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Welcome to the start of my new, exciting short story series: Guardian's Playhouse.

Part 1: The Concept

A dark mission in the basement of a Kansas whorehouse changes everything for FBI agent Chris. An injury sustained in the line of duty abruptly ends his active career. When he unexpectedly inherits his uncle’s isolated farm, he has a vision: a safe place, a "playhouse”. Here, former agents find not only a new home but also a community that speaks their language. Together with women who are equally fed up with the endless cycle of failed relationships, they create a space for absolute honesty. A place where the masks come off, where true needs and untamed desires are all that matter.

Part 2: Tangled in the Stable

Chris and Nicky are in for a kind of blind date in a former horse stable on the farm. After this intense encounter, new perspectives open up that could offer future new career opportunities for the residents.
Part 3: Midnight Snack:

A quiet kitchen in the middle of the night becomes the setting for an unexpected meeting. Although they struggle with their own issues, the quiet night reveals the hidden attraction Anna feels towards Sam. Will her shyness win, or is she tempted to cross the line to see if he notices her?

Part 4: Nighttime Raid

This piece contains an intense, emotional story between FBI agent Jessy and two elite soldiers, Marc and Brian. What begins as a dominant power play between the three of them, where Jessy surrenders control to the SEALs, transforms in the middle of the night into a massive challenge when Marc is struck by a severe PTSD attack.

Part 5: Jealousy

Brian, Anna, and Sam have to deal with friendship, openness, and jealousy. While Anna has to learn to outgrow her own limits, she leaves Sam with some heavy questions to struggle with.
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I am a German author, but I have a lot of British and American friends who would enjoy reading these kinds of books as well. I thought, even though my English might not be perfect, why not give it a try? They might enjoy them and I hope you will enjoy them too. 

The reason I started writing these kinds of books is simple: I enjoy reading this genre myself, but there are not many short books in this genre; instead, there are many long books. Since I mainly enjoy reading a short book in the evening to relax before going to bed and do not have the leisure or time to read very long books, I thought I should just write stories that I would enjoy reading.

I like to create books that are exciting and snappy, perfect for a short, thrilling read in the evening. These are stories that get quickly to the point and immediately spark the imagination.

I hope you like my stories and that you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoy writing them.
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Before you start reading, I would like to give you some detailed information about the contents of this series. It is important to me that you know what you are getting into.

Please note: The story begins with a rescue mission in the criminal underworld. The topic of human trafficking is briefly mentioned before the focus shifts to the voluntary and consensual interaction at the playhouse.

Age Rating: The books in this series are works of fiction; therefore, all content is entirely invented. Due to the detailed erotic descriptions in the books, the content is only suitable for adults.

Sexuality: You can expect detailed and consensual sex scenes. Part of the story also involves group sex. 

Themes: Police, military, and trauma. Some protagonists are emergency responders, such as soldiers, FBI agents, or police officers, etc. This series deals with combat injuries, physical damage or psychological trauma.
Power Games: Some scenes depict a person being consensually restrained or immobilized. Although elements of power and submission are used, these occur based on mutual consent.

Language: The dialogue is sometimes direct, rough, and may contain vulgar language. Those who prefer a more flowery style will likely find this series less suitable.

​Table of Contents

Guardian’s Playhouse: Collection 1 Parts 1-5

Foreword

Content Warning:

Table of Contents

Guardian’s Playhouse 1: The Concept


At the hospital

The Guys

The Girls

The Games Begin


Guardian’s Playhouse 2: Tangled in the Stable


Prepared

Excited

Surprises

New Future Prospects


Guardian’s Playhouse 3: Midnight Snack


Briefing

Sleepless nights

Desire


Guardian’s Playhouse 4: Night Raid


Shadows of the Past

Mountains of steel

Unrestrained desire

When the Mask falls


Guardian’s Playhouse 5: Jealousy


Annoyed

Caught

Nervous

Friends with Benefits

Misunderstandings


Epilogue

Copyright

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Guardian’s Playhouse 1: The Concept

[image: ]


A dark mission in the basement  of a Kansas whorehouse changes everything for FBI agent Chris. An injury sustained in the line of duty abruptly ends his active career, but the images of the women he rescued continue to haunt him. He sees his world crumble under the harsh realities of the job and feels the loneliness that remains the only constant for him just  like so many other law enforcement operators.

When he unexpectedly inherits his uncle's isolated farm, he has a vision: a safe place, Playhouse. Here, former service members find not only a new home but also a community that speaks their language. Together with women who are equally fed up with the endless cycle of failed relationships, they create a space for absolute honesty. Based on clear contracts, wish lists, and strict consent, the Playhouse becomes a place where fantasies know no bounds. A place where masks fall away, and where true needs and untamed desires are all that matter.

The Mission

Chris

"Move!" The command rings out through my headset, giving us the authority to finally put our plan into action after months of preparation.

My team and I ram open the door to the old building and immediately spread out into the hallway. The light is dim and artificial, barely illuminating the corridor. Through our visors, our vision is further restricted, while the sound of our boots echoes off the floor.

"FBI. Get down on the floor!" we shout together as I kick down the door to the first room on the left to storm and search it.

We breach into the rooms in pairs, guns raised. In the first room, three shady figures are sitting around a table playing cards. The strong smell of stale smoke hits my nostrils, and the sound of chairs scraping against the floor before toppling over echoes in my ears. The suspects quickly drop to the floor, folding their arms protectively around their heads while muttering muffled curses.

"Clear," shouts Sam, my partner. He is not only my colleague but has also become one of my closest friends.

Two more agents burst into the room behind us, handcuff the three men, and lead them away. Four other teams of two have already stormed and secured the other rooms. Sam and I quickly make our way to the back of the long, empty corridor. At the end, the silhouette of a large steel door, leading outside, comes into view. First, however, we need to secure all the rooms on every floor before we can spread out further across the property.

Meanwhile, out of the corner of my eye, I see the rest of our team arresting more people from other rooms, and I just hope we catch all of these bastards. While they lead the suspects outside in handcuffs, we advance into the basement with two other teams. We plan to search for the women who, according to our information, are locked in a separate room. We storm several rooms, but most are empty. On this floor, too, at the end of the corridor, there is a steel door, slightly open. Through the crack I can make out the silhouettes of some trees.

From one of the back rooms, we hear panicked, terrified screams that make the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. The forced entry of the doors must be terrifying the women, plunging them into mortal fear. After forcing our way into the room, we find about twenty terrified women crowded on the floor, their backs pressed against the wall. One of them, more badly injured than the others, stares at me with panicked brown eyes as I stand in the doorway. She has a bloody lip, and a dark bruise marks her temple. Her gaze burns into my soul. I do not have much time to take in the scene before me, however, because suddenly, two shots ring out in quick succession. The sound of the bullets seems to explode right next to my ear before a burning pain hits me; first in my neck and then in my leg. The force of the impact hurls me hard against the doorframe.

“Chris!” I hear Sam scream desperately behind me before more shots ring out and everything around me goes black. The darkness does not creep up on me; it simply sweeps me away...
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Chris

I wake up drenched in sweat as the painful wounds from my last mission make sleep a torment. Every time I move, tiny electric shocks shoot through my wounds, making me flinch. I hope the pain will lessen with time. I reach for my water bottle on the nightstand and take a few sips. It feels good as the cool water runs down my dry throat. I put the bottle back down, wipe the sweat from my forehead, lean back into the pillow, and look around.

The room is sparsely furnished. With its white walls, the space feels bare, and the typical smell of disinfectant hangs in the air. The room feels as stark and empty as I feel inside, and the steady beeping of the medical equipment is the only sound that breaks the constant silence. I look at the clock; it is already five in the morning, and I decide to simply stay awake. The pale light from the streetlamps outside my window casts long shadows across the bedspread. There is nothing I can do in a hospital; it does not matter what time I am asleep or awake.

Some time later, the nurse serves me breakfast, and after eating, I doze off again briefly until the ringing of my phone jolts me awake. I do not really feel like talking to anyone right now and am tempted to just ignore the ringing. Nevertheless, I glance over and see my lawyer's name on the screen. Damn, I
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