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​Erotic dreams, fetish fantasies, bondage games and stories to dream about.

By Ivy Shade

​Preamble

BETWEEN THESE PAGES wait moments that make breathing shallow and skin feverish.

Not polite little tales. Not coy suggestions dressed in silk metaphors.

These are raw, adult stories that slide straight under the skin:

A length of soft black rope that tightens exactly when the pulse beneath it begs for more.

Wrists crossed behind the back, the slow deliberate click of a metal clasp, the sudden intimate knowledge that choice has become luxury.

Lips brushing the shell of an ear while a voice—low, velvet-cruel—lists exactly what is about to be done, syllable by syllable, until thighs tremble without being touched.

Here you’ll find the blindfold that turns every sound into touch:

the hiss of a zipper drawn down tooth by tooth,

the wet glide of tongue following the line where thigh meets hip,

the leather paddle that kisses once, twice, then blooms into bright stinging heat that travels directly between the legs and stays there.

Fetish unfurls slowly and shamelessly—latex stretched tight over flushed skin, the creak of corset lacing pulled another merciless inch, the cold surprise of steel clamps pinching tender peaks until breath fractures into sharp little gasps.

Some stories tease with denial until the body itself begins to bargain—hips lifting, back arching, voice cracking on please.

Others race toward release with merciless rhythm: fingers curling inside, thumb circling, suction, pressure, the relentless building clench that finally snaps—muscles locking hard, inner walls spasming in thick, rhythmic pulses that ripple outward through belly and thighs, heels digging into sheets, a long silent scream behind clenched teeth while the whole pelvis lifts off the mattress and shudders there, suspended, emptying wave after involuntary wave of liquid heat.

No gentle fade-outs. No polite turning away.

These stories stay with you after the last line—lingering in the way you cross your legs later that evening, in the absent way your fingertips trace your own wrist, remembering the ghost of rope, in the sudden quickened breath when you catch yourself imagining the next sentence that was never written but is already living under your skin.

Open the cover if you dare.

The fantasies inside are already waiting to claim you.

One page at a time.

One knot at a time.

One trembling, exquisite edge at a time.



​Before you read on

SEX, EROTICISM, AND raw lust are only beautiful—and only worth having—when every single person involved is treated with genuine respect. Respect for the other person’s body, boundaries, desires, fears, and limits. And just as fiercely: respect for your own body, your own boundaries, your own desires, fears, and limits.

Consent is not a one-time signature at the beginning of the night.

It is a living, breathing, ongoing conversation.

Everyone must be enthusiastically, freely, and clearly yes—right now, in this moment, with this person, doing this exact thing.

And that yes can become a no at any second.

The moment someone says stop, or uses their safeword, or hesitates, or goes quiet when they were loud before, or simply looks different—everything stops.

No questions.

No guilt trips.

No “but we were already...”

No “just a little more.”

Full, immediate, unquestioned halt.

Because the second respect disappears—even for a heartbeat—the whole thing turns from pleasure into violation.

And pleasure built on violation is not pleasure at all.

It’s damage wearing a pretty mask.

So here’s the only rule that actually matters:

Everyone gets to keep their power over their own body and mind at every single moment.

You give that power willingly, joyfully, because you want to—not because you feel pressured, obligated, afraid of disappointing someone, or scared of being “difficult.”

And you can take that power back just as freely, without owing anyone an explanation or an apology.

That is not weakness.

That is the only thing that makes the rest of it real.

Everything else—ropes, clamps, blindfolds, gags, begging, commands, surrender, dominance, pain turned into bliss—is decoration.

Gorgeous, filthy, heart-pounding decoration.

But it only stays gorgeous and heart-pounding when the foundation underneath is rock-solid respect and the absolute right to say “no” or “stop” or “not tonight” or “not that” at any damn time.

Break that foundation and the whole castle collapses.

Keep it solid, and you can build whatever twisted, beautiful, dripping fantasy you want on top of it.

And darling?

That’s the hottest part of all.
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In the hush of evening's embrace, where shadows danced softly against the walls, she emerged from the steam-filled sanctuary of her shower. Droplets clung to her skin like forgotten kisses, tracing lazy paths down the curves of her body as she stepped into the cooler air. The towel, a fleeting barrier, was discarded with a sigh, leaving her utterly bare, her form a canvas of warmth and vulnerability. She moved toward the bed, the sheets inviting like a lover's open arms, and slid beneath them, the fabric whispering against her damp flesh.

The initial coolness of the linen against her heated skin sent a shiver through her, but it was not one of chill. No, it was the spark of something deeper, a stirring that began in the core of her being. As she lay there, her body still humming from the water's caress, she felt a gradual warmth blooming within. It started subtly, a gentle flush spreading from her chest to her limbs, making her aware of every inch of herself. Her nipples tightened against the sheet, sensitive peaks that ached for attention, and between her thighs, a familiar heat gathered, insistent and unignorable.

She shifted slightly, her legs parting just enough to allow the air to tease her most intimate places. The sensation was electric, a reminder of desires long simmering beneath the surface. Her hands, idle at first, began to wander. One palm glided over her abdomen, feeling the soft rise and fall of her breath, the subtle play of muscles beneath the skin. The other hand cupped her breast, thumb circling the hardened nipple with deliberate slowness. A soft gasp escaped her lips as pleasure rippled through her, not overwhelming yet, but building like a quiet storm.

Her mind drifted to the contours of her own form, appreciating the fullness of her breasts, the way they yielded to her touch, heavy and responsive. She pinched lightly, feeling the tug echo lower, where her arousal was now a palpable throb. The heat intensified, her body awakening fully, slickness forming between her folds as if in invitation. She let her fingers trail downward, over the dip of her navel, across the mound that guarded her secrets. The first brush against her outer lips was tentative, exploratory, sending sparks of delight up her spine.

Emboldened, she parted herself gently, her fingertips slick with her own essence. The air felt cooler there, contrasting with the warmth of her core, and she reveled in the exposure. Circling her clit with feather-light strokes, she felt it swell under her touch, a sensitive bud pulsing with need. Her breaths came quicker now, shallow and ragged, as she alternated pressure—firm then soft, building a rhythm that mirrored the pounding of her heart. Moisture gathered, coating her fingers, making each glide smoother, more intoxicating.

She delved deeper, one finger slipping inside, feeling the velvet walls clench around it. The intrusion was welcome, a fulfillment of the emptiness that had begun to ache. She added another, curling them slightly to reach that spot within that made her hips buck involuntarily. The sensation was raw, visceral—her body tightening, releasing, a dance of tension and surrender. Her free hand roamed back to her breast, kneading with increasing urgency, pinching the nipple until it bordered on pain, heightening the pleasure below.

But it wasn't enough. The fire within demanded more, a deeper satiation. With a frustrated whimper, she withdrew her fingers, tasting the salt of her arousal on them briefly, a forbidden thrill that sent another wave of heat through her. She reached toward the drawer beside the bed, her movements languid yet purposeful. There, nestled among silken fabrics, lay the object of her desire—a smooth, curved dildo, its surface cool to the touch but promising warmth once claimed.

She held it for a moment, admiring its girth, the way it mimicked the hardness she craved. Coating it with her own slickness, she positioned it at her entrance, teasing herself with the tip. The pressure was exquisite, a slow stretch as she eased it in, inch by inch. Her body accommodated it greedily, walls fluttering around the intrusion, the fullness sending jolts of ecstasy through her nerves. She began to move it, shallow thrusts at first, building to deeper ones that filled her completely.

Her hips rose to meet each push, the rhythm syncing with her breaths. The dildo glided effortlessly now, lubricated by her abundant wetness, hitting that inner sweet spot with precision. She gripped it tighter, angling it to maximize the friction against her clit with each withdrawal. Sweat beaded on her skin, mingling with the remnants of shower droplets, her body a symphony of sensation—throbbing, clenching, aching for release.

As the pace quickened, her free hand returned to her clit, rubbing in furious circles. The dual assault was overwhelming: the deep penetration stretching her, the external stimulation sparking fireworks behind her eyes. Her muscles tensed, toes curling into the sheets, back arching as the peak approached. It built relentlessly, a coiling tightness in her core, spreading outward until every nerve sang with it.

Then, the climax shattered through her. Her inner walls spasmed around the dildo, gripping it in rhythmic contractions, each pulse sending shockwaves of bliss through her limbs. Her clit throbbed under her fingers, the sensitivity amplifying every twitch. Fluid gushed slightly, warm and slick, as her body convulsed, hips jerking erratically. She cried out, a raw, throaty sound that echoed her surrender, her breaths coming in gasps as the aftershocks rippled on.

For long moments, she lay there, the dildo still buried within, her hand slowing to gentle caresses. The heat subsided gradually, leaving a languid glow, her body spent yet satisfied. She withdrew it slowly, feeling the emptiness keenly but contentedly, and set it aside. The sheets clung to her damp skin, a cocoon of aftermath, as she drifted into a hazy repose, the echoes of pleasure lingering like a secret melody.
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I remember the warmth of the sun on my skin that day, a gentle caress that made everything feel alive, electric. It wasn't planned, not really. I had wandered out alone, seeking solitude in the vast openness where the world stretched endlessly around me. The air was thick with the scent of earth and wildflowers, and I felt a restlessness stirring inside, a hunger that had been building for too long. My body craved release, something raw and unfiltered, away from walls and expectations.
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