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You didn’t open this for something subtle.

Some stories don’t hide what they are.

They invite you to enjoy it anyway.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

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

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Story 33 – Delivery Instructions

She added the note at 00:43, when the flat was too quiet and the checkout page felt like a dare.

Delivery instruction (optional): “Please ring twice. If it’s after 6 p.m., text first. I’ll be… ready.”

The boutique’s site was tasteful—matte black, candlelit product photos, copy that sounded like a secret whispered against a collarbone. She wasn’t drunk, just buzzy, the good kind, the kind that made you playful with yourself. A flirty line typed into a box no one ever reads. She hit buy and immediately pictured a warehouse printer spitting that line into the world, a stranger’s eyebrow lifting over a cup of tea.

Morning broke ordinary. Emails, kettle steam, the small clatter of normal life. She forgot about the parcel until the dispatch SMS landed at 15:11: “Out for delivery—by 19:00.” An hour later came another ping—unknown number, London area code:

Courier: “Two rings after six. I can text first. You’ll be ready?”

Her breath snagged mid-sip. The phrasing was polite, professional-adjacent, but there was a glint in it. She thumbed back:

Her: “All above board, please. Text helps. Thanks.”

She set the phone down and wandered the flat like a cat trying not to look at a door it fully intends to pounce when it opens. Window cracked. Evening air moving in faint, warm draughts that smelled like rain on hot pavement. She tuned the space: dishes stacked, letters tidied, a loose cardigan draped where it would look accidental and not staged. Consent lived in the details—front door chain checked, peephole clear, boundaries rehearsed: parcel hand-off at the threshold, nothing more.

At 18:27 another text arrived with a photo: a discreet cardboard box resting on the bonnet of a white van, her street in soft focus behind it. The angle suggested distance; the caption didn’t.

Courier: “Ten minutes. Two rings.”

A hum stirred under her ribs. She changed—nothing dramatic, just the version of herself that feels like yes: black slip under a summer dress, cardigan loose enough to close, hair pinned messily so the tidy version of her could come apart later—alone. She caught her reflection in the hallway mirror and laughed at her own nerves. “It’s a parcel,” she told herself, voice low, amused. “You’re signing for cardboard.”

Two gentle chimes at 18:39. She opened to the chain—always the chain first—and found a man a step back from the threshold, hands visible, company logo neat on the polo. Mid-thirties, clean trainers, that open, weekday face couriers wear after a thousand doors. He looked her in the eye the way good strangers do: present, not prying.

“Evening,” he said. “Two rings.”

“Text first,” she answered before she could stop herself, and they both smiled like conspirators who hadn’t yet agreed on the crime.

He lifted the scanner. “Name?”

She gave it; he read it back, careful with the vowels. The box changed hands with that tiny, charged brush that happens when politeness meets awareness—nothing you could point to, everything you could feel. He stepped away immediately, ceding the threshold like a stage mark hit on cue.

“There’s a note on the order,” he said, not quite looking at the slip. “About being ready.”

She kept her voice mild. “For deliveries.”

“Good to know,” he said, and the way he said it let her decide what it meant.

“Good evening,” she offered, closing the door to the click of the chain and the light thud of her heart.

Back inside, the flat felt newly tuned—same air, sharper frequency. She set the parcel on the kitchen counter and traced the seam of the tape with a thumbnail. The kettle clicked. Somewhere outside, his van door rolled shut with that hollow, metallic sigh. She pictured the parcel still-life from the photo—box on bonnet, city blurred—and understood suddenly why photographers love reflections: distance makes the wanting clean.

She didn’t open it. Not yet. She let the box sit like a promise while the last of the evening bled out of the windows and the first of the night tinted the glass. When her phone buzzed again, she knew without looking.

Courier: “For the record—if a note says ‘ready,’ I take that as ‘ring twice and be respectful.’ Same time tomorrow on my route. No expectations, just… the text first helped.”

She typed, deleted, typed again, settled on:

Her: “Respect appreciated. Same time is fine. Ring twice.”

She added nothing about the cardigan on the chair back, or the way the unopened parcel made the whole room smell faintly of paper and something like anticipation. Consent, desire, safety—she rolled them over in her mind like three coins in one palm, then slid the box closer, the blade of the scissors slipping under the tape with a whisper.

The parcel was heavier than she expected for its size.

When she peeled back the tape and folded the flaps, a smaller box sat inside — sleek and deliberate, the kind of packaging that telegraphed luxury. Matte black, edges beveled, the brand name picked out in silver so subtle you had to tilt it to catch the letters.

She slid the sleeve free, the cardboard whispering against itself, and lifted the lid. A magnetic clasp gave way with a soft click. Inside: satin. Black, folded, almost theatrical.

The smell hit her first — not perfume, not chemical, but clean, faintly metallic, with an undertone of new plastic and ink. The scent of something untouched, never handled before.

She unfolded the satin like a ritual.

And there it was.

The toy gleamed under lamplight, curved like it had been sculpted to fit into the hollow of a palm. The body was satin-smooth silicone, seamless, with a faint give that yielded under her thumb before springing back. Cool at first, then slowly warming where her skin lingered.

The shape was elegant but unmistakable: a tapering head with just enough angle to promise pressure in the right place; a slim neck that widened to a thicker base meant to be gripped, braced, used. A row of three recessed buttons punctuated the side: power, cycle, intensity. Minimal, deliberate. Nothing extraneous.

She turned it over. The base bore a charging port sealed with a tiny silicone flap, a subtle logo embossed above it. She brushed her fingertip across the lettering and felt the texture—raised, confident, like a signature.

Even unpowered, it hummed a kind of potential in her hand. Weighted just right so she could imagine the momentum of it moving, pressing, sliding. The silicone caught on her skin when she dragged her thumb lightly across, creating the faintest resistance—like it wanted to hold on.

She brought it closer, half-smiling at herself, and pressed the curve against her cheek. The coolness shocked her before her body heat transferred, leaving the surface warm and almost alive.

When she finally pressed the button, it gave a small, decisive click.

The hum that followed was low, velvety, barely audible. She felt it more than heard it — a subtle vibration that resonated through the grip into her palm, up her wrist, like standing too close to a speaker with the bass turned down low.

She cycled through the settings. The pulse quickened, stuttered, steadied, each mode distinct, each one a promise. She found herself holding her breath as if each vibration was already inside her.

The toy looked like it belonged in a gallery case: matte body, glimmering accent ring, every line curved with intent. But in her hand, heavy and purring, it felt like something else entirely — an instrument designed not to be admired, but to undo her.

That was when her phone buzzed again.

Courier: “Forgot to say—you left your curtains cracked.”

Courier: “Don’t worry. I’m gone.”

Her heart stuttered.

The van was still outside. Curtains angled just enough that the streetlamp spilled silver lines into the room, brushing the black silicone in her palm until it almost looked wet.

She stared down at it — humming, heavy, ready — and realised her reflection in the dark glass was more exposed than she’d thought.

The hum of the toy filled the flat like a second pulse.

Not loud, not obvious — more like a vibration in the bones of the room, a frequency she felt in the soles of her feet even when it wasn’t touching her.

She sat back into the sofa, toy resting against her thigh through the thin cotton of her dress. The motor’s rhythm translated up her skin, subtle but enough to make her shift in her seat, press her legs closer together.

The blinds, half-open, pulled her eyes again and again. That slant of space showing the sodium glow of the streetlamp, the vague outline of the van, maybe occupied, maybe not. It felt like a camera aperture: framing her, daring her to step into the shot.

She told herself to close them. It would take five seconds. No one would know. But her body didn’t move. Instead, her hand tightened around the toy.

The silicone warmed against her skin now, almost human-warm, like flesh that wanted to be pressed deeper. She traced the curved head along her inner thigh above the hem of her dress — not touching anything forbidden yet, just enough to feel the vibration travel into her muscles. Her breath stuttered.

The thought arrived uninvited: What do I look like from out there?

She rose, slow, deliberate, and crossed to the window. Each step made the hum in her hand feel louder, more reckless. She stopped just short of the blinds and angled her body so she could see the street without offering her face directly to it.

The van’s windshield caught the streetlight, black behind the glass. She couldn’t tell if someone sat inside.

The toy buzzed against her palm, steady, patient. She lifted it to her collarbone, pressed the curve there, felt the vibration spill up her neck and into her jaw. She pictured the silhouette it must cast through the glass: her head tilted back, hand clutching something unfamiliar, the line of her body curved into the suggestion of pleasure.

Her phone chimed on the sofa. She didn’t move.

Instead she hooked two fingers under the hem of her dress and tugged it higher, until the dark edge of her slip showed mid-thigh. The toy traced lazy arcs across bare skin. She wasn’t even touching herself properly yet, but her body responded — heat blooming, pulse beating in her ears.

She closed her eyes for a second. The image burned bright behind them: a faceless gaze outside, drinking in every shift of fabric, every tremor in her legs. The possibility of being watched turned each vibration sharper, like the toy itself was responding to that audience.

When she opened her eyes again, she swore she saw a flicker — just the faintest suggestion of movement behind the van’s windshield. Her breath caught.

She let the toy hover at the edge of her slip. Not pressing, not entering. Just there, humming, like a secret trying to speak itself into the night air.

The blinds trembled in the draft. The gap widened a fraction more. Her reflection ghosted in the glass, overlaid with the dark outline of the van. Her own body doubled — here and there, exposed and imagined, watched and watcher.

Another chime from her phone. The timing was too sharp, too perfect. She forced herself back to the sofa, heart racing, knees weak. She flipped the screen over with one finger.

Courier: “Keep the light on. Stand closer.”

Her whole body tightened. The hum in her hand suddenly felt indecent, undeniable.

She looked at the lamp in the corner, its warm glow painting her skin in soft gold. It turned the toy slick-black in her palm, shadows stretching long across the floor.

She was already standing again before she’d made the decision.

The lamp glow softened nothing. It sharpened her.

Her skin looked more bare than she meant, more deliberate, as if stepping into that light had already been a confession. She stood there with the toy still humming in her hand, arm loose at her side, knowing the angle of the blinds would cut her into fragments for anyone watching. Face hidden, but body broadcast in silhouette.

The phone chimed again on the sofa. She didn’t look this time.

The hum against her thigh was enough of a message.

Her dress hem had already ridden high when she’d sat down before. Now, standing, it barely skimmed mid-thigh. The toy traced along that skin like a magnet, tugging her hand higher, daring her closer. She dragged the curve across her hip, the vibration spilling into bone, then let it hover just beneath the edge of fabric.

Her pulse spiked so hard she felt it in her throat.

Every part of her screamed close the blinds, turn it off, finish this alone. But her feet didn’t move.

She angled herself toward the window, body half-turned. The reflection caught her: hair messy, eyes dark, dress clinging to curves made sharper by the lamplight. Behind her own reflection, the van was still parked, a void behind its windshield.

The possibility of being seen pressed against her like a hand.

She thumbed the toy’s button. The vibration jumped a setting—deeper, steadier, impossible to ignore now. It rattled through her grip, up her wrist, into her belly. She gasped softly, and the sound startled her as if it belonged to someone else.

The voice in her head fractured. One side scolding, warning. The other whispering: This is what you asked for when you typed that note. This is the game you wanted played.

The dress hem lifted again, this time by her own hand. She gathered the cotton up until the slip beneath was visible, clinging to her hips. Her thighs looked pale in the lamplight, trembling with the low vibration pressed between them.

She closed her eyes, let her head tip back, and exhaled into the ceiling. The hum filled her body, reverberated through the silence of the room. She thought of the silhouette it cast—the line of her throat, the shape of her parted lips, the faint trembling of her knees.

Another chime from her phone, insistent, almost taunting. She snatched it up without breaking her pose and read:

Courier: “Stay right there. Let me see how brave you are.”

Her stomach dropped.

He wasn’t gone.

The toy buzzed harder against her hand as if it had its own agenda, dragging her forward into choice. She should have killed the power. She should have texted Stop. But her thumb tightened around the shaft instead, cycling the vibration up again until the sound filled the room in a low, animal growl.

Her body betrayed her. The heat between her legs pulsed. She pressed the toy higher, letting the silicone nestle under the edge of her slip. She bit her lip to keep the sound in, chest heaving, toes curling against the rug.

Her reflection doubled in the window—herself here, herself there, a silhouette writ large on dark glass. The thrill and the fear blurred until they felt identical, until she couldn’t tell which made her wetter.

Her phone buzzed one more time in her free hand.

Courier: “Don’t stop. Not until you finish.”

Her knees buckled slightly. She gripped the window frame with her empty hand, body bent forward, toy pressed tight. A low sound escaped her throat, half-protest, half-surrender.

Conflict tore through her — but only sharpened the need.

The hum was no longer a background sound. It filled her whole chest, shook her thighs, carried through her bones until even her teeth buzzed with it. The toy felt welded to her hand now, a live thing, insistent, demanding.

Her body pressed forward into the window frame, cheek brushing the cold glass, breath fogging it in ragged bursts. The blinds cut across her in angled stripes, but the gaps left her outline bold, undeniable.

Outside, the van sat like an animal crouched in the dark. Its shape blurred by sodium light, windshield still black, impossible to read. The unknowing burned hotter than certainty. If he was gone, she was performing for a void. If he was there, she was giving herself away in full. Both made her pulse race until her knees nearly buckled.

She let the toy climb higher, nestling hard against the damp silk between her legs. The vibration ripped a cry out of her throat before she could stop it, sharp and desperate. She slapped her free hand to the glass to muffle it, but the sound escaped anyway, ricocheting around the flat.

The phone buzzed in her other hand, the words glowing bright on the screen:

Courier: “Yes. Don’t hold back.”

The syllables detonated in her. Consent, command, and confirmation braided into one sharp line. Her resistance snapped.

She dragged the toy directly against her clit, harder now, her hips jerking forward without rhythm. The silicone slid easily now, her slip damp enough to stain, the vibrations brutal at full power. Her body stuttered in the lamplight, each movement a fragment in silhouette on the blinds.

Her head thudded back against the frame. Her eyes rolled shut. Her mouth fell open on a moan she didn’t recognise as her own.

The orgasm hit like a jolt of current through wire. Not a climb but a collapse — sudden, wrenching, total. Her thighs clamped, her stomach clenched, her body shook against the window. She gasped and gasped again, the sound obscene in the quiet flat.

Outside, she thought she saw the faint flare of a lighter — brief, distant, almost imagined — and her orgasm tore on longer, fuelled by that single flicker of maybe.

When it finally broke, she sagged against the glass, chest heaving, sweat cooling quick in the draft. The toy slipped from her hand, thudded softly against the rug, still humming faintly until her foot found the button and silenced it.

The phone buzzed one last time. Her eyes blurred, fingers fumbling, but she forced herself to read it.

Courier: “Next time, no blinds.”

Her heart flipped, heavy and wild. She pressed her forehead to the cool windowpane, pulse still hammering. The van was gone. The street was empty, silent, ordinary.

Only her reflection stared back, flushed and undone, a silhouette of everything she had just given away.

The silence after was unbearable.

The toy lay muted on the rug, satin box gaping open beside it like evidence she should hide. Her breath still came in shudders, but the quiet around her made every sound obscene: the wet rustle of fabric against her thighs, the faint tick of the radiator cooling, the pulse still hammering in her ears.

She staggered back from the window, knees jelly, and collapsed onto the sofa. The wineglass waited on the table, a red stain of liquid trembling inside it. She sipped, but the taste was different now—metallic, sharp, like blood remembered.

Her reflection still ghosted in the window opposite. Dress bunched, hair loose, chest rising and falling in quick bursts. She looked like someone else: raw, daring, untethered. The kind of woman who left her blinds open on purpose.

Her phone slipped from her hand to the cushion. She forced herself to pick it up, to re-read the last message:

Courier: “Next time, no blinds.”

The words glowed, simple as a receipt, but the effect was ruinous. They lived under her skin, pulsed in time with the aftershocks still rippling her muscles.

She typed three times and erased each attempt.

That’s not appropriate. Delete.

You shouldn’t text me again. Delete.

Yes. Delete.

In the end she set the phone face-down again, unable to reply, unable to delete. The possibility was sweeter than either refusal or surrender.

She gathered the toy back into its box, careful, ritualistic, folding the satin over it like covering a body. The weight of it in her hands felt heavier now, no longer potential but memory. She slid it under the coffee table as though hiding contraband, though she knew exactly where it was if she wanted it again.

When she finally stood to close the blinds, she hesitated. Her hand hovered over the cord, but the thought hit her like a wave: if he really was there, if he really saw, then closing them now would be the denial, the end.

She let them stay cracked.

Just enough for night to peek in.

In bed later, she couldn’t sleep. The glow of her phone taunted from the nightstand. She didn’t unlock it. She didn’t have to. The words already burned behind her eyes.

Next time.

Her body trembled again, softer now, not quite an orgasm, not quite anything but the echo of risk. She pulled the duvet tight and realised the truth: it wasn’t the toy that had undone her. It was the van. The silhouette. The maybe.

And tomorrow evening, same time, same route, she knew she would be listening for two rings.


Story 34 – Under the Desk

It was still early enough that the office smelled like paper and burnt coffee. Fluorescents hummed. Someone sneezed three cubicles over. The floor was only half full, a scatter of early risers bent over keyboards.

Lena slid into her chair, nudged her bag under the desk, and opened her bottom drawer for her notebook.

She froze.

On top of the notebook sat a black zippered case. Smooth, matte, the size of a glasses pouch. A sticky note clung to it, written in neat block letters:

Battery’s charged. Today’s meeting is yours.

Her pulse hitched. She looked left, then right. No one was watching. At least, no one obvious.

The case wasn’t hers. She would’ve sworn on her rent money she hadn’t seen it last night when she locked up. But here it was—like someone had slipped it in while she was gone, knowing exactly which drawer she’d open first.

She closed the drawer, fast, heartbeat sharp.

Then opened it again.

Her hand hovered before she picked it up. The case was warm, as if it had been touched recently. She pulled the zip slowly, teeth rasping open.

Inside: silicone.

A curved toy, discreet, almost pretty. Smooth matte black, with a flattened head and an angled neck designed to sit snug where it mattered. Three recessed buttons marked the side. Next to it lay a slim silver remote, plain except for its own soft power button.

Lena swallowed. The silicone gave slightly under her thumb—cool, pliant, firm at the core. She knew the type. A toy designed not to be loud but to be persistent. The kind you could wear under clothes, even in public, if you were reckless enough.

The note’s words burned hotter now: Today’s meeting is yours.

Her skin prickled. She wasn’t naïve; she’d played this game before, with safer partners, in safer spaces. But here? In her office, where anyone could look up and see the way her breath caught?

She should’ve shut the case and handed it straight to HR. She should’ve deleted the sticky note and pretended it had never existed.

Instead, she slipped the toy into her blazer pocket. The weight of it dragged at the fabric, pulling her awareness downward with every step she took back to her desk.

At 9:12 her phone buzzed. A blocked number.

Unknown: “Don’t be late to the quarterly review.”

Her thighs clenched. She typed, erased, typed again. She didn’t send anything.

The toy sat in her pocket like a live wire, humming silently in her imagination even though it wasn’t turned on yet. She could already feel the ghost of its curve pressing where it would rest.

She closed her laptop, straightened her blouse, and told herself it was just another Tuesday.

But she knew she was lying.

She ducked into the bathroom on the way upstairs, heart drumming like she was sneaking a weapon past security.

The stall door latched shut with a hollow click. She perched on the edge of the toilet lid, blazer half-off, toy in one hand, remote in the other. The silicone was cool at first touch, its curve weighted perfectly to rest where she knew it would.

Her thighs quivered as she lifted her skirt. Panties to the side. A slow press—just testing the angle—then a sharp inhale as the toy slid into place. The fit was snug, deliberate, the head angled exactly to catch her with every clench.

She exhaled into her palm, eyes closing for one dizzy second. Even unpowered, it was there, heavy, undeniable. Every tiny movement of her hips pressed her tighter against it.

She adjusted her skirt back down, smoothed the fabric, slipped the remote into her blazer pocket. When she stood, her legs felt different—weighted, aware, like walking was suddenly part of the game.

The mirror above the sink showed nothing unusual. Professional blouse, tidy makeup, hair swept back in a loose knot. No one would guess the secret humming potential under her clothes.

Her phone buzzed again.

Unknown: “Boardroom. 09:30.”

She washed her hands slowly, watching her reflection, pulse racing at the absurdity of her own composure. Then she straightened her jacket and walked out as if she weren’t hiding something obscene inside her.

The quarterly review was already in motion when she slid into her seat near the front. Charts glowed on the projector, colleagues shuffled papers, the Director cleared his throat. Lena flipped her laptop open, fingers steady despite the heat crawling up her thighs.

For ten whole minutes, nothing happened. She almost convinced herself the stunt was over. That the toy was just sitting there useless, a silent threat that would never ignite.

And then—

The vibration hit.

Low. Deep. A purr straight into her core, subtle enough no one else could hear but strong enough to rip her breath short. Her thighs snapped together under the table, her pen stilled over her notes.

Her eyes darted automatically across the boardroom. Most faces were fixed on the slides. Except one.

Two rows back, a coworker leaned lazily in his chair, one elbow on the table, watching her with a smirk just sharp enough to be dangerous.

The toy pulsed again, steady now. Her pulse raced to match.

The projector washed the boardroom in ghost-light, pale and unforgiving. Lena stood near the screen, blouse crisp, pointer steady, running through the quarterly revenue slide she could’ve recited in her sleep. On the surface, she was every inch the sharp young associate: silk blouse tucked neatly into a pencil skirt, hair knotted high, heels quiet against the carpet.

But under the surface, she was crumbling.

The toy inside her pulsed in maddening rhythms—low growls punctuated by sudden jolts that made her thighs twitch. The slim shaft nestled snug between her folds, silicone warm now from her body heat, angled to press directly into her clit every time she shifted her hips. Her panties were already sticking to her, lavender lace darkened and clinging, each fresh pulse pulling another slick shiver from her.

Her nipples had hardened into sharp points beneath her blouse, pressing bra to silk, visible even under the thin jacket she’d shrugged off earlier. The air-conditioning only made them ache more—cool air kissing where she was hot, sharp, restless.

Her hand shook faintly as she adjusted the laser pointer. A streak of red juddered across the graph before she caught it steady again. She forced herself to cough, to sip water, to breathe like nothing was wrong, but her pulse thundered high in her chest.

And then she saw him.

Two rows back. Elbow hooked on the table, pen balanced in his hand, eyes not on the slide but fixed on her. The smirk tugged at his mouth, subtle but devastating, a private joke only the two of them were in on.

The toy gave a long, dragging vibration. Lena’s jaw locked to smother the gasp that tried to escape. Her thighs clamped tight, stockings whispering against each other. She felt the toy press harder into her clit, slickness spreading, panties soaked enough that she wondered if it would leave a mark on her skirt when she sat down again.

Her voice cracked mid-sentence. She swallowed hard, forced herself to keep going, the words coming out half a beat too quick, half a tone too soft.

His smirk deepened. Pen tapping once against his notepad before stilling. He knew.

The heat climbed higher, blooming into her cheeks, her throat. Her nipples ached with every breath, every stretch of fabric against them. She gripped the edge of the podium like it might anchor her.

No one else in the room looked up. To them, she was just nervous, maybe underprepared. But he knew. And the truth sang through every tremor of her thighs, every damp shift of lace under her skirt.

She forced herself to finish her point, flipping to the next slide with fingers that shook just enough to betray her.

When she glanced back again, his eyes were still locked on her.

Calm. Patient. Smirk curling like he had all day to watch her break.

And the sick, sweet truth was this: some part of her wanted him to.

The boardroom was too bright, too quiet. The projector washed the walls in pale light, everyone’s faces blanched into soft greys. Lena stood at the front, laser pointer steady in her hand, blouse smooth and tucked like a woman in control.

But she wasn’t in control. Not even close.

The toy inside her had shifted from a soft hum to a rhythm designed to ruin her. Slow pulses gave way to sudden jolts that made her thighs jerk against the fabric of her skirt. Each time she tried to steady her breathing, it betrayed her, dragging the air from her lungs in short, shallow bursts.

Her panties were wrecked already. The lavender lace clung to her, dampened into transparency, the gusset slick with every fresh buzz. The silicone curved snug inside her, angled perfectly against her clit so that even when she clamped her thighs, it only pressed harder. Her stockings chafed at the damp heat between them, sticking at the crease of her knees. She shifted her weight to one leg, but the movement rolled her hips just enough to grind the toy deeper.

Her blouse gave her away too. From the outside it still looked crisp, the pale silk tucked neat into her skirt’s waistband, but her nipples had stiffened into sharp points, bra pressing them hard against fabric. Every brush of cool air from the vents across the ceiling made her flinch. She caught herself leaning forward at the podium, chest brushing against the material as if to ease the ache.

She fought to sound steady, words rehearsed and professional: “As you can see, Q2 outperformed forecasts by—”

Then the vibration surged again, long and relentless. Her voice cracked halfway through the sentence.

She coughed to cover it, took a sip of water, tried to pretend the heat flushing her neck was nothing more than nerves. The glass rattled faintly against her teeth.

When she looked up, she saw him.

Two rows back. Shirt rolled at the forearms, leaning with lazy composure, pen tapping idly against his notepad. But his eyes weren’t on the slides. They weren’t on the Director. They were fixed squarely on her.

And he was smiling.

Not broadly. Not enough for anyone else to notice. Just that small, knowing curl of lips, the flicker of amusement in his eyes. The kind of smirk that told her everything: he’d put it in her drawer. He had the remote. And he was watching every second of her struggle to stay composed.

The pointer in her hand trembled. A red streak jerked across the graph projected behind her before she caught it still again. Heat blazed up her cheeks. Her nipples throbbed under her blouse.

The toy gave another sharp buzz and she almost buckled at the knees. She gripped the edge of the podium with white-knuckled fingers, clenching her thighs until the stockings squeaked faintly against one another.

She prayed no one else noticed.

But he did.

His pen stilled. The smirk widened. His head tilted, as if to say: I see you. I know.

Her stomach flipped. Shame and arousal tangled until she couldn’t separate them. She wanted to glare, to shake her head, to demand he stop. But her body betrayed her. A low, involuntary tightening inside her, wetness spreading until she felt it soak further into the lace.

She forced herself back to her script, voice a fraction too quick now, sentences clipped short, anything to get through the slide deck before her body betrayed her again. She clicked to the next chart, numbers blurring.

When she risked another glance, he was still watching. Calm, deliberate, patient. The smirk was gone, replaced by something steadier—confidence, control. A look that said: You’ll finish this presentation, but we both know who’s really running the room.

And the worst part wasn’t that she wanted to resist.

It was that some part of her body, slick and trembling under silk and lace, wanted him to keep going.

The meeting ended at 11:47. She was still shaking when she sat down.

Her colleagues filed out with the usual chatter about figures, deadlines, next steps. Ordinary words, ordinary smiles. To them, she’d delivered fine—maybe a little rushed, maybe flushed, but nothing worth a second thought.

Her body told a different story.

Her thighs were damp under her skirt, stockings sticking in a way that made her shift constantly in her chair. The lace panties clung, soaked through, the toy still seated snug inside her even though the vibrations had stopped the moment she closed the laptop. She hadn’t dared touch the remote.

Every step back to her desk had felt like treason: the curve inside her pressing with each stride, her nipples still stiff under her blouse, her face still hot with the memory of that smirk.

She tried to steady herself with routine. Emails. A refill from the water cooler. Small talk at the copier. Her colleagues didn’t notice the way her hands trembled on the keyboard, the way she bit her lip when she crossed her legs too tightly.

By noon, she almost convinced herself it was over. Maybe he’d had his laugh. Maybe she’d imagined the smirk. Maybe the batteries had died.

Then she went to lunch.

The cafeteria was crowded, buzzing with chatter and the clatter of trays. She queued, collected a salad she wouldn’t taste, and found a corner table near the window. Her appetite was gone; her stomach still twisted with heat and shame.

She dropped her handbag onto the chair beside her. The weight felt different.

Frowning, she unzipped it discreetly under the table.

Inside, balanced neatly on top of her wallet, was a small packet of batteries. Fresh. Shiny. Still wrapped in plastic.

Her heart stopped.

Her fingers curled around the packet, knuckles whitening. She scanned the cafeteria—faces blurred into noise. Everyone looked normal. Eating, laughing, scrolling their phones. But someone had been close enough to her bag to slip them in. Close enough to leave proof.

The batteries weren’t just practical. They were a message.

This isn’t over. You’re going to need these.

Her skin prickled, dampness spreading between her thighs just from the implication. The toy was still seated inside her, silent now, but heavy, present, like it was waiting for its next cue.

She zipped the bag closed with shaking fingers.

When she looked up, across the room, he was there. Same coworker. Leaning casually against the counter with his coffee, chatting with another analyst. On the surface, nothing unusual. But when their eyes met, just for a second, the corner of his mouth lifted.

Not a smirk this time. Something smaller. Meaner.

I know what you found.

Her fork trembled in her hand. Appetite gone. Body alive in ways she couldn’t admit.

The salad sat untouched. Her panties grew wetter. And she realised, with a sharp pang in her chest: she wasn’t dreading the next round. She was waiting for it.

By five o’clock the floor had thinned out. Keyboards stopped clacking. Phones rang less. One by one, her colleagues packed up, coats shrugged on, goodnights murmured into the carpeted air.

Lena stayed.

She told herself it was for deadlines—half a dozen client reports flagged as urgent—but she knew the truth. The batteries in her handbag weighed heavier than the laptop on her desk.

She’d ignored the toy all afternoon. Ignored the damp cling of lace against her thighs, ignored the way her body still pulsed faintly from the morning. She’d smiled through small talk, forced herself to nod in meetings, but underneath her blouse her nipples had stayed hard, tight points aching against silk.

At 5:23, the first buzz hit.

She jumped, pen clattering from her hand.

It was gentler this time, a low thrum—persistent, patient, designed to wear her down.

She glanced around. Four people still at their desks. Heads bent, headphones in, lost in spreadsheets. No one looking at her. She shifted, thighs pressing together, trying to smother the vibration, but the angle only dragged it deeper.

At 5:41, the second buzz came. Longer. Stronger.

Her stomach clenched. Her breath faltered.

Her screen blurred. Words swam. Her hand hovered over the mouse, frozen as the vibration persisted, the lace soaking further beneath her skirt. She bit her lip hard enough to taste metal.

By 6:00, the office was empty.

The hum inside her switched off suddenly, leaving silence so sharp it hurt. She sat frozen in the afterglow of absence, body twitching with want. The damp heat between her thighs made her shift in her chair, stockings sticking to her skin.

She could’ve left. She should’ve left. But she didn’t.

Instead she closed her laptop, stacked her papers neatly, and stayed put—waiting.

At 6:17, footsteps sounded.

Unhurried. Confident.

He appeared in the doorway of her office like he belonged there. Shirt sleeves rolled, tie loose, jacket slung over one shoulder. Calm. Patient. That same smirk flickering at the corner of his mouth.

He leaned against the frame, one hand in his pocket. The other toyed with something small, metallic, unmistakable.

The remote.

Her stomach flipped. Her nipples tightened. She couldn’t breathe.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. He lifted the remote just enough for her to see his thumb resting against the button.

And then the toy roared back to life inside her.

Harder this time. Deeper. The kind of vibration that made her spine arch, her knees knock against the underside of the desk. Papers slid sideways as she gripped the edges, knuckles white, fighting the sound clawing up her throat.

Her eyes darted up to him, pleading and furious all at once.

His smirk widened into something colder. He mouthed a single word:

Present.

Her whole body shuddered.

He didn’t step into the room right away.

He just leaned in the doorway and watched her breathe.

The toy hammered inside her—deep, insistent—until she grabbed the edge of the desk with both hands, nails whitening against the wood. Her blouse was half-untucked on one side; her mouth couldn’t quite remember how to close. She felt ridiculous and wrecked and so alive she could hear the tiniest sounds: the AC’s faint throat-clearing, the slow cooling tick of her monitor, the softened squeak of her chair as her hips tried not to move and did anyway.

He lifted the remote a fraction. The vibration cut to silence.

The sudden absence made her body jolt like someone had pulled the plug on gravity. She gasped, then snapped her lips shut and looked at him. He waited, unreadable, thumb off the button.

“If you say no,” he said, voice low, even, “I walk away. We never speak of this. Do you want me to leave?”

The room held its breath with her. Heat rushed into her cheeks; it sank to her belly in the same second.

She shook her head. “Don’t leave.”

“Say it,” he said.

“I want this.” Her voice came out hoarse. She swallowed and tried again. “I want to play.”

“Rules.” He still hadn’t moved. “You have them?”

She nodded, dizzy with the fact that this was real. “No touching unless I say. Door stays mostly shut.” She glanced at the thin strip of hallway visible past his shoulder; he nudged the door in a notch, leaving a crack for air and adrenaline. “If I say red, you stop. Yellow means slow down. Green means I can take more.”

His mouth tipped, approving. “Color?”

“Green.” It surprised her how fast she said it. How sure.

“Good.” A beat. “You’re going to keep doing what you do best.” He flicked the remote on the lowest setting; the toy answered with a slow, syrupy purr that rolled through her pelvis. “Present.”

She stared. “Present what? There’s no—”

“Quarterly report,” he said softly, amused. “From the top. Tone steady. If you need me to stop, you know the word.”

Her body clenched around the hum. Her nipples tightened hard against silk; she crossed her ankles under the chair as if that could anchor her. The humiliation hit like heat lightning—filthy, specific, exactly tailored to how she had sounded earlier when she broke on that slide.

Lena faced the blank monitor as if it were a roomful of executives and made her mouth do something impossible.

“Q2 revenue outperformed forecast by six point three percent,” she began, voice a fraction breathy. She cleared her throat and corrected the register, finding something closer to neutral. “Drivers include retention improvements in two verticals and a one-off enterprise contract closed ahead of schedule.”

He walked in at last, unhurried. He didn’t touch her; he set his jacket on the meeting table and circled behind her chair at a pace that felt like a hand on the back of her neck without ever becoming one. The remote clicked—barely audible—and the vibration deepened a notch. It felt rounder now, more dimensional, the kind that lifted her out of herself and pressed her back down again.

She tightened her grip on the desk. “Churn dropped seventeen b—” Her voice snagged as the pulse lingered. She exhaled, forced the number out like a pearl. “Seventeen basis points quarter-over-quarter.”

“Better,” he murmured, somewhere above and behind her. “Keep going.”

She did. She hated that she loved it—the way he had built this like a structure around her: rules, words, the option to walk. It let her lean into the heat now, not away. The toy rode her breath, lengthening each sentence, stealing the ends of them like a thief.

He idled at her shoulder, close enough that she could smell coffee and clean skin. The remote clicked again. The toy answered with a jagged rhythm—short bursts, then a long drag that made her thighs tremble open a fraction before she clamped them again. She felt obscene in her own chair, skirt rucked a little from twisting, stockings tight at the tops of her calves, the lace gusset of her panties sticking slick to the curve of the toy.

“Operating margin expanded to—” She broke on a small, involuntary sound and bit it off like a curse. “—to ten point nine.”

“Look at me.”

She turned her head. The movement dragged her lower belly across the vibrating curve and almost took her out at the knees. His eyes were calm. Not cruel. Present. She latched onto that.

“You’re doing well,” he said. “Color?”

“Green.” It came out as a whisper. She licked her lips. “Green.”

“Then—” He tipped the remote. The vibration climbed to a steady thrum that made her chair creak. “Add the qualitative highlights.”

She laughed once, helpless, breathless. “Qualitative— you’re a monster.”

“Highlights,” he repeated, amused.

She forced it. “Client sentiment improved in enterprise. Win rates stabilized in mid-market.” The hum held her spine hostage; her hips betrayed her with the smallest roll. “Brand lift—God—brand lift tracked up two points in aided recall.”

“Language,” he said mildly.

“Two points,” she corrected, dizzy. Her nipples hurt. Her clit sparked under the silicone with every ‘t’ she hit; her consonants felt like friction. “We believe the… the campaign shift contributed.”

“Sit forward.”

She obeyed, palms sliding to the edge of the desk, elbows locked, chest pitched over her keyboard. The posture lengthened her torso and tilted her pelvis; the toy landed just right and she had to close her eyes for a second. The silk of her blouse dragged across her bra, a bright line of stimulation that made her bite the inside of her cheek.

“Open your eyes,” he said quietly.

She did. The monitor threw her reflection back faintly: a woman in control costume, face flushed, mouth parted, pupils wide, pretending to be the version of herself who didn’t currently have a remote-controlled secret purring inside her. The sight made her wetter. It felt like stepping out of her body to watch herself move.

“Color?” he asked.

“Green,” she said. Then, smaller, “Please.”

The remote clicked—up, not down. The new setting wasn’t louder; it was lower, bassy, a rolling pressure that erased whatever was left of her composure. Heat bloomed so hot she made a sound she would never forgive herself for in daylight.

He stayed behind her, inviolate. “Don’t lose your place, Lena.”

“Mm— right.” She dragged air into her lungs. “Risks to outlook include macro headwinds, hiring lag in— in product, and… and exposure to… to—”

The pulse held. She broke into a gasp and pressed her lips together hard enough to blanch them. Her fingers were bones under skin on the desk; her thighs shook. The lace pitched and slipped and settled again, saturated, obscene.

“Exposure to what?” he prompted, soft like a teacher who already knows the answer.

“Foreign exchange,” she whispered, then found her voice like a lifeline to professionalism. “Foreign exchange volatility.”

“Good girl.”

The praise set a fuse inside her. She felt every inch of her as if mapped: the deep ache where the silicone sat, the burn where her nipples dragged her bra, the bright shine of humiliation in her cheeks. She had never been so organized and so undone in the same body.

“Color?”

She didn’t trust herself. She felt it anyway. “Green.”

The remote stilled in his hand for a beat that lasted a year. She looked at the crack of the door and heard nothing; the whole floor was a cathedral for her breath. He reached out—not to her—but to straighten the single sheet she’d knocked crooked with her elbow. The small order of it felt like ownership without contact.

“From the top,” he said, tone almost kind.

She started again. And this time, when the vibration shifted under the opening sentence, she rode it on purpose.

The toy’s vibration throbbed steady inside her, turning her body into a wire stretched tight. She’d managed to get through “risks and outlooks” without choking on the sound, but her voice had shrunk to a whisper, the sentences clipped short.

He stepped closer, finally, not to touch her but to circle behind her chair. The scrape of his shoes on the carpet was louder than it should’ve been in the empty office. The weight of him behind her made her pulse flutter.

“Stand up,” he said softly.

Her chair wheels skidded back against the carpet. She rose shakily, hands still braced on the edge of the desk.

“Bend.”

It wasn’t a shout. It was quiet, level, almost conversational — which made her obey faster than if he’d barked it. She leaned forward, palms flattening against the scatter of papers on her desk. Bar graphs, emails, quarterly figures crumpled under her hands. The edge of her laptop pressed into her hipbone.

The vibration inside her deepened, his thumb flicking the remote. It was fuller now, a bass note thrumming through her belly. Her thighs jerked.

“Good,” he murmured.

Her pencil skirt rode higher as she bent, hem tugging up until it barely covered the curve of her ass. Stockings banded at mid-thigh, straps hidden under lace that was dark now, wet enough to show a sheen when she shifted. The toy pushed tight against swollen flesh, and the soaked gusset of her panties clung around it like glue.

She buried her face in her sleeve to keep from crying out. The cotton smelled faintly of laundry powder and sweat, sharp and human, grounding her even as the humiliation twisted hotter.

Papers slid under her palms as she shifted. One fluttered to the floor. Another crumpled beneath her grip. She imagined the mess she must look like from behind: professional on top, undone below, legs trembling, skirt rucked up indecently, panties plastered to her cunt with slick.

“Wider,” he said.

She parted her feet, heels squeaking faintly on the carpet. The stretch in her thighs made the toy press deeper. She gasped, forehead bumping against the desk, hair spilling from its bun.

“Color?” His voice was close now. Too close.

She swallowed, hips twitching. “Green.”

He turned the remote up another notch. The toy kicked inside her like it wanted out, vibrations so strong she thought the desk might shake. She bit her wrist hard enough to leave a dent, breath sobbing against her skin.

Her nipples scraped her bra with every shallow breath, silk blouse dragging across them until they throbbed like second hearts. Her whole body felt stretched between two points: the shame of the office setting — desk, reports, polite fluorescent glow — and the raw pleasure tearing through her.

He moved closer, so near she felt the heat of him at her back. But still no touch. Just the weight of his voice, low against her hair.

“Keep your hands flat on the desk,” he said. “Don’t lift them. Don’t cover your mouth. I want to hear you.”

The words landed sharper than the vibration. Her fingers twitched against the paper but she forced them flat, wrists rigid, face turned to the side so every moan spilled straight into the room.

The humiliation was total. And it thrilled her down to her bones.

The papers beneath her palms were damp where her sweat had soaked through. Her blouse clung to her ribs, nipples aching against the thin lace of her bra. Every pulse of the toy made her hips jolt against the edge of the desk, papers slipping further askew, her laptop wobbling faintly with each tremor.

She wanted to bury her mouth in her sleeve again, to muffle the sounds clawing up her throat, but his words still rang in her ears: hands flat.

So she moaned into the room.

The sound horrified her — raw, unpolished, torn from her without control. It was loud enough she swore it would carry past the thin partition walls.

He leaned closer, voice almost gentle. “Anyone walking past right now could hear you.”

Her thighs quivered. She clenched them tighter, but that only pushed the toy harder into her, forcing another helpless sound out of her mouth.

“You’re bent over your own desk,” he continued, calm as if reciting numbers. “Skirt rucked up, panties glued to your cunt, stockings slipping. Imagine if someone opened the door. Your boss. HR. The intern.”

Her whole body spasmed at the thought. Shame seared hot down her neck. Her legs wobbled, almost giving out, but the vibration anchored her in place.

The soaked lace was unbearable now, dragging with each shift, spreading her wetness until she could feel it creeping down her thighs beneath her stockings. Every breath made her bra rasp across stiff nipples; she was a patchwork of friction and heat.

She tried to whisper, tried to make a plea, but what came out was closer to a whimper.

He moved nearer, his breath brushing her hairline though he still didn’t touch. “Look up.”

She lifted her face from the desk, eyes landing on the small strip of window in her office door. Frosted glass, mostly opaque — but shapes could pass. Shadows. Anyone walking past would see her bent posture, her shaking body, her skirt where it shouldn’t be.

“You’re not hiding,” he said.

She shuddered, eyes closing. “I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.” The remote clicked. The vibration climbed into a brutal, teeth-rattling buzz that made her whole body seize.

Her palms slid on the desk. She forced them down harder, crumpling papers under her fists, every muscle trembling.

“They’d know,” he whispered. “They’d know what you are the moment they opened that door.”

Her cunt clenched hard around the toy. Wetness spilled over. She moaned, long and loud, shame and pleasure indistinguishable now.

And she realised the only thing keeping her upright was the desk beneath her — and his voice behind her, cutting through everything else.

The toy’s rhythm shifted without warning.

From a steady hum to a brutal staccato — short, sharp bursts that made her whole body jerk in time. Her breath fractured with it, gasps stuttering out on each pulse, too loud in the office silence.

She clutched the edge of the desk, nails biting into paper. Graphs and client reports crumpled beneath her fists. Her forehead nearly pressed to the wood again, but she forced herself upright, spine trembling, legs spread, skirt hiked high over the swell of her ass.

The lace between her thighs was ruined now. Soaked, clinging, dragging slickly against her every time the toy rattled through her. Each cycle smeared wet heat down her inner thighs until her stockings stuck uncomfortably. She could feel the mess building, seeping, undeniable.

“Color?” he asked. The calmness in his voice made her clench harder.

She gasped, shuddering. “Green. Still green.”

“Good.”

The remote clicked again. The vibration dropped to a low, torturous purr — slow enough to make her body ache for more.

Her hips bucked against it without permission. The movement dragged her soaked panties tighter against the toy, clit screaming at the loss of intensity. She whined, shame raw in her throat.

“Don’t stop presenting now,” he murmured. “Keep your composure.”

She tried. She really tried. She opened her mouth and forced words out, the quarterly script she’d already rattled through once. “Revenue up… six percent—ah— retention— retention improvements—”

The remote clicked. The toy roared back into its harsher rhythm, obliterating her sentence. She cried out, one hand flying up instinctively to cover her mouth—

“Hands flat,” he said sharply.

Her palm slapped back down on the desk.

He edged her like that, over and over — cycling through settings, keeping her on the cliff but never letting her jump. Each time she felt the pressure building, ready to detonate, he’d switch it. Too low. Too fast. Too jagged. Never enough to tip her over.

Her thighs shook so hard her stockings slipped down an inch, elastic biting damp skin. Her nipples throbbed against her bra, hard enough that the scrape of silk with each gasp made her hiss.

She moaned louder than she meant to, the sound spilling into the empty office like a confession.

“No,” he said quietly. “Not yet.”

“I— I can’t—”

“You can. You will.”

She bit down on her lip, eyes watering, body jerking helplessly against the desk. Every nerve felt raw, overstimulated, burning. The toy had her at its mercy; his voice had her bound.

Her orgasm built and dissolved again, cruelly pulled away. Her slickness spread, thighs trembling with need, the desk edge biting into her hip as if to tether her to reality.

She wanted to beg. To scream. To snap the remote out of his hand and finish herself off. Instead, she shook, trapped in the exquisite torture of his rhythm.

Her voice cracked around the only word she could manage: “Please—”

He leaned close enough for his breath to brush her ear. “Not until I say. Hold it.”

Her whole body screamed against the command. Her clit throbbed painfully under the constant denial, her thighs slick and trembling, her chest heaving against silk that dragged across aching nipples.

And still, she obeyed.

The pressure had become agony.

Her whole body was wound tight around the toy’s relentless rhythm — every nerve screaming, every muscle shaking with the need to let go. Slickness coated her thighs, soaking through the lace, darkening her skirt where it had ridden up over her hips.

She was crying now. Not sobbing, but tears blurred her lashes, her body too raw from denial to hold them back. She whimpered into the office silence, begging without words, face twisted against the desk edge.

“Color?” he asked again, voice maddeningly calm.

“Green—” Her answer cracked on a sob. “God, green, please, please—”

The remote clicked. The toy surged to its highest setting, a deep, brutal vibration that erased all thought. Her knees buckled. Papers scattered to the floor.

“Now,” he said. Just one word. Permission. Command.

It detonated in her.

Her orgasm ripped through her like a live wire. Violent, unrestrained, tearing sounds from her throat that echoed against the thin office walls. Her thighs convulsed, her body grinding against the desk as wave after wave wracked her. She tried to stay upright, but her arms collapsed, elbows knocking pens and reports aside as she half-sprawled across the wood.

Her panties were useless — soaked, clinging, dragging as her cunt clenched and released in furious pulses around the toy. Wetness spilled down her thighs, through her stockings, leaving her trembling and undone.

She moaned his name once, loud, desperate, not even realising she’d said it until the echo faded.

The vibration kept going, merciless, prolonging every aftershock until her legs gave out completely. She sagged over the desk, cheek pressed to the papers, breath ragged and filthy in the fluorescent light.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Her whole body shivered at the words, another small aftershock pulsing between her thighs. She was ruined — skirt wrinkled, blouse damp with sweat, stockings torn at the seam, makeup smudged.

And she didn’t care.

Because for the first time all day, the edge had broken. The tension had snapped. And she was nothing but release.

The toy cut off with a soft click.

The silence crashed down heavier than the vibration ever had.

Lena lay draped across the desk, breath tearing in and out, cheek pressed to crumpled reports damp with sweat. Her thighs still twitched, stockings sagging, panties plastered to her skin with slick that had soaked through in dark patches. The office smelled like paper, toner, and something rawer now — heat, arousal, salt.

Her blouse clung damply to her back, bra straps cutting into her shoulders where she’d arched too hard. Her hair had fallen from its bun, strands sticking to her flushed face. The image staring back at her from the black reflection of her laptop screen was almost unrecognisable: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, wide, glassy eyes.

She stayed like that for a long moment, chest heaving against the desk, papers fluttering faintly with each breath.

Behind her, he slipped the remote into his pocket. Straightened his sleeves. Adjusted his jacket like a man tidying himself after a meeting. Calm. Efficient.

He leaned just close enough that his voice brushed her ear.

“Next time,” he murmured, “you’ll last longer.”

Her body spasmed at the promise, another tremor shaking her thighs. She didn’t trust her voice, so she didn’t answer.

He didn’t wait. He turned toward the door, footsteps steady across the carpet. The hinge creaked faintly as he opened it, the office corridor spilling a thin strip of light across the floor.

Then he was gone.

Lena forced herself upright slowly, every muscle weak. The toy slid halfway out of her as she moved, the sensation making her gasp, thighs trembling all over again. She tugged her skirt down shakily, knowing the stain had already bloomed through.

Her desk was a wreck — papers damp and wrinkled, pens scattered, a half-empty water glass tipped over in the chaos. A single sticky note sat in the middle of the mess, weighted by the remote he’d left behind.

She stared at it, heart pounding.

The note was blank but for three words, scrawled in his precise handwriting:

Next meeting’s mine.

Her stomach dropped and fluttered all at once. She tucked the remote into her drawer with trembling fingers, but left the note where it was.

Her reflection on the laptop screen caught her again. Wrecked. Flushed. Not the professional mask she wore every day — someone darker, hungrier, and infinitely more dangerous.

And she realised with a shock that she wanted to see that version again.


Story 35 – Platform Three

The 22:11 was nearly empty.

Maya stepped on at platform five, coat tight around her thighs, bag over one shoulder, and the ghost of city sweat still clinging to her skin. The air in the carriage was stale and dry, like air conditioning long past caring. Her boots echoed softly on the floor as she walked through the rows of seats, scanning for somewhere far from the few scattered passengers slouched in late-night fatigue.

She found her spot halfway down the carriage—window seat, facing forward, one table between her and the door. Her coat came off first, folded neatly beside her. Then the scarf. Then the phone, which she set face-down. She exhaled like a diver surfacing.

Outside the window, the station platform looked deserted. Sodium-yellow lights pooled on the concrete. Beyond that: nothing but black glass and soft reflections. The city was behind her now. What waited ahead was an hour’s ride and a cold walk home.

The train jolted into motion.

She shifted in her seat, rolling her shoulders, uncrossing her legs to stretch them out a little. The skirt she wore had ridden up on the walk from the pub — not indecently, but high enough that her thighs felt the synthetic chill of the seat. Beneath it: thin tights, pale pink knickers, and the sticky afterglow of three glasses of wine and a flirtation she hadn’t chased.

She told herself she was tired. She told herself she’d sleep. But something about the silence of the train made her body hum with something else.

Across the carriage, a man sat alone.

He was in the other row, two seats back and facing the opposite way, book propped in one hand. Early 40s maybe, salt starting in his dark beard. The kind of man who dressed plainly but moved like someone who noticed things.

He didn’t stare.

Not once.

But she was aware of him all the same.

The train picked up speed, weaving into tunnels that flickered light and shadow across the walls. The interior dimmed slightly, bulbs humming overhead.

Maya leaned back and let herself settle, legs stretched out, skirt rumpled. Her thighs buzzed faintly from the vibration of the train. The rhythm rolled up through her seat, into the base of her spine.

She closed her eyes.

She told herself again: nothing would happen.

But when she opened them a moment later, a folded scrap of paper sat in her lap.

She hadn’t heard it land. Hadn’t seen him move.

Her breath caught.

The note was small and plain, no logo, no handwriting visible—just a single crease, folded neatly like something left under a hotel pillow.

She didn’t touch it yet.

She just stared at it.

Across the aisle, the man was still reading.

Or pretending to.

The train rushed on into the dark.

She didn’t touch the note right away.

It sat there like a dare — plain, creased, unassuming. Just folded paper.

But the tension in her thighs betrayed her. A flicker of heat low in her belly. The undeniable awareness of her own pulse, beating faster than the train beneath her.

Maya glanced up.

The man still hadn’t looked her way. His head was bowed, the soft gold of a reading light catching the curve of his jaw. His hand turned a page, slow and steady. Casual. Like he hadn’t moved at all. Like he couldn’t possibly be the one who’d slipped the note across the aisle.

But he was. She knew it.

She picked it up with two fingers.

The paper was warm. That detail shouldn’t have mattered, but it made her heart stutter. He’d held it in his hand. Folded it. Tossed it across the carriage. Or placed it.

Unfolding it felt like trespassing.

Inside, two lines written in dark ink:

Uncross your legs.

Then read this again.

Her thighs clamped tighter by reflex. She looked up again, sharply, the noise of the carriage suddenly loud — hum of the wheels, murmur of a distant announcement, the faint tap-tap of his page turning.

His eyes stayed on the book.

No smile. No movement. Nothing but the quiet presence of a man who’d written her a rule and left her to decide what to do with it.

Heat coiled low.

She should have been outraged. But the wine still lingered on her tongue, and the platform still clung to her skin, and something darker curled up in her chest like smoke.

She slid her hand down, smoothed her skirt, and parted her thighs.

Not wide.

Just enough.

The seat vibrated more now, pressed against the tender seam between her legs. Her tights pulled taut across her skin. She felt the air touch the damp warmth between her thighs, where her panties had already begun to cling.

Then, slowly, she looked back at the note.

Read it again.

Let the words sting.

Let the command replay.

Uncross your legs. Then read this again.

She swallowed.

The air inside the carriage felt different now. Closer.

The man never looked up.

But she could feel him watching.

Not his eyes — his intention. The shape of his control.

And her body, traitorous and electric, shifted against the seat again, thighs still parted, tension thrumming through every nerve.

The window caught her reflection faintly in the glass. She looked like herself — coat folded beside her, phone untouched — but her posture had changed. Chin lifted. Shoulders square. Legs apart. Waiting.

She folded the note again. Slid it into her pocket.

Kept her thighs open.

The train rocked gently beneath her. Metal wheels on track, a smooth rhythm she’d stopped noticing until now.

But now she felt everything.

Every vibration that rose through the seat and into the back of her thighs. Every pulse of pressure where the cushion met the part of her left open. Her skirt had ridden up another inch, barely brushing the tops of her tights. She didn’t pull it down.

The air was too still. The carriage too quiet.

She sat there, legs parted, flushed and suddenly too aware of her own heartbeat.

Across the aisle, the man still hadn’t looked.

Not once.

She hated him for that.

Wanted him for that.

He held the book lightly in one hand, a finger sliding under the page but never turning it. As if he was giving her time. Space. Rope.

Maya shifted slightly. The pressure changed. Her thighs pressed down and forward against the seat, dragging the seam of her tights tighter. She let her head tip back against the window for a moment, exhaling slowly.

The heat between her legs was unbearable now — a dull, insistent ache that had no right to exist in a public space, much less a train car that still had three other passengers beyond the divider wall.

She couldn’t be wet.

And yet.

The silk of her underwear clung too close. The movement of the train made the fabric whisper against her clit, and she bit her lip hard when the pressure shifted just right.

She slid her hands into her lap, tried to look like she was resting, but her fingertips pressed into her thighs. Not touching. Not relieving. Just… steadying.

Her eyes flicked up.

Still no movement.

But her body no longer believed the lie.

He wasn’t just reading. He was letting her hang. Letting her obey. Letting her decide just how far she’d go without another word.

And it was working.

The shame of it soaked her deeper than the heat. The knowledge that she was sitting in a quiet public space, legs open, panties damp, heartbeat kicking against fabric — all for a man who hadn’t even said hello.

She thought about closing her legs. Just enough to make it stop.

But her knees stayed parted.

Wider, now.

The skirt bunched more obviously. Her tights stretched tighter. The waistband of her underwear pinched slightly as she shifted again, pressure feathering sharp through her.

Her breath stuttered.

She closed her eyes.

And in the dark behind her lids, the image came: him across from her, no book, just his eyes on her thighs, watching the damp spot grow. Watching her come apart without a single touch.

Her body tensed. She almost moaned.

She opened her eyes, gasping.

And found his gaze.

On her.

He hadn’t moved. But his book was shut.

Hands resting lightly on the cover.

Eyes locked on hers, calm, quiet, steady.

Maya’s breath caught in her throat.

He said nothing.

But she could feel the truth between them like gravity:

He knows exactly what you’re doing.

And worse —

He’s letting you do it.

Her phone buzzed.

Once. Soft.

Just a single vibration against the seat beside her.

The sound made her flinch — ridiculous, considering the train’s steady rhythm was louder — but in that moment it felt like a siren. She reached for it without thinking, screen lighting her flushed face in the dim carriage light.

One notification.

No name. Just a number she didn’t recognise.

And an image.

She tapped it open — thumb trembling slightly — and then froze.

The photo was of her.

Taken through the train window.

Grainy, dark, but unmistakable.

Her skirt, her thighs. The stretch of her tights.

Her legs, parted.

Her panties, visible.

The unmistakable darkened fabric right between them.

The image was angled slightly — not head-on, not a phone brazenly lifted in front of her — but reflected. From the glass opposite.

That was why he’d chosen this seat. That was why he hadn’t looked.

He hadn’t needed to.

The bastard had been using the window’s reflection. Watching her with his phone angled low, catching everything from the opposite side — while she squirmed and obeyed and opened herself wider.

The train rocked again. Her phone slid in her grip.

She wanted to scream. Or run. Or snatch the book out of his lap and throw it across the carriage. But she didn’t.

She just looked up.

He was still there.

Still calm.

Still watching.

This time he didn’t look away.

No guilt. No flinch. Just confirmation: Yes, that’s yours.

Not a demand. Not a threat.

Just the quiet assertion of power.

The wet between her thighs felt more shameful now. More real. She shifted slightly in her seat, legs still open, phone still glowing in her hand. She could feel her pulse thudding against the fabric.

She couldn’t deny it anymore.

He hadn’t just seen.

He’d captured it.

And sent it to her like a gift.

Or a leash.

Her fingers tightened around the phone. She was trembling.

She should’ve reported him. Moved carriages. Shut her legs. Pulled her skirt down. Done something.

Instead…

She parted her thighs just a little wider.

Let him see what he’d already claimed.

The air felt colder now, or maybe it was her skin — overheated, wet, raw with the feeling of being known. Not loved. Not seduced. Just watched.

Another buzz.

One more message.

Just text this time.

“Don’t move until the train stops.”

She stared at the words like they were handcuffs.

Felt them snap into place.

The train thundered on through the dark, and Maya sat motionless, soaking, wide open, and bound by nothing but text.

The train hissed into the station.

Maya stood slowly, legs unsteady, thighs damp and aching from how long she’d stayed open. Her skirt didn’t fall right — it stuck faintly to the top of her tights, still damp from what she hadn’t dared to wipe. She tugged it down without thinking, but the gesture felt meaningless now.

Her pulse thundered under her skin.

She glanced down the carriage — not at him directly, but past him. He hadn’t moved. No packing up. No coat in hand. The book still rested in his lap, unopened now. His eyes met hers just once. Still calm. Still seated.

He wasn’t getting off.

The doors opened with a pneumatic gasp. Cold air flooded in, licking over her flushed skin. She stepped out onto the empty platform like she was walking off stage, lungs too tight in her chest. The train behind her sat silent, humming with power, its interior lights too bright. She could feel him back there. Still watching.

She didn’t turn around.

She walked toward the exit. Footsteps slow. Each one a command. The kind that lives in her thighs and gut, not her mind.

Then her phone buzzed.

She stopped walking.

Looked down.

One new image.

The second photo.

Closer this time.

Tighter.

Her skirt, mid-thigh, caught from below.

The faint sheen between her thighs.

The open tension of someone still riding the edge.

She swallowed hard. Her cunt clenched on instinct, as if her body wanted to finish something it had been denied. Her knees locked.

He hadn’t just watched.

He’d followed her.

Not physically. Visually.

And she’d let him.

Worse—she still wanted him to.

The platform stretched out before her, dark and empty. Behind her, the doors stayed open.

Then another message.

Just words.

Not even a greeting.

“Next train. Same carriage.”

Her heart kicked sideways in her chest.

She felt the ache between her legs like a bruise, like a brand.

She didn’t reply.

She didn’t delete the messages.

She just stood on the platform, the breeze curling under her skirt, watching her reflection shimmer in the glass.

Her thighs were still parted.

She hadn’t even noticed.

The train pulled away behind her, humming into the night with a hiss of pressure and the hollow moan of acceleration.

Maya stood still.

The platform was empty. No footsteps. No voices. Just her, the cold, and the echo of a body she no longer fully recognised as hers.

Her skirt stuck to her thigh. Not visibly — not scandalously — but she could feel it. The mark of wet lace beneath, the phantom rhythm of vibration that hadn’t been there but felt like it had.

Her phone stayed heavy in her palm. The second photo still open. She didn’t zoom in. She didn’t need to.

The clarity of it was worse than anything: how visible her arousal had been. How exposed she’d allowed herself to become.

No excuses.

No alcohol to blame.

No one to misinterpret it.

She had parted her legs for a stranger.

And kept them open long enough for him to take two photos.

Her other hand slid unconsciously across her hip, pressing into the heat between her thighs. Not to masturbate. Not yet. Just… checking.

Yes. Still wet.

Still sore from holding back.

Still aching.

She walked slowly toward the station’s exit. Her steps felt strange. Floaty. Like she was still riding the vibration of the carriage, not the concrete under her feet.

Outside, the street was quiet. Her taxi hadn’t arrived yet.

She sat on the cold bench, phone balanced on one thigh, heart still trying to find its rhythm again.

The final message was still there:

Next train. Same carriage.

No name.

No number saved.

Just the promise of repetition.

Her body flushed all over again. Not fear. Not even exactly anticipation.

Something worse. Something better.

Possibility.

She opened her photo gallery.

Created a new album.

Named it simply:

Platform Three.

And saved both pictures.


Story 36 – The Wrong Notification

It started with a glass of wine. Then two. Then a third she poured without realising she was even refilling.

The flat was quiet — a single lamp on, her phone glowing on the edge of the duvet, Spotify whispering something low and breathy in the background. It was the kind of night where the edges of her body felt soft. Blurred. Like her skin wasn’t quite attached in all the usual ways.

She hadn’t gone out. She hadn’t even meant to drink. But the wine was open from last night, and the project deadline had passed, and her inbox was finally blessedly empty. So she’d let herself sink into her bed with a silk cami and a knee-high pair of socks and no intention of doing anything except scrolling.

The app had been a dare.

Not a real one — no one had dared her. But the download, the anonymous setup, the screen name she didn’t tell anyone — it all felt like an act of mild rebellion. Like a secret carved into the underside of her very normal, very professional life.

She wasn’t even going to post. She was just going to browse — watch other women in half-light, mouthing their sins into the camera, teasing their fingers under waistbands, whispering things like “I’ve never told anyone this, but…”

And maybe, once or twice, she’d touched herself to them. Quietly. Shamefully. With the brightness turned down and her breath caught in her chest.

But tonight, something tipped.

She was warm. Floaty. That sweet middle place between bored and needy. She shifted under her duvet and realised her thighs were slick. That she’d been rubbing them together without noticing. That her nipples had stiffened beneath the silk, pushing the fabric into peaks.

The thought hit fast:

What if you posted something?

Not a full video. Not porn. Nothing you’d regret.

Just… something.

A confession.

Her phone buzzed on the duvet beside her. A notification from work Slack, some bot update, ignored without a glance. She picked it up and opened the app instead.

The camera flipped to selfie view.

She looked… soft.

Hair a little messy. Lips flushed from wine. One strap of her cami had slipped down her shoulder, and she didn’t fix it. She hit record before she could think too hard.

“Confession,” she said, voice low. Her smile was lopsided. “I like being told what to do. Not all the time. But… when it’s right? When it’s calm, and quiet, and the person really means it? It ruins me.”

Her own words made her blush. She glanced down.

Her thighs were parted under the duvet. Her left hand was already halfway beneath the fabric, fingers brushing the waistband of her knickers without quite slipping in.

She took a breath.

“I like saying yes when I don’t even need to think. When I want to say it. Over and over.” Her voice dropped. “I think about it all the time. At work. In meetings. When I’m bored. Someone telling me, ‘Good girl. Now open your legs.’”

The camera wobbled slightly as she adjusted her grip. Her hand slid lower under the blanket, fingers cupping herself through the cotton. Wet. Unmistakably wet.

“I’ve never shown anyone this,” she whispered. “But tonight I want to. Just a little.”

She angled the phone slowly, revealing the duvet pulled up to her hips. The outline of her hand under the cotton. A soft gasp as she pressed down.

Her thighs spread wider.

She didn’t go further. Didn’t show skin. Just breath. Suggestion. The shape of heat under the covers.

She stopped the recording before she could overthink it.

Watched it back once.

Cringed. Blushed.

Then watched it again.

God, it was hot.

Because it wasn’t performance. It was honest. Quiet.

She hit upload. Selected anonymous post. Tapped into the tag menu — #control, #confession, #obedience.

Confirmed.

Sent.

Her heart pounded after.

She tossed her phone onto the bed beside her and buried her face in the pillow.

“Fuck,” she murmured into the fabric.

But she smiled.

A minute passed.

Then two.

Then the buzz came again.

She rolled over lazily, picking up her phone, ready to swipe into the app’s notifications — curious whether it had posted, whether anyone had seen.

But it wasn’t the app.

It was Slack.

“@here file upload detected: IMG_7391.mov”

Her stomach dropped.

She clicked it.

There it was. The video. Playing automatically.

Not in the app.

Not in her private folder.

In the #announcements channel.

Pinned.

Visible to 87 colleagues.

Including HR.

Including her boss.

Her screen dimmed slightly as the blood left her face.

“Fucking hell.”

She fumbled, breath choking her, trying to tap through the interface. Clicked on the video. Hit delete. Slack prompted her: Are you sure you want to remove this file? YES. FUCKING YES.

The message vanished.

She double-checked. Refreshed.

Gone.

Her hands shook. Her wine-flushed heat curdled into dread.

She stared at the screen, chest heaving.

Thirty seconds, maybe. Forty tops.

It was gone now.

She stared at the empty channel and told herself no one had seen it.

That she was safe.

That it was over.

She stared at the Slack window.

The #announcements channel sat blank now. No pinned video. No accidental moan-loop on autoplay.

Her heart was hammering, trying to catch up with what her hands had just done. She still hadn’t moved.

The apartment was silent, but her body wasn’t. Her pulse rang in her ears. Her skin felt cold and burning at the same time. The wine buzz had snapped in two — cut off by the sharp blade of pure, sick panic.

Had anyone seen it?

She hadn’t gotten any messages. No emails. No Slack DMs. No calls.

Maybe no one was online.

Maybe it was late enough that she’d been lucky.

Maybe the notification had flashed and died before it even registered for anyone.

She clicked into the workspace directory, scanning faces. Her team showed as all “offline.” Marketing too. Even the VP’s green dot had gone dark.

She exhaled through her nose, pressing her hands hard into her lap. Her palms were damp. The ridiculous tension between her thighs — the heat she’d been so proud of just minutes ago — now felt like a smear of evidence.

She couldn’t even bring herself to unlock her photo roll.

She was terrified she’d confirm it somehow — that she’d find the Slack watermark overlaid, or a reposted clip, or a screen recording in someone’s goddamn Stories.

It had been seconds.

Maybe thirty. Maybe a bit longer.

Her memory had already distorted it — every possible angle of failure looping in her head like she was trying to find the one frame that let her off the hook.

The thumbnail had loaded, she knew that.

Autoplay might’ve started.

And her voice… fuck, her voice had definitely been audible in the clip preview.

“I’ve never shown anyone this—”

She could hear it again now, playing behind her eyes.

Her stomach flipped.

She pressed her laptop shut with more force than necessary. Tossed it to the far edge of the bed. Stood. Paced.

Her socks were uneven — one halfway up her calf, the other slouching over her ankle. Her cami was skewed, one strap hanging off her shoulder. She looked down at herself and wanted to crawl out of her own skin.

She stripped the top off, changed into an oversized hoodie, pulled the sleeves over her hands. Anything to feel small again. Contained.

Her phone buzzed again.

She flinched. Grabbed it.

Slack.

Again.

But just another system bot. Workspace file cleanup scheduled.

Nothing about her.

No alerts.

No fallout.

The video was gone.

Deleted.

No trace.

Right?

She checked her Sent folder. Nothing.

Checked her clipboard history. Cleared it.

Even opened the trash bin on Slack’s backend to confirm the deletion timestamp.

It read:

“Deleted by user — 00:11am. Viewed 2 times.”

Two.

Two people.

Her breath caught like a fist in her throat.

That could still be her, right? She’d opened it to check before deleting—

But the truth settled in her chest like lead.

She’d only clicked it once.

One other person had seen.

Maybe more.

Maybe just one.

But someone had.

Someone at work had watched her say “Good girl. Now open your legs.”

Had seen the outline of her hand under the covers. Had seen her thighs part.

Her knees buckled slightly. She sat back on the bed, half-falling, hoodie pulled over her mouth.

It was done now.

Out of her hands.

Maybe they’d laugh. Maybe they’d say nothing. Maybe they’d delete it and move on.

Maybe.

She stared at her phone for a long time. No new pings. No emails. No HR. No emergency Zoom links.

Nothing.

It was almost worse.

The not-knowing.

The waiting.

But eventually… she started to breathe again.

By 12:32, she’d convinced herself:

No one would do anything.

It was over.

She left the phone on the side table. Plugged in. Locked.

Slipped beneath the covers.

Her thighs still tingled where her hand had been.

But now she ignored it.

Now it was about sleep.

Moving on.

Forgetting.

By 12:40, she was asleep.

And by 12:46, while her phone buzzed once more on the table beside her…

She didn’t hear it.

Her phone buzzed again at 2:04 a.m.

A single, bright chirp in the darkness.

Maya stirred beneath the covers, hoodie still bunched around her shoulders, the duvet twisted between her legs. She was halfway through a dream about being late for a flight — the kind where you keep missing the gate by seconds — when the vibration broke through the fog.

She blinked. Groaned. Reached for her phone.

One unread message.

Slack.

Direct message.

No contact name. Just a grey circle. No icon. No display photo.

The username didn’t match anyone from her department. Or maybe it did — it looked like a string of initials, the kind people used for throwaway test accounts or backup logins.

She unlocked it.

Too late. I saved it.

Her heart stopped.

The wine sleep dissolved instantly, leaving cold clarity in its place. She sat bolt upright in bed, hoodie sliding up over her thighs.

No greeting.

No emojis.

No context.

Just six words.

Too late. I saved it.

She reread it twice. Three times.

Her stomach hollowed out.

It wasn’t a joke.

It wasn’t a friend teasing.

The account had no chat history. No identity.

But the message was surgical. Precise.

She typed:

What the fuck is this?

No reply.

She added:

Who is this?

Delete it. That wasn’t meant for anyone.

It was a mistake. I deleted it. Please.

The typing dots appeared.

Paused.

Vanished.

Nothing.

She stared at the screen, panic rising again, this time laced with something different. Hotter.

Shame.

The dots came back.

Then a second message.

Redo it. Properly this time.

Her hands went cold.

She waited for something else. A joke. A reveal. A threat.

But nothing followed.

Just that quiet, deliberate instruction.

Redo it.

Properly.

She typed again.

No. I’m not doing anything. That was private.

The dots flickered.

Then I’ll show someone else.

She clutched the phone so tight her fingers ached. Her legs curled up beneath her, knees tucked to her chest. Her entire body was vibrating now — not with desire, not yet, but with exposure.

Please don’t.

The typing bubbles lingered. Then:

Then listen.

You’re going to record a new one. Not tonight. Tomorrow. I’ll tell you when.

You’ll follow instructions. You’ll look into the camera when you say it. You won’t come. Not until I say.

Her body betrayed her.

A spike of heat, low and sudden.

She hated herself for it.

Why me?

A long pause.

Then:

Because you’re the one who posted it.

No anger. No cruelty. Just fact.

You want someone to see. That’s what made it good. That’s why you didn’t scream when you realised it was public. That’s why you left it up for 47 seconds.

47.

Not 30.

Not 60.

Forty-seven.

She shivered.

He had timed it.

Watched it.

And you’re still wet, aren’t you.

She dropped the phone like it burned her.

Her breath shook.

Her thighs clenched.

She stood. Paced. Sat again.

Checked Slack.

The message sat there like a brand.

Her phone buzzed once more.

A file.

No preview.

Filename: 7391-backup.mov

She didn’t open it.

She didn’t need to.

It was hers.

The original video.

Copied. Saved. Sent back as proof of ownership.

He hadn’t just watched. He’d archived it.

And now he was holding it in front of her like a leash.

She pulled the duvet around her shoulders, even though the room wasn’t cold.

Her phone buzzed one final time.

You’ll receive instructions tomorrow. You’ll obey. Or I’ll post the original. HR, if you’d like. Or your boss. Maybe both.

Sleep well. You’ll want the rest.

No sign-off. No name. No smirk emoji to soften it.

Just silence.

Maya stared at the screen until it dimmed in her hand.

Her legs were trembling again.

But not from fear.

Something had opened inside her — wide and wild.

And she didn’t know what terrified her more:

The threat.

Or the way her body was already waiting.

The message came at 11:13 the next morning.

Maya was in the kitchen, toast half-burnt in the pan, still wearing the oversized hoodie from the night before. She hadn’t slept well. Her dreams had flickered between guilt and arousal, threat and heat, the kind that left her waking soaked and terrified of what her body remembered.

Slack pinged on her laptop.

She froze.

Set the knife down.

Clicked the window open.

Instructions. You will follow them exactly.

Tonight. 10pm.

Her stomach turned.

Below that, a numbered list appeared, each line more obscene in its simplicity.

1. Strip fully. No bra. No panties. Leave your socks on.

2. Sit on the bed. Lights low. Lamp only. Warm tone.

3. Camera angled from above — I want to see all of you.

4. Speak to me. Not the app. Me.

5. Say what you fantasised about after I messaged you.

6. No touching yourself until told.

7. You won’t come.

No threats. No mentions of the video.

Just the next set of terms.

Her hands shook as she read them. She told herself to shut it down. Report it. Call IT. Block the user. Delete Slack. Leave the job.

But she didn’t.

She closed the window.

Finished the toast.

Tried to work.

But the list echoed louder than anything on her calendar.

She imagined obeying it — each line conjuring not horror, but something else. Something darker.

By evening, she’d stopped fighting the thought.

By 9:30, she was in the shower.

She shaved.

Twice.

She moisturised.

Put on lotion that smelled like vanilla and ash.

She left her hair loose. Not styled. Just clean. Soft.

At 9:58, she opened her camera.

At 9:59, she adjusted the lamp — yellow glow, angled low.

At 10:00 on the dot, she sat on the bed, bare except for the grey socks slouched at her calves.

The camera pointed down from her dresser. She could see herself framed clearly: legs crossed, skin pale in the warm light, hoodie tossed aside, nipples peaked already from the air.

She started recording.

“I didn’t sleep much,” she said. Her voice sounded small. Real. “Not from guilt. From… I don’t know. The way it felt to be seen.”

She shifted slightly, arms at her sides. The camera caught everything — the round swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the flush creeping down her throat.

“You were right. I was wet. I am wet. Even now.”

She parted her thighs slowly. The movement felt seismic.

“I kept thinking about you watching it. Not judging it. Just… keeping it. Holding it. Like something valuable.”

Her fingers flexed on the bed beside her. She wanted to cover herself. But the list was burned into her memory. She knew exactly what wasn’t allowed.

She let the silence stretch.

“I fantasised about more.” Her breath hitched. “About what you’d say. What else you’d ask me to do. Whether you’d keep messaging or leave me hanging.”

She swallowed.

“And I imagined doing this. Sitting here. Knowing you’d watch.”

She hesitated.

“I imagined asking if I could touch myself. If you’d say yes. If you’d make me wait.”

She uncrossed her legs. Sat more upright. Her nipples throbbed in the cool air.

“But the thing is… I already know what you’d say.”

She leaned forward slightly, face closer to the camera, heat blooming down her chest.

“You’d say not yet. You’d say wait. You’d say prove you deserve it.”

Her thighs trembled. She kept them open. Let the camera take in the slick shine at her core.

“And I would. I do.”

She exhaled shakily.

“I’m not touching myself. Even though I’m soaked. Even though I feel like I’ll fucking break.”

She laughed once, bitter and soft.

“You’ve barely said anything to me. You haven’t even told me your name. And I’m here. Naked. Obeying.”

She bit her lip. Eyes dark.

“I think that’s what scares me the most.”

Her body was shaking now. Every nerve screaming. Her clit throbbed like a drum. Her cunt clenched without friction, wet and twitching in open air.

She looked dead into the lens.

“Please let me come.”

She waited.

Silence.

No message.

No ping.

No approval.

She closed the recording.

Saved it.

Attached the file.

And sent it.

No caption.

No greeting.

Just the second offering.

Then she collapsed backwards onto the bed, legs still parted, one hand curled into the duvet to stop herself from giving in.

She waited.

And waited.

But nothing came.

Not a reply.

Not a “Good girl.”

Not a next command.

Just the heavy silence of being seen but not claimed.

The reply came twenty-three hours later.

Not that she’d been watching the clock.

Not that she hadn’t.

She’d told herself to forget it. That she’d done her part. That he might be bluffing — that the whole game, if that’s what it was, might be over now.

She tried to go about her day as normal.

She went to work. Answered emails. Avoided eye contact during a team huddle. Got coffee. Got complimented on her glow. She laughed too loudly and said she’d been sleeping better.

She hadn’t.

Her cunt still throbbed with every shift in her chair.

Her body was keyed up like it had been wound tight and left to hum.

She couldn’t look at her own reflection without seeing the moment her thighs had parted for someone nameless.

The file sat in her sent folder.

Unread.

Unacknowledged.

Until 9:47 p.m. the next night.

Slack pinged.

One message.

You learn fast.

Now show me what you didn’t the first time.

Her stomach dropped.

No hello.

No well done.

No release.

Just a follow-up.

A correction.

She opened the thread, heart thudding in her throat.

Full. Open. No hesitation. No fabric. No blankets.

Speak slower. Look into the camera when you beg.

You’ll kneel this time.

Her breath stuttered.

She reread the lines three times.

There was no insult.

No threat.

Just… structure.

And something inside her — the part of her that had trembled under his text, that had obeyed without knowing why — shifted from dread to heat.

She wanted to argue.

To ask why.

To say enough.

But she didn’t.

She closed her laptop. Walked to the mirror.

Looked at herself.

Naked.

Flushed.

Already wet.

She didn’t know when the arousal had started.

Maybe it hadn’t ever stopped.

At 10:03, she set up the phone.

Floor-level. Angled up.

Unforgiving. Honest.

She knelt in front of it.

No poses. No tricks.

Just her.

Breasts bare, heavy with breath. Thighs parted. Cunt slick, visible, raw.

Knees on the carpet. Palms flat on her thighs. Chin high. Eyes wide.

She hit record.

“I wanted you to reply sooner.” Her voice shook, but she kept it steady. “I didn’t know what I’d done wrong.”

A pause. Swallow.

No performance now. Just truth.

“But then I read it again. And I understood.”

She spread her thighs wider. Let the camera see everything.

No shame. Only tension.

“I’d held back. Covered too much. Hid.”

Her voice dropped. “I won’t make that mistake again.”

She stayed still. Let the silence stretch. Let him see her wait.

Then:

“I’m kneeling now. Because you told me to. Because the first time wasn’t enough.”

A flush crept up her chest.

She reached between her legs — not to touch, but to hold herself open. Fingers spreading her folds for the camera.

“This is what I didn’t show you before.”

The air hit her.

She flinched.

Held the pose.

“You didn’t even tell me to do this part. I just… wanted to. I thought maybe you wanted it too.”

She was shaking now.

“I want to come.” Her voice cracked. “I want to show you that. But I won’t. Not unless you tell me.”

She let go. Sat back slightly, thighs still wide.

Her clit throbbed, untouched. Her cunt dripped slow and visible, the kind of wet that no lube could fake.

“Please.”

She looked straight into the lens.

“Please. Use me how you want.”

She held the camera’s gaze.

“I’m yours.”

Then she stopped the video.

Saved it.

Didn’t watch it back.

Didn’t filter it.

Just attached it.

Typed nothing.

And sent.

She sat on the carpet for a long time after that.

Palms resting on her thighs.

Not touching.

Not moving.

The silence this time felt different. Not emptiness.

Structure.

Obedience.

When the reply came, it was five words:

Better. You’re nearly ready.

And then a calendar invite pinged.

No description.

Just a time.

Thursday. 11pm. Weekly Review.

She clicked Accept without blinking.

And finally, finally, let herself touch.

Thursday came like a countdown.

Every hour that passed felt like prep.

Like she wasn’t working through tasks, just clearing the way.

By evening, she was restless.

She tidied her flat twice. Took a second shower.

Shaved again. Moisturised everywhere.

She didn’t wear anything.

There wasn’t a point.

She knew what would happen.

Or rather—she didn’t.

And that was the point.

She left the lights low. The same lamp. The same frame.

She set up the phone early — 10:45 — camera on, waiting.

Pillow on the floor this time.

Not her bed.

A little more formal.

A little more… like service.

At 10:59, she checked her Slack.

No messages.

No new commands.

She opened the calendar.

“Weekly Review – 11:00 p.m.”

Still there. Still anonymous.

Still accepted.

She knelt in front of the camera.

Back straight. Hands on thighs.

Her body already humming from anticipation.

At exactly 11:00, the screen flickered.

A call request.

Not video.

Just voice.

No ID.

She accepted.

No greeting.

Silence.

Then breathing.

Not hers.

His.

Measured. Quiet.

Listening.

She didn’t speak.

She knew better now.

She waited.

The silence stretched.

Her thighs parted a little more. Not on purpose.

Her nipples tightened from the cool air.

She could feel her own slick dripping again.

It made her cheeks flush.

But she didn’t break posture.

She stayed kneeling.

Breathing.

A full minute passed.

Then his voice, low and calm.

“Let me see.”

She leaned back slightly.

Spread her thighs.

Showed everything.

No pose.

No theatrics.

Just full, raw, open submission.

Her cunt was flushed and glistening.

Her clit throbbed visibly.

She hadn’t touched since Sunday.

Another pause.

“Tilt the camera up.”

She obeyed.

Now it caught her face.

The parted lips.

The hunger.

The ruin.

“Say it.”

She swallowed.

Her throat was dry.

“Say what?” she asked, barely a whisper.

“Why you’re here.”

Her breath hitched.

She closed her eyes.

Then opened them.

“Because you told me to be.”

“Why else?”

“Because…” Her voice cracked. “Because I want to be seen.”

Silence.

She thought he’d cut the call.

But then—

“Good girl.”

The praise shattered something in her.

She almost sobbed.

But she held position.

Let the warmth of those two words settle into her like heat under skin.

“You won’t come tonight.”

She nodded.

“I know.”

“You’ll hold it. For me.”

“Yes.”

“You’re ready now.”

She trembled.

But not from fear.

From knowing this was only the beginning.

The call ended.

No goodbye.

Just silence again.

But not the same silence as before.

This one thrummed with control.

A leash wound tight around her body.

Her phone buzzed.

New calendar invite.

“Weekly Review — Thursday, 11:00 p.m. (Recurring)”

She clicked Accept again without thinking.

Then reached between her legs.

Just to feel how soaked she was.

How badly she was shaking.

But she didn’t touch herself.

Not properly.

Not yet.

She slept naked that night.

And dreamed of the next command.


Story 37 – The Archive Room

The basement smelled like cold paper and dust.

It always did — a little sterile, a little damp, like old wood and tired air filters couldn’t quite keep up with the building’s age. The walls were cinderblock painted the colour of old bandages. The lights overhead buzzed faintly. Not enough to distract, but enough to make silence feel… deliberate.

Maya liked it.

She liked the way her shoes didn’t echo on the low carpet. The way the room swallowed sound. It made everything feel separate. Untouchable. She’d been assigned to finish archiving the year-end files — nothing glamorous, but she preferred it down here to the fluorescent clang of the main office.

Besides, she was alone.

Or had been.

She didn’t hear him come in.

But when she looked up from the third filing drawer, he was there — halfway down the next row of shelves, lifting a box like he belonged to the walls.

His name was Aiden.

Same department.

Two floors up.

They’d spoken maybe twice.

Email threads more often than conversations.

But something between them had always… charged.

Not flirtation. Not openly.

Just the kind of lingering eye contact that stayed too long. The sense of someone watching you leave a room.

He didn’t greet her.

Didn’t smile.

Just nodded once — small, subtle. Enough.

She nodded back.

Her pulse spiked.

The archive was a quiet zone.

Officially.

Voices carried too far.

Unspoken etiquette. No chatter. No music. Just the scrape of boxes and the shuffle of paper.

He took the row behind her.

Not beside.

Not opposite.

But close enough.

She felt him more than she saw him.

The brush of presence when he moved.

The creak of the shelving.

He smelled like leather and heat.

Not cologne. Just something warm.

She tried not to notice.

She returned to her work — lifting folders, labelling spines, sorting files by department code.

But her breath had shortened.

Her hands weren’t as steady.

He passed behind her once.

Close.

Not touching.

Not quite.

The space between them crackled.

Like the hum in the lights above.

Barely noticeable until it was the only thing in the room.

She didn’t turn.

Didn’t speak.

Just kept working.

But her body had already noticed something her mind was trying to ignore:

She liked being watched.

Liked not breaking the silence.

Liked the sound of her own breath when no one else was speaking.

Behind her, Aiden set a box down hard enough to thud.

The sound reverberated.

She flinched.

Not out of fear.

Out of anticipation.

Their eyes met across the low metal shelves.

Not for long.

Just enough.

Then she turned back to the files.

Heart racing.

Thighs a little tighter together than before.

The shelf she needed was just above her head.

She rose onto the balls of her feet to reach it — not high enough to strain, but enough that her skirt pulled up at the back.

Wool-blend pencil. Black. Just long enough to be office-appropriate.

But when she stretched, the hem lifted to mid-thigh.

More.

Her blouse stayed tucked. Her spine arched. One hand braced against the shelf below.

She heard him move.

Not loudly.

Just a shift of weight.

Then: the unmistakable sound of footsteps closing the space behind her.

She didn’t turn.

Didn’t drop her arm.

Didn’t lower her skirt.

The box she wanted was labelled in faded marker: Finance 2021 – Contracts.

But she didn’t lift it.

Because his hand touched her.

Not a full grab.

Just the backs of two fingers, brushing lightly across the top of her thigh — just under where her skirt had lifted.

A question.

Not a claim.

Her whole body locked.

She could have moved.

Could have stepped aside, lowered her arm, tugged her skirt down.

She didn’t.

Her pulse roared in her ears.

Her breath caught hard in her chest.

Behind her, Aiden didn’t speak.

Didn’t move again.

Just stayed there — close, waiting.

His hand still hovered, barely brushing the back of her thigh.

She let out a slow exhale.

Then shifted.

Just a little.

Enough for her knees to part.

Enough to tilt her hips back.

It wasn’t a yes.

It wasn’t a no.

It was a don’t stop.

The lights buzzed.

The shelves stayed still.

And he stepped closer.

She could feel the heat of him now — the press of his chest just inches from her back, the way his breath ghosted against the shell of her ear.

His fingers found the hem of her skirt again.

This time, they didn’t brush.

They held.

Two knuckles curled just under the fabric.

His thumb pressed lightly into the muscle of her thigh.

Still, no one spoke.

No permission given.

No protest offered.

Only the shared breath between them.

She could smell him now — warmth and clean skin and something like cedar from his coat.

Her own scent rose faintly under her blouse.

She knew, without turning, that he was watching her spine.

The curve of it.

The way her shoulder blades drew tight when she exhaled too hard.

Her eyes drifted shut.

She let the tension hold her.

Let the silence become something alive.

She arched her back just enough to feel it:

His hand flexed.

Then withdrew.

She almost gasped.

But didn’t.

Then —

He reached for the same folder she’d been pretending to retrieve.

Lifted it down.

Set it beside her on the shelf.

Not a word.

Not a sound.

But when she turned to look at him —

He was already watching.

And he didn’t look away.

He didn’t rush.

Aiden took one step forward — slow, deliberate — and the rest of the air in the archive seemed to vanish.

They stood chest to back now. Her breath hitched. He didn’t touch her at first.

He just… hovered.

One heartbeat.

Two.

His palm at her hip, not quite pressing.

A test.

She didn’t move away.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t correct him.

Instead she turned her head slightly, enough for her cheek to brush his shoulder. Her breath trembled. Her skirt was still rucked high from earlier, clinging slightly to her thighs.

His hand slid down.

Fingers grazing fabric — the coarse texture of her skirt, then the softer line of her tights.

Lower.

Lower.

He curved around the inside of her thigh and found the damp seam at the top of her stockings.

She sucked in a breath.

He paused there, right at the edge where skin met nylon. Just a thumb’s width away from the line of her panties.

His other hand came up — braced lightly on the shelf in front of her.

No cage.

No trap.

But she couldn’t move.

Didn’t want to.

His fingers lifted her skirt in slow, silent folds.

One layer. Then another.

Until her bare skin met cold air.

She was soaked.

Her knickers were already wet — a clingy lace barely doing anything to hide the heat beneath.

And he hadn’t even done anything yet.

His fingers brushed the outside of them.

Testing pressure.

Not enough.

She spread her stance slightly. Just enough to part her thighs.

A whisper of sound — tights shifting, fabric stretching.

The only thing louder was her breathing.

He dipped his fingers under the lace.

Found her slit.

She was dripping.

His breath stuttered against her neck, but he didn’t make a sound.

Didn’t whisper.

Didn’t growl.

Didn’t ask.

He just touched.

Two fingers sliding through slick heat — slow, exploratory, almost reverent.

Then deeper.

She bit her lip hard.

Her forehead pressed to the cabinet.

No noise.

No permission.

Only body.

His fingers curled.

Not fast. Not rough.

Just firm.

He drew the wetness up over her clit — not circling it, just ghosting over.

Watching her.

Learning her.

She nearly buckled.

Her mouth opened around a sound she didn’t dare release.

Her hips jerked back into his hand.

He pressed his fingers deeper.

Her cunt sucked around them.

Still, he said nothing.

And when she reached back — blindly, desperately — to grip his wrist, he let her.

Let her clutch him in place.

Let her hold him there like a lifeline.

Her thighs trembled.

Her breath came fast now — not loud, but visible. Her whole body rising and falling.

He fucked her with his fingers.

Slow.

Precise.

Silent.

She was panting.

Wet enough it was leaking down her inner thighs.

Her knickers soaked.

She tried to keep still.

To keep composed.

But she was unraveling against the shelves.

Eyes glassy.

Mouth open.

Ruined without a single word.

Then he withdrew.

Not cruelly.

Not suddenly.

Just enough to make her gasp at the emptiness.

Her hand tightened on the shelf.

She turned her head slowly.

He met her eyes again — and only then did he bring his fingers to his mouth.

Licked them.

Deliberate.

Unblinking.

She nearly came from that alone.

The moment he turned her, she let him.

No protest. No surprise. Just her body, already softened by heat and pulse and the press of his fingers inside her.

Her shoes shuffled against the carpet, knees bending slightly. She braced herself on the heavy cabinet in front of them — both palms flat against a yellowed folder labelled PROPERTY DISPOSALS: 2019–2020.

Fitting.

Behind her, Aiden didn’t fumble.

He moved like a man who already knew how this would go.

Like he’d imagined it just as many times.

Her skirt was already hiked.

Her soaked knickers clung half off her hips, bunched where he’d tugged them aside.

Her stockings framed the flushed backs of her thighs, the crease where arousal left wet shine.

He unzipped.

No flourish.

Just the sound of a fly parting, and then the stretch of fabric as he freed himself.

She didn’t look.

She didn’t need to.

She felt him — thick and hot, dragging through the mess between her folds, the bare head of his cock catching against her entrance once, then again.

A warning.

A tease.

A stretch.

Then he pushed in.

All at once.

She nearly screamed.

Not from pain — she was too wet for that — but from the shock of being so suddenly filled.

No lead-up.

No ask.

No easing.

Just him inside her — deep, thick, real.

Her hands flew to the edge of the cabinet. She bit down hard on her own lip to stifle the sound that rose unbidden.

His breath faltered behind her.

Still no words.

Only the echo of bodies colliding — muffled, wet, thick with pressure.

He pulled back slowly.

Slid in again.

Faster now.

His hands gripped her hips — not possessive, not painful, just anchored.

Holding her in place.

Driving her open.

Her thighs widened instinctively. She was already bracing against the edge of the filing cabinet, her cheek pressed to the surface now, hair in her mouth, one foot lifting slightly as she arched harder into him.

The sound of skin on skin was soft but obscene.

Wet, rhythmical.

She couldn’t breathe.

Couldn’t move.

His cock was perfect — thick enough to stretch her, long enough to make her gasp with each thrust.

And he knew how to use it.

Slow. Deep. Just enough force to make her feel.

No talking.

No dirty words.

Just that brutal, perfect silence.

And her.

Soaked.

Fucked open.

Biting her own hand now just to keep from moaning.

He slammed into her again.

Harder.

Her knees buckled.

He caught her hips.

Tugged her back.

Fucked her deeper.

She was falling apart.

Sweat pricked under her blouse. Her breasts bounced slightly with each thrust, nipples stiff and aching, pinned against the fabric.

The drawer handles of the cabinet dug into her forearms. She didn’t care.

She wanted to sob.

To scream.

To beg.

But she didn’t.

Because that wasn’t the deal.

This was silence.

This was surrender.

This was letting herself be used in the one place no one ever shouted.

He bent lower.

Body pressed to hers.

His hips kept moving.

Faster now.

She felt the tremble building — not just in her thighs, but in her gut, in her chest, in her fucking soul.

She was going to come.

Hard.

And she was going to do it in total silence.

She almost ruined it.

The sound started in her chest — thin, high, impossible to stop. A soft, ragged moan threatening to split from her throat as the next thrust knocked her breath sideways.

Aiden was deep again.

So deep it felt like her body had been built for this.

For him.

Her cunt clamped down, wet and pulsing, and she knew she was about to tip.

But the moan…

It escaped.

Half-formed.

Barely audible.

But loud in the quiet of that fucking room.

His hand was on her mouth before it finished.

Not harsh.

Not punishing.

Just firm.

Covering her completely.

His palm pressed to her lips, his fingers splayed across her cheek, holding her still as he fucked her deeper.

Her breath caught against his skin. She moaned into it.

This time, softer. Buried.

He didn’t speak.

But he thrust harder.

Once. Twice.

Then stayed deep — hips locked against her ass, the thick weight of his cock buried fully inside her, throbbing.

She looked up.

Directly in front of them — above the filing cabinet — was a narrow, stainless-steel panel.

Polished. Reflective.

She saw them.

Saw her own face — mouth smothered by his hand, eyes wide and glassy. Hair falling into her lashes. Her blouse rucked up to her ribs.

Her skirt bunched.

Her thighs slick.

Her body used.

And behind her: Aiden.

His shirt half-untucked.

His mouth open.

His brow furrowed with restraint.

Watching her.

Watching them.

Her hips moved without asking.

She was riding him now — not full thrusts, just small pulses, grinding back on his cock, cunt fluttering around him, soaking him.

His hand stayed tight on her mouth.

She could feel every line of his palm.

And she loved it.

Loved being muzzled like this.

Loved the way her scream had been silenced without permission.

Loved the mirror showing her exactly what she looked like: ruined.

She came with his cock buried inside her.

Tight. Silent. Explosive.

Her body locked up, trembling, clenching, spilling all over him.

Her eyes never left the mirror.

Her throat vibrated against his hand.

Her moan was swallowed whole.

Aiden held her still.

Let her ride it.

Let her lose control beneath his fingers.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t withdraw.

Just stayed inside her.

Watching her come undone.

Only when her body started to sag — spent, shivering — did he release her mouth.

Slowly.

She sucked in air like it was her first breath.

And then he started again.

Her orgasm had left her sagging, thighs trembling, breath still catching in tiny gasps.

But Aiden wasn’t done.

He hadn’t come.

Not yet.

Not when she had.

And now, as his hand slipped from her mouth and returned to her hip, he started to move again — slow at first, then building.

His grip tightened.

His pace deepened.

Not punishing.

Not wild.

Just relentless.

A rhythm built on possession.

On completion.

She stayed bent.

Arched and wet and open.

Letting him fuck into the aftershocks, her cunt so sensitive it sparked every time he bottomed out.

The slap of his skin against hers echoed through the dead quiet.

Still no words.

She braced harder against the cabinet.

His fingers dug into her hips now.

His breath hitched.

She felt him twitch.

Close.

So close.

And when he finally came —

He did it deep.

Buried inside her, thick and throbbing, emptying himself in long, pulsing surges.

She could feel it.

Warm.

Flooding.

Undeniable.

She moaned without volume.

Just a breath.

A soundless response to being filled.

He stayed there.

Pressed against her, both of them breathing hard, bodies damp.

Her legs were shaking.

Her underwear hung twisted around one thigh.

Her skirt was a wreck.

Her blouse half-opened where the buttons had strained.

He pulled out slowly.

The wet sound of it obscene in the silence.

His cum spilled down her inner thigh.

She didn’t move to catch it.

Didn’t wipe it away.

He stepped back.

Adjusted himself.

Zipped up.

Still nothing said.

Just the sound of their breath returning to pace.

Maya stayed bent a little longer, head lowered.

Chest heaving.

Then she stood.

Wobbly.

She turned to look at him, unsure if he would say anything.

But he didn’t.

He just stepped close again.

Took her hand.

Pressed something into it.

Folded her fingers around it.

Then walked past her.

Left the room.

Without looking back.

She stood alone in the archive.

Still flushed.

Still dripping.

Her mouth parted, lips swollen from the pressure of his palm.

She opened her hand.

A note.

Folded tight.

Just one sentence:

“Same time tomorrow. Don’t speak.”

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t blush.

She just slid the note into her bra.

And got back to work.


Story 38 – The Girlfriend Clause

It started with a glass of wine and her legs in his lap.

Not unusual.

Not suspicious.

Just comfort.

They were curled together on the sofa, socks off, candles flickering low. Her hair was still damp from the shower — he could smell the faint sweetness of the shampoo she always stole from his side of the bathroom.

She looked soft tonight.

Not just in her clothes — baggy hoodie, skin-warmed shorts — but in her body. Loose. Fluid. Happy in that dangerous, knowing way.

The kind of quiet that only ever came before something deliberate.

He didn’t notice it at first.

Too content. Too full of the after-dinner glow and the brush of her calf shifting gently over his jeans.

His hand rested on her thigh, thumb tracing mindless little circles. She’d hooked one foot behind his back, heel grazing over his ribs every time she stretched.

He leaned his head against the back of the sofa, eyes closed.

“This is nice,” he murmured.

“Mmhmm.”

She took a slow sip of her wine, then reached to set the glass on the table.

He didn’t see the look on her face when she turned back.

Didn’t catch the stillness.

The focus.

The way her gaze lingered on his mouth like she was deciding something.

Instead, he kept his eyes closed.

Smiling faintly.

She brushed her fingers through his hair.

Soft.

Tender.

Then said, “Can I ask you something?”

His eyes opened.

“Of course.”

She tilted her head, that little curve of a smile that always made his stomach dip.

“Be honest, okay?”

“I always am,” he said.

She gave him a look.

He amended: “I’ll try.”

She shifted, sitting up straighter. Her leg stayed across his lap. He could feel her warmth through his jeans now, the press of her bare skin like a steady little brand.

“Have you ever… thought about me with someone else?”

He blinked.

That wasn’t where he thought the night was headed.

“I mean,” she continued, voice calm, “not cheating. Not anything like that. I mean… if I wanted it. If it turned me on. Would that turn you on?”

Heat prickled behind his ears.

He gave a nervous laugh.

“I—uh—”

His hand twitched on her thigh.

She didn’t tease him.

Didn’t press.

Just looked at him.

Calm.

Interested.

Not waiting to trap him.

Just waiting for truth.

He swallowed.

Tried not to squirm.

His cock was already stirring, half-hard against the seam of his zipper.

“I’ve… yeah. I mean, yeah. I’ve thought about it.”

Her smile widened slightly.

Still soft.

Still slow.

“Recently?”

He glanced away.

She laughed gently and leaned in to kiss the side of his neck.

“You don’t have to lie. It’s hot. I know it is.”

He nodded once.

“Okay. Yeah. I think about it sometimes. Just…”

He hesitated.

“Just in theory.”

“Mm.” She leaned her chin on his shoulder. “Like what kind of theory?”

He didn’t answer.

Not with words.

She shifted her leg — slid it a little higher over his lap.

Found the growing hardness beneath his jeans.

Pressed.

He let out a breath.

Didn’t stop her.

“You’d watch, wouldn’t you?” she said quietly. “If you could.”

He nodded.

Eyes closed again.

“I’d let you,” she whispered.

His cock jumped.

He looked at her then.

Properly.

Flushed. Confused. Hard.

And she smiled like a woman who had already decided.

She let him simmer.

Didn’t press the subject.

Didn’t rush.

Just let the air between them change.

Her fingers stayed on his thigh — not stroking now, just resting, light and warm, like she was grounding him.

He shifted slightly. Adjusted himself beneath her leg. He was hard now, no way to hide it.

Still, she didn’t tease.

Didn’t smirk.

She wasn’t being playful.

She was being serious.

That was what made it hotter.

The calm.

“So,” she said, drawing the word out. “What exactly have you imagined?”

He looked at her — hesitant.

“I mean… stuff. You know.”

Her eyebrow arched.

“That’s not very specific.”

He laughed nervously. “You want a list?”

“Yes.” She didn’t blink. “Start small.”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “I don’t know. Like… you flirting with someone. Kissing them. Touching.”

She nodded. “Okay. What else?”

“You… being into it,” he admitted. “Looking at me while you do it.”

A beat.

Then:

“You want me to look at you while someone else fucks me?”

His breath caught.

He swallowed.

Said nothing.

She smiled. Not meanly.

Just… knowing.

“You don’t have to say it out loud. I can see it.”

Her fingers traced the inside of his thigh now. Just barely brushing the line of his zipper.

His cock pressed tight against the denim.

She kept going.

Kept her voice soft.

“Would you want to be there? Sitting still, hard like this, while someone else makes me moan?”

He shuddered.

“Would you want me to pretend it’s not happening?” she asked. “Or would you want me to narrate it to you? Tell you exactly how it feels?”

He nodded, mute.

She kissed his jaw.

Whispered:

“Would you want to see me filled?”

His groan was barely audible.

But it was enough.

Her hand slid over the bulge in his jeans now, cupping him lightly.

“You’d sit there,” she murmured. “Quiet. Hands in your lap. Watching me come on someone else’s cock.”

He gasped.

Whispered, “Jesus.”

She kissed his neck.

“You wouldn’t even need to touch yourself.”

“I couldn’t,” he said.

Her hand stilled.

Pulled back.

He looked at her, dazed.

Fucked open by the suggestion alone.

And then she said it.

Softly.

Calmly.

Like a casual promise.

“I have something to show you.”

She rose from the sofa without a word.

Her hand brushed his chest as she moved past him — a light touch, almost absent-minded, but with intent behind it.

He stayed frozen where she left him, still hard under his jeans, flushed, breath tight in his throat.

He watched her cross to the kitchen counter.

Watched her unplug her phone from the charger.

Watched her open the screen and scroll — deliberate, unrushed.

She came back with it in her hand.

Not playful now.

Not teasing.

Just composed.

She sat beside him again, folded one leg beneath her, and tilted the phone slightly away from him.

“You can tell me to stop,” she said, voice soft but unwavering. “I’ll never bring it up again.”

He looked at her.

Wide-eyed.

Burning.

“…Show me.”

She tapped play.

And turned the screen to him.

The video began in silence.

Dim lighting.

A bed he didn’t recognise.

And her.

Naked.

Glowing.

On her hands and knees.

At first it was only her — the curve of her back, her hair falling down her shoulder, the candlelit sheen of sweat across her spine.

Then a second body entered frame.

A man.

Broad.

Hands on her hips.

And then—

He slid into her.

Slow.

Smooth.

So fucking intimate.

The sound came on next.

The low smack of skin.

Her moan.

That moan.

The one he knew.

He felt like the floor had dropped beneath him.

She didn’t look at him.

Not yet.

Just kept her gaze on the screen.

Steady.

Curious.

The man in the video was fucking her slowly — rhythmically — like they had all the time in the world.

And she… she was loving it.

Arching into it.

Rocking back.

Moaning softly, panting into the sheets, gasping his name—

No.

Not his name.

Someone else’s.

He twitched.

She saw it.

Still didn’t speak.

Just kept the phone steady.

Then the moment hit — the one that broke him.

On screen, she turned her head.

Looked straight at the camera.

And smiled.

Eyes full of heat.

Mouth parted.

Flushed and fucked and gorgeous.

Then she mouthed it.

“I wish you were watching.”

He choked.

Didn’t mean to.

His breath stuttered.

She paused the video.

The room went quiet again.

Her hand found his.

Interlaced their fingers.

“You were right,” she said gently. “You do like it.”

He nodded once.

Couldn’t speak.

He was hard like stone.

Heart racing.

Breath ragged.

And he couldn’t look away from the still frame on the screen —

Her, glowing.

Open.

Full.

Looking right through him.

She let the silence settle like dust.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just held the phone between them, the screen still paused — her body frozen mid-arch, skin glowing, a stranger’s cock buried inside her.

His mouth parted.

No sound.

His chest rose and fell too quickly, like he’d forgotten how to breathe evenly.

She squeezed his hand.

“I wanted you to see,” she said softly.

Not apologising.

Just… explaining.

“I wanted you to know what I sound like when someone else’s inside me.”

He flinched.

It wasn’t revulsion.

It was too much.

Too fast.

Too hot.

Because he hadn’t gone soft.

Hadn’t pulled away.

Hadn’t said a word.

He was still hard.

So hard it hurt.

She let go of his hand.

Tapped play.

The video resumed.

Onscreen, she was being fucked again — slower now, deeper.

One of her hands was braced against the headboard, the other curled into the sheets.

Her moans were low, close to begging.

And every now and then, she looked straight into the camera.

Just like this.

Just like she was looking into him now.

He gripped the sofa cushion.

Felt sweat bloom down his spine.

Then her voice, beside him — calm, intimate, unshakeable.

“This was the second time we met,” she said. “He tied my wrists after. You can’t see that part.”

He didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

His cock twitched in his jeans.

“I came twice,” she added. “Maybe three. I lost count.”

Her fingers found his thigh.

Rested lightly.

“In this part,” she murmured, “he asks if he can come in me.”

Onscreen, he did.

She nodded.

Smiling.

The camera caught it perfectly —

The way her cunt clenched, how she moaned when he spilled inside.

How her hips rolled back into it like she wanted to keep every drop.

His own hips bucked.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

Still, she didn’t tease.

Didn’t smirk.

Just watched him.

Carefully.

Lovingly.

“You’re shaking.”

He nodded.

Barely.

“Do you want to stop?” she asked.

Quiet. Sincere.

“…No.”

She nodded.

Turned the volume up one notch.

The sound of her moaning filled the room.

She took his hand.

Slipped it down over his jeans.

He hissed.

Fingers twitching.

“You want to come to this?” she asked.

He almost said no.

Almost said he shouldn’t.

But she leaned close, lips at his ear.

“I want to watch you break while someone else fucks me.”

He moaned.

Louder than the man in the video.

Her hand slid over his thigh.

Soft at first — more comfort than invitation.

But then it shifted.

Curled.

Pressed.

And found him hard.

He twitched under her palm.

Didn’t stop her.

Didn’t dare speak.

Onscreen, the video played on — the final minutes now.

She was lying on her side, one leg hiked high, her cunt red and slick and full.

The man moved slower now, easing the last of himself into her with a kind of reverence that made the whole thing feel worse.

Worse because it wasn’t rough.

Worse because it wasn’t anonymous.

Worse because she’d liked it.

Her moans were quieter now.

Drawn out.

Spent.

He could hear her panting in stereo — once from the speaker, once beside him.

She looked down at him.

Then tugged his zipper.

Unbuttoned his jeans.

His cock sprang out — flushed, rigid, leaking at the tip.

She didn’t speak.

Just wrapped her fingers around it.

Base to crown.

He groaned — sharp, guttural.

She stroked him slowly.

One hand.

Deliberate.

Cruel.

Not teasing.

Just… precise.

“You’re already wet,” she whispered. “Just from watching.”

He nodded.

Barely.

Like anything more would tip him over.

Her thumb smeared pre-cum across his head.

She circled it once.

Twice.

Paused when his hips bucked.

Onscreen, the man pulled out.

Her cunt fluttered visibly.

He moaned again.

Begged, “Please—”

She cut him off with a gentle kiss to the corner of his mouth.

“No,” she murmured. “Not yet.”

Her hand kept moving.

Down.

Up.

Thumb swiping.

His thighs trembled.

His breath broke apart.

“You’re going to leak for me,” she said. “Just like I did for him.”

He didn’t even try to argue.

He was already leaking again.

More now.

Warm against her palm.

Onscreen, she was lying on her back, thighs still open, cum smeared between her legs.

The camera zoomed in.

Just for a moment.

Just enough.

He sobbed once.

Didn’t care.

And she smiled softly beside him.

“Good boy.”

The video ended.

Faded to black.

Then sat there.

Frozen.

Her hand didn’t stop.

She kept stroking him.

Slow. Rhythmic. Controlled.

His hips jerked with every pass.

His cock was red, slick, swollen — trembling in her fist.

He’d never been this close for this long.

Not like this.

Not while watching someone else make her come.

Not while she whispered it into his ear.

“I could’ve kept it secret,” she said.

She stroked the crown — slow twist.

He groaned.

“But I wanted you to know.”

He nodded.

Didn’t trust himself to speak.

His hands fisted in the blanket.

He was shaking.

“You think you’re my only one,” she murmured.

“You think this is yours.”

Her hand squeezed once.

Just hard enough.

“But now you know better.”

The video looped.

Started again.

From the beginning.

Her, crawling into frame.

Her, on her hands and knees.

Her, looking at the camera before the man even touched her.

And beside him, the real her — warm, close, controlling his fucking destruction.

He broke.

“Please,” he gasped.

Voice wrecked.

Tears in his eyes now, not from sadness, just… pressure.

She leaned in.

Mouth to his ear.

Breath hot and slow.

And whispered—

“You’re not the only one anymore.”

He came with a sound that didn’t even make sense.

His whole body seized.

Cock pulsed in her hand, spilling thick and hot, more than he thought he had left.

She held him through it.

Didn’t rush.

Didn’t speak again.

Just kept stroking until he collapsed against her.

Ragged.

Ruined.

Fucked by a video and the sound of her truth.

She kissed his temple.

Gentle.

Loving.

And he didn’t know if he’d ever want to come to anything else again.

He lay against her chest.

Heart still pounding.

Cock soft and spent against his thigh, streaked with his own release.

The video played again.

Quiet now.

No sound.

He couldn’t look at it anymore.

But he couldn’t look away.

Her fingers traced the curve of his jaw.

Her other hand smoothed through his hair — the same hand that had just ruined him.

She held him like he was something fragile.

Like she’d broken him on purpose.

“You didn’t even touch yourself,” she said softly.

He shook his head.

“I didn’t need to.”

She smiled.

Didn’t say I know.

Didn’t need to.

She reached for her phone.

Turned the screen off.

Tossed it lightly onto the armrest.

Then kissed his forehead.

Warm.

Tender.

Affectionate in a way that somehow made it worse.

“You were beautiful.”

He blushed.

She held his gaze.

Then:

“There’s more.”

His eyes widened.

Not fear.

Not confusion.

Just that now-familiar tremor of wanting.

“How many?” he whispered.

She shrugged.

“A few.”

Beat.

“Enough.”

His cock twitched.

He actually whimpered.

“I want—”

He stopped.

Swallowed.

She waited.

“I want to see them.”

She leaned closer.

Mouth just brushing his.

“Then you’ll earn them.”

His breath caught.

“You’ll be patient. You’ll obey. You’ll listen.”

She kissed him again.

Slower now.

“And you’ll thank me.”

He nodded.

Felt something unfurl in his chest.

Not surrender.

Gratitude.

“I will.”

“Good.”

She reached for the wine again.

Took a sip.

Then added, casually:

“The next one’s more intense.”

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t blink.

Just whispered:

“When?”

She smiled.

“You’ll know.”


Story 39 – The Mirror at Reception

They stepped through the revolving doors like any other couple.

Well-dressed. Polished. Not flashy — just curated. Quiet wealth, unspoken confidence.

He wore a tailored navy suit, no tie, the top button of his shirt undone to suggest comfort rather than rebellion.

She wore black — always. Silk blouse, sharp trousers, low heels that clicked softly on the marble.

The reception was almost empty.

Soft jazz playing somewhere above them.

The air was expensive.

And behind the desk — a young woman, fresh-faced, bored in a polite sort of way.

She smiled professionally as they approached.

But they didn’t step forward immediately.

She stopped him with a hand at his elbow.

Leaned in.

Brushed imaginary lint from his jacket.

Then slipped something into his palm.

Small. Smooth. Cool to the touch.

His fingers closed around it instinctively.

He didn’t need to look.

He knew the shape.

He’d felt it before.

Worn it before.

A bullet vibrator.

Discreet. Powerful. Fully wireless.

He turned his head slightly toward her, not quite daring to speak.

Not here.

Not in front of the mirrored column directly opposite the check-in desk — the one catching them both in full reflection.

She smiled faintly.

Still brushing at his lapel.

Still looking like a woman who just liked things tidy.

Her mouth moved so close to his ear that he could feel the whisper rather than hear it.

“Go to the restroom.”

A beat.

“Put it in.”

Another beat.

“Come back. Check us in.”

He swallowed.

Thick.

Felt heat surge down his spine.

She stepped away.

Gestured at one of the leather chairs near the window.

“I’ll wait here.”

Then she sat.

Crossed her legs.

And smiled without teeth.

He turned.

Walked — not too fast — toward the sign that read “RESTROOMS →”.

The toy pulsed once in his hand.

Not on.

Just memory.

And in the reflection behind reception, he could see her watching him.

One hand on her knee.

The other already holding the remote.

The men’s restroom was as spotless as the lobby — all grey slate and soft downlighting, the air faintly scented with cedar and something more sterile beneath it.

He chose the last stall.

Locked the door.

Stood very, very still.

The bullet sat in his palm, innocent in size, obscene in purpose.

It was the kind she liked best. Not the vibrating ring she used when she wanted him hard in public — this was smaller.

Sleeker.

Slick when wet.

And when it was inside him, it didn’t move.

Except when she told it to.

He tugged his trousers down just far enough.

Underwear too.

No ceremony.

No stroke to his cock.

Just… breathing.

One hand braced on the tiled wall.

The other guiding the toy to the right place — slick with the lube she’d handed him in a tiny foil packet the night before.

He pressed.

Exhaled.

Let it slide in.

It never felt natural.

That was part of it.

It filled him just enough to ache.

To make him aware of it with every step.

He breathed out again, slow and deep.

Pulled his clothes back up.

Zipped.

Adjusted.

Looked at himself in the mirror.

Face flushed.

Jaw tight.

Already sweating.

She hadn’t even turned it on yet.

He washed his hands.

Twice.

More to stall than anything.

Then stepped back into the corridor.

And walked toward the lobby.

She was exactly where he’d left her.

Seated.

Relaxed.

Leg crossed over the other, like she was waiting for nothing more than a drink order.

But her eyes…

Her eyes locked to him the moment he stepped into view.

And as he crossed the space between them — that elegant sweep of marble and glass — the toy inside him buzzed.

Once.

Sharp.

He staggered.

Just a little.

Caught it.

Smoothed it.

Tried to breathe.

She smiled.

Tapped the remote once in her lap.

Didn’t even lift her hand.

“Go check us in,” she said sweetly.

And behind the desk, the receptionist looked up.

Ready.

The mirrored column opposite caught his reflection in full —

Suit sharp.

Hair perfect.

Eyes panicked.

Inside, the toy buzzed again.

Deeper.

Longer.

He stepped forward.

Name on his tongue.

Posture forced.

And his reflection walked with him —

Hard.

Silent.

Owned.

He stepped up to the reception desk like a man walking into traffic.

The woman behind the counter glanced up — polite, alert, utterly disinterested.

“Good evening,” she said.

“Welcome to the Calder.”

Her voice was neutral. Her uniform crisp. A small name tag on her lapel read Emily.

He opened his mouth to respond—

And the toy buzzed.

Low.

Deep.

It vibrated right against his prostate, and he flinched — not visibly, he hoped, but his spine stiffened, his weight shifted.

His cock twitched against his underwear.

Pressed against the inside of his trousers.

Swollen.

He blinked hard.

“Hi—hello. I’m checking in.”

He could hear his voice.

Tight. Too fast.

Not casual.

Emily nodded, smiled.

“Name, please?”

He gave it.

Almost stuttered.

Didn’t look behind him.

He didn’t need to.

He could feel her watching.

He could see her — in the reflection behind the desk.

That full-length mirrored column, slick and spotless, captured every inch.

Her sitting elegantly across the lobby.

One leg crossed.

Phone in hand.

Thumb tapping.

And then—

The toy pulsed again.

Harder.

He bit the inside of his cheek.

Felt his thighs twitch.

His knees locked in a way that didn’t look natural.

Emily kept typing.

“Just one keycard?”

He nodded.

Too quickly.

Coughed once to cover the shudder that nearly shook him.

“Room’s already prepaid,” she said. “Would you like a—”

The toy spiked.

His mouth opened—

Nothing came out.

He gasped.

Audible.

Not loud, but enough.

“Sir?”

“I—yes. Sorry. Yes.”

She blinked.

Hesitated.

Typed something else.

His reflection betrayed everything.

The tension in his jaw.

The flush up his throat.

The way he adjusted his stance — subtle, but not subtle enough.

He risked a glance sideways.

She was still watching.

Her chin in her hand now.

Remote in her lap.

She smiled.

Pressed the button again.

His cock jerked in his trousers.

He felt pre-cum smear against the fabric.

The receptionist tapped a few final keys, then paused.

“Oh — I’m so sorry. Looks like the room’s not quite ready yet. Housekeeping’s just finishing up.”

He nodded mutely.

Couldn’t trust his voice.

“If you’d like to take a seat, we’ll let you know as soon as it’s available.”

He turned, the toy still humming faintly inside him.

She was already on her feet.

Already watching.

And in the mirror —

His reflection told the whole story:

Tension.

Hard cock.

Obedience.

She smiled faintly.

“Come sit with me.”

And he followed.

Because of course he did.

He never heard what the receptionist said about the delay.

It barely registered — something about the cleaning staff, about the previous guest checking out late.

What he did hear was her voice behind him.

Cool. Polite.

“We don’t mind waiting.”

And that was it.

The receptionist nodded.

Apologised again.

Offered them the option to sit.

She took the lead.

Of course she did.

Turned on her heel and walked to the seating area, choosing the couch directly opposite the mirror.

He followed — slowly, carefully.

The toy inside him buzzed with each step.

A quiet pulse now. Constant.

Not enough to bring him off.

Just enough to remind him he was already leaking.

The trousers felt tighter.

Hotter.

He was sweating.

She sat with elegance, crossing one leg over the other, placing her handbag neatly beside her.

Then patted the cushion next to her.

“Sit.”

He did.

Tensely.

And directly in front of him, the mirror captured it all:

His posture.

His breath.

His cock, clearly outlined.

She didn’t look at him.

Not right away.

Instead, she pulled her phone from her bag.

Scrolled.

Then tapped.

The toy buzzed—

Hard.

He flinched.

Just a tiny jerk of his thigh.

“Relax,” she said, without lifting her gaze.

“You’re drawing attention.”

He tried.

Failed.

The toy throbbed again.

He bit the inside of his cheek.

Looked around.

Other guests were passing through the lobby — two couples at the lifts, a woman dragging a suitcase toward the door, a bellhop wheeling a cart.

No one looked at him.

But the mirror did.

It reflected every twitch.

Every adjustment.

Every helpless attempt to hide the tent in his trousers.

Her fingers brushed his knee.

Delicate.

Chaste, almost.

But her voice…

“Hands on your thighs.”

He obeyed.

“Feet flat.”

He adjusted.

The toy pulsed.

Deeper.

“You’re going to sit still until they call our room,” she whispered.

“And you’re not going to come.”

He exhaled hard through his nose.

Jaw clenched.

Then—

Her phone buzzed once.

She glanced down.

“Ten more minutes.”

And in the mirror, he watched himself die.

They sat side by side.

Not touching.

Not speaking.

To anyone else, they looked serene — a quiet couple waiting for their room, passing the time.

She scrolled her phone, thumb relaxed, face unreadable.

He kept his hands on his thighs, fingers clenched, the weight of her control growing heavier by the second.

The toy hadn’t stopped.

It didn’t spike now — not loud, not shocking — but it pulsed.

Steady.

Heavy.

Just enough to keep his cock throbbing.

Just enough to make his stomach tighten with every quiet beat.

He shifted slightly.

Too slightly.

“Still,” she said.

Without looking up.

He obeyed.

Pressed his heels flat to the floor.

Lifted his chin like nothing was wrong.

The mirror across from them told the real story.

His reflection was trembling.

His jaw too tight.

His chest rising faster than it should.

He felt the leak before he dared to look.

His cock was soaking the front of his trousers — not wet enough to show, but close.

His whole body was beginning to ache with the effort of control.

Then:

Her phone lit.

She tapped it once.

A message appeared on his.

Just four words.

Don’t. Fucking. Come. Yet.

His lungs stopped moving.

He didn’t nod.

Didn’t dare.

But his cock twitched violently.

The toy pulsed again — longer now.

Held.

Buzzed into the soft walls of his body like it belonged there.

He let out a slow breath.

Counted silently.

One. Two. Three.

The lobby was still busy.

A couple checked in.

Someone pulled a suitcase past them.

A man ordered a drink from the bar.

None of them knew.

None of them saw.

But the mirror did.

It reflected her — still, poised, completely in control.

And him — vibrating, red, helpless.

She turned her head at last.

Whispered, “Let me see you hold it.”

He gritted his teeth.

And tried.

He couldn’t breathe properly anymore.

Not without risking it.

The toy was still humming inside him — not harsh, not sharp, but constant.

Every pulse against his prostate made his thighs twitch.

Every second dragged him closer to the cliff he wasn’t allowed to fall from.

His cock throbbed so hard it ached.

Pinned up in his trousers, leaking steadily.

Every shift, every breath, made it worse.

He wanted to beg.

To touch himself.

To come.

But she had told him no.

And now, she was watching.

In the mirror.

Right beside him.

He didn’t look at her directly.

Didn’t trust himself.

But he saw her reflection.

Saw the exact second she mouthed it:

Show me.

His breath hitched.

His hands flexed uselessly on his thighs.

And then — slowly, like it cost him something — he stood.

He walked to the mirror.

Each step stiff.

Heavy.

The toy buzzed with every movement.

Pushing into him.

Mocking him.

Keeping him hard.

He stopped in front of the mirrored column.

Stared at his own reflection.

His face was red.

Hair mussed.

Eyes wild.

The outline of his cock was undeniable — tenting against the fabric, stained at the tip with pre-cum.

Soaked.

Throbbing.

Tortured.

She watched from behind.

Still seated.

Still poised.

He didn’t need another message.

He knew what she wanted.

He tilted his hips.

Just slightly.

Enough to press the toy deeper.

His whole body jerked.

He groaned.

Soft.

Silent.

His forehead pressed to the mirror.

Breath fogging the glass.

Hands at his sides, fists clenched.

His cock twitched again.

So close.

So fucking close.

He tried to hold it.

Tried to breathe.

Tried to stay good.

Behind him, her reflection lifted the remote.

Her thumb hovered.

He whimpered.

And she smiled.

He was seconds from coming.

Every nerve was lit.

Every pulse timed to the toy’s rhythm.

His thighs trembled.

His hands shook.

He didn’t care who saw anymore.

Didn’t care that he was panting, bent toward a mirrored column in a hotel lobby.

Didn’t care that his cock was visibly tenting his trousers, leaking pre-cum he couldn’t stop.

Didn’t care that anyone could walk past.

He just needed to come.

One second more.

One fucking second—

And she turned it off.

No warning.

No fade.

Just—

Silence.

Inside him, the absence was devastating.

Like a floor giving way.

His body jolted forward.

A sound escaped his mouth — half-moan, half-sob.

He pressed both hands to the mirror now, forehead between them.

Not caring how he looked.

Not caring who saw.

His cock throbbed once.

Twice.

Then stilled.

No orgasm.

Just the ache of one denied.

Behind him, she rose.

Unhurried.

Elegant.

She walked across the marble like nothing had happened.

Like she hadn’t just ruined him with a flick of her thumb.

She stopped beside him.

Leant in, voice low.

And whispered:

“Room’s ready.”

Then she turned.

Walked to the lift.

He followed — broken, dripping, still hard.

And in the mirror, he saw his own face:

Flushed.

Hollow.

Owned.


Story 40 – The Client File

The knock on her office door was timid.

Three small taps.

Not loud enough to carry down the hallway — just loud enough to say I’m here.

She didn’t answer right away.

Let the silence stretch.

Then, crisp and measured:

“Come in.”

He opened the door carefully, then stepped inside like he was entering court.

Suit jacket buttoned. Tie perfect. Jaw tight.

He had rehearsed this.

Too much.

“Take a seat,” she said without looking up.

She was seated behind a glass-topped table, not her main desk. A meeting space, neutral and clinical — just two chairs, a water jug, and the neat stack of manila folders in front of her.

He obeyed.

Moved to the opposite side.

Sat.

The chair was lower than hers.

On purpose.

His thighs spread slightly when he sat — just enough to let the pressure shift.

Because he was plugged.

Already.

Deep.

Inserted himself in the men’s restroom after lunch.

Under her orders.

Just like last time.

The toy inside him was smooth, weighty.

Remote-activated, of course.

But silent.

Dormant.

For now.

He didn’t look at her directly.

Didn’t dare.

She didn’t speak.

Just flipped open the first folder.

Glanced at the page.

Took her time.

The air between them tightened with each second.

The blinds were drawn.

The lights overhead clinical and bright.

No music.

No ambient sound.

Just the quiet tick of a fountain pen as she uncapped it.

She made a note.

Flipped to the next page.

He swallowed.

Tried not to shift.

Tried not to press too hard into the chair.

But the plug moved when he breathed too deeply.

He could feel it.

Waiting.

“You’re nervous.”

Her voice cut through the silence like glass.

He flinched.

Didn’t answer.

She finally looked up.

And smiled.

Not kindly.

Just… precisely.

“Good.”

She tapped her pen twice on the table.

Then set it down.

“Let’s begin the review.”

She opened the folder slowly.

Not for effect — she never needed theatrics — but with the precision of someone reviewing facts.

He tried to sit still.

Spine upright, hands in his lap, shoulders back.

The way she liked.

But the pressure in his core was already rising.

The plug inside him sat too deep to ignore.

And he was too aware of it — the soft flex of his ring every time he shifted slightly, the way it nudged against something electric when he tried to breathe evenly.

He hadn’t come in three days.

Not since she’d sent the message:

“No release until you’ve read your file. I want your cock throbbing by the time I get to page five.”

She turned the first sheet over.

Not text.

Not bullet points.

A photograph.

Colour.

Printed on matte paper.

Crisp.

It was him.

Naked.

On his knees.

Face flushed.

Back arched.

The moment just before he begged last week.

She’d taken the photo herself — phone angled downward as she stood over him, foot pressed lightly between his shoulders.

He stared at the image like it might burn through the page.

She glanced up.

Saw the way his eyes locked onto it.

Then turned the next page.

Another photo.

Tighter crop.

His mouth open.

Panting.

His cock visibly untouched.

And wet.

She tapped the page once.

Didn’t smile.

Just said:

“This is where you started to leak.”

His breath stuttered.

He felt the plug press forward.

Not vibrating.

Not moving.

Just… pulsing.

Once.

The sensation was small.

But devastating.

He gasped.

Not loud.

Just a flicker of sound he didn’t mean to make.

She didn’t acknowledge it.

Just turned another page.

Now:

His thighs spread wide.

Cock flushed.

Still untouched.

A string of pre-cum visible against his belly.

“You held this position for twelve minutes,” she noted.

“Correct?”

He nodded.

Quick.

Her eyes lifted.

“I didn’t ask for silence yet.”

He cleared his throat.

Voice tight.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

The plug pulsed again.

Slightly longer.

Still low.

She turned the next page.

And smiled, just faintly.

“This one’s my favourite.”

The image:

Him collapsed.

Forehead to the floor.

Shaking.

Her heel visible beside his mouth.

He swallowed hard.

Felt heat creep down his spine.

His cock strained in his trousers — uncomfortably.

He kept his hands flat on his thighs.

Like she’d taught him.

The plug stayed still.

Waiting.

So did she.

She tapped the last photo with her index finger.

The one where he was collapsed.

Forehead down.

Ruined.

Then looked up.

“Were you hard when I took this?”

His mouth opened.

No sound came out.

She waited.

Not impatient.

Just expectant.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Quiet.

True.

Her eyes didn’t flicker.

“Painfully?”

He nodded.

Remembered himself.

“Yes.”

A pause.

“Very.”

She turned the page.

Another still.

This one from the overhead mirror — his back fully visible, plug partially exposed, the curve of his ass stark under the ring of light.

“And this moment?” she asked. “Why didn’t you say your safeword here?”

He blinked.

Flushed.

“I didn’t want to stop.”

Her gaze stayed steady.

“Even though you were crying?”

He clenched his thighs.

Tried not to move.

The plug shifted slightly.

“I—”

He stopped.

Swallowed.

“I wanted to take it for you.”

A pause.

Her eyes held.

“And did you?”

“Yes.”

A beat.

“I tried.”

She tapped a note into the folder.

Unhurried.

Then:

“Posture.”

He straightened automatically.

Shoulders back.

Neck tall.

Hands flat again.

The plug responded.

A low, deliberate pulse.

Longer this time.

He exhaled sharply through his nose.

The muscle in his thigh twitched.

“I’m going to ask you three more questions,” she said.

“And I expect you to answer without stammering, shifting, or losing your manners.”

His jaw tightened.

His cock throbbed beneath the table.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She didn’t look at him when she asked.

Just read them aloud like items on a list.

“One. Did you touch yourself last night?”

“No, Ma’am.”

His voice caught.

Truth.

“Two. Did you fantasise about me using someone else?”

He flinched.

“Yes.”

A beat.

“I’m sorry.”

The plug buzzed.

Short.

Sharp.

A punishment flick.

“Don’t apologise for honesty,” she said.

“Own it.”

He nodded.

“Understood.”

She waited.

Last question.

“Three. Are you close already?”

His chest hitched.

Pulse hammering.

“…Yes.”

“Good.”

She reached into the drawer.

Pulled out the remote.

And placed it on the table.

Dead centre.

No buttons pressed.

Not yet.

But it sat there like a live wire.

Daring him.

Reminding him.

Her voice softened—

“You haven’t earned anything yet.”

She didn’t touch the remote once it was placed.

Didn’t even glance at it.

Just set it in the centre of the table — clean, black, simple — and returned her attention to the folder.

As though it were no more important than a paperweight.

He, on the other hand, couldn’t look anywhere but the remote.

It sat between them like a trap.

Small, silent, absolutely fucking capable.

He’d felt what it could do.

She hadn’t turned it above level four yet.

Not in public.

But he knew it could go to ten.

Knew that once she pressed her thumb down, it would pulse inside him until his thighs trembled and his cock leaked through his fucking clothes.

He shifted slightly.

Wrong move.

The plug shifted too.

Pressed somewhere deep.

His breath caught.

“You’ve been very quiet,” she said, flipping a page.

He cleared his throat.

“Trying to stay composed, Ma’am.”

She hummed.

Didn’t smile.

“You’re allowed to speak.”

Another pause.

“You’re not allowed to fall apart.”

He gripped the edge of the chair.

Knuckles white.

The remote sat inches from his fingertips.

He wanted her to use it.

And didn’t.

“I can smell you,” she said, casually.

Another note written.

Still no button pressed.

He flushed scarlet.

Didn’t deny it.

The room felt tighter.

Brighter.

Too quiet.

He could hear the soft scratch of her pen.

The faint hiss of the air conditioning.

The buzzing silence where the toy might have been activated—

But wasn’t.

It was worse this way.

He shifted again.

Plug twitched.

The outline of his cock was visible now through his trousers.

Pressed hard against the fabric.

A slow dark patch forming at the head.

She turned the next photo.

This one:

His mouth open, lips parted in a soundless moan, her fingers pressed to his throat.

Her eyes flicked up.

Still unreadable.

“You break so beautifully.”

He moaned — low, barely there — without meaning to.

Her gaze held his.

But her hand didn’t move.

Not toward the remote.

Not toward him.

Just calmly, calmly flipping the next page.

She didn’t look at him when she did it.

Didn’t make eye contact.

Didn’t pause.

She just pressed her thumb to the remote — casually, precisely — while reading aloud from his file.

“…review notes from April suggest progress in posture and tone, though verbal expression still suffers under pressure, particularly during extended restraint…”

Click.

The plug came to life.

His whole body jolted.

He masked it as a cough.

Barely.

Inside him, the toy buzzed.

Low frequency.

Deep.

It wasn’t a flicker this time.

It held.

A steady hum that made his vision blur for half a second.

She didn’t blink.

Didn’t acknowledge it.

“…resulting in multiple session terminations without completion. However, note that in May, patient displayed increased tolerance for impact combined with emotional degradation—”

Another click.

The pulse changed.

Sharper.

Faster.

He gripped the sides of the chair again.

Fingers trembling.

Thighs tight.

His cock was visibly throbbing now.

The patch of pre-cum spread wider on his trousers.

Still, she continued reading.

Not looking at him.

Not even pausing.

Her voice was steady.

Clinical.

Almost bored.

And the plug pulsed again.

This time, it fluttered — short bursts that hit his prostate in rapid succession.

He gasped.

Quiet.

She didn’t stop.

“…emotional responses noted to include begging, crying, and full-body collapse after controlled edging. Recommend repetition of verbal reinforcement to condition non-verbal compliance under duress.”

His back arched.

Just slightly.

She turned a page.

Never broke pace.

The worst part was how normal she sounded.

Like she was reading HR metrics.

Like she wasn’t breaking him in silence.

Like she didn’t care how hard he was.

The toy buzzed again.

Harder.

His cock twitched.

He bit the inside of his cheek.

He couldn’t—

“Posture,” she said flatly.

He snapped back upright.

Chest rising in panicked breaths.

Hands flat on his thighs again.

The toy didn’t stop.

And neither did she.

She didn’t look up when she said it.

Didn’t pause her pen.

Didn’t change her tone.

It was a line in a report.

A policy reminder.

A fact.

“You will not come in my review.”

He didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

The plug buzzed again.

Long.

Firm.

Perfectly timed to the tension now anchored in his spine.

He was leaking freely now — soaked.

Every breath made the toy press deeper.

Every shift made it worse.

And she just kept writing.

“Your failure rate in unsupervised denial cycles remains unacceptable.”

He swallowed.

Hard.

“You’re too easily triggered,” she continued.

Her voice was like a ticking metronome.

“Too reliant on external permission. Too weak to manage threshold without constant oversight.”

He clenched the chair arms again.

The toy fluttered once more — then held.

A low hum that vibrated straight through his core.

His cock was throbbing, head soaked, pushing against fabric like it might rip.

He whispered, “Ma’am—”

She looked up.

Just once.

Then clicked the remote again.

The toy jumped to level five.

His mouth dropped open.

No sound came out.

“Hands,” she reminded.

Sharp.

He forced them back to his thighs.

Held them still.

Barely.

She resumed her notes.

“New objectives: Increase your tolerance to extended edging, implement posture drills with low-level stimulation, and enforce minimum denial intervals of 72 hours.”

Another click.

The toy fluttered and throbbed in alternating rhythm.

He jerked.

He wanted to come.

Wanted to ask.

Beg.

But he stayed silent.

Tears welled.

Not pain.

Just pressure.

Just too much.

She made one final note.

Then looked at him.

Really looked.

Took in the shake in his knees.

The heat in his neck.

The outline of his cock soaked and pressing hard against expensive trousers.

And said:

“You will hold it for me.”

The toy cut off mid-pulse.

No warning.

No fade.

Just—silence.

His body lurched in the absence.

Like being pushed off a ledge and caught inches from the ground.

His muscles locked.

His breath came in a stutter.

The urge to come didn’t vanish.

It just hung there.

Suspended.

Burning in place.

He was soaked.

Leaking through the cloth.

Cock aching.

She flipped the folder shut with a sharp snap.

Aligned the corners precisely.

Capped her pen.

Then:

“Stand.”

He hesitated.

Not defiant.

Just afraid of what it would look like.

She tilted her head.

One brow raised.

“Now.”

He rose.

Slowly.

The outline of his cock was unmistakable.

Thick. Long.

Soaked at the tip.

He stood stiffly, hands at his sides, fighting not to press his thighs together for relief.

The plug still sat inside him — still present, heavy, hot.

She stood too.

Gathered the folder under one arm.

Walked once around him — not slowly, not cruelly — just… professionally.

Like inspecting a file from a different angle.

Then stopped in front of him.

“Repeat your objectives for next quarter.”

He tried to speak.

Voice wobbled.

Cleared his throat.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

A beat.

Then:

“Increased tolerance for stimulation under observation.”

“72-hour minimum denial compliance.”

“No unpermitted orgasms.”

He hesitated.

She waited.

He swallowed.

“And posture drills under vibration, until my hands stop shaking.”

She smiled.

Finally.

Just a little.

“Good.”

She stepped back.

Picked up the remote.

Slipped it into her blazer pocket.

“You’re dismissed.”

He didn’t move.

Not right away.

She walked past him.

Opened the door.

Paused.

Without turning back, she added:

“You’re not to remove the plug until your follow-up on Friday.”

“If you leak again, log it.”

“If you come, we start over.”

Then she left.

Left him hard.

Ruined.

Dismissed like paperwork.

And the door clicked shut behind her.


Stay With Me

Volume 6 — Christmas Confessions

The holidays are supposed to be about warmth, family, gifts, good behaviour, and pretending everything is fine.

This is not that kind of Christmas collection.

Christmas Confessions brings the Slutty Little Secrets formula into office parties, winter hotels, festive travel, tree lots, neighbours’ windows, gift exchanges, midnight services, and the strange emotional pressure of the season. Loneliness feels sharper in December. Desire feels more dangerous under fairy lights. A secret shared in winter can feel like a gift, a punishment, or a promise waiting to be opened.

These stories are festive, filthy, risky, and intimate. They are about people caught between who they are supposed to be and what they want when the lights are low, the party is nearly over, and someone is watching a little too closely.

As always, every story stands alone. But if you’ve followed the series this far, you already know: in this world, confession is never just about guilt. Sometimes it is the first honest thing a person has done all year.

Read Christmas Confessions now on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited:

https://a.co/d/058KSA1P
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

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

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

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

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

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

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

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

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

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

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

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

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

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

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



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

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

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

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

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

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

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

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

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

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

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

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

— Roman Vale

🪞 The Glass Room

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

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

💼 Workplace Sluts

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

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

🔗 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.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

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

Coming Soon:

In her Custody

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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