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Prelude: The Power of Submission
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It always started the same way.

A glance. A flicker of interest. A slow, lingering curiosity that made his stomach tighten and his skin tingle. Tyler had always noticed men—their confidence, the way they carried themselves, the effortless authority in their voices. But more than anything, he noticed the way their pants fit.

Tight fabric stretching over something thick and heavy.

He used to tell himself it was nothing. Just an idle thought. A harmless observation. But deep down, he knew better.

It wasn’t just curiosity. It was hunger.

He had spent years pretending he didn’t want it—pretending he didn’t wonder what it would feel like to be taken, claimed, devoured. But the first time he got a taste, there was no going back.

Jesse had been the one to open the door.

It had started as a game. Playful. Teasing. A slow build of tension that made every stolen touch feel like fire. Jesse had whispered things in his ear, kissed him like he wanted to ruin him, and when he finally pushed inside, Tyler had gasped so loudly it made Jesse smirk.

“Knew you’d love this,” Jesse had murmured, his breath hot against Tyler’s ear.

And Tyler had. Oh, he had.

Jesse had been patient. Gentle. He had wanted Tyler to enjoy it. To ease into submission, to explore the way pleasure could consume him.

But then there was Mike.

Mike wasn’t patient.

Mike was a man who took what he wanted.

Tyler had shivered under his touch, his body thrumming with anticipation as Mike’s deep voice rumbled in his ear. There were no soft whispers, no teasing smiles—just raw, dominant hunger.

And God, it had made Tyler’s pulse race.

The way Mike held him, the way he pushed him down, the way he filled him so completely that Tyler couldn’t even think—only feel.

It should have been overwhelming. It should have made him feel powerless.

But the moment Mike lost control, the moment his dominance cracked just a little— Tyler understood something.

It wasn’t Mike who had the power.

It was him.

Because as much as Mike commanded, as much as he growled praise and gripped Tyler’s hips like he never wanted to let go—he was the one who was falling apart.

“Fuck, Tyler—”

That voice, once so composed, had turned desperate.

That powerful, dominant man—the one who always kept his composure—was suddenly the one begging for more.

And Tyler?

Tyler gave it to him.

He worked his hips, moaned so prettily that Mike shuddered, clenched just right until Mike lost himself completely.

And that’s when Tyler realized the truth.

Submission wasn’t weakness.

It was seduction.

Because men like Mike—powerful men, untouchable men—fell the hardest when they finally found something they couldn’t control.

And Tyler?

He was going to make them fall to their knees.

Jesse had shown him pleasure. Mike had shown him power.

And now?

Now, Tyler was ready to use it.

Because the world was full of dominant men who thought they were untouchable. Men who thought they held all the control.

And Tyler?

Tyler was going to make them break.
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The VIP lounge is warm, dimly lit, with just enough golden glow from the fireplace to catch the sharp glint in Tyler’s eyes. Outside, the party is still alive—music, chatter, clinking glasses—but here, it’s just them.

Mike sits deep into the luxurious leather couch, his drink in hand, his broad shoulders tense. His tie is slightly loosened, top button undone, and yet—he looks like a man trying too hard to maintain control.

Tyler? Tyler isn’t worried about control. He’s enjoying this.

He perches on the armrest beside Mike, one leg crossed, one hand tracing lazy circles on the backrest. Not touching Mike—but close enough to feel the heat radiating off his body.

Tyler smirks. “So serious, Mike. You don’t look like a man having fun.”

Mike lets out a slow exhale. “That’s because I know what you’re doing.”

Tyler raises a brow. “Oh? And what exactly am I doing?”

Mike clenches his jaw, fingers tightening around his glass. “Pushing me.”

Tyler leans in closer, close enough that his breath ghosts against Mike’s ear.

“And?”

Mike stiffens, refusing to turn his head. His fingers tighten so much around the glass that for a second, Tyler wonders if he’s going to break it.

Tyler bites back a grin. “You know what I like about you, Mike?”

Mike finally glances sideways. His eyes are dark, calculating. “Do tell.”

Tyler tilts his head, slow, teasing. “You act so controlled. So above it all. But deep down?” He drags his bottom lip between his teeth, watching as Mike’s gaze flickers lower—just for a second. “You’re dying for me to wreck you.”

Mike’s chest rises and falls slower, deeper. “You’re mistaken.”

Tyler chuckles. “No, I’m not.”

He shifts, uncrossing his legs and finally moving closer. Not fully touching—but just enough that when Mike exhales, Tyler can feel the heat of it against his skin.

“Tell me, Mike,” Tyler murmurs, dragging a deliberate, feather-light finger along the rim of Mike’s glass, his nails barely grazing Mike’s knuckles. “Are you clenching your jaw because you’re irritated? Or because you’re trying really, really hard not to imagine what I taste like?”

Mike’s breathing falters, just for a second. But it’s enough.

Tyler grins. “I bet you’ve already thought about it.”

Mike’s voice is low, warning. “You’re full of yourself.”

Tyler tilts his head, feigning innocence. “Am I?” His fingers ghost down, lightly brushing the inside of Mike’s thigh. He doesn’t linger—just enough to make the air between them crackle.

Mike grabs his wrist—hard. Not painful, but firm enough to send a clear message.

Their eyes lock.

Mike’s voice is dangerously low. “Do you know what happens when you push too far, Tyler?”

Tyler grins, unbothered. “Why don’t you show me?”

Mike snaps.

In one swift motion, he yanks Tyler forward, pulling him off the armrest and into his lap. The glass tumbles from his fingers, landing somewhere on the carpet with a dull thud.

Tyler’s breath hitches—but he recovers fast.

Mike grips his waist, fingers pressing deep. “You really don’t know when to quit, do you?”

Tyler presses in closer, his mouth a breath away from Mike’s. “Not when I’m winning.”

Mike growls, yanking him even closer.

“You think you’ve won?” His mouth hovers at Tyler’s throat, so close that the heat of his breath makes Tyler shudder. “Sweetheart, you have no idea what you’ve started.”

Tyler finally breaks the game. He lifts his drink, licking the rim of the glass slowly before taking a sip. His gaze drags up to Mike’s, playful, dangerous. "You’re desperate."

Mike doesn’t move, doesn’t blink. "You’re imagining things."

Tyler hums, swirling his drink lazily. "Maybe. Or maybe you’re remembering how I felt. How I sounded." His voice dips lower, teasing, filthy. "How tight I was around you."

Mike grips his drink a little harder. He doesn’t take the bait. Not yet.

Tyler grins, shifting his weight, letting the movement draw attention to his waist, his hips—an unspoken invitation. He leans in slightly, lowering his voice so only Mike can hear. "You could have me again, you know. But I wonder..." Tyler tilts his head, pretending to think. "Would it be as good if you’re not desperate for it?"

Mike finally reacts. A sharp exhale. A tightening of his jaw. His knuckles turning white around his glass.

Bingo.

Tyler smirks, stepping back. "I’ll be upstairs."

And then he walks away.

Mike doesn’t follow immediately. He shouldn’t. That would make it too easy.

But when Tyler pauses at the top of the stairs, glancing back with a knowing smirk—

Mike is already moving.

The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in the dimly lit room. Tyler leaned against it, eyes locked onto Mike like a predator cornering its prey. A slow, knowing smirk tugged at his lips as he reached for the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one, his movements deliberate, teasing.

“You’ve been staring at me all night, Mike,” Tyler purred, slipping the fabric off his shoulders and letting it drop to the floor. “Thought I wouldn’t notice?”

Mike scoffed, crossing his arms over his chest, his stance rigid. “You’re imagining things.” His voice was steady, firm—but his eyes told a different story. They flickered over Tyler’s bare chest, lingering on the smooth curves of his toned body, his flawless, creamy skin practically glowing under the dim light.

Tyler hummed, tilting his head. “Oh? So you weren’t looking at me like you wanted to bend me over the bar and take me right there?” He reached for the waistband of his pants, undoing the button slowly, watching as Mike’s jaw clenched.

Mike exhaled sharply through his nose, shifting
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