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For the reader who enjoys crossing a line or two.

Some stories don’t stay proper for long.

This one never intended to.
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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 #17: “Sent to My Boss”

I was just tipsy enough to do something stupid.

Two glasses of pinot in, silk robe falling open as I leaned on the dresser. Bedroom lights low, skin glowing like candle wax. The new lingerie hugged everything — sheer in the right places, tight in the wrong ones. Soft blush lace against my brown skin. The kind of pretty that makes you feel a little powerful. A little dangerous.

It had been a long week. Back-to-back client calls. Endless edits. Ethan was out with friends again, texting sporadically, more interested in football scores than foreplay.

So I poured another inch of wine. Set the timer. Propped my phone against a stack of books. And posed.

One leg bent, foot arched slightly, robe draped low like an accident. The lace bra was tiny — barely holding me in — straps slipping off my shoulders like ribbon. The panties were worse. Thin. High-cut. Practically transparent when the light hit just right.

I tilted my chin down, gave the camera a soft-lipped pout. Sexy, but not slutty. Just enough suggestion.

Click.

I looked at the photo and felt… dangerous.

My hair was a mess in that perfectly undone way, curls falling over my eyes. My thighs were flushed from the wine. My nipples faintly visible through the lace. It looked effortless, like I hadn’t tried at all — but I had.

I tapped the image, hit Share, and typed the first few letters of Ethan’s name.

The top autofill was Julian Park.

I didn’t notice.

Not until I’d already hit send.

There was a long, lagging beat as the message sent. My stomach was already turning — some primal alarm going off before I even understood why.

Then I saw it:

Mira Shah → Julian Park

Image sent. Delivered.

I froze.

No. No no no no no.

The name. The wrong name. My fingers were suddenly numb. I tried to unsend it — panic-fumbling, slapping the screen, praying it hadn’t loaded fully — but it was too late. The message was marked “Seen.” The app offered no mercy.

I had just sent a lingerie thirst trap to my fucking boss.

Julian.

VP of Strategy.

King of Withering Glances and Dry Praise.

I didn’t breathe for a full ten seconds. My heart was hammering so hard I felt it in my temples. I stared at the screen, willing it to change, to glitch, to undo itself.

Instead, there it was — the photo in full: my bare thigh, the teasing triangle of soft pink lace between my legs, one nipple ghosting beneath the bra, lips parted like I’d just moaned.

And his name right above it.

I dropped the phone like it burned me. Pushed off the dresser and started pacing, robe flapping open behind me. I wanted to vomit. Or cry. Or delete myself from every professional system I’d ever logged into.

Julian fucking Park.

He never flirted. Never joked. Never so much as smiled during happy hour. The most he ever gave me was a tight-lipped nod during project briefings, maybe a dry compliment when I caught a typo before client delivery.

And yet…

I thought back to that one time — months ago — when I’d worn a slightly sheer blouse, and caught him looking. Just once. Eyes lingering too long on my chest before flicking away like he hadn’t meant to.

That moment had burned itself into my brain, even if I’d never admitted it.

And now I’d sent him a photo that confirmed exactly what he might have wondered.

I sat down hard on the edge of my bed, legs shaky, robe pooling around my waist. My reflection stared back at me from the floor-length mirror. Disheveled. Flush-cheeked. Breathing too fast.

The worst part wasn’t that he’d seen me.

It was that some small, shameful part of me… wanted him to.

I didn’t sleep.

I lay in bed, phone facedown, heart pounding every time I thought I heard a vibration. Nothing. No reply. No unsend request. No HR summons. Just silence.

The shame was acidic. Hot and low in my gut. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that photo — my skin, the soft lace, the place between my thighs I never meant him to see. What the hell was he thinking?

The longer he didn’t respond, the worse it got.

By 3 a.m., I was sweating under the sheets. By 4, I was wet.

I hated myself for it — for the way my hand slipped beneath my panties like it had a mind of its own. For the way I imagined his voice, his mouth, his hands gripping my hips while I begged him not to stop. I came hard, trembling, biting down on a pillow to keep quiet.

And then I cried.

Because it wasn’t Ethan I pictured.

It was Julian.

My boss.

At 7:42 a.m., I finally got a reply.

Julian Park: Let’s pretend I never saw that. Good luck with today’s client pitch.

No emoji. No period. Just… that.

Like it was nothing. Like I was nothing. A mistake to be buried. Dismissed. Filed away in a mental folder labeled “HR Risk: Avoid.”

I read it ten times. Twenty.

Then I did something I hate admitting.

I saved the photo from the message thread.

My fingers hovered over the delete button. I couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to.

I wore something different to work the next day. Not on purpose, I told myself. Just… something new. A black fitted blouse that hugged the swell of my breasts and sat open one button lower than usual. A pencil skirt that clung to my hips just a touch tighter. Lipstick darker than my normal nude.

I even curled my hair.

I caught my reflection in the elevator mirror and almost didn’t recognize myself. I looked like someone who wanted attention. Someone who knew she had a secret — and liked it.

Julian was already in the conference room when I arrived.

He didn’t look at me.

Not once during the whole client pitch. Not when I presented, not when I handed him the printed brief, not even when I dropped a pen and had to bend slowly to pick it up.

Stone.

But after the meeting, as everyone filed out, he brushed past me in the doorway. And I swear to god — his hand grazed my hip.

Accidental. Probably.

But it left a trail of heat like he’d branded me through my clothes.

That night, I couldn’t stop pacing. I replayed everything. Every look, every almost-touch. My body was humming like an exposed wire.

The guilt was still there — heavy, sharp — but something else was winning.

A voice in my head whispering: You could do it again.

So I did.

I took another photo.

This time, I didn’t even bother pretending it was an accident. I wore the same lingerie. Same mirror. But this time I tugged the panties to the side — not exposing everything, just enough. A glimpse of wetness. A hint of something obscene.

I didn’t include a message.

Just the image.

And I sent it to him. Again.

No reply.

Not that night.

Not the next morning.

But just after lunch, my phone buzzed under the desk during a status meeting.

Julian Park: You should be more careful with what you send.

No smiley. No “let’s pretend.” No denial.

Just that.

And my breath left me so fast I had to pretend I was coughing.

That night, I couldn’t stop shaking.

I left the office before 5. Locked myself in my bathroom. Stripped. Laid back on the floor tile and recorded a voice memo with the lights off.

I didn’t speak.

Just moaned.

Soft, breathy, two fingers inside me, the other hand over my mouth.

I hovered over the send button for fifteen minutes.

Then I sent it.

And texted right after:

Tell me if you want me to stop.

I waited.

Three minutes.

Five.

Then his reply came:

Don’t stop.

I tried to act normal at work the next day.

Tried.

But Julian didn’t look at me during our morning stand-up. Barely acknowledged me when I passed him the draft for next week’s campaign. My cheeks burned every time I was near him. I kept expecting HR to call. Or worse — silence.

But silence was the punishment.

And the tension in it was unbearable.

At 3:45 p.m., I felt it happen.

He looked at me.

We were standing across the open-plan floor — I was getting coffee, he was leaning against the corner window, on a call. His voice was low. Calm. One finger tapping the folder in his hand.

Then he turned. Met my eyes.

Held it.

I froze.

His gaze flicked down — my blouse. The edge of lace just visible beneath my bra, if you knew what to look for. Then back to my face.

I didn’t move. Didn’t breathe.

He smiled.

A small, private thing. Like he knew what I was wearing. Like he’d picked it.

Then he turned away and went back to his call.

That night, Ethan texted:

“Dinner tomorrow with my parents? 7 sharp.”

I stared at the screen for a long time.

I hadn’t told him anything. Not about the photo. Not about how I couldn’t stop checking Julian’s replies like they were oxygen. Not how I was soaking through my panties just thinking about what he might text next.

The guilt should’ve stopped me.

But it didn’t.

Instead, I opened the lingerie drawer. Pulled the blush lace set out again. Wore it under an oversized t-shirt. No makeup. Hair messy.

I turned the lights low, phone camera on.

This time, I didn’t pose.

I performed.

One hand between my legs, thighs spread, panties tugged halfway down. The other hand holding the phone — not showing everything, just enough. My lips parted in a breathy whimper. The sound of slick fingers. My toes curling.

I didn’t send the video.

Not yet.

But I watched it back twice. My own eyes half-lidded. My mouth forming silent words I couldn’t admit aloud.

Julian.

Yes.

Please.

I left it open on my screen. Just stared at it.

And in the reflection of the dark window, I saw myself.

I sent it just before bed.

No message. No caption.

Just the sound of me falling apart.

He didn’t reply until morning.

A voice memo.

No words. Just a low inhale. A muttered fuck. The creak of what might’ve been a chair. And the sound of skin on skin — unmistakable, rhythmic, slow.

He came at the end.

Sharp breath. A low groan. The faintest whisper: Mira.

I dropped my phone.

And for the first time since this started — I felt afraid.

Not afraid of him.

Afraid of myself.

That night, Ethan caught me wiping my screen clean.

He walked in just as I was deleting the voice memo.

“Who was that?” he asked casually.

“No one,” I lied. “Spam.”

He frowned. “Sounded like a man.”

I kissed him to shut him up.

He pulled me close, hands under my shirt, fingers brushing the same panties I’d worn in the video.

And for the first time ever, I imagined it was Julian’s mouth instead of his.

I didn’t come.

But I faked it.

Hard.

Ethan was already in bed when I got home.

I kissed his forehead and slipped into the shower. I thought he was asleep. He wasn’t.

When I came out, towel-wrapped and distracted, he was sitting up, holding my phone.

“Who’s Julian Park?”

My stomach bottomed out.

I tried to keep my voice steady. “My boss. You’ve met him, remember?”

He didn’t look convinced. “Why’s he texting you at midnight?”

I reached out instinctively — too fast. “Give it back.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s private.” I regretted the word the moment it left my mouth.

He stared at me. Not angry. Just… reading. Watching. Like he was doing the math.

There was nothing on the screen — I’d deleted everything. But his eyes held on me, and I knew he didn’t believe it. Not fully.

“Are you okay?” he asked after a beat.

I nodded. Too quickly.

He handed the phone back and rolled over, but his body stayed stiff. Silent.

I lay next to him all night with my eyes open.

At work the next day, Julian was waiting by my desk when I came in.

“Meeting room four,” he said, without looking me in the eye.

My pulse spiked.

The glass-walled room was mostly empty, save for a legal pad, two chairs, and the familiar ache behind my ribcage that now pulsed every time I saw him.

He closed the door. Didn’t sit.

“We need to talk,” he said.

I sat down slowly. “About the Q3 campaign or—?”

His look silenced me.

A pause. Just long enough to make me sweat.

“I’m not going to report anything,” he said finally. “I’m not documenting this.”

My throat was dry. “Okay.”

“But this doesn’t continue.”

A beat.

“Unless you say otherwise.”

That broke me.

“You want it to continue?” My voice came out too breathy. Too unsure.

“I want you to stop sending things you might regret.”

“But you’re not saying you regret it.”

His eyes held mine. Controlled. Hard to read.

I pushed forward. “Did you watch it more than once?”

He exhaled through his nose. Turned, walked to the glass wall — then back.

“I saved it,” he said.

My body flushed. Heart pounding. Shame and want colliding under my skin.

I stood. “Do you want me to stop?”

He didn’t answer.

Instead, he stepped closer.

Not touching. Just close enough that I could smell him — clean soap and dry wool.

“Do you know what this is, Mira?” he asked quietly.

My lips parted.

“A very slow kind of begging.”

That word landed between my legs like a switch flicked.

My thighs clenched. I swayed toward him before I even knew I was doing it.

Then he stepped back. Cleared his throat.

“Close the door behind you.”

I stumbled out of the meeting room, body vibrating.

There were messages from Ethan on my phone.

You were right. Something’s wrong with us.

We need to talk.

My hands trembled as I typed back:

Tonight. I’ll be home by seven.

But all I could think about was what Julian had said.

A very slow kind of begging.

That night, I was quiet over dinner. Ethan was, too. We barely touched our plates.

Afterward, he reached for my hand.

“I miss you.”

“I know.”

He kissed me. Deep, needy.

But it wasn’t his mouth I pictured.

It was Julian’s hand on my throat, whispering open your legs and don’t speak.

I broke the kiss.

“Not tonight.”

Julian didn’t message me again for three days.

The silence was worse than anything he could’ve said.

Ethan and I argued twice — both times over nothing. Dishes. Missing keys. He’d look at me like he knew, and I’d turn away fast, scared he actually did.

By Thursday, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I stayed late at work, pretending to finalize Q3 projections. Everyone else had gone. The floor was dim and silent except for the soft buzz of the HVAC and the low click of Julian’s office door closing behind him.

He hadn’t spoken to me since the meeting room.

Hadn’t even looked.

But I knew he was watching.

I was still in my chair when my phone buzzed.

Julian Park: Stay where you are.

My breath caught.

Five minutes passed. Ten.

Then I heard the conference room door open behind me.

“Come here,” he said.

He was standing by the window, tie loose, sleeves rolled. The room was dim except for the skyline glowing behind him — a soft, corporate kind of intimacy. He didn’t turn when I walked in.

“Close the door.”

I obeyed.

He looked over his shoulder. “Lock it.”

I did.

Then I turned, and the way he was looking at me — calm, measured, completely in control — made my knees weaken.

“I need you to say it,” he said.

“Say what?”

“That you want this.”

I swallowed. “I want this.”

A pause. Then: “Good. No photos. No video. Not anymore.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

He stepped closer, one slow movement at a time, like he wanted me to feel every second of the space disappearing between us.

“I’ve watched everything,” he said quietly. “Every file. More than once.”

My breath hitched.

“Files?”

He tilted his head, unreadable. “Did you think I wouldn’t know how to back up a voice memo?”

My legs nearly gave out.

He caught my wrist — not hard, just enough to stop me from stepping back.

“I hear you when I want to,” he said. “You don’t know how much power you gave me.”

He pulled me into the darkest corner of the room — near the blinds, one arm braced above my head.

Then he whispered:

“Take off your panties.”

I froze. Not from fear. From how badly I wanted to obey.

I reached under my skirt. Slid the thin fabric down my thighs. The cool air made my skin pebble. I could feel how wet I was — obscene, really. I stepped out of them, shaky.

He held out his hand.

I gave them to him.

He tucked them into his suit pocket.

“Turn around,” he said.

I did.

He didn’t touch me. Not then. Just leaned in so close I could feel his breath against my ear.

“You’re not going to touch yourself tonight,” he said. “Not unless I tell you to.”

I whimpered. Actually whimpered.

“You’ll sleep in that same lace set. And tomorrow morning, you’ll send me a voice memo telling me what you dreamed about. Understood?”

I nodded fast.

His hand grazed my hip, ghosting over the skin just above where the lace used to sit.

“Good girl.”

When I got home, Ethan was waiting on the couch.

He stood up as I walked in, keys still in hand.

“Where were you?” he asked.

“Still at work,” I lied.

He nodded slowly, but didn’t believe me. I could feel it. Could see it in the way he looked down — and noticed.

Noticed that I wasn’t wearing panties.

He didn’t say anything. Just turned and walked into the bedroom without a word.

I slept in the lingerie.

And in the morning, before even brushing my teeth, I recorded the voice memo.

I whispered.

“I dreamed your hand was on my throat. That you didn’t stop even when I begged. That I came so hard I cried.”

I didn’t even wait for a reply.

Just hit send.

And pressed my thighs together under the sheets.

Julian didn’t reply to the voice memo.

Not in the morning. Not all day. Not even when I caught him looking at me during a campaign review and holding the eye contact just a little too long — like he wanted me to squirm.

He made me wait.

By 11 p.m., I was vibrating with frustration.

I was wearing the lingerie. Again. Panties soaked. Phone in hand. Heartbeat hard between my thighs. I kept checking my screen like a teenager with a crush and a god complex.

When the buzz finally came, I nearly dropped the phone.

Julian Park: Open the window. Let me hear you beg.

I didn’t reply.

I went to the window. Cracked it open just enough to feel the warm air slide across my skin. It was quiet outside. Residential. But still… someone could hear.

I lay back on the bed, phone propped against a pillow, recording. I whispered his name. Told him I was wet. Told him I hadn’t touched myself since the night in the office. That I wanted to now — but only if he said yes.

Then I stopped recording.

Sent it.

Waited.

Sixty seconds later, the screen lit again.

Julian Park: No. You’re not going to touch yourself. You’re going to open your door.

My stomach flipped.

Julian Park: I’m outside.

He was there. Standing in the hallway, in a dark suit and no tie, sleeves rolled up like he’d never left work. He didn’t wait for an invitation. He stepped inside and shut the door behind him without a word.

We stood there — breathing each other in.

“You didn’t answer me,” I said softly.

“I wanted you quiet when I arrived.”

He took off his watch. Slipped it into his pocket. Then stepped forward.

“Get on the bed.”

I didn’t hesitate.

The mattress shifted beneath me. My legs were already parted, the lace panties pulled tight over swollen lips. He took them off slowly — inch by inch — like he wanted to memorize the shape of me through the fabric.

Then he knelt.

And didn’t touch.

“Spread wider.”

I did.

He leaned in, breath warming my skin, nose brushing the crease of my thigh.

“Say please.”

“Please.”

“Say it again.”

“Please, Julian.”

He licked me once, slow, deliberate, from entrance to clit, and I gasped so loudly I clapped a hand over my mouth.

He pulled away immediately.

“No. Hands away. I want to hear every sound.”

I obeyed.

The second time his mouth landed on me, I almost came on contact. His tongue was slow, methodical — flattening against my clit, teasing the edge, then plunging inside. His hands held my thighs wide, thumbs digging in. I felt ruined before he even finished.

When I came, it was loud. Shameless. Legs shaking. Back arching off the bed as I moaned his name over and over.

He didn’t stop.

He kept licking through it, then up my body, pressing kisses along my stomach, my ribs, between the curve of my breasts — until he reached my mouth.

He hovered there.

Then whispered: “You’re going to record this next time.”

I whimpered.

He kissed me — finally — and I tasted myself on his tongue.

He didn’t undress fully.

Just unzipped his pants. Took out his cock — thick, flushed, already wet at the tip — and stroked it once while staring down at me.

“You’re not going to come again until I do,” he said. “Understand?”

I nodded.

He pushed in.

No condom.

No hesitation.

It was raw and deep and unrelenting. He fucked me like he owned me — hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back so I had to look at him. My legs were over his shoulders, ankles trembling, back sliding against the sheets as he kept driving deeper.

At some point I begged.

I don’t remember what I said — just that it broke something in him.

He growled, pulled out, and came all over my stomach — long, hot ropes that made me cry out again just from the feeling of being marked.

He caught his breath. Kissed my neck.

Then leaned in.

“I want you to sleep like this,” he said. “Messy. Ruined. Mine.”

And I did.

I didn’t sleep.

I just lay there — legs still open, thighs sticky with the evidence of what we’d done. The lace bra askew. My pulse in my ears.

Julian had already left.

No goodbye. Just a final look at me — ruined and flushed and breathless on my own sheets — and a single command:

“Don’t clean up. I want you to remember.”

So I stayed that way. Quiet. Wrecked.

I heard Ethan come in sometime after 2 a.m. The door clicked shut. His keys hit the bowl. Silence.

He didn’t come to the bedroom.

I wondered if he could smell it. The sweat. The sex. The sin in the air.

I wondered if he already knew.

The next morning, I stood in front of my full-length mirror and looked at the aftermath.

Mascara smudged. Bite marks on my inner thigh. A faint handprint where Julian had held me down.

I wore a modest black turtleneck to work.

Did my hair like nothing happened.

At the elevator, I checked my reflection one last time. Straightened my skirt. Wiped the corner of my mouth.

Then my phone buzzed.

Julian Park: Friday. Same room. Leave the panties in your drawer this time.

I smiled.

And stepped into the elevator.


Story #18: “Thumbed-Up Confession”

I wrote it half as a joke.

Or maybe just to see what would happen. What it would feel like to say it out loud.

It was 1:47 a.m., and I was sitting in the dark, parked in the back lot of St. Gabriel’s. Windows fogged. Engine off. The glow of my phone screen the only light inside the car.

I typed the first line slowly:

“I fingered myself in a church parking lot tonight.”

Then deleted it. Then typed it again.

Added a detail:

“2AM. Engine off. Still wearing the tights from mass.”

Which was a lie. I hadn’t gone to mass in years. But I had worn tights. Sheer black ones that had a tiny run up the thigh. I’d tugged them down in the dark and stuffed them into the glovebox, heart thudding the whole time.

What I didn’t say in the post was that I’d come hard. Harder than I had in weeks. My fingers had slipped in easy, wet from nothing but guilt and imagination. I came with my hand over my mouth, biting into the skin between my thumb and forefinger like I could punish the sound back into my throat.

I’d stared at the crucifix hanging from my rearview mirror the whole time. It was stupid. Cliché. Something out of a trashy story I’d scoff at in public and scroll all the way through in private.

And yet here I was.

Wiping my fingers on the hem of my skirt and hovering over the “Post” button on r/SluttyConfessions.

The subreddit had always fascinated me. Anonymous. Raw. Unapologetic. Girls posting clips of themselves in public bathrooms, whispering secrets with their faces cropped out. Voice memos. Blurry nudes with the caption “He thinks I’m at bible study.”

I’d scrolled them for months. Liked. Lurked. Sometimes I’d masturbate while reading the comments, imagining those same strangers watching me. But I never posted.

Until now.

My thumb hovered.

My body still hummed from the orgasm, thighs slightly sticky under the hem of my hoodie. I could feel my heartbeat in the seatbelt buckle near my hip. My breathing was still shallow, fog curling on the windshield like breath from a ghost.

“First time posting. Be nice.”

Posted anonymously to r/SluttyConfessions.

And I hit send.

The post went live at 1:58 a.m.

The first upvote came twenty seconds later.

By the time I started driving home — panties still somewhere in the backseat — the post had twenty likes. A few comments.

“Pics or it didn’t happen.”

“God is watching 😈”

“How wet were you thinking about it?”

I almost deleted it. Almost threw my phone into the passenger seat and made a promise to myself to never do anything like this again.

But I didn’t.

I stopped at the red light outside the 24-hour gas station, thumb hovering, and tapped to refresh.

Thirty-six upvotes. Seven comments.

I felt it again.

That ache. That full-body heat. Not like the orgasm earlier — something worse. A pressure behind the ribs. A need to be seen again. Not just looked at. Watched.

I pulled into my driveway, turned off the engine, and sat in the dark with the screen lighting up my face.

Refresh.

Refresh.

A new DM blinked onto the screen.

Was it really a church? Or do you just get off on pretending?

I stared at it for a long time.

And then, before I could think too hard, I slipped my hand between my thighs again.

The post hit a hundred upvotes by the time I brushed my teeth.

I kept the screen open on my laptop, refreshing between every mindless task. Comment after comment. Some dirty. Some stupid. Some so blunt they made my stomach twist with shame — and heat.

“I’d pay to hear what you sounded like when you came.”

“The backseat is holy ground now.”

“Don’t stop there, slut.”

I left them up. I didn’t reply. But I read each one with my thighs pressed together under the covers.

The anonymous DM from earlier was still at the top of my inbox.

Was it really a church? Or do you just get off on pretending?

No name. No profile photo. Just “u/ThornsInHerHair”.

I hadn’t replied.

But I hadn’t deleted it either.

I grew up in that church.

First Communion in that very building. Confirmation too. My mom made me wear white gloves, like I was someone pure. Like we were still the kind of family that believed in rules, in sin, in forgiveness.

Her voice still rings in my head sometimes.

“Modesty honors God.”

“Only selfish girls take up space with their bodies.”

“Don’t tempt. Don’t flaunt. Don’t make men stumble.”

I could almost see her in the photo on my dresser — arms around my shoulders, rosary hanging from her wrist like jewelry.

She had texted me earlier. A WhatsApp message with a video of some Catholic influencer couple and a prayer hands emoji. I hadn’t replied.

I stared at her name at the top of the unread message thread.

Then switched tabs back to Reddit.

Refresh.

Another comment. This one stood out.

“You came back, didn’t you?”

I blinked.

The account was blank. No comment history. Just one line.

“I saw your car.”

My blood ran cold. And then… warm.

I slid my hand under the sheet. I wasn’t even thinking anymore. Just reacting.

I was wet. Again. Soaked. It didn’t make sense. It felt wrong. It felt perfect.

What if someone had seen?

What if they were reading my post with their hand around their cock right now, remembering the way I rocked my hips in the front seat, hand buried beneath my hoodie, face turned to the stained-glass windows?

What if they wanted more?

I arched up into my hand, legs parted. No finesse this time — just hard, fast strokes, my breath catching, the sheet shoved into my mouth to muffle it.

I thought about the post.

The upvotes.

The DMs.

The watcher.

And I came, hard and helpless, gasping into the fabric with tears pricking behind my eyes.

A minute later, I got another DM.

“If you’re going to put on a show, at least turn the camera on next time.”

The second time felt worse.

Which is why I had to do it.

I told myself I was just driving past. I even put on sneakers, no makeup, a hoodie. But the lace panties underneath were deliberate — thin, damp before I even got in the car. I shoved my rosary into the glovebox without thinking about it, like hiding it made the guilt quieter.

It didn’t.

My hands shook the whole way there. The streets were empty, church steeple glowing like a ghost on the hill as I turned into the lot again. I parked under the same tree. Same space. Even the same angle.

Like it had never stopped.

Like I’d never left.

My phone was on 32%. Good enough.

I propped it against the dash and angled it down just enough to crop my face. Just my mouth. My thighs.

I started with a voice memo.

Soft whisper. One line.

“You told me to turn the camera on.”

Then I hit record.

No teasing this time. I pulled my panties aside, bare under the hoodie, thighs slick. The heat between my legs was pulsing before I even touched myself.

But I waited.

For the thrill. For the fear.

I watched the church entrance.

The stained-glass window. The light above the side door.

What if someone walked out right now?

What if they saw me?

What if they already had?

I started slow — two fingers, middle and ring — spreading myself open, glistening for the lens. I was so wet it was obscene. I moaned. I didn’t mean to, but it came out desperate, cracked.

Somewhere far away, a car drove by.

Headlights streaked across the trees.

I froze — breath caught, thighs trembling.

But they didn’t stop.

Still. I didn’t move for a full thirty seconds, heart hammering.

And then… I started again.

Harder.

I came with my hand clutched in my hair and my legs shaking against the driver’s seat. Loud. Wild. A cry that left my throat raw and my chest damp with sweat.

The camera stayed on.

I looked at it afterward — half-dazed, panties around one ankle, the hoodie falling off one shoulder.

I didn’t delete it.

I didn’t send it, either.

Not yet.

But I wanted to.

Back home, I uploaded a clip.

Just audio. No video yet. Just the wet sounds. My moan. A faint “fuck” at the end.

Within minutes:

“Jesus, that sound.”

“Whoever she is… she’s ruined now.”

“Bet she came in the exact same spot.”

Then the one that made me nearly drop the phone:

“I know those shoes.”

My whole body went cold.

Then warm.

I felt myself getting wet again just reading it.

I closed my eyes, set the phone on my chest, and whispered:

“Keep watching.”

The message was waiting when I got out of the shower.

I hadn’t even toweled off completely. My hoodie was still on the floor, inside out, soaked through at the hem. I was flushed all over — from the orgasm, from the sprint to my door, from the fact that I hadn’t even locked the car when I left the church lot.

I hadn’t cared.

I didn’t now.

Not until I saw the DM.

u/ThornsInHerHair:

“You were louder this time.”

My breath caught.

Another followed instantly.

“Same hoodie. Grey. You pull it over your knees when you finish.”

I sat down hard on the edge of my bed, towel sliding open across my thigh.

It wasn’t just that they’d seen me.

It was how much they’d remembered.

I clicked on their profile.

Blank. No posts. No karma. No activity except for messages to me.

Just one pinned comment on their own page:

“There’s nothing more holy than a girl who moans through her shame.”

I read it three times.

My thighs clenched.

A new message popped in.

“Did you check under your wiper blade?”

My heart stopped.

I grabbed my keys. Ran outside barefoot, nearly slipping down the last step.

The car sat quietly under the streetlight.

On the windshield: a folded paper.

Typed. Plain.

One line:

“Do it again. This time: no panties. Camera on. Lights off. I’ll know if you fake it.”

No name. No contact. Just the thrill that hit me like a fucking chokehold.

I stared into the darkened street, body alive with a wild kind of fear.

No cars.

No footsteps.

Just me.

Wet. Barefoot.

Still thinking about what I’d do next.

I brought the note upstairs like it might burn me.

Held it between two fingers. Sat down at my desk and just… stared.

“Do it again. This time: no panties. Camera on. Lights off. I’ll know if you fake it.”

No signature. No contact. Just the authority of someone who knew I would obey.

And I did.

I stripped slowly.

Not like a tease. Like a ritual.

Removed the lace panties. Set them on the edge of my desk like a discarded offering. Turned off the overhead light. Let only the soft glow of the streetlamp through my curtains stay.

Then I knelt on the floor, phone angled low, pressed record.

“Are you watching?” I whispered.

Pause.

“I don’t know who you are.”

Another pause.

“But I think I want you to see.”

I spread my thighs, phone catching the glisten. My breath was already trembling, my core clenched just from the silence.

No touches yet. Just the performance.

“I’m not wearing panties. Just like you said.”

I grazed my own thigh with two fingers, slow and unsure, like waiting for permission I wasn’t going to get.

“I’m going to do it now. Unless you’re outside again. Watching.”

I let the silence answer me.

Then I started.

I didn’t fake it.

I couldn’t have, even if I’d wanted to. The orgasm built slow, hot, deep. Not fast and messy like before — this one was made of obedience. Of being told.

My legs were trembling. My whole body sang with the weight of being seen.

When I came, I looked straight into the camera.

And whispered:

“Tell me what you want next.”

I didn’t post the video.

I didn’t have to.

It was already his.

The next message didn’t come through Reddit.

It was a slip of paper tucked into my mailbox.

Typed. Same font as before.

“Midnight. Back seat. No bra. One candle. You’ll leave the window cracked.”

There was no name.

Just a folded photo inside.

A screenshot of me from the video.

My fingers between my thighs. Eyes half-lidded. Hood up.

I stared at it for so long I forgot to breathe.

Then I packed the candle.

The church lot looked different in the rearview mirror.

Bigger. Emptier. Sacred in that unsettling way only holy places are when they’ve gone dark.

I pulled around the back, killed the engine, left the driver’s seat and climbed into the back. My hoodie hung open. No bra. Just bare skin under the cotton, nipples already tight from the air.

I set the candle on the center console, lit it.

The soft, flickering glow filled the car.

I cracked the back window.

And waited.

Ten minutes passed.

Then twenty.

I started to sweat.

The anticipation was worse than the cold.

But I stayed still. Legs bare, thighs parted. Just enough. Hands in my lap. Heart in my throat.

And then, just as I thought maybe I’d imagined it all—

Headlights.

Not at me.

Parked across the lot.

No movement.

No engine.

Just a car.

Watching.

I reached for my phone with shaking hands.

Set it against the headrest. Propped just right.

Pressed record.

“I came back,” I whispered.

The candle flame flickered across my stomach, throwing shadows across the curve of my ribs.

“I did everything you asked.”

I slipped one hand between my legs. Found myself soaked already.

I moaned — soft, embarrassed — like I still thought this was private.

But I didn’t.

That was the point.

“You’re watching, aren’t you?” I whispered. “You’ve seen everything.”

I pulled the hoodie open.

My bare breasts caught the glow. Nipples hard, skin flushed.

I arched a little — not fake, not exaggerated, just enough to show.

“I don’t know your name.”

Beat.

“But I think I’d say it if you told me to.”

I touched myself again. Slower this time. Deep. Wet. Letting the slick sounds fill the space between us.

I leaned my head back.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I know this is wrong.”

Another stroke.

“But I can’t stop.”

Again.

“I don’t want to stop.”

I came hard — mouth open, legs shaking, body twisting against the upholstery as my orgasm tore through me. One hand covered my mouth too late. The sound had already escaped.

Half a cry.

Half a prayer.

God, please.

I think I said that out loud.

I don’t remember.

After, I didn’t move.

Just lay there, one leg still bent up, hand resting between my thighs like it belonged there now.

The candle burned low.

The watcher’s headlights stayed off.

But I knew he was still there.

Minutes passed.

Then a sound.

Soft.

Close.

A whisper.

Not in the lot. Not from the car across the way.

From mine.

The window.

The open crack.

“I knew you’d come back,” a voice murmured.

Male.

Calm.

Low.

So close I felt it against my cheek.

I didn’t turn. Didn’t flinch.

I let him speak.

“I know everything now.”

A pause.

“You look better like this.”

Another pause.

“Open for someone you don’t even know.”

He didn’t ask to come in.

Didn’t touch me.

Just…

Watched.

Until I reached for the camera again.

And whispered: “Tell me what you want next.”

I didn’t sleep.

I lay in bed with my phone on the pillow next to me, screen still glowing with the last frame of the video. My legs were sore. My throat dry. Between my thighs — sticky, sore, used.

I didn’t clean up.

I wanted to stay ruined.

The voice hadn’t said much.

But it had been enough.

I woke late. Sunlight creeping across the floor. Notification badge already glowing red.

Reddit.

I opened the app, half-nauseous.

Top post on r/SluttyConfessions.

Guess Who Came Back (And Brought A Candle)

[NSFW audio clip, 1:14]

It was my moan. Not just the sound — the build of it. That break in my voice right before I said God’s name. Played on a loop.

The comments were already flooding in.

“She’s not just a slut. She’s a disciple.”

“The sound of salvation.”

“Whoever you are… thank you.”

I should’ve been sick.

Should’ve been terrified.

But instead I pressed my thighs together and whispered, “Tell me what you want next.”

And then I opened my DMs.


Story #19: “My Roommate’s Confession”

Rae hadn’t meant to snoop.

She’d just come out for a glass of water, barefoot and bleary-eyed, the floor cold under her toes. The apartment was dark except for a faint glow leaking out from Jules’s cracked bedroom door — the soft blue cast of a screen left open, humming into the quiet.

She knocked once, out of instinct.

No answer.

Jules’s room was always tidy. Books stacked. Candles unlit. A little mug of dried lavender in the corner. Rae liked it in there. It felt like Jules — quiet, thoughtful, slightly guarded.

But the laptop was open on the desk. Cursor blinking.

Rae stepped closer.

The Reddit tab was active.

Post not yet submitted. Draft mode.

She read the first line before she realized what she was reading.

“I watched my roommate get herself off through the crack in the door last week…”

Her heart stuttered.

She read it again.

No username. No timestamp. Just the raw, unfinished thought.

“… I didn’t mean to. But I couldn’t stop. She was so loud. I couldn’t tell if she knew I was watching, or if she just didn’t care. It wrecked me. I haven’t stopped thinking about it since.”

The next line was bolder.

“I think I’m in love with her.”

Rae stared at the screen, throat dry.

She knew exactly which night it was.

Three days ago. The night she’d stayed in with a bottle of merlot and that stupid vibrating toy she never used enough. The walls were thin. Jules had gone quiet hours before — Rae had assumed she’d fallen asleep with her white noise app.

She remembered how loud she’d been. How she’d pulled her tank top up just enough to touch her own nipples. How she’d arched into the mattress, sheets tangled around one ankle.

She’d left the door mostly closed — mostly.

Not all the way.

She’d liked the idea that someone might hear.

But not… this.

Not that someone had.

Her breath came short. Her stomach flipped, then fluttered. Embarrassment. Shock. And beneath it, something else.

Heat.

She watched me.

She read the draft again — slower this time, as if reading between the words. As if feeling Jules’s voice in the rhythm of the lines.

She’s in love with me.

Rae closed the laptop gently.

Didn’t say a word.

Back in her room, she pulled the same toy out of the drawer.

Just to test something.

She turned it on low. Ran it between her thighs through her shorts. No panties.

The vibration barely registered — not until she thought about Jules.

About her hand maybe between her own legs, in the dark, watching Rae writhe on her back through that crack in the door.

Had she come too?

Had she said her name?

The orgasm hit Rae faster than she meant to let it.

Sharp. Sudden. Guttural.

She bit her knuckle and gasped.

And stared at the hallway beyond the slightly open door.

Rae didn’t say a word.

Not the next morning, not the day after. Not even when Jules passed her in the kitchen and murmured, “Morning,” like nothing had changed.

But Rae noticed the flick of Jules’s eyes downward — toward her legs, bare under her oversized T-shirt.

She noticed the way Jules’s hand paused on the fridge door when Rae bent over to get creamer.

She noticed everything now.

And she decided: Jules didn’t get to be the only one watching anymore.

That night, Rae left the bathroom door open a little wider.

Nothing obscene — just a glimpse of her shoulder as she toweled off, the curve of her hip through the thin cotton robe.

She let her hair stay damp, curling wild around her face.

She passed Jules on the way to her bedroom and didn’t bother tightening the robe.

Jules didn’t look at her — not directly.

But Rae saw her swallow hard.

The next day, Rae skipped a bra.

Wore one of her silk tank tops — soft pink, cut low enough to hint without showing — and a pair of tiny running shorts that didn’t quite cover her when she curled up on the couch.

She knew Jules would be home at six.

She started reading around five-thirty, curled on the cushions, one leg bent high.

By the time Jules came in, Rae didn’t even look up.

She just turned a page, and adjusted the hem of her shorts — up.

The silence was electric.

Jules hesitated in the entryway. Then walked quickly to her room and shut the door.

Rae smiled.

Two nights later, Rae brought the toy out again.

She didn’t lock the door.

She didn’t even close it all the way.

Instead, she turned off the main light, lit a candle on her nightstand, and stretched out on her back — bare except for a pair of silky panties and the tank.

She turned the toy on low and let it sit just above her clit, teasing through the fabric.

She moaned. Not loud — but not quiet either.

Louder than necessary.

Her legs were open. Her breath was quick.

And when she came, slow and clenching, she reached up and gripped the headboard with both hands — pulling her shirt higher, baring one breast completely.

She stayed like that.

Breathing hard.

Watching the door.

There was a shadow there.

Still. Silent.

Gone by the time she looked again.

The next morning, Jules couldn’t meet her eyes.

She poured her coffee too fast and spilled a little on the counter. She wiped it with shaking hands and muttered, “Sorry,” even though Rae hadn’t spoken.

Rae stepped closer.

“Everything okay?” she asked, tone light, teasing.

“Fine,” Jules said too quickly. “Just tired.”

Rae let her fingers trail the edge of Jules’s elbow as she passed.

“Late night?”

Jules said nothing.

That night, Rae found a single candle lit on the bathroom sink.

One of Jules’s.

The lavender one.

She stared at it for a long time.

Then blew it out.

Rae waited until midnight.

She knew Jules was home — had heard the soft murmur of her closing her door around ten, the unmistakable clack of the bathroom faucet after brushing her teeth.

She let two hours pass.

Then she began.

The scene was deliberate.

The candlelight. The silk robe slipping down her shoulders. The toy on the nightstand — bright pink and already humming, waiting for her fingers.

She left the door cracked just enough.

Not an accident. Not anymore.

Rae stretched out on the bed slowly, deliberately — thighs parted, hips angled slightly toward the doorway.

And pressed the toy against herself over her panties.

She started slow.

One hand between her legs.

The other grazing her stomach, inching the robe further open.

She let out a soft sigh — not exaggerated, but audible. The kind of sound that was real and aware of itself.

Within a minute, the panties were soaked.

She tugged them aside.

Slid the toy in.

And moaned.

Louder.

Back arched.

Her eyes flicked toward the doorway.

Shadow.

Still.

There.

(Jules’s POV — short interjection)

She told herself not to look.

She’d promised. She wasn’t going to do it again.

But when she heard that sound — Rae’s moan, low and breaking — something in her legs moved without permission.

And now she was standing there.

In the dark.

Breathing through her nose, hand over her mouth, one hand already inside her pajama shorts.

Rae looked at her once. Brief. Quick.

She knew.

Jules came fast — silently, bent against the hallway wall like she was in pain.

And when she opened her eyes again, Rae’s door had closed.

But the candle still flickered through the crack.

(Back to Rae’s POV)

Rae came hard.

Twice.

Once while holding the toy deep inside her, thighs slick and shaking. And again — softer, slower — just with her fingers, working the aftershocks out with long, deliberate strokes.

She didn’t look at the door when she whispered it.

“Jules.”

Quiet. Like a prayer.

Then she stood. Unrushed.

Blew out the candle.

Walked out of the room.

And left the toy on the pillow.

Dripping. Still warm. Still on.

She made tea in the kitchen.

She knew Jules would come out.

She just didn’t expect it to happen so fast.

“Hey,” Jules said, her voice tight.

Rae turned, mug in hand. “Hey.”

Jules didn’t step closer. She was in sweatpants, hoodie zipped too high, eyes red like she’d been wiping at them.

Rae watched her squirm.

Then asked, gently:

“You left your laptop open the other night.”

Jules froze.

Breath caught.

Color drained from her face.

Rae stepped closer.

“I read the draft.”

Jules opened her mouth. Closed it. Then managed:

“I didn’t mean for you to see it.”

Rae nodded once.

“I know.”

Silence stretched.

Jules added, in a whisper:

“But I’m not sorry.”

Rae took her hand.

Just for a second.

Then walked past her.

Back to bed.

Jules barely slept.

She stayed curled in her bed, legs drawn up, heart pounding like it would never slow again.

She knew Rae had seen her. Knew it from the way her name had been whispered in the dark — not startled, not accusing. Welcoming.

She didn’t know what scared her more: being caught…

Or being invited.

When she stepped into the kitchen the next morning, Rae was already there — leaning against the counter, hair half up, tank top loose and sliding off one shoulder.

Jules could barely meet her eyes.

“You didn’t have to say my name,” she murmured.

Rae tilted her head. “I wanted to.”

A pause.

“I knew you were there.”

Jules swallowed. Her throat felt scraped raw.

She tried to smile. It didn’t work. Her voice cracked when she said, “I’m sorry.”

“Are you?”

Jules blinked.

Rae stepped forward, slow, deliberate.

“No one’s ever looked at me like that before,” she said softly.

Jules’s breath caught. “I wasn’t trying to… I mean, I didn’t want—”

“To make me feel wanted?” Rae interrupted gently.

Jules froze.

Then: “I didn’t mean to write it. I was just… processing. I was going to delete it.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

Another beat of silence.

Rae moved closer, so close Jules could feel her breath.

“You could’ve told me.”

“I couldn’t,” Jules whispered. “You’re—” She broke off. “You’ve always felt… out of reach.”

“I’m in the next room.”

Jules let out a shaky breath. “I know.”

They stood like that for too long — not touching, but so close Jules could see the rise and fall of Rae’s chest, the bare skin above her waistband, the tiny freckle just below her collarbone.

She looked up.

Rae was already watching her.

The space between them closed without thinking. Jules leaned in — lips parted, breath shallow.

Their noses brushed.

Rae didn’t pull away — not quite.

But she didn’t lean in either.

“Not yet,” she said.

Jules felt like her whole body had been stopped in motion.

“But I want to,” she whispered.

“I know,” Rae said, brushing Jules’s hair behind her ear.

Her fingers lingered.

“Which is why I want you to wait.”

Jules nodded.

Eyes wide. Mouth flushed.

Wanting.

Later that night, when Jules returned to her room, the toy was gone from Rae’s bed.

But the candle was burning.

And Rae’s door was cracked open — just a little.

Jules knocked softly.

Rae didn’t answer — just said, “Come in.”

The room was warm, lit only by a single candle on the dresser. Rae was sitting cross-legged on the bed, wearing that same worn tank top, her comforter pulled loosely around her hips.

There was a glass of water on the nightstand. Nothing else.

Except the toy. Cleaned. Waiting.

Jules stood in the doorway, unsure.

Rae looked up.

“You okay?” she asked.

Jules nodded.

Rae smiled — soft, knowing. “You still want to kiss me?”

Jules’s voice was quiet. “Yes.”

“But you’ll wait?”

A pause.

“Yes.”

Rae shifted, the comforter slipping lower on her hips.

“Good.”

She held Jules’s gaze for a long moment.

“Tonight,” Rae said, “you can stay.”

Jules’s breath caught.

“But you don’t touch. You don’t speak. You don’t move unless I tell you.”

Jules nodded.

“I want to watch you,” she whispered.

Rae’s smile widened — slow and almost shy. “I know.”

Jules sat on the edge of the armchair near the foot of the bed, hands folded tightly in her lap.

Rae stretched out across the comforter.

The tank top slid higher as she lay back — revealing the curve of her belly, the line of her ribs, the way her nipples pressed against the thin fabric.

She reached for the toy.

Pressed it once.

It buzzed to life.

The silence was thick.

Rae didn’t perform.

She just moved — slow, deliberate, indulgent.

The toy grazed the inside of her thigh.

Upward.

Under the hem of her panties.

She inhaled sharply when it landed against her clit.

Jules clenched her hands into fists, breath shallow.

Rae let her head fall back.

Eyes fluttered closed.

The first moan was soft — breathy and sharp.

The second had her hips lifting off the bed.

Jules couldn’t look away.

The candlelight flickered across Rae’s skin — sweat beading at her collarbone, the muscles in her abdomen trembling.

Her moans built, broken now, gasping. One hand tangled in the sheets. The other holding the toy in place.

When she came, it was quiet — a full-body convulsion, thighs shaking, breath caught, then exhaled like surrender.

She didn’t open her eyes for a long time.

Jules sat completely still.

Shaking.

Breathless.

Rae finally looked at her.

And said, “Did you enjoy that?”

Jules nodded.

Rae pulled the comforter over her hips.

“Good. Then next time—”

A pause. A small smirk.

“You’ll ask first.”

Jules couldn’t stop thinking about the way Rae had looked at her.

After the orgasm.

After the silence.

That look — heat still clinging to her skin, eyes soft and steady, voice low:

“Next time, you’ll ask first.”

It wasn’t cruel. It was an invitation. A promise.

And tonight, Jules would ask.

She stood in the doorway again.

Rae was curled on her side, hair a mess, legs bare under the hem of an old T-shirt that barely covered anything.

No candle this time.

Just Rae.

Soft.

Real.

Waiting.

“Can I touch you now?” Jules asked.

Her voice was careful. Fragile. Hopeful.

Rae didn’t answer at first.

She sat up slowly, folding the sheets beside her.

Then held out a hand.

“Come here.”

Jules stepped forward like she was dreaming. Like one wrong move might break the spell.

Rae pulled her gently onto the bed, their legs tangling, skin brushing. Jules felt her heart in her throat.

Rae’s fingers trailed up her forearm. Goosebumps.

“You’ve never been with a woman before,” Rae said. Not a question.

“No.”

“Do you want to be?”

“I already am.”

That earned her a smile.

A small one.

And then Rae leaned in.

The kiss was nothing like she’d imagined.

It was worse.

It was soft and slow and unbearably deep — like Rae was learning her from the inside out, tasting every inch of her hesitation and burning right through it.

Jules whimpered into her mouth.

Rae climbed over her, straddling her thighs, and kissed her again — firmer now, their mouths slick, Rae’s hands sliding beneath Jules’s hoodie, palms finding skin.

Jules’s breath hitched.

“You okay?” Rae whispered against her jaw.

“Yes.”

“Tell me if I go too fast.”

“You won’t.”

Clothes disappeared slowly. Piece by piece.

Jules lay back in nothing but her underwear, her hands nervous and unsure.

Rae kissed down her chest, lips brushing the slope of her breast, her stomach, the line of her hip.

Then paused.

Looked up.

“You can say no.”

Jules shook her head fast.

“I want it.”

And Rae smiled — that warm, dangerous smile.

Then she slid her hand between Jules’s thighs.

Jules gasped.

The first touch was light — just Rae’s fingertips, skimming the damp cotton.

“You’re soaked,” Rae murmured.

Jules flushed. Bit her lip.

“I’ve been thinking about this for weeks,” she said softly. “Even before I wrote that post.”

Rae leaned down, mouth against her ear.

“Then let me show you how long I’ve been waiting.”

She pulled Jules’s panties down slowly — not teasing, not cruel, just reverent.

And then she went down.

Tongue first. Slow. Testing.

Jules let out a sound she didn’t know she could make.

Her legs parted wider. Her hands gripped the sheets.

Rae moaned softly against her — and the vibration made Jules cry out.

“Oh my god—Rae—”

Rae pulled her closer.

Held her down with both hands.

A soft hum of pleasure when Jules started shaking.

And then the orgasm took her — sharp, fast, utterly new.

Jules cried out. Hands in Rae’s hair. Back arching.

It was the loudest she’d ever been in bed.

And the most honest.

After, Rae kissed her stomach. Her chest. Her mouth.

Pulled her into her arms.

They lay tangled in silence, bare and sticky and ruined.

“Still want to kiss me?” Rae asked.

Jules nodded.

Rae smiled.

And kissed her again.

They didn’t speak for a long time.

Just held each other.

Breathing.

Finally Jules whispered:

“I want to watch you next time.”

Rae kissed her temple.

“You will.”

Jules opened her laptop just after sunrise.

Rae was still asleep, one arm draped across her bare waist, hair a mess of curls pressed into the pillow.

The toy was still on the floor. The sheets were still damp.

Jules had never felt this full.

Not of sex — not just that.

Full of permission. Of possibility.

She opened the old draft.

The one Rae had read.

She didn’t delete it.

She added one line.

She knows now. And she wants me to watch again.

Then she hit post.

Closed the lid.

Turned back toward Rae.

And kissed her shoulder.


Story #20: “Hidden Tape”

Lex had told Daniel she’d be too busy for FaceTime.

“Work dinners, networking drinks, stupid karaoke bullshit. Don’t wait up.”

He’d said “Love you” out of habit, not heat.

She hadn’t said it back.

It started in the hotel bar.

Low lights, half-empty glasses, lanyards half-tucked into shirts. The team had just closed a client deal, and everyone was riding that soft, slippery high of too much alcohol and too few boundaries.

Cam had been quiet all night — younger, newer, sharp with tech but bad at eye contact.

Until Lex asked what he was drinking.

“Whatever you are,” he’d said.

And for the first time all night, he’d looked her dead in the eye.

The first touch wasn’t even a touch.

It was his hand against her lower back as they squeezed into the elevator, too many bodies pressed together. She didn’t move away. Didn’t breathe.

He didn’t either.

When the doors opened on his floor, he stepped out.

Then turned back.

No words.

Just the lift of an eyebrow.

An invitation.

Lex followed.

The hotel hallway was too bright, too quiet.

His keycard shook in his hand.

Hers didn’t.

She stepped inside like she’d done this before.

Maybe she had.

It was fast.

Cam’s mouth found her neck before she’d fully closed the door. His hands were hot under her blouse, rough at first, then careful — like he was memorizing the curve of her body, not just groping it.

Lex didn’t take off her heels.

She wanted the edge. The imbalance. The height.

They kissed like they were trying to shut each other up.

He pulled her blouse open — buttons scattering — and she gasped when the air hit her skin.

But she didn’t stop him.

She turned around instead.

Hands braced on the dresser.

Ass out.

Blouse half-off.

He fucked her like he didn’t believe it was happening.

Lex bit her fist to keep quiet, eyes locked on the mirror, watching the bounce of her own body as his hips snapped against her.

There was a moment — brief, but electric — when she swore he looked toward the nightstand.

Not at her.

At something else.

But then he gripped her hips tighter and came hard, mouth open, no words.

After, she found her panties in the corner.

He kissed her shoulder once — soft, strange.

And said: “You won’t regret it.”

She didn’t answer.

She just left.

Back in her room, Lex took the call from Daniel.

She smiled when he asked if she was tired.

Told him everything had gone well.

Didn’t mention the bruises.

Or how wet she still was.

Lex didn’t expect to feel anything when she got home — not guilt, not fear, not satisfaction.

Just silence.

Daniel was away for the weekend — visiting his sister in Toronto — so the apartment was dark, wine-glass quiet. Lex peeled off her work clothes, tossed her heels by the couch, and poured something red.

The sex with Cam had felt like a fever dream.

Wrong. Wild. Over.

She hadn’t saved his number. Hadn’t even looked at him during the flight home.

The email hit her junk folder.

No subject line. Just a sender named “For Your Eyes Only.”

Inside: a single sentence.

Did you miss how good you looked?

And a link.

Lex stared at it for a full minute before moving.

Her fingers didn’t shake.

But her stomach did.

The site was barebones. Generic. No branding. Just a black screen and a “play” icon.

Lex hit it.

And the sound hit her back.

It was her.

The angle was low, wide — grainy, from a nightstand or a suitcase corner.

She was bent over.

Hair falling in her face. Hands braced. Skin flushed.

Cam was behind her — mostly out of frame. But she was all there.

The slap of skin. The strained breath.

The voice.

“Fuck—keep going—don’t stop—”

Her voice.

Lex froze.

She should’ve closed it.

She should’ve screamed.

Should’ve messaged Daniel. The cops. HR. Someone.

But she didn’t.

She replayed it.

This time, with headphones.

This time, one hand down her sweatpants before she could think.

It was the way the video had been cut — not just random porn, not a revenge post. It was edited. The best angle. The hottest moment. The exact second she had gasped, “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

Cut.

Perfect.

Intentional.

When she came, Lex bit down on the sleeve of her sweatshirt to muffle the sound.

She came hard.

Then closed the laptop like it was radioactive.

She sat on the floor for a long time.

Heart hammering.

Panties soaked.

Head full of her own moans.

And still…

She opened the browser again.

Lex tried to report it.

She really did.

The link was still in her inbox, sitting there like a knife — but now it had a view counter. It ticked up every time she refreshed.

Twelve.

Fifteen.

Twenty.

She opened the reporting tool on the hosting site. A dry little form. Dropdown menus, red asterisks. “Revenge porn,” “non-consensual imagery,” “DMCA submission required.”

She filled in her name.

Then her email.

Then paused.

She stared at the box labeled: “Please describe the violation.”

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Describe it?

Where would she even begin?

My body. Bent over. Panties down. Voice breaking.

My mouth open like I knew the camera was there.

The part where he came so fast it made me gasp — and the video cut there like it knew I’d come too.

She closed the tab.

She watched the video again.

This time she knew exactly where to scrub — where her eyes fluttered closed, where she clenched, where she groaned just loud enough to hear through the hotel wall.

Her hand was already in her panties when she hit play.

The moment she moaned onscreen — not fake, not porn-star moaning, just real, strained, fucked out — her body locked up.

The orgasm tore through her before she could muffle it.

She didn’t care this time.

Daniel called five minutes later.

The screen lit up, glowing against the dark.

She didn’t answer.

She let it ring out.

Then hit play again.

She started fantasizing about what it would be like if the video went viral.

What it would feel like to walk into the office knowing half the floor had seen it.

Who would act normal.

Who wouldn’t.

Who’d look at her differently.

And which of them would jerk off to her face the way she was doing now.

Later, she stood in the bathroom mirror, brushing her teeth, vibrator tucked in a towel behind her back like a weapon.

She looked at her reflection — flushed, cheeks raw, neck still red from earlier.

Whispered to it:

“You liked it. You like being seen.”

And smiled.

Lex didn’t plan the message.

She just opened the site again — view count now past seventy-five — and hovered.

The poster’s handle was nothing: @pulse94.

No picture. No name. Just one post.

Her.

She clicked “Message.”

And typed:

You need to take that down.

Three seconds later, the reply popped up.

Why? You’ve watched it more than anyone.

Lex’s throat went dry.

She stared at the screen.

Hands sweating.

Then:

You have no idea who I am.

Another beat.

Then:

You like the way he fucks you from behind. The way you open your mouth just before you come. That was Room 417. You didn’t close the curtains. You never close them.

Lex froze.

Her heart kicked sideways.

Only Cam could know that.

She typed:

Cam?

Nothing.

Then:

I could post the other one.

Lex stared at the words.

Other one?

The bathroom mirror. After. You looked straight at it.

She gasped.

Hands shaking.

You recorded that too?

You smiled at yourself, Lex. You posed.

She didn’t remember smiling.

But she remembered touching her lips. Looking flushed. Raw. Wild.

Remembered thinking: This is what I look like when I’ve been ruined.

Delete it.

She typed it fast.

Delete them both.

No answer for a long moment.

Then:

Or what?

Lex didn’t reply.

Didn’t need to.

She was already wet.

Lex had shut the laptop three times.

But each time, she opened it again.

The tab was still there. The message thread still waiting.

I could delete the video.

Or I could post the others.

Up to you.

Her hands hovered.

Typing, erasing. Typing again.

She wrote:

You’re sick.

The reply was instant.

Not as sick as the girl who came to her own leaked tape three nights in a row.

Lex flushed.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

She hated how accurate it was.

She tried a new angle.

What do you want?

The pause was longer this time.

Then:

To see you come again.

This time for me.

With the camera on.

No hotel. No trick.

You hit record. You look straight at me. You say it’s okay.

Lex’s breath caught.

She should’ve blocked him.

She should’ve slammed the laptop closed again.

Instead, she typed:

And if I do?

I delete everything. Just for me.

You get to be in control.

She sat there for a long time.

Staring at those words.

Control.

She could end it.

She could call Daniel. Confess. Come clean.

But that wasn’t what she wanted.

Not anymore.

She wanted to feel that hot, panicked pulse again — the one that made her fingers shake and her skin burn and her cunt clench when she watched herself being fucked onscreen.

She wanted Cam’s eyes on her.

She wanted the camera.

She typed slowly.

One video.

Just for you.

No face.

Another pause.

Then:

Your voice will be enough.

Lex closed the laptop.

But her hand was already reaching for the drawer.

Lex didn’t think she’d do it.

Even after she’d said yes. Even after she’d charged the toy. Even after she’d tested the lighting on her phone, stacking it carefully against a row of books on her dresser.

But then she saw herself on the screen.

Hair loose. Lips bare. T-shirt braless, clinging.

And her mouth opened like it wanted to speak.

She hit record.

And didn’t say a word for ten seconds.

Just breathed.

Then: “You don’t get my face.”

Her voice was calm. Cool.

“I’m not doing this for you. I’m doing this because I want to.”

She climbed onto the bed.

Turned, slowly, so the camera caught the line of her thighs, the hem of her shirt riding up as she lowered herself.

“I get to choose who sees me.”

She spread her legs.

“I’m choosing this.”

She didn’t use the toy right away.

She started with her fingers — one hand sliding beneath her panties, the other dragging her shirt up just enough to show the swell of one breast.

Her breath caught on camera.

Her fingers found slick heat instantly.

She moaned.

Not for him.

Not yet.

The first orgasm came fast.

She didn’t fake it. Didn’t pose.

Just let her hips rock, let her throat tighten, let her mouth fall open the way it always did when she came too hard too fast to control it.

She pulled her hand away trembling.

Licked her fingers offscreen.

Then looked dead into the camera.

“Still watching?”

She reached for the toy.

Turned it on.

The buzz felt obscene in the silence.

She didn’t speak again for a long time — just panted, whimpered, let her body fold into itself as the second orgasm built like a wave she wanted to drown in.

When it hit, she gasped:

“God—yes—f-fuck—don’t—don’t stop watching—”

And then she stilled.

Flushed. Ruined. Breasts rising and falling with each breath.

She stared at the camera.

Waited.

And whispered:

“You don’t have to delete it.”

She ended the video.

Sent it before she could think.

Then lay back, the toy slipping from her hand.

Her thighs were soaked.

Her lips parted.

And for the first time since the hotel room, Lex felt completely honest.

Lex stayed in bed a long time after.

The sheets were twisted between her legs. Her skin tacky with sweat. The vibrator buzzed weakly once, then died completely.

She didn’t move.

Not until the screen lit up.

One new message.

She rolled to her side, body slow, sore in the most delicious ways.

The preview said:

@pulse94: The views are climbing.

No emoji. No tease.

Just data.

Lex smiled.

She didn’t open the message.

She opened the file.

Hit play.

And came again.


Story #21: “Desi Voice Dare”

I should’ve gone to sleep.

It was past midnight, my apartment was finally quiet, and I’d just double-checked that my mom hadn’t posted another nosy Facebook comment under one of my photos from Mumbai.

But instead, I was on a group chat titled:

Desi Slut Chat (No Men)

Private. Encrypted. Full of girls who wanted to say the kind of things we weren’t allowed to even think back home.

One of them had posted a dare.

“Ok real question: any of you ever moan in your mother tongue? Like… actually said ‘yes, fuck me’ in Hindi? Or Tamil? Or Bangla? 👀”

Replies rolled in fast.

“My bf begged me to say chod do mujhe and I died of embarrassment.”

“I said haa karo na once and immediately muted the lights.”

“Who wants to do it now? Voice note. Come on, for science.”

Then came the line that got me:

“Bet you all talk big but won’t even send one fake moan. Someone prove me wrong. Say something nasty. In your mother tongue.”

I stared at the message for a full minute.

My finger hovered over the mic icon.

I wasn’t drunk. Just… curious.

They didn’t know who I was. I didn’t even use my real name in the server. No face. No profile.

Just my voice.

My breath.

My words.

I slid the blanket higher on my lap.

Leaned in close to my mic.

And whispered it:

“Karo na, mujhe chahiye.”

I dragged the last word out.

Let it ride up at the end, like I was breathless.

Then I added a moan. Light. A little cracked.

Then hit send.

The reaction was instant.

🔥🔥🔥🔥

“Holy fuck who are you”

“Play that again but slower I beg”

“That accent. I’m dying.”

“God that voice. Send more.”

I laughed. Actually laughed out loud. A flush creeping up my throat.

I closed the app. Tossed my phone on the couch.

But my hand?

It stayed pressed between my thighs.

Just resting there.

Not moving.

Just… warm.

Waiting.

By morning, the voice note had 117 plays.

That wasn’t the part that made my stomach twist.

It was the comments.

“This is better than porn I swear.”

“Whoever you are — you sound like you’re made to be ruined.”

“Send another one. Say aur bolo this time. Please.”

I closed the app four times that morning.

But I kept opening it again.

Kept pressing play on my own voice.

Just to hear it.

Just to feel that shiver at the base of my spine when I whispered “karo na…”

That night, I got my first DM.

From someone named RaahiOnMute.

His profile was blank. No messages in the group thread. Just one line:

“Your accent made me hard.”

I stared at it.

Typed nothing.

Didn’t even know how to feel.

Flattered? Exposed? Dirty?

Definitely wet.

An hour later, I recorded a second voice note.

This one wasn’t a dare. No prompt. No thread.

I just turned the lights off, lay back in bed, slid my hand under my shirt, and let the words spill.

“Mujhe chhuno… haan… wahan haan…”

I moaned softly. Softer than before.

Let the sound catch in my throat.

Then added one last whisper:

“Suno? Mujhe aur chahiye.”

I played it back.

Cringed.

Paused.

Then hit send anyway.

This time, not to the group.

To him.

No reply.

For hours.

Until just after 2 a.m.

A voice message.

His voice was low. Warm. A little rough at the edges.

He didn’t moan.

He spoke.

“You sound so fucking needy when you beg in Hindi.”

“Say it slower next time.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

I came without touching myself.

Just listening.

The second message from Raahi didn’t come until the next night.

I was already half-hard, half-angry with myself for waiting. I’d refreshed the thread. I’d re-played his voice. I’d checked his online status like a psycho.

When it came, it was just four words:

“Say it again. Slower.”

I didn’t respond.

Not with text.

This time, I waited until I was spread open on my bed, knees up, mic close, vibrator on low between my legs.

I hit record.

And let the Hindi drip.

“Haan… mujhe chahiye… mujhe poora chahiye… andar se…”

I moaned between phrases.

Tried to hold the tone — low, liquid, shaky near the end.

Then whispered:

“Mera naam leke bolo. Nisha ko chahiye.”

I sent it.

My thighs were already trembling.

The reply came fast.

It wasn’t from Raahi.

Different handle.

No profile.

One line:

“I know that voice.”

Everything in me seized.

Stomach. Throat. Skin.

Was it a bluff?

Someone guessing?

Was it one of my cousins, pretending?

A college ex?

Someone from the same damn temple WhatsApp group?

I hovered over the “Delete” button.

Didn’t press it.

My heart pounded.

My pussy throbbed.

I opened a new recording window.

I didn’t speak at first.

Just moaned.

Longer this time. Louder.

Then I spoke.

“You know me?”

“Then you know I always wanted this.”

“Say my name again. I’ll come to it.”

And then I did.

Right there.

Phone shaking in my hand.

My own voice raw in my ears.

The voice note came at 1:13 AM.

I didn’t even hesitate. Just hit play.

His voice was different this time.

Not controlled. Not instructional.

Just… breathless.

It started with my name.

Moaned.

Drawn out.

“Nisha…”

Not whispered. Not stagey.

Raw.

He was jerking off. I could hear it. The rhythm. The stutter in his voice.

“Fuck. Say it again. Say it in that voice—”

A deep grunt.

“Nisha… I’m gonna come to your fucking accent—”

Then silence.

I deleted the message before it finished.

Not out of fear.

Out of reaction.

My whole body tightened.

My pussy clenched so hard it ached.

He sounded wrecked. Because of me.

Because of my voice.

My name.

My language.

I opened the recorder again.

I didn’t think.

I didn’t script.

I just panted into the mic and let it come out.

“Mujhe choo lo… andar tak… sab kuch le lo…”

I gasped.

“Nisha ki awaaz pe… tu khudko haath laga raha hai na?”

I moaned again — higher, sharper.

Used the toy this time. Pressed it deep. Hips grinding in circles.

“Rok ke dikhao… ya bol do sabke saamne ki kiski awaaz pe tu gir raha hai.”

Translation: Try to stop. Or admit to everyone whose voice you’re coming to.

I bit my wrist as the orgasm slammed through me.

Didn’t stop the recording.

Let him hear everything.

His message was short this time.

No audio.

Just text:

“Send one where you beg to be ruined.”

I didn’t respond for ten minutes.

Not because I was shocked.

Because I was wet.

Soaked, actually. My thighs were sticky from the last orgasm. My breath still shallow. But those words lit something deeper.

Ruined.

What a word.

Not fucked. Not used.

Ruined.

Like I wouldn’t be able to go back.

I turned the mic on.

Lit a single candle — soft light against my skin, flickering across my belly.

I didn’t use the toy.

Just my fingers.

One between my lips.

Two, later, buried knuckle-deep as I whispered:

“Mujhe barbaad karo.”

Ruin me.

“Meri saans bhi le lo. Chhod ke kuch mat jao.”

Take my breath. Leave me with nothing.

“Nisha ki awaaz pe aaya tha na? Ab Nisha ko poora le le.”

I moaned, slowly.

Built it like a story. A spiral. A litany of filthy prayer.

I wasn’t even thinking about him anymore.

I was thinking about the archive.

The future.

People listening to this in secret.

One hand in their boxers. Another on rewind.

I whispered:

“Yeh meri dua hai.”

This is my prayer.

“Mujhe barbaad karo.”

Then I finished.

Body buckling.

Voice cracking.

Mic hot with my breath.

I didn’t even listen back.

Just sent it.

And lay there.

Smiling.

I knew it would be the last one.

Maybe not forever — but for this. This spiral. This voice. This man.

This part of me that bloomed only when the lights were off and I had nothing to say except everything.

I tied a scarf around my wrist.

Not for restraint — for ritual.

Slid my headphones on.

Opened the recorder.

And pressed my fingers into the toy like a confession.

I started with silence.

Twenty seconds.

Breathing.

Letting the mic catch the sound of my exhale.

Then:

“Mujhe barbaad karo.”

Soft. Whispered.

I didn’t moan right away.

I talked.

“Tum sun rahe ho na? Abhi tak rukey nahi ho.”

You’re still listening, aren’t you? You didn’t stop.

“Tum ussi jagah pe ho. Haath wahan. Saans yahin.”

Your hand is there. Your breath is here.

The toy buzzed higher. I let it press against my clit — not inside yet. Not until I earned it.

“Meri aawaaz pe tu phisal jaata hai.”

You slide when you hear me.

“Ab sun. Sun kaise Nisha girti hai.”

And I did.

I gasped.

My voice cracked.

I pressed the toy in.

I didn’t fake a thing.

The orgasm came in layers.

I let the mic hear all of it:

The sharp inhale.

The hitched breath.

The broken whimper.

The way I moaned my own name:

“Nisha… haa… Nisha…”

Then the final blow:

“Raahi… tu mera gunah hai.”

Raahi… you are my sin.

I came hard.

Soaking the sheets.

Thighs locked.

Body curled around the sound.

I stopped recording only after the silence returned.

My lips were swollen. My chest ached. My wrist burned where the scarf had pulled tight.

I played it back once.

Didn’t edit.

Didn’t even trim the start.

Just sent it.

And whispered:

“Save it.”

I was still naked when the message came.

Not in the group thread. Not on the kink server.

My real inbox.

A name I hadn’t seen since college.

Adil K.

[mutual friend from grad school]

[We kissed once. Nothing happened. Or so I thought.]

One line.

No emoji. No greeting.

“I knew it was you.”

My stomach dropped.

And then flipped.

And then tightened.

My whole body thrummed like a struck bell.

He knew.

He knew.

And I’d said his name.

I’d moaned my own.

I’d begged, in Hindi, to be ruined.

And now—

Now I was staring at the message.

Breathing harder.

Grinning like a girl who’d just come three times to her own voice and wasn’t even sorry.

I didn’t reply.

I just let the voice memo thread keep playing.

And pressed my fingers back between my thighs.


Story #22: “My Stepmom’s Secret”

It started with the robe.

Not the first time she wore it. But the first time she wore it that way — loose, hanging off one shoulder, tied just enough to cover the middle, open enough to expose the curve of one bare thigh.

She was standing by the kitchen counter. Backlit. Hair still wet from a shower. Fingertips curled loosely around a mug of tea.

And she wasn’t looking at me.

Which is how I knew she was.

Her name’s Sonia.

She’s been married to my dad for almost five years. They met on a group tour of the Himalayas — both divorced, both “starting fresh,” both annoyingly smug about it. She’s in her late thirties, maybe early forties, though I’ve never heard her say it out loud.

What I do know:

	She teaches yoga, but never talks about it

	She eats papaya with salt in the morning and nothing else

	She never rushes. Anything. Ever.



And she’s beautiful.

Not in an Instagram way. Not highlighter and filters.

She’s slow, silent, sensual. A kind of softness that doesn’t feel accidental.

Warm brown skin. Long black hair she always towel-dries, then leaves down until it air-dries in waves. Full lips, minimal makeup, dark-lined eyes that seem to read people five minutes before they speak.

And the body?

Jesus.

She moves like she’s never bumped into a wall in her life. Tall, but always barefoot. Hips just wide enough to sway when she walks. Tits that bounce when she laughs — not obviously, not porn-star huge, but enough to make me leave the room more than once.

That day, she was alone in the kitchen.

My dad was at a client meeting. I’d come downstairs for water, still in sweatpants and a t-shirt, headphones around my neck.

She didn’t say anything when I passed her.

Just glanced up through her lashes. One second. No smile.

Then turned back to her tea.

But the angle?

It gave me a perfect view down the front of the robe.

Loose. No bra.

Just bare skin. The slope of one breast. The faintest hint of dusky areola, like it had almost — almost — peeked into view.

I didn’t mean to stare.

But I did.

And she didn’t move.

Didn’t pull the robe tighter.

Didn’t glance at me like I’d done something wrong.

She just stood there.

Perfectly still.

Like she was waiting.

That night, I couldn’t sleep.

Kept hearing the soft slap of her bare feet across the tile.

Kept replaying that flash of skin, the way the robe slipped low when she bent over slightly to reach the dishwasher.

Kept thinking about how she only dressed like that when my dad was out of the house.

Not before work.

Not at dinner.

Not when we were all three in the same room.

Only alone.

Only with me.

It didn’t stop after the kitchen.

If anything, it got worse.

Or better.

Depending on the day.

The next week, she walked into the living room wearing one of those cotton house dresses that hangs just right on the hips and hugs tight around the chest. No bra. Hair up. Stretching.

She arched so far back I could see the line of her belly.

The swell of her breasts through the fabric.

And when she bent over, arms reaching for her ankles — slow, silent — I watched her dress ride high up her thighs.

I don’t even think she needed to stretch.

She just wanted to be looked at.

Later that night, I heard the shower.

My dad had already gone to sleep in his room downstairs — work early. I passed by the upstairs bathroom and saw through the blurred glass of the door.

Sonia’s shape.

Curved.

Back turned.

One leg raised slightly, braced against the wall.

Steam curling up around her.

Her arm… moving.

Not like washing.

Like rhythm.

Like she was—

I didn’t stop walking.

Didn’t press closer.

But I didn’t forget it, either.

The next night, it wasn’t the shower.

It was her bedroom door.

Half-closed.

A sliver of light casting a slice across the hallway carpet.

And from inside?

A sound.

Low.

Throaty.

Drawn-out.

I knew that sound.

Had made it myself.

Had heard it enough times in porn and hotel rooms to know the difference between fake and real.

It was real.

And it was Sonia.

I stood still outside the door.

Breath shallow.

I could hear her bedding shift. Sheets moving. Skin on skin.

And then her voice:

“Mmm… right there… yes…”

The voice wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even clear.

But it was unmistakable.

She wasn’t on the phone.

She wasn’t asleep.

She was performing.

For who?

I stayed frozen for maybe a minute.

Two.

Didn’t look in.

Didn’t need to.

The crack of the door was already enough.

I saw her bare legs.

One bent at the knee, foot planted.

Her hand moving between her thighs.

The slow arch of her back.

And the faint gleam of sweat on her stomach under the soft lamp light.

She had to know the door was open.

There’s no way she didn’t.

Just like there’s no way she didn’t hear the floorboard creak when I stepped away.

I didn’t sleep.

I barely moved.

My cock ached the entire night.

And the next morning?

She was already in the kitchen.

Wearing the same robe.

This time tied lower.

And she smiled.

“My Stepmom’s Secret” –

I tried to stop.

Tried to tune it out, take cold showers, scroll anything but Reddit and porn.

Didn’t help.

My head was full of her — hips, voice, that half-glimpse of sweat-beaded thighs lit up in soft lamplight.

And when I jerked off?

It wasn’t to porn.

It was to her.

One afternoon, I left the house for a walk. Came back an hour later.

She was folding laundry.

Mine.

She didn’t say a word.

But on top of the pile?

A pair of boxers.

Still damp at the front.

The waistband creased the exact way I left it — balled up on the floor beside my bed, after I’d come to the thought of her voice moaning into her pillow.

I reached for the boxers.

She moved first.

Hand light.

Picked them up by the edge.

Held them out with a little too much care.

“Want me to wash these separately?”

Her voice was neutral. But her eyes?

Fixed on my face.

Watching me flush.

I muttered something — maybe “no, it’s fine” — and grabbed them.

But the heat rose hard in my chest.

She knew.

And I couldn’t stop imagining her fingers brushing that sticky fabric.

That night, I thought I was alone.

I was upstairs, door closed, laptop open.

Just opened a browser tab — started typing S-O-N.

Not even her full name.

Just “sonia yoga shower.”

Google filled in the rest.

I didn’t click.

I just stared at the suggestion.

Then shut the lid.

Too late.

The knock came soft.

I opened the door halfway, expecting nothing.

She stepped in.

Wearing that nightdress again.

No bra. Hair tied up. Skin bare.

She didn’t wait.

Didn’t pretend.

Just said:

“Aarav. What exactly did you see?”

“Aarav. What exactly did you see?”

She didn’t look angry.

Just calm.

And bare.

Her robe was gone. She stood in that paper-thin nightdress — the one that clung when she moved, that didn’t hide the soft curve of her breasts or the shape of her hips beneath it.

I froze.

“You were standing outside my door two nights ago,” she continued, stepping closer. “The hallway creaked. You didn’t run.”

My throat locked.

“So,” she said softly. “Say it.”

“What did you see?”

My voice cracked.

“I didn’t mean—”

“That’s not what I asked.”

Her gaze didn’t shift. Her tone didn’t change. She could’ve been asking what time it was.

“Tell me.”

I stared at her legs. Her feet. Her shadow against my wall.

“I saw…” I swallowed. “You were… lying back.”

“And?”

“Your legs were open.”

Her breath didn’t hitch.

“Keep going.”

“You were touching yourself.”

“How?”

I hesitated.

She waited.

“With your fingers.”

A pause.

Then, a low hum. Pleased.

“Good.”

She moved to the desk. Rested one hand on it. Let the other brush slowly across her hip.

“And what did you do after?”

I looked away.

“Aarav.”

“…I touched myself.”

“Did you come?”

God. My face was burning.

I nodded.

She smiled.

“Was it good?”

I didn’t answer.

She tilted her head.

“Would you do it again?”

A breath.

“Yes.”

She stepped back.

Just one pace.

Still calm.

Still in control.

“Then we need rules.”

“Then we need rules,” she said again.

I didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

She sat down at the edge of my bed, the hem of her nightdress riding up just enough to bare the slope of her thighs.

“You can watch,” she said, eyes on mine.

“But you don’t touch unless I say when.”

I swallowed.

Hard.

Sonia crossed one leg over the other — slow, smooth, and deliberate — like she knew I was watching every twitch of muscle under that thin silk.

She leaned back, resting on her palms, letting her body open just slightly toward me.

“You want to watch me again?” she asked.

My mouth was dry.

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want to watch you.”

“Good boy.”

Her hand drifted down her thigh, just brushing the edge of her nightdress.

“But if I catch you touching yourself before I give you permission…”

She smiled.

Didn’t finish the sentence.

Didn’t need to.

The power had shifted — and I’d let it.

She stood.

Walked to the door.

Paused.

Turned just enough for me to see her profile — one breast pressing lightly against the fabric, hard nipple visible under the light.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “10 PM. My door will be open. You sit in the chair.”

“You keep your hands in your lap.”

“And you watch.”

My cock strained against my sweats.

She looked straight at it.

“No touching.”

“Not yet.”

And then she left.

Beat 6: Climax (Final Clean Revision)

I walked into her room like it was a ritual.

Ten p.m. sharp.

She didn’t speak. Just nodded toward the chair in the corner.

I sat.

Hands in my lap.

Sonia moved slowly.

Everything about her was careful.

Measured.

She wore a silk robe, pale peach, tied loose at the waist. It shifted with every movement, just enough to reveal the outline of her shape beneath — the dip of her waist, the faint swell of her chest, the smooth line of her thighs.

She sat on the edge of the bed. Crossed one leg over the other.

Tilted her head.

And looked at me.

“Don’t move your hands,” she said softly.

I nodded.

My heart was pounding.

I felt it in my throat. In my fingertips. Lower.

She let the silence stretch.

Then reached for something beside her — a slim object I’d seen before, resting on her nightstand.

She held it without embarrassment.

Without show.

And pressed it, gently, against her shoulder.

A quiet vibration filled the room.

She didn’t speak.

She let it trail down the curve of her collarbone.

Then lower.

Her breath caught — not for effect, but from contact.

I watched every shift of her body.

Her robe fell slightly from one shoulder. She didn’t fix it.

She was still mostly covered — but the gaps were worse than nudity.

They invited.

They withheld.

Her fingers moved in a rhythm I couldn’t ignore.

Her eyelids fluttered.

Her hips rolled — small, slow movements.

She wasn’t acting for the room.

She was responding to something real.

But she kept her eyes on me.

“You want to?” she said quietly.

I didn’t pretend not to understand.

“Yes.”

“Say it clearly.”

“I want to touch myself.”

“Why?”

“Because of you.”

She watched me for a long moment.

Then gave the smallest nod.

And I did.

Quietly. Obediently.

I stayed in the chair. I didn’t lean forward. I didn’t speak again.

She made a soft sound — almost like a sigh — and let her head fall back slightly as her movements grew more deliberate.

The only sound in the room was our breathing.

The low hum of that little device.

The soft shift of fabric.

We never touched.

But I’d never felt so close to anyone in my life.

“Say my name,” she whispered.

“Sonia.”

“Again.”

I said it like a prayer.

And then—

She said, “Now.”

That’s all.

And everything in me gave way.

The air was warm.

Still.

Neither of us moved.

I stayed in the chair, hands folded again, skin buzzing. My breath shallow. My chest still tight.

She sat across from me, calm.

Untouched.

But I could see it — in her flushed cheeks, the faint rise and fall of her breath, the way she smoothed her robe back around her body without rushing.

Like she’d won something.

And I’d given it to her.

She stood.

Walked to the door.

Then turned.

Eyes on mine.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t tease.

She just said:

“Next time, you’ll knock.”

And closed the door behind me.


Story #23: “Lunchroom Whisper”

The office always got quiet after 3.

Not dead quiet — not like Friday after layoffs — just that stretched-out, end-of-day hush. The kind that made keyboards sound too loud and scrolling feel like rebellion.

Rina leaned back in her chair and stared at the Slack thread on her second screen.

#confess-n-dare-me

“Bet you won’t do something in the lunchroom 😏”

“Lunchroom’s too easy.”

“You can’t even moan in there without the fridge chiming.”

“Wanna bet?”

“$20 if you do it before 5.”

Her finger hovered over the reply box.

It wasn’t like anyone knew who she was.

Fake name. VPN. Burner account routed through her personal phone.

And besides — the office had no security cameras in the back kitchen. She knew that. Had checked.

Once. Or twice.

She typed:

“Define ‘do it.’”

Hit send.

Then sipped her coffee like she hadn’t just offered herself to the algorithm.

Rina was always the one who looked too polished for a company this casual. High-waisted pencil skirts in a sea of hoodies. A silk blouse tucked neatly at the waist. Lips stained dark plum, hair in a bun high enough to show the curve of her neck.

She didn’t dress up for attention.

But she knew how to weaponize it.

Especially when someone looked twice.

Across the room, Leo was doing that now.

Half-hidden behind his monitor, one hand propping up his jaw. He wasn’t watching her.

Not directly.

Just watching her screen.

The soft glow lighting her cheek.

The way her legs crossed when she leaned in.

She caught the look and didn’t blink.

Rina clicked into Slack proper.

Found his name.

Rina → Leo: “Back kitchen. 4:20. Bring nothing.”

She didn’t wait for a reply.

In the dare thread, someone had posted a gif of a round of applause.

Another had added:

“You won’t. But I want to believe.”

She smiled.

Checked the time.

4:17.

She stood.

Tucked a blotting paper into her bra.

Straightened her skirt.

And walked — slow and casual — toward the kitchen.

No one looked up.

But someone would remember it later.

Leo was already there when she walked in.

Leaning against the counter, arms crossed, trying too hard to look casual. He wore the same faded tee from earlier, stretched just slightly across his chest. His eyes flicked up when she entered.

She closed the door behind her.

It didn’t lock.

But it clicked.

That was enough.

“Didn’t bring anything,” he said, lifting his hands in mock surrender.

Rina raised a brow.

“No talking.”

The fridge hummed in the corner. Harsh overhead light turned his shadow sharp across the floor. The tile was cold through her heels.

She stepped in front of him.

Close enough to smell coffee on his breath. Close enough to see the flicker of heat in his throat when he swallowed.

Then—

She knelt.

No hesitation.

Just movement.

A quiet shift of knees on tile, the slide of her skirt rising slightly above them, the drag of her palm down his thigh.

His breath hitched.

But he didn’t stop her.

Not even when she pressed her cheek to his zipper.

“You’ve thought about this,” she whispered, low enough that only the fridge might hear her.

He nodded.

Too fast.

She smiled.

And unzipped him.

What followed was silent.

Desperate.

Hot.

Her head moved slow at first — calculated, almost cruel. Like she wanted him to remember every second.

He bit his lip.

His hands hovered near her head but never touched. She didn’t offer permission. Didn’t need to.

A fork clattered somewhere down the hallway.

Footsteps.

She didn’t stop.

Just pulled back — slightly — looked up at him, and held one finger to her lips.

Don’t make a sound.

He didn’t.

She finished him quickly.

Expertly.

And when he gasped — sharp, desperate — she pressed her mouth closed around him to muffle it.

No one opened the door.

No one knocked.

But she knew someone had heard.

She could feel it.

When she stood, she was smiling.

Wiped the corner of her mouth with the edge of her wrist.

Tugged her skirt back down. Smoothed it flat.

Leo’s hands were braced on the counter like he needed help standing.

“You—” he started.

She kissed his cheek.

Didn’t let him finish.

“Next time,” she whispered, “you ask me.”

Then walked out.

By the time Rina got back to her desk, the office had returned to normal.

Mouse clicks. Half-muted conference calls. Somebody microwaving something that smelled like noodles and regret.

Her pulse was still unsteady.

Her throat felt dry.

Her legs—god, her legs.

But her face?

Neutral.

Professional.

A faint flush on her neck, maybe. Nothing a screen couldn’t hide.

She pulled out a compact. Checked.

No lipstick.

Gone.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with a napkin anyway. Sipped her water. Opened a new tab.

And told herself to breathe.

Leo hadn’t followed her out right away.

That was smart.

The longer he waited, the more plausible deniability they both had.

It hadn’t lasted more than five minutes.

Six, maybe.

She’d made sure of that.

No one had—

ping

Slack lit up at the top of her screen.

Not Leo.

Someone else.

Someone she hadn’t messaged since onboarding.

Dev (HR)

“You left something behind.”

She stared.

Didn’t blink.

Another message followed.

No words.

Just a photo.

It was small. Blurry. A still from a security camera? No. The kitchen had none.

Taken by phone, then.

From just outside the door.

The angle caught only the bottom of the frame — her heels, the line of her calves, and the hem of her skirt.

She was kneeling.

Face just out of view.

But it was enough.

A third message.

“Pretty color. Plum, right?”

Rina exhaled.

Long.

Slow.

Then leaned back in her chair.

Let herself feel it.

Not panic.

Not yet.

But something deeper.

Thrill.

She stared at the message.

Then at the photo again.

Her legs. Her skirt. The slight tilt of her head. Just out of frame.

It could’ve been anyone.

But it wasn’t.

Rina opened Dev’s profile.

HR analyst.

Hardly memorable. Quiet in meetings. Smiled too much.

But that message?

That was written by someone who wanted her to know exactly what they’d seen — and how much more they could reveal.

Her heart kicked once in her chest.

Then steadied.

She applied a fresh coat of lipstick — darker this time.

Closed her compact.

Then replied.

Rina → Dev

“Careful. That sounds like blackmail.”

Read.

Typing…

“Not blackmail.”

“A compliment.”

Her legs crossed under the desk.

She leaned forward. Elbows on her thighs.

Typed again.

“You spying on the whole office?”

“Just the ones who kneel.”

A slow smile curled her lips.

She looked across the room. Saw Dev at his desk — eyes on his screen, unreadable. But he wasn’t hiding.

Not really.

This wasn’t just about the act.

It was about the game.

And someone had just asked if she wanted to play a little longer.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t backpedal. Didn’t delete the messages. Didn’t pretend it hadn’t happened.

Instead—

She pulled her phone from her bag. Opened the dare thread again.

Typed:

“Completed. Breakroom. Witness unknown. Thrill level: 9.5.”

Then attached a photo.

Not of Leo. Not of the act.

Just her legs crossed under her desk.

A tube of lipstick sitting on her thigh.

Plum.

The likes started almost instantly.

Replies too.

“Queen behavior.”

“You’re a menace.”

“Wait. Witness??”

She closed the thread.

Went back to Slack.

Typed slowly.

Rina → Dev

“Since you’re watching…”

“You’ll tell me if I miss a spot.”

Then attached a photo from her camera roll — taken seconds before. A close crop of her lips. Freshly reapplied. Reflecting softly in her compact mirror.

Three dots.

Then nothing.

Then:

“You’re dangerous.”

She leaned back in her chair.

Satisfied.

“Then stay tuned.”

Beat 6: Climax

The thrill didn’t fade.

Not after the thread blew up.

Not after Dev stopped replying.

Not even when she ducked into the far restroom — the quiet one down the back hallway — locked the stall, and sat for a second just to breathe.

She looked down at her hands.

Still shaking.

Looked at her thighs.

Still flushed.

She unlocked her phone.

Swiped open the camera.

Turned it front-facing.

No one else would see it.

Just her.

Just for a second.

She lifted her skirt.

One photo.

Just enough leg. Just enough shadow. Her mouth still dark with lipstick. Her expression unreadable.

She didn’t send it.

Not yet.

Back at her desk, the message arrived.

No text.

Just a photo.

A mirror — bathroom maybe. Blurry.

But in the reflection?

Her. Walking by. Minutes ago.

She recognized her outfit. Her stride.

He was watching again.

She smiled.

And sent him the photo.

Not the leg.

The mouth.

The expression.

Rina → Dev

“Tell me what you want to see next.”

Three dots.

Then nothing.

Then:

“I want to see you not stop.”

She locked her screen.

Closed her laptop.

And stood.

Slow.

Aware.

As she walked toward the elevator, she glanced left.

Dev was still at his desk.

Eyes forward.

But smiling.

Just barely.

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime.

Rina stepped in.

Didn’t expect anyone else.

But someone was already inside.

Leaning against the side rail. Eyes on the mirrored wall. Loafers, pressed slacks, button-down rolled to the elbows.

Dev.

He didn’t look at her right away.

Not directly.

Just the reflection.

Her legs.

Her lips.

The soft click of her heels on the floor as she stepped forward.

She said nothing.

Neither did he.

The doors closed.

They stood in silence.

Side by side.

His voice, when it came, was soft.

“You dropped something.”

He reached into his pocket.

Held it out.

Her lipstick.

Plum.

Still warm from his hand.

She took it.

Didn’t thank him.

Just leaned in.

Close enough that her voice didn’t carry.

“We’re not done.”

Then smiled.

And turned to face the front.


Story #24: “Gym Locker Fantasy”

I should’ve focused on the lunge form.

Not the way he said “deeper.”

Not the sound his palm made tapping the bench behind me.

Not the way he smelled — clean sweat and eucalyptus, like restraint and aftercare.

But no.

My brain decided to short-circuit halfway through Bulgarian split squats because Dez corrected my form with one hand on my lower back and the other cupping my inner knee like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“You’re collapsing inward,” he said.

“Keep that knee tracking your toe. Yup. Just like that.”

I nodded. Said nothing. Didn’t make a sound.

Even though my whole pelvic floor lit up like a switchboard.

He stepped back. Kept coaching.

Me?

I spent the rest of the session trying not to visibly grind against the mat during cooldown stretches.

By the time I got home, I was soaked.

Not in sweat.

I should’ve gone straight to bed.

Should’ve iced my quads and closed my phone and counted macros or some shit.

But instead—

I opened that stupid confessions thread I read when I can’t sleep.

You know the one.

Black background. Anon handles. Half kinks, half jokes.

And I typed:

“I train at a tiny gym and dream of riding my coach’s face in the locker room.”

Then added:

“He says things like ‘keep your core tight’ and I want to sit on him until I forget how words work.”

Then hit post.

No name.

No face.

Just the fantasy.

A throwaway.

A vent.

Something to exhale the heat.

It blew up in minutes.

“Too real.”

“Ma’am.”

“Tag his gym 👀”

“Bet he knows.”

“Is this about Dez from FitCore???”

My stomach dropped.

I locked my screen.

Didn’t breathe.

How the fuck did they know?

I showed up five minutes early.

Full beat face. Tight leggings. Water bottle half-full because I’d spilled it trying not to panic.

Dez didn’t look up when I entered.

He was adjusting the incline on a bench press setup, focused.

Too focused.

Like he already knew.

“Warm up,” he said, nodding toward the bike. “Mobility after.”

Like nothing had changed.

Like I hadn’t blasted our entire trainer-client dynamic to a very online, very horny corner of the internet less than twelve hours ago.

I got on the bike. Started pedaling. Tried not to look.

But I could feel it.

His gaze on my thighs.

The way he walked around me with that same calm energy, adjusting settings, checking angles, guiding me with his voice and nothing else.

“You’re strong,” he said during single-leg Romanian deadlifts.

“Lock your hips. Drive from the heel.”

His fingers grazed the outside of my calf.

My breath caught.

By the time we finished glutes, I could barely stand.

He handed me a towel.

I didn’t trust myself to speak.

He didn’t either.

Just nodded toward the back.

“Locker room’s empty. Take your time.”

I walked down the hallway.

The room was dim. Just one light overhead. The far shower stall was dripping rhythmically.

But the first thing I saw?

The door.

Propped open.

Just a few inches.

Not wide enough to invite.

Just wide enough to suggest.

I froze.

Looked back.

No one in the hallway.

No one calling me.

Just the faint sound of the playlist from the weight room.

He hadn’t locked it.

He hadn’t said anything.

But he’d left the door open.

The second I crossed the threshold, I knew I couldn’t pretend anymore.

The door eased shut behind me with a soft click — no dramatic bang, just a simple finality. The sound of a line being drawn. Or maybe erased.

It smelled like eucalyptus and rubber flooring and humid air that hadn’t quite cleared from earlier.

One dim fluorescent flickered softly above the lockers.

Dez wasn’t in sight.

But his bag was — tucked beside the bench, his gray hoodie folded on top. Still warm.

I hovered near the edge, towel still looped around my neck.

My heartbeat was everywhere.

Throat. Knees. The hollow above my thighs.

I turned toward the mirror.

Didn’t recognize myself.

Flushed. Hair stuck to my temple. Sports bra damp with effort and nerves.

And my eyes? Wild.

Like I was either about to run or do something dangerous.

“You’re really here,” came his voice.

Calm.

From the far stall.

No question. Just a statement of fact.

I jumped.

Then exhaled.

He stepped out from the steam. Shirtless. Towel low on his hips. A bottle of water in one hand. Still slightly damp, like he’d been letting time pass just slow enough to see what I’d do.

Dez didn’t look surprised.

Didn’t smirk.

Just tilted his head.

Waiting.

“I’m not…” I cleared my throat. “I didn’t plan this.”

He nodded once. “You don’t need to lie.”

“I wasn’t lying,” I said quickly.

Pause.

“Okay, I’m lying.”

He smiled.

Not smug. Not gloating.

Like he’d seen this play out already.

I bit my lip.

Then said it:

“I wrote that post.”

Silence.

“The locker room thing. About you.”

Still nothing.

Just his eyes on mine.

And then:

“I know.”

I blinked.

“You… knew?”

He nodded. Sipped his water. “It wasn’t subtle.”

Heat rose so fast in my chest I thought I might black out.

“I didn’t think you’d see it—”

“I did.”

“I didn’t think you’d know it was me—”

“I did.”

He took a step forward.

And then another.

“You used the words I use when I coach you,” he said. “Right down to ‘keep your core tight.’”

I swallowed.

He stepped closer.

“You called me Dez.”

I laughed nervously. “You don’t think there are other coaches named Dez?”

“There probably are,” he said. “But only one who’s corrected your split squats for the last eight Thursdays.”

He was standing in front of me now.

Close enough that I could see the freckles on his collarbone.

Close enough to smell mint and sweat and something faintly citrusy.

“I should go,” I whispered.

“You should.”

I didn’t move.

He tilted his head slightly.

“You wrote that you dream of riding my face in this locker room.”

“I—”

“Are you still dreaming?”

I couldn’t speak.

I could barely breathe.

I just stared.

And then he said:

“If you’re serious, lock the door.”

I didn’t move at first.

Not because I didn’t want to.

But because I did.

More than I could explain. More than I should.

The kind of want that made my fingers twitch and my knees weak and my thoughts spiral into places I’d never say out loud.

He stood there. Silent. Still.

Towel low on his hips. Hands relaxed. Not pushing. Not coaxing.

Just offering.

I turned to look at the door.

Still closed.

But the lock? Unclicked.

One flick.

One sound.

One choice.

I touched the handle.

Felt the cold metal.

Felt my heart racing so loud it made my ears ring.

And in the mirror across from me, I caught my own eyes.

Wide. Shining.

Hungry.

Click.

The sound was soft.

But the silence after was louder.

I turned back around.

Dez hadn’t moved.

But his jaw was tighter. His breath deeper. His fingers flexed once.

He nodded.

Like I’d passed a test he didn’t want to grade.

“You sure?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.

Just stepped back.

Sat down on the bench.

Legs apart.

Breath shaky.

Voice low.

“You said I dreamed about it.”

Pause.

“So show me what it feels like.”

He moved slowly.

Not like he was teasing.

Like he was respecting something.

He dropped to his knees in front of me, towel still slung low, arms loose at his sides, eyes up.

Waiting.

Like a challenge.

Like prayer.

Like I was the fantasy now.

The light overhead flickered.

The room smelled like steam and heat and whatever scent he wore on his skin.

And I couldn’t think. Couldn’t blink.

All I could do was breathe.

“You don’t want to kiss me?” I asked softly.

“I want to do exactly what you wrote,” he said. “Unless you’ve changed your mind.”

My stomach fluttered.

“No,” I whispered.

“I haven’t.”

He placed one hand on my knee.

Spread me gently — not with force. With confidence.

With the care of a man who didn’t need to hurry.

Because I’d asked for this.

And he was listening.

The gym felt like another universe.

I could still hear the buzz of the vending machine down the hall.

The soft drip from the shower.

The tick of a clock I hadn’t noticed before.

But none of it mattered.

Because his breath hit the inside of my thigh, and I forgot every name I’d ever learned.

I tilted my hips forward.

Hands gripping the bench behind me.

And said — quiet, clear:

“Don’t stop unless I tell you.”

He nodded once.

Lowered his mouth.

And obeyed.

6: Climax

His mouth touched me like a promise.

Not rushed. Not hesitant.

Just focused — warm, slow pressure where I needed it most.

I gasped.

Hands flew to the bench behind me, gripping the edge like I might fall off the earth.

He adjusted — palms pressing under my thighs now, anchoring me as I tilted back, let my legs fall further apart.

I felt every breath he exhaled against me.

Felt his tongue flatten, drag, circle.

He’d read the post.

He knew what I wanted.

But now?

He was making me earn it.

I moaned. Loud. Unfiltered.

Let it echo in the empty room.

There was no one else there, but if someone heard — if someone opened that door and saw me with my legs spread and my coach on his knees — I didn’t care.

I didn’t care.

He pulled me closer — nose pressed in deep now, tongue relentless.

And I broke.

My back arched off the bench.

I tangled a hand in his hair and held him there.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

His answer was a groan — deep, buried in me.

My thighs quivered.

The bench creaked.

My sneakers slipped once on the tile, but I didn’t care.

I let my knees rise, framing his head.

Let him hold me open and work.

Let the sound of it — wet, messy, obscene — bounce off the walls and flood my skull.

He gripped my hips harder.

I started shaking.

“F-fuck,” I gasped, “right there—”

And then it hit.

The orgasm didn’t build.

It crashed.

I fell forward, curling around his head as I came.

Everything clenched — my stomach, my throat, the fingers fisted in his curls.

I cried out.

Long. Loud.

Didn’t bother hiding it.

Didn’t care if it echoed through the damn weight room.

He didn’t stop.

Even when I jerked.

Even when I whimpered.

Even when I tried to twist away, too sensitive.

He slowed. Gentle now.

Soft licks. Open mouth. Worship.

Like he was writing something between my legs.

I collapsed back on the bench, thighs limp, chest heaving.

My vision blurred at the edges.

Dez leaned back on his knees, face glistening, eyes locked on mine.

He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand — slow, like he wanted me to see it.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed.

He tilted his head.

“You okay?”

I laughed. Weakly.

“I’m gonna need… electrolytes. And therapy.”

He smiled.

Stood up.

And pulled his hoodie off the bench, offering it to me.

I slipped it over my head.

No bra.

Didn’t care.

We stood in silence for a few beats.

My legs still trembled.

My throat was raw.

I didn’t feel humiliated.

I felt wrecked.

Powerful.

Real.

He leaned close, breath still warm against my cheek.

“You ever write a follow-up post…”

He reached past me, picked up my water bottle, pressed it into my hand.

“…tag me.”

I tied my shoes slowly.

One lace, then the other.

My thighs still trembled when I stood, hoodie slipping low over my hips.

Dez didn’t say anything.

He didn’t need to.

We both knew.

Outside, the lobby was empty.

Closed sign flipped. The fluorescents dimmed.

I tapped my keycard at the door — beep — and stepped into the night.

Cool air hit my face. My pulse slowed.

I checked my phone.

No notifications.

No DMs.

Just the same old thread blinking at the top of my screen:

“What’s the sluttiest thing you’ve ever done at the gym?”

I didn’t answer.

Not yet.

Just smiled.

And kept walking.


Stay With Me

Volume 4 — One More Secret

By now, you know the rule.

There is always one more secret.

One more dare after everyone should have stopped drinking. One more message after the sensible reply has already been typed and deleted. One more glance across a room. One more moment of weakness that doesn’t feel weak at all once it begins.

In One More Secret, the series leans into the dangerous pleasure of escalation. These are stories about people who tell themselves it was only a kiss, only a photo, only a look, only one time — until the secret grows teeth. A party dare becomes a private obsession. A hidden watcher becomes part of the game. A confession thread becomes a stage. A moment that should have ended quietly becomes the thing someone can’t stop replaying.

As always, these stories can be read alone. But readers who have stayed with the series will feel the pattern tightening: shame becoming hunger, exposure becoming power, and secrecy becoming less like something to hide and more like something to savour.

Read One More Secret now on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited:

https://a.co/d/0gAcAtzd


About the Author

[image: ]

Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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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

🪞 The Glass Room

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

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

🔗 Tied to Myself

They bind themselves in secret—but not all secrets stay hidden.

This gripping series of erotic short stories explores women who take control of their pleasure through self-restraint, only to find themselves pushed to the edge by circumstance, exposure, or their own insatiable need. Whether it’s a rooftop in the dark, a chair in the living room, or a bathroom with the door unlocked, each tale delivers high-stakes arousal, inventive bondage, and emotional intensity. Inspired by real confessions and kink subcultures, Tied to Myself is raw, risky, and unforgettable.
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