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Emma had always been the adventurous type, but when her boyfriend, Alex, suggested they try orgasm denial for a full week, her heart raced with a mix of excitement and trepidation. They had dabbled in BDSM before—light bondage, spanking, some power play—but this was new territory. Alex, with his commanding presence and deep voice that could make her knees weak, explained the rules over dinner one Friday night. "You'll be mine completely for seven days," he said, his eyes locking onto hers. "No orgasms without my permission. I'll tease you, edge you, but you hold back. If you slip, we start over. At the end, if you've been good, I'll give you the release you crave."

Emma bit her lip, feeling a flush creep up her neck. She was 28, fit from yoga and running, with long auburn hair and a curvy figure that Alex adored. He was 32, tall and muscular, with a job in tech that gave him the confidence to dominate in the bedroom. Their relationship was built on trust, and this felt like the ultimate test. "Okay," she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. "I agree. But you have to promise it'll be worth it."

Alex smiled, leaning in to kiss her forehead. "Oh, it will be, pet. Starting now."

That night, as they lay in bed, Alex began gently. His hands roamed her body, fingers tracing her thighs, brushing against her panties but never quite touching where she needed. Emma squirmed, her breath quickening, but he pulled away just as she started to build. "Remember the rules," he murmured. She nodded, frustrated but aroused, and they fell asleep with her body humming with unmet desire.
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