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The first time I saw her, she was standing across the bar, laughing at something her friend had said, her head tilted back just enough to expose the smooth line of her throat. I wasn’t supposed to notice. Hell, I shouldn’t have noticed. But there was something about the way her lips parted when she laughed, the way her fingers traced the rim of her glass slowly, deliberately, like she was savoring the moment that made my pulse kick up a notch.

Her name was Lena. Twenty-eight, sharp as a whip, with this way of looking at you like she was already three steps ahead. And she was off-limits. Not just because she was my best friend’s little sister though that was bad enough but because she was engaged. To some Wall Street prick who probably didn’t know the first thing about making her moan the way she deserved.

I should’ve walked away. But then she caught me staring.

Her dark brown eyes locked onto mine, and for a second, the noise of the bar faded into nothing. She didn’t look away. Didn’t blush or giggle or any of that shy shit. Just held my gaze, her lips curling into this slow, knowing smile, like she’d been waiting for me to notice her all along.

“You’re staring,” she said, her voice low, amused, when she finally made her way over to where I was nursing my whiskey.

“I’m allowed to look,” I shot back, leaning against the bar. “You’re the one who walked over here.”

She laughed, a rich, throaty sound that went straight to my cock. “Bold. I like that.” She took the stool beside me, her thigh brushing against mine just enough to make my skin burn. “But you should know, I’m taken.”

“I know.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “And?”

“And I don’t give a fuck.”

She should’ve slapped me. Should’ve stormed off, told her brother, hell, told her fiancé. But she didn’t. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

“Only if you let me be.”

A beat. Then she exhaled, slow, like she was giving in to something she’d been fighting. “One drink. That’s all.”

It wasn’t.

We ended up at her place. Not because I pushed though God knows I wanted to, but because she led me there. Her apartment was all sleek lines and modern furniture, the kind of place that screamed I have my life together, which only made the fact that she was unraveling for me that much hotter.

The second the door clicked shut, she was on me. Her hands fisted in my shirt, yanking me down to her level, her mouth crashing against mine. No hesitation. No second thoughts. Just hunger.

“Fuck, you taste good,” I groaned against her lips, my hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her flush against me. She was already wet. I could feel the heat of her through her dress, through my jeans. My cock throbbed, desperate to be inside her.

“Shut up and kiss me,” she demanded, her nails digging into my shoulders as she bit my lower lip, hard enough to sting. I growled, spinning her around and pressing her back against the door, my body caging hers in.

Our tongues tangled, wet and messy, her moans vibrating against my mouth as I ground my hips into hers. She arched into me, her tits pressing against my chest, her nipples hard little points even through the fabric of her dress.

“You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?” I murmured, my lips trailing down her throat, my teeth grazing the sensitive skin just below her ear. “About my hands on you. My mouth.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her head falling back as I sucked a mark into the hollow of her throat. “God, yes.”

I dropped to my knees in front of her, my hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her dress higher, higher, until I could see the lace of her panties black, sheer, already damp. “Fuck, Lena,” I groaned, pressing my face against her, inhaling the scent of her arousal. “You’re soaked.”

“Then do something about it,” she snapped, her fingers tangling in my hair, yanking me closer.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

Hooking my fingers into the waistband of her panties, I dragged them down her legs, tossing them aside before spreading her thighs wide. The first lick was slow, deliberate, my tongue dragging through her folds from her entrance to her clit. She tasted like sin sweet and tangy and mine.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried, her hips jerking against my mouth. I gripped her ass, holding her still as I lapped at her, my tongue circling her clit before flicking it, fast and relentless.

“You like that?” I murmured, pulling back just enough to speak. “You like my tongue on your pretty little cunt?”

“Yes don’t stop”

I didn’t. I devoured her, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs as I ate her out like a starving man. Her moans filled the room, high and needy, her hips rolling against my face as she chased her orgasm.

“Please, please, I’m gonna”

I slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and that was all it took. She came with a broken cry, her pussy clenching around my fingers, her juices coating my chin. I lapped up every drop, groaning at the taste of her.

Before she could catch her breath, I was on my feet, lifting her effortlessly. She wrapped her legs around my waist, her dress riding up around her hips, her bare ass in my hands.

“Bedroom. Now,” I growled.

She pointed down the hall, her lips crashing back onto mine as I carried her, my cock straining against my zipper. I kicked the door open, barely making it to the bed before she was tearing at my shirt, her nails scraping down my chest.

“Need you,” she panted, her hands fumbling with my belt. “Need you inside me.”

I didn’t bother with finesse. I shoved my jeans and boxers down just enough to free my cock, the head already slick with pre-cum. Lena’s eyes darkened as she wrapped her fingers around me, stroking me once, twice, before guiding me to her entrance.

“Fuck, you’re big,” she whispered, biting her lip as I pressed against her.

“You can take it,” I growled, gripping her hip with one hand, the other tangling in her hair, tilting her head back so I could watch her face as I pushed inside.

Inch by inch.

“Oh, God” she gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as her tight, wet heat swallowed me whole. She was so fucking tight, her walls clenching around me, like she was made to fit me perfectly.

“You feel that?” I groaned, bottoming out, my balls pressing against her ass. “You feel how deep I am?”

“Yes, fuck, yes”

I started moving. Slow at first, long, deep strokes that had her whimpering, her legs trembling around me. But she didn’t want to be slow. She wanted me.

“Harder,” she demanded, her heels digging into my ass. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I flipped her onto her back, pinning her wrists above her head as I drove into her, hard and fast, the bed creaking beneath us. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, mixed with her breathless moans, the filthy words spilling from her lips.

“Yes, just like that, fuck, I’m gonna come again”

“Not yet,” I growled, pulling out suddenly. She whined in protest, but I flipped her onto her stomach, yanking her hips up so her ass was in the air. “You come when I say you come.”

She moaned as I slid back inside her from behind, my cock hitting that spot deep inside her that made her see stars. My fingers dug into her hips, my thrusts punishing, relentless.

“You’re mine,” I snarled, leaning over her, my lips against her ear. “Say it.”

“I’m yours, only yours”

“Again.”

“I’m yours!”

I reached around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight, fast circles as I fucked her. She detonated with a scream, her pussy milking my cock, her whole body trembling. I followed her over the edge with a groan, my cum filling her, marking her, claiming her.

We collapsed onto the bed, a sweaty, breathless mess. Lena’s head was on my chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my skin.

“We can’t do this again,” she murmured.

I kissed the top of her head. “Liar.”

She laughed, low and husky. “You’re trouble.”

“And you love it.”

She didn’t deny it.

The next time was in my office. She showed up unannounced, wearing a skirt so short I could see the lace of her thong when she sat on my desk. I locked the door before she even had to ask.

The time after that was in the backseat of my car, parked on some dark side road, her legs wrapped around me as I fucked her through another orgasm, her moans muffled against my shoulder.

We were reckless. Stupid. Addicted.

And we didn’t care.

Because when it came to Lena, I’d burn the whole world down just to hear her scream my name one more time.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Rules We Break Chapter 2: The Velvet Trap


[image: ]


A Game of Sins and Stakes

The fire between us had already consumed everything: morals, consequences, the future. It didn’t matter. Not when Lena’s fingers dug into my skin, not when her breath hitched as I buried myself inside her, not when she whispered filthy promises against my ear that made my cock throb. We were past the point of no return, and neither of us wanted to turn back.

But fate, as it turned out, had other plans.

It was a Thursday, one of those unremarkable weekdays that should’ve been forgettable. I was at my desk, staring at spreadsheets that blurred into nothingness, my mind still replaying the way Lena had ridden me in the backseat of my car two nights before. The memory alone was enough to make me hard, and I adjusted myself discreetly, cursing under my breath. That’s when my phone buzzed. An unknown number. Normally, I’d ignore it, but something made me answer.

"You don’t know me," a smooth, accented voice purred on the other end, "but I know you. And I know Lena."

My blood turned to ice. "Who the hell is this?"

A low chuckle. "A friend. Or an enemy. That depends on you." The voice was feminine, sultry, but laced with something dangerous. "Meet me tonight. The Velvet Lounge. Booth in the back. Ten o’clock. Come alone, or Lena’s fiancé gets a very interesting video."

The line went dead.

I spent the next eight hours in a cold sweat, my mind racing. Blackmail? A setup? Some twisted game? But the threat was real too real. If Lena’s fiancé found out, if her brother found out... I’d lose everything. Worse, she would. And yet, beneath the panic, there was something else: a dark, twisted curiosity. Who was this woman? And how the fuck did she know?

The Velvet Lounge was one of those places that didn’t advertise. No sign, no website, just a heavy mahogany door tucked between a dry cleaner and a pawn shop in the seedier part of Midtown. The air inside was thick with the scent of aged whiskey and something sweeter opium, maybe, or just the perfume of secrets. Dim red lights cast everything in a sinful glow, and the low hum of conversation was punctuated by the occasional clink of glass or a muffled moan from one of the private rooms upstairs.

She was already there.

The booth in the back was upholstered in cracked black leather, the kind that stuck to your skin if you sat too long. And in it lounged a woman who looked like she’d stepped out of a noir film, long, raven hair cascading over one shoulder, lips painted the color of fresh blood, her dark eyes sharp enough to cut glass. She wore a dress that clung to her like a second skin, the deep V neckline teasing just enough to make my cock stir despite the circumstances.

"Sit," she commanded, her voice that same sultry purr from the phone. "Unless you’d rather run. But then, I do have such delicious footage of you and Lena in your office."

I slid into the booth, my pulse hammering. "What do you want?"

She leaned forward, the movement deliberate, giving me a full view of her cleavage. "Information. Cooperation. Fun." Her fingers traced the rim of her glass, slow, hypnotic. "I’m Camilla. And you, darling, are going to help me."

"Help you what?"

Her smile was razor-thin. "Steal something very valuable from a very dangerous man." She reached into her purse and slid a photo across the table. A middle-aged man with cold eyes and a scar running from his temple to his jawline. "Viktor Volkov. Russian. Not the kind of man you want to disappoint."

I stared at the photo, then back at her. "You’re out of your fucking mind if you think I’m getting involved in"

"Oh, but you already are." She tapped a manicured nail against the table. "You see, Viktor owns Lena’s fiancé. And by extension, he owns her. That pretty little engagement ring? Paid for with blood money. And Viktor doesn’t like loose ends." Her gaze dropped to my crotch, then slowly dragged up. "Like you."

A cold knot formed in my stomach. "What the hell does that have to do with me?"

Camilla’s lips curled. "Because, darling, Viktor knows about you and Lena. And he’s decided to make an example of her." She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. "Unless you do exactly as I say."

I should’ve walked away. Should’ve told her to go to hell, should’ve warned Lena, should’ve done something. But the way Camilla’s thigh brushed against mine under the table, the way her tongue darted out to wet her lower lip it was like she’d slipped something into my drink. I was addicted before I even knew the game.

"Fine," I growled. "What’s the play?"

Her smile widened. "Tomorrow night. Viktor’s penthouse. There’s a safe behind a painting in his study. Inside is a ledger names, dates, payments. Everything the FBI would love to get their hands on." She reached out, her fingers trailing up my arm, sending a jolt straight to my cock. "You get in. You get the ledger. You bring it to me. And in return..." Her hand slid higher, her thumb brushing over my pulse point. "I make sure Viktor never touches Lena."

"And if I say no?"

She laughed, low and dark. "Then I sent the video to her brother. And Viktor? Well." She shrugged. "Let’s just say he has a particular way with cheaters."

Fuck.

I should’ve known it was a trap.

The next evening, I found myself standing outside Viktor Volkov’s penthouse, my hands clenched into fists. The building was a monstrosity of glass and steel, the kind of place that screamed old money, new crimes. Security was tight cameras, guards, a keycard system that looked military-grade. But Camilla had given me a way in: a maintenance uniform, a fake ID, and a distraction.

"The fire alarm will go off at 9:17," she’d murmured against my lips when she’d pressed the keycard into my hand earlier that day. Her mouth had been on mine before I could protest, her tongue sliding against mine in a kiss that was all teeth and hunger. "You’ll have exactly four minutes before the backup generators kick in. Don’t be late."

I hadn’t asked how she knew the schedule. I didn’t want to know.

The alarm blared right on time.

Chaos erupted. Guards scrambled, residents spilled into the halls, and I slipped through the service entrance like a shadow. The penthouse was even more obscene on the inside marble floors, gold fixtures, and a chandelier that probably cost more than my apartment. Viktor’s study was locked, but Camilla’s keycard worked. I stepped inside, my heart in my throat.

The safe was exactly where she’d said behind a gaudy landscape painting. I punched in the code she’d given me (Lena’s birthday, because of course it was), and the safe clicked open.

And that’s when the lights came back on.

"I was wondering when you’d show up."

Viktor Volkov was even more intimidating in person. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a presence that made the air thicken. He stood in the doorway, a glass of whiskey in one hand, a pistol in the other. "Camilla has a flair for theatrics, no?" His accent was thick, his voice calm. "She forgot to mention one thing, though."

I swallowed hard, my fingers still on the ledger. "What’s that?"

He smiled. It didn’t reach his eyes. "That I wanted you here."

Before I could react, the door behind me swung open. Hands grabbed me, wrenching my arms behind my back. The ledger slipped from my grip as Viktor stepped closer, his cologne cloying, his breath hot.

"You’ve been a very naughty boy," he murmured. "Fucking another man’s fiancée. Stealing from me." He asked. "But lucky for you, I’m feeling... generous."

I struggled against the guards, but it was useless. "What the hell do you want?"

Viktor’s gaze darkened. "The same thing Camilla wants. Leverage." He reached out, his fingers gripping my chin, forcing me to meet his eyes. "You’re going to work for me now. And your little whore?" His smile turned feral. "She’s going to be my guest until you prove your loyalty."

Ice flooded my veins. "You touch her, and I’ll"

"You’ll what?" He laughed, low and dangerous. "You’re in no position to threaten me, boy." He snapped his fingers, and one of the guards pressed something cold and metallic into my hand. A key. "Room 407. The Red Door Club. Midnight. Don’t be late." His grip tightened. "And if you do tell anyone?" He leaned in, his voice a venomous whisper. "I’ll send Lena back to her fiancé in pieces."

The Red Door Club wasn’t on any map.

I found it in the basement of an abandoned theater in Hell’s Kitchen, the entrance marked only by a rusted fire escape and a single red door. The key Viktor had given me turned the lock with a sickening click. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the low thrum of bass vibrating through the floor. The walls were lined with red velvet, the lighting so dim I could barely make out the shapes of bodies writhing in the shadows.

A woman approached me tall, statuesque, her skin the color of dark honey, her hair shaved on one side. She wore nothing but a black lace corset and a collar with a silver ring. "First time?" Her voice was smooth, amused.

I nodded, my throat dry.

She smirked. "Viktor’s guests always are." She took my hand, her fingers cool. "Rule one: No names. Rule two: No limits. Rule three..." She pressed a finger to my lips. "You don’t leave until you’re told."

She led me deeper into the club, past rooms with one-way mirrors, past couples and groups tangled in acts that made my stomach clench. And then we stopped in front of a heavy curtain.

"He’s waiting," she murmured, before melting back into the shadows.

I pushed through the curtain and froze.

The room was circular, the walls lined with mirrors. In the center was a massive bed draped in black silk, and on it

"Miss me?"

Camilla lounged like a queen, her dress gone, replaced by a scrap of black lace that barely covered her breasts. Her legs were spread, her fingers lazily tracing circles over her pussy, her lips parted in a smirk. "Took you long enough."

"What the fuck is this?" I snapped, my pulse roaring in my ears.

She laughed, arching her back as her fingers dipped lower. "This, darling, is where you earn Lena’s freedom." She spread her thighs wider, her glistening folds on full display. "Viktor wants a show. And you’re going to give it to him."

"You set me up."

"Oh, please." She rolled her eyes, but her fingers didn’t stop moving. "Viktor was always going to find out. I just made sure I was the one who controlled the fallout." She moaned softly, her hips lifting off the bed. "Now. Are you going to stand there like a boy, or are you going to fuck me like a man?"

I should’ve walked away. Should’ve told her to go to hell. Should’ve something.

But then her fingers slid inside herself, and she gasped, her back arching, her nipples hard as diamonds beneath the lace. "Fuck, just look at you," she breathed. "All that rage. All that is needed." Her free hand reached for me. "Come here. Let me taste it."

I was on her before I could think.

My hands crashed into her wrists, pinning them above her head as my mouth sealed over hers. She bit my lower lip, hard, drawing blood, and I growled, shoving her thighs apart. The scent of her sweet, musky, intoxicating filled my senses. "You’re a fucking liar," I snarled against her lips.

"Mmm." She writhed beneath me, her hips bucking. "And you’re a fucking hypocrite." Her legs wrapped around my waist, her heels digging into my ass. "Now fuck me before Viktor gets bored."

I tore the lace from her body, my cock already painfully hard. She had perfect full breasts, dark nipples, a waist I could span with my hands, her pussy bare and glistening. I didn’t even bother undressing. I just unzipped my pants, freed my cock, and slammed into her in one brutal thrust.

"FUCK!" She screamed, her nails raking down my back, her body bowing off the bed. "Yes, just like that"

I didn’t hold back.

I fucked her like I hated her. Like she’d betrayed me. Like she was the reason Lena was in danger, like she was the reason I was here, like she was the reason I couldn’t stop. My hips pistoned, my cock burying itself to the hilt with every snap of my waist, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. She was dripping, her cunt clenching around me, her moans turning to sobs as I pounded into her.

"Harder!" she begged, her voice raw. "Fuck me harder, you bastard!"

I flipped her onto her stomach, yanking her ass up, my fingers digging into her hips as I drove into her from behind. The mirrors reflected us from every angle, her spine arching, her hair a wild tangle, my cock disappearing between her thighs, her pussy lips stretched obscenely around me. "You like this, don’t you?" I snarled, my hand fisting in her hair, wrenching her head back. "Getting fucked like a whore in front of Viktor’s cameras?"

"Yes!" she sobbed, her fingers clawing at the sheets. "Yes, fuck, yes!"

I reached around, my fingers finding her clit, rubbing in rough, punishing circles. "Come for me," I ordered. "Now."

She shattered with a scream, her body convulsing, her pussy milking my cock as her orgasm ripped through her. I didn’t stop. I kept fucking her, kept rubbing her, kept using her until she was a trembling, sobbing mess beneath me.

And then I pulled out.

She whimpered as I flipped her onto her back again, her thighs quivering. "No don’t stop"

"Shut up," I growled, crawling between her legs. I grabbed her ankles, pushing them back until her knees were nearly at her ears, her pussy spread wide, her ass lifted off the bed. And then I slammed back into her, my cock hitting so deep she choked on a scream.

"OH GOD!"

"You wanted this," I snarled, my hips snapping, my balls slapping against her ass. "You begged for it."

"Yes!" she sobbed, her hands flying to her breasts, pinching her nipples hard. "Fuck, yes!"

I could feel the tight, coiling heat in my spine, the way my cock swelled, the way her pussy fluttered around me. "You’re gonna take every drop," I grunted, my fingers digging into her thighs. "You’re gonna swallow it like a good little slut."

"Please!" she begged, her voice breaking. "Please, please!"

I came with a roar, my cock burying itself to the root as I emptied inside her, my cum flooding her in hot, thick pulses. She screamed, her own orgasm crashing over her again, her pussy clamping down, milking me dry.

I collapsed on top of her, my breath ragged, my skin slick with sweat.

And then the applause started.

Slow. Deliberate.

I lifted my head and met Viktor’s cold gaze from the shadows.

"Bravo," he murmured, stepping forward. "Most entertaining." He tossed a phone onto the bed. On the screen was Lena, bound to a chair, her eyes wide with terror. "Now. Let’s discuss your next performance."

Camilla’s fingers trailed down my spine, her voice a venomous whisper in my ear. "Welcome to the game, darling." Her lips brushed my shoulder. "It’s only just begun."
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I never expected my exchange semester in Tokyo to turn into something this hot. The first time I saw Skye, she was standing in the middle of the university courtyard, her blonde hair catching the afternoon sun like a damn halo. She was American tall, leggy, with curves that made my fingers itch just looking at them. And then there was Ashley, petite and sharp-eyed, her dark brown hair falling in sleek waves over her shoulders. Japanese-American, born and raised in L.A., but with this quiet confidence that made my pulse spike every time she glanced my way.

I’d been in Japan for three weeks, still adjusting to the time zone, the food, the way people here moved like they had all the time in the world. Skye and Ashley were in my advanced Japanese class Skye because she was terrible at it and needed the credits, Ashley because she was fluent and just wanted an easy A. They sat next to each other, whispering and laughing, and I’d catch myself staring more often than I should’ve.

One evening, after class, I found them at a tiny izakaya near campus, sharing a plate of yakitori and a bottle of highball. The place was dim, the air thick with the smell of grilled meat and beer. I hesitated at the entrance, but Ashley spotted me and waved me over before I could chicken out.

“You look like you could use a drink,” she said, sliding a glass toward me. Her voice was smooth, teasing. “Or are you too busy being the mysterious exchange student?”

Skye laughed, nudging her shoulder. “Ignore her. Sit down. We were just debating whether foreigners can actually handle sake.”

I dropped into the seat across from them, my knee brushing Skye’s under the table. She didn’t pull away. “Depends on the foreigner,” I said, grabbing the glass. “And the sake.”

Ashley’s lips curled. “Bold words. Let’s test that theory.”

Three rounds later, the sake had done its job. The world was warm, my skin buzzing every time Skye’s thigh pressed against mine. Ashley was leaning in, her breath hot against my ear as she “translated” something Skye had said except Skye’s Japanese was just as bad as mine, so I knew she was full of shit.

“She said you have nice hands,” Ashley murmured, her fingers tracing circles on the back of my wrist. “I want to know if they’re as good as they look.”

I swallowed hard. Skye was watching me, her blue eyes dark with something that wasn’t just alcohol. “Is that so?” I managed.

Skye bit her lip, then leaned in, her voice a purr. “I might have said that. Or maybe I said you have a nice mouth. Hard to remember.”

Ashley’s laugh was low, dirty. “Mmm. I think we should find out.”

The walk back to my tiny apartment was a blur of hands and whispered dares. Skye’s fingers tangled in mine, pulling me close enough to feel the heat of her body. Ashley walked ahead, glancing back every few steps with a smirk that promised trouble. By the time we stumbled through my door, I was already hard, my cock straining against my jeans.

Ashley didn’t waste time. She pushed me against the wall, her mouth crashing into mine before I could even breathe. Her tongue was insistent, demanding, sliding against mine as her hands roamed down my chest, my stomach, then lower.

“Fuck,” I groaned into her mouth when her palm pressed against my erection.

Skye was behind me, her lips on my neck, her teeth grazing my earlobe. “Someone’s eager,” she murmured, her hands slipping under my shirt, nails scraping over my abs. “Let’s see how eager we are.”

Ashley dropped to her knees in front of me, her dark eyes locked on mine as she popped the button of my jeans. The sound of my zipper was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Skye’s hands were on my shoulders, pushing my shirt off, her breath hot against my back.

“God, you’re built,” Ashley said, pulling my cock free. She wrapped her fingers around the base, stroking slowly, her thumb swirling over the pre-cum already beading at the tip. “Thick too. Skye’s gonna love this.”

Skye’s laugh was breathy against my skin. “Mmm, I can already tell.” Her hands moved to my chest, her nails dragging over my
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