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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 Jar of Fate

It started, as these things often did, with a dare and a tangle of nerves. Sunday night, late, the flat warm with the scent of Emma’s vanilla candle, Alex’s laptop exiled to the hall, Bublé already dozing in his favourite nest of laundry. The city outside was all orange glow and rain-smeared glass, the sort of night that made the inside feel like a secret.

Emma sprawled across the bed, black pen in hand, a stack of blank index cards scattered like tarot. Alex perched cross-legged at her feet, cradling the empty glass jar they’d rinsed free of last week’s curry. The rules—still fluid, up for debate—sat in her phone’s notes app, the screen casting blue across the white bedding.

“So,” Emma said, flipping a card between her fingers, “how many props is too many for one jar? Because I have, conservatively, about twelve ideas and only three of them are physically possible without buying a winch.”

Alex laughed, nerves making it too loud, and fumbled with the lid. “Define ‘physically possible.’ I’d argue I’ve got at least one slip here that violates the Geneva Convention.”

Emma snorted. “Let me guess. Ice cubes again? Or the notorious clothes-peg-on-the-…”

“Don’t you dare finish that sentence.” But he was grinning, and the old shy flush ran up his neck—the tell that meant he was in, no matter how much he feigned reluctance. “You can’t veto ice cubes. Ice cubes are a classic.”

She rolled her eyes and leaned over, stealing the jar from his lap to drop in her first card. “Alright, ‘ice cubes’ goes in. But if you veto the latex one, I’m rioting.”

He met her gaze, serious for a moment. “No veto. I promised. We’re making this fair. Fastest draw wins, no backsies.”

A beat of hesitation, the thrill of rules being written between them, not for them. She sobered. “Are you sure? I know some of this is… more than we’ve done before.”

He reached for her hand, thumb tracing the scar at her knuckle—a relic from the kitchen, now a private totem. “That’s the point, right? New stuff. One per week. And we both get a free veto, no questions, no sulking. If one of us says ‘not tonight’, it’s done.”

Emma squeezed his hand, her pulse thumping with gratitude and that old, wicked anticipation. “So what’s the first rule?”

He ticked them off, counting on her fingers. “Rule one: Draw at random. Rule two: Coin toss for dom or fastest to grab the prop. Rule three: At least one new thing every scene—no repeats unless it’s in the jar twice.” He raised a brow. “Rule four?”

She didn’t have to think. “Aftercare scorecard. Every week. No skipping. We rate: fun, comfort, arousal, nerves, and… novelty?”

He grinned. “Bonus points if you can still write after you’re done.”

“Brat.”

He caught her by the wrist, pulling her into his lap, the jar and cards tumbling between them. She wriggled, playful but a little anxious—this was the kind of game that changed the shape of Mondays, and that always made her restless.

She pressed her lips to his ear, voice low. “Do you really want me to write the latex bag one?”

His breath stuttered, but he nodded, honest. “Write it. If I veto, I veto. Otherwise, it’s fair game.”

For a while, all that filled the room was the scratch of pen on cards, the occasional whispered “too much?” and the gentle thud of discarded ideas. Some suggestions were outlandish—clothespins in patterns, household handcuffs, blindfolds plus headphones plus timer. Others were almost sweet: “body chocolate,” “joint bath tied together,” “naked board games.”

She watched his face as he wrote, curious. “What’s that one?”

He flipped it face-down. “Secret. Every dom gets to add one secret slip. Only revealed if drawn.”

She grinned, giddy. “Is this how we start inviting a third?”

Alex’s eyes widened, and he looked so genuinely startled that Emma burst out laughing, burying her face in his neck.

“Too soon, Alex?”

He shrugged, shy and fond. “Let’s survive the stockade before we add new variables.”

They sorted the slips together, the pile growing. Alex’s handwriting, cramped and careful. Emma’s looping and bold. Each card became a little dare, a little hope for what the next weeks might bring: “belts only,” “chain collar and key challenge,” “stockade + public risk (shutters drawn!),” “bedtime bondage till sunrise,” “dare dice,” “plug & chores,” “mutual wax play.”

Emma capped her pen, feeling the hush settle. “Last rule?”

Alex thought. “We talk every Sunday. Jar check. What stays, what goes. Any slip can be removed, no hard feelings. No scenes on nights we can’t check in properly. Real life comes first.”

“Agreed,” she said, softer now. “Can I admit something?”

He nodded, the mood shifting to something gentle and vulnerable.

“I’m nervous,” she whispered. “Not about the stuff—we’ve done most of it in some shape. I’m nervous that if we make it all a game, we’ll lose the spark. That the randomness will become another routine.”

Alex tilted her chin so she’d look at him. “You know what I’m scared of?”

She shook her head.

“That I’ll get too comfortable. That I’ll stop wanting to try new things. Or that I’ll want things you won’t. I don’t ever want to just coast.”

Her chest ached, but it was a good ache. “Then maybe that’s what the jar is for. To keep us honest. To give us a little risk.”

He smiled, drawing her in, their foreheads pressed together. “And if the jar ever feels like a chore, we burn it.”

She laughed, wiping her eyes. “Deal.”

They poured the slips into the jar, the sound like a promise. Alex found a spare ribbon in the bedside drawer, tied it around the neck in a neat bow. “Official game equipment,” he said solemnly.

Emma snorted. “You’re such a dork.”

He shrugged. “You love it. Now—coin toss for first dom?”

She reached for her phone, flicked open a coin flip app, and presented it between them. “Heads, I dom. Tails, you do.”

Alex held her gaze, the jar between them, every ounce of tension delicious. “Winner gets the first draw?”

She grinned, heart pounding. “Winner gets the first draw.”

The coin spun, digital and fateful. Heads.

Emma’s eyes widened, her pulse skipping. “I’m up first?”

Alex nodded, his grin wild. “Better hope you draw something you want.”

Emma reached into the jar, eyes closed, fingers brushing card edges. She drew one, held it to her chest, nerves and laughter tangled in her chest.

She opened her eyes, read it, and her smile turned wicked. “Belts only. Improvised restraint.”

Alex groaned, but his eyes were shining. “Perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Emma pressed the slip to his lips, sealing the promise. “Tomorrow,” she whispered, “I want you at my mercy. And I want your scorecard honest.”

He kissed her, slow and deep, the kind of kiss that set the room trembling.

They set the jar on the nightstand, the candle burning low. The city outside was quiet, the future full of slips yet to be drawn. They curled together under the duvet, hearts thudding, the promise of Monday already in the air—a game, a ritual, a dare neither of them wanted to lose.

And as Emma drifted toward sleep, her last thought was simple, perfect, terrifying:

Let this never get easy. Let every Monday feel like this—uncertain, wild, and absolutely theirs.


Monday #13 – Belted Down

Emma let herself into the flat, keys jangling, the familiar click of the door oddly loud against the hush that filled the place. The air was different tonight: the warm, low glow of lamps instead of overheads, the faint trace of vanilla and something darker—leather, or was she imagining it? Even Bublé seemed to sense the shift, curled in his dog bed, eyeing her with a lazy sort of anticipation as if he, too, knew what Monday meant by now.

“Hey, love?” Alex’s voice called from the bedroom, a note of studied casualness layered over something more electric.

Emma grinned, dropping her bag and kicking off her boots, nerves and excitement chasing each other in little sparks up her spine. She paused in the hallway, steadying herself. This was the first draw from the Jar of Fate—the first of their new “game nights,” and she could already feel the difference: the unpredictability, the deliberate ritual of it. Mondays weren’t just a routine now; they were a dare.

She padded toward the bedroom, every sense tuned high. The door was open, the light inside dim but golden. Alex was there, sleeves rolled, his hair slightly mussed in the way that meant he’d been pacing, thinking, working himself up to something. On the bed, a careful array: four leather belts, one thick, old and almost comically sturdy; another slim and brown, borrowed from Emma’s own wardrobe; a braided navy one she recognised from Alex’s work trousers; and a plain black cotton sash. The new wand toy sat in its box at the centre, flanked by a coiled bathrobe belt and a silk scarf, as if they were about to start some elaborate magic trick.

Emma laughed despite herself, leaning in the doorway. “Are you opening a pop-up haberdashery, or should I be worried?”

Alex glanced up, cheeks flushing, but the smile that flickered over his mouth was genuine. “Just making sure we have options. You never know when you’ll need a backup.” He gestured to the bed, inviting her closer. “You’re right on time. Did you remember your veto token?”

She raised an eyebrow, pretending to pat her jeans. “Shit. Left it in my other trousers. You’ll have to be gentle.”

He grinned, shaking his head. “No promises.”

The nerves hummed beneath the banter. Emma felt it—the thrill of being wanted, of being prepared for, but also the edge of uncertainty. They’d talked about this scene for days: improvisation, using only what they had in the house, making it up as they went along. The Jar’s first slip—belts only—was a test for both of them. No neat kit, no set routine. Just creativity, trust, and whatever lines they drew together.

Alex patted the mattress. “Come here.”

Emma came, letting him take her hands, his grip warm and certain. He pulled her down to sit beside him, the props laid out like offerings between them. For a moment, they just breathed, the tension tightening and softening, their bodies remembering what it meant to be each other’s secret.

Alex broke the silence, voice lower now. “Okay. Before we get ahead of ourselves, let’s talk through the rules. I know we said it yesterday, but… I want to hear you say it, here. One veto each, any time, no need for explanations. Color system: green, amber, red. You say amber, I pause; red, we stop. If you want to take a break, if anything’s not working—just say so.”

Emma nodded, matching his seriousness. “Same goes for you. If you want to switch, if you feel off, I want to know. No pushing through for my sake.”

He smiled, pride in his eyes. “Agreed. And… aftercare scorecard. You don’t get out of it this time.”

She rolled her eyes, but the playfulness was an old comfort. “What if my writing hand’s tied up?”

“I’ll scribe. You dictate.” His hand lingered on her thigh, thumb circling. “Anything off-limits tonight? No belts on the face, neck, or joints. I won’t pull them too tight. If something pinches or you lose circulation, speak up.”

Emma considered, chewing her lip. “No belt between my teeth—hate the taste. And nothing so tight I can’t wriggle. I want to feel it, but I don’t want to be a sausage.”

Alex laughed, relief easing the tension. “You got it. I can’t guarantee no sausage shapes, though. You’re at my mercy.” He held up a belt for inspection, mock-serious. “How’s this for a headboard tie?”

She squinted. “That one? I trust your knots. Not your taste in accessories.”

He looped the old brown belt around her wrist, testing the length, letting it slide over her skin. “You’re brattier than usual tonight.”

She tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Maybe I just like seeing you work for it.”

Their laughter faded into something softer, expectation thickening the air. Alex’s eyes grew serious. “Ready?”

Emma took a breath, exhaled. “Yeah. Ready. For whatever you have planned.” She squeezed his hand, grounding herself in the ritual—knowing that the rules, the negotiation, were the first step in letting go.

Alex pressed a kiss to her temple, his voice low. “Alright. Strip. All the way. And fold your clothes. That’s your first task.”

She wrinkled her nose, but stood, slipping out of her jumper, jeans, bra, and panties with theatrical flair—flinging each item toward a chair, then stooping to fold them with exaggerated precision.

“Neatly, please,” Alex called, settling into a more commanding role.

Emma saluted with her shirt, tongue poking out. “Yes, sir.”

She stacked her clothes by the chair, feeling exposed under his gaze. The room was warm, but goosebumps rose on her arms and legs. There was something different about this kind of undressing—a ritual, not a race, no haste, just the slow, steady surrender of layers until she was only herself, waiting.

Alex stood and moved behind her, hands gliding over her shoulders, down her arms, pausing at her waist. He breathed her in, voice barely more than a whisper. “Beautiful. Stay still.”

He reached for the first belt, the thick leather one, and began to thread it around her wrists, his movements slow, methodical. Each touch was an invitation, a promise, a test of trust. Emma closed her eyes, letting the sensation wash over her—the press of leather, the heat of Alex’s palms, the gentle tug as he tightened and checked, then loosened just enough.

“Not too tight?” he murmured.

She shook her head, opening her eyes. “Perfect. I like feeling it.”

He nodded, looping the ends through the headboard slats. “Good. That’s the point. I want you to feel held. And a little bit at my mercy.”

She arched an eyebrow. “A little bit? Have you seen how many belts you’ve got here?”

He smirked, picking up another. “We’re just getting started.”

For a moment, time held its breath. Emma’s arms were secured above her, the rest of her body free, but the power shift was immediate. She felt her pulse thrum in her wrists, her chest, her thighs—everywhere Alex touched, everywhere he looked.

He stepped back, surveying his handiwork, the bed, the belts, the woman willingly caught in their embrace.

“This is the first Monday,” he said softly. “Let’s make it one to remember.”

Emma smiled, brattish and brave, and waited—knowing the game was only just beginning.

Emma squirmed experimentally, the first belt tight around her wrists, fastened to the headboard’s central bar. Alex’s handiwork was neat—secure, but not cruel. She felt the familiar flutter of adrenaline: restraint always brought a rush, but tonight there was something new threaded through it. Maybe it was the makeshift nature of the props, or the way Alex’s eyes kept flicking from the bed to her skin, measuring, plotting his next move with the seriousness of a craftsman.

“Don’t move,” Alex said, voice settling into the register that meant he was half-playing, half-meaning it. He ran a hand from her shoulder to her elbow, tracing the subtle line of muscle. “Let me see what I can do with my ‘pop-up haberdashery.’”

Emma laughed, testing the tension again, tugging gently. “You know, if this whole consultant gig doesn’t work out, you could always become a bondage influencer. ‘Tied Up With Alex’—subscribe for daily knots.”

He shook his head, smiling despite himself, and reached for the navy braided belt. “This one’s for your ankles.” He knelt at the foot of the bed, looping the belt around one ankle, then the other, spreading her legs just wide enough that her thighs parted over the sheets, but not so far she felt stretched. He buckled the belt between the footboard slats, testing the slack, making minute adjustments.

She watched him work, noticing the concentration, the gentle precision of his hands. Even as her arms began to ache just slightly from being above her head, she felt a different warmth pool low in her belly—the certainty that she was being handled, attended to, made helpless by someone who wanted her safe and at his mercy.

He moved to her side, brandishing the soft black cotton sash. “Arms or thighs?”

Emma feigned a look of deep consideration. “Dealer’s choice. Surprise me.”

Alex grinned, taking her at her word. He folded the sash lengthwise, sliding it under her thighs and tying a loose double knot just above her knees, binding her legs together as well as apart. The fabric was smooth, comforting in its own way—a counterpoint to the firmer bite of leather.

“Comfy?” he asked, giving the knot a gentle tug.

Emma wriggled, feeling the strange new architecture of her body—anchored in multiple places, nowhere to go. She felt at once like a present, wrapped and waiting, and like a living art project. “Very. All we’re missing is some Christmas ribbon.”

“Next week,” Alex promised, leaning over to grab the bathrobe belt. He slipped it beneath her lower back, looping it around her waist and fastening it to the slats as well, pinning her hips gently to the mattress. “Just to keep you honest.”

She let out a low, surprised laugh. “You’re getting ambitious.”

He stroked her stomach, a slow, grounding touch. “I like knowing you can’t just arch away when I want you to feel something.”

That made her shiver, a slow bloom of anticipation washing over the earlier bravado. She tugged on her restraints, more seriously this time, and found she truly couldn’t move much—her hips held down, wrists pulled above, ankles spread and secured, knees banded together, all by ordinary, everyday things. She was utterly and completely his project.

“Alright,” Alex said, surveying his work. “That’s five belts, one scarf, and a thoroughly helpless girlfriend. Not bad for a Monday.”

Emma twisted her head, the scarf not yet in place as a blindfold. “You forgot something.”

He raised an eyebrow, feigning confusion. “Did I? Should I add more?”

She stuck her tongue out, but there was real vulnerability behind it. “I meant… the blindfold. If you want me helpless, I want it all the way.”

His face softened for a beat, pride and tenderness flickering through his eyes. “Say please.”

She hesitated, that little edge of fear sharp in her voice. “Please, Alex. Blindfold me.”

He nodded, looping the silk scarf over her eyes, tying it gently behind her head. The world went dark. Immediately, her senses shifted—the press of the belts, the coolness of air on her skin, the rustle as Alex moved around the bed all became sharper. Her breath was loud in her ears, her pulse a living drumbeat. She wasn’t just bratting now; she was waiting.

“Still okay?” Alex’s voice was close, his hand on her thigh.

“Green,” she managed, voice steadier than she felt. “Just… really there.”

He squeezed her leg, a quiet affirmation, then moved to the head of the bed. She could feel his presence—a shadow, a weight, a warmth—but without sight, every second stretched long and sweet and tense. Was he watching her? Was he plotting his next move? Was he just standing there, drinking in the sight of her, all trussed and trembling?

Alex let the silence linger, letting anticipation build. Finally, she felt his hand in her hair, gentle but firm. “Try moving for me now.”

Emma pulled at her wrists, twisted her hips, kicked at her ankles—nothing gave. She was beautifully, artfully stuck, immobilized in a patchwork of love and intention.

“Not bad for a pop-up,” she breathed, nerves and need braided together.

He stroked her cheek. “Just wait until you see what I can do with duct tape.”

She laughed, breathless, surrender opening up in her like a flower. She’d teased and wriggled, but Alex had answered her games with creativity and care—and now, with every belt holding her in place, the improvisation felt more intimate than any store-bought set.

“Are you going to keep me like this all night?” she whispered, half-teasing, half-hopeful.

Alex leaned close, his lips at her ear. “I’m going to keep you until you beg to be let go. Until you forget where the belts end and you begin.”

The promise curled through her, a delicious ache. She let her body go limp, trusting, breath slowing, mind sliding deeper into the space only he could create.

He pressed a kiss to her jaw, his voice a low, steady presence. “Now, let’s see if you can really hold still for me.”

Emma, for once, didn’t have a clever comeback. All she could do was wait—helpless, eager, and entirely his.

The world behind the blindfold was endless and strange—a slip of silk, a pulse of darkness, the distant thud of Emma’s heart against her ribs. She tested her bonds, flexing wrists and ankles, arching her hips, as if searching for some flaw in Alex’s makeshift artistry. There was none. Every movement translated into a gentle tug, a soft reminder: she was well and truly caught.

She waited, senses drinking in the unknown. The mattress dipped beside her, the air shifting with Alex’s presence. She felt his fingers skim her thigh, then pause, expectant. She grinned, letting a sly note color her voice. “You know, for all this talk of helplessness, I think I could probably wriggle out if I tried. Maybe I should start my escape now?”

Alex huffed a short laugh, but his tone had changed: deeper, less tolerant of games. “You can try. But you won’t get far. Besides, the more you wriggle, the tighter the belts get.”

“Oh, is that how it works?” Emma arched a brow under the blindfold, biting back a giggle. “Remind me never to buy you that bondage guidebook for Christmas.”

He slid his hand down her arm, finding her elbow and pinning it lightly to the mattress. “That mouth of yours is going to get you in trouble tonight.”

“Promises, promises,” she shot back, voice lilting, delighting in the tug-of-war. “Are you planning to punish me with all these belts, or just lecture me into submission?”

He said nothing at first, letting the silence grow heavy. She felt the change as surely as if the temperature had dropped—the easy laughter receding, replaced by the crackle of command. Alex’s next touch was more purposeful, tracing her ribs, fingers spreading wide, anchoring her to the present.

“I think you need to remember who’s in charge,” he said quietly, and there was steel beneath the velvet.

Emma’s pulse stuttered. She shifted again, a squirm that was half-brat, half-offering. “I’m just saying, if you want to keep me here, you might have to work a little harder.”

Alex’s reply was swift: a stinging slap, low and sharp, landing on the top of her thigh. The surprise sent a jolt through her—heat blooming, nerves sparking, breath catching. He paused, hand resting exactly where he’d struck, fingers splayed possessively. “Still feeling mouthy?”

Emma bit her lip, fighting a grin. “You call that a slap? I’ve had mosquito bites worse than that.”

Another slap, firmer this time. A delicious ache. She yelped despite herself, twisting in the belts. “Alright, alright—maybe I underestimated you.”

Alex’s palm stroked where he’d just punished, soothing the sting with slow, deliberate warmth. His other hand found her jaw, tilting her face toward his unseen gaze. “You keep testing me, and I’ll keep giving you reasons to stop.”

She pouted, milking the game for all its worth. “Maybe I just want to see how creative you can get.”

“Oh, you’ll find out.” His thumb brushed her lower lip, his tone shifting from stern to intimate. “Tonight, you do what you’re told. If you’re good, you get pleasure. If you brat, you get more belts. Or less mercy. You choose.”

Her chest fluttered. The scene’s tone had flipped from playful to serious—a dangerous, thrilling line. “Define ‘good’,” she whispered, uncertainty and arousal tangling.

“Good means you hold still when I tell you. You use your words, you listen. You beg when you want something. You obey.”

She shivered, the rules crisp and new, the control deliciously complete. She wanted to rebel—her mouth was already forming a protest—but Alex seemed to anticipate her every move. He pressed down on her hip, holding her firm.

“Let’s see how well you follow directions.” He leaned in, breath warm at her ear. “I want you to stay perfectly still for one minute. No wiggling, no talking, no trying to escape. Just lie here and feel everything I do to you. Can you manage that, or do I need to tie you tighter?”

Emma drew in a shaky breath. “I can do it.”

“Prove it.” He set a hand lightly on her stomach, grounding her. The other trailed up to her collarbone, then down to her breast, circling, not quite touching, just close enough that anticipation became torture. He shifted, kneeling beside her, and she felt the heat of his body even through the haze of restraint.

At first, she held perfectly still, pride and desire warring beneath her skin. But when his fingers finally brushed her nipple—just a whisper of sensation—she gasped and arched, the movement automatic.

“Strike one,” Alex murmured, his tone equal parts disappointment and promise.

She bit her lip. “That wasn’t fair. You didn’t warn me you’d—”

“Strike two.” His palm landed on her thigh again, firmer, less forgiving. The sting sharpened her focus. “Want to keep going?”

She went silent, daring him with her stillness, accepting the challenge. For the next minute, Alex made her his canvas—tracing patterns on her skin, alternating soft touches with sudden pinches, making her squirm, twitch, whimper. Every slip was met with a warning, a gentle correction, or another brief slap. Her bratty resolve melted into effort, then surrender.

When the minute ended, she was panting, boneless, her skin alive with sensation and humility. Alex leaned over, kissing her temple through the scarf. “That’s better. You can play all you want, but when I say still—you obey.”

A beat of silence, heavy and safe. Emma nodded, her voice small but sure. “Yes, sir.”

He stroked her cheek, pride evident. “Good girl. Now, let’s see what you’ve earned.”

And just like that, the contest was over—for now. The belts still held, the blindfold blocked out the world, but Emma’s resistance was gone. In its place: a hungry, eager need to be claimed, to let him take her further than she’d dared ask.

She let herself go limp, trusting. Alex’s approval warmed her to her bones. She could be bratty again tomorrow. Tonight, she wanted to belong to him—body, mind, and everything in between.

The room was quiet now—thick with the hush that comes after a storm. Emma lay trembling in her patchwork cocoon of belts and blindfold, breath coming in slow, heavy pulls. Alex traced a gentle line up her arm, grounding her in the present, letting her feel the fullness of her own surrender.

“Still with me?” he asked, his voice softer now, all edges smoothed by pride.

She nodded, finding her voice. “Green. Just… really floaty.”

“Perfect.” He pressed a kiss to her temple through the silk, then moved away, letting anticipation fill the space he left behind.

Emma heard the faint sound of the box being opened, a crinkle of packaging—familiar and yet utterly new. Her pulse kicked up as Alex returned, and she felt the cool, sleek curve of the wand being laid across her stomach, its weight both a promise and a threat.

“Recognise this?” he asked, brushing his knuckles over her hip.

She squirmed, equal parts bravado and nerves. “I thought that was just for display.”

Alex chuckled, the sound dark and close. “Everything on this bed is for you tonight.” He picked up the wand, flicked the power button; it buzzed to life, low and menacing, vibrating in his palm.

“Let’s start slow.” He set the wand on the inside of her forearm, the low hum sending a tremor up her skin. Emma gasped, the sensation sharp and strange. Alex moved the wand in lazy circles—up her bicep, down to her thigh, then across the flat plane of her stomach, letting her body grow used to the vibration.

“Not so tough now, are you?” he teased, trailing the wand higher, then lower, always skirting the places she craved most.

Emma gritted her teeth, fighting a smile. “I could take this all day.”

“Is that so?” Alex drew the wand away, leaving her skin tingling with absence. He reached for her jaw, tilting her face gently toward him. “Count for me. Every time you moan, I want a number. If you lose track, we start over. If you beg nicely, maybe I’ll give you what you want.”

She swallowed, the rules burning into her. “Yes, sir.”

The wand returned, this time pressing to the inside of her thigh—closer now, the vibration deeper, sending shudders up her leg. Emma gasped, the sound escaping before she could help it. “One.”

Alex smiled, satisfied. He slid the wand up, tracing along the seam where thigh met hip, teasing without touching her most sensitive spot. Emma arched, desperate, earning herself another gentle scold.

“Stay still. Count.”

The wand crept higher, circling her mound, pausing just above her clit. The anticipation was agony; Emma felt her body flush, a bead of sweat rolling down her side. Alex let the tip of the wand buzz across the fabric of her panties, featherlight, almost maddening.

She whimpered, hips jerking. “Two.”

“That’s right.” He eased the wand away, leaving her gasping, then ran his hand over her stomach, tracing patterns just beneath her bellybutton.

He kept her there, suspended—wand returning, teasing, always just shy of true relief. Every moan became a number, each number a promise withheld. By “five,” Emma was trembling, thighs straining against the belts, her whole world reduced to sound and sensation.

Alex dialed the wand higher, the vibrations now deep enough to make her legs quiver. He pressed the toy to her clit, over the thin barrier of fabric, and Emma cried out—a sound halfway between gratitude and frustration. “Six… seven…”

He drew the wand away again, and she almost sobbed, breath ragged, nerves burning. “Please, Alex—please, I need—”

He cupped her cheek, voice velvet and command. “Ask nicely.”

She bit her lip, pride warring with need. “Please, sir. Please let me come. I’ll be good, I swear. I can’t—”

He pressed the wand back, this time over bare skin—having slipped her panties aside with deft, practiced hands. The sudden jolt of sensation had Emma’s back arching, heels digging into the mattress, the world shrinking to the epicenter of her pleasure. She felt herself teetering, every edge raw.

But Alex wasn’t finished. He pulled the wand away just as her cries reached a fever pitch, replacing the vibration with his fingers, stroking her thigh, her hip, her trembling stomach.

Emma whimpered, a pleading sound. “Please—please, Alex, I need it, I can’t—”

He brushed his lips to her ear, whispering praise and challenge. “You’ll take what I give. Not a second more. Breathe. Hold still.”

He began again, this time building her up slowly, letting the wand tease and tempt, his voice a running commentary of encouragement and control. “You’re doing so well. Such a good girl for me. Don’t let go. Not yet.”

She tried to obey, but the waves of sensation were overwhelming. Each denial was a fresh agony, each promise a deeper surrender. Emma lost count of her moans, lost her place, became nothing but nerve endings and whispered praise.

Finally, Alex paused, setting the wand aside. He touched her cheek, thumb stroking just below the blindfold. “Colour?”

She shuddered, tears pricking behind her eyes. “Green—just… so much. Please, I need—”

He kissed her forehead. “One more round. You’ll wait for me. You’ll hold still, and when I say, you let go. Understood?”

She nodded, every inch of her strung tight as wire. “Yes, sir.”

Alex returned to his place between her thighs, wand in hand. “Good girl. Let’s finish what we started.”

And as the hum returned, Emma steeled herself, trusting Alex to carry her all the way—knowing that surrender, at last, was not just a word but a promise kept between them.

The world had collapsed to a single point: Emma, belted and blindfolded, breathless beneath Alex’s hands, her body tuned to every shift of air and tremor of anticipation. She had lost herself somewhere between the third and fourth wave of denied pleasure—her mind a blur, her skin hypersensitive, her heart racing as though it wanted to leap free.

She could hear herself begging, the words tumbling out in gasps: “Please, Alex, please… I can’t, I need to, I’ll do anything, just—”

And still, the wand hovered just above where she needed it most, Alex’s voice a steady anchor.

“Breathe. You’re safe. I’m right here. You can take more than you think.”

It wasn’t cruelty, not really. It was the thrill of being seen—her limits tested not for pain, but for honesty, for how far she could go and still find herself whole at the end. The belts were real, yes, but so was the trust. Each time Alex edged her close, only to ease back, she felt another layer peel away: first pride, then control, then even the bratty urge to joke or tease. What was left was pure need, raw and shining, trembling on the surface.

He brought her down from the brink again, one hand on her thigh, the other stroking the inside of her wrist where the belt held her. “Colour?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Green—just… so close, Alex. It’s a lot. I want it, I just… I need you to tell me when it’s time.”

He bent and pressed a kiss to her shoulder, letting her feel the warmth of his breath through the hush. “That’s what I want. I want you here with me, needing it. But I won’t take you any further than you can go. I promise. You’re doing perfectly.”

She moaned, relief and ache mixing until she was dizzy. “Don’t stop. Please. I want to let go for you—I want you to see me…”

Alex set the wand aside, just for a moment, his hands gentle as he caressed her waist, her hips, the trembling softness of her stomach. He spoke softly, not as a dom, but as the man who loved her, who needed her just as fiercely as she needed him. “Tell me what you’re feeling, Em. I want to hear you. Don’t hide it.”

For a moment, Emma almost couldn’t speak—she was past words, lost in the physicality of it. But then the truth spilled out, honest and bare. “I’m scared. Not of you. Just… of how much I want this. Of what it means to let go this far. I feel like if I come now, I’ll break. Or I’ll cry. Or both.”

Alex’s fingers stroked the side of her face, his voice breaking with tenderness. “If you break, I’ll hold you. If you cry, I’ll be right here. You don’t have to be brave for me. Not tonight.”

She let out a shaky, watery laugh. “I don’t want to be brave. I just want to belong to you. Please. Please let me.”

He kissed her softly, his lips a benediction on her forehead, her cheek, the tip of her nose. “You already do. I’ve got you. I’m not letting go.”

He picked up the wand again, but this time there was no more teasing. He pressed it against her, direct and unrelenting, his free hand pinning her hip as she bucked and twisted in the belts, every nerve lit up. The pleasure was overwhelming, too much, not enough—her mind splintering and reforming, everything collapsing into that single point of sensation.

“Let go, Em,” Alex whispered, voice shaking with his own need. “Now. I want to see you.”

She did. She shattered for him, the orgasm hitting so hard it stole her breath, her body straining in the bonds, tears spilling under the blindfold as every muscle shook with release. She sobbed, half-laughing, half-crying, words tumbling out in broken gratitude: “Thank you—thank you, I—Alex, I—oh God—”

He kept the wand on her until she pushed it away with a desperate, limp hand. Then, instantly, he was there—hands and arms, lips and chest, covering her with his body, holding her tight, whispering nonsense and praise and the kind of quiet comfort that made her feel safe, remade.

“You’re okay, Em. I’ve got you. You’re safe, love. So, so good for me.”

She clung to him, the belts still tight, the world still spinning. The tears kept coming, hot and cathartic. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d let go so completely—had let herself fall apart not just alone, but with someone, for someone, trusting they’d catch her.

When her breathing slowed, Alex loosened the first belt, massaging her wrist, then the next, moving slowly, with reverence. “Let’s get you free, beautiful. You did so well.”

Emma blinked under the scarf, letting it slip from her eyes at last. The room was blurry, golden. Alex looked as wrecked as she felt: eyes bright, mouth soft, pride written all over him.

She managed a shaky smile, her voice rough with emotion. “I didn’t know I could feel that much.”

He wiped her cheek with his thumb, voice full of awe. “Me neither.”

And as he gathered her in, Emma realised she wasn’t broken at all—just beautifully, wonderfully undone.

The aftermath always felt a little unreal: as if the world was both closer and infinitely larger than before, every detail heightened, every sound sharp. Emma lay limp as Alex gently unbuckled the last belt at her ankle, his touch careful, reverent. The belts slid away with quiet, familiar sounds, leaving behind faint marks on her skin—evidence of everything she’d given up and everything she’d survived.

She tried to sit, but her limbs were jelly, her body warm and useless. Alex caught her, strong arms sliding under her shoulders, helping her upright and then into the tangle of pillows and blankets he’d piled at the edge of the bed. He tucked her in, the ritual as comforting as it was practical, then slipped away to fill a glass of water. When he returned, she was curled on her side, the silk scarf abandoned, eyes unfocused but shining.

“Drink,” he murmured, pressing the glass to her lips. She drank obediently, the cold water shocking her back into her body. He fed her a bite of chocolate, and she laughed, half-embarrassed by the childlike indulgence, half-relieved that she didn’t have to do anything except exist for a little while.

Alex ran a hand over her thigh, kneading gently at the places where the belts had left their kisses. “Still with me?”

Emma nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Floaty. But here. Really, really here.”

He smiled, relief visible in his whole body. “You did so well. I’ve never seen you let go like that.”

She closed her eyes, savoring the praise, the permission to be proud. “I’ve never felt so… safe. Or wanted. Or ruined. In the best way.”

Alex pressed a kiss to her temple, then curled up beside her, wrapping her in his arms. For a while, they just breathed together. The world outside was silent, but inside, the aftermath was sacred—a private temple made of sweat and laughter and the quiet ticking of the bedside clock.

After a few minutes, Alex nudged her. “Scorecard time. No escaping it. I promised.”

Emma groaned, but she didn’t protest as he pulled the notebook from the nightstand. He clicked his pen, reading aloud:

“Comfort?”

Emma considered, flexing her wrists and ankles, then smiling. “Ten. The belts were… perfect. Didn’t think I’d love improvised bondage so much.”

Alex grinned, jotting it down. “Arousal?”

She blushed, cheeks burning. “Off the scale. I think you broke my brain.”

He made a dramatic note. “Fun?”

Emma burst out laughing, a sound that sent her whole body shaking. “Too much fun. Even when you threatened to leave me tied up all night.”

“Nerves?”

She hesitated. “High, at first. But you made it feel like… like I could go as far as I wanted, and still have somewhere soft to land. That’s new.”

Alex’s voice gentled. “Novelty?”

She grinned. “Who knew belts could do all that? Definitely going in the Jar again.”

They finished the scorecard together, their heads bent close, sharing honest confessions and easy jokes. Emma teased him about his “boy scout” knots, Alex threatened to patent his bathrobe-belt harness technique. The awkwardness of the first draw had vanished, replaced by something richer—a sense of play, a sense of being in it together.

After a while, Emma rolled to face him, her eyes softer than he’d ever seen. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For not letting me hide. For making it fun and safe. For taking me apart and putting me back together.”

Alex brushed a lock of hair from her cheek, voice thick with emotion. “Thank you for trusting me. For letting me see you—really see you. I never want you to feel like you have to hold back.”

She snuggled closer, letting his warmth seep into her. “Promise me the next one will be even more unpredictable.”

He laughed, the sound low and intimate. “You’re on. Just wait until you see what the Jar has for us next Monday.”

They lay there, wrapped in each other and the memories of what they’d done, the ritual complete but the possibilities wide open. Emma felt the last tremors of her climax fade, replaced by the slow, golden warmth of being cherished.

In the soft, sleepy hush, she realized that these were her favorite Mondays—the ones that made her nervous, the ones that left her glowing, the ones where she remembered how good it felt to let go, knowing someone was there to catch her.

Alex traced circles on her back, and together, they drifted into the kind of sleep that only comes after true surrender—peaceful, safe, and full of anticipation for whatever game would come next.


Interlude 1 – Scene Notes & New Rules

Emma’s handwriting is always a little looser after a big scene—her letters sprawling, edges wavy, confidence showing through even in the mess. Alex’s lines are neater, each word careful, almost bashful. Their notebook sits open between them in bed, half-lit by the bedside lamp, last traces of adrenaline fizzing just beneath the surface.

EMMA:

Belt night, first Jar scene. Would rate: 12/10 for both creative knots and aftercare snacks. Who knew being “wrapped like a parcel” could make me feel so exposed, but so safe? The blindfold was a keeper—I love how it turned every touch into a surprise, even when I knew exactly what you were doing.

Highlights: You finally went full bossy—less “are you okay?” and more “you’ll take what I give.” (Don’t lose that.)

Lowlights: None, except I got a cramp in my left thigh from trying to hold still. Let’s try a pillow next time?

Requests: Can we add “bedtime bondage” to the Jar, please? And maybe a scene where you keep me tied up for hours, just to see what happens?

P.S. The wand is now my best frenemy.

ALEX:

Noted on the pillow (and on being bossy). Loved seeing you drop out of your head, especially when you got bratty—felt like I had permission to push you, and it made me want to give you even more.

I was more nervous than I let on, but the check-ins helped. Will try to worry less about “doing it right” and just… do it.

Belts = huge success. Improv was easier (and hotter) than I expected. Next time: add more layers? Try “weighted cuffs” like you suggested, or figure out that timer-locked gag idea you found online.

Scorecard idea is a win. Let’s keep doing it, even if it’s just numbers. Makes it easier to say “I liked X, but not Y,” instead of guessing.

THEIR “RULES” SECTION:

• One brand-new prop or technique each week, even if we have to make it ourselves.

• One veto per person, per scene, no explanations needed.

• Scorecard after every scene—both fill it out, both get to ask questions.

• Sunday night Jar check: add or remove slips as we want. No guilt, no “shoulds.”

• If anyone wakes up sore or grumpy Tuesday morning, debrief at breakfast.

ALEX (scribbling in the margin):

Proposed new slips:

– Weighted cuffs

– Timer-locked gag

– “Silent night” (no talking, only gestures)

– Remote-controlled toy in public (with a big maybe)

– Bedtime bondage until sunrise

EMMA (in big, looping letters):

— “Mystery guest” (to be discussed, not yet in the jar!!!)

— “Service night” (one person just takes care of the other, no toys, just hands/mouth/words)

They finish the logbook entry with sleepy laughter, Alex threatening to “rig the draw” for next Monday, Emma threatening to hide the belts under the sink just in case. When the lamp finally clicks off, the notebook stays open, its pages marked with ink, sweat, and a hundred private promises.

The Jar is fuller. So is their sense of adventure—and, quietly, their trust in each other’s hands.


Monday #14 – Latex Enclosure

Alex stood in the doorway, pulse a little wild. The bedroom felt transformed: the low blue glow from the lamp cast everything in a softer, surreal haze, flattening shadows and turning the air thick and close. On the neatly made bed, the latex sleepsack gleamed like poured oil—alien, almost intimidating. Beside it sat a row of small padlocks, each with its own tiny key, a bottle of thick, unscented lube, and the slender, jet-black vibrating plug.

Emma was already waiting, cross-legged at the foot of the bed, her posture easy but her eyes bright with something that wasn’t quite a smile. She’d dressed for comfort and authority both: old t-shirt, hair in a loose ponytail, no makeup—nothing for show, just intent. She tapped the checklist app on her phone with one thumb, then looked up as Alex hovered, fidgeting.

“Come in,” she said quietly, patting the bedspread. “Let’s walk through it.”

He closed the door behind him, forcing himself to cross the room. The air was tinged with that sweet-latex scent, rubber and something sharper—an olfactory promise that what was about to happen would be different, memorable, perhaps even a little terrifying.

He perched on the edge of the mattress, rubbing his palms on his jeans. Emma shifted so they were shoulder to shoulder, her presence a steady anchor.

“Ready?” she asked. Her tone was neither challenging nor gentle—just real, just Emma.

Alex nodded, then swallowed, nerves catching in his throat. “I… think so. It looks a bit… intense.”

Emma’s expression softened. “It is intense. But it’s us. I want you to feel everything, but I want you safe. That’s why we talk first.”

She handed him the phone, letting him see the bullet points:

Sleepsack.

Padlocks at neck, zipper, hips.

Vibrating plug, low to start, your call to go higher.

White noise app. Earplugs if you want them. Blindfold—your choice.

Colour system: green, amber, red.

Hand-squeeze override—anytime.

You can call a full stop for any reason. I’ll unlock and unzip straight away.

Alex studied the list, grateful for its clarity. He felt his breath slow. “Blindfold… I’m not sure.”

Emma reached for his hand, threading her fingers through his. “That’s fine. We start without. If you want it later, say so.”

She squeezed his hand, grounding him. “Talk to me about the plug—have you ever used one in a scene like this?”

He shook his head. “Only by myself. I want to try it… but I’m nervous about not being able to move, or if it gets too much.”

Emma smiled, warm and proud. “You tell me the second you need anything changed. I’ll check in all the time. You’re not in there for the experience—you’re in there for me to take care of you. It’s my job to watch every detail.”

Alex let out a shaky breath. “And what if I freak out?”

She squeezed his hand again. “You won’t be the first. That’s what amber and red are for. If you need to be out, you’re out. No questions, no disappointment. You being here is enough.”

The world felt smaller, safer. The boundaries were clear. He met her gaze, steadier now. “I’m ready.”

Emma nodded, then moved to stand before him. Her eyes danced, serious and playful at once. “Strip, please. Everything.” Her voice dropped into a lower, more commanding note—the Emma who relished control, but only ever earned it.

Alex obeyed, fingers trembling slightly as he pulled off his shirt, jeans, boxers, socks. He stood naked, vulnerable in the blue-tinged light, shivering with nerves and excitement.

Emma knelt before him, running her hands up the backs of his thighs, over his hips, then down his legs, checking his skin for marks or tension. “Sit, please.”

He did, and she picked up the bottle of lube, warming a dollop between her palms before reaching for the plug. She met his eyes one last time. “Last chance. Are you in?”

Alex held her gaze. “Yes. I want this. I want you to take me there.”

Emma’s smile was fierce, loving. “Good boy.”

She squeezed his knee, then began to prepare him: her touch firm, expert, slow—narrating each step, asking quietly for his feedback, praising his trust. The rest of the world slipped away, the list of rules receding into the background, replaced by the thumping, hopeful certainty that whatever happened next, it would be together.

Alex sat naked on the edge of the bed, skin prickling in the cool air, the latex sleepsack gleaming beside him like an unopened future. Emma’s touch was clinical but never cold—every movement a small ritual, a check-in, a promise. She took the bottle of lube and poured a slow, generous line onto her palm, working it between her hands until the sound was slick and soft. Alex watched her, unable to decide whether he felt more exposed or more cared for.

“Spread your knees, just a little,” she murmured, voice gentle, low enough that it felt private even with the white noise already humming from her phone. He obeyed, the mattress dipping slightly beneath his shifting weight. Emma crouched between his thighs, one hand steadying his knee, the other circling around the vibrating plug. She clicked it on—just for a second—so he could hear the low, steady hum, then clicked it off again, letting the anticipation stretch.

She looked up, making sure their eyes met. “Breathe with me.” Her fingers were slippery and sure as she pressed the plug against him—slow, teasing, not forcing. The sensation was electric: not painful, just present, a new kind of fullness that made his breath hitch and his hands clench the edge of the mattress.

“Good. You’re doing so well. Tell me if you want to stop or change anything.”

He let out a ragged breath, nodding, every muscle in his thighs tense until Emma stroked them, coaxing him to relax. The plug slipped in, slow and smooth, and Alex shivered—caught between anxiety and a shameful, giddy kind of excitement. There was something about being prepared, watched, guided—his body not his own, but a gift in her hands.

Emma wiped her hands, then slid her palms up over his hips, her touch both professional and possessive. She took her time, checking his skin, squeezing his sides, grounding him. “Ready for the suit?” she asked, a note of challenge in her voice.

Alex managed a crooked smile. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

Emma unzipped the sleepsack, the latex parting with a faint, sticky sound. The inside was gleaming and dark, cool to the touch. She helped Alex stand, steadying him as his knees wobbled from nerves and the plug’s insistent, silent presence. He felt foolish, a little clumsy, but Emma’s care—her whispered encouragement, her soft praise—pulled him forward.

She guided his feet into the foot of the sleepsack, the latex cool and tight around his toes, then up his calves and thighs. It clung everywhere, unyielding and slick. Alex was forced to surrender, first to gravity and then to Emma’s hands as she tugged the material higher, smoothing it over his skin, making sure it fit snugly. The scent of rubber was overwhelming now—thick, inescapable, everywhere.

Emma worked slowly, methodically, easing the sack up past his hips, over his belly, then coaxing his arms into the narrow sleeves. Each step made Alex feel less like himself and more like a thing—an object, a body waiting for its fate. His breathing grew shallower as the latex closed in, chest pressed tight, movement restricted. But Emma was there, whispering reassurances, her voice always just within reach.

“You’re doing so well, Alex. I know it’s intense. Just a little more.” She zipped the sack up to his sternum, pausing to check his pulse, to rub circles over his heart. “Colour?”

“Green,” he whispered, though his heart hammered in his chest.

Emma’s eyes warmed. “Tell me if that changes.” She knelt again, zipping the sleepsack all the way to his collarbone, then fastened the small padlocks—one at the base of his neck, another at his hip, the third at the zipper’s base. Each click was final, ceremonial, closing him in.

Alex lay back as Emma arranged him against the pillows. The latex clung to him like a second skin—he could feel every breath, every flutter of arousal, every tremor in his thighs. The plug inside him felt larger now, every twitch magnified by the compression of the suit. He was helpless, enclosed, all sensation funneled through the latex and the low, constant hum of the vibrating toy.

Emma brushed a stray lock of hair from his forehead. “Last chance for earplugs or blindfold?”

He shook his head, eyes wide but steady. “Not yet. I want to see you.”

Her smile was soft, almost reverent. “Then you will.” She straddled the edge of the bed, one hand resting on his chest, the other tracing lazy circles on his thigh through the latex. “Just focus on breathing. Let yourself drift. I’ll be right here.”

The world narrowed to the boundaries of the suit, the press of the padlocks, and the promise in Emma’s gaze—a promise that whatever happened next, she would hold him, guide him, and bring him back whole.

For a suspended moment, Alex could almost imagine he wasn’t really there—just floating, held in the cocoon of latex, the world compressed into a handful of hyper-real sensations: the cooling sweat on his brow, the persistent stretch at his entrance, the constant gentle pressure wherever Emma’s hands or the suit itself touched his skin. He flexed his hands and feet and felt almost nothing—just a distant, muted response, every movement absorbed and stifled by the thick material.

Emma was meticulous. She checked the padlocks one by one, tugging at the metal with a satisfying click, ensuring each fastener was secure. She ran her palms up his legs, smoothing out invisible wrinkles in the rubber, making sure nothing pinched or twisted. Her face was focused, all playfulness replaced by something almost ceremonial.

“You’re really in there now, aren’t you?” she murmured, running her fingers along the zipper’s seam, tracing the line from his sternum to his hips. “How do you feel?”

Alex swallowed, eyes wide, senses straining for every cue. The latex was cool, but his skin underneath was quickly warming, slicking with sweat as his pulse pounded. “I feel… weird. Tight. Like I’m not quite myself.”

Emma knelt at his side, bringing her face level with his. “You’re safe. I’m right here. You don’t have to do anything but breathe.”

She pressed her hand flat to his chest, feeling the thump of his heart through the layers. “Remember: red, amber, or just say stop. You don’t need to be brave.”

He tried to nod, but the suit held him too firmly for much movement. Instead, he let his eyes drift closed for a moment, focusing on the sensation of Emma’s touch, the subtle buzz of the plug inside him, the total stillness of his limbs. He felt strange—objectified, maybe, but also weirdly cherished, as if the more she restrained him, the more she was saying, I want you so much I want to keep you.

Emma’s hands roamed across his body—over the latexed arc of his shoulders, down his arms, fingers lingering at his wrists. She lifted each arm, testing the give, then pressed it back down so it lay flat, adjusting him into the exact position she wanted.

“I like you like this,” she said, her voice thickening. “All contained. All mine.” There was a hunger in her eyes, something Alex hadn’t seen before—ownership, yes, but also awe.

He felt himself blush, grateful for the low light. “I feel… really helpless. It’s scary, but also… good. I think.”

Emma smiled, pride and power coiling together. “That’s what I want. I want you a little bit scared, but never lost.”

She picked up a soft, wide strap—a bathrobe belt she’d kept aside for this purpose—and wrapped it around his torso, just below his chest, pinning him even more firmly to the mattress. She knotted it off, then added another around his thighs, locking it in place with a third padlock. Each new restraint was another reminder: his body was not his to move, his pleasure not his to chase.

The sense of enclosure was nearly total now. Emma dimmed the lights even further, reducing the room to a blue shadow-world where only her hands, her voice, and the occasional glint of chrome padlock seemed to exist.

“Colour?” she asked, sitting beside him and stroking his hair back from his forehead.

He closed his eyes, focusing inward. His mind was alive with sparks of panic—what if I need out, what if I can’t breathe, what if she leaves me here?—but underneath, a deeper trust. “Amber, for nerves. But green for you. I want this.”

Emma beamed, then leaned down to kiss his cheek. “Thank you for being brave. I’m right here. We’re going to take this slow.”

She sat beside him, one hand on his chest, the other gently pressing the vibrating plug’s control up a single notch. The new hum was stronger, resonating through his core, making him twitch, then submit.

For a moment, Alex let himself go, trusting the padlocks, the rubber, the blue-lit hush, and Emma’s unwavering presence. He was nowhere but here: suspended, safe, and entirely in her hands.

Emma let herself linger at the edge of the bed, watching Alex’s body inside the suit—so motionless, so completely hers. His chest rose and fell, breath fogging slightly against the latex at his collar, eyes wide and unfocused, the boundary between fear and desire blurring beautifully across his face. She felt the old, secret thrill of control, heightened by the knowledge that he had offered her this power, step by careful step.

She moved slowly, letting her hands trace every seam and curve of the latex. The surface was slippery under her fingertips, almost alien, the tension of the material a constant reminder that Alex was wrapped in something both beautiful and inescapable. She pressed her palm flat against his belly and felt the flutter of muscles beneath, every shiver amplified by the restriction.

“Can you feel that?” she murmured, her voice low and close. Alex nodded, swallowing, his voice gone small.

“Yeah. Everything’s… more. I can’t think about anything else.”

Emma smiled, loving the honesty in his admission. She leaned in, her lips a hair’s breadth from his ear. “Good. That’s the point. Right now, you’re not in charge. I am. You don’t have to do a thing except feel.”

She circled the bed, sometimes slipping out of his view, sometimes letting the suspense build. Every so often, she would pause—her presence disappearing for long seconds, leaving Alex adrift, unable to predict her next move. In the hush, the only constant was the relentless, insistent hum of the plug inside him, the latex pressing closer with every pulse of his body.

Without warning, Emma traced a fingertip along his jaw, then drew back and let an ice cube—a trick she’d hidden in a bedside bowl—graze along the line of his neck. The shock of cold made Alex gasp, the latex crackling softly as he jerked in the suit. Emma giggled, delighted by the power of surprise.

“Poor thing. All locked up and nowhere to go,” she teased, dragging the ice slowly over his chest, letting the sensation pool at his sternum before swapping it for her warm tongue. The contrast was dizzying—cold, then heat; silence, then the softest whisper. “Do you want to know what I’m going to do next?”

Alex shook his head, trembling. “I don’t know. I can’t guess. It’s—God, it’s a lot.”

She purred, relishing the effect. “That’s what I want. I want you lost for me.”

With that, she dialed the plug up another notch, the vibration deeper and more insistent. She watched his hips twitch, utterly contained by the belts and latex, unable to chase sensation, forced to lie still and let her control shape every experience.

Emma alternated between gentle caresses—her hands gliding over his thighs, massaging his feet through the latex, pressing kisses to his forehead—and sudden, unpredictable shocks: a cold touch, a hard squeeze, a whisper of threat. She let her words slide into his headspace, soft but commanding:

“I could leave you here, you know. All night. Just me, these keys, and you, locked away, desperate. Or maybe I’ll let you out if you beg. Maybe I’ll make you beg for something you didn’t know you wanted.”

Each sentence seemed to drive Alex further into submission, his breath coming faster, his eyes wide and unblinking. He whimpered as she let her palm hover over the plug’s remote, fingers dancing just above the button.

“Do you want more?” she asked, letting the suspense draw out.

He nodded, voice barely a whisper. “Yes, please. I want… whatever you want.”

Emma felt her own arousal crest at the surrender in his voice. She pressed the wand of the plug to its highest setting, the vibrations now deep enough to shake the whole latex sheath, her body close enough that he could feel her heat through the barrier.

“Good boy,” she breathed, and watched him dissolve—every muscle taut, every sound a plea.

She kept him there for a long moment, savoring the power and the beauty of his surrender. Then, with a final stroke of her hand across his cheek, she eased the vibrations back down, grounding him, letting his mind settle enough to feel safe even at the edge.

Emma crawled onto the bed beside him, her voice a tether: “You’re not alone, Alex. I’m here. You’re mine. And I’ll decide when you’re done.”

Alex, held tight by latex, belts, and her words, could only moan in grateful relief—his fear and longing twisted together into something precious, something utterly theirs.

Emma watched Alex’s body tense inside the latex, every line of him straining as far as the encasement would allow. His hands flexed, wrists straining uselessly, shoulders arching just a fraction from the mattress—only to be pressed back by the rubber and the belts she’d so meticulously applied. His face was a canvas of rawness: wide eyes, flushed cheeks, lips parted in a near-silent plea.

“Colour?” she whispered, leaning in, her breath warm on his ear.

Alex’s voice was thin but certain, edged with wonder and desperation. “Green. Still green. Please, Em, I need—” His voice faltered, the words thick with longing and fear. “I need you.”

Emma stroked his cheek, her hand gentle, her voice dropping to a thread. “I’ve got you. All you need to do is let go. I’ll take care of the rest.”

She shifted, her body draped over his, one thigh thrown across his latex-bound legs, her hands bracing him so he could feel her weight—real, human, present. With a slow, deliberate movement, she cranked the plug’s vibration to its peak, watching his hips try to buck and fail, trapped in the suit. She cupped his face, thumbing away a bead of sweat at his brow.

“Look at me,” she murmured, and when his eyes found hers, she saw it all: the panic, the hope, the trust.

“Breathe for me. That’s all. Let your body do what it needs. I’m right here.”

The waves came on hard and fast. Alex’s breath hitched, caught, became a long, desperate moan as his whole body tensed. He gasped her name, chest heaving, voice breaking. The orgasm shook him from the inside out—a full-body, convulsive release, amplified by the plug and the suit and the total helplessness that had taken him so far beyond his normal limits. He sobbed once, shoulders shaking, then melted into the latex, utterly spent.

Emma didn’t move. She pressed her forehead to his, grounding him with the warmth of her skin. “You did so well. I’m so proud of you, Alex. Come back to me, love.”

He was crying, he realized—tears leaking down his temples, vanishing into the suit. He felt exposed, naked in a way that had nothing to do with being unclothed, but Emma’s presence made it safe. “I couldn’t… I couldn’t have done that with anyone else.”

“I know,” she whispered, holding him tighter. “That’s why it’s us. That’s why I want you locked away, but never alone.”

She eased the plug’s vibration off, kissed him softly, then busied herself unlocking the padlocks with steady hands. Each click was a small return to reality, a promise that the journey would end with care. She unzipped the suit, air rushing in, cool and sweet, her hands sliding inside to cradle his ribcage, then his hips, helping him out inch by inch.

The world was too bright, the bed too big, the air too fresh, but Emma was there every second—stroking his arms, massaging his calves, whispering praise. “Stay with me. You’re safe. You did everything right. I’ve got you.”

He shuddered, blinking, letting the tears fall, unashamed. Emma pressed water to his lips, coaxed him to drink, wiped his brow with a warm cloth. Only when his breathing had slowed, when his limbs had stopped shaking, did she lie beside him and let him curl into her chest.

For a long, wordless stretch, Alex simply let himself be held. He could still feel the outline of the latex on his skin, the echo of the plug inside, the weight of the belts on his mind. But most of all, he felt Emma’s arms—solid, sure, unshakeable.

Finally, he found his voice. “I was scared. And then it was just… you. I was yours the whole time. I’ve never let go like that before.”

Emma kissed his forehead. “You gave me everything. I’ll always give it back.”

And together, they lay wrapped in the glow and hush of trust remade, the ritual not finished but transformed, already becoming memory.

Emma stayed pressed close, holding Alex until his breathing evened out and the tremors in his limbs softened into something looser, more languid. She didn’t hurry to clean up, didn’t rush to wipe away the last signs of sweat or tears—she just stayed, body wrapped around his, letting him know in every way possible that he was safe, here, and utterly held.

Eventually, she helped him sit up, supporting his back with pillows and wrapping him in the thick, soft blanket she’d set aside for aftercare. The latex suit lay folded at the foot of the bed, its slickness now just another reminder—a totem of how far they’d gone together. Emma knelt beside him, running gentle hands up his arms and down his thighs, checking for marks, tracing the faint red lines where belts had pressed and latex had gripped.

“Still with me?” she asked, voice gentle and low.

Alex nodded, but his voice was softer than before, honest in its vulnerability. “Yeah. I feel… emptied out. Like I could sleep for a week. But I don’t want this to end yet.”

Emma smiled, tucking a lock of hair behind his ear. “It doesn’t have to. Not until you say so.”

She handed him a glass of water, watched him drink, and pressed a piece of dark chocolate into his palm. He smiled, slow and grateful, savoring it as if it was the most luxurious thing in the world. There was something simple, something pure, about being cared for so thoroughly after being undone so completely.

They lay back together, Emma on her side, Alex on his back, their hands tangled in the blanket between them. The room was quiet, the white noise still humming, the blue glow of the lamp painting soft shadows on the ceiling.

For a long moment, neither spoke. Emma just let her hand move in lazy circles over Alex’s chest, feeling the calm rise and fall of his breath, the contented heaviness in his limbs.

When she spoke, it was with the same care she’d shown all night. “Tell me what you’re feeling. Everything—good, bad, weird. I want to hear all of it.”

Alex was quiet for a beat, gathering words. “It was overwhelming, but in a good way. The suit, the plug, the not being able to move—I thought I’d panic, but you kept me anchored. I think… I’ve never let you see me that raw before. There were moments I was scared, and then you’d touch me or speak and it would all dissolve. It felt like you were holding all of me, even the parts that didn’t know how to let go.”

Emma listened, nodding, her touch never leaving his skin. “Thank you for telling me. And for trusting me. That’s the most powerful thing you can give me—your truth.”

He blushed, turning his head into her shoulder, but didn’t hide. “What about you? What was it like… on your side?”

Emma paused, choosing her words with care. “It felt… immense. Like I had you in my hands, completely, but I was holding something precious, not just something to control. Every time I locked a padlock, every time I checked your breath, I felt proud. Responsible, too. But mostly proud. I loved seeing you let go.”

Alex smiled, a little shy. “I want to do it again. Or something like it. Maybe not every week… but I don’t want this to be a one-off.”

Emma’s eyes warmed. “We’ll add it to the jar. And we’ll talk about which parts were best, and which to change.”

She rolled to grab their logbook and the aftercare scorecard, clicking the pen and handing it to Alex with a flourish. “Your turn. I promise to scribe if your hand’s still shaky.”

He laughed, the sound a little lighter now, and took the pen.

Together, they filled out the scorecard:

Comfort:

Alex: “Eight or nine. The latex was tight, but never hurt. I felt held, not trapped. The blanket after was heaven.”

Emma: “Ten. I loved every second you gave me.”

Arousal:

Alex: “Honestly? Eleven. I don’t think I’ve ever come like that. I’m going to be dreaming about it for days.”

Emma: “Watching you, hearing you let go… that’s its own kind of high.”

Nerves:

Alex: “Ten, at first. Dropped to five, then almost none by the end. You made it safe to be scared.”

Emma: “Five. I was focused, but it never felt out of control.”

Novelty:

Alex: “Ten. Never done anything like it. The padlocks made it feel so final—like there was no going back, but I didn’t want to.”

Emma: “I’d like to try it with a blindfold, maybe, or see how long you could stay in next time.”

Requests for next time:

Alex: “Maybe more grounding touch at the beginning, before I go in. And I’d try earplugs or a blindfold if you’re with me the whole time.”

Emma: “I want to see what it’s like if we swap—if you enclose me, but only if you want to.”

They finished with a long, easy silence, both of them basking in the afterglow—not just of sex or scene, but of real, earned trust. Emma tucked the scorecard and logbook back in the drawer, switching off the lamp so only the blue-white glow of the phone remained.

She pulled Alex close, whispering, “You’re mine. And I’m so glad you’re here with me.”

Alex squeezed her hand, and in the hush that followed, they drifted toward sleep—heavier, happier, and more deeply bound than ever by the ritual they’d made together.


Interlude 2 – The Jar’s Temptations

The following Sunday evening, Emma found Alex in the kitchen, hunched over the table, pen in hand and a stack of blank slips beside the half-filled “Jar of Fate.” Sunlight leaked through the blinds in faded strips, casting their little ritual in a golden, domestic hush.

She padded up behind him, arms draped loosely around his shoulders. “Plotting my doom already?” she teased, nosing at the nape of his neck.

Alex grinned, not looking up. “You’re the one who said we had to add something new every week. I’m just making sure you can’t accuse me of slacking.”

Emma surveyed the jar, the paper slips like fortune cookies, each one a dare, a promise, or a delicious threat. Some were scribbled in Alex’s precise hand—ice and feathers, service night, collar and leash walk, and, she noted with a giggle, chore play (loser does dishes in cuffs). Others, in Emma’s wild script, boasted things like bedtime bondage, timer-locked gag, mystery scenario—decide on the day, and, in a bold, underlined scrawl, “guest” (discussion required).

She plucked a blank slip from the stack, curling up beside him, her legs tucked under her. “Okay, confession time. Is there anything in there you’re actually afraid of drawing?”

Alex set down the pen, considering. “Not afraid, exactly. More… not ready? The ‘public control’ one still makes my stomach flip. The idea of you with the keys to a remote toy while we’re at the café…” He trailed off, cheeks flushing.

Emma laughed, bumping her knee against his. “You know you’re safe to veto. That’s what it’s there for. But the not-knowing… that’s half the fun, right?”

He nodded, voice thoughtful. “It’s weird—some slips I hope never come out, but if you drew them, I’d probably go through with it, just to see. The randomness takes the pressure off. I don’t have to be brave until the universe decides it’s time.”

She smiled, touched by his honesty. “I get that. Sometimes I want you to pull something wild, just to see if I’ll panic—or if I’ll surprise myself. The jar’s become this weird little mirror: half-temptation, half-truth or dare.”

Alex reached for her hand, threading their fingers together. “What are your secret slips, then?”

Emma bit her lip, writing slowly as she spoke. “I keep thinking about being kept. Not just tied, but… used, for hours. Like a prop, or a thing you can pick up and play with whenever. It sounds scary, but also really hot.”

He squeezed her hand, eyes alight with curiosity. “Let’s write it. We can always veto. Or maybe it gets shuffled in for a few weeks before we’re ready to draw.”

She nodded, dropping the slip into the jar, watching it vanish among the others. “Your turn.”

Alex’s brow furrowed, but then he scribbled quickly, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Truth or dare—but no talking. Just signals. The whole night.”

Emma cackled, already plotting. “Deal. Though you know I’ll make you regret that one.”

They sat in comfortable silence, the jar between them—a totem of everything they wanted and everything they’d barely begun to imagine. Emma traced the lid with her fingertip, voice gone soft. “It’s strange. The jar makes me nervous, but it also makes me brave.”

Alex nodded, leaning in to press a kiss to her cheek. “Me too. Whatever we pull, we do it together. That’s what makes it safe—and exciting.”

As night crept in, they packed up the slips, resealed the jar, and set it in its place of honor by the bed. The unknown hovered between them, thrilling and reassuring. Whatever Monday brought, it would be a surprise—one chosen, in the end, by both of their hands.


Monday #15 – The Stockade Showdown

Emma didn’t see the stockade at first. She noticed the lighting—the way Alex had drawn the blackout blinds to plunge the living room into a twilight hush, candles flickering along the mantle, their light dancing gold over bare walls and floor. There was music, too: a wordless, pulsing electronic track, barely audible, like a heartbeat under everything. For a moment, she just breathed it in, letting her body register the shift. Something about the air felt different—expectant, a little dangerous, as if the world was holding its breath for her arrival.

Then her eyes adjusted, and she saw it: positioned dead-center on the plush living room rug, the stockade stood open and waiting. Polished wood, heavy and old-fashioned, with gleaming metal hardware and thick, curved cuffs for wrists and neck. Alex had draped a folded towel beneath it—practical and oddly tender—and set a tray nearby, its contents neatly arranged: a glass of ice cubes, a white feather, a riding crop with a lacquered handle, and a small bottle of water. Next to the tray was their consent notebook and two fresh pens.

Alex stood by the window, hands in his pockets, watching her with a look that was part mischief, part careful focus. He was barefoot, in jeans and a black t-shirt, sleeves rolled high, the way he wore them when he meant business. He didn’t speak at first—just watched her, letting the reality of the scene settle around them.

Emma’s heart gave a strange, skittering jump. The stockade looked so much more formidable in person than it had in the online photos, more so even than in the workshop they’d attended last spring. This was no novelty restraint; this was a piece of furniture built for holding, exposing, displaying.

She glanced at Alex, searching for any sign that she could break the tension with a joke. Instead, he smiled—soft, encouraging. “Welcome, Em. Ready to play?”

She let out a shaky breath, stepping closer. “Is that really…?”

He nodded, his voice low, warm. “Stockade night. Draw of the jar. We can change it, or try something else, if you want.”

Emma’s stomach fluttered, nerves tightening. She crossed the room slowly, fingertips brushing the stockade’s polished edge. It was smooth and cool, the hinges heavy, everything designed to be both secure and, in its own way, comfortable. She imagined herself inside it—head and wrists locked in, unable to move, unable to hide.

She swallowed, the room suddenly too quiet. “What’s… what’s the plan?”

Alex joined her, crouching to open and close each cuff, demonstrating the mechanism. “You go in. I lock you down. No escape until I say so. I’ll use the feather, the ice, maybe the crop—never more than a three out of ten. I want you to feel exposed. Helpless. Maybe a little embarrassed. But safe. Always safe.”

He straightened, holding her gaze. “If you hate it, we stop. If it’s too much, we change tack. You have full veto, safe-words, the works.”

Emma nodded, a shiver racing down her back. “Colour system?”

“Green, amber, red. You can use words, or just say ‘let me out.’ You can also tap—three quick taps with your hand means pause, any more means stop. I’ll check in all the time. I want you honest with me, no pretending.”

She appreciated that, the care woven through his command. “What about the humiliation part?”

Alex smiled, the corners of his eyes creasing. “Nothing cruel. Just… comments. Questions. I’ll have you describe what you’re feeling. I might make you beg, or say something embarrassing, but never anything about your body that you haven’t already said you’re okay with. No shaming, just a little blush.”

Emma felt the tension in her chest loosen, just a little. “And… how long?”

Alex shrugged, playful now. “As long as you want to stay. Minimum fifteen minutes, max an hour—but only if you’re having fun.”

Emma took a deep breath. The idea of being displayed, held so open, made her skin tingle with a cocktail of dread and excitement. She pictured herself in the stockade, hands trapped, neck immobilized, back arched with nothing to hide behind—utterly, helplessly visible.

She bit her lip, nerves giving way to anticipation. “Okay. I want to try.”

Alex grinned, the relief in his face bright as day. “Let’s set up together, then.”

They moved through the pre-scene ritual, Emma stripping slowly, folding her clothes in a careful pile by the wall. She was aware of every inch of exposed skin—the vulnerable prickle of her nipples, the cool air on her thighs, the way her breath made her chest and stomach rise and fall. She caught Alex watching, his eyes dark with desire and pride, and felt herself blush.

He handed her a hair tie. “Up, please. Don’t want to catch anything in the hinges.”

She complied, winding her hair into a messy bun, heart pounding. He checked her wrists, tracing the veins with his thumbs, testing the rotation of each joint. “Tell me if anything hurts, now or later. Comfort is king.”

He guided her into position, helping her kneel on the towel. The stockade was set at just the right height: she bent forward, resting her chin on the padded groove, arms stretching out to fit the cuffs. Her back was arched, her ass high in the air, thighs just touching. Alex adjusted the base, fussing with the angle until she felt almost… supported.

Then came the closing—soft, final. The top of the stockade dropped into place, the hinges heavy but silent, the click of each latch echoing in her ears. Alex worked quickly, locking her wrists first, then her neck. She could still turn her head slightly, flex her fingers, but escape was impossible; she was fixed in place, exposed, displayed.

“Colour?” Alex asked, crouching in front of her, his face just inches from hers.

Emma breathed deep, then found her courage. “Green. Nervous, but good nervous.”

He stroked her cheek, then moved behind her, running his palms down her arms, over her shoulders, along her back. “You’re beautiful like this. Vulnerable. Brave. I know this is hard. I want you to know you can stop at any moment, for any reason.”

Emma tried to laugh, but the stockade made her voice sound strange—half-muffled, half-disembodied. “It feels weird. Good, but weird.”

Alex pressed a kiss to her shoulder, a soft anchor. “That’s what we’re here for.”

He picked up the notebook and pen, crouching beside her. “I want you to say, in your words, what you’re feeling. For both of us to remember.”

Emma hesitated, then spoke, her voice unsteady but clear. “I feel… exposed. Really small, but also, like, enormous. Like every part of me is visible and I can’t pretend anything. I’m scared I’ll look ridiculous. But I want to see what happens. I want to see if I can let go, even when I can’t hide.”

Alex scribbled it down, murmuring encouragement as he wrote. He tapped her wrist, then moved to the tray, showing her each prop one by one, explaining their purpose: the feather for light touch, the ice for shock, the crop for a sting—but never more than she wanted.

He knelt in front of her again, making sure their eyes met. “Last check-in. You still want to go ahead?”

Emma met his gaze, the certainty rising in her chest like a tide. “Yes. I want this.”

He smiled, his pride unmistakable. “Good girl.”

He pressed another kiss to her forehead. The scene was set. Emma, locked in, was no longer a woman with choices—she was an object of devotion and play, her world reduced to the boundaries of wood, flesh, and the trust they’d built.

As Alex stepped back to begin, Emma felt herself sink, nerve by nerve, into a state of exquisite suspense—helpless and thrilled, wide open and entirely his.

The click of the last latch seemed to echo through the dim-lit room, louder than it should have been. The stockade’s embrace was inescapable, solid and unyielding. For a heartbeat, Emma could do nothing but feel—her neck cradled, wrists pressed cool and tight in their cuffs, back curved as if presenting herself to the hush and the flicker of candlelight.

She heard Alex move behind her, a soft rustle on the rug, a pause as he surveyed the scene. She strained to listen, her senses suddenly sharpened by helplessness. The stockade made even small movements feel monumental—her breath moved her shoulders, her hips twitched reflexively, the rest of her stilled and owned by wood and trust.

Alex’s voice, when it came, was lower, rougher, touched by something like awe. “Look at you.” He circled slowly, letting the space between them grow and shrink with each step. Emma imagined his eyes, traveling over her bared skin, the arch of her back, the way her body was offered up and immobile. The vulnerability was so acute she almost forgot to breathe.

He crouched beside her, close enough that she could feel the heat of his thigh. “How does it feel? Really?”

Emma closed her eyes, not that it mattered—her view was limited to the edge of the towel, the flicker of candles, the blurred line of his bare feet. “I feel… ridiculous. And exposed. But I can’t move, so there’s nothing I can do about it. It’s—” She hesitated, searching for the right word. “It’s a lot. But I like it. I think.”

He smiled, brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. “Good. You look beautiful—strong and soft at once. Like something meant to be shown off.”

Emma felt her cheeks burn, a mixture of pride and embarrassment washing through her. “That’s not how it feels. I feel like a museum piece. Or a warning sign.”

Alex grinned, his hand cupping her chin, tilting her face to meet his gaze. “Well, maybe a bit of both. But only I get the privilege of seeing you like this.”

He stood, circling her again, his footsteps a metronome. She heard the gentle clink of the tray—ice cubes shifting, the feather’s soft rattle, the crop’s quiet weight. With each sound, her anxiety sharpened, anticipation laced with dread and a desperate sort of hope.

Alex’s voice drifted from behind. “Do you realize how exposed you are? How there’s not a single part of you I can’t see or touch?” He let the words settle, slow and measured, before drawing his finger up the curve of her spine. “Your back’s arched so perfectly. I can see every line of you—how your skin prickles, how your breath changes. You’re art, Emma.”

She bit her lip, fighting the urge to hide her face. But there was no hiding—not from him, not from herself. Every twitch and shiver was on display, every reaction an invitation.

Alex let his hand travel lower, tracing the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, pausing at the small of her back. “Do you know what I see?” he asked, voice pitched for her ears alone.

Emma shook her head, the movement tiny and awkward. “What?”

He knelt again, his breath warm against the side of her neck. “I see someone who trusts me enough to give up control. Someone who’s so damn brave she’ll let herself be locked down and looked at, just because I asked. That’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Emma let out a shaky laugh, emotion catching in her throat. “You’re not making this easier.”

Alex’s lips brushed her ear, a feather-light kiss. “Not supposed to be easy. That’s what makes it worth it.”

He rose, and she heard the sound of his footsteps as he walked a slow, deliberate circle around her—pausing now and then to let his gaze linger, or to murmur soft, almost reverent commentary.

“Look at the flush on your skin,” he mused, as if speaking to himself. “The way your muscles tense when you think I’m close. How you shiver, even though the room is warm. I could touch you anywhere. Or not touch you at all. You’re utterly at my mercy, Emma. And you’re gorgeous for it.”

A pause. Emma heard the faintest sound—maybe him stripping off his t-shirt, the soft hush of cotton sliding over skin. She felt even more naked by contrast, the difference between them a live wire under her skin.

He stepped closer, his hands settling on her hips, grounding her. She felt him press his lips to the small of her back, gentle and firm. “Colour?”

She exhaled, letting herself sink further into the experience. “Green. Still green.”

“Good.” Alex’s hands slid up her sides, fingers splayed wide, possessive. “Just remember: you’re here because you chose this. I’m proud of you. And I’m going to take my time.”

He straightened, then addressed her from behind, his tone shifting from lover to orchestrator. “Ready for your inspection?”

Emma blushed, but her heart pounded with excitement. “Yes, sir.”

Alex began a slow, deliberate routine: circling, stopping to trace the lines of her body with his fingers, narrating his every move as if she were on display for an invisible audience. He pointed out the goosebumps on her arms, the tension in her calves, the way her nipples peaked from a mixture of cold and anticipation. He didn’t rush, didn’t force—just observed, praised, sometimes teased.

“Every inch of you is beautiful. Even the parts you try to hide,” he said softly, pausing to kneel once more, hands resting lightly on her thighs. “Do you feel seen?”

Emma swallowed, the words landing deep. “Yes. Completely.”

“Do you want to be touched? Or should I just look a little longer?”

She considered, the vulnerability blooming into a strange kind of pride. “Both. I want all of it.”

Alex smiled, a note of worship in his voice. “That’s my brave girl.”

He pressed one last kiss to her hip, then rose, collecting the feather from the tray. The inspection was complete, but the ritual of display was just beginning.

As Alex prepared his next move, Emma’s whole body thrummed with anticipation, her mind awash in the heady cocktail of shame, longing, and the irrefutable knowledge that every part of her was wanted, treasured, and on loving display.

Alex let Emma hear the sound of the feather before she felt it—a gentle rustle in the still air, almost lost beneath the pulse of music and her own racing breath. The anticipation was its own kind of torture. Her body tensed, involuntary, as she imagined where he would begin: her bare feet? The arch of her back? Her inner thigh?

The first touch came at her ankle, so soft and sudden she gasped. The feather trailed up her calf, swirling around her knee before dancing along the sensitive skin behind. Emma squealed, half-laughing, twisting as much as the stockade allowed. The wood held her firm—there was no escape, no defense, just helpless surrender to every new sensation.

Alex’s voice was close, conspiratorial. “You’re not very good at holding still, are you?”

Emma shook her head, breathless, a giggle escaping before she could stop it. “Not when you do that!”

He grinned, tracing the feather up the back of her thigh, pausing just below the curve of her ass. “I love watching you try, though. Every twitch, every shiver—makes me want to find out where you’re most ticklish.”

He did exactly that, exploring with agonizing slowness: feather along her sides, under her arms, over her ribs, around the valley of her spine. Emma’s laughter became more desperate, her breath hitching as the feather found places she’d never known could be so sensitive. She squirmed, the restraints making her movements jerky, useless, only adding to her sense of exposure.

At her feet, Alex knelt, swirling the feather between her toes, making her gasp and kick as much as the stocks allowed. Her cheeks burned—this was more embarrassing than pain or nudity, somehow, to be made a spectacle by something so light, so playful.

“Can you handle more?” Alex asked, his voice suddenly soft, his hand grounding her ankle.

Emma gulped air, still trembling. “Yes, but—oh god, it’s so much. I can’t hide anything from you.”

He leaned in, brushing his lips over the top of her foot in a rare gesture of comfort. “That’s the point. I want to see every part of you, even the silly, helpless ones.”

The feather returned, this time gliding up her thigh, circling, then flicking against the soft flesh between her legs. Emma yelped, hips jerking, the sensation somewhere between ticklish and electric. The laughter gave way to whimpers, nerves transmuting into a different kind of need. Her skin was alive, hyperaware, every touch a bright, confusing pleasure.

Without warning, the feather disappeared. In its place, a chill: Alex’s fingers on the rim of the ice glass, then a single cube pressed gently at the base of her spine. The shock was instant—cold, sharp, stealing her breath. The ice trailed downward, a slow, torturous path along her tailbone, then up her side, melting as it went. Alex switched from feather to ice, never letting her settle, the contrast sending her into a spiral of sensation.

He let droplets slide down the back of her knee, then between her thighs, each one a tiny, jarring jolt. He traced the ice along her ribs, over the swell of her hip, finally resting the cube against the hollow of her throat—her pulse pounding against cold as he watched for every reaction.

Emma shivered, her laughter now threaded with moans, her face burning with humiliation and pleasure. “It’s so cold—Alex, please…”

“Please what?” he murmured, pressing the ice to her nipple, drawing a gasp and a frantic tug against the stocks. “Do you want more, or do you want me to stop?”

She hesitated, caught between pride and longing. “More. I want all of it. Don’t stop.”

His voice was pleased, proud. “Good girl.”

Alex alternated between feather and ice, his rhythm unpredictable—feather flicks, then a cold line down her belly; ice at the crease of her thigh, then feather circling her nipples. Each time Emma thought she could anticipate the next move, he changed tactics, keeping her on the edge of laughter, whimpers, and a growing, aching need.

The humiliation deepened, not because of pain or words, but because every reaction—giggles, gasps, moans—was involuntary, on full display, impossible to conceal. Emma surrendered to it, letting herself be undone by Alex’s attention, her body exposed not just to his hands but to her own raw, unfiltered feelings.

When he finally paused, Emma was shaking, breathless, her skin marked with goosebumps and trails of melting ice. Alex leaned in, voice reverent. “You’re perfect. Every sound, every twitch—mine to watch, mine to love.”

She closed her eyes, letting that truth sink in. In the darkness behind her lids, there was no room for shame—only the shining, overwhelming certainty of being known and cherished, exactly as she was.

The room’s air was thick with the mingled scents of candle wax, melted ice, and Emma’s sweat. Every nerve in her body tingled with anticipation and overstimulation. She barely noticed when Alex set aside the feather and the last of the ice, her mind still whirling with echoes—ticklish shivers, cool drips, laughter laced with desire. But the sound of the crop being picked up, its shaft flexing, snapped her focus back to the present.

She heard Alex’s footsteps circling behind her. The hush in the room became oppressive, as if the walls themselves were waiting. Alex’s touch—so gentle, so precise—was suddenly replaced by a new edge. She could feel his gaze traveling over her, and she wondered how she looked: wrists and neck locked, body flushed, skin gleaming with sweat and meltwater, hair falling wild around her face.

Alex trailed the leather tip of the crop up the inside of her thigh, pausing just at the apex. “I want to hear you,” he said quietly, “not just in noises. I want you to tell me how you feel. How you look. What you need.”

Emma’s breath caught. The humiliation was sharper than any impact—being made to say what she’d tried so hard to keep hidden. Still, she obeyed, voice quavering but honest. “I feel… open. Helpless. Like I can’t hide from you. I know I must look ridiculous—on display, drooling, probably a mess.”

She heard Alex’s soft, pleased exhale. “Not ridiculous. Beautiful. Look at you—red, shaking, every muscle tight. You’re the bravest thing I’ve ever seen.” The crop tapped lightly against her ass, a warning more than a threat.

“Tell me what you want,” he pressed, his tone coaxing and strict.

Emma squeezed her eyes shut, shame and heat twisting together. “I want… to let go. I want you to use me. I want to feel whatever you want to give.”

Alex’s reward was immediate. The crop came down in a light, stinging tap—sharp, but more noise than pain. Emma jumped, a gasp bursting from her lips. He waited, then struck again, a little harder this time, then soothed the sting with his palm.

He alternated between the crop and his hand: light slaps, then gentle caresses, keeping her guessing, her body shifting between tension and relief. Each smack echoed in the quiet, making her aware of every inch of exposed skin.

“Count for me,” Alex ordered, his voice velvet over steel. “Every time the crop lands, I want your voice. If you lose your place, we start over.”

Emma swallowed, nerves fraying. The first strike landed on her thigh, hot and bright. “One,” she choked.

Another, just under her ass. “Two.” Her voice wobbled, the shame of obedience blooming across her cheeks.

Alex didn’t rush, didn’t escalate recklessly. He watched her, gauged her reactions, reading her body as he administered each stroke—enough to sting, never enough to bruise, the line between pleasure and punishment blurred. When Emma hesitated, stuttered, or tried to hide, he paused to caress her, whisper praise, ground her with a kiss to her shoulder.

Sometimes, he let the crop linger, tracing her inner thighs, making her squirm and blush. “You’re gorgeous when you struggle. Say it for me: tell me you love being watched.”

Emma’s mouth was dry, but she forced out the words, her shame sweet and electric. “I love being watched. I love being your—your show.”

“Good girl.” The crop tapped her gently, almost fond.

Alex upped the ante: as he continued to tease, he began to edge her, fingers slick with meltwater tracing between her thighs, stroking her until she was panting, then pulling away at the very edge of release. “You don’t get to come until you beg for it. Until you tell me exactly how desperate you are.”

Emma’s need overwhelmed her embarrassment. “Please, Alex. I’m—please, I want to come. I want everyone to see how needy I am. I don’t care how it looks. Please.”

Her own words made her flush hotter, but also loosened something inside her—a knot of resistance she hadn’t known she carried. She was beyond pride, beyond protest. There was only sensation and Alex’s voice, Alex’s hand, the thrum of the crop and her own unraveling.

He rewarded her with slow, agonizing strokes, edging her again, voice gentle now. “You’re safe. You’re so good for me. Just a little longer.”

She whimpered, hips shifting, the pressure of need mounting past the point of thought.

Before release, Alex paused, kneeling in front of her, eyes warm and fierce. “Colour?”

“Green,” she whispered, not caring how she sounded.

He smiled, stroking her cheek. “Then hold on for me. I want to see you break for me. I want you to remember how beautiful you are, even when you’re a mess.”

As Alex moved behind her once more, crop in hand, Emma realized she didn’t feel ridiculous at all. She felt adored—wanted in a way that made every second of exposure not just bearable, but transcendent.

She was ready to break for him, and to be built back up, piece by trembling piece.

The room had contracted to a single, pulsing point—Emma’s world reduced to the ache between her thighs, the unyielding grip of the stockade, and the sound of Alex’s voice weaving through her every sense. She could feel the flush of her skin, the dampness beneath her belly and down her thighs, the throb of anticipation and denial tangled together until it was hard to tell where one ended and the other began.

Alex’s fingers danced a slow, tormenting rhythm between her legs—never quite enough, always pulling away at the brink. The crop had been set aside, replaced by the relentless slide of his hand, the feather-light pressure that made her whimper, then cry out, then beg again.

“Please, Alex—please, I can’t take any more, please let me—”

He stroked her, drawing the tension higher. “You can take more. You’re stronger than you think, love. One more minute. I want you trembling for me.”

Emma sobbed, hips twitching, every muscle straining against the wood and the shame, the hunger to be allowed to fall apart. She heard her own voice—desperate, ragged, pleading in ways she’d never let herself be before. “I need it, please, I need to come, I’ll say anything, do anything, just—please, I’m yours, I can’t—”

Alex leaned close, his mouth at her ear, his breath an anchor. “One last question. Tell me the truth: are you enjoying being my helpless, needy little mess?”

Emma’s cheeks burned, but she was too far gone for pride. “Yes. Yes, I love it. I love being your mess. I want to come, I want you to watch me fall apart. Please—Alex, please—”

The release, when it came, was a tidal wave. Alex’s fingers slid just right, pressing, circling, coaxing her over the edge. Emma shattered, her body shaking, a low cry ripped from her throat—part sob, part laughter, part relief so total it bordered on surrender. She felt the waves of pleasure crash through her, every nerve sparking, tears streaming down her face, not from pain or shame but from the sheer immensity of being allowed to let go so completely.

She collapsed in the stocks, spent and boneless, every part of her alive and empty at once. Alex’s hands didn’t leave her; he rubbed gentle circles on her hips, whispered praise—“So good, so brave, so beautiful for me”—and waited for her breathing to slow.

He crouched in front of her, hands resting over her own where they were trapped in the wood. His eyes searched hers, wide and soft. “Colour, Em?”

She swallowed, blinking through tears. “Green. Greener than I’ve ever been. I just… I need to be close to you.”

Alex smiled, reaching to brush the hair from her damp forehead. “You will be. We’ll take all the time we need.”

He found the keys, his movements calm and unhurried, and began unlocking the stockade with the same care he’d shown all night. Each click and shift of wood was a small liberation—her wrists first, then her neck, gentle hands guiding her out, massaging stiff joints, holding her steady as she wobbled on hands and knees, then finally, slowly, folding her into his arms.

He wrapped her in a blanket he’d kept warm by the radiator, pressing her head to his chest, rocking her gently as the aftershocks rolled through her body. Emma clung to him, not caring about the tears or the mess, her entire self reduced to need and gratitude.

Alex murmured reassurances, soft and steady: “You’re safe. I’ve got you. You did so well. I’m here, Em. I’m not going anywhere.”

As the adrenaline faded, Emma let the embarrassment slip away, replaced by something cleaner, more honest. She felt wrung out but lighter, as if something old and heavy had been left behind in the wooden embrace of the stockade.

“Thank you,” she whispered against his skin, voice raw but whole. “For not letting me hide. For letting me fall apart.”

Alex squeezed her tight, his own breath shaky. “Thank you for trusting me with everything. I’ve never been more proud.”

He held her, rocking her until the last tremor passed, never once letting go, the ritual of release giving way to the ritual of being remade.

Emma didn’t know how long she sat there, wrapped in Alex’s arms, the warmth of the blanket sinking into her bones. The living room was quieter now, the candles burned low, music replaced by the small noises of comfort: water pouring, the radiator’s soft click, Alex’s breath steady against her hair. Her limbs ached, wrists tingled where the stockade had pressed, and every inch of her felt used, exposed, cherished.

She barely noticed Alex slipping away to grab the aftercare basket—soft towels, chocolate, a sports drink. He returned, nudging her upright, holding the glass as she sipped. “Small sips. Slow,” he murmured, voice still in that special aftercare register: deep, gentle, patient.

She let him fuss. It was easier than trying to do anything herself. She felt raw, her cheeks burning with the memory of everything she’d said, everything she’d revealed. It was one thing to be helpless, another to be needy in front of him, to beg, to cry, to be so openly desperate and so utterly, physically seen.

Alex wrapped a towel around her shoulders, drying sweat and tears, his hands never leaving her skin for long. “You’re safe. Still here. You did so well. I’m so, so proud of you.”

Emma nodded, blinking as tears threatened again—not from pain, but from relief. “I feel… lighter. But also kind of… embarrassed? Like I let everything out and I can’t put it back.”

He pressed a kiss to her forehead, arms gentle around her. “There’s nothing to put back. That was all for us. You were brave enough to show me everything. That’s not shame—it’s the bravest thing you can do.”

She let his words sink in, finding a new kind of comfort in their honesty. She ate a square of chocolate, savoring the sweetness, then curled tighter into his lap. “It’s weird. I wanted to hide at first. Then I just wanted you to see me. And now… now I don’t want to be anywhere but here.”

Alex stroked her hair, soothing, letting her process. “Sometimes the hardest part is afterward—coming back to the real world. You’re safe, and you don’t have to be anything but you.”

Emma managed a soft laugh. “And what if ‘me’ is a total, needy mess for a while?”

“Then I’ll hold you, mess and all.”

They sat together until her shivering stopped, until the ache in her wrists faded to a pleasant throb. Alex helped her to the bathroom, waited outside while she freshened up, then led her back to the sofa, wrapping her in the blanket once more.

“Scorecard?” he asked gently, retrieving their notebook and pens.

Emma rolled her eyes but took it, snuggling against his side as she wrote.

Aftercare Scorecard:

Comfort: “Surprisingly high. Once the nerves faded, I felt safe—even when I was a crying mess.”

Arousal: “Off the charts. I didn’t know humiliation could feel so good, so freeing.”

Fun: “Half-fun, half-terrifying. I want to try it again—but maybe with you in the stocks next time.”

Nerves: “High at first. Dropped away when you checked in. I felt like you were there the whole time, even when I was scared.”

Novelty: “Never done anything so exposing before. It was new, and hard, but I’d do it again.”

Alex added his own notes beside hers:

Pride: “Couldn’t be prouder. You trusted me and gave me more than I knew to ask for.”

Requests: “Let’s keep talking. Next time, maybe we try a blindfold or add a mirror if you want. Or switch roles.”

They finished the scorecard, sharing small smiles, the last traces of embarrassment dissolving into warmth. Emma lay with her head on Alex’s chest, listening to the slow beat of his heart, feeling her own begin to settle.

She thought about the shame, the surrender, the pleasure that had left her weeping and laughing and empty in the stocks. She thought about how it didn’t feel like humiliation, not really, not when she was so cared for. It felt like something closer to truth—a nakedness beyond the body, a kind of trust that could only be built in the fire and held afterward, softly, until it cooled into memory.

Before drifting off to sleep, Emma reached for the notebook again, scribbling in the margin:

“Next time: push me again. I want to see what else we can find.”

Alex squeezed her hand, reading over her shoulder, and pressed one last kiss to her temple.

They fell asleep tangled together, bodies aching, hearts wide open—changed, a little bit, but changed together.


Interlude 3 – The Aftermath List

By Wednesday, the scene had become memory—fuzzy at the edges, but still powerful enough to make Emma blush if she lingered on it too long. The bruises on her wrists had faded to faint smudges; her muscles ached less, but the emotional aftershocks hadn’t completely settled. She found herself daydreaming at work, fingers tracing the inside of her wrist, mind replaying the feeling of the stockade, the shame, the thrill of letting go.

Alex must have felt it too. That afternoon, he sent her a text:

Alex: “How’s my brave girl today? Still glowing, or should I plan extra aftercare tonight? 🥰”

Emma grinned, stretching in her office chair before tapping back:

Emma: “Might need a little… reinforcement. My brain is still in that room. Was I really that much of a mess?”

Alex: “You were perfect. And so damn hot. I keep thinking about the look on your face when you realized you couldn’t hide. Proud of you.”

That night, they curled up on the couch with their logbook, the Jar of Fate set between them, slips from old scenes mixing with new ones. Alex opened to a blank page and uncapped a pen.

“Top five games so far?” he asked, voice teasing, but eyes earnest.

Emma pretended to ponder, but her grin gave her away. “In no order:

Belts & Wand (Improvisation Night) – For turning our bedroom into a knot-tying contest and making me feel like a prize.

Latex Enclosure – For being held and helpless and yours, all at once. Still not over how intense that was.

Stockade Showdown – The humiliation, the not being able to hide, the feather and the crop… I didn’t know I could feel so exposed and so safe.

Original Bedtime Bondage – Because it was sweet, and made me feel cherished and kinky in the same breath.

Jar of Fate Night – For the anticipation. And the arguments over what should (and shouldn’t!) be in there.”

Alex scribbled down his own:

Stockade Showdown – “Watching you surrender so fully.”

Latex Enclosure – “The trust, the care, the way you looked at me when you came out.”

Service Night – “Spoiling you. I like it when it’s not about control, just attention.”

Belts Night – “Your bratting. And the scorecard afterwards.”

Truth-or-Dare in Silence – “(File under ‘never again?’)”

They compared lists, laughter threading through the honest confessions and playful teasing. Alex drew a line through “Silent Truth-or-Dare,” adding “Maybe in a few months…” Emma wrote “Try again with less wine” in the margin.

Between sips of hot chocolate, they added a new ritual: for every Monday, one slip would be retired, and a new one added in its place. Emma ceremonially dropped “coldest ice” into the archive envelope, pulling out a fresh blank slip.

“I want to try something with more anticipation,” she said, thoughtful. “Like, you telling me in advance that I’ll be on display. Giving me time to stew.”

Alex grinned. “You like the slow burn.”

She nodded, serious now. “It makes the reveal scarier, but also better. I get to live with the nerves, then lose myself when it happens.”

They filled in the slip—Anticipation Week: 24-hour warning, you choose how I’ll be displayed—and dropped it in the jar.

Later, Alex checked her wrists, rubbing balm into fading marks. Emma leaned back against his chest, content, a sense of accomplishment mixing with soft anticipation.

“Are we… different now?” she asked quietly.

Alex considered. “Maybe a little. But in the good way. I trust you more. And I think you trust me more, too.”

She nodded, closing her eyes. “Next week, I want to see how far we can go. But also… I want a lazy aftercare night. Extra cuddles. No stockades for a while.”

He squeezed her, smiling. “Deal. We’ll make the list together.”

And as the night drew in, and the list of memories and fantasies grew longer, Emma felt not just changed but cherished—her shame transmuted into something bright and precious by the ritual of being seen, and loved, and known.


Monday #16 – Chain of Command

Emma took her time preparing the bedroom. She wanted everything to be deliberate tonight, every choice and every object a visible promise. It wasn’t just about the props; it was about what they meant. The chains—cold, shining, and heavy—were laid in neat loops at the foot of the bed. Padlocks, bright brass and steel, sat in a careful row beside them, each key dangling from a ribbon like a prize. At the head of the bed, she set the thick black collar, the one Alex had only worn once before, the one that made him blush and go silent in that way that meant he was halfway out of his own mind already.

On the dresser, Emma placed a tray: small bottles of water, a bowl of snacks, clean towels, a bottle of massage oil. She checked the box of “dares and tasks” she’d written over the last week—some playful, some spicy, all agreed on in advance. A separate stack of blank cards was ready, just in case inspiration struck mid-game.

She changed into her scene clothes: black sports bra, soft, high-waisted shorts, bare feet. She didn’t want anything fussy tonight—just skin and confidence, the ability to move freely and take charge. She glanced at herself in the mirror, noticed the flush on her cheeks, the nervous energy sparking behind her eyes, and grinned. No matter how many times they played, she never got tired of the thrill that built before a new game, before she stepped fully into command.

When Alex appeared in the doorway, he hesitated, taking in the scene. His eyes landed first on the chains, then the collar, and she watched as a slow flush crept up his neck. He wore just sweatpants, no shirt, hair damp from the shower, skin still pink and warm.

Emma met his gaze, smiling. “Come in. Don’t worry—I haven’t locked the door. Yet.”

Alex rolled his eyes, but he smiled back, stepping into the room with a nervous energy that matched her own. He took a slow tour of the bed, fingering the collar, testing the weight of a chain. “You’ve been busy.”

She shrugged, affecting a nonchalance she didn’t feel. “Only a little. Figured if we’re doing the ‘key challenge,’ we should do it right.”

He set the chain down, moving closer. “Remind me of the rules?”

Emma nodded, gesturing for him to sit beside her on the bed. She picked up the notepad, reading off the checklist:

“Tonight, we’re playing Chain of Command. Both of us are taking turns being restrained. Each restraint—wrists, ankles, collar—comes with its own key. The only way to earn the keys is by completing dares, answering questions, or performing tasks. Sometimes you get to choose, sometimes I do. The dom for each round decides how many keys the sub can earn.”

Alex leaned forward, interest flickering in his eyes. “And what if someone doesn’t want to do a dare?”

“Then you can pass. You’ll just stay locked a little longer. Or pick a different challenge. No punishment, just a pause. You can always safe-word out—green, amber, red. Or just say ‘enough.’ We check in every round.”

He nodded, reassured. “Are we both getting collared tonight?”

Emma smiled, picking up the thick leather band. “Eventually. But you’re first.” She let the statement linger, watching his reaction. His eyes widened, but he didn’t flinch.

“Any limits, before we start?” she asked, voice softening. “Anything off the table for dares, or anything you want me to push harder?”

Alex thought for a moment, fingers absently tracing a padlock. “I think I want to try a little more edging—see if I can hold out. But nothing with cold tonight. Still recovering from last week’s ice adventure.” He smirked, rubbing his wrists in mock horror.

Emma grinned, crossing “ice” off the possible tasks for tonight. “Deal. And for me: no tickling, nothing with feet. And you’re not allowed to let me go until I say so, even if I start bratting.”

Alex’s smirk deepened. “Dangerous words.”

They both laughed, the tension easing, but Emma reached for his hands, grounding them in the seriousness beneath the game. “I want you to tell me if anything feels off, even if it’s just a little. We can play hard, but I need you safe.”

He nodded, voice softening. “I promise. Same goes for you.”

Emma squeezed his fingers, then picked up the stack of blank cards. “We’ll take turns writing challenges for each other if we run out. But most are already ready. We can start light and build up, or you can ask for something harder if you want.”

Alex’s smile turned mischievous. “I’ll take my chances. Just remember, revenge is sweet.”

Emma rolled her eyes, but the affection in her gaze was warm. She set the cards aside and stood, gesturing for Alex to stand in front of her.

She stepped behind him, her fingers tracing over his shoulders, down his spine. “Strip for me.”

He hesitated, then complied, pushing the sweatpants down, standing naked and suddenly younger, somehow, than he’d looked all day. She watched his body, the way his hands trembled just a little as he folded the pants and set them on the chair. His arousal was visible but not showy, more a promise than a boast.

Emma picked up the collar, buckling it slowly around his neck. She checked the fit, sliding a finger between leather and skin, and saw the change come over him—shoulders slumping, a softening around his eyes, the tension melting into a receptive, waiting space.

She led him to the bed, guiding him to sit, then knelt before him to wrap the first chain around his ankle, securing it with a padlock. The sound of the lock closing was ceremonial, marking the shift from anticipation to reality.

Alex swallowed, looking down at her. “So, who’s in charge?”

Emma met his gaze, her tone playful but iron underneath. “Me. For now.”

She stood, pacing a slow circle around him. “You’ll get the key to your left wrist if you answer three questions honestly. The right, if you serve me without complaint. The collar’s key? That’ll take a little more effort. Or you can wait until it’s my turn, and you get to decide how to make me earn it back.”

Alex smiled, nerves fading as he slipped into his role. “I’m ready. Ask me anything.”

Emma leaned in, her hands on his knees, her eyes bright with excitement and care. “Remember, you can say no. But every time you try, the challenge gets harder.”

He took a deep breath, nodded, and looked up at her with trust so naked it made her own breath hitch.

“Let’s play,” he said.

The room was quiet except for the music and the quickened thump of both their hearts. Emma felt her authority settle around her like a cloak: not just a game, but a ritual of trust and surrender, forged from all their Mondays before.

She picked up the first card, ready to ask, to command, to cherish—and to see just how far they could go, together.

Emma circled the bed, slow and methodical, the chain in her hands snaking out with every step. Alex watched her, his body already shifting into stillness. The collar around his neck was a persistent weight, both comfort and challenge—a symbol that the rules tonight belonged to her.

She set to work with almost ceremonial care. The first chain went around Alex’s right ankle, a smooth slide of cool metal against warm skin, the padlock clicking home with a finality that left no doubt: he wasn’t going anywhere. She reached for his left wrist, looping another chain around and through the bedframe, tightening just enough to keep him present, just enough that he’d have to ask permission if he wanted to move.

He flexed experimentally, the smallest clink of metal his only reply.

Emma grinned, satisfaction lighting her face. “Not too tight?”

Alex shook his head. “No. It’s… perfect. Heavy.”

“That’s the idea.” She touched his knee, grounding him. “You know what comes next, don’t you?”

He swallowed, a flush rising up his throat. “Questions. Dares. Service.”

She nodded, pleased by his memory—and his acceptance. “You get to earn your freedom. Or at least, parts of it. I hold all the keys for now.”

He managed a cocky smile, but Emma could see the flicker of nerves in his eyes. “I’m ready.”

Emma knelt in front of him, her voice slipping into that low, confident register she used when she was fully in command. “Let’s start with something easy.” She held up the first card:

Truth: “What’s one thing you fantasize about during our scenes, but haven’t told me yet?”

Alex hesitated, then exhaled. His eyes dropped to the sheets. “I… sometimes I think about being completely used. Like, no say at all. Just… you deciding everything, not even checking in. It’s scary. I’m not sure I could handle it for real, but I think about it.”

Emma smiled, soft and approving, pride mixing with affection. “Thank you for telling me. That’s one key closer.” She set the key to his left wrist within view, but not yet within reach.

She drew another card.

Dare: “Show me how you’d beg for release if you were really desperate.”

Alex squirmed, cheeks burning. “Right now? Like this?”

She nodded, folding her arms. “You can use your words, your body, your eyes—whatever feels true.”

He licked his lips, eyes locked on hers, letting go of pretense as much as he could. “Please, Emma. Please let me out. I need to touch you, I need to feel you, I can’t do it on my own. Please. I’ll do anything you want. I need to be yours.”

The vulnerability in his voice sent a shiver up her spine. She let the silence hold, the tension delicious, before nodding. “Beautiful. That’s two. One more for your wrist.”

She picked up the last card.

Service: “Kiss my foot and thank me for every chain.”

Alex hesitated, then bent as far as his restraints allowed. Emma lifted her foot, steady, and Alex pressed a kiss to the top, then the arch, whispering, “Thank you, Emma. Thank you for the chain. Thank you for the collar.”

Emma beamed, delighted with his surrender. She pressed the key into his palm, unlocking his left wrist with care, but leaving the rest of him restrained. She took a moment to rub the circulation back into his skin, her touch equal parts clinical and tender.

“You did well,” she murmured, tracing the marks the chain left behind. “But you’re not done. Not yet.”

She stood and moved to the bed’s head, pulling his hands above his head and securing his wrists together, threading the chain through the slats, so he lay stretched, displayed, utterly hers.

“Let’s make this a little harder. Next key is for obedience.” She leaned down, whispering in his ear. “I want you to keep your eyes on mine. No looking away, no hiding. Whatever I do to you, you stay present with me. Understood?”

Alex nodded, breath shaky. “Yes, ma’am.”

She rewarded him with a kiss, slow and thorough, then reached for the massage oil. She poured a thin line down his chest, spreading it over his skin, letting her hands linger. She explored his body: tracing muscle and bone, skimming the collar’s edge, the hollow at his throat, the dip between his hipbones. With every touch, she kept his eyes locked on hers, challenging him to stay open.

When he flinched, she stilled. “Remember: if you need to look away, you ask. Or use a colour. I want your honesty more than your obedience.”

He nodded, the trust between them glowing bright. “Green. Still green.”

She smiled, pleased, and increased the intensity—pinching his nipples, trailing her fingers lower, stroking him until he shivered with anticipation, hips twitching.

“Beg,” she whispered. “Beg with your eyes. Tell me what you need.”

Alex’s eyes filled with longing, desperation, devotion. “Please, Emma. I want to come for you. I want you to make me wait, or make me come, but only for you. Please—please, I need it.”

Emma let him linger on the edge, touching, then denying, kissing him until he whimpered. “Not yet. Not until you earn your collar’s key.”

She paused, grounding him, hand on his chest. “Colour?”

“Green. Desperate, but green.”

Emma unlocked his wrists at last, leaving his collar and ankles chained, and pulled him into her arms. For a moment, they just breathed together, the world shrunk to sweat, metal, skin, and trust.

“You did so well,” she said, voice fierce with pride. “You’ve earned your collar key. But I’m not taking it off yet.”

Alex smiled, exhausted but proud. “I don’t want you to. Not yet.”

She cupped his face, kissing him gently. “That’s my good boy.”

She let the chains stay, letting the weight of his restraint become something warm, a badge of service, of trust. They lay together, tangled and close, until it was her turn to surrender.

Emma always loved the moment the roles reversed: the afterglow of her command still fizzing in the air, the way Alex’s submission gave way to a different kind of energy—one more tentative, but just as hungry. Tonight, the room was thick with it, the chains still warm from his body, the collar slick with the heat of his skin.

Alex sat up, shaking out his arms, the marks from the restraints fresh and red. He massaged his wrists, grinning sheepishly. “That was intense.”

Emma stretched beside him, hair messy, eyes bright with satisfaction. “Ready to make me pay for it?”

He pretended to consider, then nodded, a newfound confidence settling in. “I think so. Lie back for me.”

She obeyed without protest, settling onto the bed, her heart beating a little faster. She felt suddenly self-conscious, the vulnerability of being undressed, displayed, the chains she’d so confidently wrapped around Alex now pooled beside her like a promise.

Alex picked up the first, weighing it in his hands. “Colour?”

“Green,” she said, smiling up at him. “I trust you.”

He nodded, then began. The first chain went around her left ankle, cold and heavy, padlocked to the foot of the bed. The next, her right wrist, drawn up above her head and attached to the headboard. The leather collar came last, buckled with the same gentle care she’d shown him, only this time it was her pulse that fluttered beneath it.

As Alex secured her, he narrated each move, his voice a steady thread tying her to the moment. “I want you to feel as safe as you made me feel. You can stop this any time. I’ll check in, just like you did.”

Emma let herself relax, melting into the sheets, allowing the helplessness to settle around her. There was something different about being restrained by Alex—less anticipation, more surrender. It was easy to let go, to trust, to wait for what he would ask of her.

He sat cross-legged beside her, picking up the dare cards she’d set out, shuffling them with a smirk. “Truth or dare?”

Emma’s mouth twisted. “Dare.”

Alex grinned, pulling the top card. “Hold still while I tease you. No wriggling, no words. If you move or speak, you lose a key.”

She bit her lip, steeling herself as he traced his fingers along her body—up her calf, along the curve of her thigh, across her ribs and collarbone. He found the places he knew made her shiver, lingered there, his touch maddeningly light. She tried not to react, tried to keep still, but the anticipation—the not knowing—was worse than any touch.

She broke first, a soft laugh slipping out as he brushed the inside of her elbow. Alex raised an eyebrow. “One key lost. Want to try again, or pick a different dare?”

Emma huffed, mock-annoyed. “You’re cruel.”

He winked, choosing another card. “Truth: Tell me a fantasy you’ve never told me before. Something you’re not sure you actually want, but think about.”

Emma hesitated, then let out a breath, her voice quiet but clear. “Sometimes I wonder what it would be like if you just… kept me restrained. Like, not even as a scene, but just as the background to everything. Eating, reading, falling asleep. Not being able to get free unless you wanted me to.”

Alex nodded, his hand finding hers. “Thank you for telling me. That’s honest, and brave.”

He unlocked her left ankle, giving her a moment to stretch before relocking it, this time leaving it looser, a gesture of care. “Service now. I want you to look at me and tell me one thing you love about being mine.”

Emma met his eyes, not shy. “I love that you see all of me—even the bratty, scared, or messy parts—and you still want me. I love that I can be yours, even when I’m not perfect.”

Alex smiled, warmth in his gaze, pride in his posture. He reached for the massage oil, pouring a little into his palm, then began to work it into her shoulders, her arms, her neck, soothing away the tension and making her feel both owned and cherished.

He kept her chained, but brought her other wrist down so she lay stretched, vulnerable, but never unsafe. He pressed a kiss to her forehead. “You’re perfect for me. Even—especially—when you’re a mess.”

He found another card. “Dare: Let me make you beg, the way you made me. And you have to say exactly what you want, no hiding behind jokes.”

Emma’s cheeks flushed, but she nodded, determined. She waited as Alex teased her—fingers tracing, lips brushing, whispers in her ear. Each time he stopped, she felt her need build, her pride falling away, replaced by hunger and trust.

“Please, Alex. Please let me come. I want you to push me, make me hold on, make me let go. Please—I need it, I need you.”

Alex rewarded her with praise and a gentle, lingering touch, never rushing, savoring her surrender as much as she’d savored his.

He checked her colour once more. “Still green?”

Emma nodded, voice soft. “Green, and grateful.”

He unlocked one wrist, then the collar, but left her ankles chained. He gathered her in his arms, the chains clinking softly, a counterpoint to their heartbeats.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “For giving me this.”

She kissed him, smiling into his mouth, feeling the pulse of connection between them, both of them changed and yet more themselves than ever.

They lay together, tangled in chains, skin, and the glow of surrender, until it was time to meet again—not as domme and sub, but as equals, chained together for the final game.

It was Alex who reached for the last length of chain, holding it between his palms as if weighing the future. The dares and challenges had melted some of his shyness, and his movements were gentler, more assured. Emma, still partially chained, caught his eye and smiled—no longer just domme or sub, but something softer, stranger: a co-conspirator, a lover in captivity.

“Your turn,” he said quietly. “Are you ready to trust me a little more?”

She nodded, shifting on the bed so they could face each other. Her ankles were still locked, his collar still snug, the faint scent of massage oil clinging to both their skins. Alex threaded the chain through the bed slats behind them, bringing their wrists together, linking left to right. With deliberate care, he snapped a padlock shut, joining them side by side, wrist to wrist.

Emma flexed experimentally, feeling the resistance. The chain was long enough to let them move, but short enough to force intimacy—each breath, each gesture, instantly shared. Her body, still humming with the echoes of surrender, buzzed with a new anticipation. Alex’s warmth bled into her, their legs tangling, the physical boundary between self and other blurring as the metal cooled against their skin.

They lay back, shoulders touching, hands loosely entwined. For a moment, neither spoke, both of them letting the silence settle—a silence that was neither awkward nor empty, but charged with possibility.

Emma broke it first, voice husky with emotion and the thrum of restraint. “It’s different, isn’t it? Being chained together.”

Alex nodded, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “It’s… quieter. Like, I can’t hide behind anything. I can’t just say ‘you’re in charge’ or ‘I’ll do what I’m told.’ Now I have to show you everything. It’s more equal. More real.”

She studied his face, seeing the vulnerability and affection in equal measure. “Do you like it?”

“I love it,” he admitted, words soft but sure. “I love not knowing what comes next, but knowing you’re here with me.”

She squeezed his hand, then shifted so they were facing each other on the bed, their bodies pressed close by the chain. “Let’s do a challenge together,” she murmured. “No dares, no orders. Just… answer honestly. And you can ask me anything, too.”

He thought for a moment, then grinned, a spark of play returning. “Okay. If you could freeze this moment, right now, and stay in it as long as you wanted, would you?”

Emma hesitated, then nodded, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. “Yes. I feel… safe. Wanted. Like there’s nothing I have to prove. I wish I could stay in this forever.”

Alex pressed his forehead to hers. “Me too.”

For a few breaths, they let the world shrink to the press of chain, the brush of skin, the tangle of limbs. Alex ran his fingers over Emma’s knuckles, and she over his. With each movement, they learned something new about each other—where they fit, where they gave, where they refused to yield.

Emma drew in a shaky breath, her voice almost a whisper. “Can I ask you something, now?”

“Anything.”

She hesitated. “What scares you most about this? About being locked up, or locking me up?”

Alex’s reply was immediate, honest. “That I’ll miss something important. That I’ll push too hard, or not hard enough. That I’ll let you down. But right now? I’m not scared. I’m just… here.”

Emma smiled, relief flooding her. “You’re not letting me down. You never do.”

They talked in circles, questions and answers flowing as the chain kept them close—truths that might have felt too big or too silly before now slipped out easily, cushioned by the safety of their shared captivity. They spoke about fantasies, fears, the future. Emma confessed to loving the feeling of being both in control and out of it; Alex admitted that what he craved most was connection—this very feeling, wrist to wrist, skin to skin, no scripts or roles to hide behind.

Between words, their touches grew bolder—hands exploring, faces nuzzling, lips brushing as their restraint forced them to move together, to negotiate every inch of closeness. The line between dominance and submission blurred until it disappeared. They were just Emma and Alex, chained, vulnerable, and inseparable.

After a while, Emma whispered, “Can I kiss you?”

Alex grinned, eyes bright. “I was hoping you’d ask.”

The kiss was awkward, their hands tangled, the chain clinking between them. But it was perfect—soft, laughing, a little wild. They moved together, pressing closer, chasing each other’s mouths and smiles, the restraints only making every sensation sharper, more precious.

Eventually, Alex rested his head on Emma’s shoulder, her arm curled around his waist, both their breathing slowing as the adrenaline ebbed. “I could stay like this forever,” he murmured.

Emma kissed his forehead. “We have all night.”

They lay in silence, feeling the pulse of their hearts, the weight of the chain—a reminder that surrender could be mutual, that trust could be shared, that the games they played had, in the end, only brought them closer.

The chain connecting Emma and Alex had become a living thing—an extra heartbeat between them, urging them closer, keeping them from drifting apart. Emma lay on her side, pressed to Alex, their wrists still locked together, the heat from his skin radiating through every link. She let her fingers trace over his chest, feeling the way his breath stuttered each time she moved.

They had talked themselves raw—fantasies and fears spilled out, laughter and confession, until only touch remained. The room felt suspended, every sense sharpened by the reality that neither of them could reach for pleasure without the other. Their limbs tangled and untangled, hips and thighs brushing, until Emma smiled, a slow, commanding curve of her mouth.

“Do you trust me to take you there?” she whispered, her thumb brushing the hollow of his throat, the collar still snug as a promise.

Alex swallowed, eyes wide, the last of his bravado melting into pure want. “Always.”

Emma shifted, guiding his chained hand to rest on her hip, aligning their bodies so that every motion became a mutual challenge—a negotiation. She kissed him deeply, letting her teeth catch his lower lip, her tongue sliding slow and deliberate. Each movement was shared, each gasp mirrored. Their restraint meant there was no room for selfishness—every pleasure had to be given as it was received.

She began by teasing, her touch feather-light over his belly, his cock, her own thighs. Alex squirmed, hardening, his hips instinctively pressing against her. But the chain prevented him from taking control; every thrust and grind required her permission, her guidance. Emma reveled in this power, but also in the trust it demanded.

She rolled on top, straddling his thigh, using their joined wrists to keep them close. With her free hand, she stroked herself, letting him watch, making a show of her own arousal. “You only get to come when I say so. And not a second before. Understood?”

Alex groaned, desperate. “Yes. Please—Emma, I need—”

She silenced him with another kiss, slow and hungry, grinding down on his thigh, her heat leaving slick trails against his skin. She let him watch her, let him feel every tremor. When she finally reached for him, it was with intention—a shared rhythm, their hands and mouths exploring, her voice guiding his every movement.

“Touch me,” she commanded, guiding his fingers over her clit, his wrist twisting awkwardly in the chain, but never breaking contact. She showed him exactly how, moaning into his neck, her hips rocking in time with his touch. When she saw him falter, his pleasure threatening to overtake him, she pressed her forehead to his. “Not yet. You wait for me.”

The denial was exquisite for them both. Alex whimpered, straining against the chain, his body shaking with need. Emma pressed her thighs together, her own pleasure mounting, deliciously out of her control yet still, somehow, orchestrated by her will.

Finally, when both were shaking, sweat-slick, Emma let herself go—crying out, body clenching around his hand, her climax raw and overwhelming. She held nothing back, letting him see every wave, every tremor.

Only when she was spent, panting and loose against him, did she turn her attention to Alex. She stroked him with her chained hand, her touch skilled, relentless, whispering filth and praise until his restraint broke. Alex gasped her name, coming hard, his whole body arching against her, the chain rattling as he rode the crest of release.

They collapsed together, hearts thundering, wrists still joined. Emma pressed her forehead to his, tears stinging her eyes—not from pain, but from the pure, unguarded closeness of it all. “You’re perfect,” she whispered, breath catching. “I’ve never felt so close.”

Alex buried his face in her hair, still shaking. “Me neither. You make me braver than I’ve ever been.”

For a long time, they didn’t move. The chain was no longer a barrier, but a lifeline—a reminder that pleasure, power, and surrender could all exist in the same breath, the same embrace.

When their breathing slowed, Emma finally reached for the keys, unlocking Alex first, then herself. The clink of each padlock echoed like a benediction, a gentle return to their unchained selves.

But even free, they didn’t separate. Instead, they wrapped around each other, sweat-slick and shivering, bodies tangled, the chain curled between them like a secret.

Emma and Alex stayed entangled long after the last padlock clinked open. The chain lay coiled between them, its coolness fading fast as their bodies pressed together, seeking warmth. Neither was eager to break the spell; the intimacy of joint restraint, the dual edge of dominance and surrender, had left them both raw and wide open.

Emma was the first to move, her hand tracing the line of Alex’s jaw, then smoothing through his hair. “You okay?” she asked, voice gentle, hesitant in the quiet that followed their release.

Alex nodded, his eyes heavy with satisfaction and something deeper—relief, maybe, or awe. “More than okay. I feel… empty and full at the same time. Like I ran a marathon and also just fell in love with you all over again.”

Emma smiled, her body still buzzing, the ache in her thighs and wrists a physical memory of their play. “That was… a lot. In the best way. I didn’t think it would feel so different, being restrained together. Usually it’s one of us in charge, but tonight—”

Alex finished her sentence. “—It felt like both of us. Or neither. Just us.”

They shifted together, Emma helping Alex roll onto his side, the blanket pulled up over their naked bodies. She reached for the water bottle, holding it to his lips before taking a long sip herself. Their hands shook, laughter bubbling up as the tension bled away.

Emma took her time with aftercare: massaging the faint red marks on Alex’s wrists, kissing the place where the collar had sat, whispering little reassurances—you’re safe, you’re loved, I’m so proud of you. Alex mirrored her care, rubbing her shoulders, brushing sweat-damp hair from her forehead, nuzzling close.

They lay in silence for a while, the kind that only came after real vulnerability. Emma finally broke it with a shy laugh. “I think the chain might be my favorite prop so far. It’s… honest. It doesn’t care who’s in charge.”

Alex grinned, threading his fingers through hers. “It’s a good equalizer. And there’s something about earning the keys that made it feel… earned, I guess.”

Emma rolled over, grabbing their notebook from the nightstand. She handed it to Alex, wiggling the pen between his fingers. “Scorecard time. You’re scribe tonight.”

He took it, writing in his neat, deliberate script:

Aftercare Scorecard:

Comfort: “High. The chain was heavy, but not painful. I liked how you kept checking in.”

Arousal: “Off the charts. The mutual restraint made it hotter. The denial and teasing… next level.”

Fun: “Honestly? Ten out of ten. The dares, the service, the teamwork—didn’t think it could be this playful and intense.”

Nerves: “Started high, dropped quickly. As soon as we were chained together, I forgot to be anxious.”

Novelty: “Never done anything like it. Both of us restrained—new favorite.”

Emma added her own thoughts underneath, her handwriting bigger, loopier:

	“I loved feeling like your partner and your dom. The chain forced me to slow down and check in, which made everything deeper. I want to try it again—maybe a whole night where neither of us can get free until morning.”



They reviewed the dares and tasks, giggling at which ones had gone better than expected, and which needed a rewrite before returning to the Jar. Emma suggested adding a “double-dare” round: whoever holds out longest in restraint chooses the next week’s main game. Alex agreed, but only if there was a “revenge key” hidden somewhere in the flat.

Pillow talk drifted from scenes to the mundane—the groceries, the leak in the bathroom, whether Bublé had eaten the mail again—but the thread of connection was unbroken, woven tight by everything they’d risked and revealed.

Before sleep, Emma rested her head on Alex’s chest, the chain now a loose necklace around them both. “I never thought I’d be this happy, this… open, just from a Monday game.”

Alex kissed the top of her head, his voice thick with emotion. “It’s not just the game. It’s you. It’s us.”

Emma squeezed his hand, closing her eyes, letting trust settle deep in her bones.

As they drifted off, the chain glinted in the moonlight—a reminder that sometimes, the only way to be truly free was to risk being bound, together.


Epilogue – The Next Game Awaits

It was late, almost midnight, when Emma and Alex finally found themselves tangled together in the gentle wreckage of their Monday night. The chain was back in its velvet pouch, the collar hung neatly on the wardrobe door, but traces of the night lingered everywhere: faint marks at Emma’s wrists, the distant clink of padlocks as Alex emptied the laundry basket, a notebook full of scribbles and secrets.

They lay facing each other, the duvet a tangle at their knees, the glow of the city painting soft shadows on the ceiling. Bublé, sensing the mood, had curled up at the foot of the bed, his soft snoring a gentle counterpoint to their quiet laughter.

Emma propped herself on one elbow, gazing at Alex, her eyes full of mischief and tenderness. “How is it that every Monday feels brand new, even after all this?”

Alex reached for her hand, threading their fingers together. “Because we never know what’s coming next. The Jar keeps us guessing.”

Emma grinned, rolling over to the nightstand and picking up the infamous Jar of Fate. She shook it, the slips rustling inside, and set it between them. “Okay, one last ritual before we sleep. Two new slips for next month. No peeking at each other’s.”

Alex groaned, but his smile gave him away. “What are the odds you’re not about to write something outrageous?”

“Only one way to find out.” Emma reached for a blank card, biting her lip as she scribbled quickly. Her handwriting was wild, half a dare, half a confession: Invite a guest? If yes, who decides?

She folded it in half, slipped it into the jar, and handed Alex his card. He thought for a moment, then wrote, Reverse roles: the loser of next week’s game plans the scene. No vetoes. Full surprise.

He dropped it in, gave the jar a ceremonial shake, and set it back in its place of honor.

They lay back, hands joined over the sheets, the weight of their shared secrets warm between them. Outside, the city’s pulse was steady, but inside their world was still—filled with the sense that anything could happen next.

Emma sighed, content. “You know, part of me is terrified by what might come out of that jar.”

Alex squeezed her hand, voice soft. “Me too. But I want every bit of it, as long as it’s with you.”

She smiled, pressing a slow kiss to his lips. “Deal. Next Monday, we draw—and whatever it is, we do it together.”

They drifted into sleep, the future stretching out before them—full of slips and games and a hundred more Mondays. As the darkness folded in, the last thing Emma remembered was the sound of Alex’s steady breathing, the promise of another challenge, and the thrill of knowing that their game was only just beginning.


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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