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This story contains themes of financial domination, emotional manipulation, erotic humiliation, blackmail and consensual power imbalance. Includes explicit adult content and submissive psychological dynamics. Intended for mature readers only.



​***

Jamie was lying in bed with the lights off, thumb hovering over an open Reddit thread about productivity hacks he wasn’t going to use, when her name appeared.

Ivy </3

He stared at the screen. Not a notification, not a memory. A message.

Hey stranger ;)

A full-body jolt of electricity hit him like a reflex. He sat up straighter, heart already accelerating. He hadn’t seen her name in months–he hadn’t dared look for it. But he never blocked her. He told himself it was because he was being mature. Realistically? He just couldn’t.

Ivy had always been the girl he couldn’t say no to. Not when they dated. Not when she left. And apparently not now.

He opened the message.


Ivy: Still alive?

Jamie: Depends who’s asking.

Ivy: Don’t be dramatic. I was just thinking about you.

Jamie: It’s been a while.

Ivy: Eight months, twenty-two days. Give or take.



That shook him more than it should have. She’d counted. Or she was bluffing. Either way, it meant something.

He considered not responding. But his fingers moved anyway.


Jamie: You doing okay?

Ivy: Thriving. Always.

Jamie: And... him?

Ivy: Who?

Jamie: The guy you left me for.

Ivy: Oh. Him.

Ivy: Let’s just say he’s not as interesting as you were.

Jamie: Funny, I remember you saying he was a “real man.”

Ivy: I was mad. And horny. And bored.

Jamie: So this is nostalgia?

Ivy: Curiosity. And maybe a bit of payback.

Jamie: For what?

Ivy: For making me miss you.



Jamie didn’t know how to respond to that. His mouth went dry. He hated how much his chest ached at just a few lines of text. All the memories came back like a fat bruise being pressed.

The way she used to smirk when he called her “Ma’am.”

How she held out her hand and he’d handover his credit card without question.

How empty the apartment felt after she left, dragging her suitcases and calling him a "sweet little stepping stone."


Ivy: Remember that night I made you kneel on the rug?

Jamie: ...

Ivy: The one with the mirror.

Jamie: Yeah.

Ivy: Want to see what you looked like?



He froze.

She wouldn’t–

But then, the message came through:

[1 Video Attached]

No caption. Just a play button and a timestamp. He stared at it, throat tightening. She’d never said she recorded anything. Not that night. Not ever.

He tapped.

The screen filled with dim lighting. Her bedroom. Familiar bedsheets. And him–kneeling ont he floor, face-down, legs trembling, hands clutching the edge of her mattress.

"Relax, Jamie. It will make this so much easier."

Her voice. Calm. Commanding. 

The first time he’d heard it after all this time.

It made his stomach twist. And his cock twitch.

And then came the sounds–slick slide her palm stroking lube onto the strap. The leather of the harness squeaking. The quiet whimpers that he recognised as his own.

In the mirror, his expression was raw. Eyes wide. Lips parted. His body jolted as her hips met him from behind. She pressed a hand between his shoulder blades and whispered:

"Look at yourself. Letting me in. Letting me own you."

He tried to close the video but couldn’t. The shame burned hot in his chest, and his cock throbbed under the blanket.

Then she spoke in the video again, this time louder—laughing.

"You’re not a man. You’re my wallet with a pulse."

He hit pause.

His face stared back at him, red, submissive, ruined.

Another message pinged in.


Ivy: You didn’t know I filmed it, huh?

Jamie: Why do you still have that?

Ivy: Because I always keep receipts.

Jamie: You said it was just between us—

Ivy: It still can be.

Ivy: But I’m going to need a little something first.
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