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You didn’t come here to behave.

Some stories don’t expect restraint.

They reward curiosity, and everything that follows.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Story 1 - One More Secret

It started with a red Solo cup, a loose tongue, and a dare I wasn’t supposed to take seriously.

“Neha, truth or dare?”

I was already two tequila sodas in, legs draped over a beanbag, hair half-curled and sticking to the back of my neck from the sweat of too many bodies and not enough airflow. The living room buzzed with bass and filtered light from a cheap disco bulb someone had stuck into a desk lamp. Everyone was glowing and half-feral.

I grinned lazily and sipped. “Dare.”

Nisha leaned in, eyes glittering. “I dare you to kiss Karan.”

The room rippled.

Karan — tall, groomed, unbothered — stood across the room by the kitchen counter, sipping something expensive-looking from a glass tumbler. Host of the party. Fiancé of Amrita, who was currently upstairs changing into a second party outfit because she claimed the first one didn’t “breathe right.”

“That’s dirty,” I said, raising my brows.

Nisha laughed. “It’s a party. And it’s not like he’s your ex. Just a kiss. You scared?”

I wasn’t. But I should’ve been.

The others hooted, nudging me like it was harmless. Karan caught on fast — I saw the exact second his ears perked and he turned his head in my direction, brows raised, the smirk already forming like he knew he wouldn’t stop me.

I stood, adjusted my top — low-cut, black, no bra — and walked slowly toward him through a sea of plastic cups, echoing whoops, and alcohol-drenched judgment.

He didn’t move.

I stopped in front of him, close. The music pulsed between us like a dare of its own.

“You heard them,” I said.

“I did.” His voice was low, clean. Whiskey-smooth.

“I’ve been dared.”

He gave a single nod, not even pretending to hesitate. “Go on then.”

Fuck.

I leaned in and kissed him.

It was supposed to be a joke. A shallow press of lips. A half-smile after, a laugh, a toast, a return to the group like it was nothing.

But Karan kissed me back. And not with polite detachment.

His mouth found mine with confident heat — slow, warm, and intentional. His hand grazed my waist, fingers brushing the bare skin under my top like a memory he was reaching for. My eyes snapped open mid-kiss, but I didn’t pull away.

The room didn’t exist.

My body arched before I could stop it — just a twitch, instinctive, barely-there — but he noticed. His mouth curved against mine. He tasted like cloves and pride.

I pulled back first. Heart racing.

“Okay,” I said, voice a notch too breathy. “That’s done.”

He just looked at me, unreadable. Not guilty. Not proud. Just still.

And then I saw her — someone across the room. Maybe one of Amrita’s friends, maybe someone I didn’t even know. Standing too still in the hallway. Watching.

Her eyes met mine. Then flicked to Karan. Then back.

She didn’t smile. She just turned and walked upstairs.

Shit.

I turned back to him. “Did you see—”

“Yeah.”

“Do you know who—?”

He shook his head once. “No.”

I licked my lips and stepped back. The group was laughing like nothing happened, except Nisha — she was looking at me like she’d just unwrapped a present and liked what she found inside.

I sat down again, legs shaky in a way I pretended was from the drink.

The game went on.

But the air had changed.

I should’ve shaken it off.

Laughed it away, called it tequila brain, gone outside for a cigarette I didn’t need just to feel the air slap me awake.

Instead, I kept replaying the feel of his mouth — that warm, insistent pressure that hadn’t hesitated, not even for a second. It wasn’t the kind of kiss you gave to someone else’s friend at a party. It was the kind that had weight.

I’d kissed people as a joke before. Dares. Drunken mistakes. Kisses that meant nothing.

This one didn’t feel like that.

Ten minutes passed. Maybe fifteen. Nisha was grinding on someone new, the playlist had moved into late-night territory, and I was still sitting in the same spot, pretending to sip, pretending to laugh.

Karan hadn’t come back into the main room.

I spotted Amrita upstairs on the balcony with two girls from her pilates group. She looked calm. Unbothered. Her lipstick had been reapplied — she’d found her second outfit after all. Bright pink, cropped, tighter than it needed to be. She didn’t look like a woman who suspected anything.

Which made it worse.

I got up and made my way toward the kitchen under the pretense of needing ice, or maybe just a breath.

He was there.

Leaning against the fridge, scrolling his phone like nothing inside him had shifted. But when he looked up and saw me, something in his posture gave — the tightness in his jaw, the angle of his head. A flicker of something unspoken.

He didn’t smile.

I stepped closer, just enough. “That was reckless.”

“Was it?” His voice was quieter now.

“You didn’t have to kiss me back.”

“You didn’t have to kiss me at all.”

Touché.

I exhaled slowly. “Someone saw.”

“I know.”

“She looked like she knew you.”

“She didn’t stop it.”

That shouldn’t have turned me on. But it did — more than I’d admit.

“I shouldn’t be here,” I said, but I didn’t move.

He didn’t touch me. But I could feel his attention like heat against my chest, my hips, my lips. The silence between us wasn’t empty — it was loud. Like we were already fucking in the space between words.

“You’re still standing here,” he said.

“I don’t make good decisions.”

He nodded once, like he’d already figured that out. “Me either.”

I let the words hang. His eyes dropped — just briefly — to the edge of my top. Then met mine again, calmly. Like he wasn’t ashamed.

“You ever think about what people want, when they do things they shouldn’t?” I asked.

“All the time.”

A beat passed.

Then footsteps behind me — two girls came in, giggling, looking for snacks. I took a step back. The spell snapped, but not completely.

“Enjoy the rest of the party,” he said, tone neutral.

I walked away before I could say something worse.

I didn’t sleep that night.

The moment stuck to me like something I hadn’t wiped off. Every time I closed my eyes, I remembered how his hand had almost settled on my hip. How his mouth had tasted like he knew he was crossing a line and didn’t care.

I thought about the girl who’d watched.

I thought about what it meant that I wasn’t horrified.

The next day, around noon, my phone buzzed while I was still in bed with a pounding head and half a bottle of water tucked under my chin.

Unknown number. No name. Just a message:

“Didn’t look like a dare.”

My stomach flipped. A sharp, guilty thrill raced through me.

I stared at it.

No emoji. No punctuation. Just the kind of sentence that could twist your whole gut the wrong way — or the right way, depending on how broken you were.

I typed: Who is this?

The reply came fast.

“You know.”

I didn’t. Not for sure. But I had a gut feeling.

I waited. Another text came.

“You kiss all your friends’ men like that?”

I should’ve blocked it.

Instead, I typed back:

Only the ones who kiss back.

Read. No reply. For five full minutes.

Then:

“What else do you do when people are watching?”

Fuck.

I spent the next day pretending I wasn’t refreshing that message thread every twenty minutes.

The mystery of it was eating me alive.

It could’ve been anyone at the party. I didn’t know everyone there — some were friends-of-friends, exes of exes, or strangers invited through casual group chats. The girl who’d seen the kiss — the one in the hallway — I couldn’t remember her face clearly now. Just the fixed stare. The way she didn’t smile. The way she’d turned and walked away like she was holding a secret I didn’t know I’d given her.

I checked Karan’s social media. Nothing new. No story posts. No liked pictures that gave anything away. His account was tidy. Sterile.

Amrita had posted a boomerang of her clinking glasses with two girls — timestamped the night of the party. No hint of tension. She still had a photo of her and Karan pinned to her highlights: “Roka night 💍💫 #mine”.

My stomach twisted.

That night, the messages started again.

Unknown:

“He wanted more.”

Me:

You were watching that closely?

Unknown:

“I see more than people think.”

“You wanted it too.”

I hesitated. Then:

Is this about blackmail?

Unknown:

“Not everything’s a threat.”

“Some of us just like watching.”

A pulse fired low in my belly — unexpected and hot.

I started scanning every person who looked at me too long in public. The guy behind me in line at the café. The woman at the gym who paused too long between reps. A random profile that liked three of my Instagram posts in a row.

I started walking differently — shoulders back, chin up. Like I knew someone might be looking.

And I liked it.

I saw Karan again three days later.

Not planned.

We crossed paths at a mutual’s rooftop dinner — smaller group this time. Intimate. A dozen people, low lighting, wine instead of shots. No dares.

He spotted me from across the table. Didn’t smile, didn’t shift. But I knew he felt it too — that taut awareness between us, like an invisible thread tugging the corners of our mouths, our eyes, our thighs.

When someone asked me how I knew him, I lied.

“Friends from uni,” I said. “Barely stayed in touch.”

He met my eyes when I said it. Just for a second.

Later, while the others were distracted by dessert, I slipped into the hallway to take a breath.

He followed.

We didn’t touch. We didn’t speak.

But we stood close enough to feel each other’s breath.

“You should be careful,” I whispered.

“Are you warning me?” he asked.

“No. I think I’m warning myself.”

His gaze dropped, just briefly — to my mouth, to my collarbone, to the line where my dress ended and my skin began.

“Someone saw,” I said. “They’re messaging me.”

He didn’t flinch. “Saying what?”

“That they like watching.”

His jaw shifted. “And do you?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to.

When I got home that night, the messages were waiting.

Unknown:

“You’re glowing lately.”

“Did he fuck you with his eyes?”

My breath hitched.

I stared at the screen.

Fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Then I typed:

What do you want from me?

A pause.

Then:

“I want to know how far you’ll go.”

By the end of the week, I was more addicted to the messages than I’d ever admit.

They never came all at once. Always spaced out. Teasing. A rhythm I started to recognize: just when I thought it was over — silence — another message would drop.

Unknown:

“Do you touch yourself thinking about him?”

The first time I didn’t answer. I sat on my bed in the dark, the glow of my phone lighting the curve of my thigh, and just looked at the message. My nipples stiffened before I could even think to lie about it.

The second time I said yes.

Me:

Sometimes.

That unlocked something.

Unknown:

“Did you know he watched you walk away?”

“He stared at your ass like he wanted to ruin it.”

The messages weren’t just guesses — they were specific. Too specific. Either this person had been there, watching all along, or they were Karan.

And part of me didn’t care which.

The more I messaged, the more I changed.

My texts got dirtier. My selfies shifted — nothing obvious, no nudity, but more skin. Low-cut tanks. No bra. Mirror shots with captions I never posted. Some I sent.

I started typing with one hand, fingers between my thighs, wet before I even finished the first reply.

It wasn’t just the words. It was the powerlessness. The delicious lack of control.

Someone knew. Someone saw. And they weren’t punishing me — they were feeding it.

Then, one night, I got a video.

It was short. Grainy. No sound.

It was me — from the party. Kissing Karan. The moment of heat. The way his hand slid just beneath the hem of my top, almost touching skin.

I froze.

The camera was close. Not zoomed in. The angle was steady.

Whoever filmed it had been standing right there.

I should have panicked. Should’ve felt shame.

But all I felt was wet between my legs.

Me:

You filmed that?

Unknown:

“I filmed what mattered.”

Me:

Why?

Unknown:

“Because I wanted to watch it again.”

Karan messaged me the next morning.

Just one line:

Karan:

“Did you get the video?”

My chest caved in.

It was him.

The anonymous messages, the questions, the heat — all him.

Or at least, he was part of it.

I didn’t reply.

Not right away.

Instead, I showered — hot, guilty, lingering. I let the water scald my neck while I replayed everything. The kiss. The hallway tension. The messages. The fucking video.

I stared at myself in the fogged mirror afterward. My pupils were blown. My mouth still looked kissed.

What the fuck was I becoming?

Later that night, a knock came at my door.

Not a text. Not a call.

A real knock.

I opened it without thinking.

Karan stood there.

Not in party clothes. Not in his fiancé’s shadow.

Just a dark t-shirt. Hands in pockets. Eyes that didn’t bother pretending anymore.

“I shouldn’t be here,” he said.

“You’re here anyway.”

Silence.

“I’m not asking you to do anything,” he said. “I just… I needed to see if you looked at me the same way when there weren’t people watching.”

I didn’t answer.

But I stepped aside.

The door clicked shut behind him, and the silence wrapped around us like sweat.

Karan stood in the middle of my tiny living room like he didn’t know what to do with his hands. His jaw clenched and unclenched. He looked too casual — plain black tee, jeans, clean sneakers — but nothing about his body was relaxed.

Neither was mine.

I sat on the arm of the couch, one leg crossed tight over the other, arms folded, trying to act unaffected while my pulse throbbed between my thighs.

“You sent the messages,” I said.

He nodded.

“All of them?”

A pause. Then, “Most.”

My mouth twitched. “So someone did see us that night.”

“I don’t know who. But when they messaged you, I knew I wasn’t the only one watching.” His voice dropped. “I just didn’t like the idea of them getting there first.”

I swallowed. “So you made a fake number. Pretended to be them.”

He gave a small shrug. “Worked, didn’t it?”

He was right. It had worked.

It got under my skin. Beneath my clothes. Between my legs.

“You wanted me to feel watched,” I said.

He stepped closer. “I think you already did.”

I didn’t move. Didn’t stop him.

“I should be disgusted,” I whispered.

“But you’re not.”

Another step. Close enough now that I could feel the heat from his chest.

“I’ve been thinking about that kiss,” he said. “How you tasted. The way your body leaned into mine without even thinking.”

“I was thinking.”

“Not about stopping.”

His hand hovered over my knee. Not touching — just close enough that my skin tightened in anticipation.

I didn’t look at it. I looked at him.

“You’re engaged.”

“I haven’t touched her since the party.”

“That’s supposed to make it better?”

“No,” he said softly. “It’s supposed to tell you who I’m really thinking about.”

My thighs unclenched before I meant them to.

His hand finally settled — palm warm against my knee, then sliding slowly up the inside of my thigh.

I didn’t stop him.

His fingers found the edge of my shorts. Brushed the hem. Slipped beneath.

No words.

Just breath.

His fingertips grazed the line of my panties — soaked, already — and he exhaled hard through his nose like he’d just won something.

I bit my lip. Hard.

“You’re wet,” he said. “Right now. Just from me being here.”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I managed.

His mouth twitched. “Too late.”

He leaned in, nose brushing the side of my cheek, lips near my ear.

“I’ve been jerking off to that video every night since.”

I gasped.

He slipped a finger along the crease where my thigh met heat — so close, but not touching the center.

“I wanted to see how far you’d go,” he said. “Now I want to see if you’ll beg.”

I was already on the edge.

Already aching.

Already furious with how much I wanted to.

Then I pulled back.

“I can’t.”

Karan froze.

I stood, skin flushed, legs shaky, adrenaline thick in my mouth. “I want to. But I won’t. Not yet.”

“Why?”

“Because the second I fuck you, I lose the game.”

“What game?”

I smiled, bitter and breathless. “The one where I’m the one in control.”

We stared at each other — two bodies thrumming, two minds spinning, one breath away from disaster.

He stepped back. Hands raised. “Okay.”

“You should leave,” I said.

He nodded once. “This isn’t over.”

“No,” I said. “It really isn’t.”

After he left, I didn’t touch myself.

I didn’t have to.

The ache was enough. The tension was better.

Letting him walk out hard and aching? That was the new high.

I thought walking away would give me clarity.

It didn’t.

I lasted three days.

Three days of ignoring Karan’s texts. Three days of seeing his name light up my phone and letting it rot in the lock screen. Three days of lying in bed, thighs clenched, breath short, resisting the urge to call him and say come finish what you started.

But that wasn’t the worst part.

The worst part was what arrived in my inbox on the fourth day.

An email. No subject. No name. Just a short message:

“Your secrets have such pretty lighting.”

Attached: three stills from the party video. Me and Karan, lips locked. His hand curled possessively around my waist. My eyes half-closed, drunk on it.

It wasn’t from him.

This was someone else.

Another watcher.

Someone who never spoke until now.

I texted Karan immediately.

Did you send anything to anyone else?

Karan:

“No. I deleted everything. I swear.”

You sure you didn’t get off on sharing it?

Karan:

“Neha. I wouldn’t.”

But someone had.

The game I thought I was playing — the one I’d thought I controlled — wasn’t just between the two of us anymore.

That night, I went to another party.

Same crowd. Same vibe. But tighter. Louder. More humid. Everyone a little more careless.

Amrita was there.

So was the girl from the hallway — the one who saw the kiss. I recognized her now. Red lips, gold earrings, a gaze that pinned.

She walked up to me mid-song and handed me a drink I didn’t ask for.

“Tastes like secrets,” she said.

I blinked. “Sorry?”

She leaned in, lips close to my ear. “Don’t worry. He kissed me too. But not like that.”

Before I could answer, she was gone. Dancing. Laughing.

My skin prickled.

Everyone knew something. Or suspected. Or wanted to.

Later, I stepped outside for air. Just me, my phone, and the message thread I couldn’t delete.

Unknown:

“Still thinking about what you didn’t let him do?”

Who the fuck are you?

Unknown:

“The one who finishes what he doesn’t.”

I stared. Cold flush down my spine.

Then another message.

“Turn around.”

My blood went electric.

I turned.

No one.

But across the street — under the yellow halo of a flickering streetlamp — was someone in a dark hoodie.

Still.

Watching.

Not Karan.

Not a stranger either.

I couldn’t tell which was worse.

Back inside, I ran into Karan.

He was waiting in the stairwell. Arms crossed. Eyes hungry.

“You said not yet,” he said.

“And now?”

I walked past him. “Come upstairs.”

We didn’t make it to the bed.

His mouth was on mine before the door even clicked shut, hands under my dress, tongue hot and urgent. I tore at his shirt. He pressed me up against the wall like the kiss had never ended — like he’d just been holding it in his mouth, saving it.

“Tell me you don’t want this,” he growled.

I moaned instead.

His fingers were between my legs in seconds — no teasing this time, just heat and wet and pressure. I gasped, already dripping, thighs trembling.

“Fuck, Neha.”

“Harder,” I said.

He obeyed.

My hips bucked. My moan echoed too loud. I didn’t care. Let them watch. Let them all fucking watch.

After, we lay tangled, breathless, drenched.

I stared at the ceiling.

“I think someone’s threatening me,” I said quietly.

Karan didn’t move. “Who?”

“I don’t know. But they’ve seen us.”

He was silent.

Then: “Do you want me to stop?”

“No.”

A beat passed.

“Do you want me to help?”

I turned my head to look at him.

“I want you to kiss me again. While they’re watching.”

A week later, I was back at the same house.

New party. Same lights. Same crowd, more or less. Amrita floated past me in silver, laughing too loudly at something I didn’t catch. Karan stood in the kitchen again — a different drink in hand, same heat in his stare.

No one said anything.

But I could feel it.

The difference.

The watching.

It was in the way Nisha smirked at me when I reached for the bottle. In the way someone brushed against my back in the hallway just a little too deliberately. In the way my phone buzzed at 11:21 PM with a single message:

“Round two?”

No name.

Just the thrill.

Later, I found him — Karan — in the dark edge of the backyard, cigarette half-lit, collar damp with heat.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t need to.

He turned, saw me, and something passed between us like static.

Not guilt.

Not shame.

Just recognition.

We were past pretending.

He reached for me.

And this time, I let him.

I used to think a secret was something you buried.

Now I know better.

A secret is something you wear — under your skin, in your smile, between your legs — and once it starts to show, you don’t stop it.

You feed it.


Story 2 - Digital Double Life

It was just supposed to be a release.

A way to sweat out the ache, jerk off the memory, and keep the nights from getting too fucking long.

After Maya left — after the final, awful silence of that breakup call — I didn’t rage-text. I didn’t beg. I did what I always do: compartmentalized, closed the tab on that chapter.

Then opened a new one.

I made a profile on a discreet cam site called LushLoop, under the username VidManX. Basic. Anonymous. Private. I picked the kind of site where the users blurred their faces or used shadows and mood lighting. Where fantasy mattered more than identity.

But anonymity only works when no one already knows your patterns.

Because four nights later, Maya messaged me.

M_D:

“This your new thing now?”

Her username was low-effort. Her profile pic, less so — hair up, lips glossed, collarbone bare, the thin strap of a black bra hanging like it had just slipped.

It was unmistakably her.

My cock stirred instantly.

Me:

You watching me, or just judging?

Maya:

“Both.”

And just like that, we were back in something neither of us named.

It was dirtier than before.

We didn’t talk about the breakup. Or the three months of silence. Or who blocked who first.

We sexted.

She’d message late at night:

“Cam on. Let me see how you do it without me.”

“Show me how you hold it when you miss my mouth.”

She wanted specifics. Angles. Instruction.

I set the lighting low — desk lamp tipped back, just enough to catch my torso in warm gold. I stayed shirtless, sometimes in briefs, sometimes already hard. I aimed the webcam down just enough to hide my face. It didn’t matter.

She knew the body. She knew what it looked like when I was close.

Some nights, I edged for her. Kept my grip light. Moaned her name. Told her what I’d do if she were under my desk.

She never turned her camera on. Just watched.

When I came, I let her hear it. Whispered her name like a confession.

And then — nothing.

No softness. No heart. Just her final message:

“Good boy.”

Every time she sent it, I felt filthy. And owned. And painfully hard all over again.

The next morning, I dragged myself into Zoom like I hadn’t just filmed myself coming for my ex’s pleasure six hours earlier.

Button-up shirt, clean shave, framed bookshelf behind me. Arjun, the collected one. Arjun, who hit deadlines. Arjun, who never once raised his voice on a call.

But I was tired.

And horny.

And cocky in the way only men who think they’re untouchable are.

It was a Thursday. Morning all-hands. Ten heads in rectangles, half of them muted, all of us fake-smiling at Q3 metrics we didn’t believe in.

My manager asked me to walk through the deck.

I clicked “Share Screen.”

I forgot to close the browser tab.

There it was. Right next to the presentation file:

LushLoop – Private Session w/ M_D (LIVE)

The thumbnail alone could’ve killed me.

A paused video still — grainy, dim-lit, unmistakable. My torso bare, hand wrapped tight around my cock, tip flushed, leaking. The video title read:

“FOR HER: Watch me miss your mouth.”

And below that, a little red icon flashing: “NEW MESSAGE FROM M_D”

It was up for two, maybe three seconds.

My stomach dropped.

I yanked the screen share off so fast I skipped two slides ahead.

No one said a word.

But I saw something flicker in the sidebar chat — someone typing… deleting… then stopping.

I kept talking. Heart racing. Face flushing. Palms slick.

I walked through the rest of the deck with my dick still half-hard and the fear of god in my throat.

After the meeting, I closed every tab like I was defusing a bomb.

I sat there. Waiting for the ping from HR. Or from Maya. Or from literally anyone who now knew what my “private sessions” looked like.

Nothing came.

Until two hours later.

Slack.

From Priya Sharma.

Quiet. Brilliant. Never missed a thing. Always took meeting notes. Always polite.

Her message was just two words:

“Nice username.”

Priya Sharma.

She wasn’t loud. She wasn’t flashy. She was the kind of woman most men underestimated — which made her infinitely more dangerous.

We’d worked together for a year. Shared a few project calls. Exchanged maybe ten words in person.

But I’d noticed her.

Noticed the neatness. The posture. The way her sweaters always skimmed her hips just right. The no-nonsense black trousers. The small silver hoops in her ears. The ink-blue eyeliner — sharp as a blade — always perfectly winged.

And her voice.

Smooth, measured, low.

The kind of voice you leaned into instinctively, just to catch every word.

So when I got her message — just two words:

“Nice username.”

— my gut twisted.

I stared at it for a solid minute.

Then typed:

Sorry?

She replied instantly.

“VidManX.”

My chest tightened. My cock twitched. I hated that it twitched.

You weren’t supposed to see that.

“I did.”

Are you reporting me?

“No.”

That was worse.

That was much worse.

I typed:

Then why message me?

She didn’t reply.

Not immediately.

Five minutes passed. Then ten.

I tried to go back to work. Opened a doc. Typed the same sentence three times. Deleted it.

Finally, another ping.

“Was it for her?”

I hesitated.

What?

“The video. ‘Miss your mouth.’ Was it for someone specific?”

I swallowed hard.

Yes.

“She’s lucky.”

That stopped me cold.

What do you mean?

Her typing bubble popped up. Disappeared. Came back.

“You’re good on camera.”

I was rock hard now. Shame and arousal punching into each other like they were wrestling for space.

This wasn’t blackmail. Not exactly.

It was a flirtation with fangs.

The next message changed everything.

“Send me something.”

My throat went dry.

What kind of something?

“Your choice. Impress me.”

This wasn’t Maya. Maya told me exactly what to do. Maya bossed. Maya baited.

Priya didn’t command.

She invited.

Which was worse — because it made it feel like my choice.

I went to the bathroom. Shut the door. Stared at myself in the mirror.

What the fuck was I doing?

But I already knew.

I set my phone on the counter. Hit record. Unbuttoned my shirt slowly — no face, just chest, clavicle, abs. Slid my hand down, let my fingers trace over my hard-on, still inside my pants.

I didn’t speak.

Just a long, slow tease.

Sent it.

No caption.

Let it hang there like a challenge.

Ten minutes later, she replied.

“Nice lighting.”

No emoji. No follow-up.

Just that.

Like she was sipping tea and grading me.

And I realized something that made my pulse stutter:

This wasn’t just about sex.

This was power.

And she was enjoying every fucking second of it.

The next message came at 11:43 p.m.

Priya:

“Still up?”

I was already in bed, boxers only, scrolling aimlessly, not even pretending to sleep.

Yes.

“Good. Dare you to show me how you stroke it slow.”

Just like that.

No build-up. No fake innocence.

Just the tight, clinical precision of someone who knew what she wanted — and wasn’t pretending it was a joke.

My cock stirred instantly. I stared at the screen, pulse thudding in my ears.

Do you always play like this?

“Only when it’s worth it.”

I flipped the camera. Propped it against a glass of water on my nightstand. No face again — just my bare chest, abs, and the unmistakable tent in my boxers.

I slid them down slow.

Let her see the curve of me — already half-hard — then wrapped my hand around the base, squeezing once. Just enough to make it pulse.

Then I began.

Slow strokes. Rhythmic. Measured.

I wanted it to look like control.

But the truth was, I was already leaking.

My thumb smeared the precum across the head, glistening under the warm light.

I kept going. Slower. Letting the tension build.

Then I stopped just before it got dangerous. Hit record. Sent her 27 seconds.

She replied in less than a minute.

“You stroke like you want to be told when to finish.”

Fuck.

My jaw clenched. My cock jumped.

You telling me not to?

“I’m saying don’t do anything unless I say so.”

It wasn’t a question. Or a request.

My body betrayed me — full hard-on, throbbing, aching for friction.

She didn’t follow up.

Not that night.

She left me like that — desperate, unsatisfied, and dripping onto my own stomach.

The next morning, a Slack notification lit up my screen at 8:15 a.m.

Priya Sharma:

“Did you behave last night?”

I gritted my teeth.

Define behave.

“Did you come without permission?”

I didn’t respond.

She sent a follow-up.

“Punishment dare: edge for me. Three times. Full strokes. No finish.”

I stared at the message. My desk chair suddenly felt uncomfortable.

When?

“Lunch break. I want a timestamp.”

I didn’t question it.

At 12:11 p.m., I locked my office door, pulled my joggers down, and started filming.

First round: slow, firm strokes. I got right to the edge — that dizzy, heart-racing moment where everything contracts — and stopped.

Waited. Breathed.

Second round: faster. Grip tighter. I whispered her name once under my breath — then had to bite my lip to keep from tipping over.

Stopped again.

Third round: raw. Lube. Full palm. I was shaking by the time I stopped, cock red and glistening, balls aching with the need to unload.

I filmed every moment. Stitched it together. Timestamped. Sent.

Priya:

“Good boy. You’re learning.”

I nearly came right then and there — just from the praise.

That night, she upped the ante.

Priya:

“Dare: one photo. Hands behind your head. Cock fully hard. I want to see how proud you get when you’re being used.”

Used.

The word cracked something open.

I propped the camera against the mirror this time. Angled it to show my full body — lean, dark, flushed with heat. I stood there, legs parted, erection bobbing against my stomach, hands locked behind my head like I was on display.

I stared at my own reflection while I filmed it.

She was right.

I did look proud.

Like I knew I was being watched.

And liked it.

Her response came ten minutes later.

“Perfect. Keep those hands behind your head. No touching tonight.”

I nearly lost it.

Laying there. Rock hard. Leaking. Every muscle tense.

I wanted to jerk off so badly it felt like punishment just breathing.

But I didn’t disobey.

I lay there in the dark, hands clenched above my pillow, cock twitching, her words echoing through me:

Keep those hands behind your head. No touching tonight.

By now, I didn’t need to see her to feel her.

Her control was everywhere — in the way I checked my phone compulsively, in the ache that bloomed anytime she typed my name.

She wasn’t blackmailing me.

She was owning me.

One message at a time.

I waited until Friday night to try it.

A full week into whatever this thing was — this late-night game of dares and denial — I was restless.

Priya hadn’t messaged that day. No Slack ping. No DM. Just silence.

And silence was worse than any punishment.

I told myself it didn’t matter. That I had control too. That I could turn the tables.

So I did what I knew would get her attention.

I filmed something without being asked.

I spent time on it.

Lights low, camera placed carefully. Tripod angled just right. I wanted this to be deliberate — not like the grainy clips from before.

I started clothed. Slowly unbuttoned. Let her watch the skin appear inch by inch — collarbones, then chest, then the deep V of my abdomen.

I made eye contact with the camera. Just briefly.

Let her see I wasn’t hiding anymore.

I took my time. Warmed myself up slowly. Spread precum over the head, worked it in with my thumb. Leaned back. Let my hips do the talking.

I whispered.

Soft filth. Phrases she’d never told me to say.

“You like watching me, don’t you?”

“Bet you’re wet while you make me wait.”

“I know what you want. And I like giving it to you.”

I edged once. Twice. Then let it build.

The release hit hard — a full, raw, breathless finish that splashed across my own abs and thighs. I held the moment. Let it linger. Didn’t hide the mess.

Didn’t hide anything.

I titled the file:

“For You — When You’re Ready to Watch.”

Sent it with no other message.

Then waited.

No response.

Not five minutes later. Not ten.

An hour passed.

Still nothing.

I checked my phone like a teenager. Opened the app. Closed it. Reopened it. Started typing something — then deleted it again.

I’d given her everything.

And she was ignoring me.

Finally, at 12:02 a.m., she replied.

One line.

“You finish so pretty. Pity you still think that gives you control.”

My heart slammed.

She hadn’t complimented the lighting. Or the pacing. Or the whispering.

She’d cut straight through it.

You still think that gives you control.

Then another message came through.

“Punishment: edge again. Hands tied. Send proof.”

Tied.

Fuck.

I stared at the screen, hard again already. Shame and arousal tangled so tight they were indistinguishable.

I got up. Found a belt. A spare t-shirt. Looped it tight around both wrists — not enough to cut off circulation, just enough to make it hard.

Camera angled. Body tense. Thighs spread. Cock leaking.

I edged twice. Barely made it through the second without losing it.

Filmed the whole thing. Sent it.

Priya:

“Good. Better when you don’t talk.”

That was the moment I knew I’d lost.

It wasn’t just a game anymore.

It wasn’t about Maya.

It wasn’t about guilt.

It was about the way Priya held the leash without even pulling.

I was sending videos for a woman who hadn’t shown me a single second of herself.

And still — I craved the next command like it was breath.

It started with a box on his desk.

No label. No note.

Just a clean matte-black cube, small enough to be mistaken for tech — phone-sized, elegant.

He found it when he got back from lunch. No one said anything. No cameras pointed. No whispers. Just that quiet, lurking presence.

The moment he opened it, his throat went dry.

A plug.

Medium-sized. Jet black silicone, tapered and smooth. At the base, a stainless-steel handle — engraved with a single word in tiny, perfect font:

“Obey.”

His cock twitched instantly.

There was no doubt who had sent it.

Priya had never spoken aloud in front of him. Had never touched him. Had never even hinted she existed beyond the screen.

But now she’d touched his space. Left something intimate in the very drawer he’d open before a pitch deck or quarterly brief.

And it hadn’t come with instructions.

Just implication.

He picked it up, slowly, fingers trembling.

It was warm. Like someone had held it before him.

His cock throbbed behind his zipper.

That night, he didn’t wait for her message.

He filmed a video unprompted. A real one.

No edging. No teasing. Just obedience.

Camera on. Hands shaking. He stood naked beside the bed, knees trembling slightly, plug in hand.

He showed it to the lens. Let her see what she’d given him.

Then he turned around.

Breathed in.

Pressed the toy slowly against himself.

It was bigger than anything he’d used before — and slick with lube, it still stretched him wide. The burn was sharp. Humbling. He moaned without meaning to.

He filmed everything.

The insertion.

The full view of it seated inside him, snug and obscene.

The slow jerk-off afterward — bent over, hips bucking, balls pulled tight.

He didn’t even show his face — but the sound gave him away. Moaning. Shaking. Saying her name once under his breath like a prayer.

When he came, he did it with the plug still inside him — leaking across the bedsheet in hot, frantic spurts.

He collapsed forward. Sweaty. Ruined.

And smiling.

He went to send it.

Drag, attach, click—

Then stopped. Something felt… off.

He checked the message thread.

It wasn’t Priya.

It was Maya.

His stomach dropped.

He’d clicked the wrong chat.

The last message from her blinked back at him — two weeks old.

Now it said: Sent.

Video: “Obey (1).mp4”

He froze.

Five seconds. Ten. Then the typing bubble appeared.

Maya:

“Wow.”

“So this is what you’re into now?”

He didn’t breathe.

Then another message:

“Is it for her? Whoever’s got you plugged and panting like that?”

He scrambled to respond.

I didn’t mean—

“Don’t lie. You meant it for someone.”

“And you filmed it like you were begging to be caught.”

He didn’t respond.

Couldn’t.

He felt exposed. Filthy. Like every part of him had been cracked open.

A message buzzed in a second later.

Not from Maya.

From Priya.

“You sent it to the wrong woman.”

“Now behave. Plug in. Tomorrow. At your desk.”

His breath caught.

She knew.

She always knew.

And the worst part?

His cock twitched again.

He didn’t sleep the night after the video.

Not well.

Not really.

The image of Maya’s name on the message thread kept flashing behind his eyes. Her tone — taunting, curious, just a little cruel — haunted his chest more than the embarrassment ever could.

And Priya.

Priya, who said nothing for twelve hours after that message. Nothing after commanding him to wear the plug at work.

No instructions.

Just a countdown.

She knew silence was a weapon. And she wielded it better than anyone he’d ever known.

At 8:56 a.m., Arjun sat at his desk in a quiet coworking pod.

The chrome plug was already inside him.

He’d lubed up at home. Slid it in slowly, bit down on a towel to keep from moaning. Worn briefs tight enough to keep it in place. Every step into the building had been a thrill — smooth pressure with every motion, every slight bend of his hips.

By the time he booted up his laptop, his cock was already stirring.

And that was before the message.

Priya:

“You’re wearing it?”

He typed quickly.

Yes.

“Prove it.”

He hesitated.

Then slowly, silently, opened his camera app. Slid a hand beneath the waistband of his slacks. Just enough to show the base of the plug peeking out — steel, slick, obscene.

He angled the camera to catch the glint. Sent the photo.

His cheeks were burning.

Heart pounding.

Priya:

“Good boy. Stay hard. No touching.”

He tried to work.

Tried to scroll through a brand report.

But the pressure inside him was constant — subtle, maddening, intimate. Every time he shifted in the chair, it nudged deeper, dragging an involuntary whimper from his throat.

Then the inbox pinged again.

Subject: “Task Instructions.”

No sender name.

Just an attachment.

He clicked it.

It was a PDF.

At the top, it read:

OBEY. LIVE. 10 MINUTES.

Then:

	Loosen your belt.

	Unzip your slacks.

	Keep your camera on. Record a 30-second video. Hands flat on the desk. Eyes forward. Plug in. Cock hard. Face visible.

	Whisper: “I belong to her.”



Arjun’s hands trembled.

This was different.

This wasn’t filmed in the dark. It wasn’t anonymous.

This was him. His face. His desk. His office.

And yet…

He reached for his belt.

He followed every instruction.

Belt loosened. Zipper tugged open. Plug still snug inside him. Cock semi-hard, straining upward against fabric.

He angled the laptop so his torso was visible — shirt parted just enough to hint at skin. Plug exposed just slightly. Face in full.

He stared into the webcam.

Hands on desk.

Mouth dry.

And whispered it:

“I belong to her.”

He hit stop. Attached. Sent.

The reply came thirty seconds later.

Priya:

“You do.”

The day didn’t get easier after that.

He stayed hard for hours. Sat through one meeting with his jaw tight and his ass twitching around the toy, trying not to squirm every time a colleague asked a question.

One person looked at him funny — like they knew something.

He almost came in his pants when Priya messaged again:

“Still plugged?”

Yes.

“Still mine?”

He stared at the screen.

Typed:

Yes.

Then, almost without thinking:

Why me?

There was a long pause.

Then:

“Because she said you needed this.”

He froze.

She.

He typed, pulse hammering.

Maya?

No response.

Later that night, he couldn’t take it anymore.

He sent another message:

Priya. Are you and Maya in contact?

This time the typing bubble appeared instantly.

“Go to the door.”

He blinked.

What?

“Right now. Go.”

His heart jumped.

He padded to the door of his apartment, bare feet silent on the tile.

There was an envelope on the floor.

No return address.

He opened it with shaky fingers.

Inside: a still photo, printed glossy.

It was a screencap — him, from the last video.

Bent over. Plug exposed. Face flushed. Just at the moment of saying the words.

“I belong to her.”

Written across it, in Maya’s handwriting:

“You always did.”

He staggered back, breath caught in his throat.

Another message lit his phone.

Priya:

“We’ve been watching you for weeks.”

“We wanted to see how long it would take before you stopped pretending you were ever in control.”

He didn’t type back.

Couldn’t.

He slid to the floor.

Plug still inside.

Cock still hard.

And in some sick, spiraling way —

He’d never felt more wanted.

He didn’t go into work the next day.

Or the one after.

He told himself it was food poisoning. A fever. Anything that made sense. But the truth was heavier. Slower. More intimate.

He couldn’t look in the mirror without hearing those words again:

“We’ve been watching you for weeks.”

“You always did belong to us.”

The envelope still sat on his nightstand.

He hadn’t thrown it away. Couldn’t.

Some sick part of him liked seeing his body frozen like that — bent, exposed, used. Captured at his weakest. Owned.

He’d touched himself to it. Twice.

The next Friday, the doorbell rang at 7:02 p.m.

He hadn’t ordered anything. Wasn’t expecting anyone.

He opened it slowly, shirt half-buttoned, wearing sweatpants and the faint scent of desperation.

Two women stood outside.

Maya.

Priya.

Maya wore black. Tight. Confident. Her expression said she wasn’t here for closure.

Priya stood beside her — elegant, composed, in a charcoal dress that skimmed her body like it had been stitched directly onto her skin. No smile. Just calm, expectant silence.

They stepped inside without asking.

“Sit,” Maya said, gesturing toward the couch.

He obeyed.

No words.

Priya wandered the room — touching his books, his desk, his water glass — like she was checking inventory on something she already owned.

Maya sat beside him.

“You’ve been good,” she said. “Better than I expected.”

His mouth went dry. “How long?”

“Since the first video,” Priya answered. Her voice was as smooth in person as it had been through the screen. “Maya showed me. Said you’d cracked open. Said you needed someone to help finish the job.”

Maya crossed her legs. “I knew you missed me. But I didn’t know you missed belonging.”

He flushed.

Priya stepped in front of him. “You don’t have to talk.”

She touched his cheek — gentle, confident. “Just show us.”

He stood.

Slowly.

Undid the button on his pants. Slid them down.

He wasn’t hard yet. Not exactly.

But the way they watched — eyes sharp, gazes devouring — changed that.

Priya sat on the arm of the couch. Maya on the cushion. Arjun stood between them like a display piece.

“Plug?” Maya asked.

He nodded.

“Good.”

“Camera?” Priya added.

He turned it on without being told.

She smiled.

What followed was not fast.

It was slow. Methodical. Collaborative.

They used him like a shared toy.

Maya gave verbal instructions. Priya enforced silence.

He knelt.

He begged — wordlessly, with his mouth and hips and the soft rut of his body.

When he finally came, it was to the sound of their approval in stereo:

“Good boy.”

“Just like that.”

They left after two hours.

No goodbye kiss.

No explanation.

Just Maya’s final line:

“We’ll be in touch. Or not. Depends how obedient you stay.”

And Priya’s whisper as she brushed past him at the door:

“You look even better in person.”

Then gone.

Leaving only silence.

And the camera still rolling.

That night, he didn’t sleep again.

But not from shame.

He was smiling.

He knew who he belonged to now.

Epilogue: 3 Months Later

He still works at the same office.

Still takes his coffee the same way.

Still wears crisp button-downs and smiles politely at coworkers.

But something’s shifted.

Three months later, the dares aren’t every night.

They’re random. Scattered.

Sometimes a week goes by with nothing. Then a single command lands in his inbox at 3 a.m.:

“Come.”

Or a package arrives with no return label: a blindfold. A collar. A photo from that night, annotated in red ink.

Sometimes, the only sign he gets is a heart drawn in lipstick on the mirror when he gets home.

He’s not sure who leaves them anymore.

Maya. Priya.

Both.

He doesn’t ask.

His body remembers.

The plug in his desk drawer stays polished. Clean. Ready.

Sometimes he wears it to meetings.

Sometimes not.

But the possibility is always there — and that’s what keeps him hard.

He’s seen them each only once since that night.

Separate occasions.

Priya passed him in the hallway at work. Didn’t speak. Just handed him a flash drive with no label.

Maya caught his eye at a restaurant. Smirked. Texted later: “Still mine?”

He answered the same thing every time.

Yes.

He no longer questions why.

He no longer needs to.

He’s theirs.

And the waiting?

That’s the hottest part.


Story 3 - “Masquerade Messages”

It started with a forwarded link and three glasses of wine.

The group chat was called @MasalaConfessions — buried in a Telegram thread full of NSFW Desi memes and inside jokes. Someone from uni had shared it. No one admitted they were in it, but everyone was.

I joined out of boredom.

Or maybe desperation.

A locked group. Rules pinned at the top:

No real names.

No screenshots.

All kinks welcome.

Dares encouraged.

Masked meets optional.

The first post I saw was a voice note. A low male voice, whispering:

“I want to eat you out while you’re still in your lehenga.”

The comments were thirsty. Anonymous usernames. Fire emojis. One reply:

“Come to Holi, masked. Let’s see if you mean it.”

I should have closed it.

Instead, I created an alt.

@RadhaBites.

I don’t know why I picked it. It just felt… dangerous. Erotic. The kind of girl who fucked under fairy lights and dared you to beg.

Not the version of me my mother’s prayer group saw at temple. Not the version of me who sat at brunch with my fiancé’s family and smiled when aunties said you’re such a good girl, so soft-spoken.

No.

@RadhaBites didn’t make polite eye contact. She sent photos with her dupatta pulled down just enough to tease the curve of her breast.

The messages started slowly. Just reactions. A few DMs.

Then one stood out.

@JaiMask

“You don’t sound like a Radha.”

You don’t sound like a Jai either.

“Want to prove it?”

We started playing.

At first, it was all online.

Little games. Dares.

He asked for a photo:

“Just your toes. Anklet on. Nothing else.”

I sent it. Anklet glittering. Skin flushed.

He replied:

“I’m hard. And I haven’t even seen your mouth yet.”

Another day:

“Your blouse today. Show me what’s under it — one button only.”

I stood in my closet with the camera tilted carefully, finger tugging a single hook loose. Sent a photo of the upper swell of my left breast. A mole just visible near my collarbone.

His reply came fast:

“If I ever see you in person, I won’t stop at one.”

Another:

“Show me the fabric between your thighs. Just the fabric. No skin.”

I was already wet when I slipped my salwar down and sat in the mirror. The camera caught the cotton — darkened with arousal — stretched tight between my legs.

His next message made my breath catch.

“I want to taste the wet through the fabric first. Mouth over it. Tongue pressing.”

I stared at the screen, panting. The sounds of my family downstairs — cutlery clinking, TV buzzing — made it feel even more insane.

And I wanted more.

Then came the voice note:

“Tell me how wet you are, without saying a word.”

I didn’t hesitate.

I set the phone down, parted my thighs, and hit record.

Soft breaths. A moan. The slick, unmistakable sound of my fingers sliding inside.

I sent it before I could lose my nerve.

He responded instantly:

“Fuck.”

“Come to Holi.”

“White dress. Dupatta up. Sunglasses. No names.”

“We meet. We don’t talk. One touch. Then we disappear.”

I stared at the message, heartbeat crashing through my chest.

My thumb hovered.

I should have said no.

Instead, I typed:

Where exactly?

In real life, I wore blush. Not red lipstick.

I walked with my eyes lowered when uncles spoke, laughed softly when aunties said you’re lucky to be marrying into such a good family. I cooked well. Dressed modestly. Practiced how to answer questions about children and in-laws without ever admitting I wanted something else.

My fiancé, Vikram, was fine.

Kind. Educated. He sent me flower emojis when I texted that my head hurt. Told his mother I made “excellent tea.” Kissed my forehead, never my mouth. We hadn’t touched below the waist — not since the roka. Not even in secret.

He was everything a good husband should be.

Which meant I was everything a good wife should pretend to want.

But at night, the phone burned in my hand like a second life.

@JaiMask had become a constant. A heat under my skin. He didn’t ask questions. He gave dares. One-liners. Fantasies that slid between the folds of my day and left me slick before bed.

Some mornings I’d lie in my sheets after sunrise, my hand still between my thighs, the imprint of my own moan on the pillow, wondering who he was. Where he lived. If he’d ever passed me in a crowd. Held the door open for me. Smiled at my parents.

If he’d ever seen me before I knew how badly I wanted to be used.

The Holi event was hosted by a friend of Vikram’s cousin — a backyard affair, smaller than the massive park celebrations. Local. Familiar. My parents thought it was a safe choice. “You’ll see girls from your school. Auntie will be there.”

Exactly why I picked it.

I told Vikram I’d meet him there. Said I needed time to stop by the tailor, which was true — I picked up a white cotton kurti stitched low at the back, thin enough to be translucent if wet.

I packed a scarf. Large sunglasses. No jewelry.

Underneath: no bra. No panties.

My heart pounded the whole way there.

The crowd had already started gathering when I arrived — the smell of fried snacks, gulal smoke, someone’s uncle shouting “Naacho!” while Bollywood bass thumped from portable speakers.

I parked three blocks away. Wore a jacket. Tied my hair up.

When I reached the house, I slipped into the crowd and let it swallow me. My dupatta covered half my face. My glasses hid the rest. I could’ve been anyone.

That was the thrill.

No one noticed me.

But I was watching everyone.

I scanned the men — height, posture, shoes. Who stood too still. Who looked like they were waiting. My thighs were already damp with heat and nerves.

Then I saw him.

Tall. Slim. Tan skin. Plain white kurta. Sunglasses. A bright red splash of color on his chest.

He was leaning against a tree, half-shadowed by a paper lantern.

Not staring.

Just waiting.

Still.

I knew it was him the second I looked at him.

I felt it.

Like my pulse had already recognized him and my brain was just catching up.

I moved closer. One step at a time. Careful. Casual.

He didn’t move until I was three feet away.

Then his head tilted, just slightly — an acknowledgment.

His voice was low.

“You came.”

I swallowed. “So did you.”

“No names.”

“No names.”

We stood in silence. Close enough to feel the heat from his body. Strangers, but not.

The music boomed. Laughter rippled through the crowd. But this space — this little ring of stillness — felt separate.

He leaned in.

“I want to touch you.”

I nodded.

He didn’t reach for my waist. Not my hips. Not my hands.

His fingers found the edge of my dupatta. Slid beneath it. Brushed the curve of my breast. Skin to skin.

I gasped.

Then his thumb slid lower. Stopped just beneath the fabric, over the center of my stomach — pressing lightly.

My thighs clenched.

He whispered:

“Wet already?”

I nodded again.

“Good.”

Then — like nothing had happened — he stepped back.

Walked away.

Melted into the crowd.

Gone.

I stood there, breath caught in my throat, the scent of gulal and fried dough thick in my lungs.

I didn’t chase him.

Didn’t need to.

Because my phone buzzed a moment later.

@JaiMask:

“You taste like jasmine sweat and sin.”

“Next time: let me lick the color off your thighs.”

That night, I couldn’t stop touching myself.

One hand between my legs.

The other gripping my phone.

Reading his messages again. And again.

Imagining his mouth.

His voice.

And wondering…

Why did he feel so familiar?

I couldn’t stop thinking about the way he touched me.

Just that one moment — his thumb slipping beneath the scarf, skin brushing skin — had sent heat straight between my legs. I didn’t even know his name, and my body was already conditioned. I saw white fabric and thought of his mouth.

I didn’t even know his face.

But I couldn’t stop imagining it.

The jawline under the scarf. The way he’d stood — still, tall, knowing. Like he could smell the yes rolling off my skin.

We messaged all night after the Holi meet.

No questions. No confessions.

Just filth.

@JaiMask:

“Did you drip on the way home?”

I sat in the car soaked. I left a stain on the seat.

“Next time: leave the dupatta off. Let me press my mouth to your blouse and breathe you in before I bite.”

You’ll get slapped.

“Then I’ll make it worth it.”

The more I pushed back, the filthier he got.

And I was addicted.

Two days later, he sent a voice note.

Low. Deep. Measured.

“You liked being touched in public. So next dare is easy.”

“Same place. Friday. No scarf. No panties. Meet me behind the guest tent. Ten minutes max. You don’t come? Game ends.”

I listened to it twice before replying.

Then typed:

Fine.

Friday came and I told Vikram I had errands to run. I used the same Holi outfit — washed, ironed, still a little pink around the hem. A plain white salwar kameez. No dupatta. Long sleeves. Short buttons down the front.

No underwear.

No bra.

I walked out of my parents’ home bare under the cotton and had to fight the urge to press my thighs together every step.

The neighborhood was the same.

So was the party crowd.

But now I knew the back side of the garden — near the tent, the fence, the quiet space where teens smoked and uncles never looked.

My skin prickled the moment I stepped through the gate.

He was already there.

Not in the open. Not near the snacks or music or lights.

He was in the shadow of the tent, half turned, watching for me without making it obvious.

I approached slow.

No scarf. Just my sunglasses, lips dry, heart thudding.

He looked at me. Said nothing.

Then, without warning, his hand caught my wrist and pulled me behind the tent flap.

I gasped, half-laughing, stumbling into him.

The second our bodies touched, I felt it — heat through cotton, the press of something hard beneath his kurta.

He wasn’t masked this time. Not fully.

Just sunglasses. A beard trimmed close to the jaw.

Still anonymous. Still terrifying.

Still… familiar.

“You’re late,” he said.

“I’m early.”

“Prove it.”

He backed me against the tent pole, hand resting on the small of my back, fingers creeping lower.

“You’re not wearing any—”

“No.”

“Good girl.”

His fingers found the hem of my salwar, lifted it slowly, until the backs of his knuckles grazed the curve of my thigh.

“You’re already wet.”

“You told me not to come.”

“Did you obey?”

I bit my lip. “Mostly.”

He hummed — deep in his throat — and it vibrated through me.

His hand moved between my legs.

Not inside. Not yet.

Just pressed the pads of his fingers against the wet seam of me. Over fabric. Then under it.

I whimpered.

We were in public. Twenty feet from Vikram’s cousin. Ten from the DJ table.

But all I could feel was the slick between my thighs and the heat of his breath on my neck.

“I want to see your face,” I whispered.

He didn’t move.

“Not yet,” he said. “Guess first.”

He pulled his fingers away. Slick. Shiny.

Held them up between us. Let me see the wet gleam across his knuckles. Then licked one.

My knees buckled.

“Next dare,” he said. “Come to the temple event. Sit with your fiancé. But wear a plug. Send me proof beforehand.”

“You’re insane.”

“Not yet.”

He stepped back.

Gone again.

Leaving me trembling.

Soaked.

And needing more.

That night, I sent him a photo.

Me, thighs spread on my bed. The tiny jewel of the plug glinting beneath the folds of white cotton.

His reply:

“Your mouth isn’t even your prettiest part.”

I lay in bed after midnight, staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep.

That voice.

The way he walked.

The way he spoke.

It tugged at something — some buried memory. A classmate? A cousin’s friend? A colleague from a past job?

Someone who knew how to make me come with two fingers and ten words.

I thought I’d feel fear.

But all I felt was heat.

I was supposed to go with Vikram.

That was the plan. His mother had arranged everything. A temple fundraiser. A devotional dance program. I was to sit beside him in the second row, hands folded, dupatta pinned perfectly, lips pink but modest.

I got ready as expected.

Hair oiled and tied in a long braid. A pale blue anarkali, embroidered at the hem. Matching bangles.

And beneath it all?

The plug.

Slick. Polished. In place.

His dare.

He hadn’t messaged all day. Just that single instruction:

“Wear the plug. Sit next to your fiancé. Think about my tongue while they chant your name.”

I was shaking when we arrived.

Vikram was warm beside me, his smile easy. His hand brushed mine in public now — proud, comfortable. His mother turned to beam at us every few minutes, the glint in her eye saying good match, good girl.

I nodded.

Smiled.

Clenched around the toy.

Every bhajan made me pulse. Every clap made the plug shift. Every time someone said Radhe Krishna, my body burned with the memory of his voice.

I tried to keep my breath calm, my thighs still, my mouth shut.

But my eyes kept scanning the room.

Men in kurtas. Sunglasses on their heads. Smirks too knowing. Postures too familiar.

Every male body became a suspect.

Halfway through the program, my phone buzzed in my lap.

@JaiMask:

“Cross your legs if you’re dripping.”

I did.

He must’ve been watching.

Seconds later:

“Look right. Third row back.”

I turned my head slowly.

Three rows behind us. A man in white. Gold watch. Elbows loose on the armrest. Staring at the stage — but I could feel his eyes on me.

He raised a cup of chai to his lips.

Sipped.

Then winked.

I gasped and turned away.

My chest tightened.

I was sure someone had seen.

Vikram leaned in. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah. Just a little warm.”

He smiled. “You look perfect.”

I nodded. Swallowed. Squeezed my thighs tighter.

The plug shifted again, sending another ripple of pleasure up my spine.

My phone buzzed once more.

“I can see your nipples through that kurti.”

I dropped the phone into my lap like it had burned me.

Looked down.

He was right.

I crossed my arms.

After the program, they served food outside — plastic chairs, rice and paneer, sweets on styrofoam. I stood in line with Vikram and his family, trying to breathe through the ache building in my core.

I needed to come so badly it felt like prayer.

Then I felt it — a whisper of fabric against my shoulder.

A hand brushing my hip too gently to be accidental.

I turned.

He was behind me.

Not a ghost. Not a name.

A body.

I couldn’t see his face — he wore sunglasses and a scarf tied loosely around his neck. But I knew.

He leaned in, murmured against my braid:

“Touch yourself in the bathroom. Leave the plug in. Don’t come.”

My lips parted.

He was gone.

I made it to the women’s washroom without speaking.

Stumbled into the third stall.

Locked the door.

Pulled my phone from my clutch with shaking hands. Opened the camera. Hit record.

Hiked the skirt up to my waist.

Pressed two fingers between my legs — not inside. Just over the soaked fabric.

I moaned.

Bit down on my shawl.

Recorded ten seconds of wet, desperate pressure.

Then pulled my fingers back, wiped them across my thigh, and stopped.

I didn’t come.

I didn’t even breathe right.

I just shook.

Hit send.

And then I heard it.

A knock.

Hard. Sharp.

“Hello? Anaya? You okay?”

It was Vikram’s sister.

I froze.

“Yes!” I called out. “One minute!”

I shoved my phone into my clutch, yanked the dress down, flushed the toilet.

My hands were slick with sweat. My legs trembling.

When I opened the stall door, she was smiling.

“You okay? Your cheeks are pink.”

“Just hot,” I said, praying my face wasn’t still flushed with arousal.

She nodded, handed me a tissue.

“Come on. Vikram’s asking for you.”

That night, I lay in bed with the plug still in.

I couldn’t take it out.

It felt like him now.

Like ownership.

The messages resumed just before midnight.

@JaiMask:

“I saw her. The one who knocked.”

“You looked so scared. It made me hard.”

You nearly got me caught.

“You wanted to be.”

I didn’t reply.

I just lay there, the weight of the plug pressing deeper, the heat of shame and thrill soaking through me.

Who was he?

And how did he know exactly where to find me?

Later that night, I opened my engagement photo album.

Clicked through the images.

Zoomed in on Vikram.

Then on his friends.

His cousin. His best man. The one from Bangalore with the camera. The one who made a comment about my perfume that day. The one who helped adjust the mic.

I stared at their hands. Their watches. Their height.

My pulse spiked when I landed on one face.

Then I shut the phone.

No.

It couldn’t be.

Could it?

The first dare was deceptively soft.

“Wear your prettiest salwar. No bra. Pull the fabric tight over your nipples and record your breathing for 60 seconds. That’s it.”

No rubbing. No moaning.

Just breathing.

But by the time I hit record, I was shaking harder than any of the times he’d touched me.

I picked the yellow one — thin cotton, tight at the chest. I stood by my bedroom window, phone propped on the ledge, dupatta wrapped high over my head like I was praying.

And I just… breathed.

One minute.

No words.

Just the flutter of my chest, the outline of my nipples growing harder beneath the fabric with every second.

I didn’t even watch the playback.

I sent it straight to him.

His response came six minutes later.

A photo.

Just his hand — spread open, palm glossy with lube.

Caption:

“I came in my fist watching your lungs move.”

I nearly came just reading it.

The second dare came that night.

“Take a cab to Marine Drive. Wear a skirt. No panties. Sit on the wall and edge for three minutes while I listen.”

I’d never taken a cab alone that late.

But I did it.

A pale blue linen skirt. No underwear. Phone on speaker in my lap, earbuds in. One hand resting on the hem, the other hidden in my scarf.

He didn’t say a word for the first minute. Just let the sound of my breath rise and fall with the waves.

Then his voice came through, low and surgical.

“Spread your knees a little.”

I obeyed.

A gust of air slipped between my thighs. My clit throbbed.

“Now stroke. Three fingers. Count to ten. Stop.”

I followed each instruction like a schoolgirl in heat. Breath hitched, legs trembling. I was soaked. My fingers came away slick.

“Do it again.”

I did.

The streetlights blurred. A car passed. A man jogged by ten feet away.

And I kept going.

I whimpered. Louder than I meant to.

“Stop,” he said.

I froze.

“Edge. Don’t come.”

“I can’t.”

“You will. Or the next dare goes public.”

I groaned, half-terrified, half-erupting.

But I obeyed.

Every muscle in my thighs twitched as I held myself back, breath shaking, heartbeat skittering.

“You’re ready for the next one,” he said. “Final dare. Tomorrow.”

The third dare didn’t come in text.

It came in the form of a wrapped parcel, left in my college locker.

No note.

Just a silk drawstring pouch.

Inside: a small silver remote-controlled egg vibrator — sleek, humming faintly when I brushed the power button.

And a piece of red paper with five words written in black ink:

“Wear it to the dinner.”

That evening, I was supposed to have a quiet engagement dinner — nothing too formal. Just Vikram, his cousins, his parents, and mine. Ten people. At a restaurant. Private room.

I showered twice.

Got dressed slowly.

A maroon churidar with a side slit.

Hair in a bun.

And the egg, slick and humming gently, nestled inside me.

Remote in my clutch.

He messaged just as I sat down.

“Give the remote to your fiancé.”

I blinked.

No fucking way.

“Tell him it’s for a vibrator you bought for yourself.”

I stared at my plate.

Then at Vikram.

Then back at my phone.

He messaged again:

“Unless you want me to do it from across the room.”

I glanced around.

I hadn’t even checked to see if he was there.

He could be anywhere.

Anyone.

I felt my skin break out in goosebumps.

Then — before I could change my mind — I leaned in to Vikram.

“Babe… this is ridiculous, but—” I laughed like it was nothing. “I bought something stupid. And I wanted to try it. This is the remote. Want to mess with me a little?”

He blinked. Then grinned. “What, right now?”

“You’d be surprised.”

He laughed again, lowered his voice. “You’re filthy.”

He slipped the remote into his pocket.

Five minutes later, while his father was toasting the engagement, the egg buzzed to life.

I nearly screamed into my napkin.

My legs locked. I coughed. Laughed it off.

He turned the setting up.

Then down.

Then off.

He was clueless.

But someone else wasn’t.

My phone buzzed in my lap.

@JaiMask:

“I gave him the remote. But I’m the one making you squirm.”

I froze.

Looked around.

Waited.

No sign.

But my body?

My body was already gone.

When the night ended, I nearly came in the cab home.

Vikram kissed my cheek and said I looked beautiful.

I mumbled something, got inside, spread my legs a little just for me.

The egg still pulsed.

I let it.

I came just as the cab turned onto my street — biting my scarf, thighs clenching, everything inside me screaming yes yes yes while the city moved past like nothing was wrong.

Back in my room, I pulled the vibrator out and held it in my palm.

Still humming.

Still hot.

I placed it on my nightstand, beside my phone, and took a photo.

Caption:

“I think you’re winning.”

His reply?

“Not yet.”

“Say it,” he whispered again. “I want to hear you say my name.”

I hesitated — not out of confusion, but out of fear.

Not of him.

Of what it meant.

Of what I’d already given up.

“Arjun,” I said, barely a breath.

And he shivered.

There was something obscene about hearing it aloud. Like I’d taken the lid off something raw, dangerous, and sacred all at once.

He didn’t reply.

He just leaned down and pressed his mouth to my collarbone — a soft kiss, then a bite, then a low groan.

“You were mine the moment you joined that chat,” he said.

“No—”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t know it was you—”

“But your body did.”

His hand slipped between my legs again.

This time, he didn’t tease.

He slid two fingers inside.

My entire spine arched, hips rolling into the pressure like I’d been starving for it.

“I watched you at every family event,” he murmured, voice rough now. “The way you smiled when you hated what they said. The way your thighs pressed together during dinner prayers.”

I gasped. “You… you planned this?”

He didn’t stop.

“Every message. Every dare. Every time I saw you look around a room like your skin didn’t fit — I knew you needed this.”

He curled his fingers.

I shattered.

It wasn’t a scream — it was a sob, a full-body release that left my chest heaving, legs trembling, mouth open.

And still, I didn’t pull the blindfold off.

I couldn’t.

Because I wasn’t ready to see him the way I saw everyone else.

I wanted to stay right here — in this dark, hot place where I belonged to no one except the version of myself I’d only ever dared to be when masked.

When he pulled his fingers out, I whimpered.

He didn’t speak.

I heard the sound of him licking them clean.

Then silence.

I waited, afraid to move.

A few seconds passed.

Then his voice again — closer, gentler:

“I’m not sorry.”

I nodded.

“I know this ruins everything,” he said. “But I’m not sorry.”

I swallowed. “I’m not either.”

He reached behind my head.

Fingers in the knot.

I felt the blindfold loosen, the silk falling away.

I blinked into the dim studio light.

And there he was.

Arjun.

His eyes dark. Shirt unbuttoned. My scent still on his mouth.

He looked like he was seeing me for the first time.

“I should leave,” I said.

“You won’t.”

“No.”

I didn’t.

I leaned up and kissed him.

Hard.

The next morning, I woke up with jasmine still in my hair.

The silk blindfold was folded neatly on the pillow beside me, as if I’d dreamed the whole thing.

Except my thighs still ached. My lips were still swollen. And there were faint bruises on the tops of my breasts where his mouth had lingered.

I didn’t go home right away.

I sat in the garden outside the studio, barefoot, dress wrinkled, hair wild.

My phone buzzed four times.

Three messages from my mother.

One from Vikram.

Hey, all okay? Didn’t see you online last night. Mum wants to show you jewelry options later. Ping me?

I stared at the text like it was written in a language I no longer spoke.

I made it back before noon.

No one said anything. My mother was busy with calls. My father was asleep with the newspaper open across his chest.

I showered in silence. Scrubbed until the scent of him had left my skin, but not my memory.

Later that night, I sat alone on the edge of my bed, phone in hand.

The @MasalaConfessions chat had gone quiet — a few new messages, none from him.

I scrolled back through our DMs.

Reread them all.

The photos.

The audio.

The voice that changed me.

I didn’t respond to any of it.

Didn’t delete it either.

At 2:06 a.m., a new message appeared:

@JaiMask:

“You’ve never asked me why.”

I stared at it.

Heart thudding.

I typed.

Then paused.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Why me?

He replied instantly.

“Because you already had the mask on.”

I closed the app.

Sat in the dark.

And stared at my own reflection in the window — soft, bare-faced, hair tied loose.

Not RadhaBites.

Not the good girl.

Just… me.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure which version he wanted.

Or which one I did.

So what happens now?


Story 4 - The Office Blackjack Bet

There were six of us left in the office when the idea took shape.

It was late — maybe 9:30 — and the Friday night wine had turned to gin someone “borrowed” from the CMO’s desk. The cleaning crew had long gone. Most lights were off except for the soft glow from the kitchen and the under-table strips.

The air was thick with too many laughs, flushed cheeks, and the thrill of having outstayed everyone who mattered.

We were all a little high on rebellion.

I was sitting on top of a desk with my heels dangling, blouse untucked, bra strap slipping off one shoulder.

Across from me:

Freya, red-haired, whip-smart, always the one with the loudest laugh and the dirtiest jokes. She had her legs crossed too high and was sipping her gin like it was water.

Next to her:

Dev, the finance guy with a wolfish grin and just enough muscle stretch under his dress shirt to make HR nervous. Already on his third glass. He kept tugging at his collar like his skin didn’t fit.

Beside me:

Amira, sharp and serious at work, but her blazer was now draped over her chair and her eyes were definitely past professional. She had a quiet smirk, and she was the one who dealt the cards.

And then there was Liam — sweet, golden retriever energy in a tie too neat for the hour. His cheeks were flushed already, and he couldn’t look at Freya without adjusting his waistband.

Me?

I wasn’t drunk.

Not really.

Just warm.

Curious.

And buzzing with a low thrum that had been building all week — meetings that dragged too long, shirts worn too tight, the sense that something wanted to crack open.

We started with blackjack. Real cards. Real stakes.

Freya said, “Loser loses a layer.”

Dev raised an eyebrow. “We really doing this?”

“I’m not wearing enough,” Liam said, half-laughing.

“That’s the point,” Amira replied, dealing.

First hand: I lost.

My shoes hit the floor.

Then Dev’s belt.

Freya’s jacket.

Liam’s socks — twice in a row.

After a few rounds, we were all tangled between desks and giggles. Amira was down to her silk cami and pencil skirt. Liam sat half in his boxers. Dev had stripped to just slacks and his watch. Freya’s bra was on the back of a chair, like she’d forgotten it existed.

I had one button too many undone on my blouse, my skirt inching higher each time I leaned over to play.

The air was thick.

Sticky with something that wasn’t just alcohol.

It didn’t feel like work anymore.

That’s when Freya looked at me and said:

“Last round. Winner picks a dare.”

Amira grinned. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

We played.

I lost.

Freya won.

Her eyes sparkled — red lipstick smudged, voice sweet with trouble.

“I dare you…” she began.

And I already knew.

She looked me up and down, slow and theatrical.

“…to do a full streak. Bottom to top. Conference hallway.”

Amira choked on her drink.

“You’re insane,” I laughed.

Freya just smiled. “Naked. Shoes optional. You’ve got sixty seconds.”

I hesitated.

Then stood.

Dev let out a low whistle. “No way.”

I held his gaze. “Watch me.”

I was already halfway there.

Blouse unbuttoned. Skirt tugged up around my waist. The others were still laughing, egging me on from the break room.

Someone yelled, “You’ve got sixty seconds!”

I didn’t wait for a countdown.

I darted into the hallway, slipped out of my skirt as I moved, and left my panties on the arm of a chair like an afterthought. My bra went next, one quick flick of the clasp, tossed onto a conference room cart.

I hit the stairwell landing, now completely naked, breath coming hot and fast.

Then I ran.

The hallway was cool and endless.

My breasts bounced with every step — full, heavy, wild. My thighs slapped softly with each stride. I felt the way my body moved: real, uninhibited, on display.

I wasn’t sculpted like an ad model. My hips had their own rhythm. My stomach wasn’t flat. But in that moment, I didn’t care.

I felt feral.

Free.

The air between my legs only made it worse. I was soaked. Every step sent a jolt through me — not just embarrassment, but something dark and electric.

Something like wanting.

Halfway down the corridor, I heard a laugh echo from the others — then a door creaked open just ahead.

That’s when I saw him.

Mr. Hale.

Senior VP. Mid-forties. Always sharp. Always unreadable.

He stood just outside the copy room, takeaway coffee in one hand, sleeves rolled, shirt slightly unbuttoned.

And he saw me.

Not just a glance.

A full, unabashed look.

My bare breasts. My parted lips. The shine of wetness between my thighs, undeniable in the glow of the exit light.

Time didn’t slow.

It stopped.

I skidded slightly — not out of panic, but instinct.

And in that second, his eyes traveled my body like a slow download.

Cool.

Precise.

Dangerously quiet.

He sipped his coffee.

Then — so calmly it made my knees shake — he said:

“You forgot your badge.”

I blinked.

He set it down on a side table. My lanyard. I hadn’t even noticed it had fallen.

Then he looked me dead in the eye.

Voice lower this time. Measured.

“Careful. The cameras don’t blink.”

Then walked away.

I stood there trembling, every inch of me naked and burning.

Not from shame.

But from something far, far worse.

Curiosity.

By Monday, I’d almost convinced myself it hadn’t happened.

Almost.

I’d spent most of Sunday wrapped in a hoodie, hungover from gin and shame, cycling through every possible consequence. Would HR call? Would he report me? Would I get fired, blacklisted, memed?

I told myself he probably hadn’t really seen much.

That it was dark.

That maybe he thought it was a dream.

That maybe — just maybe — he didn’t recognize me.

But the second I walked through the glass doors that morning, heels tapping, blouse perfectly tucked, I knew:

He knew.

The office looked normal.

Too normal.

Emails. Keyboards. Conference calls humming in their usual pattern.

No strange looks.

No whispers.

Freya gave me a raised brow and a smirk by the kitchen. Amira slid me a coffee with one hand and an “I can’t believe you actually did it” under her breath.

But Mr. Hale?

He didn’t even look at me.

I passed him near the elevator around noon — me holding a stack of Q3 pitch drafts, him with his phone in one hand and a file in the other.

He didn’t flinch.

Just stepped aside to let me pass.

Cool as ever.

No smirk. No accusation. Not even a flicker of acknowledgment.

Which somehow made it worse.

By the time I returned to my desk, I was flushed, tight in the chest, and buzzing with something halfway between guilt and rage.

I’d expected something.

A knowing glance.

A vague threat.

A private meeting with vague warnings and too-long silences.

But no.

He left me spinning.

At 2:30 p.m., I opened my laptop and reached for the folder beside my keyboard.

It wasn’t mine.

Or at least — it hadn’t been.

Inside was a single page of mock performance data.

And under it, tucked neatly:

A yellow post-it.

You missed a spot.

– H

My stomach dropped.

It was his handwriting. Sharp. Minimal. He always signed notes with just an H — clean and impersonal.

Except this wasn’t impersonal.

This was a hit.

Straight to the gut.

I reread it three times.

He had seen everything.

And he hadn’t looked away.

The worst part?

I was wet.

Right there, at my desk, surrounded by noise-cancelling headphones and ergonomic chairs and the scent of break-room tuna salad — I was clenching against my own pulse.

Because he’d said nothing.

And that silence was louder than any dirty message I’d ever received.

I went to the bathroom. Locked the farthest stall.

Slipped two fingers into my underwear and found slick heat waiting.

I didn’t touch myself.

Just pressed my thighs together, bit down on my palm, and counted to ten.

When I returned to my desk, the note was gone.

Replaced by the folder that had actually been there all along.

He was playing with me.

Worse: I was playing back.

The rest of the day passed in a blur.

Every time I saw him — in the boardroom, the hallway, the micro-kitchen — I felt my breath catch.

I kept expecting the next step.

A text.

A conversation.

A punishment.

None came.

Just one more glance, late in the day, as he passed behind me in the hallway — close enough for his fingers to ghost across the back of my chair.

Barely a brush.

But it lit me up like a fuse.

That night, I lay in bed replaying it.

His stillness.

His control.

The way he didn’t need to say anything to have me unraveling in his presence.

He hadn’t given me a single word of confirmation.

But my body didn’t need one.

It already knew what was coming.

His message came at 11:07 a.m.

Not to my work inbox. Not a Slack ping. Not anything traceable.

Just a text, from an unfamiliar number:

Bring a second pair of panties tomorrow. You’ll need them.

No signature.

Just the exact cadence I already knew how to obey.

I stared at the screen.

My fingers hovered.

No reply.

I didn’t need to.

The next morning, I wore black lace under my dress and packed a plain cotton pair in my handbag — folded small, slipped into a zippered pouch between two pens.

The whole commute I sat pressed against the window, thighs tight, heart pounding.

I wasn’t sure if the panties were for backup… or replacement.

Either way, I was already wet.

I saw him in the glass stairwell around 10:30.

He didn’t look up. Just nodded, politely.

Like we hadn’t both stood ten feet apart in silence while I stood naked, panting, exposed just days before.

But when I returned to my desk after a coffee run, a second message was waiting:

Lose the lace. Leave them in the third stall, rolled inside a paper towel. 5 minutes.

My stomach dropped.

But my pulse rose.

I didn’t hesitate.

I moved fast, discreetly, like I was going for a quick bathroom break.

Entered the stall.

Locked it.

Slipped off my panties and rolled them up — soaked, warm — into a tight ball inside a torn paper towel. No perfume, no note. Just proof.

I left it there. Didn’t look back.

When I returned to my desk, my phone vibrated:

Good girl.

I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling.

The next few days were a pattern.

He didn’t always message.

Sometimes he just watched.

A glance through the glass walls of a meeting room. A tap of a folder on his thigh during a stand-up. A single step closer than necessary in the hallway.

But when he did instruct?

I followed.

Wednesday, 2:12 p.m.:

Undo the top three buttons of your blouse. Wear nothing underneath. Come to the printer.

I obeyed.

By the time I reached the printer, it was just us.

He stood there, thumbing through a set of expense reports.

His eyes flicked up.

Then down.

Then up again.

I could feel the way my breasts swelled under the fabric — soft, flushed, vulnerable.

He didn’t say a word.

Just took the papers and walked away.

Thursday, 5:04 p.m.:

Before you leave, sit in my chair. Close your eyes. Imagine my fingers under your skirt. Tell me where you’d want them first. Whisper it. Out loud. I’ll hear it.

I stayed behind after everyone left.

Crept into his office with my heart hammering.

Sat in his leather chair, still warm from his body.

Closed my eyes.

And whispered:

“Under me. First.”

Then left.

He never responded.

But the next morning, I found a bullet vibrator tucked inside the top drawer of my desk — small, wireless, no note.

Just there.

Waiting.

I knew what to do.

I took it to the bathroom.

Slipped it in.

Sat back at my desk, knees pressed together, thighs quivering.

And waited.

It didn’t buzz right away.

I nearly forgot it was there — until a meeting, halfway through a PowerPoint about client churn, when the first pulse hit low and deep.

My breath hitched.

I smiled like nothing was happening.

Took a sip of water.

And came in silence five minutes later with my legs crossed under the table and my boss nodding calmly from across the room.

I was his now.

But more than that…

I wanted to be.

I was already wet when I stepped into the boardroom.

No message this time. No instruction.

Just a time: 9:00 p.m.

I’d found it written on the inside flap of a notepad left on my desk — nothing else. Not signed. Not acknowledged. But it might as well have been a command.

The office was empty now. Cleaned. Dead quiet.

I slipped inside the boardroom with the lights dimmed low. Glass walls. Long mahogany table. Nineteen chairs.

I chose the center of the table and climbed up.

Then I sat.

Not legs crossed.

Not hidden.

I spread my thighs — not wide, just enough — and waited.

I wasn’t nervous.

I was ready.

No panties. A black dress with a soft hem and a neckline that dared gravity.

I didn’t bring my phone.

I didn’t need it.

I trusted he’d come.

9:06 p.m.

The door opened.

And he did.

Mr. Hale. Calm. Clean-shaven. Jacket off, sleeves rolled, collar open. Just enough undone to remind me he was still human.

He didn’t speak.

Just shut the door behind him. Locked it.

Then crossed the room slowly, eyes never leaving mine.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t breathe.

When he reached the table, he didn’t climb up.

He didn’t touch me.

He just pulled out the chair directly in front of me and sat.

His eyes dropped.

To where the dress had ridden up.

To the glisten between my thighs.

To the fact that I was already dripping onto the polished wood.

Still no words.

He reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a small black remote, and clicked it once.

I didn’t feel anything.

But the look in his eyes told me this was a different kind of control.

Finally, he spoke.

Voice even, low.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I obeyed.

“Open wider.”

I did.

“Now,” he said, “don’t move.”

It was unbearable.

His gaze was a spotlight.

He didn’t blink.

He watched me — studied me — like I was an exhibit he had personally curated.

The silence pressed in like heat.

I wanted to squirm. To arch. To beg.

But I stayed still.

Until he finally leaned forward.

Rested his elbows on the table.

And asked:

“Do you know how many times I’ve sat in this room and imagined you exactly like this?”

My throat tightened.

“How many meetings I’ve nodded through while you fidgeted in that chair, pretending your skirt wasn’t riding high?”

I said nothing.

His voice dipped lower.

“How many times I’ve let you talk, just to hear your breath catch when you forgot who you were trying to impress?”

I swallowed.

“Say something,” I whispered.

His eyes narrowed.

“Begging already?”

“No,” I said. “I just need to know… if you’re going to touch me.”

He smiled.

Finally.

But it wasn’t kind.

It was possessive.

Hungry.

“I already am,” he said. “You’re sitting here soaked just from being seen.”

Then — finally — he reached forward.

One hand.

Slow.

Confident.

And let his fingertips graze the inside of my thigh.

I gasped.

He didn’t move further.

Just dragged that fingertip up.

Up.

To the edge of me.

And then stopped.

“You don’t get to come yet,” he said softly.

“This isn’t a reward.”

“This is a warning.”

I blinked.

“A warning?”

He stood.

Leaning in.

His mouth near mine now, but still not kissing.

“If you come in this room,” he said, “you’ll belong to me.”

A pause.

“Not for a day. Or a dare. Or a thrill.”

He brushed my cheek with the back of his knuckle.

“But for every late night after this.”

Every part of me ached.

“Do you understand?”

I nodded.

Too fast.

Too hard.

“Say it.”

“I understand.”

He smiled again.

Then turned.

Walked to the door.

Unlocked it.

And left.

I didn’t come.

But I wanted to.

Harder than I ever had in my life.

I sat on that boardroom table another ten minutes, soaking into the grain, heart hammering.

Then climbed down.

And left a streak of heat across the glass as I leaned on it walking out.

He didn’t speak when he entered the room.

No teasing. No sly comments. Just the quiet sound of the door clicking shut, and then nothing.

I was already tied — wrists to the headboard, silk sashes knotted carefully, legs parted like we’d practiced. Candles lit. The scene staged, like always.

Only this time, I wasn’t pretending to be someone else.

I was just waiting. Waiting for the script we’d written together to begin.

But something in the air told me it wouldn’t.

He walked around the bed, slowly. His shoes made soft, deliberate sounds against the wooden floor. His jacket came off and hit the chair. Still silent. Still watching.

I offered him a smile — small, submissive, warm.

“Hey, stranger,” I whispered. “You caught me.”

He didn’t answer.

Instead, he picked something up from the bedside table.

My phone.

Unlocked.

Lit up.

He turned it toward me, thumb hovering over the open message thread. One I hadn’t erased.

I saw the words.

Saw his name.

Not my partner’s.

The other man.

The heat drained from my body instantly. I felt naked in a way that had nothing to do with my skin.

“I—” I started.

He cut me off. Not harshly. Just raised a hand. Still no words.

He stepped closer. Held up my phone like evidence.

“Tell me what this is.”

My mouth was dry.

“It was… just a game.”

“You said that was our game.”

“I know. It was a mistake.”

His voice dropped, flat and still. “He was in our bed.”

I shook my head.

“No. Just here. Once. It was just—just me being stupid.”

“Did you fuck him here?”

The silence between us stretched long and tight.

I nodded.

A small motion. A guilty one.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, right beside me, the mattress shifting under his weight.

My arms were still bound.

My body still open.

But now the scene had changed.

No roleplay. No script.

Just raw, painful truth.

He reached down and touched the inside of my thigh.

I gasped, not from pleasure — from confusion.

He didn’t stop.

His fingers traced the line of my hip, my stomach, my breast.

“Tell me what you said to him,” he murmured.

“What?”

“When he fucked you. Did you tell him it was better than me?”

“No.”

“Did you say my name?”

“No.”

“Then what did you say?”

I closed my eyes.

“I said… ‘don’t stop.’”

He inhaled, slow and deep.

I felt his hand tighten just slightly around my thigh.

“Say it now.”

I blinked.

“What?”

“Say it. The way you said it to him.”

I hesitated.

My throat closed.

But part of me — the darker part — was already heating up again.

I said it.

Soft. Humiliated. Exposed.

“Don’t stop.”

His fingers slipped between my legs.

No preamble.

He touched me like he was reclaiming lost ground.

Hard. Deep. Purposeful.

And I moaned — high and sharp.

Because no matter what I’d done, this was still my body’s home.

“You want to be punished,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

I nodded.

“I want to earn you back.”

He let out a sound — part laugh, part breath, part disbelief.

“You don’t earn someone back by breaking them first.”

I looked up.

Eyes wet.

“But sometimes you have to be broken to come home.”

He stood.

Unbuckled his belt.

Pulled his shirt over his head.

I watched every motion — tied, exposed, bracing.

And then he took me.

On his terms.

Rough.

Quiet.

Unforgiving.

He used his mouth on my neck.

His hands on my hips.

His hips on mine.

And through it all, he didn’t speak.

He just felt.

And I gave.

Everything.

Even the guilt.

Even the shame.

I came once, then again — wrung out and crying.

He didn’t stop.

Not until he was sure I understood what it meant to give up control after crossing a line.

Not until he was sure I wanted him more than I ever had.

When he pulled out, breath ragged, hands shaking, he didn’t untie me.

He just looked at me.

Long.

Hard.

Searching.

Then finally, he spoke.

“Next time… I choose the guest.”

And he walked out.

Monday morning came like any other.

Except it wasn’t.

I wore my tightest pencil skirt. Black. Fitted. Just long enough to be acceptable. Just short enough to know he’d notice.

Nothing underneath.

No bra. No panties. No safety net.

I sat at my desk like I always did.

Logged in.

Checked my emails.

Nodded along in the 9:15 with the sales team. Took notes I wouldn’t remember.

And waited.

At 10:02, he passed behind me.

Didn’t stop.

Didn’t speak.

But his hand — warm, casual — drifted across the small of my back as he moved by.

Barely a brush.

But enough to make me shift in my seat.

Enough to remind me I was naked under office-issue polyester and corporate lighting.

Enough to make me feel watched.

At 11:47, I found it.

A sticky note under my coffee mug:

“If I call you into my office, will you hesitate?”

– H

No question mark.

Just that flat, sharp phrasing that had already rewired the way I obeyed.

I reread it five times.

Then moved the mug back on top of it, like it had never existed.

At lunch, I skipped the team outing.

I stayed behind.

Alone.

Thighs damp. Fingers curled under the desk, clenching at nothing.

He never called me in.

By 5:30, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I walked to the copy room, slow. Expecting him to appear.

He didn’t.

Walked to his office. Lights off.

I stood there a full minute.

Then turned back.

At 5:57, as I packed up, my phone buzzed.

A message.

Private number. Him.

H:

“The game’s only over when someone folds. Are you folding?”

I stared at the screen.

Typed.

Paused.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Me:

“No.”

A pause.

Then his reply:

“Good. Then it’s your deal.”

I shut off my monitor.

Straightened my skirt.

And left the building with slick thighs and a pulse so loud I could barely hear the revolving door click behind me.

Was this still a game?

Or was I already playing for keeps?


Story 5 - Betrayal on the Bedpost

It started, as most stupid ideas do, with a joke.

“Would you still fuck me if I cheated on you?” she’d asked one night, sprawled across their bed with one thigh flung dramatically over his chest.

Dylan had raised an eyebrow without looking up from his phone. “Is that a hypothetical, or a confession?”

She’d grinned. “A fantasy.”

That was two months ago.

Now it was a routine.

Her name was Lena, and she’d never cheated on anyone in her life. Not in school, not during the long, dry years of her early twenties, and certainly not since falling into Dylan’s world: his sharp jaw, his clean apartment, his hands that always found her waist like they belonged there.

But Lena had a mind that wandered. And Dylan had a curiosity that rarely said no.

So they made it a game.

She’d go out without panties.

She’d send him pictures from bar bathrooms: a close-up of her bare thighs, a lipstick-stained glass, the shadow of a man’s knee beside hers.

And he’d text back:

“Did you let him touch you?”

Or:

“Tell me what he said to make you blush.”

Or simply:

“Come home. Leave the front door unlocked.”

The first time they played it properly — really leaned in — she’d pretended a stranger had kissed her in an elevator.

She told him the whole fake story over dinner, eyes shining:

“Tall. American accent. Said I smelled like orange blossom. He pushed me against the mirror.”

Dylan had gone quiet. Not angry — focused.

That night, he took her hard and fast against their hallway wall before her coat was off.

It had been hot.

Hotter than anything they’d tried in years.

So they kept going.

She whispered confessions into his mouth while he was inside her.

She left smudged kisses on napkins and signed them with a stranger’s name.

She once “accidentally” left a pair of lace panties in his car’s backseat and claimed they weren’t hers.

He hadn’t blinked.

He’d just pushed her face-down on the kitchen counter and made her repeat who they belonged to.

They never used the word cuckold.

Never said hotwife.

They didn’t need the internet’s kink labels. What they had was realer than that.

Dylan wasn’t submissive.

He didn’t want to be humiliated.

He wanted control.

He wanted to watch her want it — and then remind her who she actually belonged to.

And Lena?

Lena wanted to be wanted enough to be stolen.

Even if she never really left.

One night, she upped the stakes.

No story this time.

No lipstick on glasses.

She waited until he was deep inside her, eyes locked, pace building, and then whispered:

“I let him taste me.”

Dylan froze.

Stillness. Mid-thrust. Face unreadable.

She didn’t blink.

“On his knees,” she added, breath ragged. “Tongue so deep I forgot your name.”

He pulled out without a word.

Dragged her to the floor.

And made her say it again.

They didn’t talk about it after.

But the next night, he came home with a bottle of wine and no questions.

The game had changed.

Now, Lena sat at their breakfast bar wearing his t-shirt and nothing else, sipping cold coffee and scrolling through last night’s texts.

She’d gone to a bar with coworkers. Sent him a picture of her sitting on a stranger’s lap — cropped at the chin, chest to chest.

“Guess what he said before this?”

Dylan had replied three seconds later.

“Tell me everything. In person.”

He’d fucked her twice that night.

The first time slow — measured, intense — with her legs locked around his back and her hair stuck to the pillow.

The second time rough.

One hand on her throat. The other between her thighs.

He’d made her say the stranger’s name.

She’d made it up.

She should’ve felt satisfied.

The game was working.

They were more connected than ever.

But Lena couldn’t stop thinking about what it would feel like to go one step further.

Not a full affair.

Just… one real slip.

A kiss.

A tongue in her mouth that wasn’t Dylan’s.

A stranger’s fingers tracing the same path she knew by heart.

Would Dylan know?

Would he stop?

Would he punish her?

Or worse —

Would he say:

“Keep going.”

She set down the mug and stared at her reflection in the glossy granite.

Her cheeks were flushed.

Her nipples stiff against the soft cotton of his shirt.

She crossed her legs, tightly.

Maybe it was already too late.

Because what they’d built wasn’t just a game anymore.

It was a test.

And she was about to fail it.

Dylan had always thought he was the calm one.

He liked control. Clean boundaries. Tidy emotions.

Lena was the heat. The spark. The one who got impatient in traffic and moaned when she stretched and sent long, late texts when she couldn’t sleep.

He loved that about her.

He loved how she moved through life wanting things — openly, unapologetically.

He just didn’t expect to want this so badly.

At first, it had been a laugh.

Flirty little scenarios, dirty texts, her whispering things into his neck like:

“I pretended my name wasn’t Lena tonight.”

or

“A man offered to buy me a drink. I told him to imagine what I taste like instead.”

It was hot.

More than hot.

It worked.

Better sex. Sharper chemistry. She kissed him like her mouth was on fire and he was the only water for miles.

They’d been together four years. That kind of heat wasn’t supposed to last.

But now?

He was obsessed.

The more she fed the game, the more his mind filled in the gaps.

He started imagining her out at bars: heels too high, lipstick too red, leaning across tables toward men who didn’t know she came home wet with guilt and stories made for him.

She told them like confessions.

Sometimes in bed.

Sometimes in the shower.

Once, while he was eating her out.

She’d gasped:

“He didn’t do it like this. He was too soft. But I pretended to come anyway.”

And Dylan had bit her thigh so hard she squealed.

But she didn’t tell him to stop.

Then came the night that changed everything.

She’d come home late.

Not unusually late.

Just… late enough.

She didn’t text.

Didn’t explain.

Just walked in with her cheeks flushed and her pupils wide, and crawled onto his lap like she was melting.

He kissed her. Hard.

Dragged her shirt over her head.

Unzipped her jeans.

And just before he slid inside her — just before the wet heat of her body swallowed him whole — she whispered:

“I sucked his cock in the stairwell.”

He froze.

Not because of the words.

Because of the way she said them.

Like they weren’t fiction.

He looked at her — really looked at her — and saw something different in her eyes.

Not playfulness.

Not mischief.

But challenge.

Like she wanted to know if he’d stop.

He didn’t.

He couldn’t.

He came two minutes later, faster than he had in years.

He didn’t ask who “he” was.

Didn’t press.

She didn’t elaborate.

And the next morning, she kissed him on the forehead like nothing had changed.

But everything had.

He’d replayed it for days after.

That sentence.

That look.

That wetness — god, she’d been soaking.

Was it real?

Had she actually—

Was she telling him the truth?

And if she was…

Why was that the hottest thing he’d ever heard?

It disturbed him.

Turned him on.

Made him feel weak and powerful at the same time.

The idea that someone else had tasted her.

Used her.

That she’d let it happen, then crawled back into his lap with her mouth still warm and her thighs still trembling.

And now she was his again.

It made his cock hard at random moments.

On the subway. In meetings. In the middle of folding laundry.

He’d started watching her more closely.

The way she smiled at her phone.

The extra time she took with her makeup.

He noticed the scent of her perfume lingered longer now when she left the room.

And part of him — the rational, adult part — told him this was just the kink at work.

That they’d stoked a fire and now it burned hotter than expected.

But the other part?

The darker part?

The part that woke up hard and aching at 3 a.m.?

That part whispered:

“Let her do it. Let her fuck someone else. And make her tell you everything.”

He told himself he’d stop it before it went too far.

That he’d draw a line.

Soon.

Very soon.

But when she came home late again, two nights later…

He didn’t ask where she’d been.

He just kissed her.

Dragged her shirt off.

And whispered:

“Tell me another story.”

The bar wasn’t planned.

It was just a Thursday.

Lena was tired of chicken and tired of wine and tired of imagining what it might feel like to cross a line she wasn’t supposed to.

So when Arjun from creative said a few of them were grabbing drinks, she didn’t hesitate.

He wasn’t her usual type.

Younger. A little awkward. Fidgeted with his collar when he talked. But he had a smile that sat crooked on his face like he didn’t know it was dangerous.

And when he made her laugh over beers and Bollywood trivia, she felt a warmth spread across her thighs that had nothing to do with the alcohol.

She knew what she was doing when she leaned in too close.

Knew what she was doing when she let him walk her to the corner instead of calling a cab.

Knew it when she said, “I don’t usually do this,” and then kissed him first.

They ended up in the stairwell of the ad agency’s back annex — a place she’d been a hundred times in daylight, never once in darkness.

He pushed her up against the wall.

Kissed her like he meant it.

Tugged her jeans down just far enough to touch.

And when she gasped and ground against his hand, she wasn’t pretending.

He was soft with her. Nervous. Surprised by her boldness. She liked that.

She liked the power.

She liked choosing.

And when she sank to her knees on the cold concrete and took him in her mouth, she imagined Dylan’s eyes watching.

Watching, but not stopping her.

She didn’t come.

Didn’t need to.

It wasn’t about that.

It was about the high. The break.

The moment she knew she could.

She left Arjun with a kiss and a crooked smile.

Didn’t give him her number.

Didn’t ask for his.

And when she stepped into their apartment an hour later, Dylan was already on the couch, shirt half-unbuttoned, laptop glowing.

He looked up.

“Hey.”

She kissed him like nothing had changed.

But everything had.

Later, in bed, he moved like usual.

Kissed her neck. Squeezed her thighs. Entered her slow.

She let him settle deep.

Then whispered:

“I sucked his cock in the stairwell.”

He didn’t stop.

His body stilled — like a heartbeat missed — then resumed.

Deeper.

Harder.

His grip on her waist tightened, and his breath came sharp.

But he didn’t say no.

Lena’s voice broke into a whisper.

“He said my mouth was perfect.”

Still no reply.

She wrapped her legs around him tighter.

“He wanted to fuck me right there. I told him I was already taken.”

Dylan groaned into her collarbone.

She could feel him throbbing.

Her pussy was soaked — not just from Arjun earlier, but from now. From this. From the fact that she was telling the truth, and he still hadn’t told her to stop.

When he finally came, it was rough.

Deep.

Possessive.

He bit her shoulder as he did it.

She didn’t flinch.

After, they lay there in silence.

Her body was wrecked.

Her heart was racing.

And her brain buzzed with something terrifying and thrilling:

He knows.

And he liked it.

He didn’t ask who.

Didn’t ask when.

He didn’t ask anything.

But his hand stayed on her thigh long after his breath slowed.

In the morning, she found her panties in the hallway where he’d tossed them.

They were still damp.

Still marked.

And she folded them slowly, carefully, like they were something sacred.

Something earned.

He didn’t sleep that night.

After Lena whispered the truth — that real truth — and he’d come inside her like he had something to prove, Dylan lay awake, staring at the ceiling.

The fan turned. Her breath deepened beside him. Her thigh was still pressed to his. Still slick.

And he couldn’t stop picturing it.

Not abstractly.

Specifically.

Her lips around another man’s cock. Her mouth full. Her eyes wide. Her knees on concrete.

He imagined the moment she decided. The way her hands moved. The sounds she made.

He imagined her not thinking about him at all.

And then he imagined her thinking only of him while doing it.

Both visions made him hard.

He didn’t ask in the morning.

Didn’t press when she handed him coffee and kissed his cheek.

But when she walked past him in her towel and the scent of someone else still clung to her skin — faint but real — he felt something crack.

Not a break.

A surrender.

That night, they didn’t fuck.

They talked.

If you could call it that.

He sat at the edge of the bed. Lena straddled him, bare thighs pressed to denim, not grinding — just present.

“I want to know what happened,” he said.

She didn’t flinch.

She smiled — soft, calm — and tilted her head.

“Which part?”

“All of it.”

So she told him.

Not in summary.

In detail.

Like a bedtime story laced with filth.

How Arjun touched her waist when they stood to leave.

How she turned first, pressed against him like it was a game.

How his hands were unsure, but his cock was already hard.

Dylan didn’t speak.

Just held her hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh.

She kept going.

How he kissed her.

How he slipped his fingers inside her — slow, crooked, like he was discovering something new.

How she knelt and unbuckled him with shaking hands.

How she gagged — just a little — when she took him deep.

Dylan’s cock was straining against his jeans now.

Still, he said nothing.

She leaned forward, whispering.

“He said I was so wet it had to be for someone else.”

Dylan exhaled like a punch.

“Was it?” he asked, voice hoarse.

She nodded.

“Yes. You were in my head the whole time.”

It should’ve made it better.

It didn’t.

It made it worse.

Because that meant she knew exactly what she was doing.

And she did it anyway.

He could’ve told her to stop.

Could’ve walked out. Shouted. Thrown something.

Instead, he unzipped his jeans.

His cock sprang free — thick, angry, flushed red.

He didn’t speak.

Just guided her hand to it.

She gripped him slowly.

Smiling.

“Do you want to hear what I said to him?” she asked.

Dylan swallowed.

Nodded.

“I told him I belonged to someone else. That I wasn’t allowed to kiss him. But I could suck his cock. Because that’s not really cheating… is it?”

Her fist moved down his shaft.

Slow. Precise.

She wasn’t asking for forgiveness.

She was feeding him.

And he was taking it.

Dylan was past guilt now.

Past logic.

He was watching his own undoing, and letting it happen.

Because every word from her mouth made him harder.

Made him want more.

Even if it destroyed him.

She kissed his neck.

“Do you want to know how I moaned?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to show you?”

“Yes.”

She sank to her knees.

Mouth hovering.

Waiting.

But Dylan didn’t say anything.

He just looked down at her.

At his girlfriend — lover — traitor — mouth parted, eyes bright, skin flushed with something close to pride.

And he thought:

“I don’t own her anymore.”

But then he also thought:

“Not yet.”

She licked the tip slowly.

He hissed.

“Was it like this?” he asked.

“No,” she said.

“Better?”

“No.”

“Worse?”

She met his eyes.

“Different.”

And for some reason, that hit harder than anything else.

She took him into her mouth.

Deep.

Slow.

Her tongue knew him better than he knew himself.

And when he came, it was with a growl he didn’t recognize.

A warning.

Or a surrender.

Or maybe both.

She swallowed.

Stood.

Wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand.

Then bent close and whispered:

“I’d do it again, you know.”

And left the room.

Dylan sat there for a long time.

Jeans open.

Cock wet.

Mind racing.

He didn’t want her to do it again.

Not really.

Not emotionally.

Not ethically.

But physically?

His cock was already stirring again.

And his fingers reached for his phone, almost without thinking.

He opened his notes app.

Typed the words:

“Make her tell me more.”

Then added:

“Make her beg for permission next time.”

Because he wasn’t going to stop her.

Not yet.

But he wasn’t going to lose her either.

He was going to own her again.

Even if it killed him.

The next night, she didn’t wait for permission.

She came into the bedroom after brushing her teeth — wearing nothing but a black silk robe Dylan had bought her the year before.

He was already there.

Sitting on the edge of the bed.

Waiting.

She stood in the doorway for a moment, watching him.

Then walked toward him slowly, letting the robe part at her thighs.

“I want to tell you everything,” she said.

Dylan nodded, eyes dark.

“I want you to do it with me.”

He didn’t speak.

So she climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her knees planted on either side of his thighs.

“I’m going to make you him,” she whispered. “And you’re going to fuck me like he never could.”

She reached down and unbuttoned his jeans.

He was already hard.

She didn’t stroke him. Not yet.

Instead, she leaned in close and said:

“You’re Arjun now.”

Dylan’s jaw flexed.

Lena placed his hands on her hips. Then leaned forward, brushing her lips against his ear.

“Say it,” she breathed. “Say you’re not my boyfriend.”

He hesitated.

Then:

“I’m not your boyfriend.”

Lena’s breath caught.

“Say you don’t even know my name.”

“You’re just some girl from the bar.”

Her nipples hardened under the silk.

She pushed his shoulders back until he lay flat on the bed.

Climbed on top.

Slid her hips down until her slick folds rested against his shaft — not inside, just teasing.

“You said you wanted to kiss me,” she whispered. “But I told you I couldn’t.”

“Because you had a boyfriend,” Dylan murmured, voice gravel now.

She nodded.

“But you said… your mouth wasn’t off-limits.”

He gripped her hips tighter.

Lena smiled.

“And then you made me show you how good I am at sucking cock.”

She shifted back.

Slid down between his legs.

Held his cock at the base and licked up the length — slowly, tongue flat.

“Like this?”

Dylan groaned.

She took him into her mouth.

Not fast.

Not eager.

Just… possessive.

Like this was a memory. Not an act.

Like she could still taste the concrete stairwell on her knees.

When she pulled off, lips wet, she wiped her mouth with her fingers and looked at him.

“I made him come in my mouth,” she said softly.

Dylan’s eyes blazed.

“I bet he didn’t fuck you after.”

Lena shook her head.

“No.”

“Then I will.”

He flipped her.

Rough.

Hard.

The robe slid off her shoulders.

Her back arched.

He didn’t waste time — just pushed inside her with a single thrust that made her cry out.

But she didn’t stop him.

She pressed back.

Matched him.

“Was he this deep?” Dylan gritted.

“No.”

“Did he make you scream?”

“No.”

He drove into her harder.

“Did you think of me when he came in your mouth?”

Her voice cracked.

“Yes.”

“Did you imagine telling me?”

“Yes.”

“Did you want me to stop you?”

A beat.

Then:

“No.”

Dylan stilled.

Then moved again — slower now.

“You’re mine,” he growled.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours. I was always yours.”

She twisted under him, hair wild, body shaking.

He pulled out, flipped her again — face to face now — and stared into her.

“No more lies,” he said.

“No more secrets,” she replied.

He grabbed her throat, just enough to make her breath catch.

“Next time you suck someone else’s cock…”

She moaned.

“…you’ll ask permission first.”

She nodded, eyes glassy.

“Please,” she whispered. “Make me ask.”

“Beg.”

She swallowed.

“Please, Dylan. Let me suck someone off. Let me make you watch. Let me come home dripping and tell you everything.”

He came the second she said it.

After, they lay still.

Sweaty. Spent.

Silent.

Her body throbbed.

Her lips were swollen.

His arms wrapped around her like a lock.

And her voice was barely a whisper when she asked:

“Did you hate it?”

He didn’t answer.

But his grip didn’t loosen.

And she didn’t smile.

Not yet.

Dylan didn’t speak for two days.

They still fucked. Still kissed. Still ate together and moved through the apartment like nothing had shifted.

But something had.

Lena could feel it in the silence behind his eyes.

In the way he watched her when she got dressed. In the pause before he responded to casual questions. In how hard he gripped her waist when he took her from behind and didn’t say a word after.

She knew what was coming.

And she was ready for it.

It started on the third night.

He came home early.

She was in the shower.

He didn’t knock. Didn’t call her name.

Just opened the glass door and stepped in, fully clothed.

She turned, startled — and then breathless at the look in his eyes.

Not anger.

Not love.

Something colder. Darker.

He didn’t say a word.

Just grabbed her wrists and pushed her back against the cold tile.

“You’ve had your turn,” he said finally.

Her chest rose. Fell.

“Now it’s mine.”

She nodded.

“I’m yours.”

“No,” he said.

“You’re about to be.”

He dragged her out of the shower dripping wet, still silent.

Towelled her off with rough hands, then pushed her to her knees.

She obeyed.

Without hesitation.

Her mouth opened as if by instinct, ready for him.

But he didn’t let her have it.

Not yet.

He pulled her to her feet, bent her over the bathroom sink, and pressed his cock against her ass without entering.

Then whispered:

“Beg.”

Lena’s breath hitched.

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please… fuck me.”

“Why should I?”

“Because I’m yours.”

He slapped her ass. Hard.

She gasped.

“I was always yours,” she tried again.

“You gave your mouth to someone else.”

Her voice cracked.

“But I came home to you.”

He was in her before she finished the sentence.

No preamble. No gentleness.

Just a deep, brutal thrust that made her cry out and grab the edge of the sink like it was the only solid thing in the world.

He fucked her like she was someone else’s.

Like he was taking her back.

She moaned.

Sobbed.

Tried to say something — but he grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, forcing her eyes to meet his in the mirror.

“You want to be forgiven?” he growled.

She nodded.

“Then take it.”

He fucked her until she was dripping.

Until her thighs shook.

Until her voice gave out.

But he wasn’t finished.

He pulled out.

Dragged her into the bedroom.

Pushed her down on her back and tied her wrists to the headboard with his belt.

She didn’t resist.

She smiled.

He knelt between her legs.

Spread her thighs.

Spat on her pussy and rubbed it in with two fingers before entering again.

This time slow.

Relentless.

Eyes locked on hers.

“You gave someone else what’s mine,” he said.

She whimpered.

“I’m sorry.”

“I don’t care.”

“I want you to ruin me.”

“I already have.”

He fucked her until she came twice, tears streaking her face.

Until she begged him to come inside her.

Until he did — with a roar that sounded like pain.

Afterward, he untied her wrists.

Pulled her close.

Buried his face in her neck.

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t move.

And when she finally whispered:

“Do you still want me?”

He didn’t answer.

But his hand tightened on her hip.

And his cock stirred again against her thigh.

Because forgiveness wasn’t the point.

Ownership was.

It had been three months.

No confessions. No reenactments. No new names whispered in the dark.

Just them.

Just Dylan and Lena.

Quiet mornings. Fewer fights. More sex.

Much more.

He touched her differently now.

Not like she was fragile.

Like she was his.

Like she’d already been broken open once — and he’d stitched her back together himself, tighter, rougher, better.

Lena liked it.

Liked how he pushed her face into the mattress and came without warning.

Liked how he kissed her harder after.

Liked how he watched her, always.

They didn’t talk about Arjun.

Or the stairwell.

Or the game.

Not out loud.

But sometimes — when she was riding Dylan’s cock and he gripped her hips too tight, or when he whispered “don’t even think about it” into her neck for no reason — she knew the memory hadn’t vanished.

It had just settled into them.

Like a scar under skin.

Faint.

But permanent.

Tonight, they were lying tangled in bed.

The fan spinning overhead.

Sheets kicked down.

Dylan’s chest rising slowly beneath her cheek.

She traced her finger along the ridge of his ribs. Felt him twitch. Not awake — not yet — but hovering there, somewhere in the space between sleep and need.

She watched his face in the dark.

Watched his lips part slightly.

Watched the familiar ache begin in her own belly.

It had been good lately.

So good.

So close.

Too close, maybe.

She kissed his shoulder.

Soft.

Then whispered into the skin:

“Would you let me do it again?”

A pause.

His breath caught.

But he didn’t open his eyes.

Didn’t speak.

Just shifted under her — a small movement, barely there — and pulled her tighter.

His hand slid between her thighs.

Found her wet.

Pressed there.

Held.

She didn’t ask again.

She didn’t need to.


Story 6 - Under Her Skirt

I walked into the conference room twelve minutes late.

Not fifteen — that would’ve made me the asshole who held up the CMO’s Tuesday sync. But twelve? That was enough to signal I was busy. Booked. On calls. Important. Just enough to avoid questions.

I muttered an apology, didn’t wait for acknowledgement, and slid into my usual seat — end of the long glass table, opposite her.

The moment I sat down, I felt it.

Warm.

Wet.

Soft, slick heat pressed beneath me where cool leather should’ve been.

For a half second I thought someone had spilled coffee. Maybe condensation from a water bottle. But when I shifted, I felt the texture.

Thin. Silk.

Fabric.

My fingers reached beneath me automatically, brushing over something delicate and undeniably damp. I froze. My heartbeat kicked.

I pulled it out slowly, fingers curled to hide it, pretending to adjust the back of my blazer.

Black.

Lacy.

Panties.

Used. Not folded from a drawer. Not a spare someone dropped by accident. These were still warm from skin. Still marked by scent.

And stitched inside the waistband, in dark burgundy thread, was my name.

LUKAS.

My mouth went dry.

I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t move. I didn’t look up — not yet.

But I could feel it.

Eyes.

Hers.

When I finally raised my head, Alina Kapoor was already watching me.

She sat two seats up the line, like always — head of strategy, VP title, married. Her arms folded in front of her, expression unreadable, legs crossed under a pencil skirt that clung to her like paint. Her lipstick was perfect. Her brows arched just slightly, like she knew something I didn’t.

She made eye contact.

Held it.

Then — she smiled.

Tiny. Pleased. Not coy.

Like something had finally clicked into place.

Nobody else at the table noticed. Not the junior strategist running through slides. Not the director sighing over the Q3 reforecast. But I wasn’t hearing a word.

Because Alina was holding her phone now.

Thumb tapping once.

And a second later, mine buzzed in my pocket.

I didn’t even check the name.

Just pulled it out, and read:

“Finally.”

I looked up again.

She was already looking away. Back to the slides.

Calm. Cool. Untouchable.

Like she hadn’t just left her soaking-wet underwear on my chair. Like she hadn’t stitched my name into the waistband. Like this wasn’t a game she’d already started — and I was just now catching up.

My cock twitched.

And I hadn’t even said a word.

I didn’t sleep well that night.

The panties were still in my jacket pocket — soft, slick, humiliating. I should’ve thrown them out. But every time my fingers brushed them, I got hard.

And I hated myself for it.

Alina Kapoor had always intimidated the shit out of me. Not because she was mean — she was always maddeningly polite. But because she was carved from something sharper than the rest of us.

She was mid-thirties, married, and fuck-you beautiful. Tall. Indian. Hair always pinned clean. Body all long lines and minimal curves — except the way her hips flared when she turned, the way that tailored pencil skirt locked onto her waist like sin in a boardroom.

Her face was high-boned and elegant, lips always drawn in something wine-dark and immaculate. She had the kind of voice that didn’t raise — it lowered the room instead.

And now her underwear was stitched with my name.

I came in early.

Earlier than necessary. Half-dressed in rushed business casual: navy button-down, still-wet hair, five o’clock shadow doing its best to fake control.

I walked in hoping to feel normal again. To feel like a man with a job, not a boy she’d marked.

But when the office door shut behind me, I stopped short.

Alina was already there.

Lights on. Curtains open. She sat in her glass-walled office, framed like a painting. Coffee in one hand, her posture perfect.

She wore white today — cream blouse, pale grey skirt that clung like a breath. Heels off. Toes painted black.

When she looked up, her eyes grazed me once.

Then dismissed me.

Just another peon arriving at the altar of morning meetings.

I got to my desk. Dropped my bag. Pulled my laptop from its sleeve.

And froze.

There, folded neatly on my keyboard, was a square of stiff matte paper.

My name across the front — Lukas, handwritten in neat, architectural ink.

No one else was in yet.

My hands felt too big as I unfolded it.

Six words.

“Watch. But do not touch.”

That was it.

No signature. No greeting. Just a command.

I looked up — and saw her watching me.

Not directly.

Just enough to know that she knew I’d read it.

Her legs were crossed. Her chair was turned just slightly toward me. Her blouse unbuttoned by half an inch more than necessary.

And her skirt?

Lifted just enough to expose the inside of one long, bare thigh.

She moved slowly.

Like she was adjusting her seat — but her fingertips brushed the edge of her hem, pulled it just a little higher.

Enough to confirm what I already suspected.

No panties.

None at all.

Alina didn’t look at me again.

She just opened her laptop and started typing.

One hand on the keyboard.

The other drifting, inch by inch, between her thighs.

It was so deliberate I forgot to breathe.

She was tall, yes — but right now she looked even longer. Legs parted just enough. Nails clean and nude. Skin smooth and faintly golden in the morning light.

She dipped her fingers lower, casually, like she was scratching an itch.

Except the motion kept going.

I couldn’t look away.

My cock throbbed under the desk.

Her fingers moved slowly now. Rhythmic. Controlled.

She didn’t spread her legs wider.

She made me do it — in my mind.

She shifted once, lips parting, breath slow and measured like she was scrolling through quarterly metrics.

Except she was rubbing her clit through nothing but skin and glass and nerve endings.

I clenched the edge of my desk hard enough to hurt.

I wanted to unzip. To stroke. To release the pressure building in my spine.

But the note sat there.

Watch. But do not touch.

And I obeyed.

She didn’t come.

Not visibly.

Not out loud.

But after five minutes, she sat back and crossed her legs again. Wiped her fingers once against her inner thigh. Lifted her coffee.

Drank.

And only then did she look at me again.

Not a smile.

Not a wink.

Just a glance that said: You’re mine now.

My phone buzzed.

I already knew who it was.

“You’re learning.”

Monday came hard.

I hadn’t jerked off since Thursday.

Every time I tried, I’d stop. As if she’d know. As if her voice would echo from nowhere and scold me: Don’t touch.

Her silence was worse than her games.

No notes since Friday.

No messages.

No flash of thigh or calculated look from behind her glass desk.

Just… silence.

I wasn’t sure if the game was over or if I’d already lost.

I came in early again.

No note.

Sat through morning sync.

No panties on the chair.

No smirk across the table.

By 11:45 I felt like I’d hallucinated everything. I hated how much I needed her to do something.

Make me hurt again.

Make me want again.

Make me hers again.

Then lunch hour hit.

I was coming back up from grabbing coffee, elevator half-empty. I stood at the back, checking emails, my reflection dull in the mirror-walled interior.

At floor 9, the doors slid open.

And she stepped in.

Alina.

Alone.

She didn’t look surprised.

Just pressed the “close doors” button with one perfect, bored finger and turned to face me.

Her hair was tied in a high twist today. Her blouse was pale pink, tucked into a black pencil skirt so fitted it looked painted on.

Her lips — deep garnet — quirked just slightly.

Then she stepped toward me.

One click of her heels.

Then another.

Until she was close enough that I could smell her — something warm, spiced, faintly floral and wrong for an office.

She didn’t say a word.

Just leaned forward slightly.

Brushed her lips close to my ear.

And whispered:

“You came without permission.”

My pulse jumped.

She didn’t move back.

She waited.

And her voice dropped a note lower.

“Didn’t you?”

I swallowed.

“Yes.”

Her breath was hot against my neck.

“You touched yourself when you shouldn’t have?”

I gritted my teeth. “Yes.”

“Did you finish?”

The elevator slid past the 10th floor. I didn’t look at the buttons.

“… Yes.”

She stepped even closer.

“Good.”

I blinked.

Good?

Then her hand slid down.

Palm brushing the front of my pants.

Right over the bulge already straining beneath the fabric.

She didn’t squeeze.

Didn’t stroke.

Just held it there.

Warm. Cruel.

Like a warning.

Her mouth brushed my jaw.

“Hard already. Weak boy.”

The elevator slowed.

She stepped back. Fixed a hair behind her ear. Straightened her skirt.

The doors opened.

She walked out.

Didn’t look back.

But she turned her head slightly and said — low enough only I could hear:

“Try again. Be better.”

The doors closed behind her.

And I stood there.

Hard. Empty. Waiting for the next floor.

Knowing I’d failed some unspoken test.

And hating how badly I wanted another chance to pass it.

The box was already on my desk when I arrived.

Matte black. No logo. Wrapped in a single silver ribbon — soft enough to feel like fabric.

At first I thought it was a mistake. Some new product sample from a startup client. But then I saw the envelope underneath.

White. Blank.

I opened it.

A single line, handwritten in ink I recognized by now:

“You get one button. Use it wisely.”

My pulse jumped.

I slipped off the ribbon, pulled open the box. Inside: a velvet pouch, heavier than it looked.

And inside that — something that made my cock twitch against my zipper.

A remote-control vibrator. Small. Curved. Jet black.

Next to it: the remote.

Just one dial.

No screen. No instructions.

Just power.

My phone buzzed.

Alina.

“Just the remote. Bring it to the meeting.”

Another message, almost immediate:

“I’ve already got the rest in place.”

My throat tightened.

I looked up, eyes scanning toward her office — the glass walls fogged slightly from morning air conditioning. Blinds angled just enough to obscure the details. But I could make out her silhouette.

She was standing.

Backlit.

And moving.

Skirt pushed up. One hand between her legs.

My breath caught.

She held still for a moment — then smoothed the skirt back into place.

The blinds shifted again.

And then the door opened.

Alina stepped out, folder in hand, heels clicking against the tile.

Expression calm. Lips painted.

Just like any other meeting day.

At eleven, the strategy sync began.

CFO, two directors, legal counsel, someone from HR. Twelve bodies and not enough caffeine, everyone pretending to care about Q3 digital spend.

She arrived last.

Sleek navy dress. Hair twisted into a low knot. Thin gold hoops at her ears. No bag.

Just her and that folder.

She took the seat beside me without looking in my direction.

Sat. Crossed her legs slowly.

Lifted her phone.

Typed something.

My phone buzzed.

“Now.”

I slid the remote into my hand under the table. Small. Smooth.

Thumb hovered over the dial.

One click. Level 1.

She didn’t flinch. Just exhaled — slow and subtle — and adjusted her posture.

Crossed and uncrossed her legs.

One knee brushed mine.

I clicked again.

Level 2.

Her breath caught — barely — and she touched her lower lip with her index finger.

I wanted to touch her.

Wanted to lean over and whisper in her ear: Don’t hold back.

But she was already shifting, thighs pressing just slightly together.

And still — still — she kept her expression flawless.

I clicked to Level 3.

That’s when she blinked.

Just once — harder than usual.

Then turned her head one inch toward me.

Her voice was a whisper, so low I barely caught it:

“You’ll regret that.”

I pulled back.

The rest of the meeting blurred.

Slide decks. Forecasts. Dead eyes.

She sat perfectly still, but I knew what was happening under that table.

Knew her body was pulsing.

Knew she was wet.

And I was the one doing it.

I was holding the power.

But somehow, she still made me feel like her puppet.

When the meeting ended, people started filing out.

She didn’t move.

Neither did I.

The door clicked shut behind the last assistant.

Silence.

Alina turned her head. Looked me straight in the eye.

Voice smooth as bourbon:

“You think you’re in control now, Lukas?”

I didn’t answer.

She rose from her seat.

Gathered her folder.

Leant close enough that her perfume sank through my skin.

Then whispered:

“A button isn’t power. Power is making you afraid to press it.”

She walked out.

Unbothered.

Unreadable.

And I sat there.

Hard.

Shaking.

Completely hers.

The reservation was for six.

A steakhouse near the office. Polished concrete, soft jazz, wine list the length of a novella.

Two clients from our Paris office. Alina, myself, and Patrick from finance.

Buttoned-up. Safe.

Except for what was in my jacket pocket.

And what was between her legs.

Alina arrived fifteen minutes late.

Hair down. Curls loose.

White silk blouse tucked into a high-waisted, charcoal skirt with a slit too sharp for corporate modesty. Gold chain at her collarbone. Blood-red lipstick like a seal of intent.

I stood when she approached. So did the clients.

She gave them both her hand.

When she turned to me, she leaned close.

Voice neutral.

“Only level one tonight.”

Then added — just for me:

“Unless you want me to come all over this chair.”

The first twenty minutes were easy.

I kept the remote in my coat pocket. Finger grazing the dial, heart pounding like I was holding a live wire.

Her face gave nothing away.

Alina smiled. Nodded. Asked questions in fluent French. Her tone warm, her posture composed.

So I clicked to Level 1.

She kept smiling.

Eyes flicked to me — then back to the client’s mouth.

Another sip of wine. Another compliment.

Not even a twitch.

But when she crossed her legs the other way, I saw it.

The flush.

Just beneath her collarbone. Blooming slowly.

She started touching her necklace absently, voice slightly slower.

Still deadly smooth.

But now she was blinking more.

Breathing deeper.

And the second Patrick excused himself to take a call — I turned the dial to Level 2.

Her fork paused halfway to her mouth.

Then resumed.

But I saw the tension in her hand.

The set of her jaw.

One of the clients said something flirtatious — a joke about French hospitality — and Alina laughed a second too late.

Then downed the rest of her wine.

I shouldn’t have.

But I did.

I turned the dial to Level 3.

She dropped her napkin.

Leaned down to get it.

Stayed down.

When she came back up, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes sharp and furious.

But she smiled.

Smiled.

Like I hadn’t just dragged her toward the edge in front of three men who thought she was untouchable.

Under the table, her heel pressed against my ankle.

Hard.

I left the dial where it was.

By dessert, she was barely speaking.

She let us carry the conversation while she swirled her wine and blinked slowly, crossing and uncrossing her legs with rigid control.

The Paris client made a joke about staying out too late.

Alina smiled tightly.

Then stood.

“Excuse me,” she said. “Restroom.”

She didn’t wait.

She didn’t look at me.

But she left her clutch behind.

And her phone.

I gave her one minute.

Then another.

Then stood.

Made up something about needing to take a call.

Walked past the bar. Into the dim hallway outside the restrooms.

The ladies’ door was cracked open.

And I heard her voice.

Breathy.

Unsteady.

Moaning.

I pushed it open.

Empty.

Just Alina, braced against the marble sink, one hand buried under her skirt.

Her legs were shaking.

She didn’t see me at first.

But when she did, she didn’t flinch.

Just stared at me in the mirror.

Mascara perfect. Lipstick bleeding at the corners.

Her voice was wrecked velvet.

“You fucking… bastard.”

She didn’t sound angry.

She sounded ruined.

I stepped in.

Locked the door.

“Safe word?” I asked quietly.

She laughed once.

Bitter.

Then whispered:

“Try level four.”

She didn’t come in the next morning.

No message. No meeting appearance. No stilettos clicking down the hallway like the ticking of a slow bomb.

Just… silence.

And then, just after 6 p.m., when the floor was almost empty — I got the text.

“My office. Now.”

The blinds were already drawn.

Her door half-open.

When I stepped inside, she was leaning against her desk — blazer gone, blouse unbuttoned to the middle of her chest, heels kicked off.

Her hair was loose. Wild.

She looked like she hadn’t slept.

Or like she’d been waiting in a state of tension no one else could possibly see.

“You disobeyed me,” she said quietly.

I closed the door behind me.

Locked it.

“I did.”

She cocked her head.

“You pushed me.”

“I did.”

Her tongue grazed her bottom lip.

“You made me come in a public place.”

“I know.”

Silence.

Then she pushed off the desk and walked toward me.

Each step deliberate. Calculated.

But there was something breaking underneath the polish now.

Her pupils were wide. Her breath shallow.

She reached me — close enough that our bodies barely touched.

Then she slid her hand down my chest.

“Do you think you’re in control now?” she asked.

I didn’t answer.

I took her wrist.

Turned her sharply.

Bent her over the edge of her desk.

She gasped — more from surprise than pain.

I leaned in.

Voice low in her ear.

“Now I am.”

Her breath hitched.

I tugged the back of her skirt up and let it bunch around her waist.

No panties.

Of course.

I ran a hand up her thigh — slow, claiming — then reached beneath her.

Found the vibrator still inside her.

Warm. Buzzing. Slick with the afterglow of her surrender.

I clicked it off.

Pulled it out slowly.

Set it on the desk in front of her.

Then unbuckled my belt.

She moaned — soft and sharp — and reached back for me.

But I grabbed her wrists. Pressed them flat to the glass.

She twisted.

“Please,” she breathed. “I need—”

“No.”

I leaned in.

Ran my lips along the curve of her ear.

“You’ll take what I give you.”

And then I pushed inside her.

She cried out — no hiding it now.

No glass between us. No offices. No notes.

Just heat and skin and soaked surrender.

She was soaked. Open. Gasping.

Each thrust pulled something raw from her throat.

Each grip of my hand on her hips left her shaking.

I didn’t hold back.

I drove into her like she’d stolen every second of my self-control.

Because she had.

Her nails scraped the glass.

“Fuck, Lukas—”

“That’s not my name.”

She gasped.

“Say it.”

“… Sir.”

“Louder.”

“Sir.”

I reached around and found her clit.

Rubbed slow circles as I moved in and out, watching her break beneath me, watching that cold polish finally shatter.

She was trembling.

Muttering.

Begging.

And when she came — hard — she clenched around me so tightly I had to grit my teeth not to follow.

But I didn’t stop.

Not until her body went limp against the desk.

I pulled out.

Zip up.

Walked around the desk and looked at her.

Hair wild. Skin flushed. Mascara smudged. Lipstick ruined.

She was the most powerful woman I’d ever seen.

And right now?

She was mine.

She turned her head to look at me — slowly, carefully.

Then said, hoarse:

“Now you’re getting it.”

Tuesday morning.

Same meeting. Same room. Same seat.

Except this time, I wasn’t late.

I walked in two minutes early and didn’t say a word. Just nodded at the others, flipped open my laptop, and pulled out my chair.

There it was.

Waiting.

Black lace.

This time, neatly folded.

Still warm.

Still wet.

But not hers.

Not exactly.

Stitched along the waistband, in tight, perfect thread:

L.K.

My initials.

Not hers.

I looked up.

She was across the table again — perfectly dressed, expression unreadable.

But her eyes flicked to the chair.

Then to me.

And when I lifted the panties, slow and deliberate, she didn’t blink.

Didn’t smile.

Didn’t give the game away.

She just raised one brow.

Like a challenge.

Or permission.

My phone buzzed.

No name.

Just a message:

“Good boy.”

I sat back.

Slid the panties into my pocket.

And smiled.


Story 7 - The Guest Account

I wasn’t snooping.

That’s the truth I kept telling myself.

It was his place. His sofa. His remote. I was just bored, curled under a throw blanket in one of his t-shirts, letting the hours slide by until he got home from drinks with his boss.

I’d only meant to find something to stream.

Instead, I found myself.

The screen glitched when I hit the input button. Flickered from Netflix to HDMI2. Then again — HDMI3.

That’s when it stuck.

The image sharpened. Not a channel, not a movie.

Me.

From above.

It was our bedroom.

My body — curled under the duvet, asleep. The camera must’ve been mounted up in the corner, where the molding met the ceiling fan.

For a second I froze.

It wasn’t live. It was playback. A recording from the night before.

I watched myself roll over. Stretch. Bare my legs. Toss the blanket half off in the heat.

I should’ve been furious.

I should’ve screamed.

But instead, my thighs pressed together.

Because I remembered this night.

And I remembered what I’d done, alone, thinking no one could see.

I clicked forward.

The footage jumped.

Now I was naked. Sprawled across the sheets, back arched, hips tilted toward the camera’s eye. My hand was between my legs, slow and steady.

And on screen, I was moaning.

I stared.

Transfixed.

It felt like watching someone else — someone dirtier, needier. Someone made of hunger and heat.

But it was me.

The remote slipped in my hand.

I caught it. Paused the image.

Right before I came.

Eyes closed. Lips parted. Soaked in sweat and lit by nothing but moonlight.

Had he watched this? Saved it?

Had he planned it?

I felt the heat rising in my chest.

But not anger.

Need.

Because if he was watching me…

Maybe I didn’t want him to stop.

I scrolled through the source menu.

There were three feeds.

I clicked to the next one.

The kitchen.

Playback, again.

Me in one of his shirts, sipping tea.

No underwear.

No bra.

The hem barely covering my ass.

I’d been yawning. Stretching.

Putting on a show I didn’t know had an audience.

Except now I wasn’t so sure.

A flicker of movement in the top-right corner of the screen.

A light — red, faint.

Live.

I realized: this one wasn’t playback.

This was real-time.

I turned my head.

Toward the wall-mounted smoke detector across from the TV.

A red dot blinked once.

I smiled.

And stood.

Let the blanket fall.

And walked out of frame, bare legs catching the light, hips loose and unhurried.

Straight toward the bedroom.

Straight toward the camera I now knew was waiting.

I didn’t shut it off.

I leaned in.

I left the bedroom light off.

Let the moonlight frame me instead — soft blue shadows spilling through the blinds, catching on the curve of my thigh, the rise of my breasts, the sharp peak of one nipple beneath cotton.

His shirt clung to me.

Bare underneath.

I knew the camera was on. Still glowing red from the top corner above the dresser.

It wasn’t just watching.

It was recording.

I made sure to face it when I undressed.

Slow.

One button at a time.

I let the shirt slide open just enough to expose my breasts. Then paused. Let my fingers trail down my torso, teasing my own skin like I didn’t know what was coming.

I imagined his breath hitching. His eyes narrowing. His hand tightening around himself, knowing I knew.

That I was doing this for him.

I sat on the edge of the bed.

Spread my legs — wide enough to tempt, not enough to show.

Then lay back, shirt falling open, body on full display for the lens.

I started slow.

Fingers circling my nipple. Pinching. Letting the sensation echo straight between my legs.

Then I dragged my hand lower.

Lower still.

I was already wet.

Already aching.

But I took my time.

Moved my hips in slow, lazy rolls as I rubbed myself open — two fingers, just enough pressure to feel full but not satisfied.

My breathing went shallow.

Then deeper.

I curled my toes against the sheets.

Moaned.

Loud enough for the mic.

I came for him.

For the camera.

Not fast. Not loud. But deep and raw and deliberate.

Eyes open, watching the red light the whole time.

After, I didn’t cover up.

I just lay there.

Legs parted. Lips slick. Breasts rising and falling like I was waiting for an encore.

I even smiled at the lens.

Small. Knowing.

Let him watch.

A soft ping.

My phone, still on the nightstand.

A message from him.

“Still at the bar. You okay?”

I stared at it.

Then tapped out:

“Fine. Just getting ready for bed.”

He had no idea.

Or maybe… he knew exactly what I was doing.

Maybe this had been the plan all along.

Either way, I left the camera on when I fell asleep.

And dreamed of being seen.

He came home just after midnight.

I heard the soft clink of his keys in the lock, the shift of his weight as he kicked off his shoes. The way he always paused a second before walking in, as if real life needed a buffer after the world outside.

I stayed curled on the couch.

Fresh shower.

Loose tank top.

No bra.

Hair damp and wild, still smelling like his shampoo.

The lights were low. Just the soft flicker of the TV on idle mode, muted blue across my skin.

“Hey,” he said.

I looked up and smiled like nothing had changed.

“Hey. Good night?”

He shrugged. “Fine. Boring. You didn’t have to wait up.”

“I wasn’t,” I lied. “Just couldn’t sleep.”

He leaned over and kissed me — light, automatic. Familiar.

But I didn’t lean back.

I let his lips brush mine. Let him settle onto the other end of the couch. Let him sigh and stretch and undo the top button of his shirt like a man who wasn’t hiding anything at all.

I reached for the remote.

Scrolled the inputs.

One, two, three.

Paused on HDMI3.

And waited.

He glanced at the screen.

A flicker of confusion in his eyes.

Then tension.

Because there I was — projected across the 55-inch screen in full 1080p.

Laid out on the bed.

Naked.

Moaning.

Eyes open.

Looking straight into the lens.

He didn’t speak.

I could feel his breath tighten. I saw his jaw tick.

He didn’t ask how I knew.

Didn’t even try.

He just turned slowly to face me, eyes scanning my face like he was trying to gauge how far this had already gone.

I smiled.

Soft.

Sweet.

And said, “How long have you been watching me?”

He opened his mouth.

Closed it.

Then — quietly — “Since the first week.”

My stomach clenched.

But I didn’t look away.

“First week we started dating?”

He nodded.

I turned back to the screen.

On it, I was arching into my own fingers, mouth parted, thighs slick with sweat and want.

It was the video from earlier tonight.

“I thought I turned the bedroom camera off,” I said mildly.

“You did.” He swallowed. “But I left a second one. Higher up.”

I let that sink in.

Not one camera.

Multiple.

Multiple angles.

Multiple layers of watching me without my knowledge.

I felt the tightness rise in my chest — not fear. Not even anger.

Power.

Because I wasn’t just being watched anymore.

I was performing.

And now he knew I knew.

“You recorded this?” I asked, nodding to the screen.

“Yes.”

“For you?”

A beat.

Then, quietly:

“No.”

I turned to him sharply.

“What does that mean?”

His jaw flexed. “I didn’t share it. But… I save them.”

“For what?”

He hesitated.

And that’s when I saw it.

That crack in him.

He liked being in control.

But he loved getting caught.

“For nights when you weren’t here,” he said.

His voice was low. Barely above a whisper.

“I liked seeing you when you didn’t know. Watching how you moved. How you touched yourself when you thought no one could see.”

He didn’t blink.

“I didn’t do it to hurt you. I did it because… you were the most real when you were alone.”

The silence pulsed.

On screen, I came — body shaking, hand still moving between my legs, lips parted in an open gasp.

He watched.

I watched him.

And then I stood.

Crossed the room.

Straddled his lap.

His breath caught.

My tank top slid low on one side, nipple brushing his shirt.

I leaned in.

Voice low.

“You don’t get to watch me anymore,” I whispered.

He blinked.

“I—”

“You’re done controlling the feed.”

I reached into his shirt pocket.

Pulled out his phone.

Opened the camera app.

Flipped it.

Faced it toward me.

Toward us.

“You want to keep recording?” I asked.

He stared.

Then nodded, barely.

I leaned back — slowly — arms up.

Let the tank top fall away.

Stripped him with quiet, focused hands. Button by button. Belt by belt.

Kissed down his chest without breaking eye contact with the lens.

And when I sank onto him — wet, open, pulsing with tension — I moaned straight into the phone.

The moment he came, I held his face in both hands and whispered:

“Now you know how it feels to be exposed.”

The next morning, I woke to a box on the nightstand.

No note.

No explanation.

But I already knew what it was.

I peeled the lid back with slow fingers and smiled.

Inside: black silicone. Sleek, curved, discreet.

Remote-control toy.

The kind that hums inside you like a secret.

He was in the kitchen, shirtless, coffee steaming beside him.

I held up the box.

Raised a brow.

He didn’t look up. Just said, “I want to see what you do when you know you’re being watched.”

I crossed to him, still naked from the night before.

Set the box down on the counter.

“Any rules?”

He finally looked at me.

“Just one,” he said. “If you stop performing, I stop watching.”

I slipped the toy in just after noon.

No ceremony.

No warm-up.

Just pressed it into place — snug, perfect — and stood there in front of the hallway mirror, watching myself breathe through the sudden fullness.

I texted him a photo.

Panties on. Slight bulge visible.

Caption:

“You watching?”

He replied instantly:

“Always.”

He left for work soon after.

I stayed in.

T-shirt. No bra. Thighs still damp.

I paced the apartment like prey circling its own hunger — running fingers along the backs of chairs, dragging my palms across my breasts in long, slow brushes.

The first buzz came while I was making tea.

Level one.

Barely a tickle. Just enough to make me gasp and set the mug down too hard.

The second came while I was on the couch — legs parted, one hand buried in my shirt, the other already straying lower.

He was watching.

Maybe live.

Maybe through playback later.

Did it matter?

I came with the vibrator still pulsing inside me.

I didn’t take it out.

I let the slickness smear across my thighs. Let the camera drink in the way I rolled onto my side, dazed and messy and owned.

And I whispered his name.

For the mic.

Later that night, I played the video back.

Me. Ruined on the couch. Moaning. Fingers curled, legs shaking.

I didn’t look embarrassed.

I looked powerful.

Because I knew now — this wasn’t his game anymore.

Then I clicked the wrong folder.

Or maybe… the right one.

It was in the main directory, tucked behind boring labels like “Archives” and “Project Files.”

One was named “Playback_Alt.” Password protected. But I’d seen him type it before.

His mother’s birthday.

I entered it.

The folder opened.

And the world shifted.

Other women.

Three at least.

All filmed in this same apartment.

Different furniture. Same camera angles.

Different sheets. Same hallway mirror.

Some of them knew.

Some of them didn’t.

One of them — Maya — stared directly into the lens as she undressed.

Smiled like she’d known all along.

My hands shook on the keyboard.

I scrolled back through clips.

Maya, again and again.

In the shower.

In the kitchen.

In my bed.

She’d used the toy too.

The same one.

The same remote.

Same body language.

Same hunger.

And one clip — short, just five seconds long — made my breath stop.

Maya, curled on the bed. Head turned.

Looking at something.

Then speaking, barely audible:

“She’ll be better than I was.”

I didn’t sleep.

Not really.

I lay beside him, his arm draped across my waist, his body warm and solid and human.

But my mind spun like a corrupted hard drive.

Maya.

Her name wasn’t in any files. But I saw her on-screen again and again.

Her face.

Her body.

Her voice — calm, unbothered, confident.

And that line:

“She’ll be better than I was.”

What did she mean?

Was I better at performing?

More obedient?

More interesting to watch?

Was this some kind of game he played with all of us?

I waited until he left for work.

Kissed his cheek. Made a joke. Smiled like nothing was breaking inside me.

Then I went back into the file directory.

This time, I didn’t stop at the folders.

I dug deeper.

System logs. Device IDs. IP routes.

I wasn’t a hacker — but I wasn’t helpless either.

I knew just enough to find something strange.

Something labeled: GUEST_ACCOUNT.

It wasn’t his profile.

It wasn’t mine.

It was active.

Logged in remotely.

Right now.

I clicked the live feed.

Bedroom.

Empty.

Then the living room.

Empty.

Then the hallway cam — the one I’d never noticed, tucked high on the coat rack.

And saw myself.

The feed didn’t just show me.

It had time stamps.

Annotations.

Playback markers.

Comments.

Not from him.

Someone else.

“She doesn’t even know she’s being tested.”

“She’s close now.”

“This one feels like a keeper.”

My breath stopped.

This wasn’t just him watching me.

Someone else had access.

Someone was curating.

Grading.

Judging.

I copied everything.

Every clip, every line of text, every timestamp.

Dumped it onto a hidden flash drive.

Then shut it down.

Tried to.

But the screen flickered.

Once.

Then again.

And the feed reloaded — automatically.

Except this time, it wasn’t the bedroom.

It was the bathroom.

Live.

And the timestamp wasn’t from now.

It was from three nights ago.

I was brushing my teeth. Hair up. Shirt off.

And I bent over to spit.

Right then — a static burst.

And the screen froze.

Overlay text appeared.

Black block letters on white:

“We see you, too.”

I yanked the plug.

Heart hammering.

And that’s when my phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Just a message:

“Nice try, baby girl.”

I stared at the screen.

It didn’t feel like surveillance anymore.

It felt like audition.

And I wasn’t sure who the judges were.

I didn’t tell him.

I didn’t mention the folder, the logs, the second watcher.

I didn’t even mention Maya.

Because something about the messages — the annotations, the we — told me I was being warned. Or studied.

Not hurt.

Not yet.

That night, I cooked dinner.

Pasta. Garlic bread. A little wine.

He talked about work, his boss, weekend plans.

I nodded and smiled and let him kiss my neck from behind while I stirred the sauce.

He had no idea that I’d seen everything.

Or maybe…

maybe he did.

After dinner, we watched a movie.

My head on his shoulder. His hand on my thigh.

The vibrator was still inside me.

Silent. Waiting.

At one point, the remote in his pocket buzzed by accident — a notification from a game or a message or who the hell knows — and the toy jumped to life inside me.

I gasped.

He laughed.

Didn’t apologize.

Didn’t stop it either.

Later, I went to shower.

He stayed on the couch.

The steam wrapped around me like a veil, soft and thick.

I pressed my hands against the tile. Tipped my face into the water. Let it run over me.

I felt like I was washing off more than skin.

Like I was rinsing away something invisible but crawling.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, towel wrapped around me, the lights in the apartment flickered.

Once.

Then twice.

Then the power cut completely.

Silence.

No hum of the fridge.

No TV glow.

Just the dark.

I stood frozen for a breath.

Then reached for my phone.

The screen lit.

1 new video received.

No name.

No number.

Just a file titled: “Replay_004.mp4”

I tapped.

It was me.

From the bathroom.

Same towel.

Same angle.

But I hadn’t filmed it.

And he hadn’t either.

This was now.

This was live.

Except one thing was off.

On screen, I turned to face the mirror.

Smiled.

And whispered:

“They’re already inside.”

My phone slipped from my hands and hit the carpet.

No crack. Just the soft thud of inevitability.

The apartment was still dark.

But somewhere across the room, a small red light blinked once.

Then again.

Then—

buzz.

The vibrator surged to life inside me.

Harder than before.

Not pulsing.

Pulsing wasn’t the pattern anymore.

It was commands.

Three long vibrations.

One short.

Pause.

Repeat.

My legs buckled.

I pressed a hand between my thighs, towel falling, body slick with water and terror and arousal so twisted I hated how fast I went wet again.

Because whoever was holding that button…

wasn’t him.

I dropped to my knees.

Heart racing.

Panting.

Staring into the red light.

Then whispered:

“What do you want?”

No answer.

Just another buzz.

A long, punishing one.

And I realized:

This wasn’t about consent anymore.

This was about compliance.

I didn’t mention it the next day.

Not the file.

Not the message.

Not the buzzing.

Not the way I came — not from pleasure, but pressure, heat, and the red eye staring me down from the smoke detector.

He brought me coffee.

Asked if I slept okay.

I said yes.

We kissed.

Normal.

Safe.

But I could still feel the toy inside me — even though it wasn’t there.

That evening, I was alone again.

He’d gone to meet friends. Or maybe someone else. Or maybe…

maybe he was watching from another feed.

Maybe he wasn’t the watcher at all.

Maybe they were.

The apartment was dim.

Curtains half-drawn. The air still. The screen black.

I stood in the middle of the bedroom.

Wearing nothing but a necklace and the smile I hadn’t earned.

I looked up — into the corner of the ceiling.

The red light was steady now.

Not blinking.

Watching.

I walked to the nightstand.

Opened the drawer.

Took out the toy.

Slipped it in, slow and wet, with two fingers pressed to my lips like I was swearing something sacred.

Then walked to the bed.

I straddled the sheets.

Faced the camera.

And began to touch myself.

Not delicately.

Not sweetly.

But like I knew what they wanted.

Like I was showing them exactly how far I’d go — how far I could go — if they just kept watching.

The toy buzzed.

I gasped.

Smiled.

Spread my legs wider.

Somewhere, in another folder, on another device, I knew it was being saved.

Filed. Named. Scored.

Maybe even shared.

And I didn’t stop.

Because I didn’t want to.

Because part of me needed it.

The red light blinked once.

Then held steady.

I looked straight into it and asked — softly, breathless:

“Was that good enough?”

No answer.

But I think…

I think they’re still watching.


Story 8 - Confession Booth

They called it a reunion, but it felt more like a haunting.

Twenty years since I’d last walked these halls — and nothing had changed. Not the scent of incense ground into the stone chapel, not the sickly-sweet wood polish on the dorm bannisters, and definitely not the way guilt stuck to your skin the moment you crossed the front gates.

Our Lady of Grace Catholic Convent School.

Mumbai.

All-girls. All-strict. All the time.

We were a group of twenty or so women now. Scattered across cities and continents, we’d landed back here, half-laughing and half-cringing, as if stepping into a long-abandoned costume.

The uniforms were gone, but the echoes of silence still lived in the walls.

My name tag read: “Elena D’Souza (Class of 2005)”

The scotch in my hand read: “This is a mistake.”

I’d gotten here late, checked into the small hotel on the edge of the compound, and walked back across campus with heels clicking on old cobblestones. Most of the girls were already deep into wine and nostalgia when I slipped into the room.

I hugged who I remembered.

Nodded at who I didn’t.

Laughed too loud when someone joked that I hadn’t changed.

Inside, I felt feral.

Hungry.

Restless in ways I hadn’t felt in years.

By 10:30, I was done pretending.

I slipped away from the courtyard and followed the faint light of the chapel.

It stood tall and silent on the far edge of campus, its cross lit with just enough amber glow to feel theatrical. The doors were unlocked — of course they were. God didn’t keep working hours here.

The moment I stepped inside, it hit me.

The hush. The weight.

My heels echoed once on the stone, and then I slipped them off, suddenly 16 again. Ash on my forehead. Skirt too short. The last girl to get called for communion because my smudged lipstick was “a distraction.”

I drifted past the pews, ran my fingers along the polished wood.

That strange, low ache stirred — not quite reverence. Not quite revulsion.

Just memory.

And heat.

The confessional was tucked into the wall just beside the altar, carved from dark teak, polished to a shine.

Two doors.

One screen.

One God.

At least, that’s what they told us.

I stared at it.

Laughed under my breath.

Then opened the right-hand door and stepped in.

The seat creaked like an old secret.

It smelled like polish, dust, and sin.

I closed the door and smiled to myself.

There was no priest on the other side.

No Father Anthony with his long pauses and judgmental silences. No hot-faced guilt about masturbation or kissing someone behind the science lab.

Just silence.

And the screen.

I leaned in.

And whispered, soft:

“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned…”

A pause.

I closed my eyes.

“…I let the school captain finger me behind the vestry steps after choir rehearsal.”

My lips parted.

The confession echoed softly in the stillness.

I smiled wider.

“…and I came. Twice.”

Nothing.

Of course.

But still…

My pulse had quickened.

I slid my hand up under my dress. Just to feel the edge of my lace panties. Just to remember how easy it had always been to get too wet, too fast in this place.

I leaned closer to the screen. Eyes half-lidded now.

“And sometimes,” I whispered, “I imagined your fingers, Father. Big hands. Thick. Rough. Right here.”

I let my middle finger trace over the thin cotton between my thighs.

“You always were a bad girl, weren’t you?”

I froze.

The voice came from the other side of the screen.

Not imagined.

Not memory.

Deep. Warm. Very, very real.

My hand dropped from between my legs like I’d been burned.

I backed away from the screen, pulse hammering now for a different reason.

The silhouette behind the mesh didn’t move.

Didn’t speak again.

Just watched.

I shot to my feet, yanked open the door, and nearly tripped out of the confessional.

The chapel was empty.

Still. Silent.

But the voice — that voice — had been real.

And it had known me.

I didn’t look back as I grabbed my shoes and fled down the hall.

Heart pounding.

Panties soaked.

I barely slept.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the screen.

The darkness behind it.

Heard the voice — no, her voice.

Deep, smooth, older now… but still unmistakable.

It had been a long time, but I knew that voice.

Not who, exactly.

Not yet.

But something in the way she said it — “You always were a bad girl” — told me she remembered me, too.

I lay there in the dim hotel room, wrapped in the rough cotton sheets, heart still racing.

Was it someone from our year?

An older girl?

Someone who’d watched from the shadows — or maybe joined in?

The memory of the confessional played over and over again like a dirty prayer.

My voice. Her voice. The heat in my own thighs as I touched myself just before I knew I wasn’t alone.

And the way I’d run.

Ashamed.

Exposed.

Soaked.

At 6:15 a.m., there was a knock.

Not on the door.

Just… a soft tap-tap below it.

I sat up, heartbeat in my throat.

Slid out of bed, still wearing just a t-shirt and nothing underneath.

A folded note lay against the carpet.

No envelope. Just a neat line of text in deep blue ink:

If you want absolution, you’ll show up to morning mass without underwear.

Leave your legs closed.

But not too tight.

God’s always watching.

~ M

I reread it three times.

My first instinct was no.

My second… was already slipping off my panties.

The chapel was cold that morning.

I sat three pews from the front, hands folded in my lap like I was still sixteen and afraid of Sister Beena’s cane.

The candlelight made everything flicker — shadows on the altar, faces in the stained glass, the curve of a familiar jaw here and there.

Most of the women were hungover. Heads bowed, eyes half-closed.

I tried to pretend nothing was different.

But everything was.

Every time I shifted on the wooden bench, I felt the air between my legs.

Felt the heat on the inside of my thighs.

Felt the seat against bare skin where lace should’ve been.

I couldn’t stop imagining her.

In the pews. In the dark corner. In the balcony, maybe.

Watching.

Scoring.

Waiting for me to fail.

When the priest said, “Let us kneel,” I moved slowly.

Deliberately.

Letting the hem of my dress slide up half an inch too far.

I could feel the eyes on me.

One in particular.

Hot and sharp.

Not male.

Not forgiving.

There was another note under my thigh when I stood again.

Same handwriting. Same ink.

I pressed it into my pocket, hands trembling.

Didn’t open it until I was outside, standing in the sunlight like I hadn’t just knelt with dripping thighs in front of a crucifix.

You’ve grown up nicely.

I like the new curves.

Same hunger in your eyes, though.

Next time, slower.

Let me see you stretch.

9 p.m.

You know where to go.

Wear white.

No name.

Just the same initial: ~ M

But suddenly I had a list of suspects in my head.

And one in particular made my pulse skip:

Meera Fernandes.

Older. Smarter. The girl who’d once kissed me under a stairwell on a dare… and then never spoke to me again.

She’d disappeared halfway through final year. Rumor was she’d been caught doing something “unholy” with a first-year in the library stacks.

We all believed it.

Because we all wanted it to be true.

I couldn’t be sure it was her.

But the handwriting…

The voice…

The power behind the words…

I hadn’t even seen her at the reunion yet.

Maybe she hadn’t come.

Or maybe…

Maybe she’d never left.

Back in my dorm room — yes, they’d assigned us the same dorms we’d once lived in — I sat at the little wooden desk and stared at the note.

Wear white.

Come at nine.

Let me see you stretch.

I folded it and unfolded it five times before dropping it into the drawer with a trembling hand.

The silence around me pulsed.

All I could hear was my own breathing.

And my heartbeat.

And the memory of her voice.

I didn’t know for sure if it was Meera.

But my body remembered things I hadn’t let myself recall in years.

That kiss under the stairwell.

The way Meera had taken my face in her hands and said, “Don’t flinch.”

The way I didn’t.

My thighs clenched under the desk.

I wasn’t thinking anymore.

I was burning.

I stood.

Stripped off my dress.

Left my bra on.

Turned toward the narrow dorm window, curtain half-drawn, dusk pressing soft and golden across the bed.

I sat down on the blanket — not under it.

Legs spread.

Back against the wall.

My hand already between my legs, cupping the slickness that had been building since that second note slid under my skin.

I whispered Meera’s name.

Once.

Then again.

I thought about the confessional.

About what I’d whispered into the screen.

About what she’d said back.

I imagined her behind the screen now — watching. Always watching.

I closed my eyes.

Let my fingers move in tight, slow circles, just enough to keep me gasping. Not enough to finish.

My other hand slipped under my bra.

I pinched my nipple hard and thought about the way Meera used to look at me — when no one else could see.

Like I was already hers.

I came fast.

And loud.

Hips arching. Sheets twisting beneath me. Mouth open in a soft, shocked cry.

Not for God.

Not for forgiveness.

For her.

I didn’t even notice the note until I rolled over, panting.

It was stuck under the edge of the blanket — folded, pressed just beneath my ass.

Same ink.

Same hand.

Beautiful.

You fuck yourself like you’re still sixteen.

Do you always leave the curtain open?

Or did you know I was watching from across the hall?

I froze.

Looked toward the window.

Across the courtyard, a single window on the second floor had its light on.

Curtains drawn.

But just slightly open.

A figure moved behind the sheer.

Too dark to make out.

But tall.

Still.

Waiting.

The note wasn’t finished.

Tonight, you’ll come for me again.

In white.

On your knees.

And when you finish, you’ll ask me for the next sin.

I was already trembling again.

Not from fear.

From want.

The white dress I picked was a quiet scandal.

Technically modest — long hem, high neckline — but it clung to me like wet silk. I wore it without a bra, without anything underneath. Each step across the stone floor of the dorm sent cool air whispering between my thighs.

By the time 9 p.m. came, I was pulsing.

I wasn’t sure what I was more afraid of — what she’d ask next, or how easily I’d say yes.

The chapel was dim, lit only by long wax candles and the glow of a stained-glass Saint that had watched over our sins for decades.

I slipped inside barefoot.

Heart pounding.

The confessional door was already ajar.

I took that as my invitation.

Inside, it was the same dark wood, same creak of the seat beneath me.

But everything felt charged tonight — as if the very air had been waiting for me.

When the opposite door clicked shut, my pulse spiked.

I couldn’t see her. Only her silhouette through the carved screen.

But I didn’t need to.

Her presence filled the space like incense.

“Say it,” came the voice — low, calm, not a question.

I swallowed hard. My hands folded in my lap, thighs pressed together.

“Forgive me, Mother,” I whispered, my voice already trembling. “For I have sinned.”

Her breath was slow. Steady. Measured.

“You’ve been very busy.”

My cheeks flushed. “Yes.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I… I undressed. In my dorm.”

“For me?”

“Yes.”

“Where were your hands?”

I paused. “On myself.”

“Were you thinking about me?”

I nodded, then realized she couldn’t see.

“Yes.”

A longer pause.

Then: “And now?”

I hesitated.

“Now I’m… nervous.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t know what you’ll ask me to do.”

“But you’ll do it anyway?”

Another pause.

Then: “Yes.”

The booth held its breath.

Then she spoke again — voice velvet, firm.

“Lift your dress. Let me see how much you remember.”

I did as she asked. Not quickly. Not shyly.

I gathered the white fabric, bunched it around my hips, and shifted on the seat so my knees parted slightly.

The air was cool. The stone below colder.

But I was warm. Shamefully so.

She didn’t say anything at first.

Just breathed. Slow and even.

Then, finally:

“You always did know how to tempt the divine.”

I let out a small sound — not quite a laugh, not quite a moan. Something between disbelief and desire.

“Touch yourself,” she said.

“But I—”

“Not to finish. To remember. Confession isn’t about release. It’s about truth.”

I took a deep breath.

Let one hand trail between my legs, light and slow.

I didn’t press too hard. Just enough to stir the memory of that afternoon — the window open, the imagined watcher, the heat rising.

She spoke again, softer now:

“Tell me what else you used to do. Here. Back when you thought no one saw.”

I kept my fingers where they were.

“I kissed a girl behind the canteen block.”

“What else?”

“I used to… press my thighs together during prayer.”

“For how long?”

“Until it felt like I’d explode.”

She chuckled — low and rich.

“And did you?”

“Once. Maybe twice.”

Silence again.

The sound of my breath rising, the slick hush of fingers just barely stroking.

Then:

“Say my name.”

My mouth opened.

But I couldn’t.

Not yet.

“I… I don’t know if it’s really you.”

“It is.”

“How can I be sure?”

She didn’t respond.

Instead, the screen shifted — a hand sliding through a narrow carved panel.

Just the tips of her fingers, resting there.

Waiting.

I reached out with my free hand.

Touched her.

Warm skin. Clean nails. No hesitation.

The most intimate contact we’d had in years — and all I could do was hold her fingers like a promise.

“Tonight,” she said, “you remembered.”

“Yes.”

“Next time, you’ll submit.”

And with that, she slipped her hand away.

The other door opened.

Footsteps.

Gone.

I stayed kneeling for a full minute.

Not because I couldn’t move.

But because I didn’t want to.

Because something holy had just broken inside me — and I didn’t want to seal it up too soon.

I couldn’t stay passive anymore.

I needed to know who she was.

If it really was Meera.

If I was wrong.

If I was being played — or recruited.

Because this wasn’t just teasing anymore. This was ritual.

And I was slipping deeper every night.

I started with the guest list.

There were about sixty women attending the reunion, and maybe half still stayed in the on-site dorms. I scanned the printed schedule, trying to remember faces from my year and the one above.

No Meera listed.

No “M.” Not even a half-familiar surname I could link to her.

Had she registered under a different name?

Was she staff?

Or maybe she never left.

I tried the obvious next: the window.

The one facing mine, across the courtyard.

I stood at mine just after sunset, lights off, curtain pulled aside. Waited.

And sure enough — a shape behind the sheer of the second-story window. Same height. Same stillness.

I waved.

Nothing.

I pulled my shirt halfway up.

Stillness.

Then — just as I reached for the hem of my shorts — the curtain closed.

Fast. Deliberate.

Game on.

The next morning, I made excuses to the reunion coordinator and went “exploring.”

Found the room opposite mine.

Locked.

But on the doorframe, scratched faintly into the wood, was a single initial:

M.

That night, after dinner, I returned to the confessional.

Not to confess.

To wait.

I arrived early, just after the chapel was locked. Slipped in before they closed it for the night.

I hid behind the far pew, pressed into the corner, crouched low.

I waited thirty minutes. An hour. Ninety minutes.

The chapel stayed dark. Silent.

Empty.

I almost gave up.

Until I saw a flash.

Not light. Not movement.

A small lens reflection near the balcony.

The kind you only see when you’re looking for it.

I climbed the side stairs. Quiet.

Breath shallow.

And there it was: a tiny mounted camera tucked high into a carved alcove.

It was pointed at the confessional.

It was on.

My stomach flipped.

This wasn’t just a game anymore.

There were recordings.

I backed away fast, nearly stumbling down the stairs. My knees shook. My skin flushed cold.

In the hallway, back in the dorm wing, I passed another girl — Rhea, I think, from the class above mine.

She smiled, nodded.

I tried to smile back.

She didn’t stop.

Just whispered, almost kindly:

“It’s not just you, you know.”

I froze.

“What?”

But she was already around the corner.

Gone.

That night, I didn’t wait for a note.

I went to the confessional again.

No candles.

No voice.

Just me — alone, trembling, back on my knees like instinct had taken over.

I whispered anyway.

“Who are you?”

No response.

“Why me?”

Silence.

“Are there… others?”

Then, finally, her voice — filtered, distorted, calm.

“You asked to be seen. We answered.”

The breath left me in a single rush.

“Who’s we?”

But the line cut.

Not static. Not goodbye.

Just gone.

On my way back to my dorm, another note had been slid under the door:

You’re not in danger.

Not yet.

But if you want to really understand —

Tomorrow, bring your candle.

And don’t come alone.

I lit the candle at precisely 9 p.m.

White wax. Gold holder. Heavy in my palm like a relic.

I wore black this time — a long dress with slits to the hip and a neckline that made eye contact impossible. My lips were red. My thighs already slick. I wasn’t pretending to be innocent anymore.

I didn’t bring shame.

Only want.

And the need to be seen.

She hadn’t left another note, but the instructions were clear: Don’t come alone.

So I didn’t.

I brought myself — all of myself.

The hunger.

The memories.

And the ache I hadn’t let anyone else touch in years.

The chapel was darker than usual.

Someone had covered the stained glass from the outside. Even the crucifix was in shadow. Only the front candles burned — a dozen tall tapers flickering like watchful eyes.

The confessional door stood open.

Both sides.

I hesitated, then stepped into the left booth — the one for the penitent.

Knees met cushion.

Thighs parted instinctively.

The candle trembled in my grip as I placed it on the small ledge between the booths.

The other door opened a minute later.

Soft steps.

Perfume. Subtle. Floral. Familiar.

Then her voice — close this time, not behind the screen, but beside me.

“You came,” she said.

I turned.

Meera.

Older. Sharper. Beautiful in a way that made sense now — like every rule she ever broke had shaped her into something divine.

Her eyes met mine.

No mask. No more mystery.

Just the same gravity I remembered from school — the way she used to fill every hallway without saying a word.

“I thought you left,” I whispered.

She smiled.

“I did. And then I came back. For you.”

My breath caught.

I should’ve asked more — where she’d been, what this all was, who else was watching.

But I didn’t.

Because she knelt beside me.

And I fell into her like I’d never left.

She didn’t kiss me at first.

She just cupped my chin, tilting it until I couldn’t look anywhere but her eyes.

“Do you want to confess?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Everything?”

“Yes.”

“Show me, then.”

Her hand slid between my thighs.

Not tentative. Not rushed.

Like she already knew the path.

I moaned.

Soft and sharp.

She hushed me gently, one finger pressing to my lips.

Then pushed my knees wider and whispered:

“You’ve always wanted someone to watch you come, haven’t you?”

I nodded. Trembling now.

“Yes.”

“And now you get it.”

She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out something small — matte black, with a single blinking red light.

A camera.

She held it up.

Let me see it.

Then placed it on the ledge.

Pointed right at me.

I didn’t flinch.

I reached down, took her wrist, and guided her fingers inside me.

Slow.

Burning.

Right to the hilt.

She watched me.

Not hungrily. Not possessively.

Ritually.

As if my body had become scripture.

“I used to listen to you,” she said softly.

“Late at night. In the dorm above mine.”

“You knew?”

“You were never quiet.”

I flushed — not in shame, but heat.

“Did you touch yourself too?”

She smiled.

“No.”

A beat.

“I waited. Until I could touch you properly.”

My hips rocked against her palm.

The sound of wetness filled the booth.

I moaned again — louder this time, not caring who might be near.

And Meera leaned in.

Finally kissed me.

Open-mouthed.

Tongue slow.

When she pulled back, she wiped her fingers on my inner thigh, leaving a slick line.

Then whispered:

“You’re going to kneel in front of me.

And ask me to take your confession.

On your knees. With your mouth full of sin.”

I slid down.

Off the bench.

Onto the stone floor.

My dress pooled around me.

The candlelight flickered.

She opened her coat.

No lingerie.

Just bare skin and wet heat.

I didn’t hesitate.

I confessed.

Mouth on her, hands digging into her hips, thighs aching on the stone.

She gripped my hair.

Spoke my name like a sacrament.

And when she came, she did it whispering:

“You’re ready now.”

Afterward, she kissed my forehead.

Pulled the candle away.

Snuffed the flame.

The room fell into dark silence.

Then — faintly — applause.

My body tensed.

I turned, heart hammering.

In the shadows of the chapel, I could see them.

Figures.

Three? Four?

Faces I didn’t recognize.

All watching.

All still.

I opened my mouth — not in fear, but understanding.

Meera stepped behind me, arms around my waist.

Her voice against my ear:

“You were never the only one.”

“But you were the one we wanted.”

Sunday morning.

I sat in the same pew I’d once occupied as a girl.

Hands folded. Knees together. The chapel full of sunlight now — warm, harmless. Just another room in an old school for girls trying to act like women again.

No one looked at me.

But I could feel her.

Two rows behind.

Not touching.

Not watching.

Just present.

Like gravity. Or fate.

The reunion ended at noon.

People packed their bags. Hugged. Promised to stay in touch.

I didn’t.

I left my dress behind.

Left my name tag, too.

There was a note tucked inside my suitcase, placed perfectly on top of the folded blouse I hadn’t worn:

You confessed beautifully.

The others watched.

Now you’ll listen.

No signature.

But it didn’t need one.

I took the note with me. Slid it into the inside pocket of my wallet.

The leather still smells like chapel air.

I don’t go to church anymore.

But I light candles sometimes — long white ones, exactly like before.

Sometimes I close my eyes and imagine I’m back in that booth.

Not because I need forgiveness.

Because I still want to be seen.

And sometimes, late at night, I get a message.

No number.

Just words.

Like:

“Are you wet?”

“Be ready.”

“On your knees.”

I never reply.

But I always obey.

Because I never really left.

Because I still don’t know who all of they were.

Because maybe next time…

…I’ll get to watch someone else confess.


Stay With Me

Volume 2 — After Hours Access

The doors are opening again.

After The Hotel Balcony Dare, Slutty Little Secrets moves deeper into the spaces where ordinary life becomes charged with possibility: flats after dark, quiet offices, hotel lobbies, delivery notes, waiting rooms, mirrors, screens, and private instructions that should probably be deleted before anyone else reads them.

After Hours Access is about permission, temptation, and the thrill of crossing a threshold after everyone else has gone home. These are stories of people who know better — professionals, neighbours, strangers, clients, lovers — and still find themselves responding to the one message, glance, or instruction that turns a normal night into something unforgettable.

You don’t need to have read the previous volume to begin here. Each confession stands on its own. But if you have been following from the start, you’ll recognise the pattern: the smallest invitation becomes a dare, the safest boundary becomes a stage, and the person who thought they were in control discovers that wanting can be its own kind of access code.

Read After Hours Access now on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited:

https://a.co/d/01miZtUU


About the Author

[image: ]

Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.

[image: ]

Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.

[image: ]

14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.
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