completely in one long, devastating thrust. A guttural cry was torn from her throat. He was so deep, so impossibly deep, and seeing it—watching the powerful muscles of his ass and thighs flex as he buried himself inside her—unlocked something ferocious within her.

“Holy fuck,” she whimpered, her hands slapping against the cool glass of the mirror for support.

“Look,” he ordered again, his grip on her hip tightening as he began to move. He set a brutal, punishing pace from the start, each thrust a deliberate, powerful piston of his hips. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a lewd soundtrack to the erotic show in the mirror.

Brielle was transfixed. She watched her own face contort in pleasure, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as he hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. She watched her breasts sway and bounce with every one of his powerful drives. And she watched, with a kind of delirious fascination, the hypnotic rhythm of his cock plunging in and out of her soaked pussy, her slickness coating his length, making each thrust smoother, faster, harder.

“You see how you take me?” he grunted, his own eyes locked on the mirror, watching himself dominate her. “You see how that sweet pussy fucking milks my cock? Goddamn, Brielle.”

He leaned forward, bracing himself with one hand on the mirror beside her head, his body covering hers, and the new angle was unbelievable. He was hitting her very core, and the visual of being completely enveloped by him, of being taken so utterly, pushed her higher and higher.

“I’m gonna come,” she warned, the tension coiling tight in her belly, a familiar, urgent pressure building.

“Not yet,” he commanded, but his voice was strained, his own control fraying. He reached around with his free hand, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles exactly where she needed it. “Come with me. I want to feel you come all over my cock while I watch.”

It was the final push. The combined sensation of his thick cock pistoning inside her, his expert fingers on her clit, and the raw, filthy sight of it all in the mirror shattered her completely. Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole the air from her lungs, a silent, open-mouthed scream as her inner muscles clamped down on him in a series of intense, rhythmic pulses.

The feeling of her tight channel convulsing around his cock was his undoing. With a roar that was pure animal triumph, Andrew buried himself to the hilt, his own release surging into her in hot, endless waves. She felt every last throb of his cock, saw the intense gratification on his face in the reflection, and her own climax seemed to go on forever.

They stayed like that for a long moment, slumped against the mirror, panting, steaming the glass with their breath. His weight was heavy on her, a grounding, solid presence. He pressed a damp, open-mouthed kiss to her shoulder.

“Fuck, Brielle,” he panted, his voice wrecked. “That was...”

“I know,” she breathed out, her own voice trembling. Her legs felt like water. She could still feel him, thick and pulsating, deep inside her.

He slowly, reluctantly, pulled out, and they both watched the aftermath in the mirror. He turned her in his arms, his hands cupping her face, and kissed her. It was a possessive, claiming kiss, full of the lingering intensity of what they’d just shared.

When he finally broke away, his dark eyes were blazing with a new, insatiable fire. “Now,” he said, his thumb stroking her jawline. “I want to taste you again. Right there on the floor. I want my face soaked with you.”

ಥ_ಥಥ_ಥಥ_ಥ

A deep, ragged breath shuddered out of Andrew’s chest, his forehead resting against hers. The air in the room was thick with the




































THE END
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