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She is alone.

She stretches, pushes her feet against the cool cotton of her bedsheets, and smiles in the soft late-morning light as it sneaks through the gap in the curtains. For once, it wasn’t the sharp tones of her alarm clock that woke her; instead, she came to naturally, falling gently out of sleep when her body decided it was necessary and not before.

She has been waiting for this day off for what feels like forever. There are no worries here – no impatient customers, no urgent phone calls, no emergency situations that just have to be dealt with. For one day only, she is free to enjoy herself, and she plans to do it right.

She finds herself smiling at the thought.

She reaches into the drawer of her bedside cabinet and pulls out the morning’s entertainment: a smooth curve of black silicone, perfectly sculpted to provide maximum pleasure. There is no cheap throwaway device for her. It is rare enough that she gets the opportunity to properly romance herself, and she has invested wisely in the whole affair.

A twist of the cap at one end, and her vibrator whirrs into life – practically silent, and yet with the kick of an angry mule. It doesn’t so much coax its orgasms from her body as grabs them and takes them hostage, pulling them out of her until she feels there is nothing left to give. There is an intensity there unlike anything else – necessary, perhaps, because without that intensity there is no way she could ever allow her mind to switch off for long enough to properly enjoy herself.

And of course, that is the problem. She is so used to being the one in charge that when it comes to her personal time it is hard to let herself relax.

But not today. Today, relaxation is the only thing she needs to focus on.

She shimmies her underwear down under the covers and flicks them off her ankles with one toe, sending them flying onto the floor. They can be dealt with later. For the moment, she is less concerned with neatness and more concerned with the longing ache that has settled across her pussy.

The vibrator is clicked off, now that she is satisfied that the fresh batteries will provide just the stimulation she is looking for right when she really needs it. First, it’s time for her fingers to do their work. They dance and skip down her body, teasing the skin of her torso with just the kind of feather-light touch she has been craving, until they reach her sex.

It has been waiting for them.

She woke up wet – inexplicably, perhaps, but indubitably. She is soaked. Whatever thoughts had been filling her head since last night have made it so that there is no need for her to tease herself; her pussy is slick enough that she could slide the vibrator into her right now with zero resistance, but where’s the fun in that? The pleasure is in the tease.

The first touch of her fingertips against her clit sends an electric-hot shudder through her body that seems to radiate out along every nerve, spreading from an unbearable tease in her abdomen to a soft tingle at her hands and feet. Once she begins moving her fingers in tight, quick circles, it doesn’t take her long to find the rhythm that her body craves. She feels her body start to curl in on itself, her back arching, her legs kicking the covers off her – all as though led by some unseen hand, guided by desires that she didn’t even know she had.

She lets those feelings take hold. For the first time in a while – too long – she listens to what her body is demanding of her. She gives herself over to the sensation.

And she lets her mind clear.

For a moment, there is nothing but blackness: a psychological sensory deprivation tank, a safe place for her to cut loose, interrupted only by the regular rotation of fingers at her sex and the slight, soft moans it elicits from her. She waits for a fantasy to emerge, but none does – not yet, at least. There is only her, and her self-torturous teasing. That is all that matters.

Suddenly, there is a figure in the darkness: a man. He’s familiar, but not predictable; his face covered in shadow, there is no way of knowing who this stranger is. He has never entered into her fantasies before – she knows that much; she would have remembered him for sure – but he has been conjured up by her imagination as the morning’s entertainment, and she trusts that she is safe in his hands. She always is.

Her fingers continue to work at her clit, and she has to stifle a gasp as he walks towards her. She can see his build now – six feet at least, trim and strong, confident without being showy – and the cut of his suit. It fits him perfectly, immaculately tailored and understatedly expensive, and she finds herself wondering how it would feel to leave it in a crumpled heap on her bedroom floor.

Later, she chides herself. No rush.

The tease, at least occasionally, is more thrilling than the release.

He stops immediately, still shrouded in shadow, and she admires him. He is hers now: her distraction, hers to play with; a way for her to entertain herself for the next half-hour or so before she sends him away, back into the wilds of her subconscious and her fantasies until next time. Perhaps he will be a regular visitor. Perhaps he’ll never be seen again.

Who can tell?

She slides a finger inside herself, brings it up to her lips and sucks the satisfying wetness clean. A tease for her dream-man, or just a desire to feel a little dirty – to give into her base wants, to cut loose and enjoy her body?

She sees him smile, unexpectedly. It’s a cold, cruel smile – one that doesn’t seem to come out of her and her imagination. She didn’t conjure his lips into their predatory grin; her dream man seemed to do that all by himself.

No... not dream man. That seems too idealised, too sweet – the stuff of fairytales and Disney movies. He’s not looking at her the way a dream lover would. Even though she has constructed him for her pleasure, he’s looking at her like a wolf would look at a sheep.

Definitely not a dream man. A Shadow Man, perhaps. That fits.

The thought sends a tingle through her. His unpredictability thrills her; as she speeds up her fingers, she wonders what he will do next. Somehow, she knows better than to try and force his hand.

Give in, she thinks. Go with it. Lose control.

She doesn’t have to wait long. He steps out of the shadows fully, and suddenly she seems that that predatory grin isn’t just stuck around his mouth: everything about him screams that he’s the kind of man who takes what he wants when it suits him – and that, right now, what he wants is her.

He pulls her close to him, and she feels the immense strength in his arms as he does so. It makes it impossible not to yield to him. Would he stop, if she asked him to? If she protested, would it all end here? Perhaps yes, perhaps no: she doesn’t care to find out.

She lets him take her.

‘Good girl,’ he whispers in her ear.

Good girl...

It’s so patronising, so condescending. She hasn’t been a girl in years, and in anyone in real life decided to speak down to her as though she was a child, he’d feel the full force of her anger. Here, though – for him, anyway – she can feel it making her melt. Everything about him is designed to make her feel week and vulnerable, ripe and ready for him to take her whenever she chooses.

She hates herself for giving in, and yet...

Her fingers aren’t enough anymore. She picks up the vibe, turns it onto its lowest setting, and holds the pulsing silicone against her greedy clitoris.

She has to give in – to him, to her own body. It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s OK to give up control.

It seems so odd to think that here, with the Shadow Man – a man who seems to practically ooze danger from every pore – she feels so completely safe, but the fact remains. She is safe here, in her imagination, alone with him.

She is safe because she is his, and because he protects what belongs to him.

Perhaps that is why she doesn’t resist when he starts to kiss her, running his lips across her neck and lightly biting at her collarbone. His attention is decadent and primal; there is no trace of delayed gratification here. He wants her, and he wants her now.

She kisses back, savouring the taste of him on her lips, but with a firm and gentle hand on her chest he pushes her away.

‘Strip,’ he says. ‘I want to see you.’

It is almost funny how easy it is for him to make her do as she is told. Slowly, almost robotically, she runs her fingers down the front of her shirt, unbuttoning as she goes. The whole time, his eyes never leave hers. She watches him watching her as she casts the shirt aside, into the shadows that seem to surround them. The skirt follows: a thin pencil number that ends just below the knee is shimmied down to her ankles and then stepped out of, kicked to one side by the toe of an over-glamorous and realistically unwieldy stiletto.

She stands in front of him, wearing nothing but lingerie, perfume and those heels, waiting for his judgement.

It comes quickly. He reaches around behind her, and with one movement simultaneously pulls her close and unclips the clasp of the bra that was restraining her. The straps slip effortlessly down her arms, and then...

He pushes her.

Not hard, not violently, but the sheer suddenness of it takes her by surprise. She falls backwards, into the shadows, unable to move or flail or do anything to break her fall, but it doesn’t matter: the bed takes care of that. It doesn’t matter either that it wasn’t there before – or at least, if it was, she didn’t notice it; it is here now, because her fantasy demands it, soft and expansive, with sheets softer even than those wrapped around her in the present. It is only the buzzing against her clit, sending waves of excitement pulsing through her body, that distinguishes the two.

He is on her, now, his shirt unbuttoned and his belt pulled free. She feels him bearing down, an unstoppable force with one purpose: to take her, right here, right now. He reaches down, grabs her underwear and pulls it to one side, exposing her pussy. She lets out a soft moan of arousal, desperate for him – to feel him inside of her, to have him use her body on his terms, to free her from her thoughts for just a little while.

As he straddles her, his cock pressing against the wet slit of her entrance, she moves the vibrator down from her clitoris at last; as the Shadow Man pushes into her waiting cunt, filling her with his cock, she does the same. There is a gasp as she takes the rubber cock into herself, as her body internalises its movements and adapts to its new fullness, but she only needs a second before she begins sliding it in and out of herself.

The Shadow Man follows suit. He holds her wrists down as he thrusts into her, inviting her to struggle against him, knowing that even if she could – even if she wanted to, let alone if she was able – that she would be helpless underneath him. For him, that is part of the appeal.

She is his to be used. Her pleasure is down to him.

And oh, what pleasure it is. Every thrust drives him deeper into her, inch by inch, and as he begins to speed up into a strong, athletic rhythm she finds it impossible to stop herself from going along with it. Her back arches as she meets his thrusts, wanting the sensation of his cock inside her to last forever.

Her body tingles with excitement, and she feels the familiar urge pulling her towards a climax.

Just a little more...

His hands on her wrists. His hot breath next to her ear.

He begins kissing her again, first on her lips and then trailing down the line of her jaw to her neck.

God, yes. Fuck, yes.

He knows all of her weak points – and how to exploit them. Perhaps this tease is on purpose.

So close...

It won’t come. The orgasm she so desperately craves refuses to let go, her body still struggling to release itself. She needs more – something else. Something dirty. Something she has never even considered.

Until now.

The Shadow Man pulls out of her, his cock still glistening with her juices. For a second she wonders if she will be made to suck it, to clean his length like an eager little slut, to worship his cock in thanks for the fucking she just received – but is that enough? Will that suffice to push her over into the bliss of orgasm?

No. He doesn’t bring it up to her lips; instead, he reaches under her, flipping her from her back to her front with hands like digger scoops. ‘Relax,’ he says, and she bites her lip.

Of course this is what he wanted. Dirty. Raw. The kind of thing good girls wouldn’t dream of doing, let alone craving. 

As he positions the head of his cock at the entrance to her ass, she has just enough time to agree with his decision before he drives it home.

Trust in the Shadow Man. The Shadow Man knows best. The Shadow Man understands.

One thrust, and he is inside her again. She moans, the stunted orgasm from before still hanging desperately onto her aching body, as he begins his fresh onslaught. Her ass is tight, and not used to the size of him. It doesn’t hurt, exactly, but his girth pushes against her constantly, and each stroke feels as though it is going to rip her in two.

She loves it. She loves how dirty it makes her feel, how incredibly slutty she has become just by allowing one simple act: opening all of her holes up for his use. She loves the way it feels to be bent over and taken, the way his hand weighs on her back as he steadies himself.

‘Come for me,’ he says.

A fraction of a second later, she feels him spill his load inside her as her ass tightens, milking him of every last drop. She is overcome by a desire to have his come – in her, on her; the location doesn’t matter, but she needs it, and she needs it now. He continues to thrust into her, and her body’s reaction is almost immediate: as he continues to ride her, the silicone that buzzes away inside her pussy finally allows the last domino to fall. The orgasm that runs through her pulls her into herself, her body tensing as though drawn together by ropes of steel. It is a long time before she is able to get the air to breathe properly, and when she does it is expelled in a single, moaning gasp of pleasure that might well have caught the attentions of the entire street.

She collapses back. The Shadow Man slips back into darkness; the bed she conjured up for them to use dissolves away. Now, there is only her, alone and satisfied in her apartment: the buzzing sound of the now-discarded vibrator next to her, thin cotton sheets covering her body, and a smile etched seemingly indelibly across her face. As lazy mornings go, what just happened was hard to beat.

For what seems like forever, she stays still, revelling in the warm glow of post-orgasmic bliss, soaking up the sunlight and waiting – wondering whether or not it is too soon for her lazy fingers to conjure up her Shadow Man again.
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