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Content Warning

This book contains explicit sexual content, including consensual BDSM practices between adults, power dynamics, explicit language, female/female (FF) and male/female (MF) relationships, and emotionally intense situations. It also explores themes such as desire, control, submission, the body, insecurity, and the moral ambiguity of certain personal decisions.

It is intended for adult audiences only (18+).

All relationships portrayed in this work are based on mutual consent between the parties involved. The scenes of domination and submission are crafted with respect for diversity, erotic fantasy, and the concept of safe space within fiction.

If any of these themes may be triggering or uncomfortable for you, we recommend reading with discretion.
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​Chapter 1 – Monotony
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My name is Emma. I'm 27 years old, but sometimes it feels like I'm carrying an extra decade on my back... especially when I look at myself in the mirror after another dull, uneventful day. I sell houses and apartments for a living, but the irony is that I haven’t felt at home anywhere for years.

I live with Rose. My partner. My owner. My everything.

She’s 30. Works as a secretary at an export company. It may sound boring, but Rose has never been that. She walks in a way that makes everyone turn their heads, and she speaks in a way that can make you feel wanted—or worthless—in a matter of seconds. Her presence dominates, even in silence.

I’m not like that. I’ve always been quieter, more obedient, more... sensitive. I struggle to hold eye contact when I speak. I like to feel protected. Submissive. Not out of weakness, but because in that surrender, I find a kind of pleasure that goes far beyond the physical.

I love being given orders. Being told where to go, how to dress, when to speak. I melt when Rose looks down at me, when she steps on me in her heels, when she punishes me for disobedience. I have a fetish for her feet—their smell, their shape, the power they hold over me—and even though I was ashamed at first, she knew from the very beginning.

Rose always knows everything. Even when she says nothing.

We’ve been together for ten years. Ten years of dinners in front of the TV, of emoji-less texts, of caresses that last less than a yawn.

At first, everything was fire. We touched each other with urgency, whispered filthy things in each other’s ears, played the game where I was her favorite toy. Rose had a way of controlling everything that made me feel alive. I’d get nervous every time I walked through the door. I never knew if I’d be met with a kiss... or a command.

But over time, the desire became predictable. The surprises faded. Our nights turned routine: movies, takeout, and me pretending her indifference didn’t hurt.

There are days she walks past me without touching me. And others when she does, but without the intensity she once had. As if she’s just going through the motions, like checking the mail. I still smile. I adjust to her pace. I wait. I crave her in silence.

But something inside me has started to crack.

I don’t remember the last time she looked at me with hunger.

That real hunger—the kind you see in someone’s eyes, in their breath.

Now, when I undress in front of her, it feels like her gaze just slides over me... like I don’t matter.

Sometimes, I kneel without saying a word, waiting for her to react.

But Rose just stares at me—expressionless.

Or she gently pets my head, like I’m a well-trained pet, and then walks away.

And I’m left there, heart pounding, with a sting of humiliation I can’t quite tell...

whether it turns me on or breaks me.

I’ve tried to provoke her.

Wearing her favorite lingerie, waiting blindfolded in bed.

But she doesn’t respond like before. You can see it in her gestures, hear it in her voice.

It’s like something burned out inside her...

Or like she’s igniting it for someone else who isn’t me.

And as painful as it is to admit...

some nights I fantasize about her cheating on me.

About her using that cruel tongue on another woman.

About her spitting in someone else’s mouth.

And the idea... turns me on.

It destroys me—and excites me.

I must be sick, right?

Rose and I are so different that sometimes I don’t even understand how we’ve made it this far.

She’s control. Ice. Domination.

I’m longing. Softness. Need.

She doesn’t say “I love you,” she says “Stay still.”

And I take it as a declaration.

Rose likes to humiliate.

I like to beg.

She doesn’t need many words.

A single command from her can make me tremble.

I, on the other hand, can’t keep anything inside.

Sometimes I write letters I never give her.

Or I cry quietly when she falls asleep before me.

But despite everything...

I love her.

With all my body.

With all my fear.

With every broken part of me.

And I know... somewhere deep within her hardness...

she loves me too.

In her own way.

At her own pace.

By her own rules.

I just hope it’s not too late.
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​Chapter 2 – Suspicions
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​Something Doesn’t Add Up

I’m not a jealous person.

Or at least... I wasn’t.

I’d always felt secure with Rose—even in her silences, even in the way she loved without words.

I had learned to read her through her body, her gestures, the way she pressed her lips when something bothered her... or how she grabbed me by the neck when she was turned on.

But lately, something doesn’t add up.

It started a few weeks ago.

Rose began coming home late. Really late.

At first, I thought it was work. I understood. Her boss could be demanding, and Rose was never one to argue about leaving early.

But when the late nights became routine... something inside me started to tighten.

One night, it was almost eleven when I heard the key turn in the lock.

I was sitting on the couch, in my pajamas, a glass of wine—already warm—in my hand.

I stood up immediately, like always, hoping she’d look at me...

But she rushed in, dropped her purse on the table without so much as a glance, and headed straight for the bathroom.

No touch. No greeting. Just the sound of water running... and perfume.

A strange perfume.

It wasn’t hers.

I stood still in front of the bathroom door, watching the steam spill out from underneath.

She had never showered like that after work before.

Rose used to take off her heels slowly, leave her blouse unbuttoned while calling me with a “come here,” and then use me however she wanted.

But now she was hiding.

Like she was trying to wash something off her skin.

I started paying attention.

The changes were subtle. Not harsh. Not full absences. Just small things. Constant.

Her moods were shifting more than usual.

Some days she was inexplicably euphoric.

Others, she would sink into the couch with that blank stare, like her mind was somewhere else.

With someone else.

And when I came close—when I tried to touch her—this new version of her returned: more seductive, more playful... but distant.

As if she were trying to distract me.

As if she knew I was suspicious.

That night, however... Rose did touch me.

I was already in bed, wearing a nightgown, pretending to sleep.

I felt her slip under the covers without making a sound, felt her move closer from behind... and then her hand—firm, experienced—glided along my thigh the way it used to.

But her breathing was different. Faster. Needier.

And there was something in the rhythm of her movements, in the exact tone of her whisper against my ear... that made me feel like I wasn’t the one she was imagining.

Rose slid her hand under my underwear with a slowness that made me hold my breath.

Her fingers found my clit and began stroking it with an unexpected tenderness, while her lips touched my neck, leaving warm, almost nostalgic kisses.

My mind was still trapped in doubt.

In the message.

In that name that didn’t belong to me.

But my body... my body still craved her.

Craved her like the first time.

As if it still believed she was only mine.

“I love you...” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“I do too,” she replied. Flat. Emotionless. Without looking into my eyes.

Her coldness hit me like a sudden blow, but I didn’t say anything.

I let desire silence my pride.

Rose slipped one finger inside me with perfect precision, then another, penetrating me slowly, deeply.

As she did, she kissed me with a gentleness I had forgotten existed between us.

Her lips moved down to my chest, and soon her tongue began playing with my nipples, licking them with a devotion that pulled a soft moan from my throat.

I had always loved how Rose worshipped my breasts.

It was one of the few things that still made me feel loved—without words.

In a smooth, natural motion, she climbed on top of me, straddling my head until her sex hovered over my mouth.

I welcomed her eagerly.

I grabbed her hand and guided it between my legs, asking for more without needing to speak.

She understood.

With a faint, almost imperceptible smile, she began to finger me with three fingers—deep, fast, precise—while I buried my tongue inside her, tasting her like my life depended on it.

“Come on... lick a little,” I murmured, caressing her cheek tenderly.

Without a word, Rose lowered her body and pressed her mouth between my thighs.

And like that, entangled, we licked each other.

Our tongues lost in the craving for the other’s body.

A 69 of moans, wetness, and half-glances.

A rhythm that felt as intimate as it did distant.

I pushed my tongue deeper and deeper into her, licking with hunger, with longing, with need.

It had been so long since she’d pleased me like this, every touch from her felt like a miracle.

But something was different.

This time, Rose moved with unusual softness. Almost submissive.

As if, for a moment, the roles had reversed.

As if, unintentionally, she too was escaping something.

When it was over, Rose kissed my forehead.

Like it was nothing.

Like my surrender hadn’t just been a silent plea for answers.
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