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You knew this wouldn’t be innocent.

Some stories don’t pretend to be.

They lean into exactly what you came here for.

— 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 9: Neighborly Moan

I hadn’t planned to masturbate outside. Definitely not while house-sitting for my sister. And absolutely not with a glass of wine in one hand and my phone buzzing with dares in the other.

But then again, I hadn’t planned for this summer to feel so dry — so quiet. So charged.

The backyard was bathed in a warm, sticky sort of night. Crickets murmured like background static, and the string lights wrapped around the patio umbrella glowed a lazy amber. It was private, sure — six-foot wooden fencing all around, trimmed hedges, no kids screaming or cars honking. Just me, a loose-fitting robe that didn’t quite close right, and the kind of buzz you only get from two glasses of cheap rosé and a flirty group chat.

“Truth or dare?” my best friend Kira had texted me an hour ago. That had spiraled quickly. The dares started dumb — send a voice note of your sexiest fake moan, lick your elbow, take a selfie in just socks. Harmless.

Until this one popped up:

“Go outside. Play with yourself. Loudly. One real moan. Timer: 60 seconds.”

I stared at it longer than I should’ve. My thumb hovered. I typed “lol no” — but didn’t send it. Instead, I reached for the tiny bullet vibe I’d packed “just in case” and bit my lip.

No one would know. The neighbors were older, quiet, rarely in their yards at night. The fence made the whole space feel like a sealed box. Private. Contained.

Still… my heart was racing.

I tucked the vibe into my robe pocket, grabbed the wine, and stepped onto the patio. My bare feet touched warm flagstone. The night air pressed soft and humid against my skin. A moth bounced lazily off the string lights. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barked once, then went quiet.

I settled into the flimsy lawn chair and let my robe fall just enough to expose my thighs. I set the phone timer. One minute. That’s it.

I slipped my hand beneath the robe, dragging the vibe down between my legs — over thin cotton panties. My breath hitched as the first shiver moved through me. My thighs twitched. The feeling was sharp, immediate. I let my knees fall apart just a little, robe bunched, the air licking against dampening skin.

Every sound felt louder out here. The buzz of the toy. My own breath. The ice clink in my wine glass when my fingers trembled.

Fifty-eight seconds.

I pressed harder. Not enough for release — just enough to stoke the ache. I let out a breath. Almost a whimper. The air was warm but my skin prickled.

Thirty seconds.

I closed my eyes and imagined someone listening. Not watching — just listening. A stranger leaning against the other side of the fence. Palming himself while I moaned for no one but him.

That image made my hips move.

Ten seconds.

My chest rose sharply. I bit my lip.

The timer flashed.

I opened my mouth and let go of a single, loud moan — deeper than I expected. Full. Too full.

It echoed off the fence.

Silence followed. The crickets paused. I froze.

What the hell did I just do?

I didn’t breathe for a full five seconds after that moan left my mouth.

The sound had come out so much louder than I meant. Richer. It rang off the siding of the house like a bell — bounced into the humid dark. A moan like that didn’t just disappear. It traveled.

I fumbled to switch off the vibrator, nearly dropping it as I tucked it back into my robe pocket. My thighs clenched. I suddenly felt very naked, even though I technically wasn’t.

The robe was this silky thing I’d found in my sister’s guest closet — baby blue with little white cranes on it, barely brushing the tops of my thighs. No bra. No underwear. My legs were smooth, tan, still sticky from earlier sunbathing. My nails were chipped pale pink. I was dewy, flushed, slightly buzzed, and extremely aware of how visible I suddenly felt.

The backyard had felt like mine five minutes ago. Now it felt like I was squatting in someone else’s danger.

I reached for my glass and took a too-big sip. The ice had mostly melted, and the wine was lukewarm — sour on my tongue. A bead of sweat rolled down the back of my neck.

That’s when I heard it.

A sound — barely there. But real. A subtle click. Like a lighter being flicked. Followed by… nothing. Then a quiet rustle. The hush of leaves shifting.

I sat completely still.

The vibe was silent now, but my pulse wasn’t. It thundered in my ears. I strained to listen — to make sure it wasn’t just my imagination. But then it came again.

Footsteps. Soft. On the other side of the fence.

I didn’t move. I just stared straight ahead, heart in my throat, trying to decide whether to bolt or pretend this wasn’t happening.

I tried to tell myself it was a raccoon. A cat. Something normal. But I knew better. Because I heard it — clear as anything — a low cough. Masculine. Casual.

Like someone covering their presence.

Like someone who’d been standing there, quietly, for longer than I could stomach.

I stood, too fast, nearly tipping the chair. My thighs were slick. My whole body pulsed with heat — not just from the wine, not just from the vibrator. From shame. From being seen.

I yanked the robe tighter across my chest and backed toward the sliding glass door, eyes scanning the fence line. Whoever it was, they were gone now. I couldn’t see anything. But I felt watched.

And not in a paranoid, nervous way.

In a dripping, unbearable way.

Inside the house, I locked the sliding door behind me with shaking fingers.

I didn’t turn the lights on. Just stood in the kitchen, back pressed to the cool fridge, trying to calm down. My heart was kicking like a rabbit’s — high, tight, fluttery. I could still hear it in my ears.

That sound had been real. The cough. The footsteps. The breath behind the fence.

I wasn’t alone.

A neighbor? A stranger? Someone walking a dog?

No — too close. Too deliberate.

I wrapped the robe tighter around me, even though I was already inside, already safe. Sort of.

There was no reason to think they saw anything, I told myself. The chair was angled away from the fence. The lights were soft. My robe was mostly closed. Maybe they just heard me and moved on.

But then I remembered the moan.

It had come out unfiltered — not fake, not acted. Real. Raw.

I squeezed my thighs together without meaning to. My legs were still damp. I could smell myself. The air in the kitchen was thick with it: sweat, sex, citrus-scented wine.

God.

I pressed the side of my wrist against my mouth and let out a shaky breath. My whole body felt like a live wire — shame curling hot and sharp inside my stomach. But under that?

Something else.

Something lower. Thicker. Slicker.

I wasn’t just embarrassed. I was soaked.

That realization hit me like a second exposure. Like whoever had been there might still be watching — now through a window instead of the fence. Like maybe I’d wanted it. On some level. Maybe I still did.

I stumbled to the bathroom, flicked on the light, and sat hard on the toilet lid, robe open now, not even caring. My hands braced against my thighs.

I wanted to forget it. To shake it off.

But I kept replaying that cough. That footstep. That exact moment when the crickets paused — like even nature had gone still to listen to me unravel.

I’d never made a sound like that before.

And now someone else had heard it.

My fingers twitched toward the drawer. I knew where the vibrator was.

But I didn’t reach for it. Not yet.

Instead, I pressed my palm to the inside of my thigh and whispered — like an echo, like a confession —

“Fuck.”

I avoided the backyard the next morning.

I made coffee, checked my email, scrolled through socials — anything to feel normal again. But my body hadn’t reset overnight. I still felt… flushed. Tender. Like my skin remembered things I didn’t want to admit.

I didn’t sleep well. Kept waking up, too hot. Kept replaying that moment when the crickets stopped. When I realized I wasn’t alone.

I knew it hadn’t been a dream. I could still hear the cough — that low, accidental sound.

Still, I tried to act like it didn’t matter. Like it hadn’t gotten to me.

But around 10 a.m., I finally stepped out onto the patio again, half-daring the memory to follow. I carried my coffee in one hand, my phone in the other, wearing a thin tank top and the same soft shorts I’d slept in. My thighs still stuck together slightly. The morning was already thick with heat.

The chair was where I’d left it. The candle had burned out overnight. My wine glass was still sitting on the little patio table, ringed with pink at the bottom.

Then I saw it.

A folded square of paper, tucked between two fence slats.

I stared at it for a second, convinced I was imagining it. But it was real — white paper, clean crease, barely held in place.

I walked over slowly and plucked it free. My heart was pounding before I even opened it.

One line.

“You should leave the light on next time.”

I froze.

My stomach flipped. The words burned into my fingers. Simple, sharp, and unmistakable.

Someone had been watching. And they wanted me to know.

My mouth went dry. I read it again. Then a third time. The handwriting was neat — not fancy. Masculine. Familiar.

That’s when my brain finally caught up.

Reed.

I swallowed hard.

My sister’s neighbor. Mid-forties, single, always shirtless when he mowed his lawn. Salt-and-pepper stubble. Grease under his nails. The kind of man who barely made eye contact unless he wanted to — and when he did, it felt like heat sliding down your spine.

I’d caught him looking once or twice. Casual glances, always when I was bent over in the garden or rinsing off the patio furniture. But he never lingered. Not enough to make a thing of it.

Now he had made it a thing.

My thighs pressed together involuntarily.

What had he seen?

What exactly had he heard?

I stood there holding the note like it might vanish if I looked away. My coffee cooled in my other hand, untouched. My pulse skittered. I wasn’t breathing right.

I should’ve felt mortified. I did.

But I also felt something worse.

I liked it.

My body was already remembering the way I moaned. The wet heat still between my legs. And the idea — the undeniable truth — that someone had been out there, listening. That he’d wanted to.

He could’ve ignored it. Could’ve said nothing. Pretended it hadn’t happened.

But instead, he left a message.

Next time.

I waited until sunset.

All day I tried to distract myself — cleaned out the fridge, folded laundry that wasn’t mine, watered plants I didn’t care about. But the note never left my mind.

It sat folded in my pocket, like a secret I wanted to keep touching.

You should leave the light on next time.

Not “I heard you.”

Not “Are you okay?”

Not even “That was hot.”

Just… instruction. Suggestion. A casual dare.

By dusk, I’d already decided.

I showered, shaved again — even though I didn’t need to — and pulled on the softest thing I’d packed: a wine-colored satin slip with no back and no support. It clung to my hips. Didn’t cover much when I sat. I didn’t wear anything underneath.

I braided my hair to one side, just to feel neat. Controlled. Feminine. I wanted to feel how he’d seen me. Wanted to be deliberate about it this time.

I poured myself a drink — something stronger this time — and stepped outside just as the string lights flickered on overhead.

The air was heavier tonight. More still. The smell of cut grass and honeysuckle made everything feel thicker. Slower.

I took my time crossing the patio. Sat in the same chair. Crossed my legs carefully. The silk rode up — exposing the curve of one thigh completely. I didn’t pull it down.

I let the moment stretch.

Phone on the table. Music low. That late-night R&B that always makes you feel like your skin is showing even when it’s not.

I didn’t touch myself. Not right away.

I just sat, drink in hand, and watched the fence.

I imagined him behind it.

Imagined him noticing the lights were on. Imagining him stepping out for a cigarette, hearing the soft hum of music, and seeing me — backlit, legs bare, glass sweating in my hand.

Did he know this was for him?

I hoped so. I hoped he’d feel it — the way my body was already reacting just from the idea. The damp heat between my thighs. The weight in my belly. The pulse behind my knees.

The silence was the best part. No bugs. No breeze. Just the sticky press of air and the sound of my own breath.

Eventually, I let my legs part.

Just a little.

My glass trembled as I set it down. I shifted in the chair, back arching slightly, nipples tight against the thin satin. My mouth was already wet.

I didn’t know if he was there.

But it didn’t matter anymore.

I was.

I kept my eyes on the fence.

There was no movement. No sound. Just the heavy heat and the soft wash of music curling around the patio. My skin was slick again — whether from the night or my own nerves, I couldn’t tell. Probably both.

I uncrossed my legs slowly. Let my knees drift apart.

The silk slip clung between them, but it didn’t matter. My thighs felt open — swollen with anticipation, with need. I didn’t reach for the vibrator this time. I didn’t want anything buzzing, mechanical. I wanted my fingers. I wanted to feel the difference between wet silk and skin. I wanted to be seen choosing it.

My hand slipped between my legs, slow and unhurried. I was already wet. No resistance. Just heat. My fingers came back slick, and I spread it up over myself with the kind of lazy circle that made my breath catch in my throat.

Still nothing from the fence.

Good.

Better.

I arched in the chair, letting the slip ride higher up my thighs. Let the folds of it part, the fabric sliding toward my hips, baring me completely. I imagined his view — imagined him standing just beyond the slats, arms crossed, eyes fixed.

I wanted to give him more.

So I did.

I tilted my pelvis forward. Let the chair hold my weight while I slid two fingers in, slow and deep. I bit my lip and exhaled into the open air. My other hand gripped the armrest — a grounding point. Something to hold on to while I gave up the rest.

The wet sounds were louder than I expected.

I didn’t stop.

“Is this what you wanted?” I said, voice low, almost playful. The words tasted like sex. “Did you like what you heard last night?”

Still nothing from the fence.

My fingertips curled inside me, and I swallowed a moan — not out of modesty this time, but because I wanted to build it. Stretch it. Feed it into something unbearable.

“I thought about you all day,” I whispered. “I bet you thought about me too.”

The heat in my belly tightened. My thighs quivered. I let my thumb stroke slow circles over the top — my breath coming faster, sharper now. I kept my eyes on the same point in the fence, a knot in the wood I imagined was his eye line.

“Watch me.”

That word sent a jolt straight through my spine.

I didn’t need confirmation anymore.

I needed climax.

I slid in deeper, harder, hips rocking against the seat now, silk bunched around my waist. The air was hot and thick and clinging to every wet sound I made. My body trembled.

My orgasm came like a warning — not sudden, but massive. Rolling up through me like heat lightning, setting every nerve alight. I pressed my palm to my mouth as it hit, whimpering into it, thighs snapping shut around my hand.

The candle on the table flickered out in the same moment.

Like something had heard me.

Like something had answered.

I sat there trembling, catching my breath in shallow, stuttering pulls. My slip was soaked. My fingers a mess. I didn’t move.

I just smiled, slow and breathless, and whispered into the dark:

“Next time, you’re going to knock.”

My legs barely worked when I stood.

The silk clung between my thighs like second skin, damp and wrinkled and clinging in the best way. I adjusted it without thinking, though it did nothing to hide me. My nipples were hard, outlined sharp through the fabric. I felt swollen — raw and open, in that ruined way that made walking feel obscene.

The backyard was still silent.

No footsteps this time. No cough. No rush of air or parting gate. Just the soft click of my glass as I picked it back up — half-finished, warmer than it should’ve been — and carried it inside.

I slid the glass door shut behind me and leaned against it for a moment, letting the coolness of it kiss the back of my bare thighs.

I could still feel it all. The tension. The heat. The throb.

But most of all, the awareness.

I had crossed some invisible line — not just in what I’d done, but in how I wanted it. In how wet I’d been just knowing he might be there.

The light in the kitchen buzzed gently overhead. I moved through it in a daze, setting my drink on the counter, my fingers still a little sticky. I caught a glimpse of myself in the darkened glass of the patio door — hair tousled, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy.

I looked like I’d just fucked someone.

I looked like I’d been fucked by being watched.

I let my robe fall open. Wore nothing but the heat of it.

Then my phone buzzed.

One buzz. Not from the group chat. Not from Kira.

It was a local number. I hadn’t saved it — but I recognized it instantly.

Reed.

My thumb hesitated over the notification, heart thumping again like it hadn’t learned a thing.

1 new message.

“Next time, knock. – R”

I read it once. Then again.

The slow curl of a grin stretched across my face.

So he had watched.

He’d watched me come apart. Not once, but twice. Had heard everything. Had waited. Had wanted to see if I’d come back — and I had.

And he wasn’t done.

Neither was I.

I bit my lip and tapped out a single reply:

“You better answer.”

Then I turned off the lights, let the night swallow me whole, and climbed the stairs — still dripping.


Story 10: Under the Desk

Lena liked to feel in control — especially when no one around her knew how close she was to losing it.

That was the point.

The café was already half-full when she walked in — mid-morning, soft jazz floating under the low hum of conversation and clinking spoons. Air-conditioned coolness hit her bare legs as she stepped into the threshold, oversized hoodie swallowing her narrow shoulders. The place smelled like espresso and warm bread, and she smiled slightly as she tucked her hair behind her ear, checking the app on her phone.

Still connected. Still buzzing — quietly, deeply.

She’d slipped the remote-controlled vibe in before leaving the house, before the hoodie, before the bike shorts that stretched high over her hips. The toy wasn’t large, but it pressed — fit snug and teasing, humming at the lowest setting. A low purr, almost affectionate. The kind of pressure that whispered remember me with every step.

It wasn’t even about getting off. Not yet.

It was about proximity.

She found a seat near the window — corner spot, good view of the door, plenty of privacy. She didn’t usually come to this café, but it was on her study group’s recommended list, and her apartment felt too loud lately. She crossed one long leg over the other and adjusted the hem of her hoodie, letting it drape down over her thighs.

Her drink came quickly — iced oat latte, extra espresso. She smiled at the barista without really looking at him.

Then she settled in.

Laptop open. Zoom group queued. Headphones in. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard — light, quick, the way everything she did seemed quick. Even her nervous habits had rhythm.

Lena wasn’t flashy, not the kind who walked into a room and made heads turn. But there was something about her — a kind of burn-under-the-skin presence that made people glance twice. She was mixed — Korean and white — with light olive skin and a mess of dark hair piled into a half-formed topknot. Slender, but not soft. Sharp cheekbones. Long, dancer legs. Her bike shorts clung like a second skin. Her lips were always slightly parted, like she was on the verge of speaking or tasting something.

And today, she had that glow. That low-buzz blush behind the cheeks. Her body already humming with low voltage.

She sipped her drink. The ice clinked.

Her other hand slipped under the table to her phone. Opened the app. Adjusted the dial.

Just a notch.

Not much.

Enough to remind herself she could.

The Zoom window filled with familiar rectangles — mostly classmates from her applied psych seminar. Half of them looked half-asleep. One was clearly driving. The professor wasn’t even present yet.

Lena barely registered them.

Her left hand adjusted the laptop brightness. Her right hand tapped at her phone screen beneath the table — innocent, idle. She scrolled past the app once, came back to it. Hesitated.

Then tapped.

Setting: Medium.

A deep, rumbling pulse surged through her.

Her hips jolted forward just enough to make her breath catch. She disguised it with a cough, brought her drink to her lips, and took a long, slow sip as her thighs locked together.

It hit differently now — not soft or background anymore. This was deliberate. Centered. A delicious pressure that pushed up and in with each silent throb. She could feel her panties sticking. Could feel the fabric of the bike shorts drag subtly every time her inner muscles clenched.

Lena shifted in her seat, lifting slightly, then settled again — the movement drawing the sensation in tighter. Her knees squeezed together. Her jaw tensed.

A tiny pulse echoed inside her, and she bit the inside of her cheek.

Her reflection in the laptop screen looked normal. Just a grad student sipping coffee, hoodie bunched over one knee, head slightly tilted. But she knew what was happening under that table. Knew her nipples were starting to push against the thin cotton of her top. Knew that her arousal wasn’t just internal anymore — it was everywhere. Her skin flushed. Her thighs damp. Her hands unsure of what to do.

She muted herself on the call, just in case.

Then she cranked it up one more notch.

High.

The air left her lungs like a sudden drop.

The toy wasn’t aggressive — but it was relentless. The vibration wasn’t on the surface anymore. It was inside her, stroking in a way she hadn’t expected. Deep. Pulsing. Almost teasing. And the pressure… fuck.

She tried to focus. Someone on the call asked a question about cognitive bias, and she nodded like she was listening. She typed something useless into the group chat: Great point. I think we read that in week 3?

Her fingers trembled over the keys. The app stayed open on her lap, pulsing like a second heartbeat.

And that’s when she felt it — not just the ache or the pressure, but the wetness. Full and hot and heavy. The kind that made her squirm — or would’ve, if she dared to move.

She couldn’t now.

She was soaked through.

Her cheeks flared red.

Lena crossed her legs tighter, one heel braced against the leg of the table to keep herself from grinding. The buzz was too good. Too much. She didn’t want to come — not yet — but her body had other plans. Her thighs twitched once. Her eyelids fluttered.

She looked up from the screen to catch her breath — and saw him.

The barista.

He was wiping down the table across from hers, less than ten feet away. Not rushing. Taking his time. His eyes slid up from the rag in his hand and landed squarely on her face.

She looked away too fast.

Too guilty.

Her breath stalled in her throat. Her body clenched — not from the toy, this time, but from sheer exposure.

Had he noticed? The way her shoulders shook slightly? The breathy exhale through parted lips? The death grip she had on her iced latte?

Lena forced herself to glance back — casual, as if she hadn’t noticed him.

But he was still looking.

His mouth didn’t smile, exactly. But something flickered behind his eyes.

And he didn’t stop cleaning.

Lena couldn’t feel her thighs anymore.

She’d locked them so tightly, for so long, that they’d gone half-numb — except for the buzz between them, which pulsed deeper now. Slower, somehow, but heavier. It felt like it echoed in her ribcage.

She didn’t dare check her app again. She’d forgotten if she was still on “High” or if the toy had dropped a setting on its own. Her body was slick, aching, and pinned — and she hadn’t moved in five minutes.

She could hear the soft rasp of the barista’s rag sweeping over the next table. Could feel him near without looking.

He was dragging it out. Lingering. Wiping things that didn’t need wiping.

He’d seen her.

Not just her face — not just the flushed cheeks or unfocused eyes.

He’d seen the way her hips twitched once, how her knuckles had whitened around her glass. The slow parting of her lips. Maybe even the way her chest had started to rise and fall faster, tighter.

And now he was hovering.

Her Zoom call rambled on — something about a reading assignment due next week. She couldn’t hear it over her own pulse.

Then something landed beside her laptop.

She blinked, startled.

It was a fresh iced drink — her same order, same glass, this one sweating with condensation. A napkin underneath it. She hadn’t asked for a refill.

She looked up.

He stood over her, one hand still on the drink he’d just set down. His other hand held the rag.

His name tag read Micah. His forearms were tanned, veins visible beneath lightly dusted hair. His black apron was wrinkled at the hip, and his eyes — deep brown, unbothered — met hers squarely.

“You looked like you needed another,” he said softly.

She opened her mouth. Nothing came out.

Micah gave her a half-smile, then turned and walked away without another word.

Lena stared after him — stunned, vibrating, soaked — then looked down at the napkin beneath the drink.

There was a simple, lazy circle drawn in blue pen.

With a little smiley face.

That was it.

Not a phone number. Not a name. Not even a word.

Just a loop. A knowing curve. Like the mouth she hadn’t been able to close during that last surge of vibration.

She tucked the napkin under her palm and glanced toward the counter, but he’d disappeared into the back.

Her body throbbed.

Her panties were beyond saving.

And now, she had proof — real proof — that he knew. That he’d watched. That he’d seen her shake and squirm and nearly bite down on the corner of her fist just to stay quiet.

And he hadn’t stopped her.

He’d given her a drink.

He’d given her encouragement.

Her hand shook slightly as she lifted the new glass to her lips, took a long sip, and tried to breathe past the heat gathering behind her collarbone.

She wasn’t done.

And he definitely didn’t want her to be.

Lena had never hated her own name more than in that moment.

“Lena? You there?”

The voice came from her laptop speaker — high and bright and painfully oblivious.

She snapped her gaze back to the screen. Her study group was staring. Four rectangles. All waiting. A question hung in the air, something about case studies and implicit bias.

Lena unmuted herself before she could think better of it.

“Yeah—” Her voice cracked. She cleared her throat. “Yeah, sorry. Um…”

The toy pulsed.

Not hard. Not fast. Just perfectly timed — as if it knew she was trying to speak. As if it had a cruel sense of rhythm.

Her back stiffened, and her voice dropped half an octave, like she could sink under the wave of sensation crashing between her thighs.

“I think… that ties into the Week 4 reading? On, um… social cognition?”

She forced herself to look at the screen, even as her eyes glazed. Her fingers gripped the edge of the table. Her legs felt like iron — locked in place, trembling just beneath the surface.

And out of the corner of her vision: movement.

Micah.

He was back.

Wiping the table next to hers now. Closer than before. Not looking at her directly, but hovering at the edge of her awareness like a secret — like gravity.

He wasn’t even pretending to clean anymore. Just dragging the same rag over the tabletop, slow, meaningless strokes.

He knew.

Lena swallowed hard, trying not to react. Her mouth was dry. Her body was drenched.

She kept speaking.

“And… I think the study showed that people weren’t aware of their… of their biases, um—”

The vibe pulsed again.

This time deeper. Longer.

A tiny sound escaped her — barely audible, more breath than voice — but her mic was still on. She hit mute mid-sentence, pretending it was a connection issue. Her laptop pinged with a new message:

“You okay?”

No. Not even close.

Her inner thighs were slick. The seat of the chair felt warmer than it should’ve. Her clit throbbed every time she shifted — which she was doing more and more, subtly, trying to stay grounded. Her ankles were crossed tight. Her jaw ached from tension.

Another pulse.

She bit down on the inside of her cheek.

The chair creaked.

Micah glanced at her.

Just a flick of his eyes.

She met his gaze — briefly, helplessly — and something passed between them. A flicker. Recognition. Permission.

Then he looked away again.

Her hips twitched. She couldn’t stop it this time. Her knees jolted slightly under the table.

She clenched her fists in her lap.

The study group kept talking. Her screen filled with breakout links and follow-up notes. None of it registered.

She was pinned — not physically, but by context. By expectation. By the suffocating pressure of not being able to come when your body is screaming to.

This had been her idea. Her game. Her choice.

But now?

Now it felt like punishment. Like exquisite, drawn-out punishment.

And Micah was still there. Cleaning the same table. Slowly wiping the same surface. His mouth twitching at the corner.

She reached under the table and tapped her phone once. A mercy setting. Lowered the vibration by half.

Her whole body sighed — but her pussy clenched tighter, as if protesting the loss. As if starved for release.

Her fingers were trembling. Her thighs shook. Her hoodie clung to her skin now, hot and damp at the back of her neck.

And when Micah walked away — finally, slowly, without a glance — she felt the absence of his presence like a door slamming shut.

It was worse, somehow.

She was alone with the buzz again.

And now she knew exactly who’d been watching.

The moment her Zoom call ended, Lena tore out her earbuds like they were suffocating her.

The sound of the café crashed back in — low jazz, the whir of a milk steamer, faint laughter from somewhere in the back. It was normal. Calm. Public.

Her body was not.

She sat frozen in the corner booth, laptop lid half-closed, hoodie riding high on her hips, thighs parted just enough to breathe. The toy still throbbed inside her. Her panties were past ruined. Her whole seat felt damp.

She’d kept it together — barely. But now, the leash was slipping.

She reached for her phone under the table and opened the app again, hands shaking.

One swipe.

Max setting.

The change hit her like an electric slap.

Her whole body jumped — legs tensing, breath catching hard in her chest. She gripped the table’s edge to ground herself, knuckles whitening, trying not to jerk visibly.

The toy didn’t buzz so much as pound now — slow, deep waves that hit all the way up her spine. It didn’t just tease anymore. It claimed. Demanded.

Lena’s hips rolled forward in a tiny, helpless grind.

And when she looked up — Micah was watching.

Not subtly. Not by accident.

He stood behind the counter, one arm braced casually against the register, wiping a glass with an absent hand. His eyes met hers and didn’t look away.

Her mouth parted.

He knew.

He knew.

He watched the way her chest rose too fast. The way her thighs shifted. The tiny tremble in her lower lip as she bit it, trying not to make a sound.

Her clit throbbed hard — enough to make her jerk in place.

Micah’s eyes dropped, slow and deliberate, toward her lap.

Then rose again.

He didn’t smile. Didn’t wink. He just held her there. Kept her pinned with his attention like a palm pressed flat against her body.

Lena’s fingers curled tight around her drink. Her other hand stayed beneath the table, clutching her phone like it was the only thing tethering her to earth.

She couldn’t stop it.

Her orgasm started with a slow roll — then snapped like a pulled thread.

Her spine arched barely an inch off the chair. Her thighs clamped down around the toy. Her stomach clenched. Her mouth dropped open — but no sound came out.

She came silent and hard, hips twitching, body flushed head to toe. The seat beneath her grew hotter. Wetter. She didn’t dare move. Didn’t dare breathe.

Her eyes fluttered open.

Micah was still watching.

He raised the glass he’d been drying — just once, a tiny, casual lift — and set it down behind the bar.

Then turned away.

Lena sat there, dazed. Panting through her nose. Slick spreading through her shorts. Her knees barely holding steady.

She reached down and finally shut the toy off. The silence it left inside her was deafening.

Her pulse was still hammering. Her muscles wouldn’t relax. She wasn’t sure she could stand.

But she’d done it.

Right there in the middle of a café — in full view of someone who had every chance to stop her. And didn’t.

Because he wanted to see it.

And maybe, just maybe, he wanted more.

Her orgasm still echoed in her hips, like the last chime of a bell. Her thighs twitched every few seconds, not from vibration now, but from aftershock. Her shorts clung between her legs, soaked and slightly darker than before.

She didn’t dare look down.

Instead, she shut her laptop. Slowly. Slipped it into her backpack. Wiped her palms on the inside of her hoodie — useless, both of them damp. Her legs felt too loose, like her bones had been replaced with warm syrup. When she stood, her knees almost buckled.

She steadied herself on the table and took one deep breath.

Then walked to the counter.

Micah was already there — waiting, not obviously, but ready. Calm as ever. Same black apron. Same unreadable mouth.

But his eyes lingered when she reached the register. He didn’t say anything. Just rang up her drink.

Lena couldn’t speak if she tried. Her mouth was dry, heart still thudding like she’d done something criminal.

He slid the receipt toward her. Folded neatly.

She reached for it — their fingers didn’t touch, but they might as well have.

Then she turned and walked out.

Not fast. Not slow.

She didn’t look back.

The moment she was outside, the cool air slapped her flushed skin like a kiss. Her chest rose with relief — or maybe tension — as she stepped around the corner of the café and leaned against the brick wall, hidden from view.

Then she opened the receipt.

It wasn’t the total she read. It was the message scrawled just beneath the printed ink, in clean, slanted handwriting.

“Come back tomorrow.”

And below that:

“Try not to squirm.”

Her pulse thudded low in her belly.

A breeze slid between her thighs, catching the damp cotton still clinging to her skin.

Lena folded the receipt again, tucked it into her hoodie pocket, and smiled without meaning to.

She hadn’t said a single word to him.

But somehow, he knew exactly what she’d needed.

And he hadn’t just let it happen.

He’d wanted it to.


Story 11: Group Chat Dare

It always starts as a joke.

Boys in a group chat. Drinks in hand. Mics unmuted. Horny-adjacent energy.

The usual.

I was half-reclined in my desk chair, boxers, headset, one hand on a Red Bull and the other on my keyboard, the glow from my LED strips painting the walls electric blue. It was past midnight, the Friday “Nothing Better to Do” crew had all logged on, and the Discord call was chaos.

Six guys, all talking shit over each other. Screens full of memes, anime backgrounds, Twitch windows left open and ignored. The air smelled like vape clouds and impulse decisions.

“Okay,” Dom was saying, “real talk. Confession or dare. No skipping. No coward shit.”

“Middle school rules?” I asked, smirking.

“Middle school consequences,” someone replied. Laughter. Burps. A bottle clink.

I leaned forward, lips tugging up. “Fine. Dare.”

That got some noise.

“Ayyye, finally,” Malik said. “I’ve been waiting for someone to man up.”

They took a beat to figure it out — whispering into mics, side-texting in the mod chat — like it was that serious. My stomach buzzed from the Red Bull and the moment, that exact space where cocky and bored meet.

Then Dom said it.

“Text your ex something filthy. Screenshot it. Send it here.”

Laughter. Groans. One guy unmuted just to say “bruhhhhh” and muted again.

I leaned back, smug. “That’s it? You know I’ve got nothing to lose.”

Dom raised an eyebrow in his video window. “Gotta be real. Like, nasty. Or we dig up your high school thirst traps and leak ‘em to the mod server.”

“Blackmail,” I muttered, already grabbing my phone. “Love this friendship.”

My thumb hovered over her name.

Eva.

We hadn’t talked in almost a year. Not since that one last argument turned into something quieter, colder. I still had her number — obviously. And yeah, maybe I’d checked her socials once or twice. Just to see.

I shouldn’t have.

But I did.

Now I was staring at her name, the last text between us a ghost — something casual from a lifetime ago.

My friends were waiting. Discord cackling in the background. The blue light made the phone glow in my palm.

I typed fast, before I could think better of it:

“Ever think about how loud you used to get when you came on my fingers?”

Sent.

“Yo,” Malik said, his voice rising. “He’s really doing it.”

“Screenshot or it didn’t happen,” Dom chimed in.

I took the screenshot. Sent it to the group. The server exploded in laughing emojis, caps-locked disbelief, and a guy from Texas yelling “Jesus CHRIST.”

I leaned back in my chair, feeling too good.

Red Bull half-drained. Hoodie shoved down around my hips. My fingers already drifting back to the Discord window—

Buzz.

My phone lit up.

One new text. From Eva.

Just five words.

“Still thinking about me?”

I stared at the screen like it had slapped me.

Still thinking about me?

Five words. Five goddamn words.

The kind of reply you expect if you’re still talking. Still friends. Still something.

But Eva and I weren’t anything anymore.

Not since the fight in her kitchen where I called her distant and she called me emotionally lazy. Not since we ghosted each other for a month and then silently stopped watching each other’s stories. Not since her birthday passed and I didn’t text — even though I thought about it all day.

And now, I sext her as a joke — and she replies.

Immediately.

My whole body went still, like my brain had tripped and my blood hadn’t caught up yet.

Dom was still yelling something in the background. One of the guys was screen-sharing a video of a monkey eating cake with chopsticks. I heard Malik shout, “Yo, Chris is frozen, look at his face!”

They were laughing. I wasn’t.

My dick twitched.

I typed back without thinking.

Didn’t think you’d reply.

A bubble appeared.

She was still typing.

The next message landed like a punch between my ribs.

You think I forgot the way you’d pin me down and talk shit in my ear?

I didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Didn’t even blink.

Just remembered.

The way her voice used to catch right before she came. The way she’d grip the sheets like they owed her something. The way she once came from just my fingers and my mouth and one whispered “don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop.”

Another buzz.

You used to make me beg. I kind of miss that.

I shifted in my chair. My boxers were already getting tight.

“Chris?” Dom’s voice cut through, loud. “Why you look like you’re trying not to nut?”

Laughter exploded through the channel. My mic was still hot. I fumbled to mute it.

“Yo, man, you good?” someone else asked. “You need a break? You look sweaty, bro.”

I forced a grin, leaned back in my chair, and made some bullshit hand gesture toward the webcam — like I was fine. Like I was still laughing.

I wasn’t.

Eva sent another text.

Are you alone right now?

I typed:

Not exactly.

She replied with one word.

Good.

I swallowed hard.

This wasn’t a game anymore.

This wasn’t funny.

This was her. Watching me squirm. Texting like we hadn’t spent a year apart. Like she still owned the switch behind my spine.

And the worst part?

I liked it.

Loved it.

I was already hard, already shifting in my seat, already planning the next thing I’d say —

You still play with that toy I bought you?

My hands were trembling.

She didn’t answer for a full twenty seconds.

Then:

Wanna watch me?

I exhaled — sharp and too loud. Forgot to mute again.

The boys heard it.

“CHRIS.”

“Bro—”

“Yo, my guy is BUSTED.”

I slammed mute again, cheeks burning, thighs tight, dick fully hard against my waistband.

Eva’s next message landed.

Video call. Now.

I didn’t answer the video call.

Not right away.

Instead, I texted back:

You serious?

Another buzz. This one a photo.

Just a sliver — tight crop of her stomach, a black strap pulled to the side, lace pressed against bare skin. Her thighs. Bare. Smooth. Glowing in soft lamp light.

Not porn. Not vulgar.

But exactly her. Exactly the way I remembered. The kind of pic that makes your dick hard before your brain even processes it.

I bit my knuckle.

Unmuted mic noise cracked in my headset — Dom shouting about a YouTube video, someone fake-moaning into their mic. The usual background chaos. But I barely heard it anymore.

My cock throbbed in my boxers, stiff now, straining.

She texted again.

You’re not the only one bored tonight.

And then:

Remember how wet I used to get if you just talked to me like you owned me?

I shifted in my chair — legs tense, hand hovering near my waistband, resisting the urge to grab through the fabric. I pulled the hoodie down lower, draped it over my lap. Just in case. My other hand gripped the desk edge so hard my knuckles ached.

Eva kept going.

I want you to tell me what to do.

While your little gamer boys laugh in the background.

While I drip.

The next picture was even worse.

Worse in the best way.

Just her fingers between her legs, parted slightly. Glossy. Pink. That same black lace scrunched around her upper thighs. Her nails still painted the same deep red she used to wear when she wanted to fuck all weekend.

I made a noise in my throat and muted my mic fast.

No one noticed. Not yet. But my heart was jackhammering, my leg bouncing under the desk like I had a secret I couldn’t swallow.

And I did.

Eva’s final message for the moment:

If you answer the video call, I’ll come with you.

I didn’t even hesitate this time.

I tapped accept.

Her face filled the screen. Dark eyes. Soft mouth. Collarbone bare. She was holding the phone just below her chin — no makeup, hair messy, voice lower than I remembered.

“Hi,” she said. “Miss me yet?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

My mouth opened, but nothing made it out.

She glanced at her own screen, smirking. “Still live with your boys?”

I nodded once, dumbly.

Her lips curved. “Perfect.”

Then the phone dipped — low enough to show her legs, parted. Her fingers, glistening. Her voice dropped another octave.

“Let’s see how quiet you can be while I fuck myself for you.”

I didn’t even pretend to be cool anymore.

My phone was in one hand, slightly angled in my lap so the guys on Discord couldn’t see it. The other hand?

Under the hoodie. Wrapped around my dick.

I’d pulled it out just enough to stroke slow — silent, careful — but there was no hiding how hard I was. I was slick with sweat. Every muscle in my thighs was locked tight. I couldn’t have stopped if I tried.

Eva’s voice poured through the phone speaker in little gasps.

“You always made me wetter than anyone,” she whispered. “I’d ride your fingers until I couldn’t see straight. Remember how I used to shake for you?”

My breath hitched. My fingers tightened around the base of my cock.

I nodded into the phone, even though I couldn’t say a word.

My voice would give me away.

The Discord call was still running on my laptop — everyone talking over each other, showing memes, swapping stories — and I was right there with them. Lit by blue LEDs, sitting at my desk, jerking off while my ex watched.

No one had noticed yet.

But it was so close.

My webcam was still on.

My mic was muted, but my camera feed sat in the corner, small and innocent — just my face, staring down at my lap, flushed and too still.

They hadn’t said anything.

Not yet.

But I was losing control.

Eva’s camera dipped again. Her legs were wide open now, her fingers moving fast. She wasn’t faking it. Her breathing was real — those shallow, stuttered inhales I remembered from nights where we didn’t make it to the bed. Her eyes locked on mine.

“You’re not allowed to finish until I say so.”

That nearly ended me right there.

My body ached for it — every stroke sending a ripple of pressure up through my chest, like my heart was tied to my cock. My abs flexed. My balls pulled tight.

But I obeyed.

My thumb circled the head, slow, teasing. My hips jolted just once, and I bit my lip to keep from making a sound.

She noticed.

“Don’t you dare,” she hissed. “I want to hear you beg.”

I mouthed the word please into the phone, my voice silent but desperate.

She smiled like the devil. “Good boy.”

That praise wrecked me.

I stroked again, faster now, watching her fingers disappear between soaked lips. She gasped once — sharp, high — and her legs jerked. Her hips rocked into her palm.

“I’m gonna come,” she whispered. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

My eyes blurred. My breath came in ragged, shallow bursts. My whole body clenched.

I was right there with her.

Then I heard it.

From the laptop.

“Wait—”

A pause.

“Yo, is Chris jerking off?”

For a second, everything stopped.

“Wait,” someone said again, clearer this time. “Is Chris—yo, bro, are you actually jerking off right now?”

It hit like a gunshot.

A crack in the noise. A burst of laughter. A sudden hush.

I froze — hand still wrapped around my cock under the hoodie, my phone screen still glowing with Eva’s flushed face. My whole body jerked like it had been electrocuted.

They saw.

They fucking saw.

I looked at my webcam feed — small box, lower corner. My face flushed. Eyes glassy. Mouth open. Staring downward. My shoulders were moving just barely. Enough to be obvious.

I was mid-stroke.

No way to hide it.

More voices chimed in.

“Yo—no way—”

“Deadass?”

“Chris, are you fucking kidding me?”

Panic flared up hard. My heart jumped into my throat.

I could’ve denied it. Could’ve fumbled for the mouse, shut off the camera, claimed I was doing sit-ups or stretching or—

But I didn’t.

Because on my phone screen, Eva was moaning.

One hand still between her thighs, the other gripping her sheets, her body trembling. She was watching me. Whispering my name like it was a spell.

And for one second, everything else fell away.

The group chat.

The panic.

The shame.

Gone.

All that was left was her — open, gasping, real. And the pressure in my cock so sharp I thought I might black out.

So I did the only thing I could.

I kept stroking.

Slow at first, deliberate. I let the hoodie slide off my lap, revealing my hand. My cock. My fucking need. If they were gonna watch — let them.

But I only looked at her.

Eva’s breath caught. “Good. That’s it. Let me see.”

Her voice filled my ears while the guys in the chat devolved — half laughing, half yelling, someone wheezing into their mic.

“Holy shit—”

“Bro.”

“Chris is BUSTIN’ LIVE?!”

I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

Eva whispered, “You’re gonna come for me, aren’t you?”

I nodded once. Shaking. Desperate.

“Then do it,” she whispered. “Right fucking now.”

That did it.

My orgasm ripped through me like a pulse of heat — spine arched, jaw clenched, cum streaking up my abs in thick ropes. I moaned. Loud. Didn’t mute. Didn’t care.

The Discord call exploded.

Laughter. Shouting. Someone screamed “OH MY GOD.”

I leaned back, cock twitching in my fist, heart hammering out of rhythm. The hoodie slipped off the chair. My chest heaved.

Eva smiled, soft and proud.

“Still the best orgasm you’ve ever had?” she asked quietly.

I couldn’t even lie.

“Yeah,” I breathed. “Fuck. Yeah.”

Then she ended the call.

Just like that.

The Discord call was still live, but I couldn’t hear it.

My heartbeat was louder.

I sat there, dick softening in my hand, sweat cooling on my chest, and silence blooming in my ears. The LED lights pulsed faint blue and purple against the walls like nothing had happened.

Like I hadn’t just come, on camera, in front of five guys I called friends — and my ex, who apparently still knew how to snap me like a rubber band.

I grabbed a hoodie sleeve — not the one I’d used to hide myself, the other one — and wiped my hand, my stomach, the front of my boxers. My thighs were still trembling. My neck itched with leftover heat.

On-screen, Dom was laughing too hard to breathe.

Malik’s camera had gone black. Someone else typed “im fucking dead” in the chat. The memes had stopped.

My mic was still off.

My face burned.

But it wasn’t shame.

Not really.

It was something worse. Something better.

I didn’t regret it.

I reached out, shut my webcam off with a click, and left the channel without saying a word.

My room went quiet.

Only the faint hum of the fan and the low growl still settling in my chest. My phone buzzed in my palm.

One new message.

From Eva.

I stared at it for a long time before opening it.

You’re lucky I missed that mouth more than I missed my dignity.

Another buzz.

Sleep tight, exhibitionist.

I didn’t reply.

I just lay back in my chair, heart slowing, dick still twitching faintly with aftershocks, and wondered what the fuck just happened.

And how soon it could happen again.


Story 12: Festival Fling

I should’ve laughed it off.

“Kiss the hottest stranger before the DJ finishes this set.”

That was Priya’s dare — shouted over bass, pressed into my ear with tequila breath and mischief. Then she kissed my cheek, flung another handful of pink powder into the air, and danced away into the blur of sweaty limbs and color clouds, leaving me stunned and smiling and just tipsy enough to let the words land.

It was Holi. Everything was ridiculous.

Powder hung in the air like confetti smoke. The grass under my feet was half-mud, half-trampled petals. Sunlight made the airborne color glow like neon. Speakers the size of trucks vibrated the earth under every step, and the crowd moved like one heaving organism — bright, wild, gorgeous.

And I was standing still, breathing hard, thighs sticky, heart hammering behind the bangles clinking at my wrists.

I wasn’t supposed to be this turned on.

I wasn’t even doing anything.

But my body had other plans.

My white kurta — thigh-length and clingy now from all the water balloons — was soaked and see-through in places. Green powder streaked down one side like someone had pressed against me mid-laugh. My dupatta was twisted like a scarf, knotted at my throat to keep it from flying away in the wind. It stuck to the back of my neck.

My bra was useless.

My cotton salwar was damp, clinging between my thighs, borderline uncomfortable except I liked the way it reminded me what I was feeling. The mess of sweat and color and damp fabric that made it impossible to forget my body existed. That it was reacting.

To the music.

To the people.

To the dare.

I tilted my head back and felt powder fall onto my face like flower petals. Somewhere behind me, someone cracked open a water balloon. I heard a yelp and laughter and the smell of rosewater and smoke and sweat swirled around me.

And still — that dare lingered.

Kiss the hottest stranger before the DJ finishes this set.

Not the kind of thing I normally did.

I was the “plan it all out” type. The “I’ll dance after one more drink” type. The girl who kept tissues in her purse and preferred her pleasure private — clean, quiet, legs crossed tight.

But something had been simmering in me since the moment we got here.

Not just because it was Holi — not just the noise or the powder or the beat — but because something about being half-naked in daylight, surrounded by strangers, felt… unsafe in the best way.

Like I was shedding something. Shyness, maybe. Caution. A year’s worth of dry touches and safe sex and lukewarm orgasms. Gone in the heat.

I told myself I was just looking around.

But I knew better.

My gaze drifted through the crowd, scanning through color — powder-streaked torsos, arms raised, couples tangled, girls reapplying glitter, guys dancing without rhythm. Faces blurred by paint and movement. Nothing stuck.

Until him.

At first, I wasn’t even sure I saw him clearly.

Just a flash — movement in reverse. Someone turning toward me, not away. A tall, lean silhouette cut through the crowd. His chest was streaked red and gold. His face smeared deep with purple. Just enough shadow to hide who he was, but his mouth was visible — full, unbothered, tilted just slightly.

He was staring straight at me.

Not smiling.

Not challenging.

Just… watching.

My stomach dropped. My breath hitched.

He didn’t glance away.

Something behind me shifted — a cloud of orange powder bursting in the air — but I didn’t flinch.

His eyes didn’t blink.

There was no signal. No gesture. No nod.

But I started walking anyway.

One step. Then another.

My feet stuck in the grass once. My dupatta tugged against the knot around my neck. My knees felt like they were buzzing, like the vibration of the bass had crawled inside me.

I hadn’t even kissed anyone in six months.

And now I was going to kiss someone whose name I didn’t know, whose face I couldn’t really see, whose body was a blur of heat and paint and anticipation.

I didn’t know what I’d say.

But my lips were already wet.

He didn’t move when I reached him.

Just stood still, arms relaxed at his sides, like he already knew I’d come.

The crowd split and reformed around us in waves — dancers, kids shrieking under clouds of green, teens filming TikToks with color-pinked cheeks — but we were in the eye of it now. The music pulsed like heartbeat thunder, and I could barely hear my breath over the bass.

I stopped a foot away.

Close enough to smell him — sandalwood, sweat, powder.

Close enough to see the lines of his chest through the paint, the muscles there. The powder didn’t hide anything — if anything, it made him worse. Unreachable. Ritual-stained. Dreamlike.

His face was still mostly painted — violet gulal streaking across one cheekbone, gold smudged around his jaw. Stubble under it. A mouth like a half-said word.

But his eyes were clear.

Dark brown. Intense. Not cold, not flirty. Just… waiting.

Like he was asking a question with his stillness.

And somehow, my body answered before I could.

My hand lifted — without permission — and I pressed my fingers into a pouch of blue powder tucked into my waistband. Then I reached up and smeared it slowly across his jaw, dragging the color down across his throat.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t cute.

It was claiming.

His mouth twitched — not quite a smile. But his eyes never left mine.

Then he moved.

One step. That was all. Into me. Not rushing, not awkward. Just pressing his chest to mine like gravity insisted on it.

I felt him everywhere — through my wet kurta, across my stomach, against my thighs. His arm brushed mine. My nipples hardened instantly.

I didn’t pull back.

Neither of us spoke.

Someone bumped into us, laughed, kept moving. The world around us was still dancing — but I couldn’t hear any of it.

I licked my bottom lip and saw his eyes flick to my mouth.

That did it.

I leaned in.

So close our foreheads nearly touched. His breath smelled faintly of sugar and cardamom. One of his hands hovered at his side. The other ghosted up — fingertips grazing my elbow. Not grabbing. Just asking.

My skin erupted in goosebumps.

“Do it,” he said, low enough that it sounded like a breath in my neck.

That was all I needed.

I dropped the last of the powder, grabbed the front of his paint-streaked shirt, and pulled his mouth to mine.

He didn’t hesitate.

The second our mouths met, his hands came to life — one sliding around my waist, the other bracing low on my back, just above my ass. He pulled me into him like he’d been waiting all day to close the distance.

It wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t shy.

It was all mouth and heat and powder-smeared lips, crashing like cymbals between us. His tongue brushed mine and I gasped, caught between the scent of him and the press of his chest and the rough scrape of stubble against the corner of my mouth.

We didn’t know each other’s names.

But our bodies had already decided that didn’t matter.

His grip shifted — tighter, lower — until his hand cupped the curve of my ass, fingertips digging into damp cotton. My hips bucked forward instinctively, a little involuntary grind that made my breath hitch against his lips.

He groaned.

That sound — low, chest-deep — pulsed straight through me. My thighs clenched. My skin prickled with heat.

And then we were moving.

Not walking, exactly. He backed me up into the swirl of bodies, our mouths still locked, and I let him — let my hands slide up his powder-streaked arms, let my dupatta fall from my shoulder without caring. I was panting, soaked, dizzy, so fucking turned on.

I felt him get hard against me — through his jeans, through my salwar. There was no mistaking it. No hiding.

I rolled my hips again, barely an inch. Enough to feel it.

His grip tightened like he was trying not to lose control in the middle of the crowd.

Someone whistled nearby. Someone else bumped into my shoulder and shouted, “Get it, Holi Queen!” before laughing and disappearing into the music.

I didn’t stop.

His fingers slid under the back hem of my kurta — not inside my underwear yet, but warm against the skin just above it. My stomach pulled tight. My clit throbbed from nothing but friction, paint, and public hunger.

I bit his bottom lip. He kissed me harder in return.

Powder streaked across my face where our skin met, smeared on our mouths. My hair came loose from its braid. My feet barely touched the ground.

I didn’t want to stop.

Not for a second.

But he broke the kiss first — barely — just enough to press his lips to my ear and say, voice rough:

“Come with me. Right now.”

I didn’t even ask where he was taking me.

He slipped a hand into mine and tugged, and my feet followed without thinking. The crowd thinned toward the edge of the park — past the food stalls, the chai line, the DJ’s stage — and into a row of tents with cloth flapping in the breeze. One was half-open, the kind used for vendors that had already packed up for the day.

He pulled me behind it.

The moment we were hidden, his mouth was on mine again — harder this time. Less question, more need. My back hit the canvas wall and I gasped into him, feeling the fabric give behind me like a pulse.

His hands were everywhere. Greedy. Quick.

One gripped my hip through the damp cotton of my salwar, the other slid up beneath the hem of my kurta like he knew exactly where I needed him.

I moaned into his mouth — too loud, too raw — and his hand clamped gently over my lips. He pulled back just enough to whisper:

“Shh.”

I nodded. Eyes wide. Wet as hell.

He kissed me again — slower, then lower. Tracing my jaw, my neck, tasting the salt and the dust of color on my skin. I tilted my head back, my dupatta sliding with it, half-draped across one shoulder like a veil. It barely shielded us, but I didn’t care.

My pulse throbbed between my legs.

When his hand slipped inside the front of my salwar, I nearly collapsed.

Two fingers — warm, strong, sure — slid over soaked cotton, pressing into the outline of my pussy. I whimpered. Couldn’t help it.

He exhaled sharply against my throat. “Fuck, you’re drenched.”

I bit my lip and buried my face in his shoulder.

The fingers moved again. Not inside yet. Just circling. Teasing. Drawing patterns that made my knees threaten betrayal.

“Please,” I whispered into his collarbone. “I can’t—”

But I could. I wanted to. I was shaking already.

He eased one finger beneath the fabric — a slow push against wet folds, parting me. Then a second. Slipped in without resistance.

I gasped again. No control now. My back arched off the canvas. My hand clutched the back of his neck, powder smearing under my nails.

He curled his fingers inside me like he’d done this before — not with me, but with someone who’d needed it, fast and deep. His other hand braced around my waist, holding me steady as my hips started to move without asking.

Each stroke sent a wave of heat up my spine.

Outside the tent, I could still hear people — someone laughing too loud, a group singing along to the remix playing from the speakers. We were maybe ten feet from a food truck. One wrong step and someone would see my thighs shaking. See the way his wrist disappeared under my clothes.

But it only made me wetter.

He pressed his mouth to my ear again.

“You want to come for me?”

I nodded, frantically, shameless.

“Then take it.”

My knees still didn’t trust me.

He held me upright with both hands now — one at my lower back, the other under my ass. His fingers had just been inside me, and now they gripped my flesh like he’d paid for the privilege.

I could barely see.

Powder dusted my eyelashes. My chest heaved. The world returned in fragments: the music’s throb, the flapping canvas behind me, the cool air that kissed the soaked seam of my salwar like it knew.

I tried to breathe, but my lungs were skipping.

He leaned his forehead to mine, still silent. Still watching.

My legs shook again. I laughed — soft, stunned, half-delirious — and he kissed my cheek, just once, not sweet, not possessive, just… steady. As if to say: You did that.

He looked down at his hand.

It was wet. Still. Glinting with me, with color, with heat. He wiped it on his own hip — slow, casual, deliberate — and glanced toward the gap in the tent like he didn’t give a single fuck who saw.

That made something deep in my belly flutter.

I touched his chest, not really meaning to — fingers tracing a streak of gold across his clavicle, still trying to ground myself in his body.

His heart was pounding too.

Not racing. Just strong.

“Still standing,” he murmured.

His voice was lower than I expected. Not smooth — a little rough, like he’d just cleared his throat and couldn’t quite finish.

I swallowed. “Barely.”

The wind blew a fresh ribbon of gulal dust under the tent flap, catching the light. The whole world still looked like it was underwater in neon.

He brushed my lip with his thumb. I could feel the slick paint — red or pink, I couldn’t tell anymore — and something about the way he looked at me, calm and full, made my chest twist.

We hadn’t said names.

We hadn’t said anything.

And yet I felt more seen — more taken — than I had in months.

The last twitch of arousal still hummed low in my thighs. A faint echo of what he’d just pulled from me with his fingers and nothing else.

He didn’t ask for anything in return.

Didn’t unzip.

Didn’t even move to leave.

We stood there, tangled, powder-stained, sharing breath.

Until I reached down — quietly — and straightened my salwar.

“I should…” I started.

He nodded once. No pressure.

But he caught my wrist before I left — gently — and said one word:

“Aanya.”

I froze.

My name. My real name. I hadn’t said it. Not once.

I looked at him.

Paint still hid most of his face, but for the first time, I really saw him.

Not just tall. Not just hard.

But gorgeous.

Eyes like dusk. A mouth I wanted again already.

“Arjun,” he said, before I could ask.

Then he kissed me again.

Just once.

Soft, slow, nothing like the first time.

Then he stepped back and let me go.

I stepped out of the tent on unsteady legs, powder rising around my ankles like mist.

The sun had started to dip, softening the light, turning the sky into streaks of tangerine and rose. The crowd had thinned, but the energy was still high — music blaring, colors bursting, people laughing like they hadn’t stopped all day.

But I’d changed.

My salwar was still damp between my thighs, the cotton clinging to places that shouldn’t feel this tender in public. My dupatta was missing entirely. My braid had come loose; strands of hair stuck to my temples and neck, streaked with sweat and violet dust. My kurta gaped at the collarbone where Arjun had gripped it, fingers painted in me.

And I couldn’t stop smiling.

Not a grin. Not a laugh.

Just that slow, wrecked kind of smile that lives behind the teeth. The kind that doesn’t need words. The kind that stays.

Every step felt strange — too soft, too knowing. Like the earth had shifted a few degrees to the left and only I could feel it.

I didn’t look back.

I didn’t need to.

I knew he was still behind the tent. I could feel him there, his chest rising slow, his fingers sticky with my orgasm, his mouth carrying the shape of my name.

Aanya.

No one had ever said it like that — not like a fact, but like a spell.

The music picked up again, shifting into something faster. I slipped back into the crowd, weaving between swaying bodies and clouds of turquoise powder.

When I found Priya and the others, they were huddled near a food truck, sipping from plastic cups, faces flushed, arms streaked with gulal. She turned, eyes scanning, and froze the second she saw me.

I didn’t say a word.

Her eyebrows rose. Then a slow, delighted smile crept across her face.

“No way,” she whispered.

I gave a half-shrug. Didn’t deny it.

Another girl nudged her. “What?”

“She did it,” Priya said, still grinning. “She really did it.”

I leaned against the nearest post and let my head fall back.

My thighs ached. My pussy pulsed with phantom memory. I could still feel the stretch of Arjun’s fingers inside me. The heat of his breath. The sound of my own moan swallowed against his chest.

I didn’t say his name.

Didn’t need to.

He wasn’t mine. I wasn’t his.

But for ten minutes, behind a sunlit tent, we’d belonged to each other completely.

And that?

That was enough.


Story 13: Library Slip-Up

I always picked the same seat — second floor, east wing, back corner of the library, near the sociology stacks no one touched after midterms.

It wasn’t completely private, but it was quiet enough. I could hear chairs scrape three tables away. Pages turning. The soft hum of the ceiling vents. And more importantly: no direct line of sight from the main floor.

Perfect for studying.

Or for pretending to.

My laptop sat open in front of me, pages of color-coded notes fanned to the left, highlighters stacked in a row. To anyone walking by, I looked like exactly what I was — Maya Sharma, third-year psych major, honors student, group project overachiever.

But under the table, under my oversized hoodie and black leggings?

I was soaked.

And full.

The vibe plug inside me had been there since just after lunch — slipped in post-shower, before I’d even put on underwear. Silicone, black, remote-controlled. One of those expensive ones that could pulse in intervals or respond to sound, if I wanted it to.

Today, I didn’t.

Today was about control.

I’d left the remote in my backpack, zipped and out of reach. Instead, I’d used the timer function on the app. Set it to off for the first hour. Then a low pulse every forty-five minutes — just enough to get my attention. Not enough to push me over.

I could handle that. I had before.

It was a game I played with myself. Not every day. Just the days I needed something extra. A little edge. A secret under my clothes.

Like today — when the reading list was too long, the weather too humid, and my skin too hot for how cold the library actually was.

I shifted in my chair. The plug moved with me — snug, unyielding.

Not painful. Not distracting.

Just there.

A reminder that I could do both. Study and ache. Stay still and feel the pressure mount. Cross my legs a little tighter. Focus my eyes while my body squirmed, inch by inch, toward the edge.

I sipped water. Checked my notes. Highlighted a phrase I didn’t care about.

And thought about what it would feel like — later — to finally come after hours of this. Slow, silent, stretched too thin.

No fingers. No toys in hand. Just me, in a carrel, pulsing around the thing I’d planted in myself like a secret dare.

That was the part that got me.

Not the toy itself.

The idea that I could sit here like this — calm, composed — while someone passed right behind me with no idea I was one flick of a switch from falling apart.

I uncrossed and recrossed my legs. My breath caught.

The plug pressed deeper. Not quite enough. I clenched, once, then let go.

My thighs were warm under the leggings. Too warm. The kind of wet that went slick the second I shifted wrong. I hadn’t planned on being this turned on this fast. But I didn’t stop it either.

I glanced around — just a quick sweep.

A guy two tables away, hoodie up, deep in a law textbook. Someone behind the shelves near the windows, out of sight. A librarian wheeling a cart, not looking this direction.

Good.

I tucked my feet up onto the bar of the chair, hunching just slightly forward — more comfortable, easier to clench. My laptop screen still showed open textbook PDFs. I’d read maybe a paragraph in the last twenty minutes.

That was fine.

The first buzz wouldn’t come for another fifteen minutes. Just a small one. Enough to remind me.

After that… who knew.

I smiled to myself and picked up my highlighter again.

The plan was working.

The first pulse hit just before six.

It started as a soft hum — not enough to startle me, but enough to make me shift in my chair. Not out of discomfort. Just… contact. Pressure.

A breath hitched at the back of my throat and I blinked down at my screen, rereading the same paragraph for the third time.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t twitch. Didn’t even exhale.

Control was the point.

The toy stayed steady, its vibration quiet — more of a thrum than a buzz — pressing from inside, low and deep, not quite reaching the nerves that would tip me over. It teased me with the promise of more. But I’d built the settings deliberately.

Low.

Lingering.

It would stay on for 90 seconds. Then off again. Long enough to remind me I was full. That I was slick and swollen around the plug. That my body wanted.

But I wasn’t giving in.

I was studying.

Highlight. Scroll. Sip of water. Quiet shift of thighs.

I could do this.

That first wave passed, and I let out a quiet breath through my nose. Uncrossed and re-crossed my legs under the desk. The movement drew the toy forward — just enough to press against a spot that made me gasp silently, my core fluttering.

I clenched around it.

My thighs pulled tight.

Fuck.

It felt so good.

Even without the buzz, I could feel the shape of it — the smooth press inside me, the little tug when I leaned back. The heat spreading up through my belly. I bit the inside of my cheek and told myself to focus.

This was the game. I knew the rules.

Next pulse in twenty minutes.

Twenty minutes of restraint.

My breath was already getting shallow.

I tapped out a few notes. Something about operant conditioning and behavioral theory. The irony wasn’t lost on me — that I was literally training my body like a machine while reading about response patterns and delayed gratification.

My thighs were trembling.

I reached down and adjusted my hoodie. Not because anything was visible — just because I felt exposed. Like someone could walk by and see my heartbeat through the fabric.

It was a lie, of course.

To the outside world, I was just another girl in a hoodie and leggings, ponytail looped messily on top of her head, highlighters scattered, earbuds unused.

To me?

I was on the knife’s edge of an orgasm I wasn’t allowed to have.

Not yet.

The second buzz came sooner than expected.

I’d miscounted.

Stronger this time. A pulsing pattern — quick, short bursts followed by one long drag. I gripped the edge of the desk. My hips rolled forward involuntarily, just a centimeter, but enough to let the plug shift deeper.

I exhaled — too hard — and caught myself.

Looked up.

Nobody was watching.

The guy at the next table had moved. His jacket was still there, but he was gone. Probably the bathroom.

I clenched again — deliberately this time. Held it. Let the plug rock forward.

A wet, needy pulse echoed low in my belly.

I was close.

Already.

It hadn’t even been ten minutes.

Fuck.

I slid one hand under the desk, pretending to adjust my leggings. My fingers brushed the waistband — warm, damp, clinging to my skin — and I felt the tiniest slip of moisture at the edge of my thigh.

If I kept going like this, I’d soak through.

The thought made my pussy clench again.

I didn’t touch myself. Not directly. Just a little pressure on the seam of the fabric. Nothing someone could see. Nothing I couldn’t deny.

The toy was still going.

Short. Short. Long.

My breath stuttered.

I was going to edge too fast.

I grabbed my phone, swiped the app open, and skipped the rest of the cycle.

Just for now.

The buzz stopped instantly.

I sagged in the chair, shoulders tense, forehead nearly pressing to the heel of my palm.

Jesus.

I was so close I could feel the rhythm of my own heartbeat between my legs. I’d clenched so hard around the toy that my muscles twitched when I finally relaxed.

I wasn’t going to make it to the third cycle.

Not if I didn’t back off.

I sat still. Waited. Counted five long breaths.

The cool air of the library wrapped around me. My hoodie stuck to the small of my back. I reached for my water bottle with a shaky hand.

The control was slipping.

And it wasn’t even dark outside yet.

I should’ve checked the app again.

But I got cocky.

I thought I’d canceled the next cycle — paused the pattern long enough to breathe, to pull myself back from the edge before I really started leaking into my leggings.

I hadn’t.

I felt it before I heard it.

One long, deep pulse — stronger than before, thicker, like the vibration was echoing straight up my spine.

I froze in place.

My breath caught halfway up my throat. My knees jerked inward. A soft noise — half gasp, half whimper — escaped before I could stop it.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

The toy kicked into a rhythm I didn’t recognize — not the soft little tease I’d planned, but something firm, constant, relentless. One of the default presets I never used. And worse — it didn’t stop.

My phone was out of reach — still zipped inside my backpack, shoved beneath the desk to avoid suspicion.

And then…

Someone sat down behind me.

Chair scrape. Backpack thump. Sigh of weight settling into a plastic seat.

I didn’t dare look.

Couldn’t.

Every cell in my body was screaming to move — to shut it off, to stand up, to do something — but I was locked in place, heart hammering, thighs clenched so tightly it almost hurt.

The plug was buried deep.

And now?

It was alive.

Buzzing into me with steady insistence, pressing right behind my clit from the inside, riding the exact nerve that made my vision blur.

I shifted the tiniest bit in my chair.

Mistake.

The pressure doubled.

A shock of pleasure rocked up my core and I slapped a hand flat on the desk to steady myself, knocking my pen to the floor. It clattered too loud. I winced. Didn’t reach for it.

My whole body went tight.

I could feel it — slick pooling low in my belly, the toy grinding every time I breathed wrong, thighs burning from tension.

Behind me, a page turned. Someone sniffed. The table creaked.

They were maybe six feet away.

If they glanced down under my desk, they’d see the way I was holding myself — too still, too tight, too careful. A statue of restraint with flushed cheeks and shaking hands.

My jaw locked. I bit the inside of my cheek.

The toy was still going.

No pulse this time. Just a flat hum — constant, intense, like a low drone that vibrated everything around it.

My cunt was clenching.

Hard.

I looked at the screen. The words made no sense. My hands trembled as I moved the mouse just to keep up the illusion.

I was going to come.

Right here.

Right now.

I hadn’t meant to.

The toy wasn’t supposed to do this. It was a game — not a fucking countdown to exposure.

But it didn’t care what I planned.

And my body was no longer asking.

The hum didn’t stop.

It didn’t fade or slow or give me a second to think. It just stayed — constant and hungry — throbbing against the walls of my body like it was trying to carve me out from the inside.

I’d never used that setting before.

Not in public. Not alone.

Definitely not in the middle of a crowded library with a stranger breathing eight feet away.

I could hear him.

The guy at the next table — his chair creaked. Pages flipped. Once, he shifted like he was crossing his legs. I imagined him glancing over, seeing me sitting frozen in my chair with my hands fisted tight in my sleeves, my face half-turned toward my laptop like I was reading something — like I wasn’t dying.

Because that’s what it felt like.

Dying.

Coming apart, one nerve at a time.

I could feel it start in my thighs — not a shake yet, just a tightness, a high-wire pull from groin to knee. Then my ass clenched. My stomach followed. I shifted half an inch and the plug inside me hit just the wrong angle — or the right one — and suddenly my whole core fluttered.

I gasped, mouth open but soundless.

The toy didn’t give me time to recover.

I ground down slightly — by instinct, not choice — and I felt it press harder into that spot behind my clit, inside me, right where the pleasure became panic.

I wasn’t going to make it.

I wasn’t going to stop it.

My body had made the decision for me.

And all I could do was stay quiet.

I bit the inside of my lip so hard it stung.

Sweat pooled between my breasts, even in the AC. My leggings were wet now — slick through the crotch, clinging to me like proof. I wanted to part my legs. Just an inch. Just enough. But I couldn’t risk it.

A breath escaped — sharp. I muffled it with my sleeve.

I was seconds away.

My vision swam.

My hands curled into fists. My toes flexed in my shoes. My hips rocked forward on instinct and the toy hit that angle again, and my pussy squeezed — so hard, so fast, my breath caught mid-throat.

That was it.

My body snapped.

Orgasm ripped through me without warning — deep, silent, impossibly intense.

I stayed perfectly still.

Only my inner thighs twitched, trembling under the desk.

My stomach locked.

My mouth was pressed into my sleeve, teeth clenched so hard my jaw ached.

It just kept rolling — wave after wave, pulsing around the toy like it was milking me from the inside. No friction. No sound. Just raw internal pleasure, dragging me through it without mercy.

And through it all…

Someone turned a page.

Right behind me.

Like nothing was happening.

Like I wasn’t unraveling three feet away.

Tears prickled the corners of my eyes — from effort, from release, from the impossible stillness I had to hold.

My thighs spasmed one more time. My breath hitched again.

Then slowly — finally — the vibration began to fade.

The toy ramped down. A slow retreat. My body sagged, twitching around it. My hoodie stuck to my back. My hands unclenched.

I blinked at my laptop screen and realized I hadn’t moved the cursor in twenty minutes.

My panties were soaked.

My leggings — slick between the thighs.

The library?

Silent.

My world?

Shattered.

I sat still for two more full minutes, letting the aftershocks taper, willing my hands to stop shaking.

I didn’t dare check behind me. Not yet.

If anyone had seen, they didn’t say.

If they knew?

They were kind enough to pretend.

I didn’t move for a long time.

My body wouldn’t let me.

Every inch of me felt overused — too warm, too tight, too soft where I’d clenched hard. My thighs trembled when I shifted in the chair. The plug inside me pressed gently as I breathed, a dull reminder of what had just happened.

I swallowed, dry-throated.

Slowly, quietly, I reached for my water bottle and sipped, hand shaking just enough that the cap clinked against the plastic.

The buzz was gone.

But its echo still rang in my bones.

I flexed my fingers. Wiped my palms on my thighs. Regained the fiction of control.

Then I lowered my hand to the chair beneath me.

Damp.

Not soaked, but definitely not dry.

Heat crawled up my neck as I pressed my sleeve to the seat, casually, like brushing away a crumb. The friction sent a ghost-shiver through my still-sensitive body.

No one was looking.

I told myself that twice. Maybe three times.

No one had noticed.

I leaned forward, laptop still open, screen saver glowing. Then slowly shut it, stacking my notes, tucking them neatly into my bag like it wasn’t shaking in my hands.

The guy behind me shifted again. I heard a zipper.

I couldn’t help it — I turned, just slightly, just enough to glimpse him from the corner of my eye.

Tallish. Dark hoodie. Headphones on.

Except…

He was looking at me.

Not casually. Not like he’d caught movement.

Looking.

His eyes flicked to mine — and held — just a beat too long.

No smirk. No words. Just a still, sharp kind of knowing.

Then he looked back at his screen and said nothing.

My heart dropped.

Or jumped. I couldn’t tell.

I stood.

My knees wobbled, but I made it look natural. Like a stretch. Like a shift of weight. My thighs still pulsed, a slow throb echoing from the plug I hadn’t yet removed.

I didn’t go to the bathroom.

I didn’t check my reflection.

I just slung my bag over one shoulder, pressed my lips together, and walked out — silent, flushed, sore in the deepest possible way.

The cool hallway air hit my face. My skin prickled.

I didn’t look back.

But I felt eyes on me until I turned the corner.


Story 14: Break Room Bond

Jay had always liked the quiet after hours.

Most of the office hated it — the echo of their own footsteps on the polished concrete, the eerie stillness when the HVAC system idled down, the sense that the building was waiting to be locked up for good.

But Jay liked the silence.

It felt honest. No meetings, no deadlines, no team chatter about workflows and launch calendars. Just the hum of emergency lights and the low thrum of his Bluetooth speaker as it played something instrumental and slow.

The wellness lounge had been added during the company’s last renovation — a half-hearted attempt at being “tech-forward” and “employee-centric.” There was a yoga space, two massage chairs no one used, and the hidden gem: a private steam room tucked behind frosted glass doors with a biometric lock.

Jay had fixed the lock himself.

He still had override access. And tonight, that mattered.

The towel wrapped around his hips was damp from sitting, and his back stuck to the cedar panel behind him. Steam clung to his shoulders like a second skin. He took a slow sip from his glass water bottle and let the heat work through his joints.

It was just supposed to be a joke.

One drink too many after Thursday demos, and someone had dared Mina — the new hire from marketing — to meet him in the steam room after hours.

“Just you two. No phones. No clothes. No excuses.”

The others had laughed. She’d laughed too.

But she’d met his eyes for a fraction too long.

And now?

Now he was here.

Alone.

Waiting.

Not expecting. Just… curious. And warm. And maybe, if he was honest, a little hard already — not from anything in particular, just from the possibility.

The way her eyes had lingered on him over her glass.

The way her laugh had curled into something quieter when no one else was paying attention.

Jay shifted on the bench, adjusting his towel. The humidity clung to his skin, coaxing a slow roll of sweat from the nape of his neck down his spine. He didn’t mind it. It felt earned.

He closed his eyes.

The cedar scent, the soft playlist, the dense air around him — it all blurred together into something slow and grounding.

Then — the click.

A soft one. Subtle.

But unmistakable.

The outer lock.

Jay sat up straighter, towel hitching slightly as his thighs tensed.

Footsteps.

Not heavy. Light. Bare.

He reached for his speaker, tapped the volume down.

The steam hissed softly from the corner valve. The fog thickened. The frosted glass of the inner door blurred.

And then…

She stepped in.

Hair pulled up in a loose, high twist. Shoulders bare. A pale grey towel wrapped snug around her chest, tucked tight under her arms. Beads of condensation already clinging to her collarbones.

Mina.

She saw him.

Closed the door behind her.

And smiled.

Jay didn’t speak.

Neither did she.

The steam curled between them, rising in slow waves that caught the overhead light and softened the room’s edges until it felt almost dreamlike — two bodies, two towels, and nothing else.

Mina stepped onto the cedar tiles like she belonged there.

She didn’t glance around, didn’t fidget with the towel tucked across her chest. Just met his eyes for a breath too long and moved to the opposite bench, facing him.

She sat — slow, deliberate — adjusting the towel only once as her thighs pressed together and the damp fabric molded to her shape.

Jay exhaled.

Not relief.

Something else. Like heat, but internal.

He hadn’t expected her to come. Not really. The dare had been half a joke, thrown into the haze of after-hours cocktails and startup bravado. But when Mina had paused, just slightly, before saying “Sure” — something had shifted.

Now here she was.

Her legs were bare, smooth and crossed at the ankles. She placed her water bottle on the tile beside her with a quiet clink. The key for her locker dangled from a spiral cord around her wrist — one of those bright plastic ones they gave out at check-in, now half-fogged from the heat.

“Quiet in here,” she said finally, voice low, sultry only because of how soft it was.

Jay nodded. “Usually is.”

He didn’t ask why she came.

Didn’t need to.

Mina leaned back slightly against the wall, her shoulders damp with mist, her collarbones gleaming. The towel didn’t slip. It clung. Just a little too well.

Jay let his gaze move — not rude, not obvious. Just aware. The way her calves flexed. The subtle sheen between her breasts. The soft arch of her foot where it pressed into the wood.

She noticed.

She didn’t stop it.

The steam hissed again from the corner valve, dense now, coiling around their bodies until even sound felt muffled.

Jay rolled his water bottle between his palms. Took a sip. Watched her from over the rim.

She reached for hers, mirrored him.

Their eyes met again.

This time, the silence held.

Then she smiled — not big, not flirty.

Just the kind of smile that said, I see you watching. I’m watching back.

Jay felt his towel shift.

Not much.

Just a slow, inevitable reaction.

He adjusted without looking down.

Her eyes flicked lower for half a second — like a reflex — then returned to his. Still calm. Still that same unreadable smile.

The air between them got heavier.

Jay didn’t speak.

Mina didn’t move.

But something in the room had already tipped.

The quiet stretched out again, thicker now — not awkward, just loaded. Like a stretched elastic band waiting for the flick.

Jay shifted slightly, elbows resting on his knees, head tilted. Not trying to be obvious. Just anchoring himself.

The towel clung to his hips, still damp from the bench. His chest glistened faintly with sweat, and the dense, moist air made every breath feel like it was shared.

Mina took another sip of water. The bottle fogged where her fingers held it. Then she set it down — slowly — and said, casually:

“So… this is the part where we pretend it was just a dare?”

Jay’s mouth twitched into a smile. “Only if you want to.”

Her eyes didn’t leave his. “Mm. I think I don’t.”

She leaned back against the bench, arms spreading slightly, towel still secure but looser now — not defiant, not accidental. Intentional. She exhaled, lips parted, and the curve of her upper chest rose with the movement.

Jay didn’t move. But he watched her. Fully now.

She noticed.

“Funny,” she said, voice lighter. “This steam room always smelled like eucalyptus. But now all I smell is…”

A pause.

His eyebrow lifted.

“…skin.”

Jay’s throat worked. He tried to laugh, but it came out low — almost a hum.

Mina smiled again. “You’re not gonna make a move, are you?”

His gaze slid lower — not out of disrespect, but reverence. The steam curled along her thighs, and the towel had slipped just enough to reveal the top edge of her breasts, full and glistening, nipples barely concealed beneath thin cotton now damp from sweat.

He said nothing.

She uncrossed her legs.

Not fast.

Just deliberate.

And as her knees parted slightly, her towel tugged upward — a crease forming between her thighs.

Jay felt his cock twitch under his towel. A soft, subtle nudge. But it was enough. She saw.

Her smile sharpened.

Still, he didn’t move toward her.

Instead, he reached for his water bottle again — slow, steady, controlled — and sipped. As if he weren’t hard. As if her legs weren’t open. As if this game didn’t matter.

But it did.

Because when he lowered the bottle again, she’d shifted forward.

Only an inch.

But her towel had slipped lower across her chest. A half-inch more cleavage. One drop of sweat sliding down between her breasts like punctuation.

Jay exhaled through his nose.

She tilted her head.

And that was all.

Not a kiss.

Not a touch.

Just the thick, unspoken invitation that lived in steam and stillness and everything they hadn’t said out loud.

Jay didn’t trust himself to speak.

The room felt smaller now. Thicker. Like the heat had a pulse. Every breath he took felt saturated with scent — cedar, skin, and something else rising off Mina like steam: confidence.

She hadn’t looked away from him since she sat down.

She still didn’t.

Instead, she shifted forward slightly on the bench, sliding her hips toward the edge — knees parting just a little more. The towel crept up along her thighs, exposing smooth, gleaming skin that glistened in the low amber light.

Jay swallowed, slow.

His cock was fully hard now — obvious under the tented curve of his towel. He didn’t adjust it. Didn’t hide it. Let it be seen.

Mina noticed.

Didn’t blush. Didn’t flinch.

Instead, she reached up and tucked a damp strand of hair behind her ear, then let her fingers trail — deliberately — down her neck… across her collarbone… and to the knot holding her towel in place.

She didn’t untie it.

Not yet.

Just teased it loose with a single tug — enough to let the fabric sag, dipping low across her chest.

Jay’s breath caught.

He could see the upper curve of her breasts now, the fabric barely clinging to their shape. A bead of moisture traced a slow path between them, catching on her sternum before vanishing.

She looked at him.

Held his eyes.

Then — just enough motion to feel choreographed — she reached down to adjust her towel again. Shifted. Pulled. And as she leaned forward…

…it slipped.

One breast bared.

Not exposed violently, not by accident — but revealed.

Purposely.

Jay’s jaw tightened.

Her nipple was soft, dark, half-damp from the humid air. She made no move to cover herself. Instead, she tilted her head, like she was measuring him. Waiting to see if he’d do something reckless.

He didn’t move.

But his breath deepened — slow, dragged from the bottom of his lungs. His hand curled loosely around his water bottle. Not drinking. Just grounding himself.

Mina sat back, letting the towel slide fully down her front.

Both breasts bared now.

Full. Gleaming. Her chest rose and fell with each breath, and still — still — she didn’t flinch.

Jay let his gaze linger.

Her body was stunning.

Not perfect in the gym-toned, curated kind of way — but in the soft, open, real way. She wasn’t posing. She wasn’t seducing. She was inviting.

And he wanted to cross the room and drop to his knees in front of her.

But he didn’t.

Because the tension between them was the point.

The not-touching. The watching.

The way her thighs parted another inch.

The way her nipples hardened under his gaze.

The way her voice, low and barely audible, finally cut the silence.

“If I told you I wanted you to just… watch me for a minute,” she said, “would you?”

Jay’s towel twitched again.

He nodded once.

Didn’t dare say a word.

Mina smiled.

And spread her legs.

Jay’s hand hovered an inch above his knee.

He hadn’t touched her yet.

Hadn’t crossed the slick floor or reached between those glistening thighs, still open, still waiting. His restraint was a hot wire stretched between them — trembling, impossible, on the verge of snapping.

Mina didn’t move.

She just watched him.

One hand braced behind her on the bench. The other resting casually on her inner thigh, thumb grazing her own skin as if she were warming herself up for him.

Her towel lay abandoned in a heap between her ankles.

Jay finally moved.

One shift.

One breath.

And then his feet found the floor and he crossed the few steps to her, slow and quiet, the steam swallowing the space like fog. His towel was still on, barely. But his erection was obvious now, pressed tight against the damp fabric, every step drawing it against his skin.

He knelt — not between her legs, not fully — but close enough. One hand rested on the bench beside her hip. The other floated, hesitating over her knee.

She looked down at him.

He looked up at her.

Then she nodded.

And that was all he needed.

Jay’s fingertips touched her inner thigh — tentative, testing. Her skin was slick with heat and sweat and something deeper. His fingers dragged upward slowly, tracing a path to where her legs opened wider for him, parting around the pressure.

Mina exhaled sharply.

Jay’s eyes never left hers.

He didn’t plunge in. Didn’t rush.

He circled her instead — slow, feather-light — dragging his fingers just beneath the fold of her thigh, feeling the tension in her muscles, the flex and tremble as he worked his way in closer, closer…

She was wet.

God, she was soaked.

The steam masked the scent, but he could feel it — warm and thick between her folds, heat radiating off her like a live wire. His fingers slipped against her slit, parting her just slightly, and her head tipped back with a soft gasp.

And then —

Click.

A door.

Jay froze.

Mina froze.

Footsteps.

Muted through the outer lounge but unmistakable — the tap tap of office shoes on tile. The outer biometric door had opened. Someone was coming in.

Jay pulled back — instinct only — but Mina’s hand snapped to his wrist.

Held him there.

Her eyes wide. Burning.

She didn’t speak.

Just shook her head once — a silent, desperate don’t-you-dare.

Jay didn’t move.

He stayed kneeling.

His hand still cupped between her legs, fingers slick from her, skin hot from steam. Mina’s thighs twitched, but didn’t close. Instead, she spread just slightly wider, holding his wrist like it was the only anchor in the world.

The inner door hissed.

Didn’t open — not yet. But someone was right outside.

A voice. Male. Familiar.

“Yeah, I’m just doing a last sweep. Wellness lounge looks clear. Gimme five.”

Jay’s pulse roared in his ears.

Mina’s chest rose and fell in shallow, tight little breaths. She hadn’t let go of his wrist.

His fingers were still touching her. Still inside her folds, not deep, just enough to feel the throb. Just enough that when her hips tilted, she dragged herself over his knuckles with a soft, silent desperation.

Jay’s cock pulsed hard under his towel.

The steam was thick now, hiding shapes and movement, but not enough to mask noise.

If she moaned — if he breathed too hard — they’d be caught.

And Mina didn’t care.

She bit her lip. Rolled her hips again.

Jay slid one finger in.

Just one.

Slow. Careful.

She gasped — then caught it in her throat and held it there, eyes screwed shut, mouth open but silent.

Jay’s thumb brushed her clit.

That was all it took.

She came in complete silence — jaw clenched, whole body trembling under his hand. Her legs tensed. Her grip on his wrist tightened. And the heat between her thighs surged slick and warm across his knuckles.

He watched it happen like it was sacred.

The voice outside faded — footsteps receding.

Mina’s orgasm crested, then softened, and her body sagged back against the wall with a breathless, stunned sort of grace.

Jay withdrew his hand gently.

She didn’t let go of him.

Not for another full minute.

The door never opened.

Jay listened, straining past the pounding of his own heart, until the footsteps faded completely and the lounge fell back into its hush. Even the steam hiss from the wall pipe sounded gentler now — more like breath than machinery.

But he didn’t move.

Neither did she.

Mina’s hand still gripped his wrist, fingers loose now, but not letting go. Her body had gone soft — not limp, just… settled. Her legs remained parted. Her breasts rose and fell with each shallow inhale. Her head leaned back against the wood, exposing the long line of her throat, damp with sweat and heat.

Jay stayed kneeling.

His towel had slipped slightly — hanging low on his hips, the edge barely holding. His cock still pressed against the fabric, aching now, but secondary. All he could think about was her.

The way she came.

Silently.

Fiercely.

Like a storm bottled inside a perfect body.

Mina blinked slowly and finally looked down at him. Her lashes were wet with condensation. Her lips parted, then closed again like she’d changed her mind about speaking.

Then she smiled.

Just a small one. Half a breath. Nothing performative.

She let go of his wrist.

Jay sat back onto his heels, legs sore from kneeling, skin hot and sticky where her slick had dried against his fingers. He didn’t reach for a towel. Didn’t wipe his hand.

She watched him.

Still open. Still naked.

Like she wanted to be seen.

Another long beat passed.

Then she leaned forward, slow and deliberate, and pressed her forehead against his. Their bodies didn’t fully touch — just that single point of heat between them, sweat to sweat, breath to breath.

Her hand came to rest on his chest.

Not pushing. Not pulling.

Just being there.

Jay closed his eyes.

The room smelled like skin now. Like her. Like risk and steam and release.

No one said a word.

Eventually, she pulled back. Reached for her towel. Didn’t rush.

Jay still hadn’t moved.

As she stood, she glanced down at his lap. Saw the tent of the towel. The tension still pulsing under his skin.

Her gaze lingered — appreciative, not teasing.

And then, without a word, she stepped out into the outer lounge.

The door shut behind her.

Jay finally exhaled.

And smiled.


Story 15: Asked to Act

I told him it was just a joke.

“Yeah, sure. I’ll put on the skirt.”

Sent it with a laughing emoji. Two hearts. Played it off like it was teasing — like I didn’t already have the damn thing hanging in my closet.

Plaid. Tight. Short enough that if I moved wrong, the curve of my ass peeked out.

He replied instantly.

“You won’t.”

So I did.

Not for him, really.

For me.

My ring light hummed softly in the corner, casting that pink-bluish glow across the room — the kind that smoothed out skin and made everything look intentional, even if you were shaking inside. I kept the overheads off. Just the light. Just the screen glow from my laptop. Soft shadows.

I’d checked the angle four times.

Phone propped in its tripod. Camera flipped. The frame showed my thighs to just above my chest, my face slightly tilted forward when I leaned close. Nothing too revealing. Not yet.

But my blouse was already undone to the third button.

And I wasn’t wearing a bra.

The collar was starched, white and crisp, sleeves rolled just past my elbows. The skirt? Pleated, mid-thigh, red and black, with a cheap clip-on tie dangling loose around my neck. The socks were my favorite part — high, slouchy, and just tight enough around the top to hug my thighs when I sat.

I didn’t wear panties.

Didn’t want to.

Instead, I slid in the remote vibe twenty minutes earlier — silicone, snug, already pressing sweetly behind my clit when I walked. Not on yet. But present.

Like a promise.

My hands trembled just a little as I tapped the screen, checked the chat room link.

Invite-only.

He was already in — that little username of his glowing green.

Three others had joined too.

I didn’t recognize them.

Probably burner names.

That made it better.

I swallowed, throat tight, and leaned forward on the bed. The camera caught the way my skirt shifted. The way I tugged it into place.

I wasn’t sure if this counted as roleplay.

I wasn’t sure if I cared.

My thighs were warm. Not from the lights. Not from the socks.

From the way my pulse hadn’t slowed down in twenty minutes.

I shifted on the edge of the bed, trying to get comfortable — but the plug of the toy pressed deeper, just slightly, and I felt it. That little click of awareness. My lips parted.

Already wet.

Already ready.

“Okay,” I whispered under my breath. “Just a game. Just a dare.”

I tapped the start button.

The stream began.

The camera blinked red.

I sat back, licked my lips, and smiled into the lens.

The red light blinked once.

Then stayed solid.

Live.

My heart kicked harder than I expected. Not panic — not exactly. Just… velocity. Like my body realized I wasn’t joking anymore. Like all the playful bravado from earlier had suddenly crystallized into someone’s actually watching me now.

I cleared my throat and sat back on the bed, keeping my knees angled just enough to stay modest on camera — barely.

The skirt shifted with me, bunching slightly across my thighs. The socks tugged higher when I crossed my ankles. My blouse gaped a little more with each breath.

Someone pinged the chat.

SirDisciplinarian:

On time. Good girl.

I smiled before I meant to.

Bit my lip, tilted my head. Slipped into the voice I’d practiced once or twice in front of the mirror — breathy, soft, mock-innocent.

“Sorry I’m late, Sir. I stayed after school to… get extra help.”

The comments started trickling in.

Nameless10:

She knows what she’s doing.

tied4u:

Stand up and show the class what you wore today.

God.

That sent a thrill.

Not the command itself. The fact of it. That someone was watching me like this — half-dressed, back arched, pretending to be a little schoolgirl waiting for her punishment. And that they believed it.

I didn’t stand.

Not yet.

Instead, I shifted again — slow and deliberate — letting my skirt ride up just a little higher on my thighs as I reached toward the laptop. Not to type. Just to let the camera angle tip slightly lower, like an accident.

Like I wasn’t trying to show more.

The chat lit up.

SirDisciplinarian:

Hands in lap. Sit up straight. Show some manners.

I obeyed — shoulders back, thighs tight together, palms on my knees.

The toy inside me pressed forward when I sat tall like that. Deeper. I breathed through my nose and held still. Let the ache flicker. Let the tension simmer.

I wasn’t supposed to turn it on yet.

But my fingers itched for the app.

I stayed still.

Let the moment stretch.

Then: I dropped my voice lower. Tilted my chin.

“Are you going to punish me, Sir? I was bad.”

Ping.

tied4u:

Yes. Show us your mouth first.

I leaned closer to the camera — parted my lips slowly, stuck out my tongue just enough, let my bottom lip go soft.

The comments blurred together. Emojis. Praise. Something filthier. But I didn’t process them all.

Because I was wet now.

Dripping, maybe. Definitely warm enough that my thighs stuck slightly when I adjusted.

I glanced at the phone screen. Four viewers.

Four strangers.

Unless one of them wasn’t.

The thought sent a shiver through me.

My nipples pressed against the thin cotton of my blouse. Visible now. I didn’t cover them.

I didn’t want to.

I wanted to be seen.

I wanted more.

I wasn’t planning to moan.

Not yet.

I leaned forward on purpose — slow, smooth, wrists folded sweetly behind my back, just like they asked. The camera angle caught the deepening V of my blouse, the way my skirt pulled tighter across my thighs.

But then the toy buzzed.

No warning. No app open. Just on.

I gasped — sharp, caught halfway between breath and sound. My whole body jerked forward half an inch as the plug inside me kicked to life with a low, deep thrum.

It wasn’t a strong setting — just enough to register.

But the pressure hit me perfectly — behind my clit, deep in the muscles I’d been holding tight for the camera. I bit my lip, closed my eyes for a second too long, and tried to play it off.

Too late.

The chat exploded.

Nameless10:

That was real. Do it again.

SirDisciplinarian:

Toy on? Naughty little student…

anonLurker:

That face. Fuck.

I blinked hard.

Fumbled for the app — didn’t find it fast enough. The toy buzzed again — pulsing in little loops, steady, persistent. My thighs clenched without thinking. My body rocked.

“Sorry— I— I wasn’t—”

No good.

I wasn’t in character anymore.

I was just reacting.

I leaned back again, hands planted on the bed, trying to keep posture — but my breathing was ragged now. My skirt had bunched up near my hips, exposing the soft curve where thigh met heat. The toy buzzed again.

Longer.

I groaned.

Not on purpose.

This wasn’t acting anymore. This was me, wet and blushing, toes flexing in my socks while a roomful of usernames watched me lose control.

SirDisciplinarian:

Keep your hands where we can see them. Or else.

I hesitated.

Then slowly — very slowly — slid one hand up the inside of my thigh. Just until my fingertips brushed heat.

I was soaked.

Not slick. Not damp.

Dripping.

And the pressure behind my clit was constant now. Buzzing like it knew I’d crossed some line. Like it could smell the truth on me.

I pressed the heel of my palm just above my mound and gasped as a pulse of pleasure shot through my core. The toy shifted. My hips jerked.

I moaned again.

anonLurker:

She’s close already.

SirDisciplinarian:

Say it. Admit it.

I looked into the camera — eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, mouth open.

And whispered:

“I’m not pretending anymore.”

The messages blurred together.

Not because I wasn’t reading them — I was. Desperately. Hungrily. My eyes flicked from comment to comment like they were oxygen, keeping me afloat. But I couldn’t process them. Not all the way.

Because the toy was still buzzing.

And I was soaked.

And I’d just said, out loud, to four strangers and maybe someone I knew:

“I’m not pretending anymore.”

The silence after that felt hot.

Then it hit.

SirDisciplinarian:

Stand up. Lift the skirt. Show us what you look like when you’re wet.

My thighs clenched before my brain caught up.

I nodded.

Didn’t even think to ask if I should.

I rose to my knees on the bed, the camera catching my whole torso now — hair mussed, collar open, cheeks flushed. I grabbed the hem of my skirt with both hands and lifted.

Not high.

Not at first.

Just enough to expose my upper thighs.

The comments went rabid.

anonLurker:

Higher.

tied4u:

Pull it to your belly. Knees apart. Be a good girl.

I obeyed.

I think I whispered something when I did — I don’t know what. The sound that came out of me wasn’t words. It was need.

I tugged the skirt up, up, folding it over at my waist until my entire lower half was bare. The toy was still inside me — snug, slick, vibrating with shallow, rhythmic pulses. The pressure made my thighs twitch. I spread my knees wider.

There was no way the camera didn’t catch the shine.

I was leaking.

The steam of my own arousal fogged the inside of my thighs. I could feel it on the backs of my knees.

I angled toward the lens slightly and said — softer now, breath catching:

“Is this… what you wanted to see?”

SirDisciplinarian:

Wider. Open up for Sir. Talk like he’s in the room.

I whimpered.

Not acting.

I wasn’t capable of acting anymore.

I sat all the way back on my heels, knees wide, skirt bunched at my waist, chest rising and falling under my half-unbuttoned blouse.

“Please, Sir…” I said, eyes unfocused. “Please watch me. Please tell me what to do. I’m so— I’m so close already. I can’t stop.”

Another wave of comments:

Nameless10:

She’s falling apart for us.

tied4u:

Touch your clit. Use both hands. Be our toy.

I obeyed.

One hand slipped under the fold of my blouse, cupping my breast. The other slid between my thighs and found the base of the toy, pressing down, letting it grind deeper inside me.

I cried out.

It wasn’t loud.

It was just real.

And the moment the sound hit the air, I realized something I hadn’t thought through.

The link wasn’t locked.

Anyone could’ve forwarded it. Anyone with the invite could’ve joined. That meant someone from the kink server. Someone with my chat handle. Someone who maybe—

No.

No, I couldn’t stop now.

Couldn’t close my legs.

Couldn’t not come on camera.

Not when I was this close.

Not when I wanted them to see it.

I wasn’t just touching myself anymore.

I was gripping.

Fingers slick, rhythm clumsy, both hands working — one cupping my breast through the thin blouse, the other pressing hard against the base of the toy as it buzzed steadily behind my clit. My hips rocked. My thighs trembled.

And I was begging.

“Please, Sir— please let me come— I’ll be good, I promise— I’ll study, I’ll listen, I’ll— oh God—”

The words tumbled out fast, breathless, broken.

The chat kept rolling.

SirDisciplinarian:

Tell the class what you’re feeling.

tied4u:

Louder. Make a mess. Don’t stop now.

“I c-can’t stop—” I gasped. “I’m— I’m gonna—”

I came like I’d been holding it for days.

It wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t quiet.

It hit me hard, fast, the kind that takes your spine and bends it. My back arched. My knees slid apart. My whole body jolted as the toy hit just right and my fingers curled against my clit, pressing, dragging, grinding.

I cried out — one long, choked sound, half-plea, half-shock — and collapsed forward onto my palms as the orgasm ripped through me.

The skirt bunched under my ribs.

My blouse fell open completely.

My breasts were bare, heaving, nipples flushed and wet with sweat and steam. My thighs shook. My hips jerked as aftershocks flickered through my core, the toy still buzzing inside me like it knew the job wasn’t done.

I couldn’t stop moaning.

I tried — but every time I caught a breath, another little wave hit and I gasped again, twitching, clenching, leaking.

The camera caught all of it.

Every second.

SirDisciplinarian:

Good girl.

anonLurker:

Fucking incredible.

Nameless10:

She really did it. On stream.

I stayed there — collapsed on my arms, skirt around my waist, eyes unfocused, mouth hanging open. Sweat beaded at the back of my neck. My inner thighs were soaked.

I blinked once.

Then twice.

And finally looked up at the camera.

It was still live.

The red light still burned.

I knew I should end it. Log out. Wipe down. Breathe.

But instead… I just looked.

Let them see my face — flushed, trembling, lips parted.

Let them have it.

I gave them everything else.

What was a few more seconds?

So I smiled.

Soft. Ruined.

And reached for the end stream button with fingers still sticky from myself.


Story 16: Wedding Toast Confession

Jess stood up on shaky heels, fingers wrapped too tight around the stem of her champagne flute.

The ballroom went quiet the way only weddings could — candlelit, hushed, filled with tipsy warmth and flickering attention. Plates clinked. Someone chuckled softly. A chair scraped as a guest shifted to face her better.

She smiled.

Not too wide.

Just enough to fake confidence.

The microphone was slick under her fingers, her notecards slightly bent at the corners where she’d rolled them nervously through dinner. The crowd blurred in her periphery — all sequins and open collars and expectant faces — but he stood out.

Groom. Black tux. Bow tie askew just slightly now.

Evan.

His eyes met hers like muscle memory.

God.

He smiled — warm, familiar, easy.

Like he hadn’t changed a bit.

And Jess… she felt that smile in places the champagne hadn’t touched. It pressed low. Lit something that had been banked for years.

She cleared her throat and lifted the mic.

“Hi. For anyone who doesn’t know me— I’m Jess. Maid of honor. Best friend since freshman year.”

A few polite claps. A whistle from someone in the back. She laughed — softer than she meant to.

“I had a speech,” she said, lifting the cards for show. “Had. Past tense. It was adorable. It had bullet points. I even included a quote about love from The Office.”

Scattered laughter. The room relaxed slightly.

“I was gonna keep it light, talk about how amazing this venue is, how gorgeous the bride looks— which, I mean. Look at her.”

Heads turned toward the sweetheart table.

Jess didn’t.

She didn’t look at Maya — even though Maya looked like a Vogue cover in that low-back silk gown and pearl-drop earrings.

Jess looked at him.

“And then I had a few drinks,” she said, voice a little too low, “and realized that bullet points don’t really… cover this.”

A pause.

The laughter didn’t come this time.

She let it hang there.

Evan was still watching her.

The way he tilted his head, just slightly, was exactly how he used to look at her across lecture hall rows. Or over that couch they half-slept on during finals week. Or on the night—

She swallowed.

Smile fixed.

“And if I’m being honest,” she added, “what I really want to say… starts back before they met.”

Her thumb brushed the rim of the flute.

“I want to tell you about him first.”

“I met Evan before Maya did,” Jess said, voice steadier now. “Sophomore year. We were both pretending to care about economics.”

Laughter — grateful, light. She let it ride.

“He was the only guy I knew who could show up ten minutes late to class, still wet from a run, and make the professor thank him for coming.”

More laughter.

But Evan wasn’t laughing.

He was smiling. Slowly. The kind of smile you made when someone peeled open a memory you hadn’t touched in years. Jess felt it hum in her chest — the way his eyes softened. Like they used to.

She pressed on.

“We ended up in the same friend group. We weren’t flirty. Not really. More like… orbiting. I always thought of him as this ridiculous, golden retriever type who’d eat an entire pizza with me at 2am and still get up at six for spin class.”

A chuckle. Evan shook his head.

“But there was this one night,” she said.

Pause.

Not in the notes.

Not planned.

“It was raining. I’d just gotten dumped by someone I thought mattered. Evan showed up at my apartment with two pints of ice cream and a six-pack. He sat on the floor with me, let me cry on his shoulder, and watched Clueless twice in a row without even pretending to be bored.”

The ballroom had gone still again.

She smiled at him — but this one hurt.

“And I remember this very specific moment— when I looked over at him, and he was already looking at me. Like… seeing me. And I thought…”

She faltered.

Her grip tightened on the champagne flute.

“I thought, if he kissed me right then, I wouldn’t have stopped him.”

No one laughed this time.

Someone coughed. A fork clinked.

Jess exhaled shakily.

“But he didn’t,” she said, quieter now. “Because Evan’s loyal. And decent. And absolutely terrible at recognizing when someone’s in love with him.”

A soft, stunned ripple moved through the guests.

Jess didn’t look away from him.

Evan sat completely still.

And across the table, Maya — the bride — lifted her glass and took a sip. Calm. Measured. Her eyes locked on Jess the entire time.

Jess couldn’t hear the room anymore.

Her words were moving ahead of her breath, floating out like fog— like if she stopped, she’d choke on everything she hadn’t said for years.

“And there was a night,” she said, soft, “just before he met Maya. I don’t even know if he remembers it. We’d both had too much to drink, but not enough to forget.”

Her fingers flexed on the note cards. She wasn’t looking at them anymore.

“We were walking back from a party. I was cold. He gave me his jacket. And at some point we stopped — right outside my building, under one of those terrible old floodlights that makes everything look dramatic.”

She smiled at the memory. Or maybe the ache inside it.

“He looked at me. Really looked. Not like a friend. Not like a joke. He looked at me like he might kiss me. And I looked back.”

She turned toward Evan then — not subtle, not safe.

“I wanted you to. Just for the record.”

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t blink.

Maya shifted. No smile this time. Just watching.

“And you didn’t,” Jess went on, voice quieter now. “Because you’re good. Because you were probably already falling for her. And you didn’t want to complicate it. And that’s okay.”

She drew in a breath that shook as it left her.

“But for one second,” she said, “I felt it. That version of my life. The one where I was the girl you reached for.”

The ballroom felt silent in that way where even breath was an intrusion.

“And I’m not saying this now to make anything messy. Or to confuse anyone. I love you both. I do. I’m so happy for you.”

That wasn’t a lie.

Not entirely.

“But I’ve carried that moment for years,” she said, eyes burning. “And if I didn’t say it now — when you’re starting your forever — I think it might’ve buried itself in me. Permanently.”

A few guests shifted in their chairs.

Jess smiled through it.

Not wide. Not broken.

Just honest.

The silence stretched again — taut, full of something unspeakable.

And then, Maya reached out — slow, deliberate — and placed her hand over Evan’s.

No squeeze. No warning.

Just possession.

Jess caught the gesture.

Felt it like a pulse.

But when Maya looked at her… it wasn’t cold.

It wasn’t even angry.

It was something else entirely.

Something curious.

Something that said, I heard all of that. And I’m not done with you yet.

Jess cleared her throat.

Softly. Like she could swallow it all back down and fold the night into something harmless again.

She straightened her notecards, even though she hadn’t looked at them in five minutes, and turned— finally— to Maya.

The bride looked breathtaking.

The kind of beautiful that made people hold their breath when she entered a room. Dark hair swept up, a few strands curled around her jaw. That bias-cut silk dress hugging her waist like it had been designed to make Jess feel things she shouldn’t.

Jess let the silence hover a second longer.

Then, softly:

“And Maya.”

A few heads turned toward the head table.

Jess smiled.

Not wide. Not fake. Just… tentative. Like she was walking out across ice.

“You’re the woman who made him brave,” she said. “I saw it. The shift. He was always loyal. Always kind. But you were the one who made him stop looking at the future like it was something to fear. You made it feel real.”

Maya’s gaze didn’t flinch.

Jess raised her glass slowly.

“And I think… I think part of me always knew it would be you. Even when I didn’t want to.”

A murmur from the crowd — affectionate, touched.

Jess pushed through.

“You’re strong. And grounded. And smarter than both of us put together.”

Soft laughter this time. A few people chuckled.

Jess’s voice trembled as she added:

“You’ve got this way of seeing straight through people. Of knowing when someone’s full of shit— or just hiding something they wish they’d said years ago.”

The words came out raw. Deliberate.

Maya’s eyes didn’t leave hers.

Jess lifted her glass higher.

“To the bride,” she said, steady now. “The one who sees everything. And chooses love anyway.”

She drank.

So did the room.

The applause came — warm, full-throated, maybe even relieved. Chairs scraped. Champagne splashed. Someone whistled again.

But Jess didn’t sit down right away.

She looked back toward the table.

Evan wasn’t clapping.

He was staring at the tablecloth, jaw set, unreadable.

And Maya—

Maya raised her own glass slowly.

Her smile was small.

But deliberate.

And when she tilted her head— just slightly, just enough— her eyes on Jess didn’t hold ice. They didn’t hold pity either.

They held invitation.

Jess’s pulse skipped.

It was subtle.

But it was there.

Maya sipped. Lowered her glass. And mouthed something Jess couldn’t hear.

But the shape of it?

Clear as a bell.

“You should stay late.”

He just said, “Take care of yourself, okay?” before following Maya out of the ballroom.

Except…

Maya wasn’t with him now.

Jess found her outside.

Past the stone steps of the venue’s back patio, tucked beside a column wrapped in string lights. Her train had been bustled up. Her heels were dangling from one hand. She was barefoot, standing on warm stone, glass of something pale in her other hand.

Jess froze.

Maya turned.

They looked at each other in the hush of it — the quiet after all the noise, all the ceremony.

Then Maya tilted her head.

“You didn’t say goodbye,” she said softly.

Jess’s throat went tight.

“I didn’t want to ruin anything else.”

Maya smiled. Barely.

“You didn’t ruin anything.”

Jess hesitated.

“I meant everything I said. I didn’t… plan to, but I—”

“I know.”

Silence.

The good kind.

The dangerous kind.

Maya stepped closer — quiet on bare feet, silk whispering around her hips.

“I saw the way you looked at him,” she said. “The way you looked at me.”

Jess couldn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

Maya closed the last bit of space between them — not touching, just there, inches away. Her skin still glowed under the fairy lights. Her lips were slightly parted. Her gaze sharp and soft all at once.

“He’s not the only one who wanted you,” Maya said.

Jess’s breath caught.

“He’s not even the first.”

Their eyes locked.

“I don’t know what this is,” Maya murmured. “But if you still mean it… if you still want him—”

She leaned in, close enough to kiss, but didn’t.

“—maybe you should want me, too.”

Jess swayed slightly.

Her body went hot, then still.

And when Maya turned and walked back toward the venue, hips swaying, glass still in hand—

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t have to.

Jess was already following.


Stay With Me

Volume 3 — Neighbourly Moan

Some secrets don’t happen in hotels or offices. Some start much closer to home.

In Neighbourly Moan, Slutty Little Secrets turns its attention to fences, gardens, cafés, shared walls, group chats, break rooms, weddings, libraries, and all the places where privacy is never quite as private as people think. A careless sound carries over a boundary. A note appears where it shouldn’t. A stranger watches from just close enough. A dare meant to stay playful becomes a confession someone else can’t ignore.

This volume is about the danger of being overheard — and the deeper danger of liking it. The characters in these stories are not looking for love, not always looking for trouble, and definitely not always prepared for what happens when someone sees the part of them they usually keep hidden.

Each story is standalone, but the heat is connected by one idea: once a secret has been witnessed, it stops belonging only to the person who made it. And sometimes, that is exactly what makes it impossible to resist.

Read Neighbourly Moan now on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited:

https://a.co/d/01FUBn7B
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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.
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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.
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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.

[image: ]

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.


Also by Roman Vale

🔗 Tied to Myself

A collection of intense, sensual self-bondage stories.

In the privacy of bedrooms, closets, rooftops, and bathtubs, women take control—and give it up—on their own terms. Each story explores the erotic tension of restraint, the risk of being caught, and the rush of release when pleasure becomes panic. Inspired by real confessions and built around deeply physical, emotional experiences, Tied to Myself is for readers who crave vulnerability, discovery, and the thrill of surrender.

🪞 The Glass Room

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

Inside a sleek, anonymous room, strangers step into their fantasies—watched, mirrored, exposed. Some come to confess. Some come to perform. Some don’t know why they’re there until it’s too late to turn back. The Glass Room is a collection of voyeuristic, atmospheric, and emotionally-charged stories about what we show, what we hide, and who we become when someone’s watching.
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