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  Author's Note


Welcome to the tantalizing world of Wild Obsidian. 
In this book, you will find nine stories about nine different couples (one menage) that all have some sort of trauma they are working through. 
But the most important thing I can tell you is that these stories are FICTION! Yes, in the kink community negotiation and consent are key. BUT I need you to remember these stories are fiction and reading them does not give you the education required to do these scenes. Hurting yourself or your partner (without consent) will lead to a charge. So let's not do that.
And please remember that a lack of knowledge immediately revokes consent. If you don't know what you are getting into, you cannot give consent.
These stories are just the…tip, if you will. There is so much more to the community, so many more dynamics and play types. If you are interested in the kink or BDSM community, reach out. I can hopefully point you in the right direction. If you are like me (extremely introverted) a quick Google search can get you started in finding a community.
These stories are in order from least to most kinky. Yes, there is a CNC story. If that isn't for you, please don't read it. It's not for everyone and that's okay. 
As always, remember, your safety is number one and enthusiastic consent is mandatory.

Love you to the moon and back
—Vic Raven 






  
  Trigger Warnings


Listen, we all know that we are bad bitches who love to read about the darker side of romance. But mental health is important, especially in a book with heavy emotional themes. 
If I missed one, PLEASE email me at vicravenauthor@gmail.com so I can add it to this list.
Take care of your brain, it's the only one you get, and fixing it is expensive.
Full List of Trigger Warnings for Wild Obsidian: Complete Collection
Each book will have it's own TW prior to each book. Feel free to skip a story if doesn't fit.
Food shame (not by MMC)                                    
Body dysmorphia                                          
Religious trauma                                                                         
Repression                                                                                    
Mention of past sexual trauma                                                  
Childhood trauma                                                                       
Narcissism 
Off page abuse (not by MC's)
SVU detective
PTSD/ Anxiety
Off page mention of rape
Chase/ Primal
Fire play
Impact play
Sacrifice play scene 
Master/Slave relationship
 ON PAGE Consent non consent (CNC)






  
  Dedication 





This is for all my millennials who thought sex was supposed to be boring. 

Welcome to paradise.
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  Trigger Warnings

Temptation


Food shame (not by MMC) 
Body dysmorphia
Religious trauma
Repression







  
  Temptation Chapter 1

Elise







I hadn't planned on helping Claire cover this event tonight, but saying no to five hundred dollars isn't something I can afford to do. My business does well, but having the extra cash in the slow season is critical. 
So instead of being laid up in bed, reading one of my smutty romance books, I'm in a black dress with long sleeves and a high neck and heels. I'm having to remind myself that helping Claire manage this event is good for both of us. But I'm struggling to maintain my composure. 
The art on sale tonight is beautiful and erotic. People of all shapes, sizes, cultures, and genders have gathered to celebrate that art. No one is judging anyone else. Everyone is comfortable in their skin. And I'm standing here against the wall, feeling like a twenty-six year old virgin at their first formal dance.
But my job tonight is management; making sure that the servers clear tables, the bar stays stocked, and the food is replenished before it has a chance to run out. I’ve run these events with Claire so many times, I could do this half asleep. 
But there will be no sleeping tonight. My brain is breaking that there are people in this world, hell in my local community, that feel free enough to express themselves and their sexuality. 
I love that for them, the freedom. But I couldn’t imagine feeling free enough to not only embrace my sexuality but also my wants and needs as a human being. 
I just came back into the ballroom to make sure that the staff had enough help clearing dishes, but what has left me speechless are the burlesque dancers on the stage. 
They are all shapes and sizes, and in various stages of undress. Everyone is clapping and shouting, and I am struggling with what I am seeing. 
“Art is the purest form of self expression,” a man says as he steps up behind me. 
I turn around to ask him if he needs anything but stop dead in my tracks, my voice dying in my throat. The man standing before me is stunning. 
He’s tall, dwarfing my five foot eight frame, and thickly muscled. He’s not wearing a shirt, instead a leather harness crosses over his chest, highlighting the geometric tattoos all over his torso and arms. 
His blonde hair is long and thick, braided back from his face. But the sides are shaved to the skin, and tattoos cover the sides of his head. His eyes are a startling shade of green, almost like sea foam but with little red flecks in them. 
I clear my throat. “Can I help you with something?” I try not to stare, but it’s hard when those eyes feel like they are peering into my soul. I step to the side, putting him in front of me.
“Just making conversation.” His eyes track my movement and a grin slides across his face. “Do I make you nervous?”
“No, I just wanted to be out of the way if someone needed to pass.” I press my back against the wall behind me. 
“Would being in the way be such a bad thing?” He steps in closer to me, his scent filling my nose with something citrusy, along with a hint of musk.
“It is if I’m in the way.” My throat is suddenly thick with tension. I try to shrug it off and act like him being so close doesn’t bother me. But it does. “I need to get back to work.” 
I take a step to the side and he lets me. He takes a step back, noticing my discomfort. “I’m sorry, it was not my intention to make you uncomfortable. I saw you staring at the dancers and thought that maybe it was in awe.”
He stands next to me, mirroring my image; hands clasped in front of my waist, shoulders back, head high. 
“You didn’t make me uncomfortable, I just need to work.” I take a deep breath and let it out slowly. I let my eyes move over the crowd, checking on the staff. 
“Do you always lie to yourself to make others more comfortable about their bad behavior?” He says it causally while watching the dancers. “Because I did make you uncomfortable, and I will gladly accept and apologize for that.”
“I’m not lying to myself. It’s just not a big deal.” I keep scanning the crowd, making sure that everything is still running smoothly, also secretly hoping that I can escape. 
This man is right. He is making me uncomfortable, but not because he’s being creepy. I'm uncomfortable because he is attempting to look past the carefully built facade that I have been wearing for years.
"How long have you been in the catering business?" he asks as he leans against the wall behind us. 
“I’m not in the catering business. I’m just helping out a friend tonight.” I see a server struggling with a pile of plates. “Excuse me, I need to get back to work.”
As I walk away, I can feel his gaze burning a hole in my back. But I keep my back straight and ignore it. I’m used to being stared at—it’s the curse of a redhead. 
When I get to the server that is struggling, I take a couple of plates from her and gather up the rest that were left on the table. We make our way to the kitchens down the hall, dodging guests and exhibits as we go. 
We deposit the plates and she murmurs a quick thank you before heading back out to gather more plates. I stand in the kitchen, helping the dish washer scrape plates and get them loaded in the dishwasher. 
“I’m not paying you to help the dish washer scrape plates, ya know?” Claire is standing in the doorway holding a plate loaded with food. 
“I know, but he looked like he needed a hand.” The dish washer gives me a side eye, clearly not understanding that I needed a minute to gather myself. I put my hands up in surrender and walk towards Claire, wiping my hands on a towel before tossing it in the linen bag. 
“I’ll bet he did. Here,” she says as she hands me a plate of food. “Don’t even bother with the excuses, I know you haven’t eaten yet.”
This is why I love Claire. She knows that I don’t eat until I’m about to drop. “Thank you,” I mumble as I start forking food into my mouth. 
We met in a creative writing class in college. She was taking the class as an elective, and I was trying to feed my soul. My parents hated that I was taking the class because it didn’t fit their plan for me, but I told them it was an elective. They didn't know that I needed to let off some steam before I exploded.
“Who was the guy you were talking to? He’s fucking hot.” She pulls me out of the wash area and into the hallway. 
“I don’t know, just someone who decided to strike up a conversation, I guess.” I don’t taste the food as I eat, just trying to get calories in. I’ll have to work out harder tomorrow to make up for the extra meal.
“What do you mean you don’t know? You didn’t get his name? His number?” 
“Claire, you know me better than that. My parents would revolt if I brought a guy with tattoos to meet them.” My parents are extremely conservative, super religious people. They believe that women should be at home raising their children, not running their own businesses. The fact that I am twenty-six and still not married and having babies is abhorrent to them. 
“When are you going to learn to live for yourself and not your parents?” She lets out an exasperated sigh. We’ve had this conversation many times over the years and it always ends the same—her shaking her head. 
“I am living for myself. I’m here, aren’t I?” I let out my own sigh and take the plate into the washroom before coming back to the hallway. “I’m not interested in a hookup, though.”
“Getting his name and number doesn’t mean you have to hook up with him. It just opens the door for a date. You know, the thing you haven’t been on in years after Shane walked out on you for being too boring.” 
I can’t cover my wince. Shane and I had been together for over a year and I thought we were headed for engagement. But one day, out of the blue, he told me that he had hoped that I would be more adventurous, more sexual, more everything. 
“Elise, you are a beautiful, strong, sexy woman. If I had a dick, I’d be gunning for you. But I don’t. Instead, I watch you hide yourself from others. I watch as all the things you were taught as a kid and teenager hold you back from being who you truly want to be.”
I lean back against the wall, tipping my head back to look at the plain beige ceiling tiles. For a minute, I sit with what she said, and has been saying for the last couple of years. And finally, it dawns on me, I’m a ceiling tile.
Sturdy, utilitarian, following the ridge pattern set up for me my entire life. I am boring. 
I used to love bright colors, literature, music. I volunteered at the animal shelter and women’s shelter. I used to write poetry, music, and stories. Five years ago, I would have loved an event like this, one that supported literally everything I cared about. 
Now, I hide in my apartment. I wake up at six am to work out, not because I want to, but because I have to stay in shape to land a husband. I work on my clients’ books until my eyes cross. Then, and only then, do I allow myself a small window to read or write. But only for a short time—I have to go to bed early so I can wake up and do it all again. 
I am one hundred percent positive that those people in there, the ones that are actually enjoying themselves, have day jobs. Some are probably doctors, lawyers, teachers, and any manner of normal. But they are here, having fun, and being themselves. And no one is judging them.
“You’re right,” I tell her as I continue to stare at the ceiling tiles. “I am boring.”
“You’re not boring, Elise. You just fell into a routine that doesn’t suit you.” 
“I’m going to see if I can find that guy, maybe get his number.” I start walking down the hall towards the ballroom. 
Claire lets out a quiet ‘thank fuck’ before heading back to the kitchens to make sure that the desserts are ready to roll out.
I walk back in and scan the crowd. Everyone is still entranced by the dancers, and the servers have cleared all the dinner plates. The bartenders nod at me, indicating that they are good. 
I continue to scan, looking for the man with the long blond hair, when my eyes land on a large photo on the exhibition side of the ballroom. I hadn't seen it earlier as I was moving through the room.
I am drawn to the photo, stepping around guests and staff. It's the most beautiful photo I've ever seen. When I come to stand in front of it, I can't help but stare. My eyes move over every inch of the photo. 
It's a black-and-white photo of a woman laying on her back, her hands covering her breasts and her leg pulled up just enough to cover the most intimate part of her. Her head is tilted back, eyes closed, and her mouth is barely parted. It looks like she is on the edge of an orgasm.
My eyes rest on the small white card attached to the bottom. 
L. Hart - Temptation
Below the photo is a clipboard with names and amounts listed out. The last bid was for four thousand dollars. I tried to hide my surprise, but I'm pretty sure the sound of my jaw hitting the floor was heard throughout the ballroom. 
I'm still staring at the photo when the scent of citrus and musk surrounds me. 
"This is one of my favorite photos." The man from earlier is back. This time, though, he isn't standing as close. 
"It's beautiful," I tell him, peeking over my shoulder to look at him. He's not looking at the photo, but at me.
"Thank you," he says with a nod.
"This is your work?" I ask, surprised. At his nod, I pull my eyes away from him and back to the photo. "You're a photographer?"
"I am," he says, his tone cautious. "Does that surprise you?"
I think about that for a second. "Not really. I don't know many photographers, so I don't really know what one would look or act like."
"That's fair. Yes, I'm a photographer. I work with all types of people for a variety of different portraits. Can I show you?" He holds out his arm, offering to show me the other photographs in the exhibit.
Despite what I told Claire, I'm hesitant. He's not even wearing a shirt, for heaven's sake. But I don't want to be a ceiling tile anymore, so I take his arm. He leads me around the exhibit, not only to his photos but to the other art that is up for auction. 
He tells me about each artist: the silversmith, the glassblower, the ropemaker, the painters. He tells me their stories and how they got started. But the thing that hits me the hardest is his photos.
Each one is different, and they're not all sensual. One is of a prosthetic leg and a woman's boot. Another is a wide, thick collar on a man's throat that has Darling stamped on the front and a woman's painted nail tilting up the man's chin.
I'm staring at that photo, trying to figure out what it means, when he points out another one. This one is also black and white. It's of a woman's back with something melted on her back, a tattoo that says His Angel inked into her skin. Her hair is up in a messy bun, and she is naked. Her hands are tied to a hook above her head, and there is a man's hand caressing her jaw.
"This is one of my favorites. The woman struggles with sensations and being touched. But when it's her partner touching her, she melts." He stares at the photo for another minute before turning to me. 
"My name is Elise," I blurt out before I lose my courage. 
I watch as a smile takes over his face. "I'm Lucian."
"Do you want to get coffee?" I ask him, my face flaming. 
"You beat me to it. Yes, I would love to get coffee."







  
  Temptation Chapter 2

Elise







Last night was wild. Not only was the event a new type of experience for me. I asked out a man. My parents would be livid if they knew. 
But because I was working the event and Lucian was a vendor, coffee would have to wait until today. We would both be too busy finishing the event and then tearing down. We decided to meet at a coffee shop in downtown Franklin. 
Turns out we are both locals. He lives in an apartment above his studio, and I’m in the apartments on the main street through the art district, less than a quarter mile between our homes. But I had never seen him in the five years I had been in my apartment.
I leave my apartment early, hoping to get to the coffee shop before he gets there. They have the best muffins, and I want one desperately. 
I have just placed my order and sit down to eat my muffin when I hear him place his order at the register. I look down at my muffin longingly. He comes over with his own muffin and sits down in front of me.
Today, he’s dressed in jeans, a band shirt, and a flannel. His hair is pulled up and back in a topknot that puts my own messy bun to shame. When we discussed going for coffee, I had assumed it would be casual, but I still feel over dressed, sitting across from him in slacks and a button down. 
“Hey, pretty lady.” He notices my muffin. “Oh, did you get the blueberry or the banana?”
“Banana,” I say quietly. I push my plate towards the center of the table.
“Do you not want it?” He looks at me with sadness in his eyes. 
I look at him and try really hard not to pout. I really wanted that muffin, but my struggles with my weight over the years have caused me to be very careful about what I eat. The fact that my parents and past boyfriends have made comments about my weight make me uncomfortable eating in front of people. 
In short, I am now in a situation where either I tell him the truth about why I can’t eat the muffin, or I eat the muffin and deal with the shame and guilt. 
“Mmmm…I think I know the problem.” He pushes his muffin to the middle of the table next to mine. My gaze drops to the two muffins. “If I had to guess, based on last night and what I’ve seen in the last five minutes, I’m going to say there is a lot of shame around food.”
I raise my gaze to meet his, and I can feel my eyes fill with tears. He reaches over and takes my hand. My pulse jumps at the easy contact.
“You don’t have to eat the muffin in front of me if it is going to cause you distress. However, I need you to understand that I think you are beautiful no matter if you eat the muffin or not. Your value is not measured by your weight or what you look like.”
“I wish it was that simple,” I murmur. 
“Do you want to talk about it?” he asks calmly, but I see his hand clenched around his mug of coffee. 
“Not really,” I answer honestly. 
“Then we won’t talk about it, at least not yet.” He takes a sip of his coffee. “What do you do for work?” 
I let out a small sigh of relief that the topic of food is over. “I run my own bookkeeping business.”
“Are you accepting new clients?” he asks with so much hope in his voice that a small laugh escapes me. I expect some sort of criticism or condescending comment, but I’m pleasantly surprised. 
“I might be willing to take a look at your books… are you sure you can afford me?” I take a sip of my tea, barely hiding my grimace at the bitter taste. 
“Probably not, but if you can straighten out my books, I will figure out a way.” He stares at me for a moment. “What do you do for fun?” 
“I hate to disappoint, but I‘m pretty boring. I wake up, work out, work on my clients’ books, and go to bed.” I keep smacking myself in the face with my own ceiling tile reference. 
“Do you read? Watch TV?” 
I can feel my face start to heat up. Another curse of being a redhead. 
“You read, don’t you?” He lets out a small laugh. “Let me see if I can guess your favorite author.” 
He leans back in his chair, grinning like a maniac. “Part of me thinks you read the old-school bodice rippers from Rosemary Rogers. But the other part of me thinks that you are reading something darker and deeper, like J.T. Geissinger. Am I close?”
I know that my face is the color of a tomato. But while Lucian is grinning like a maniac, I don’t feel like he’s making fun of me. I clear my throat delicately. “J.T. is my favorite author of all time.”
Lucian barks out a laugh. “I knew it. Was I at least close on Rogers?”
I let out a small laugh. “Yes. I started my romance journey with Nora Roberts but quickly moved to the darker, smuttier stuff. But I had to hide my books at school and friends’ houses. If my parents ever find out what I read, I would be in so much trouble.” 
“Why would you be in trouble with your parents? You’re an adult.” His face falls so quickly, I’m surprised he didn’t pull a muscle.
“It’s not appropriate,” I say automatically. Sometimes I forget that other people grew up outside of the ultra-conservative and religious groups. "I was a rabid reader as a kid, and I still am. But I had blown through all the books that were deemed "appropriate" by our church by the time I was ten. I started reading fantasy when I got to middle school and started asking questions. Needless to say, that didn't go over well, and my books were confiscated. I wasn't allowed to read at home anymore unless it was the bible."
"How did romance get involved?" He's still clutching his coffee like he's trying to strangle it. 
"I was at the thrift store with a friend and the classic romance novel cover. You know the ones, the man is ripped with his shirt open and the woman is clutching him like he's her savior. Anyways, I was curious and picked it up. That was the day my love affair with romance started." 
"Did your parents ever find out?" He places his coffee mug in the center of the table.
"Never." I finish off the rest of my tea and place my mug next to his. 
"What are you doing for the rest of the day?" he asks. 
"I was going to finish up my client's books and then hit the gym again." I stand up and gather my purse and jacket. 
"Do you want to hang out with me today? I've got a couple of errands to run before I have a meeting tonight and I'd like to hang out with you more." He looks so earnest, his smile genuine. 
I stare at him in disbelief. I’ve really enjoyed myself and talking to him, but I've never slacked off or played hokey. I've never done the fun thing. Hell, I waited until I was twenty-one before I had my first drink. 
"Yeah, I'd like that. But I need to run home to change. I'm not running around with you in heels." I watch as he snags two to-go containers from the napkin station. "Do you want to meet me back here?"
"Probably a good idea. Do you want to meet at my studio? It's only another block down, just past the tattoo studio." He hands me a to-go container before putting his muffin in his. "By the way, did you have a meeting before we met for coffee?" 
"No," I say slowly. I'm speechless for a second. He listened and took action instead of making me feel bad about my food issues. "I just wanted to dress nice."
Lucian cocks his head to the side. "And you're comfortable dressed in slacks and a blouse?" He seems genuinely confused. He looks down at himself.
I laugh. "No, which is why I'm going to change when I get to my apartment." He holds the door for me as we walk out.
"Then why would you wear it?" The confusion has morphed into understanding. "Elise, this is a date, and yes, I want to get to know you. But in my world, casual is jeans and a t-shirt. Hell, getting dressed up is jeans and a button-down if I can find one."
"In my world, jeans are worn by slobs and degenerates. T-shirts should only be worn by men under their dress shirts." I take a deep breath and continue. "But I hate slacks, blouses and heels. I much prefer leggings and a baggy t-shirt."
"Then meet me at my studio in whatever you are most comfortable in." He looks down at the container my muffin is in. "I'll be honest, Gorgeous, I don't like the world you come from. But I do look forward to corrupting it."
He winks at me before backing away. "Go get changed."
I can't stop the grin that takes over my face, and I start the short walk to my apartment, keeping a death grip on my muffin.
The trip to my apartment to get changed doesn't take long. I get changed into jeans, a t-shirt, and a hoodie as I wait for my muffin to warm up. I'm not ready to run around outside the house in leggings just yet. 
I inhale my muffin over the kitchen sink as I think about everything that happened at the coffee shop. Lucian is different from every guy I've ever dated, at least so far. He actually paid attention to me, not the phone that I could hear vibrating in his pocket. He noticed my discomfort in eating in front of him and didn't make a big deal out of it. His level of casual is going to take some getting used to, but I like it. 
I'm enjoying the crisp weather on my walk to his shop when a door opens and he steps out onto the sidewalk. I'm momentarily stunned. "This is your shop?" I know my jaw is on the ground, but I can't help it. 
Lucian grins at me. "It is. Would you like to see it from the inside?"
I nod, still dumbfounded. He pulls me inside and shows me around. The studio is set up like a house. Living room, kitchen, bedrooms—everything is set up as if you could actually live in the studio. But there is extra lighting and props against walls and shoved into random spots. 
"I've always wondered what it looked like in here. I've seen the pictures hung in the window and always thought it was beautiful."
"It's my second home, and for a time, my first." He steps into the kitchen and I follow him, still struggling to take everything in. Every room is warm and full of texture; leather couches, exposed brick, plants tucked into mismatched pots.
It smells exactly like him, citrusy with a hint of musk but there's coffee, vanilla, and cedar too. Touches of a home that can't be sold in a bottle.
But it's the bedroom that stops me in my tracks. He comes to stand next to me as I take in the space. The bed is unmade, and the sheets rumpled. There are several lights positioned to act like windows and add extra lighting. 
“It feels… real,” I murmur.
“That’s the point.” His voice is closer now. “People relax when a place feels real. They stop performing and show me who they are.”
I glance at a camera perched on a tripod in front of a chair. There are ropes on the armrest and legs, a crop resting across the seat. Next to it, a folded blanket and a half-empty mug.
My pulse trips. “You photograph all this?”
“Not all.” He gives me a knowing smile. “Just what’s honest.”
He moves past me and adjusts a light near the faux window. “You can touch anything you want. This isn’t a museum.”
I reach out, fingers brushing a length of rope. It’s smoother than I expected.
Lucian’s voice breaks the silence again, softer this time. “You okay, Gorgeous?”
I swallow, not sure what to say. “It’s just… intimate.”
He nods. “That's the point of art, isn't it?”
"What don't you photograph?" I ask as I continue around the room.
"I'll photograph just about anything that interests me." He leans against the bed frame as he watches me move around the room. "But I cut my teeth on family portraits."
"You don't strike me as the type for family portraits." I come to stand in front of him. I'm not a short woman, but when he straightens to his full height, I feel tiny. 
"I stopped doing family portraits after three years of dealing with shitty parents." My confusion must show on my face because he continues. "I can't tell you how many times I had to listen to the dad bitch about having to get dressed up. Or how many times the mom would end up in tears and heartbroken before I even got the first picture."
"You probably would have loved my family then. We were all in matching sweaters. No one complaining, just ready to take orders." I meant it as a joke, but the look that crosses his face is full of sadness. 
"Honestly, I don't know what was worse. The dad complaining, the mom showing off her kids like prized cattle, or the kids whose eyes were empty."
"Yeah, I can understand why you wouldn't want to do portraits after that." 
"I still do portraits," he corrects. "I just do them how I want to do them."
"What do you mean?" 
"You said you would run errands with me, right?" The sadness is gone, and his mischievous grin is back. 
"Yeah," I draw out slowly. 
"Good. Then you'll see what kind of portraits I do." He leads me out of the shop and locks up.
"Why do I have a feeling I'm going to regret this?" 
He doesn't answer, just grabs my hand, and we start down the street. 
Don't be a ceiling tile, I remind myself. Just don't be a ceiling tile. 
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I should have asked more questions when I agreed to run errands with Lucian. He said that he had a shoot first thing in the morning and needed to get props. As we walk to the first stop, he asks me how he would go about having me start working on his books. 
He says that he has an accountant, but they are always getting onto him because he just hands them a stack of receipts. They recommended a bookkeeper to keep his expenses on track. 
We talk about my coming over later in the week to go over his system to see what needs to be tweaked. He says to prepare for a disaster, and now I'm concerned.
When we get to the first shop, I’m surprised that it’s a bookshop. He asks me what is the darkest romance that I had read to date. I show him a couple, and he buys them without even asking twice. Then he asks which are on my list that I haven’t gotten around to buying yet. 
He buys those too. 
But it is the second store that has my heart racing and my face the color of a stoplight. We are at a small adult store at the end of the art district that specializes in handcrafted items. 
Lucian doesn’t even think twice before going in and dragging me along with him. I don’t even know what to look at; the glass dildo, the vibrating cock rings, the bullwhip. It is a little much for me, but Lucian acts like it was totally normal to be picking out toys. 
And maybe it is. Maybe I am too sheltered, too much of a prude. A ceiling tile. 
But I decide to go out on a limb and embrace the freedom that I am feeling. I buy a vibrator, and Lucian looks so damn proud. Sure, I am still embarrassed, but I don’t want to be sheltered or a prude or ultra-modest anymore. 
Lucian and I walk out of the store, arm in arm, and start heading back to his studio. We are laughing and joking about my first vibrator when I hear my name called.
"Elise Marie Anderson!"
I freeze, my shoulders bunching up to my ears. Lucian looks down at me in surprise. Marie? he mouths at me with a grin. But the grin quickly disappears when he sees the look of absolute terror on my face. 
I turn around to see my mother striding towards me with a purpose, a look of horror on her face. She goes to grab my arm, and Lucian steps in front of me, blocking her. 
"Can I help you?" he asks, his voice deep and menacing. He uses his arm to keep me tucked behind him.
"Get your hands off my daughter." She lunges at me again, but I shrink further behind Lucian's broad back.
"Ma'am, you need to stop grabbing at her." He says it calmly, but I can feel the anger vibrating through his back.
"That's my daughter, and I will do to her whatever I need to protect her from the likes of you," she screeches. 
My fear of being caught coming out of an adult store with a man clearly not good enough for my mother evaporates. 
"Don't you dare insult him," I say as I step out from around Lucian. "He hasn't done anything wrong."
"How dare you talk to me like that. This heathen has corrupted you! You need to come with me right now, Elise Marie."
I grab Lucian's hand and pull myself up to my full height. "No. I'm tired of being told what to do. I'm twenty-six years old and I don't need my mother treating me like a child. If I want to hang out with Lucian, I'm going to."
I look up at Lucian and see that he's glaring daggers at my mother. "Come on, Doll. Let's go."
I take his arm and steer him around my mother, who is gaping at me like I've grown a second head. "Wait until your father hears about this."
"Be sure to tell him that I said hello." I wave over my shoulder and keep walking. Lucian places his arm around my shoulder and pulls me into his side. He rubs my shoulder until we have gotten far enough away from my mother for us to stop.
He turns me until my face is buried in his chest. He wraps his arms around me, and I can feel him bury his face in my hair. I start shaking like a leaf in a storm. I keep the tears back, but only just barely. 
It takes a while, but once the shakes finally dissipate, I pull back. Lucian looks down at me with a grin. "Doll, huh?"
"I'm so sorry," I mumble, and my head drops back down.
"Hey." He lifts my chin with his finger and presses a kiss to my forehead. "Don't do that. You aren't responsible for her and her words."
"But I hid behind you like a coward." I feel the tears prick at my eyes.
"No, you didn't. You were shocked and terrified. But you stood up to who I assume is your biggest bully. That takes a lot of strength." He presses another kiss to my forehead. "I'm really proud of you."
I just nod because it did feel really good to stand up to my mother. I also know how much trouble I've just landed myself in. But there is freedom in standing up to my mother that I never expected to feel.
"Now, do you want to continue letting me corrupt you, or do you want to go home?" 
I am thankful that he is allowing me to make this decision. He's not taking the choice away from me. "Well, I'm already in deep shit, might as well finish off the rest of the day."
"Good choice," he says. He threads my arm back through his and we continue back to his studio. 
When we get to the shop, he tells me about his shoot tomorrow. It's of a woman who left her abusive ex and is now with another man who absolutely adores her. She wanted to do the shoot to close one chapter and start another. Apparently, she's a freelance romance editor, so the bookstore stop made more sense. 
I spend the next couple of hours helping him set up his studio for the shoot, and it's coming up on dinner time. 
"I'm getting pretty hungry," Lucian says as we sit on the couch in his office that doubles as another shooting space. "I understand how you feel about eating in front of people, but I would love to take you out. There's a group of us that goes to this really great noodle place down at the end of the art district."
I'm silent for a minute as he watches me. "In it for a penny, in for a pound, right?" 
I should not love the feeling of butterflies that takes over my stomach. But the grin that takes Lucian's face is equal parts devious and pride. 
"Hell, yeah!" he crows. I can't help my answering smile. "I've got a jacket you can borrow. We usually eat on the patio, and it's supposed to get pretty cool tonight."
He jumps off the couch and grabs his jacket. He helps me into it, and it smells like him. All I want to do is bury my face in it. He grabs a thicker hoodie and pulls it on. He adjusts his topknot and we are out the door again. 
He threads my arm back through his as we walk to the noodle place. I've seen it in passing a couple of times but couldn't bring myself to go. We round the corner to the patio, and there are about twenty or so people hanging out. When they see Lucian, they start calling out his name, and he greets everyone. 
He introduces me to his friends, and it's not long before we are all talking over each other. I expected to feel overwhelmed, but everyone is welcoming. 
When the waiter starts taking orders, I'm at a loss. I have no idea what any of the things on the menu are. Lucian orders me a glass of wine and a simple ramen bowl. I give him a grateful smile. 
But the real test comes when it's time to eat. Bowl after bowl of ramen hits the table, not to mention the sushi, and the appetizers. Old habits are hard to break, even when you make the decision to not be a ceiling tile.
I look over at another woman who is struggling with her own bowl. I can't remember her name, but she looks really familiar. I think she might live—or used to live—in my building. 
I watch as her boyfriend switches out his jammy eggs for hers, finds the fermented garlic shoots and puts them into his bowl. He works on her bowl until she smiles at him like he hung the moon. 
Lucian leans over and whispers in my ear. "That's Maggie and Vex. She has some pretty big food aversions. Vex is a human garbage disposal. So he will eat whatever she doesn't or can't." 
I watch as Vex places a quick kiss on her lips and she digs into her noodles. It's not long after that she is dancing in her seat and he's grinning at her.
I pick up my chopsticks and look around the table. No one is paying me any attention, too busy eating their own food and talking to their neighbors. I carefully grab some noodles and place them in my mouth. Flavor explodes across my tongue, and I can't help the moan that escapes me. 
"Good girl, Gorgeous," Lucian whispers in my ear. I almost melt into my seat. He goes back to eating like he didn't just rock my entire world with that praise. He nods at my bowl, silently telling me to eat as much as I want. I dig in.
The rest of dinner is amazing, and I clear my bowl. I've ordered a second glass of wine and I'm leaning against Lucian. Maggie, Becca, and I are all talking about books we've read and what they are working on. 
I'm pleasantly buzzed from the wine when I let slip that I've been writing stories my entire life. Lucian jerks in surprise and looks down at me. I smile up at him sheepishly, suddenly embarrassed to admit it. 
Becca and Maggie start gushing about wanting to read them, but I tell them it's just a hobby. They must sense my discomfort because they tell me that they would love to read my stories whenever I am ready to share. 
One by one, couples pay their checks and head out. When Maggie stands up, I can't help but stiffen when I see the tattoo on her back, His Angel. I look over at Lucian, and he gives me a small smile.
Lucian pays our check and stands up. He helps me to stand, and we start walking back towards my apartment. 
"Your friends are pretty amazing," I tell him. I've got three potential new clients and a couple potential friends.
"They are pretty amazing," he says as he opens the exterior door to my building. "We've all been friends for years. Some I knew before the club, and some I met at the club, but they are the best group of people to have in your corner."
"What club?" I ask as I start up the steps to my floor. My head is slightly fuzzy from the wine, and I'm holding onto the banister for dear life. 
He pauses before answering. "Obsidian."
I stop on the stairs and look over my shoulder. Lucian is a step below me and looks me in the eye. "The sex club?"
He raises his eyebrow at me. I wince when I realize that sounded really judgmental. "I'm sorry, that came out way worse than I intended. I just don't know what else to call it."
His posture relaxes, and he gently urges me to continue up the stairs. "It's a private dungeon, but I understand why people call it a sex club, especially if they aren't in the lifestyle."
"I really am sorry, Lucian. I didn't mean to offend you." I'm mentally kicking myself for ruining an entire day. 
"It's okay, Gorgeous." Lucian sighs. "It is hard to figure out what to call it if you're not in the lifestyle. But I would caution you to just call it a club or dungeon from now on. Especially if we continue to see each other."
Relief floods me, and we finish the climb to my apartment.
"Are you in the lifestyle?" I ask, suddenly terrified of his answer. But also intrigued. 
"I am," he says, his voice low.
I reach into my purse and grab my keys. I unlock the door and turn back to look at Lucian. He stands tall, his shoulders back and chin high. There's a gleam in his eye that wasn't there before. Like he wants to let me in on a secret, but can't just yet.
"I'd really like to see you again."
"Then that's what we'll do." He gently pushes me inside my apartment. "Lock the door, Gorgeous. I'll see you tomorrow."
I step into my apartment and lock the door. I look through the peephole and watch him. He's staring at the ground, deep in thought. He stands there for a minute before he looks up at the peephole, a smirk on his face. That gleam in his eye turns predatory.
"I'm going to corrupt you, Gorgeous. I hope you're ready."
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Tonight, I'm getting ready for another date with Lucian, and I'm finishing up my makeup when my phone chirps. 
Be there in five
I can't help the grin that takes over my face.
The last several weeks have been the weirdest but most gratifying of my entire life. I called Claire after my date with Lucian. If the squealing on the other line was any indicator, she was one hundred percent on board with me seeing him. 
I’ve been ignoring the phone calls from my parents for the last couple of weeks. I just didn't want to deal with them and their opinions on how I chose to live my life. They even called Claire when they couldn't get in touch with me, and she went off on them. 
Lucian and I have seen each other every day. We usually meet for coffee in the morning after my workout and then have dinner together every night. My food shame issues are almost completely gone, and I've been trying every new restaurant that Lucian takes me to. 
We've also started discussing the elephant in the room when it comes to Obsidian and his kinky side. I've been up late every night doing research and figuring out what I want, if anything, from the kink community. 
A week after we started seeing each other, I started going over his books, and he wasn't lying when he said that it was a disaster. But that's okay. I got him straightened out and on a new system that works for both of us. 
The best part of the last four weeks have been the changes within myself. I've hung up the blouses and slacks, and honestly donated over half of them. I live in my jeans or leggings and t-shirts and hoodies. I've even started wearing leggings out in public. I've never felt more comfortable in my life. 
There's a knock on my front door, and I smile. The changes that have taken place over the last four weeks have truly been amazing. And it's all thanks to the man at my door. 
I check the peephole and see Lucian standing with his hands in the pockets of his leather jacket. He's staring at the ground like he always does. I flip the lock, and I watch as his eyes lift, like he knows I'm watching him. My panties melt when I see those light green eyes hit mine through the peephole.
His hair is braided back from his face instead of in his usual topknot, and his face and the sides of his head are cleanly shaven. When he smirks, I see those dimples that I love so much appear. 
I open the door, and he moves into me, picking me up and pressing a hot kiss to my mouth. My core clenches, and I gasp into his mouth. He's been teasing me with touches, kisses, and looks for the last couple of weeks. 
He pulls away, gently placing a kiss on my forehead. "Hey, Gorgeous," he says with a grin. I learned early and quickly not to bother with lipstick, it only ends up ruined within a few minutes with Lucian. 
"Hey, Doll," I answer back. 
"You ready?" he asks as he sets me back on my feet. 
"Whenever you are." I grab my purse and leather jacket. "Where are we going for dinner?"
He takes my keys from me and ushers me out the door. He locks the door, and we start down the stairs. "Well, you've got two choices. Option one—I take you to the new Thai place. Option two—is a complete surprise."
This is one of the things that I love the most about Lucian. He gives me options. He pushes when he feels he needs to, but ultimately, it's up to me if I'm willing to do or try something. 
"Can I have a hint for option two?" Lucian stops on the steps and turns to look back up at me. 
"That would take the surprise out of it." He presses another kiss to my lips and starts walking down the stairs again. 
"Will I like option two?" 
"Have you ever not liked option two?" he asks with a laugh. We reach the bottom of the stairs and exit the exterior door.
"Good point." I still get nervous with surprises, but Lucian hasn't let me down yet. "Option two."
"Good choice." He takes my hand and we head towards the art district and not the restaurants. 
We continue walking through the art district, and I'm getting more confused as to what the surprise is as we go. He stops in front of his studio and unlocks the door. He leads me through the studio. There's thumping bass playing over the speakers, and I can see the glow of the candles in the back of the studio. 
"What's this?" I ask when we step into the bedroom. But I already know the answer. The bed is covered in black silk sheets, candles of all different sizes are lit all over the room. 
"I want your picture, Gorgeous." He stands behind me and wraps his arm around my waist. He tugs me back against him. His breath is warm against my neck as he says, "I want to watch as you come apart for me."
"Okay," I say on a breath. He presses a kiss to my neck and releases me. 
"I've got an outfit for you in the changing room. Go put it on while I finish setting up." 
I nod and start walking to the changing room but pause when I watch him strip out of his leather jacket and throw it on the bed. He starts setting up his camera and tripod. He looks up and sees me watching him. 
"Go, Gorgeous." He goes back to his camera, like he knows I'll do what he says. 
When I get to the changing room, I see the black silk and lace teddy on the hanger by the door. There's a box under the teddy as well. For a moment, I'm the old Elise. I can't wear that. I'm too fat. 
But then I shake myself. I can wear it or I can wear nothing. Either way, Lucian will love it, and I will learn to love myself. 
I struggle to get the teddy on without ripping anything. I open the box and inside are a pair of patent leather high heels, a set of leather cuffs, and a tube of my favorite lipstick. 
I pull my hair out of the messy bun and shake my hair out. I put on the shoes and cuffs. I walk over to the counter, careful not to look at my body in the mirror, and paint my lips. I step back and look at myself in the full-length mirror. 
I'm stunned at the vixen staring back at me in the mirror. I can't believe that this is me. I'm fucking stunning. Suddenly, I'm not nervous about being in front of the camera. I'm not worried about the thickness of my waist. I don't care that my breasts and hips are too large. 
I look like a bombshell. 
I open the door and strut out into the bedroom space, walking straight to Lucian. His eyes widen slightly before his pupils dilate, and he gives me his signature grin. 
"Oh, Gorgeous, I think I've finally corrupted you." He adjusts himself and motions for me to move towards the bed. "I'm going
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