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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Prologue – The Pact

The rain had started just after five, a thin, unrelenting drizzle that made the city feel smaller, boxed in, every colour dulled by the time Alex packed up his laptop. Mondays were always like this: a loop of exhaustion, dull glow of meetings, and the cold weight of responsibility clinging to his skin. He found Emma curled in the living room, blanket-wrapped, face blue-lit by her phone—scrolling news, or memes, or anything to mark the time between dinner and bed. Even Bublé, their rescue spaniel, had given up hope of evening excitement and was snoring against her feet.

Alex dropped his bag by the door and shrugged out of his coat, kicking off wet trainers. “You look how I feel,” he said, voice a notch too heavy.

Emma glanced up, one eyebrow raised. “Is that your way of saying I’m stunningly glamorous, or just a tragic sight?”

He tried a grin, but it didn’t quite stick. “Can’t it be both?”

She patted the couch beside her, letting the blanket slide away enough to make room. Alex sank down, feeling the welcome gravity of her warmth. For a moment, the rain was just a hush against the windows.

Monday was supposed to be a fresh start. For them, it felt like the dead space between weekends.

Emma nudged him with her foot. “We are officially the world’s most boring couple.”

“Speak for yourself. I’ve been plotting all sorts of wild excitement—like maybe cleaning the oven. That’s what hot people do, right?”

She laughed, a sound that eased something inside him. But then her voice softened. “Is this it? Is this just… us now? Monday misery?”

He knew what she meant—not just about tonight, but about everything. The slow creep of routine, how intimacy gets lost in the day-to-day, how even love can feel dulled by the constant grind. Three years together, and sometimes it was easier to talk about work than what they actually wanted from each other.

He wanted to say something—anything to pull her back from that grey edge. Instead, he blurted, “Maybe we need homework.”

Emma blinked. “Homework?”

“Yeah. Pleasure homework. Like, a project. Mondays are for—” He hesitated, suddenly embarrassed. “—us.”

She looked at him, properly now, and he could see the old spark, mischief glimmering under fatigue. “A project, huh? What are you picturing, exactly?”

He tried for nonchalant. “I don’t know. Just… something to break it up. Rituals. Dares. Surprises. A night that’s only ours, no matter what.”

Emma grinned, shifting so her knee touched his. “Are you suggesting we schedule sex?”

He felt himself flush. “Not just sex. But maybe, yeah. Or—whatever. Something. I want to look forward to Mondays.”

She was quiet a moment. The rain thickened. Then she stood, tugged him by the hand towards the kitchen, and returned with two glasses of cheap red. She set one in front of him, then pulled out her phone and opened the notes app. “Let’s make rules.”

He blinked, caught between nerves and excitement. “Rules?”

“Sure. You said ritual. Rituals have rules. Otherwise, we’ll just end up watching MasterChef and falling asleep by ten. Rule one: Mondays are ours. Non-negotiable. What else?”

He hesitated, thinking of all the times he’d wanted more but hadn’t found the words. “Rule two: We try something new every week. Doesn’t have to be wild, just… new.”

She typed it in, thumb moving quick. “Rule three?”

He felt bold, suddenly. “We always talk about it after. Like, actually talk. What worked, what didn’t, what we want.”

Emma nodded, then, without looking up, added a fourth: “Safe-word required. Non-negotiable.”

Alex’s heart thudded—excitement, a pulse of nerves. She looked up, meeting his eyes. “Too much?”

He shook his head, feeling something inside him shift. “No. It’s… good. It’s honest.”

She raised her glass. “To mandatory pleasure homework. To Mondays.”

He clinked his against hers. “To us.”

The calendar pinged on her phone, a silent prompt. Emma held it up. “Seven p.m. Next Monday. Recurring. I’ll bring the wine if you bring… whatever you want.”

He grinned, hope sparking. “Deal.”

She leaned in, kissed him—soft, slow, lingering. The kind of kiss that rewrites the day, that says, this could be more.

By the time they finished their wine, a storm still rumbled outside—but the flat felt warmer, charged with a secret promise neither of them quite dared voice aloud.

Somewhere between the couch and the bedroom, Emma stopped, turned, and said quietly, “You know I trust you, right?”

He nodded, and in the hush that followed, the future felt full of possibility.

The Pact was made. Next Monday, they would begin.


Monday #1 – Blind Surrender

Alex had always thought anticipation was half the pleasure, but tonight it feels like all of it—a fever of nerves and longing. The bedroom is remade, nothing like their usual space. Candles flicker on the chest of drawers, glinting off glass and casting their bed in soft, uneven light. The duvet is fresh, tight as a hotel turn-down, and on the bedside table he’s laid out his props: four lengths of dark silk, a single black blindfold, a slim white feather, and a shallow bowl waiting for the ice he’s left in the freezer, sweating already in anticipation.

He paces once, checks the playlist—low, instrumental jazz that makes his heartbeat skip. He smooths the pillow, glances at his phone: 6:57 p.m. For a ridiculous moment, he wants to rehearse the scene, to make sure he doesn’t stumble, doesn’t ruin the magic by fumbling with knots or losing his nerve. But the nerves are part of it, aren’t they? He wants this to matter. He wants Emma to feel seen, cherished, desired beyond any ordinary Monday.

He hears the water in the bathroom stop, the faint sound of her humming as she dries off. The hum drifts closer, softer, and then she’s in the doorway—bare legs, hair towel-twisted atop her head, wearing his faded university t-shirt, nothing else. She’s trying to look casual, but her eyes are bright with that same taut curiosity that coils in his own gut.

She glances at the setup and quirks a brow. “You went all out.”

Alex gives her a lopsided smile, trying for confidence. “I said I’d plan something. Welcome to… Monday.”

Emma laughs, stepping into the room. “It’s dramatic. I like it.” She sits at the edge of the bed, the t-shirt slipping up her thighs, bare skin brushing the cool cotton. She looks up at him with a nervous hopefulness that makes his chest ache.

He sits beside her, takes her hand. “Before we start… is there anything you want to say? Anything off-limits?”

She shakes her head, voice soft. “I trust you. If I’m uncomfortable, I’ll say so. Amber if I need you to pause. Red if I want to stop.”

Alex brushes her knuckles with his thumb, memorising the feel. “Good. If you want to change anything, even mid-scene, just say it.”

Emma grins. “You’re already overthinking.”

He laughs, the tension breaking. “Probably.”

They sit for a moment, just breathing, letting the anticipation build. He lifts the blindfold and silk ties, laying them across her lap. “These okay?”

She picks up the blindfold, rubs it between her fingers. “They feel… luxurious.”

“They’re new,” he admits, a little shy. “I wanted it to be special.”

She leans over, presses her mouth to his. The kiss is slow, uncertain for a moment, and then warming. He tastes mint from her toothpaste, the sweet tang of nerves on her breath. Her hand creeps up his thigh, fingers digging into denim.

“Let’s do this,” she whispers, voice a little rough.

He swallows, pulse racing. “Okay. Lie back.”

She settles onto the bed, arms at her sides, legs slightly parted. He kneels beside her, lifts the blindfold. “Last chance. Still sure?”

She nods, biting her lip. “Blind me, Alex.”

He fits the blindfold gently, tucks her hair away from the edges, checks she can breathe. The moment the world goes dark for her, something in him shifts—responsibility, power, devotion. He runs his fingers down her arms, relishing the way her skin prickles beneath his touch.

The candles flicker, the music pulses, and the ritual has begun.

He lets his hands linger on her wrists, fingers strong but patient, feeling the racing of her pulse under his touch. Emma is so rarely still—her life is all movement, all managing, all anticipation of the next demand—but here, blindfolded, she surrenders. Her breathing is quick and shallow, a tremor running the length of her body. He wonders what she sees in the dark, what memories or fears or desires flicker behind her closed lids.

He lifts her wrists above her head, slowly, so she feels every inch of the stretch. Her breasts rise, soft and bare beneath the hem of his shirt, nipples tightening with the change in position. He takes one length of silk and winds it, deliberately slow, around both wrists and through the headboard’s middle slat, knotting once, twice—checking the tension but leaving just enough slack for comfort. He pauses, thumb tracing the sensitive inside of her wrist. Her skin is so soft there, almost electric. He ties off the knot and leans down, lips ghosting over the point where silk meets skin.

“You’re not nervous?” he murmurs, voice pitched low, intimate.

She gives a half-laugh, trembling. “Of course I’m nervous. But I want this. I want you to take control.”

He kisses her knuckles, then moves to her ankles. She lifts her knees obligingly, legs bent, feet flat on the bed. He takes the next two lengths of silk, looping one around her right ankle, tying it to the footboard, then the left. She’s splayed now—arms stretched overhead, legs apart but not forced, her body an offering beneath the glow of candlelight.

He steps back, just looking. The sight of Emma like this—blindfolded, trust in every inch of her exposed flesh—does something wild to him. It’s not just arousal, though that thrums under his skin, but a raw tenderness, a reverence. This is worship. This is power, yes, but only because she’s given it to him, freely, without a hint of shame.

Alex kneels at her side, brushing her hair from her cheek. “Is anything pinching? Too tight?”

She shakes her head, smile trembling on her lips. “It’s perfect. I feel…” She struggles for a word, breath catching. “Weightless. Like I’m floating.”

He strokes her thigh, working slowly up the inside, his palm broad and warm. “You’re beautiful like this. I want you to let go. Just feel. I’ll check in often, but you don’t have to do anything but breathe.”

He watches her chest rise and fall, her nipples peaked against the thin fabric of the shirt, the curve of her hip outlined by the candle’s flicker. She is trusting him with everything—her safety, her pleasure, her vulnerability.

He takes the final length of silk, runs it over her body—across her collarbone, over her breasts, down her ribs, the inside of her thigh. He sees goosebumps, a shiver. He uses the silk to tie her knees just slightly apart, knotting at the softest part of her leg. Not restrictive—just enough to hold her open, an offering.

He sits back, letting his gaze roam. Her lips are parted, breath shallow. Blindfolded, bound, she is utterly his for this moment.

He leans down, mouth at her ear, whispering: “If you want me to stop, you say amber. If you want out—red. But otherwise, tonight you’re mine.”

He hears her whimper, a sound of need and surrender, and the power of it shakes him. He is aroused, yes, but also fiercely protective. He will not let her down.

He runs his hands down her arms, her sides, her legs, making her feel the contrast—his strength, her softness, the way her body tenses under each new touch. The silk, the darkness, the stillness—each layer strips away something mundane, leaves only sensation, breath, want.

He takes her hand, kisses her palm, whispers, “Thank you for trusting me.” Then, softly, “I won’t hurt you—not unless you want me to.”

She bites her lip, chest rising and falling. “I want you to. Just… not too much. Not the first time.”

He smiles, feeling that familiar rush of tenderness. “Understood. I want you begging for more. Not running from me.”

She laughs, a giddy, nervous sound. “Deal.”

Alex stays there a moment, watching her, soaking in the way she writhes just a little, the arch of her back, the spread of her thighs. The power, the beauty, the responsibility—it’s all dizzying.

He places a gentle kiss at the hollow of her throat, then moves to the side table, reaching for the feather.

The real play, he thinks, is only just beginning.

The feather feels almost absurd in his hand—too soft, too light, almost comical. But when Alex brings it to Emma’s skin, he realises just how much power there is in gentleness. He brushes it along her arm, the whisper of white across her forearm, and she shivers, muscles tensing in reflex. Blindfolded and bound, her senses are on high alert; every stroke is magnified, every breath a small event.

He drifts the feather over her collarbone, then down the side of her neck. She squirms, giggling involuntarily, but her laughter is threaded with a higher note—anticipation, even need. Her lips part in a gasp as he brings the feather between her breasts, letting the delicate tip tickle the valley of soft skin beneath the old t-shirt.

“Is it torture?” he teases softly.

Emma shakes her head, but the sound she makes is somewhere between a sigh and a plea. “It’s maddening. I want to move, but I can’t.”

“That’s the point,” he murmurs. He kneels beside her, shifting the feather down her ribs, then lightly over her stomach, tracing gentle circles around her navel. He notices the way her stomach clenches, the subtle twitch of her thighs, her hips straining slightly against the silk holding her knees apart. He follows the feather lower, over the faint lines of her hipbones, then along the crease where thigh meets pelvis.

She moans, low and sweet. The sound shoots straight through him.

He brings the feather up again, teasing her inner thigh, never quite touching where she wants him most. Her breath grows quicker, her body arching in slow, desperate waves. The old t-shirt rides higher, bunching around her waist. He sees the dampness blooming at the edge of her panties—a visual confirmation of her surrender, her helpless arousal.

“Alex…” she whispers, voice trembling with want.

He pauses, runs his knuckles over her cheek. “What do you need?”

She shakes her head, smiling under the blindfold. “Nothing. Everything. I just… feel.”

He smiles, pressing a kiss to her knee. “That’s all you need to do tonight.”

He continues the feather’s gentle exploration, sometimes letting it drag languidly up her torso, sometimes flicking it quickly across sensitive skin—her ribs, the underside of her breast, the tender spot just below her hip. Each touch draws a different sound: a gasp, a shudder, the faintest whimper. She tries to pull away, to squirm, but the ties keep her exposed and open.

Her breathing is faster now, the teasing becoming almost unbearable. “You’re driving me crazy,” she says, her voice low, tight with longing.

“Good,” he whispers, his mouth close to her ear. “Let yourself go.”

He sets the feather down and lets his hand replace it—warmth after coolness, pressure after the tickling edge. She melts under his touch, her body pliant, humming with need.

He leans in, his lips at the hollow of her throat, and breathes, “You’re beautiful. Every part of you.”

She lets out a sound that’s half-moan, half-laugh, all surrender.

Alex knows they’re only just beginning, but he feels her slipping into that space where time vanishes, where she is sensation and need and nothing else. The power of it is exquisite—a pleasure all its own.

Alex stands, letting the heat of the moment simmer, and crosses to the bedside. The ice cube—round, perfect, already glossed with condensation—waits in its little bowl. He lifts it between his fingers, marvelling at the way cold numbs his skin, then glances back at Emma. She is still bound, blindfolded, breath ragged. Her body is flushed, goosebumps racing down her arms and legs, the feather’s ghost lingering everywhere.

“Emma,” he says gently, “I’m going to try something colder. If it’s too much, tell me.”

She nods, her voice steady but small. “I trust you.”

He kneels beside her, presses a kiss to her hipbone, then brings the ice to her shoulder. The first touch is shock—her whole body jolts, hips arching, a gasp tearing from her lips.

“Oh—! Bloody hell,” she breathes, then giggles, trembling.

He grins, letting the melting cube skate along her collarbone, trailing water that pools and slips between her breasts. He traces a line down, slow and deliberate, circling her left nipple through the thin fabric of her shirt. The cold is sharp, merciless, and she gasps again, back arching off the bed.

He lifts the shirt, baring her breast, and brings the ice directly over her nipple. The reaction is instant—she flinches hard, breath catching, a desperate whine escaping her lips.

“Amber!” she blurts, urgent, voice quavering with surprise and discomfort.

He pulls the ice away immediately, drops it back in the bowl. “It’s gone. I’m here. You’re okay. I’ve got you.”

He’s on her in a heartbeat, his hands warm on her skin, soothing circles over her ribs and arm. He presses gentle kisses over her sternum, her shoulder, her cheek. “Talk to me, love. Too much?”

She exhales, shivering, but the tension is ebbing. “Just… shock. The cold, right on the nipple—it was too sudden. Not a bad pain, just… intense.”

He smooths her hair, murmurs reassurances. “You did perfectly. Thank you for telling me. I never want you to push through something you don’t like.”

She nods, the lines of anxiety easing from her brow. “I’m okay. I liked the rest. Just… not that cold. Not there, not yet.”

He leans down, brushing his lips over her mouth. “Noted. The point is to feel good. To be right here, together. You call amber any time and I’ll listen.”

She sighs, relief and gratitude mingling in her voice. “I know. That’s why I trust you.”

He gathers her in his arms as much as the ties allow, resting her head against his chest, letting her feel the steady rhythm of his heart. The aftercare, he realises, isn’t just for her—it grounds him, too, bringing him back from the razor’s edge of his own desires.

When he feels her relax, the colour returning to her voice, he strokes her cheek. “You want to keep going?”

She nods, mouth curving into a smile. “God, yes. I’m not done with you yet.”

He laughs, heart buoyed by her courage, her willingness to step back in, to trust him with her body and her limits.

He kisses her hand, then whispers, “Thank you for saying amber. You make me want to do this right, every time.”

Emma breathes out, long and low. “That’s all I want. To know you care.”

He places one more gentle kiss over her breast, above the place where the ice had stung, as if to bless it, to promise he’ll always listen.

The power of the moment is electric—not the cold, not the silk, but the trust. The game resumes, but everything feels deeper now, more intimate, charged with the knowledge that this is only the beginning of what they might find, together.

Alex watches Emma’s breath settle, tension melting from her body with each soothing touch. The air between them has changed—not cooled, but sharpened, their connection tested and proven. Her trust feels like a physical thing, alive and fragile, given over without hesitation.

He lets his hands wander again, caressing the marks left by the silk on her wrists and ankles, feather-light at first, then bolder. Her skin is warm, responsive; she arches beneath his palm. Blindfolded and bound, she is pure sensation—every touch magnified, every movement a question he answers with his hands, his lips, his words.

He bends over her, kissing the side of her neck, then slowly works his way down her body. He pushes the t-shirt higher, bunching it under her arms to bare her torso fully to the candlelight. The sight of her makes his mouth dry—her breasts peaked, nipples still pink from the cold, her belly rising and falling with every breath.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” he whispers, lips brushing the curve of her breast.

Emma shivers, a tremulous smile on her lips. “Like I’m not here—like I’m somewhere else, floating. But you keep pulling me back.”

He kisses her, slow and deep, letting his tongue linger at the edge of her nipple, then drawing it between his lips. She gasps, body tensing as his mouth closes over the sensitive bud, licking, then gently sucking until she whimpers, helpless beneath him.

He trails kisses down her ribs, over her stomach, nuzzling the soft flesh of her belly. He presses his nose to her navel, inhales her scent—a heady mix of skin, heat, and arousal. He slides his hands down her thighs, palms spreading her open, exposing the damp patch at the centre of her panties.

He looks up, though she can’t see him, and says, “I want you. All of you. Are you ready?”

Her breath is ragged, desperate. “Yes. Please.”

He hooks his fingers into the waistband of her panties, tugging them down her legs, baring her fully. The sight is devastating: her folds slick and swollen, glistening in the flickering candlelight. He kneels between her thighs, spreading them gently, and lowers his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue is light, exploratory—an exhale of warm breath, a slow flick over her clit that makes her jerk in her bonds. He tastes her, letting his tongue circle and tease, dipping lower to gather the wetness pooling at her entrance. He’s patient, building her up, making her squirm and moan, her hips lifting in a silent plea for more.

He holds her thighs, fingers digging into soft flesh, and gives her what she needs—slow, deliberate strokes, then a rapid flurry that brings her to the edge. He feels her thighs tense, her whole body trembling. She cries out, hips bucking against his mouth.

“Please—Alex, please—”

He pulls back, lips glistening, eyes locked on her flushed body. “Not yet,” he murmurs, voice husky with restraint. “I want to be inside you when you come.”

He stands, sheds his clothes in a rush of need—shirt, jeans, briefs kicked away until he’s naked, erection aching and proud. He climbs onto the bed, positioning himself between her open thighs. He takes a condom from the drawer, rolling it on quickly, hands trembling.

He presses the tip of his cock to her entrance, pausing. “Still okay?” he asks, voice gentle but urgent.

She nods, desperate. “God, yes. Please. I want you.”

He pushes in slowly, feeling her stretch around him, the heat and tightness nearly undoing him in a single thrust. He holds still, letting her adjust, pressing kisses to her knee, her belly, her wrists still bound above her head.

“Breathe with me,” he whispers, and she does—matching his rhythm, slow and deep.

He begins to move, rocking into her, letting the friction build. She’s wet and hot and utterly open, moaning his name as he thrusts. The silk ties strain with every movement, her body rolling to meet him, helpless and eager.

He leans down, kissing her, tongue seeking hers, hands tangled in the hair that spills from her blindfold. He loses himself in the rhythm—bodies slick with sweat, sheets tangled, the world shrinking to the place where they join.

Her breath comes in short, desperate gasps. “Alex—I’m close—please, please don’t stop—”

He increases his pace, hips snapping, one hand sliding down to press firm, slow circles against her clit. She cries out, arching off the bed, the orgasm breaking over her like a wave. She clamps around him, pulsing, sobbing with release.

The sight, the sound, the power of her surrender undoes him. He lets go, coming hard inside her, gasping her name, his vision blurring with pleasure.

He collapses over her, chest heaving, the scent of sex and sweat thick in the air. For a long moment, neither of them moves. The world is only heartbeats and shared breath.

He kisses her forehead, loosening the ties at her ankles, then her wrists. He slips off her blindfold, letting her eyes adjust to the soft light. She blinks up at him, dazed and glowing.

“Are you alright?” he asks, worry threading his voice despite everything.

She smiles, tears glimmering on her lashes, not of pain but of joy. “I’ve never felt so alive. Or so loved.”

He draws her close, holding her as the last tremors of orgasm fade, and knows this is the ritual he wants to keep, week after week—where pleasure and trust are one and the same.

Alex’s arms ache with a deep, happy exhaustion as he gathers Emma to him, their bodies still slick with effort and heat. The aftermath is always quieter, softer, but tonight there’s a new gravity in the room—an intimacy that feels sacred, hard-won.

He kisses her brow, then her wrists, brushing his lips over the faint, rosy marks left by the silk. She sighs, stretching languidly, eyes blinking as the last of the blindfold’s shadows recede. He strokes her cheek, gentle now, almost reverent.

“Anything sore?” he murmurs, running his thumbs lightly over her wrists and ankles, searching for any sign of discomfort.

Emma shakes her head, but her voice is sleepy, liquid with satisfaction. “No. Just… floaty. Tingly everywhere. I feel like I’m glowing.”

He grins, pride and tenderness mingling in his chest. “Let’s get you cleaned up. You did beautifully.”

He slips from the bed, tugs on his boxers, and pads to the bathroom. He draws a warm bath, adding a splash of lavender oil to the steaming water. The soft scent drifts through the air, calming and sweet.

Returning to the bedroom, he scoops Emma up in his arms. She laughs—a small, delighted sound—her body relaxed, trust in every limp muscle. He carries her to the bath and helps her step in, holding her steady until she sinks beneath the water’s surface, a sigh of relief leaving her lips.

He kneels behind the tub, pouring water over her hair, working shampoo through the strands with slow, gentle hands. The world narrows to the hush of water, the slip of suds through his fingers, the quiet sighs she makes as he massages her scalp.

After rinsing her hair, he helps her stand, wrapping her in a thick towel. He holds her against his chest, heart beating steady, letting her rest as she gathers herself.

Back in the bedroom, he sits her on the bed, offers a glass of water and a couple of oat biscuits for the aftercare carbs. She eats, sipping and smiling, her eyes never leaving his face.

“Thank you,” she whispers, voice raw with honesty. “Not just for… all of it. For listening, for stopping when I said amber. For taking care of me after.”

He brushes her damp hair back, lips finding her temple. “Thank you for trusting me. For saying what you needed. That’s what makes this work.”

She leans into him, content, eyes drifting shut. The candles burn low, the air warm and close. For a long moment, there’s nothing but breath, heartbeat, the gentle comfort of skin on skin.

Outside, the city is quiet, the last threads of rain whispering against the glass. Inside, they are remade—clean, held, safe. The ritual complete, but the intimacy lingering, ready to carry them through until next Monday.

After the bath, Alex brings Emma back to bed, enveloping her in the thickest, softest blanket they own. The sheets are still warm from their bodies; the candles gutter, shadows dancing low on the walls. Emma curls into him, a quiet smile on her lips, her face open in a way it rarely is—unguarded, stripped of any of the day’s weariness. She looks younger, somehow, wrapped in the afterglow.

He tucks her hair behind her ear, trailing a fingertip along her cheek. “You sure you’re okay?”

Emma nods, blinking slow, content. “I feel… amazing. My body feels strange. Lighter, but also heavy. Like I could fall asleep and dream for a week.”

He chuckles, drawing her closer, their legs tangled, the blanket cocooning them both. “You earned it. You were brave.”

She laughs softly, eyes drifting shut, and then cracks open just enough to look at him. “Did I do it right? I know it’s silly, but—”

Alex hushes her with a gentle touch to her lips. “You did it perfectly. You told me what you needed. That’s all I ever want. You make it easy to want to take care of you. I loved every minute.”

She breathes out, a long, shuddery exhale, as if letting go of a weight she didn’t know she was carrying. “It was scary at first. Being blindfolded. Not knowing what you’d do, or where the next touch would land. But once I let go… it was just pleasure. Like I could forget myself.”

He smiles, pride blooming in his chest. “That’s the point of ritual. To build something safe enough that you can risk everything inside it.”

Emma’s eyes shimmer. “Did you like it? Taking control?”

He laughs, a little sheepish. “I loved it. And I loved how you gave it. I was nervous too. Scared I’d do something wrong, or push too far. But you made it easy to trust myself.”

She grins, reaches for his hand and laces their fingers together. “Maybe next time you can push a little further.”

He raises a brow, teasing. “Yeah? Something in mind?”

Her cheeks flush a delicate pink. “I want to try something… sharper. Not too much, but—” she trails off, uncertain.

He kisses her hand, tender. “Clamps? Or something else?”

“Maybe. I’m… curious. I like the idea of feeling a little pain. As long as it’s with you.”

Alex’s pulse thrums. He presses a kiss to her temple. “We’ll talk about it. Set limits. But yes, I want that too—if you do.”

She lets out a sigh, her body melting further into his. The trust between them feels physical, as if the air is thick with it. They lie together in silence, sharing the slow, private rhythm that only comes after great effort—heartbeat, breath, the sound of rain fading to quiet.

He remembers to fetch more water, nudging her gently until she takes a few sips, and then holds her until she’s almost asleep. He brushes his lips against her forehead, murmuring, “You’re safe. You’re loved. Mondays belong to us now.”

Emma smiles, drifting. “The best homework I’ve ever had.”

Soon, her breathing deepens, and he lets himself settle too—content, grateful, the memory of her trust a warmth that will last all week.

Outside, the city glimmers, indifferent to the ritual inside their walls. But here, between sweat-stained sheets and cooling skin, a promise is made: every Monday, they will choose each other. Again and again.


Interlude A – Emma’s Journal

Monday night, after midnight

My hand is shaking as I write this, which feels ridiculous. Alex is asleep beside me, hair all rumpled, one arm flung over my waist like he’s worried I might float away. Maybe I will.

I never thought I’d be the kind of person who needs to process sex in a notebook. But tonight was… different. I need to get it out somewhere. I want to remember every detail, and I want to be honest with myself—even about the weird stuff. Especially about the weird stuff.

It started out funny. I felt a bit silly, lying there in his t-shirt, pretending to be some sort of movie heroine about to be seduced. But as soon as he put the blindfold on, everything changed. The world shrank. I wasn’t Emma-the-social-policy-wonk or Emma-who-makes-everyone-laugh—I was just a body, just sensation. And all I could do was feel.

I kept thinking: what if I can’t say what I need? What if he thinks I’m weak for saying amber? But then I did. And he stopped, immediately. No sigh, no disappointment, just this wave of care. Like he was proud of me for knowing my limits. That alone made me want him more than ever. I felt safe—really, truly safe. Like I could fall apart and he’d hold all the pieces.

The feather was torture. The ice—too much. But the way he touched me afterward… I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard, or cried like that with someone watching. I want more of that. I want to see how far I can let go, now that I know I won’t break.

And here’s the thing I’ll never say out loud (except maybe here, where he might someday find it and finally know): I want to try pain. Not just a sharp slap, but something slow and mean, like nipple clamps, the kind that leave marks. I keep seeing pictures online and getting this ache. The idea of him fastening them on me, watching my face as it hurts, then taking care of me after—it makes me wild. I’m scared of it. But the fear makes me even hotter. Is that crazy? I wonder if he’d think it’s too much.

Maybe he’ll read this. Maybe he’ll ask. Maybe I’ll have the guts to show him, or just leave the journal open where he can’t help but peek.

God, I hope so. I want him to know every strange, hungry corner of me.

Time for sleep. My body aches in the best way. I feel clean, remade. Mondays are ours now. Next week, maybe I’ll ask for what I really want.

—Emma


Monday #2 – Clamp & Control

Alex didn’t mean to read it. Not really. The little black notebook lay open on the kitchen table, its pages slanting across the placemat, Emma’s familiar looping script trailing down the lines. He’d only meant to tidy up—maybe move it off a splash of tea. But a single phrase leapt out, bold as any confession:

I want to try pain. Not just a slap, but something slow and mean, like nipple clamps, the kind that leave marks… The idea of him fastening them on me, watching my face as it hurts, then taking care of me after—it makes me wild.

He stood frozen for a heartbeat, the words burning behind his eyes. Then the shock gave way to a rush of heat—desire, yes, but also anxiety. He’d fantasised about going further, about testing their limits, but seeing her longing spelled out was another thing entirely. Could he do it right? Could he give her what she wanted without crossing a line he couldn’t take back?

The question stuck with him through the evening—while he made dinner, while they traded gentle jokes about work, while Emma perched on the counter watching him chop peppers, unaware of how his mind spun with possibility and risk.

After they ate, Emma padded into the bedroom, carrying her tea. Alex followed, the notebook tucked under his arm. He found her sitting cross-legged on the bed, t-shirt and underwear, hair falling loose around her shoulders, phone abandoned beside her.

He set the notebook on the quilt between them. “You left this open,” he said softly.

Emma’s cheeks flushed deep red. “Did you…?”

He nodded. “I read a bit. About… clamps. Marks. Wanting something sharper.”

She pulled her knees to her chest, biting her lip. “I almost closed it. I wanted you to see, but I was scared too.”

Alex sat beside her, close enough that their knees touched. “It doesn’t scare me. Not really. But I want to make sure we do it right. That it’s for both of us, and safe.”

She peered at him, hope and uncertainty mingling in her eyes. “I trust you. That’s why I wrote it down. I’m just—nervous, I guess. I want to see how it feels. I want to know what you’ll do.”

He stroked her calf, grounding himself. “So we set limits. If you want to stop, or if it’s too much, you tell me—amber or red, anytime. I’ll check in a lot. And we can bail the second you want to. No hurt feelings.”

Emma nodded, exhaling a shaky breath. “I want to try. I want you to take control. If I’m scared, I’ll say amber. If I need to stop, I’ll say red. You don’t have to hold back.”

His heart pounded—nerves, pride, a streak of longing that felt both new and ancient. “Okay. We’ll go slow, check the marks, watch for bruising. If you want me to stop, just say. I promise, Emma.”

She smiled, relief softening her face. “Promise me you’ll still hold me after, no matter what.”

He brushed her hair behind her ear, letting his thumb linger on her cheek. “Always. That’s the best part.”

A slow smile curled her lips. “Then I want it. I want all of it, Alex.”

He kissed her, slow and deep, tasting the hope and hunger in her mouth. The words in her journal weren’t just fantasy—they were an invitation, a gift. Tonight, they would walk this edge together, trust their way forward, and find out just how much pain could become pleasure—if they chose it, if they faced it together.

Alex could feel the shape of the night crystallising in his mind as he moved through the flat, collecting what they’d need. Each item felt like a ritual object, imbued with meaning: the spread-eagle cuffs, soft and wide and new, their buckles shining under the bedroom lamp; the nipple clamps, weighty in his palm, linked by a delicate chain that gleamed like a secret; the slim riding crop, coiled beside a small jar of cooling gel and a tin of arnica balm. He placed a plush towel at the foot of the bed, then paused, adding a thick heated blanket for later.

He caught sight of himself in the mirror and barely recognised his own reflection: intent, flushed, shoulders set. This wasn’t the Alex of tired Mondays and work emails. This was a man preparing to hold someone’s trust, to orchestrate not just pleasure but pain, to bear the weight of her desire and his own.

Emma padded into the room, the air crackling between them. She wore only a long, black vest and knickers, her hair loose and tumbling. She hovered at the doorway, hugging herself, her bare arms goosebumped but her eyes shining. He could see her nerves, but beneath them, a core of determination—she wanted this, and she wanted him to take her there.

He gestured for her to join him. “Ready?”

Emma nodded, moving to stand before him. He took her hands, squeezing them gently, and pressed a slow kiss to her knuckles. “Let’s go through it, step by step. If you need to stop, tell me. If you want more, say so. We’ll start slow and check in all the way.”

She exhaled, a breathy, grateful sound. “I’m nervous. But I want it. I want you to show me how it feels.”

He nodded, letting his eyes linger on her face, her mouth, the delicate notch of her collarbone. “I’ll take care of you. Every second.”

He moved behind her, fingers sliding up under the hem of her vest, lifting it inch by inch. She raised her arms, letting him slip it over her head, leaving her naked but for her knickers. Her skin was pale in the lamplight, a canvas unmarked, waiting.

He guided her to the bed, helping her lie back across the fresh sheets. He ran his hands down her arms, grounding her in his touch, feeling the way her body trembled under anticipation. He could sense her breath changing, short and shallow, each inhale tinged with excitement and fear.

He knelt beside her, holding the cuffs up where she could see. “Wrists first,” he murmured, voice steady but low with heat. She extended her arms, trusting, letting him buckle the cuffs around her wrists, snug but not biting. The leather was soft against her skin, the click of the fastenings loud in the hush.

He stretched her arms out above her head, securing the cuffs to the top bedposts, spreading her wide. She gasped—a sharp, involuntary sound—as the vulnerability hit. Her body was open now, displayed, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

He kissed her wrist, then moved to her ankles, buckling her legs wide apart to the bottom corners of the bed. A folded towel under each knee eased the strain, but the effect was total: Emma was fully, helplessly exposed, arms and legs spread, every muscle taut with waiting.

Alex paused to drink her in. She was beautiful—flushed, chest heaving, nipples peaked from cold and anticipation. Her hair fanned across the pillow, her lips parted, eyes dark with need and nerves.

He showed her the clamps, the chain swinging. “Ready for me to use these?” he asked, giving her a chance for last-minute retreat.

She nodded, biting her lip. “Yes. Please.”

He smiled—soft, proud, aroused—and set them on the table within reach. He massaged her breasts with warm hands, stroking the skin, letting her adjust to his touch, then reached for the jar of cooling gel. He smeared a layer over each nipple, massaging gently, watching the way she gasped, her body responding to each new sensation.

“Tell me if it’s too much at any moment,” he said. She nodded, eyes wide.

He glanced around the room one last time, making sure everything they’d need was close: crop, clamps, balm, water, even a little chocolate for after. He dimmed the lamp further, letting shadows curl around the bed.

Tonight, he would take her where she’d asked to go—and farther, if she wanted.

Emma shifted, wrists flexing, legs spreading as she tested the bonds. She was breathing faster now, lost somewhere between terror and excitement, and he felt the same pull inside himself—a hungry gravity, a need to see just how much pleasure and pain could blur.

He pressed a kiss to her cheek, his voice a whisper. “You’re mine tonight. Let’s see what you can take.”

The stage was set. The real trial—the first clamp, the first wince and moan—was only seconds away.

Alex pauses for a heartbeat, simply absorbing the sight of Emma stretched across the bed—her arms secured above her, legs parted and tethered wide, chest bare except for the cooling gel glinting wetly across her nipples. Her eyes dart to his face, searching, uncertain. He meets her gaze, steady and present.

“Is anything pulling or pinching?” he asks, running his fingers along each cuff, checking the leather and the knots.

She shakes her head, lips parted. “No. It’s… intense. I feel so… open.”

“That’s what I want.” His voice is soft but commanding, every word deliberate. He smooths a palm over her thigh, squeezing, then moves up to cup her breast, thumb gliding through the slick gel, making her gasp. “But it’s not about hurting you. It’s about making you feel everything. You can stop me whenever you need. Remember that.”

She nods, a shiver racing down her body.

He lingers, letting his hands roam—down her arms, up her sides, stroking the soft curve of her waist, pausing to knead the muscles at her hip. Each touch seems to heighten her arousal, and her breath quickens, hips shifting as if searching for more friction.

Alex kneels at her side, one hand on her thigh, the other cupping her chin. “You look incredible like this. Helpless, but so strong. I love seeing you surrender to me.”

She laughs shakily, the sound half-moan, half-nervous energy. “It’s like being on display—like I’m a present, and you’re unwrapping me.”

He grins, heat burning in his chest. “You are a present. And I intend to savour every inch.”

He reaches for the clamps, holds them where she can see. They’re small but fierce, padded at the tips but with a bite. “Last chance,” he murmurs, giving her a final out. “You can say no. I won’t be disappointed.”

She draws a shaky breath, then nods, eyes dark with resolve. “I want it. I want to feel it. Just… go slow.”

He leans in, kissing her softly. “I promise.”

He rolls each nipple between his fingers, warming them, teasing until they’re hard and flushed. Then, with a deep breath of his own, he positions the first clamp, aligns it carefully, and closes it over her left nipple.

Emma’s reaction is instant—a cry, sharp and breathless, hips arching off the bed. Her face crumples with shock, pain, something animal and raw. Her fingers flex in the cuffs, her thighs trembling.

Alex’s instinct is to snatch it off, to comfort, but he holds steady, watching her, waiting for her to breathe. “You’re okay,” he soothes, voice gentle, hand stroking her hair. “Breathe through it. Let the pain crest and fall.”

She does, sucking in air, the tension in her body shifting, transforming. The pain becomes something else—pleasure, adrenaline, surrender. He strokes her cheek, kisses her brow. “Do you want the other one?”

She nods, fiercely. “Yes. I want to match.”

He repeats the process—rolling, teasing, then securing the second clamp. The shock is less this time; she’s ready for it, her body arching into his touch, moans deepening, blending pleasure and pain. Her chest is heaving, nipples dark and swollen between the clamps, the chain joining them lying cool and bright across her skin.

“God, Alex—” she pants. “It hurts. But it’s so good.”

He’s dizzy with it himself—watching her body transform under his hands, under her own courage. He tests the chain, giving it a tiny tug, watching her face for the flinch and then the way she rides it out, her eyes shining with tears that never quite fall.

He grabs the crop, runs the leather tip lightly down her thigh, flicking it gently against the inside of her leg. Not pain—just the idea of it. Each new sensation is layered, sensation on sensation, her body learning a new language. She moans, hips writhing, the chain swaying, breath coming in shallow, frantic bursts.

“Do you want more?” he asks, his voice ragged, almost begging himself.

Emma nods, desperate, her voice breaking. “Yes. Please. Don’t stop.”

He leans in, kissing the corner of her mouth, then whispers, “You’re perfect. You’re mine.”

He takes a long moment just to look at her—restrained, marked, trembling on the edge of pain and pleasure. The sense of power, the weight of her trust, makes him ache in the best way.

He traces her cheek, his own voice shaking. “Thank you for giving this to me.”

She smiles, a slow, wild, beautiful thing. “Thank you for taking it.”

The night opens before them—limitless, trembling, dangerous, and safe all at once. Now, the true test begins.

Alex’s hand trembles, just a little, as he tests the chain linking the clamps, watching the flush on Emma’s chest deepen, the dark points of her nipples straining against the bite of metal. The sensation is raw, new, a burning line of pain that morphs by degrees into pleasure, then back again—never settling, always shifting. He knows it’s intense; he can see the tension carved into her muscles, the way her toes curl against the sheets, the way her lips part in a whimper that is part protest, part hunger.

He strokes her hair, gentle, reassuring. “You’re amazing. Breathe through it for me.”

Emma’s eyes squeeze shut. Her breathing is shallow, then deepens with effort. “It’s sharp. Like lightning. But—I want to feel it. Don’t stop.”

He nods, heart thumping with equal parts pride and anxiety. He brings his lips to her neck, kissing softly, grounding her. His free hand wanders down her side, over her belly, caressing her hip and thigh—layering sensation, reminding her that pleasure is always waiting beneath the pain.

He reaches for the crop, runs the cool leather lightly over her thigh, then taps it, just once, against her inner thigh. The sound is sharp, the sensation a new jolt that makes her gasp, but it’s nothing compared to the clamps.

“Too much?” he asks, voice low, keeping his eyes locked to her face.

Emma shakes her head, a broken laugh escaping her lips. “No. I feel everything. It’s like… all my nerves are turned up. It’s overwhelming, but I want it. I want you to use me.”

The words shoot straight through him—heat, awe, an almost painful need. He tightens his grip on the chain, gives it a gentle, deliberate tug. The clamps pull, and Emma cries out, the pain crested with something sweeter, a wave that makes her hips buck and her hands flex in their restraints.

Alex’s voice shakes, but it’s strong. “You’re beautiful. I love watching you take this. The pain… it’s a gift, isn’t it?”

She nods, gasping, tears glimmering at the edges of her blindfold but not falling. “It is. It hurts. But it’s for you. And that makes it good.”

He drapes the chain across her chest, lets it rest against her sternum, cool and heavy. His hands trace her ribs, her waist, trailing down to the slickness pooling between her thighs. He dips two fingers into her, slow and careful, letting her adjust, her whole body bowstring-taut. She moans, the sound guttural, unguarded.

He withdraws, slicks his fingers, and circles her clit—careful to avoid the clamps, but letting the proximity tease her further. Her back arches, thighs straining against the cuffs, every muscle trembling with the effort to process so much sensation at once.

He leans down, kisses her mouth—hungry, devouring, sharing her pain, her pleasure, her trembling. “You’re safe. I’ve got you. I’m watching every second. You can stop me anytime.”

She shakes her head, voice hoarse. “No. Don’t stop. Please, Alex, I need more. I need you to take me apart.”

He obliges—his free hand wielding the crop, tapping her lightly on the thigh, the side of her hip, the round of her ass, each contact a counterpoint to the constant ache at her nipples. He alternates pleasure and pain, soothing her with his mouth, then stoking the fire again.

He flicks the clamps gently, watching her reaction—eyes squeezing tight, hips jerking, a sob of pure sensation. “You’re doing so well,” he murmurs, pride thick in his throat. “You’re strong, and you’re mine.”

Emma is lost to it now—her moans rising, her body twisting as much as the restraints allow. The pain doesn’t break her; it makes her wild, open, desperate.

Alex watches, spellbound, as she rides the edge—her mind surrendering, her body tuned to every note of sensation he delivers. He feels her trust like a living thing between them, binding them tighter than any cuff.

He presses a final kiss to her mouth, breath mingling with hers, and whispers, “You’re everything I want. Everything.”

She whimpers, smiling through the pain, lost and found all at once. “Don’t let go. Please, don’t let go.”

He squeezes her hand, promises her silently that he never will.

Alex hovers over Emma, the scent of her arousal thick in the air, every muscle in her body tight with longing, every breath a shudder. He cups her jaw, thumb brushing over her cheek, the chain of the clamps glinting between her breasts. The room is quiet except for the relentless sound of their breathing—hers fast and raw, his low and shaky with the weight of control.

He presses a slow kiss to her lips, then trails down her body, his tongue worshipping every inch of skin: the sensitive swell of her breast, the curve of her ribs, the flat plane of her belly. His hands slide along her thighs, spreading her further. She is open, bared, every part of her exposed and waiting. The restraint, the pain at her nipples, the ache that’s been building inside her—it all becomes a storm he can see and feel.

He slides two fingers through her folds, then bends to taste her, tongue flicking, gentle at first, then more insistent. She gasps, hips straining against the cuffs, the chain on her chest swaying. Alex savours her, lets the tip of his tongue tease her clit, then draws back, smiling when she whimpers.

“Alex—please,” she breathes, writhing, need pouring from every inch of her.

He grins, wicked. “Not yet. I want you trembling for me.”

He circles her entrance, pushing two fingers inside, curling them, searching for that spot that makes her break. She moans, high and desperate, and he begins a relentless rhythm—press, release, circling her clit with his thumb, drawing her up until her body vibrates on the edge.

She tenses, breath catching, hips lifting—she’s right there, the orgasm teetering. He slows, withdrawing suddenly, mouth hovering at her thigh, letting the denial pulse through her body. She sobs, the need almost agony. “No—Alex, please, don’t stop—”

He waits, just a moment longer, then returns, mouth and fingers working her again, stoking her until she climbs again—higher, harder, trembling with anticipation and frustration. Her thighs quiver, her body desperate for release, nipples aching and raw beneath the clamps.

Again, he senses her peaking, the telltale tension of her body, the wild pitch of her moans. He stops. Again. Pulls his hand away, mouth leaving her slick and throbbing. “Please,” she cries, voice nearly breaking. “Alex, please let me come—I need it, I need you—”

He crawls up beside her, kissing her mouth, then flicks the chain between her breasts, sending a fresh shock of pain through her body. “Not yet,” he murmurs, voice thick with lust and pride. “You can take more. I want to see you beg.”

Emma sobs, almost laughing, almost weeping, her body a live wire. “I’m begging, Alex, please. I need it—I can’t, I can’t—”

He leans in, his mouth on her ear. “You can. One more time for me.”

He slides down, tongue and fingers returning, but this time he uses everything—his mouth firm on her clit, fingers thrusting, the rhythm relentless. He feels her rise again, closer, closer, her cries turning into near-screams, the chain clattering against her chest as she writhes in her bonds.

Just as she’s about to tip over, he flicks the clamp with his thumb, a burst of pain that sends her flying, but he stops his mouth, pulls away, leaving her shaking, a sob wracking her body. “No—Alex—please, please, I’ll do anything—”

He gives her only a moment, just long enough to feel the loss, before he relents, kissing her thighs, whispering, “You’re perfect. You’re so strong. One more time. Let me see you fall apart for me.”

He resumes, unyielding, his mouth and fingers coaxing, then devouring, giving her everything she needs. She is wild, crying his name, begging incoherently, lost to sensation. The pain of the clamps is no longer separate from the pleasure—every tug, every flick, every thrust blurs together, and Emma is pure desperation.

He brings her to the edge one last time. This time, he lets her hover, body straining, hips bucking, every muscle tight. He leans up, kisses her deeply, tongue sliding into her mouth, and says, “Come for me. Now.”

He rips the clamps away as she shatters, the pain and pleasure exploding into one unbearable, blissful wave. Emma screams, coming hard, body convulsing, legs shaking, tears spilling from her eyes. Alex feels himself losing control, his own orgasm crashing over him, spilling into the sheets beside her, every nerve lit with her surrender.

They collapse together, both panting, hearts pounding. The room is silent but for their shared breath, the echo of Emma’s desperate cries fading into the hush.

He pulls her into his arms as best the cuffs allow, brushing her hair from her forehead, pressing kisses to her cheeks, her lips, the red marks left on her breasts. She sobs, spent but glowing, voice trembling with aftershock and gratitude.

“Thank you,” she whispers, voice hoarse, eyes shining. “Thank you for not letting go.”

He hugs her tighter, feeling the gravity of the moment—the pain, the pleasure, the power, the trust. They have gone somewhere new together, and neither will ever be quite the same.

For a long moment, Alex just holds Emma, his heart hammering, the echoes of their climax still ricocheting through his limbs. But as her breathing slows, and the wild heat ebbs, a new sensation creeps in: worry.

He shifts, glancing down at her chest. The skin around her nipples is flushed, and beneath one clamp’s mark, a small bruise is already blooming—purplish, angry. Guilt twists in his gut. Was it too much? Did he miss her signals? Has he crossed from consensual pain into something she’ll regret?

He brushes his thumb gently over the mark, swallowing hard. “Emma—” His voice is thick, uneven. “Are you alright? I think one of these left a bruise. I’m so sorry, I—”

She looks at him, eyes still glazed with the aftermath, but she hears the tremor in his voice and blinks herself into focus. She follows his gaze down to her breast, studies the spot. For a split second, Alex is terrified she’ll recoil, or worse—hide her hurt, afraid to break the spell.

But Emma only smiles, a little shaky, but so open it hurts to see. “It’s okay. Really, it is. I knew it might happen. I wanted it to.”

He searches her face for any flicker of doubt, any quiver of shame. “I should have checked sooner. You can say amber or red any time—if it’s too much, I want you to stop me.”

She catches his hand, threads their fingers together. “I know, Alex. I wanted this. I liked the pain. I liked the way you looked at me while you did it. I liked feeling… owned.”

Her words land deep—hot, vulnerable, intoxicating. He’s still trembling, the adrenaline slow to fade. “I never want to hurt you in the wrong way.”

“You didn’t.” Her grip is strong, voice firm. “But if I ever need you to stop, I’ll say it. I promise. I liked seeing the bruise. It’s proof of what we did—what I chose to give you. Please don’t take it as a sign you failed me. You did everything right.”

Alex’s eyes sting, and he’s surprised by the urge to cry. He pulls her in as close as the cuffs allow, holding her tight. “Thank you. For trusting me. For telling me the truth.”

She lets herself be folded into his arms, content and unafraid. “Don’t you dare end it now. I want to go again. Or at least—let’s see how aftercare feels with you fussing over me.”

He laughs, the tension breaking, relief washing through him. He grabs the water bottle on the nightstand, uncaps it, and holds it to her lips. She drinks, throat working, eyes locked on his.

He offers her a bite of chocolate, dabbing her lips after, all gentleness now, every gesture a new vow: I’ll keep you safe. I’ll listen, always.

For a moment they sit in that hush—just water, chocolate, hands entwined, the faint sting on her chest a badge of honour, not regret.

Alex meets her gaze, steady now. “If you want more, you just say so. If you want to stop, we stop. This only works because it’s us. Because we choose it.”

She nods, eyes shining. “That’s what I want. I want to feel everything—with you.”

With trust rekindled and boundaries reset, they are ready for anything the night—and their own hunger—might bring next.

With the water bottle set aside and Emma’s cheeks flushed anew—part heat, part pride—Alex lets his hands linger at her wrists, slow and grounding, as he gently unfastens the cuffs. Her arms fall to her sides, and she flexes her fingers with a quiet sigh, the tension giving way to that floating, blissed-out afterglow. Her legs are next, ankles carefully freed, Alex massaging the skin where the restraints pressed, murmuring praise with every touch.

But he’s not finished—not yet. He leans over her, tracing kisses down her sternum, pausing at each clamp, worshipful and attentive. “I’m taking these off now,” he murmurs, voice soft with warning. “There’ll be a sharp sting, and then it’ll fade. Breathe with me.”

She nods, lips parted, anticipation lighting her face. He steadies the chain, eyes on hers, and with a sudden, practiced motion, releases the left clamp. Pain flares—a cry bursts from her lips, tears springing to her eyes as blood rushes back into the swollen flesh.

Before she can catch her breath, he releases the second. Another gasp, another flash of pain, but almost immediately she’s trembling, body wracked with aftershocks, the pain colliding with something deeper. Emma arches into him, raw and open, and Alex gathers her into his arms, his mouth capturing her moans as he kisses her through it.

The pain blooms into pleasure, the endorphin rush flooding her system. Her hands clutch at his back, nails digging, needing to anchor herself as the sensations spiral and merge. “Oh god, Alex—” she breathes, voice thick with tears and euphoria. “It’s so much—I can’t—”

“You can,” he whispers, voice fierce with pride and love. “Let go for me. I want to see you break for me—just one more time.”

He kisses down her body, his mouth finding her breast, sucking and soothing where the clamps bit deepest, his tongue gentle over the mark. Emma’s cries soften, her body melting as pleasure rises again, the pain transforming into need.

His hand slides between her thighs, finding her slick and pulsing, the memory of denial making her hypersensitive. He teases her with his fingers, then slides into her with one slow, deep thrust—no more teasing, only the hunger of reunion. She meets him, wrapping her legs around his waist, hips rising to take him deeper, desperate to be filled, to be claimed.

They move together, the rhythm ragged, urgent, nothing between them but need and the echo of what they’ve shared. Alex’s hands roam her body—soothing, claiming, worshipping every inch. Emma moans, the pleasure almost unbearable, the memory of pain still vivid, amplifying everything.

“I’m close,” she gasps, voice high and shaking. “Please—let me—”

He kisses her fiercely, one hand between them circling her clit, the other tangled in her hair. “Come for me,” he commands, voice raw. “Show me.”

She shatters, orgasm ripping through her in waves, her whole body trembling as she sobs his name, tears streaming down her cheeks—not from pain, but from joy, from the catharsis of having given everything and been held. Alex follows, losing himself in her, coming hard, the world going white behind his eyes.

After, they collapse in a heap, breathless, bodies spent and limbs entwined. The air is thick with the scent of sex, sweat, balm, the sweet sharpness of trust well spent.

Alex holds her, cradling her head to his chest. He brushes damp hair from her forehead, wipes tears from her cheeks, whispering, “You’re safe. I’m here. You’re perfect.”

Emma clings to him, shuddering with afterglow and release. “Thank you,” she whispers. “Thank you for everything. For stopping, for starting again. For making me feel brave.”

He kisses her, soft and unhurried, then gently dabs arnica balm onto the reddened marks at her nipples, covers her with the heated blanket, and draws her in until she’s nestled against him, skin to skin. He feeds her chocolate and water, strokes her hair until her shivers slow, and listens to her heartbeat returning to calm.

They talk—quiet, honest, the kind of truth only possible after such shared vulnerability. She tells him how the pain blurred into pleasure, how the fear dissolved into safety, how she’s never felt so known. He admits his own doubts, how close he came to stopping, how much her trust means to him.

When sleep finally comes, Emma’s hand is still curled around his, the marks on her chest a badge of courage, and the space between them filled with something new—an intimacy that no one, not even themselves, can ever take away.


Monday #3 – Mirror Game

Alex spends half the afternoon making sure everything is perfect. The flat is already tidy—he’s scrubbed the en suite, changed the bedding, even checked the batteries in the remote vibe twice. But tonight is different. Tonight, the room itself feels charged with intent, every object chosen for a purpose.

He sets the full-length mirror at the foot of the bed, angling it so that whoever sits or kneels at the edge will see their entire body reflected back: not just face and shoulders, but every angle, every hidden place. The mirror is clean, the glass cold to the touch. He stares into it, seeing himself—flushed, eyes wide, a tension in his jaw he can’t quite hide. He wonders if Emma will see what he does, or if the reflection will show her something entirely new.

On the nightstand, he lines up their props: the slim remote bullet, a small roll of surgical tape, lube, two clean towels, a thick blanket, and a little bowl with oat biscuits and chocolate squares for after. Water bottles go on both sides of the bed. He dims the lights, lets candles burn on the dresser, their glow softening the sharp edges of anticipation.

He checks the Notes app on his phone, reviewing last week’s rule: After-care must include water + carbs. He smiles, remembering the way Emma had blushed when he’d first suggested it, pretending to be scandalised by the idea of “snacks as foreplay.”

His mind flicks through tonight’s plan: the mirror, the vibe, the command to watch herself—to hold her own gaze as she falls apart. He feels the usual nerves, but something else too—a kind of reverence, a thrill that what they do is never routine, always a step deeper, a new territory crossed together.

Emma enters the room quietly, hair still damp from her shower, skin flushed pink. She’s wearing an oversized white shirt, buttoned just enough to be indecent, bare legs peeking beneath the hem. She stops in the doorway, eyeing the setup, and her gaze catches on the mirror. For a moment she’s silent, taking it in.

“You moved the mirror,” she says, a lilt of nervous humour in her voice.

Alex grins, holding up the remote bullet as if it’s an invitation. “Tonight’s about reflection. Literally.”

Emma arches a brow, walking over to him, her steps slow and teasing. “So I’m meant to watch myself? Is that the game?”

He nods, his voice pitched low. “I want you to see what I see. All of it. Every reaction. Every time you try to look away, I’ll bring you back.”

She flushes, but there’s curiosity in her eyes, a glint of mischief that matches his own. “Sounds… intense.”

He steps close, reaching for her hands, grounding her. “It’s just us. Same rules as always: amber if you need me to slow down, red for a full stop. If anything doesn’t feel right, you tell me.”

She squeezes his fingers. “I will. I want to try. I want to know what it’s like to watch myself like that.”

He studies her, searching for hesitation, but she lifts her chin in challenge, the nervousness mixing with real excitement. “I trust you. Even if I turn into a blushing mess.”

He kisses her forehead, relishing the soft scent of her hair, the way she melts against him. “That’s half the point. The rest… is finding out what else we can be, together.”

He gestures for her to sit on the edge of the bed, facing the mirror. She obeys, legs dangling, hands fidgeting in her lap, her reflection already showing the first hint of anticipation in the way her eyes dart between him and the glass.

The ritual feels different tonight—deeper, more exposed. Alex stands behind her, meeting her gaze in the mirror, feeling the electricity leap from glass to skin. The reflection shows not just Emma, but them together—a partnership lit by candles, ready for whatever comes next.

“Are you ready?” he asks, voice low and reverent.

Emma breathes in, holds it, then nods. “Ready.”

The game has begun.

Alex moves deliberately, drawing out each moment as if the ritual itself is a slow seduction. He wants Emma to feel everything—every vulnerability, every thrill, every second of exposure. He stands behind her, his body heat at her back, and he sees the way her reflection’s chest rises and falls, the tremor in her lips, the blush deepening across her cheeks and collarbones.

He leans down, mouth near her ear, voice honeyed and slow. “Watch yourself, love. I want you to see what I see—what you give me, what you become.”

She bites her lip, glancing up into the mirror. At first, she tries to focus on his eyes in the glass, searching for reassurance, but he watches her gaze flicker away, embarrassed by her own nudity, by how much skin she’s showing, how raw she looks. He understands—he remembers the first time he watched himself with another, the alien feeling of being both participant and observer. He lets her sit in that discomfort, lets it build, lets it transform into anticipation.

He circles her slowly, hands drifting over her shoulders, down her arms, back up again—tracing the goosebumps, the subtle quiver in her muscles. “You’re beautiful when you’re nervous,” he murmurs, letting his knuckles graze her throat, down the line of her chest, between her breasts. “It means you care. That you know this is real.”

He kneels in front of her, eyes level with hers now in the glass. He takes her hands, kisses her palms, then guides them behind her back. The silk is cool and smooth as he wraps it around her wrists—two slow loops, the ends crossed and knotted with just enough tension to hold, but never to bite. He checks the ties, slides a finger beneath to ensure her circulation, and then lets his fingers linger, tracing her pulse.

“Can you move?” he asks quietly.

She flexes her hands, tries to pull apart. “No. But it doesn’t hurt.”

He nods, satisfaction softening his features. “Good. Remember, you say amber if you need me to loosen anything. Or if you want to stop—red.”

Emma nods, exhaling slowly, the ritual language now woven into her bones.

He stands, takes her shoulders, and positions her: kneeling at the foot of the bed, knees parted a little wider than modesty would allow, thighs tense and trembling, her back arched ever so slightly. He pulls her hair from her face, letting it cascade down her back, then steps to the side, admiring the tableau—Emma’s skin glowing gold in the candlelight, the knot of silk at her wrists, the exposed line of her body. Every part of her is vulnerable, and yet, in her poise, in the way she lifts her chin and stares herself down in the glass, he sees something unbreakable.

He brings his hands to her shoulders, trailing down her back, feeling the warmth and tension in her skin. He massages gently, thumbs kneading away the worst of her nerves, and she shudders, a whimper of gratitude slipping free.

“Do you see yourself?” he asks, eyes catching hers in the mirror.

She nods, but it’s a small, shaky gesture. “I see everything. Every flaw.”

He kneels behind her, hands smoothing down her arms, mouth at her ear. “I see only gifts. Look at the way your back curves, the way your skin shines. Look at your nipples, already begging for attention, the way your thighs tense just for me. There is nothing flawed about you here. Only honesty.”

Emma flushes, gaze darting down. He hooks a finger under her chin, gently tilting her face back up to the glass. “Don’t look away. I want you to see what I do.”

He lets his hand slide between her thighs, not touching, just hovering, the promise of sensation making her squirm. “Describe what you feel.”

Her voice is fragile, uncertain. “Exposed. I feel… like I can’t hide from myself. Like I’m someone you want to look at.”

“You are,” he murmurs, kissing her neck, the tip of his tongue tracing the line to her shoulder. “You’re everything I want. I want you to be seen, to see yourself. To know how powerful you are when you surrender.”

He unbuttons her shirt further, baring her breasts, letting them spill free for the mirror. He teases her nipples, thumb and forefinger rolling them, coaxing them to hard peaks, making her whimper and gasp.

In the glass, she watches—sees herself blush, her lips part, her chest heave. The humiliation of being seen like this melts into something new—a pride, a raw beauty. She stares at her own reflection, startled by the woman staring back.

Alex moves behind her, his hands gentle on her thighs, opening her a fraction more. He kneels so their faces are side-by-side in the mirror, his body framing hers, eyes dark with hunger and love.

“Who do you see?” he asks.

Emma swallows, the truth trembling on her lips. “A woman who wants to be used. Who wants to be beautiful for you. Who wants to be ruined.”

He smiles, pride in every word. “That’s my girl.”

He presses a line of kisses up her back, then gently bites her shoulder, claiming her. She arches, moans, the reflection blurring for a moment with tears—of vulnerability, of joy, of utter surrender.

They stay like that, kneeling at the edge of the bed, for what feels like forever. Emma watches herself grow bolder, braver; Alex watches her transformation, the way discomfort morphs into arousal, shame into pride. In the mirror, they are both more than themselves—ritual and worshipper, captor and beloved, teacher and student, bound together by the power of the gaze.

Tonight, no secret stays hidden. Every inch of her is illuminated, loved, and claimed.

Alex lets his hands roam over Emma’s thighs, trailing upward, lingering on the soft skin where hip meets pelvis. The anticipation in the room has thickened, time stretching with every heartbeat, every brush of skin on skin. The mirror amplifies everything—her nervous flickers, his focused intensity, the glimmer of sweat that’s begun to bead along her collarbone. Emma’s eyes dart from his to her own, uncertain, searching, wide with hunger.

He reaches for the remote bullet and holds it up, letting her see its shape in the reflection—a promise of what’s next, small but powerful. He clicks the device, the faint vibration humming in his palm, a quiet overture to what’s coming. Emma’s gaze flickers to the toy, her tongue sweeping over her lower lip. Her cheeks are crimson, but she doesn’t look away.

“Tonight, you get to watch everything,” Alex murmurs. “Every reaction. Every time you flinch or blush or beg.” He kisses her shoulder, lets his mouth linger at the crook of her neck. “And you don’t look away unless I say so.”

He slicks the toy with lube, the cold gel making Emma gasp when he parts her thighs further. He presses the bullet gently against her clit, letting her feel the chill, the potential, before securing it with a careful strip of tape—nothing fancy, just enough to keep it in place and visible in the glass. Emma’s breath hitches as he smooths the tape, her hips lifting, the silk at her wrists tightening as she pulls against her bonds.

He clicks the remote. The toy begins to buzz, low and teasing. Emma jolts, a sharp moan breaking from her lips as the first waves of vibration shudder through her. Her eyes go wide in the mirror, lips parted, watching herself squirm and writhe. Alex kneels behind her, one hand on her hip, the other cupping her chin, forcing her to hold her gaze in the glass.

“See how quickly you react?” he whispers, voice rough with arousal. “You’re so sensitive. So easy to unravel. And tonight, you’re going to watch yourself come apart for me.”

He increases the intensity by a notch. Emma cries out, hips bucking involuntarily. He holds her steady, his grip unyielding, his gaze unwavering in the mirror. “Keep your eyes open,” he commands. “Don’t you dare look away.”

Her eyes glisten, half with tears, half with desperate need. “It’s too much,” she whispers, but even as she says it, her hips chase the vibration, her body hungry for more.

“You can take it,” Alex replies, his tone both soothing and commanding. “You’re stronger than you think. And you look gorgeous—so desperate, so messy, so mine.”

He lets the toy work its magic, watching her in the glass as her body shudders, as her nipples harden and her thighs tense. He teases her with his other hand, fingers running up and down her sides, tracing the path of goosebumps, pinching and rolling her nipples, tugging just enough to make her cry out again.

He leans in, lips grazing her ear. “Describe what you see.”

Emma’s voice trembles. “I see… a girl falling apart. Someone who can’t control herself. Someone who wants to be watched.”

He rewards her with a deep, hungry kiss at her shoulder, then turns up the vibe another notch. Emma’s back arches, her mouth falling open, a wail echoing in the candlelit room. “Please, Alex, it’s so much—I can’t—”

He cuts her off with a sharp, gentle tug of her hair, forcing her chin higher, her gaze locked to her own eyes in the mirror. “Don’t look away. I want you to see it when you break.”

He brings one hand around to cup her breast, squeezing, thumb flicking over her nipple, the sensation joining the relentless buzz at her core. Her body rocks with pleasure, the silk at her wrists digging in as she fights the urge to collapse. Alex watches her, mesmerised—her reflection wild and open, cheeks streaked with tears, hips grinding desperately against the toy.

Every time she tries to close her eyes, he stops her with a command, or a sharp slap to her thigh, or by pinching her nipple until her eyes fly open again. Each time, her shame and arousal spiral higher.

“Tell me what you want,” he growls, his own restraint slipping, need pouring from him.

Emma gasps, words tumbling out. “I want to come—I want you to see me—I want you to ruin me—”

He grins, devilish. “You’re almost there. But not yet.”

He lowers the vibe a notch, tormenting her with denial. Emma sobs, shaking, her gaze now glassy and feral, all shame burned away by the relentless need to be seen and known and used.

He increases the setting again, bringing her to the edge. “Hold my eyes,” he commands, meeting her gaze in the mirror. “Let me see everything.”

Emma obeys, her own reflection blurred with tears, lips swollen, body taut as a bowstring. He knows she’s close—knows that she is right where she needs to be, at the trembling edge of surrender.

Emma’s body is quivering, every muscle trembling with sensation and strain. In the mirror, her skin glows under candlelight—flushed, shining, streaked with sweat and the wetness pooling at her thighs. Her wrists pull against the silk, her chest rising and falling in desperate, shallow breaths. Alex watches her face, both in the glass and in profile, hunger and adoration burning in his gaze.

He keeps the bullet buzzing, one hand steady on the remote, the other cupping her chin, forcing her to look herself in the eyes. “Tell me what you see,” he commands, voice thick and dark. “Don’t lie.”

Emma’s voice comes out in a whimper, shaky but unafraid. “I see… a slut. A girl who wants to be watched. Who likes being used, even when it’s humiliating.”

Alex smiles, slow and wicked. “Good. Say it again. Say what you are.”

She shivers, shame and arousal warring on her face. “I’m a slut. I like being seen. I want you to see me… ruined.”

He rewards her with a kiss on her shoulder, then pinches her nipple, rolling it until she gasps. “And you do it so well,” he whispers. “So beautiful when you let go. So dirty for me.”

He lowers the vibe for a moment, letting her breathe, letting the ache build. Her body sags with relief and frustration, the denial almost cruel. He strokes her hair, soothing and intimate. “Look at yourself. Do you see how strong you are? Most people run from being seen. You take it. You beg for it.”

She blinks, tears slipping down her cheeks, but she nods, pride flickering through her shame. “It’s harder than I thought,” she admits, voice raw. “But I want it. I want to be this for you.”

He raises the vibe again, watching her reflection shudder as pleasure slams back through her. “That’s my girl,” he says, praise like balm over the rawness. “You make me so proud. You’re not just a slut—you’re brave. You’re mine.”

Emma sobs, hips rocking desperately, thighs quaking. “Alex, please—please let me come, I can’t hold it—”

He ignores her plea, instead making her hold his gaze. “Beg the right way. Tell me what you are, and what you need.”

She squeezes her eyes shut for a split second, but a sharp tug on her hair brings them open. She looks directly into her own reflection, voice shaking but clear. “I’m yours. I’m your slut. I want to be used, I want you to watch me come—I need you to let me.”

He kisses her jaw, breath hot on her skin. “You’re perfect. But not yet.” He dials the vibration down, teases her nipples again, making her moan and writhe, her body begging even if her mouth won’t.

He returns to the mirror, meeting her gaze with a ferocious tenderness. “You’re allowed to feel shame,” he tells her quietly, “but you’re also allowed to feel proud. You’re beautiful when you surrender, when you let yourself be seen. That’s the bravest thing you can do.”

Her tears spill freely now, not from pain, but from the rawness of being exposed—of hearing herself described, cherished, shamed, and worshipped all at once.

Alex edges her again and again, bringing her to the brink, then backing off—each time making her look herself in the eye and say what she is, what she wants. The humiliation stops feeling like punishment and becomes a ritual—a purification, a claiming. Emma stops flinching from her reflection, starts to hold her own gaze, even when she’s begging, even when her cheeks are streaked with tears.

“You’re beautiful,” Alex murmurs, voice softer now. “Not just because I say so, but because you see it. Even when you’re messy. Especially then.”

Emma lets out a shuddering breath, the shame dissolving, the pride flooding in. “Thank you,” she whispers. “For making me see it.”

He kisses her, slow and deep, the mirror holding their image—a tableau of trust and surrender, filth and beauty, shame and pride, all tangled together in candlelight.

Alex watches the shift in Emma’s eyes—a kind of softening, a subtle bloom of pride under the rawness of her need. She holds her own gaze now, even as tears streak her cheeks, even as her body trembles at the mercy of the relentless vibe. She looks wrecked and radiant, and he feels a surge of adoration so fierce it makes his hands shake.

He moves behind her, stripping out of his own shirt, then pants, feeling the sudden shock of cool air on his skin, the tight ache of his cock. He stands for a moment, both of them reflected—Emma kneeling, arms bound behind her back, skin flushed and glistening; Alex, naked and aroused, hunger and reverence in his face. The sight alone almost undoes him.

He kneels behind her, palms skimming up her thighs, framing her hips. He leans forward, breath hot on her ear. “Don’t look away,” he murmurs. “I want you to see every second. I want you to remember what you look like when you break for me.”

Emma nods, lips parted, her whole body a live wire. He moves the toy aside for a moment, slicks his cock with lube, then positions himself at her entrance, the tip nudging against her slick folds. In the mirror, she watches her own mouth fall open, her eyes wide with anticipation and disbelief.

Alex pushes in, slow and careful, savoring every millimetre. Emma’s head tips back, a long, raw moan spilling from her throat. Her eyes flutter, then, remembering, snap open to find herself in the mirror—the two of them, joined, reflected, both changed by the act.

He starts a slow rhythm, hands gripping her hips, the movement deliberate, their bodies illuminated by the flickering gold of candlelight. The remote is still in his palm; he flicks the bullet back on, low at first, then building, watching the effect in real-time—Emma’s thighs shaking, her back arching, the desperate press of her hips against him.

“Look,” he commands, voice thick with awe and dominance. “See yourself. See how you take me, how you come undone. See how beautiful you are when you surrender everything.”

Emma meets her own gaze, and something in her breaks open. She moans, louder now, the shame gone, only hunger and pride remaining. “I’m yours,” she chokes out, tears mingling with sweat. “I love seeing myself like this. I love being watched. I love being taken.”

Alex’s hands roam her body—cupping her breasts, tracing the bite marks at her neck, kneading her ass as he thrusts deeper, harder. The sound of skin meeting skin is obscene, and in the mirror, they are both wild, both radiant and wrecked.

He brings one hand to her hair, winding it around his fist, holding her head up, making sure she can’t look away. With the other, he dials the vibe higher, until Emma is a shaking mess, sobbing, lost to the pleasure and the relentless sensation.

“Tell me what you see,” he demands, voice harsh with need.

She gasps, barely coherent. “I see… a woman who’s never been more alive. Who wants to be ruined, filled, claimed. I see… your slut.”

He grins, pride and love and lust tangling in his chest. “That’s right. And you’re mine.”

He thrusts faster, deeper, the sensation building, the sight of their bodies joined—her breasts bouncing, her face open and unashamed, his own face twisted in worship and hunger—bringing him right to the edge.

“I’m close,” Emma sobs, hands fisting helplessly behind her. “Please, please, Alex, let me—”

He meets her eyes in the mirror, their gazes locking, everything else falling away. “Come for me. Watch yourself. Watch what you become when you let me have everything.”

He increases the vibe to its highest setting, thrusting hard, and feels her body seize around him. Emma’s mouth opens in a silent scream, her eyes wide and wet and shining as she climaxes—shudders wracking her frame, pleasure and catharsis pouring out of her. He lets go, coming hard, the orgasm wringing every last thought from him, leaving only the pulse of shared surrender.

They collapse together, trembling, breathless, their bodies entwined. The room is quiet but for the soft, broken sounds of Emma’s tears, the heavy thud of their heartbeats. In the mirror, they are still visible—wrecked, clinging, utterly exposed.

Alex gently pulls out, then untapes the bullet and switches it off, hands moving with infinite tenderness. He kisses the back of Emma’s neck, her shoulder, her cheek, whispering praise and love into her skin.

Emma looks up, eyes raw and luminous. “Thank you,” she breathes. “For making me see. For making me stay.”

He kisses her again, silent, his heart full to bursting.

Alex is the first to move, still trembling with the force of release. He strokes Emma’s hair, then gently unties the silk at her wrists, massaging the tender marks left behind. She slumps forward, boneless and blinking, lost in that quiet haze that follows being utterly undone. Her breath is ragged, but her face is peaceful—eyes glazed and shining, a faint, blissful smile on her lips.

He wraps his arms around her from behind, holding her as she finds her way back to herself. The mirror, still angled at the end of the bed, shows them both—her body draped against his, his face pressed to her hair, the image softer, more fragile now. Alex senses the intensity lingering in the air, a strange mix of pride and vulnerability.

He scoops her up, cradling her in his lap, careful not to break the spell of safety and closeness. He grabs the thick blanket from the side, wraps it around her shoulders, then tucks her head beneath his chin. The room is quiet except for the hum of the city outside and the soft click of the remote as he sets the toy aside.

Without a word, Alex rises, pads across the floor, and covers the mirror with a towel. The ritual is complete; the gaze is closed for tonight. When he returns, Emma is watching him, gratitude and relief mingling in her eyes.

He sits beside her, pressing a bottle of water to her lips. “Drink,” he murmurs, his tone gentle, steadying. She obeys, sipping slowly, letting her head fall to his shoulder. He offers her a biscuit, then a piece of chocolate, and she laughs—weak, but real.

“Always the snacks,” she whispers, the sound light, affectionate.

He smiles, brushing her hair from her brow. “You did perfectly. I’m so proud of you.”

Emma’s expression shifts, shadowed by something softer, more uncertain. “It was… a lot. Seeing myself like that. It was terrifying. At first, all I could see was… shame. Like, am I really this person? But then you made me look again, and I saw someone else—someone strong. Someone you want.”

He hugs her tighter, pressing a kiss to her temple. “You are strong. You’re everything I want. You were brave enough to be seen, even when it was hard.”

She nods, emotion trembling in her voice. “I’m glad you made me do it. I hated it, and I loved it. I hated the shame, but I loved coming through it. I feel… different now. Like I took something ugly and made it mine.”

Alex opens his Notes app, adds a line to their growing ritual sheet:

Rule #7: Mirror scenes, maximum twice per month—always with aftercare.

He shows it to her, and she smiles, resting her head against his chest. “Fair. Maybe less.”

He laughs softly, feeling the glow of accomplishment, the thrill of having led her somewhere she’d never gone before—and having brought her safely home again.

He lays back, drawing her with him, both of them under the blanket. The candlelight flickers on the walls, the city’s noise a distant lull. He strokes her arm, slow and soothing, feeling her breathing even out, the last of her tension leaving her body.

They talk in murmurs—about what worked, what was hard, what they want to try again, and what can wait. Emma says she never thought she’d find pride in seeing herself so exposed. Alex confesses that, for him, the power isn’t in what he does to her, but in what she lets him see.

Eventually, Emma’s eyes drift shut, her body soft and safe in his arms. Alex kisses her forehead one last time, whispering, “You’re safe. You’re seen. And you’re mine.”

Outside, the world continues. Inside, a new layer of trust has been written—one reflection, one ritual at a time.


Monday #4 – Public Risk

Monday dawns cloudy and restless, the kind of weather that makes the city feel half-asleep and full of secrets. Emma wakes to the faint, caffeinated warmth of Alex pressed behind her, his hand heavy at her waist, their bodies tucked together in that easy, habitual intimacy that comes from years of sharing space. But there’s something different in the air—a humming anticipation she can’t quite name until she feels him shift, lips grazing the back of her neck, a smile she can hear more than see.

He lets his hand drift beneath her shirt, not with the urgency of a weekend, but with a kind of patient focus. Emma wriggles against him, half-laughing, but he shushes her softly. “Stay still. I’ve got something for you,” he murmurs, and she feels his breath—hot, conspiratorial—along her shoulder.

She expects a kiss, maybe a squeeze, but instead he rolls away and returns with a small black pouch from the bedside table. He sits up, watching her with an unreadable look, and opens the pouch to reveal a plug: small, smooth, discreet, the kind designed for public secrets and private games.

Emma’s face goes crimson. “Now?” she whispers, glancing at the clock. “It’s only half-seven.”

Alex’s mouth quirks in that wicked way that means mischief and devotion are about to blur. “Mondays are for rituals, aren’t they? Today I want you to wear this. All day. Don’t take it out until I say. And if you can manage it… I want you to think of me. Every time you sit down, every time you shift in your seat, every time you remember what’s inside you.”

She stares at the plug, heart racing. It’s not their first foray into public play, but it is the boldest. The idea of it—of carrying him with her through the mundane grind of emails and meetings—makes her flush with both embarrassment and arousal. She bites her lip, meeting his eyes, searching for an out.

“You’re sure?” she asks, voice quiet. “What if I can’t…? What if someone notices?”

He leans in, cupping her cheek, thumb stroking her jaw. “That’s the point. No one will know unless you tell them. It’s just for us. If it’s too much, use the safe-word, or take it out. I want you safe. But I want you thinking of me, distracted, wet all day, waiting to come home.”

Emma breathes out, nerves and desire tangling in her chest. “Alright,” she whispers. “I’ll do it.”

He kisses her, slow and sure, then guides her to the edge of the bed. She feels exposed as he slicks the plug with lube, then presses it gently against her, careful, unhurried. The sensation is at once familiar and jarringly new—her body accepting him, her mind racing ahead to all the places she’ll be carrying this secret.

When he finishes, he helps her stand, arranges her clothes—plain knickers, her work trousers, a loose blouse. She shivers as she buttons up, the pressure of the plug already making her hips rock.

“Good girl,” Alex murmurs, voice soft but proud. “Text me if you need anything. Otherwise, I want updates. Think of it as… your homework.”

Emma manages a nervous laugh, grabs her bag, and heads for the door. Alex leans against the frame, watching her with a look that promises mischief later. “Have a good day, love.”

She steps out into the world, pulse racing, every inch of her awake. The day is only beginning, and she’s already desperate for what comes next.

The city outside is drab and grey, but Emma’s insides are anything but. Every step down the stairwell is a negotiation between balance and secrecy—the plug shifting slightly, a quiet pressure that makes her hips sway a little differently, every movement reminding her that she’s not just Emma today, but Alex’s Emma. She keeps a straight face as she passes a neighbour at the door, giving a polite smile that feels almost like a lie.

The bus is more crowded than usual. Emma wedges herself into a corner seat, hands gripping her bag tighter than she means to. Each bump in the road presses the plug deeper, a secret jolt she tries not to show on her face. A man in a raincoat sits opposite her, earbuds in, oblivious. She wonders, wildly, if he’d notice if she started to squirm—or if he’d even care.

Her phone vibrates. Alex:

A: How does it feel?

A: You still wearing my secret?

Emma glances around before typing a reply, her fingers shaky:

E: I’m on the bus. It’s… distracting.

E: I keep thinking someone will notice.

A pause. Then,

A: That’s the point. Let yourself feel it.

A: I want you blushing. No touching—just awareness.

She bites her lip, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, pressing her knees together. The plug seems larger now, each stop and lurch of the bus reminding her of Alex’s instructions: Don’t take it out. Don’t touch. Let the world pass by, none the wiser.

A mother with a pram boards, fussing over a baby with red cheeks. A schoolboy shuffles past, oblivious to the way Emma’s breathing is just a little faster, her eyes just a little glassier. Emma’s not sure whether she’s embarrassed or thrilled.

Her phone buzzes again:

A: Send me one word for how you feel right now.

She stares out the window, watching the city slip by—pavements, wet from last night’s rain, the sharp gleam of shopfronts, a man feeding pigeons by the park. She types:

E: Exposed.

A moment later, his reply:

A: Good. Stay there. Don’t hide from it.

She shivers, a wave of heat rolling through her. The bus jerks to a stop, and Emma almost loses her balance as she stands. The plug is an insistent pressure, the ache of arousal already building as she steps into the chill air, blending into the faceless crowd.

She tucks her phone into her bag, mouth dry. Alex’s words linger, a private echo: Don’t hide from it.

For the first time, she wonders if she’ll make it through the day without breaking—and knows, deliciously, that she hopes not.

Emma slips through the office doors with the practiced ease of someone used to disappearing into the crowd. But today, her body betrays her. The plug’s presence is a low, persistent hum beneath every step, every time she sits, every awkward bend to retrieve a file or refill her water bottle. It’s almost comical how mundane her day is—emails, spreadsheets, a cluster of yawning coworkers at the coffee station—but inside, every detail is turned up to eleven.

She tries to focus during the morning briefing, nodding along as her manager drones on about targets and team synergy. Her mind keeps drifting—her skirt’s hem riding higher on her thighs when she sits, the dull ache that’s growing sharper the longer she stays still. She shifts in her seat, the movement making her gasp so softly she hopes no one hears.

At break, she ducks into the bathroom, bolting the door behind her. Her hands are trembling as she leans over the sink, catching sight of her reflection: cheeks flushed, eyes bright. She’s never looked more alive at ten in the morning. She wants to reach down, relieve the ache, but Alex’s voice in her head stops her: Don’t touch.

Instead, she pulls out her phone, snapping a discreet photo of her face—just her lips parted, that telltale blush, nothing explicit, but she knows Alex will understand.

E: You did this. I can’t think straight.

Photo attached.

It’s only seconds before his reply:

A: That look is for me only.

A: Tell me what you’re thinking about.

Emma hesitates, glancing at the locked door. The truth feels both dangerous and liberating.

E: I keep thinking about your hand in my hair.

E: About sitting in your lap when I get home, feeling you touch me everywhere.

E: I’m dripping. I think I’ll lose my mind before lunch.

There’s a long pause. She wonders if he’s gone into a meeting, if he’s as distracted as she is. But then:

A: Good. Stay needy. I want you on the edge all day.

A: You’re not allowed to come. Not until I say.

Emma laughs, the sound barely more than a breath, feeling a wave of heat and frustration. She wants to break the rules, wants to run her fingers between her legs and chase relief, but the anticipation is intoxicating—her body is his, all day, even here among the hum of printers and clack of keyboards.

The rest of the morning is a haze of ordinary tasks shadowed by erotic tension. She keeps thinking someone must notice, that her secret must be written on her face. But no one does. She passes colleagues in the hallway, answers questions about a funding report, offers to make tea, all the while nearly shaking from the pressure, the fullness, the wanting.

When noon comes, Emma glances at her phone again, craving any message, any signal that this is more than just a lonely game. She knows, now, it’s not—Alex is with her, even in the silences. Every glance at her screen, every shift in her chair, every heartbeat is an answer to his dare.

She makes it through the morning. Barely.

By three o’clock, Emma is unravelled. She’s tried everything—crossing and uncrossing her legs, standing for unnecessary coffee runs, chewing the inside of her cheek in meetings to focus on anything but the throbbing pulse between her legs. She’s answered emails she’ll barely remember, smiled her way through a team huddle, even volunteered for an afternoon phone rota just to avoid standing up too much.

But nothing helps. If anything, the hours only make it worse. Every minute with the plug is a minute of Alex inside her head, whispering instructions. The knowledge that she could end it at any time—that she could slip away, remove the plug, put an end to the game—only makes her more determined to keep going.

Her phone buzzes, the screen lighting up with a new message.

A: Status report?

Emma ducks into a deserted copy room, heart hammering, cheeks flushed and hot. She types, thumbs shaking:

E: I’m losing my mind.

E: I can’t focus. I’m soaked. If anyone looked too closely, they’d know.

The reply is almost immediate:

A: You want to touch yourself, don’t you?

A: But you’re going to be good. You’ll wait for me.

She leans against the cool metal of the copier, squeezing her thighs together for any relief, feeling the plug press deeper with every breath. She can barely think straight, but the humiliation and longing make her wild with need.

E: I’m trying. I want you so badly.

E: I keep thinking about you taking it out yourself tonight.

E: Please tell me I’ve been good.

The dots appear—he’s typing, then stopping, making her wait.

A: You’re perfect. I’m so proud of you.

A: Last rule: when you get home, do not take it out until I tell you.

A: I want you waiting by the door. No touching, no undressing. Just you, the plug, and everything you’re holding back.

Emma nearly whimpers at the thought—standing in the entryway, needy and desperate, waiting for Alex to decide what happens next. The copy room feels suddenly too small, the buzzing of fluorescent lights a world away from the electric anticipation in her veins.

She checks her reflection in the glossy side of the printer: hair a little messy, cheeks fevered, pupils wide. She tries to compose herself, straightening her blouse, adjusting her skirt. She can’t imagine what her coworkers would say if they knew—but then, she thinks, that’s the thrill. She wants to be caught, wants someone to notice and never quite will.

By the time five o’clock finally comes, Emma’s hands are trembling. Her bag is heavy on her shoulder, but she feels lightheaded, floating on the anticipation. Every step toward the door is a countdown, a promise: one hour more, one last test, and then Alex will take her apart, piece by desperate piece.

She texts as she leaves:

E: On my way home. Plug still in. Barely holding on.

Alex’s answer, quick and sure, makes her legs weak:

A: Good girl. I’ll be waiting.

The walk from the tube to their flat is a blur of nervous energy and forbidden excitement. Emma’s thoughts loop between self-consciousness and anticipation—her secret pressed close with every step, the plug a constant, insistent ache that’s begun to feel less like a toy and more like a tether to Alex, a silent pull guiding her home.

She pauses at their front door, hands trembling as she fumbles for her keys. Her mind is racing with every humiliating, arousing detail of the day: the way her breath caught in the middle of a meeting, the flash of heat when she remembered Alex’s last text, the barely managed smile she wore for her colleagues as if everything was perfectly normal. She wonders if anyone noticed—her distractedness, the faint quiver in her voice, the secret she carried beneath her professional calm.

Finally, the door swings open. Alex is waiting, leaning in the hallway with a smile that’s all pride and hunger. He says nothing at first, just takes her coat and sets it aside, his hands lingering at her waist.

For a moment, neither of them moves. Emma stands in the entryway, heart pounding, her bag slipping from her shoulder to the floor. She’s never felt so exposed, fully clothed and yet more naked than ever. The air is heavy, full of what she’s endured for him, what she’s proven to herself.

Alex steps closer, his mouth brushing her ear as he whispers, “Did you keep it in all day?”

She nods, barely breathing. “Every minute. I thought about you. I nearly broke.”

He cups her cheek, thumb brushing her jaw, searching her eyes for any sign of doubt or regret. “Are you alright? Was it too much?”

Emma shakes her head, a shy, proud smile tugging at her lips. “No. I wanted to make you proud. I wanted to feel you everywhere. I wanted to come home this way.”

His gaze turns molten, satisfaction and longing mixing as he slides his hand down her back, lingering at the base of her spine, not quite touching the plug but close enough that she shivers in anticipation. “You did perfectly. I’m proud of you. And now… you’re mine for the rest of the night.”

He leads her to the bedroom without another word, guiding her by the small of her back. Every step feels deliberate, a procession into something sacred. Emma’s skin tingles under his touch, all her nerves sharpened by a day of surrender and denial.

Before they cross the threshold, he pauses, turning her to face him. “From now until aftercare, you do as I say. If you need to stop, you use your words. Otherwise, I want you right on the edge—open, obedient, and ready for anything.”

Emma nods, her composure melting. The last of her workday armour falls away as Alex kisses her softly, the promise of what’s to come igniting her all over again.

Tonight, she thinks, there are no secrets left between them—only risk, ritual, and the wild possibility of being seen.

The apartment is quiet except for the sound of Emma’s breath—ragged, hopeful, a little unsteady. Alex closes the bedroom door behind them, letting the rest of the world fade into irrelevance. He moves with purpose, each gesture deliberate. The day’s anticipation hums between them, turning the air thick, electric.

He guides Emma to sit on the edge of the bed, crouching down to untie her shoes, sliding them off one by one. His hands linger at her ankles, moving up her calves with a gentleness that sends shivers through her. She leans back on her hands, watching him with dark, shining eyes, every inch of her vibrating from the hours of denial.

He stands, turns his attention to the room. The window is already open, just a few inches, enough to let the late dusk breeze slip in, cool and fragrant with the scent of distant rain. Beyond the glass, the courtyard glows with the last honeyed light of evening, shadows stretching long. Somewhere, a neighbour laughs, a door slams. Every ordinary noise feels heightened, loaded with risk.

Alex draws the curtain back a little further, letting the outside in, making the possibility of being heard or seen a real, trembling thing. He returns to Emma, sitting beside her. She watches the open window, biting her lip, anticipation and anxiety flickering across her face.

He reaches for her hand, steadying her with his grip. “We need to talk through tonight,” he says, his voice low and careful. “The window’s open. There are neighbours outside. This is real risk, not just fantasy. If you want to stop, or if it feels wrong, we call it off. No games with the safe-word.”

She nods, swallowing. “Amber if I need to slow down. Red if I want to stop, right?”

“Exactly. And we set limits now—what’s off-limits for you tonight? How close do you want to get to the window? Do you want to be able to see outside, or just be heard?”

Emma considers, tension in her jaw. “I don’t want to see anyone’s face. But… I like the idea of them hearing. Of maybe someone wondering, but not knowing for sure. I trust you to decide how far to go. But if I say stop, we stop.”

He squeezes her hand. “Always. And no names near the window. No talking unless I say. Silence is part of tonight’s game. If you feel unsafe, you tell me immediately.”

She lets out a shaky laugh, the fear and excitement threading together. “God, I’m nervous. But I want it.”

He kisses her knuckles, then stands, gathering supplies. He lays out a fresh sundress for her—simple, thin, the kind that could ride up with a whisper of wind. The plug remains in place, a promise and a threat. He checks the remote batteries, makes sure there’s water on the nightstand, lube and towels ready just in case.

He helps her change, slowly, almost reverently, stripping away the last of her work clothes, baring her to the cooling air. Her skin is flushed, thighs slick, the day’s tension written on every line of her body. He runs his hands up her sides, cupping her face for a lingering kiss. “You’re beautiful. You’re safe. You’re mine.”

Emma melts under his praise, nerves giving way to desire. He pulls her hair back into a loose ponytail, something practical but also, somehow, possessive—a way to remind her that tonight, even her hair is his to arrange.

He positions her near the window, kneeling on a soft rug, her sundress pooled around her hips, legs bare, the plug still nestled inside her. She glances at the gap in the curtains, at the night beyond, a pulse of real fear quickening her breath.

Alex kneels beside her, stroking her back, feeling the fine shiver along her spine. “You’re doing so well. This is our ritual, no one else’s. No one will see what you don’t want them to see. If you want the window closed, you just say.”

She shakes her head, voice soft but certain. “Leave it open. I want to feel it. I want to remember this every time I look out there.”

He smiles, pride and protectiveness warring with his own hunger. He presses a kiss to her shoulder, then reaches for his phone, setting the timer. “The first round is five minutes. All you have to do is stay still, stay quiet, and let me touch you. When the timer goes off, we pause, check in. After that… we decide how far to go.”

She exhales, breathless but ready. “Okay. I’m ready.”

Alex stands, drinking in the sight of her—kneeling, trembling, all his. The game is set, the limits are drawn. What happens next will belong to both of them, and to the night itself.

Alex stands over Emma, the city’s dusk bleeding gold and indigo through the open window. The air is cooler now, sharpening every sensation. The sundress he chose for her is thin, nearly sheer in this light; her knees press into the plush rug, thighs parted just enough that the plug is a secret kept from anyone but him.

He sets his phone—timer counting down from five minutes—and places it where Emma can see the screen. “You hold still,” he murmurs, voice silk over steel. “No sound, no squirming. If you feel overwhelmed, amber. If you need it to end, red. Nod if you understand.”

She nods, lips parted, gaze flicking between his eyes and the rectangle of night outside. Somewhere below, a neighbour’s laugh rises—a sharp, sudden sound that makes Emma’s shoulders tense. Alex cups her chin, tilting her face toward him, his thumb tracing her jaw. “They can’t see you. They can’t know unless you want them to. But I want you to imagine they do.”

He kneels behind her, hands slow and steady as he smooths the skirt of her sundress up over her hips, baring her arse to the chill and the faint breeze. His touch lingers on her skin, fingers tracing the curve where thigh meets flesh, the plug’s base gleaming between her cheeks. Emma trembles, and Alex feels her struggle—to be still, to obey, to surrender to risk.

He slides a hand up her back, slow, then down again, letting the weight of his palm remind her she is not alone in this. “Beautiful,” he whispers, loud enough for her to hear but not the night beyond. “Every inch of you is mine.”

He slips his fingers between her thighs, finding her wet, swollen with a day’s worth of longing. He teases, light and teasing at first, just the tips circling, never quite touching where she craves it. The plug shifts inside her, a constant pressure that makes her gasp—a sound she bites back, teeth sinking into her lip.

Alex pauses, mouth close to her ear. “Remember: silence. Let me see how well you can hold it together.”

He resumes, this time bolder, drawing slickness up to her clit, rubbing gentle circles. He can see her fighting to stay quiet, every muscle drawn tight. The tension is electric, a taut wire between them and the world outside.

Another voice drifts up from the courtyard—closer this time, the familiar sound of Mrs. Baxter from across the landing, calling her dog. Emma freezes, breath caught, eyes wide with the thrill and terror of being overheard.

Alex doesn’t stop. He keeps his movements slow, measured, deliberate. The risk, he knows, is as much psychological as physical. He wants Emma to feel the line between safety and exposure, wants her to know she can step back any time.

As the minutes tick by, his teasing grows more intense. He alternates between circling her clit and pressing gently against the plug, each new sensation making her hips twitch, her thighs shake. He can feel her desperation, the shuddering restraint as she swallows every moan.

The timer’s numbers bleed away—two minutes, then one. Emma’s breathing is shallow, her knuckles white where they grip the edge of the rug. Sweat beads at the nape of her neck, her hair clinging to her skin. Alex leans in, presses a kiss to her shoulder, letting his lips linger. “Almost there,” he whispers.

Thirty seconds left. The voices outside fade, replaced by the distant creak of a gate, the soft thud of footsteps on the pavement. Alex increases the pace, his fingers quickening, watching Emma’s eyes go glassy with effort. She lets out a tiny, strangled whimper, then bites her own wrist to muffle the sound.

The timer finally buzzes, harsh and sudden in the quiet room. Alex stops instantly, hands gentling, arms wrapping around her to steady her. “Breathe,” he murmurs, pressing his cheek to her hair. “You did so well.”

Emma collapses against him, every muscle shaking, eyes bright with unshed tears. “I almost… I thought I was going to—”

He hushes her, rocking her gently. “You held it together. You’re safe. That was just the beginning.”

He helps her to her feet, straightening her dress, smoothing her hair, then leads her back to kneel. The window remains open, the air thick with possibility. Emma glances outside, her eyes filled with wild pride and raw need.

Alex resets the timer. “Again,” he says, voice soft but unyielding. “Let’s see if you can go even further.”

Emma kneels again, her body humming with adrenaline and shame and pride. The air feels sharper now, the risk of the open window more real—her senses tuned to every sound outside, every whisper of her own breath, the ache of restraint radiating from her thighs and the fullness inside her. Alex’s hands are gentle but commanding as he settles her in position, a touch at her knee, a possessive palm between her shoulder blades.

He checks the timer, meets her eyes, and lowers his voice. “This time I want you closer to the edge. Still no sound, no names, no movement unless I move you. If you break the silence, the window closes, and you’ll be punished. If you make it through, you get whatever you want.”

Emma shivers. The rules are strict, but clear. The promise of reward is as intoxicating as the threat of punishment.

Alex crouches behind her, fingers returning to her slick folds. He slides one, then two fingers inside, the plug making her gasp silently as she stretches to accommodate the invasion. His thumb circles her clit, light at first, then firmer. Every pass draws her closer to the brink, her body desperate to arch, to whimper, to call his name.

A breeze slips through the window, lifting the hem of her sundress, fluttering cool air across her damp skin. From below, the voices of neighbours drift up—two people talking, footsteps crunching on gravel. Emma is acutely aware of every inch of her body: the way her knees dig into the rug, the trembling tension in her arms, the needy ache radiating from her core.

Alex teases her, drawing her right to the edge, then pulling away. She swallows her cries, her body shaking with the effort to stay still, to stay silent. The risk is electric—every accidental noise a threat, every breath a dare.

He starts again, faster this time, the heel of his hand pressing the plug deeper as his fingers work her open. Emma’s head drops forward, forehead nearly to the floor, her mouth pressed tight to stifle the sounds that threaten to spill out. Sweat trickles down her spine. The voices outside grow louder, laughter echoing off the courtyard walls, and she squeezes her eyes shut, praying she won’t break.

Alex leans in, his mouth at her ear. “You’re holding back so well. I can feel how close you are. Let it build, but don’t you dare let anyone outside hear.”

His free hand slips around, thumb finding her clit again, relentless and teasing. He edges her mercilessly, bringing her to the brink three times, each time denying her at the last possible second. Emma’s body is a mess of need—legs shaking, cunt pulsing, shoulders rigid with the effort to obey.

On the fourth round, a dog barks directly below the window, startling her so badly she almost screams. She bites her wrist, tears stinging her eyes, the pressure inside her dangerously close to snapping. She risks a glance at Alex, wild and pleading, desperate for release.

He pauses, searching her face, checking for true distress. She shakes her head—no, not red, not yet. She can take more. She wants to take more.

He presses a kiss to her temple, pride in his touch. “You’re perfect. Just a little longer.”

He begins again, this time with his other hand slipping under her dress, teasing her nipples, pinching and rolling them until she squirms in his grip. Every new sensation adds to the unbearable tension. The room smells of sex and fear and anticipation; the outside world feels perilously close.

Finally, he pulls her upright, turning her so she faces the window head-on. Her knees are spread, sundress bunched around her waist, plug still buried inside her. He stands behind her, one hand over her mouth, the other between her thighs. His fingers work her clit in rapid, ruthless circles.

He whispers, barely audible, “I want you to come for me, but you have to be silent. Not a sound, Emma. Only I get to hear you.”

Emma’s body goes taut, her orgasm rising like a storm. She bites his palm, tears streaming down her cheeks as pleasure crashes over her. Her body shakes violently, but she makes no sound—only the ragged thrum of her breath and the desperate clench of her muscles as she rides the wave of silent release.

Outside, the courtyard is quiet again. The only witness to her surrender is Alex, his arms wrapped tight around her, his praise a litany against her ear.

He pulls her close, holding her through the aftershocks, whispering, “You did it. You were perfect. I’m so proud of you.”

She collapses against him, sobbing quietly with relief and pride and lingering fear. The adrenaline in her veins makes her feel half weightless, half raw. He carries her away from the window, lowering the shade, closing the curtains, shutting out the world.

He lays her on the bed, brushing her hair back, wiping her tears with his thumbs. “You’re safe now. You did everything I asked. No one heard a thing. It’s just us.”

She lets herself believe it. In the quiet room, her body still trembling, she knows she’s crossed some invisible line—not just in risk, but in trust. She wanted to be caught, and wasn’t. She wanted to be exposed, and was—only to him. That is enough.

Alex covers her with a blanket, holding her until her heartbeat slows. “When you’re ready,” he murmurs, “I want you to let go. No more silence. No more holding back.”

For the first time all day, Emma smiles—wrecked, sated, utterly his.

The room is closed now—window shut, curtains drawn, the world outside sealed away. Emma lies on the bed, her chest still fluttering, skin glowing with the aftershocks of risk and restraint. Alex sits beside her, taking in the sight of her—hair wild, thighs parted, sundress rumpled, eyes heavy-lidded and shining with tears and triumph.

He strokes her cheek, gentle. “You’re incredible. I’ve never seen you hold yourself together like that.”

She lets out a laugh, breathless and shaky. “I thought I was going to die. Or at least make a fool of myself.”

He grins, leaning in for a soft, lingering kiss. “You were brave. You didn’t make a sound. But now, you don’t have to be quiet for anyone. I want you to be as loud as you need.”

Emma’s smile wobbles, relief flooding her features. She lets her legs fall open, inviting, trusting. Alex slides his hands up her thighs, pressing kisses to her knees, her hipbones, her belly. Every touch is reverent—a celebration of what she’s just given him, what she’s endured and conquered. He slips the sundress over her head, baring her completely, then pauses, eyes locked to hers. “Do you want the plug out now?”

She nods, exhaling a tremulous yes.

Alex moves with infinite care. He lifts her hips, slicks his fingers, and gently eases the plug free. Emma gasps—a mix of relief and loss, her body suddenly more open, more empty. Alex soothes her with a hand on her belly, a trail of kisses from her navel to her throat.

He sheds his own clothes quickly, too hungry now for the slow tease. He wants to feel her skin on his, wants nothing between them. He climbs onto the bed, sliding between her legs, letting their bodies align. The heat of her thighs, the slip of her arousal, the rush of skin-to-skin contact—it all crashes together, urgency and tenderness in equal measure.

He presses inside her, slow and deep, groaning at the impossible heat, the perfect slickness that greets him. Emma wraps her arms around his shoulders, pulling him closer, burying her face in his neck. He sets a slow rhythm at first, letting her adjust, feeling the tension seep from her muscles. But soon, her hips rise to meet his, her nails digging into his back, her breath coming faster.

“Please,” she whispers, voice rough and raw. “I want you to fuck me. I want to hear you. I want to know it’s just us now.”

He answers with his body—thrusts deepening, the rhythm growing erratic as the urgency builds. He kisses her, open-mouthed and messy, swallowing her moans, letting her be as loud as she wants. “You’re safe,” he breathes, over and over. “You’re safe. You’re mine.”

Emma cries out, no longer silent, every sound a release, a letting go of everything she held back. Alex feels her shudder around him, her orgasm coming fast and fierce, her voice filling the room—no longer the careful restraint of earlier, but wild, honest pleasure.

He follows her, letting himself unravel, the pleasure almost too much after the tension and risk of the window. He comes hard, spilling into her, both of them trembling, bodies shaking with the force of shared release.

For a long moment, neither of them moves. They lie tangled, skin slick with sweat, foreheads pressed together, breath mingling in the quiet dark.

Alex kisses her hair, her eyelids, her cheekbones. “You did it. You gave me everything. I’m so proud of you.”

Emma smiles, exhaustion and joy woven together. “I’ve never felt more alive. Or more wanted.”

He holds her close, letting the room settle around them. The world outside may still be full of risk, but here, in this bed, it’s only trust and pleasure and the knowledge that they faced the edge together—and survived.

After the storm, Alex moves gently, untangling his limbs from Emma’s, reaching for the thick robe draped across the chair. He wraps her in it, tucking the fabric close, cradling her in his arms. She’s limp with exhaustion, eyes closed but mouth curled in a dazed smile, her skin warm and damp beneath the terry cloth. He presses his lips to her forehead, a silent benediction.

He fetches water and oat biscuits, sitting cross-legged on the bed beside her, feeding her sips and crumbs in turn. Emma’s fingers are shaky, but she eats, the mundane ritual of nourishment grounding her. For a while, there’s only the hush of their breathing, the city noise muted by the drawn curtains, the aftermath a safe and private cocoon.

When Emma finally speaks, her voice is hoarse but sure. “I thought I’d be more scared, afterwards. But I’m not. I feel… invincible.”

Alex smiles, stroking her damp hair back. “You should. You did something brave. Something only we’ll ever know.”

She laughs softly, a flush rising in her cheeks. “I wanted to get caught. I kept thinking about it, what it would mean. The fear and the wanting—it’s all tangled up now. But I don’t regret it. Not for a second.”

Alex meets her gaze, seeing not just the afterglow but the vulnerability there—the need for reassurance, for honesty. “You didn’t cross any lines for me. But you need to tell me if anything felt wrong. I won’t ever push you somewhere you can’t come back from.”

Emma snuggles closer, her hand threading through his. “No, it was perfect. The risk, the silence, everything. But maybe next time… window closed, or at least less open. And no names. I almost slipped. The idea of someone hearing—god, it was terrifying, but I loved it.”

He nods, relief in his chest. “No names, ever, near the window. That’s our new rule. We push together, but only when we both want to.”

She presses her cheek to his chest, letting the rhythm of his heartbeat soothe her. “Thank you for listening. For taking care of me after. That’s the part that matters most, you know?”

He holds her tighter, his own eyes damp with emotion. “It matters to me, too. The after, the checking in, making sure you’re safe. That’s what makes the rest of it possible.”

They lie there in silence for a while, Emma’s breathing slow and easy, Alex’s hand tracing idle patterns on her shoulder. When she finally sits up, she’s smiling, the kind of quiet pride that only comes from facing something unknown and coming through whole.

He reaches for his phone, adding a new line to their growing list of rules:

No audible names near open windows. All risks negotiated in advance. Aftercare required.

Emma glances at the screen, nodding approval. “We keep getting better at this. Every Monday, we go a little further, but we always come back together.”

He grins, his heart swelling. “That’s the point. Not the risk, not the pleasure—the coming back.”

She laughs, crawling into his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Next Monday, no more silence games. I want you loud. I want us both to be as loud as we want.”

He kisses her deeply, sealing the promise with his mouth, their bodies pressed close in the quiet aftermath.

The window may be closed, but nothing between them is hidden now. Every risk, every rule, every act of surrender is theirs alone. And in the space they’ve carved for each other, trust grows wild—deep, unbreakable, ready for whatever comes next.


Epilogue – Promise of More

The Tuesday light is soft and gold, diffused through sheer curtains, a gentle promise that the week has started again. Emma wakes to the scent of coffee and the low hum of the city outside, her body draped over the tangled sheets, Alex’s arm heavy at her waist. There’s a delicious ache between her thighs, and a ghost of last night’s wildness echoes in her pulse.

Alex stirs beside her, nuzzling her shoulder, lips brushing the back of her neck. “Morning, trouble,” he murmurs, his voice hoarse with sleep.

Emma turns, smiling, her hair a messy halo against the pillow. “Morning, mischief.”

They move together in the slow, silly ritual of Tuesday—Alex bringing her coffee, Emma teasing him about his bedhead, both of them lingering in the space carved by what they’ve shared. The apartment smells of toast and sunshine, the mundane comforts heightened by the secret, charged memory of the night before.

Over breakfast, Emma slides a small, sealed envelope across the table—her hands still trembling with anticipation. On the front, in her looping script, is written:

Next Monday: Wax or Web?

Alex raises an eyebrow, curiosity and arousal flickering across his face. “Am I meant to choose?”

Emma shrugs, a coy smile playing at her lips. “You can pick. Or you can surprise me. Either way, it’s yours to open whenever you want.”

He runs his thumb over the envelope, as if weighing its promise. “You’re really ready for more?”

She laughs, sipping her coffee. “I’m not sure I’m ever ready. But that’s what makes it ours, right? We’re never really prepared, but we keep choosing it. Every week.”

He nods, something proud and fierce in his eyes. “Every Monday, we risk a little more. But we always find our way back.”

Emma leans across the table, brushing a kiss over his mouth, soft and lingering. “That’s what I want. As long as we come back.”

They talk about the week ahead, ordinary things—work, groceries, a new plant for the balcony. But the envelope sits between them, a silent challenge, a promise of more: wax play, spider’s web bondage, another step into the strange, sacred space they’ve built.

Before Alex leaves for work, he pulls her into a long embrace, his hands gentle, his words soft in her ear. “Thank you for trusting me. For saying yes, even when you’re scared.”

She kisses him again, letting herself lean into his strength. “Thank you for listening. For stopping when I need it. For making me brave.”

He slips the envelope into his pocket, gives her that slow, wicked grin that always makes her pulse jump. “Next Monday,” he promises.

After he’s gone, Emma lingers in the quiet flat, tracing the rim of her coffee cup, feeling the glow of safety and possibility. She finds herself smiling at nothing, her skin tingling with memory, her heart steadier than it’s been in years.

On the calendar, Monday is blocked off for them—an unbreakable rule, a ritual they keep remaking. As the city wakes and the week rushes on, Emma feels the promise of more tucked safely in her chest. Whatever comes next, they’ll choose it together.

And when next Monday arrives, she’ll be ready. Or she won’t. Either way, it will be theirs.

A. “Teaser” Intros for Each Monday Scene

These are short, tension-building lines to drop at the start of each Monday scene. They set the emotional and erotic stakes and grab readers immediately.

Monday #1 – Blind Surrender

Tonight, the only rule is trust. Blindfolded and bound, she’ll have to let go—and he’ll have to prove he can hold all her fears as well as her pleasure.

Monday #2 – Clamp & Control

Pain is a risk, and Emma’s ready to ask for more. He’s always wanted to push, but will she beg him to stop—or beg him to go further? Tonight, the answer will mark them both.

Monday #3 – Mirror Game

Desire is a dare, and this time, she’ll have to watch herself fall apart. There’s nowhere to hide from his gaze, or her own reflection. Only one of them can look away.

Monday #4 – Public Risk

There’s a line between fantasy and exposure—tonight, Emma kneels at an open window, every breath a secret wager. If someone hears, there’s no taking it back.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.

Coming Soon:

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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