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Alexei

What is it with these suburban princesses, constantly making their way into the city at night looking for danger and excitement? On their terms, of course. Always high maintenance, usually low self-esteem, and not the faintest inkling of what a man like me might find attractive. They’re here just long enough to appease their curiosity, and then they’re home again, tucked up safe in their cozy beds where the big bad wolves of this world can’t get them. Wolves like me. Princes of Pleasure. Kings of Pain.

The latest two hovering near the door don’t look old enough to be out this late, but I know they must be over twenty-one. Club Plaisir is members-only, and definitely adults-only, and applications are thoroughly scrutinized. The nature of what goes on here means we have to be discreet, and all of my staff have a knack for spotting fake IDs and unsuitable applicants. 

No one underage. Ever. No exceptions. That’s my number one rule.

Despite the fact that both newcomers have clearly been caught unawares by this evening’s heavy spring downpour outside, the dark-haired one on the left has a confident set to her shoulders as she stares around the room at the half-naked clientele. She shakes out her wet hair and sprays rain droplets over everyone in the vicinity, though no one seems to notice in the sweat and heat of the club. She’s definitely been here before, or somewhere similar. She has the demeanor of someone who can look out for herself.

By comparison, the slightly-built blonde by her side looks like a startled deer in the headlights. A wet, bedraggled deer who seems as if she’d be more at home in a sun-drenched field of flowers than a dark, inner-city sex club pulsing with music and undulating bodies. 

She’s definitely never been here before. I’d remember. 

There’s something about her—an air of fragility, perhaps—that piques my interest, and even though she’s the exact opposite of what I look for in a woman, my cock twitches in a visceral response to her innocence.

Fuck!

I need my women hard and experienced. I need them to like it rough. I’m an expert at providing my partners with equal parts pleasure and pain.

I wouldn’t even know where to start with a woman who likes it subtle.

From my vantage point up here on the raised landing above the lounge and dance floor, I can read the curiosity mixed with apprehension as she glances wide-eyed around the room. Her teeth, even and white, tease that plump bottom lip in a way that sends another unwanted message straight to my dick. 

No. She’s not for the likes of me.

I’d love to know her thoughts as she studies the action around her. Does it meet her expectations of what a sex club might look like? What did she expect, before she strolled in our front door? It’s Friday, generally our busiest night of the week, and tonight is no exception. Some patrons haven’t bothered to head upstairs to the private rooms before starting in on their foreplay. Though, to be honest, most of the hard-core action happens out back in the play area, or downstairs in the superbly equipped dungeons. That’s my usual haunt. 

There’s always a degree of naked, out here in the bar area. Some touching, maybe a bit of finger or mouth action, perhaps a bit of role-play. Nothing beyond vanilla, at least not from tonight’s unusually tame crowd, but I guess if you haven’t been to a club like ours before, it could still be pretty confronting.

After a moment, Blondie folds her arms across her middle in a gesture that looks self-protective, and my cock twitch develops further, until there’s a heavy heat between my legs and I’m reminded of what it was like to be young and not in full control of my libido.

Annoyance blooms in my chest, and my brows come down in a scowl. Fuck this. What the hell is wrong with me tonight? I’m always in control. I’m known for it in this industry. My hands clench briefly on the shiny metal railing and I glare down at the two offending women. Rationally, I know it’s not their fault, but it’s as if Blondie’s very presence is causing my body to malfunction. Thirty-five years old and I might as well be fifteen, the way I’m reacting. 

As if the woman can sense my aggravation, she lifts her chin like she’s scenting the breeze, and again I’m reminded of a delicate woodland creature. She suddenly raises her face, looking straight at me. My heart feels like it skips a beat and then restarts with a painful thud. What the hell? My black leather pants with the silver chain loop belt are designed to be skin-tight, but not this tight. Now I have a fucking hard-on. And it won’t cooperate and go back down.

Her eyes widen briefly, and her lips part as if she, too, experiences the same odd body sensation when our gazes meet. Something in the depths of her expression flashes bright and then disappears just as fast. So fast I can’t interpret what it is. Maybe it’s her innocence, so rare in a place like Club Plaisir. Our specialty for a large portion of the club’s more elite clientele is straddling the line between pain and desire. Crossing from one side of that line to the other and back again, in a controlled and professional environment. A beacon of innocence, even one packaged as prettily as Blondie, has no place on that delicately balanced tightrope of pleasure and pain. 

Why is she here? And why the fuck will my body not respond to my brain’s demand to behave?

I spy one of my hosts heading their way, and my antenna instantly goes on full alert. Harris. He’s good at what he does, especially with newbies to the lifestyle, but there’s something about Blondie that screams fragile, and I can’t imagine even Harris will be subtle enough for a woman like her. I can’t stomach the thought of him anywhere near her. 

I’m already descending the stairs two at a time when I realize I don’t want anyone from Plaisir near this woman. I find myself standing in front of her before my brain catches up with my physical action, and when my breath hitches unexpectedly in my throat, I tell myself it’s simply that I’m out of shape from rushing down the stairs. 

Sure. That’s it. You’re out of shape. I grit my teeth, trying to ignore the sarcastic voice in my brain that knows it’s my job to stay in shape.

When I shake my head at Harris the action is more violent than intended, and he recoils a step before raising a surprised set of brows. His glance darts between me and the blonde and back again. I jerk my head for a second time, and after a moment of awkward silence, he nods and fades slowly into the crowd.

I turn my attention back to our visitor. Up close she seems like physical perfection. Pale skin, lightly freckled across the nose, and hair so white, despite its disheveled wetness, that I want to hoist up the hem of her short black dress and check her cunt to see if that hair color is natural. Her eyes, which exuded innocence from my previous vantage point upstairs, are a clear ice blue. It’s an uplifting shade that screams an invite to dive right in to their cool, refreshing depths.

Her mouth is full and deliciously pink, and an image of her pussy lips suddenly fills my mind. Is she equally as plump and pink below? Is there a slick wetness that adds a sheen to her cunt, a sheen I could reach out and collect on the tip of my tongue? What would she taste like, this fragile-looking young woman? What would she say if I knelt down right this minute and buried my face, my mouth, and my eager tongue deep into the apex between her thighs? How would she react if I sucked and licked at her juicy clit, coaxing the pea-shaped nub right out from its resting place at the top of her slit? Would she moan or scream if I bit her there, hard, until she, too, understood how to cross that line from pleasure into pain and back again?

I don’t understand where these thoughts are coming from. I don’t fuck the patrons. Not in that way. My interactions are purely for business, my clients needing a specialized form of bondage restraint and punishment that almost never involves sexual intercourse. 

I think I’m doing well hiding my lust-filled musings, but something alien flares in her gaze as she stares back at me, almost as if she can read every lewd thought in my head. Sudden lascivious curiosity, not naiveté, animates her features, and displeasure has my fists clenching tight. Is she really just another suburban princess, here to prove how cool she is by daring to enter Plaisir?

My reaction is ridiculous. If she’s innocent then she has no right to be here in a place as debauched as this and I’ll be sending her home momentarily. But if she’s not, then I should be relieved, not fighting the urge to turn away in disappointment. My mouth twists, and I force myself to don the polite mask of club host and to curb the irritation that I know has no basis in reason.

“You don’t belong here, sweetheart.” I begin my little speech designed to get her to leave, but a droplet of rain water off her hair distracts my attention when it meanders down her cheek. Without thinking, I reach out to catch the bead with my fingertip. She jerks backward when I connect with her skin, a violent shiver coursing through her body. I snatch back my hand. What was that? Surely that reaction couldn’t be in response to my touch? I reach for her again, testing to see what happens, and she cringes, avoiding my touch altogether this time.

Well, well. Is she afraid she’ll catch something awful from the big bad Dom? I continue my speech, but this time I don’t bother to hide my annoyance. “Time to run along back home to your family in the ‘burbs, little princess. You can’t handle the kind of play on offer here at Plaisir. And besides, you’re way too young to be out this late.”

Yeah, ‘cos you so want her to leave. An image of her pale body splayed in an artistic pose in a suspension harness reignites my unwilling desire. She glances down as if acquiescing to my dominance and the tension holding my shoulders tight loosens a touch, but then her head tilts slightly to one side and I realize she’s actually studying my visible erection.

Fuck. Me. The tension surges right back up to uncomfortable. A hiss of exasperation escapes before I can contain it, and she raises her gaze once more to mine, but again there’s a flash of something in those mysterious blue depths. It’s quickly hidden, but this time I manage to identify it. Desire.

Her narrowed eyes are no longer quite so helpless-seeming, and my heart skips a beat. Again. Who in fuck’s name is this woman? And why am I reacting so strongly to her presence?

“I don’t live in the ‘burbs’; I live in an apartment in the city.” Her voice is soft and clear, but with an acerbic edge that denotes I’ve
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