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Story 1

The Storm’s Awakening
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Chapter 1 – The Storm’s Awakening

Section 1

Rain struck the floor-to-ceiling windows of Riley’s Tribeca loft in flat, punishing sheets, each gust rattling the thick glass like it wanted to claw inside. The sound was constant, white noise laced with thunder that rolled low and slow across the Hudson. Inside, the only competing light came from three cedar pillar candles set on the black marble coffee table and the low blue flicker of the gas fireplace. The flames caught on polished surfaces—walnut credenza, charcoal velvet sectional, the steel-and-leather bench she had bought six months ago and never used until tonight—and threw long shadows that moved when she did.

Riley stood barefoot at the center of the open living space, arms folded under her breasts, studying the arrangement she had spent the last hour perfecting. At twenty-eight she still carried the long, rangy build of the college rower she used to be—five-eleven, shoulders wide enough to make most doorways feel narrow, legs corded from morning runs along the West Side Highway and evenings spent hitting the heavy bag in a rented basement gym. Tonight she wore only what felt like necessary armor: a fitted black ribbed tank that ended just above her navel, the thin cotton stretched across small, firm breasts; charcoal high-waisted briefs that hugged the athletic curve of her ass and the strong line of her thighs; nothing else. Her black hair, cut blunt at the jaw, was still damp from the shower she had taken an hour earlier to wash away the day and sharpen her focus. The silver key on its thin chain rested cool against her sternum.

On the low bench in front of the sectional she had placed the things she would need later. Not a careless pile, not a display for show. Each object had been set down with the same deliberate care she once used when pinning reference images to a mood board for a client pitch. The matte-black leather harness rested folded, straps coiled neatly, the O-ring catching candlelight in a dull, steady gleam. Beside it lay the three silicone cocks she had chosen after weeks of private research: the slender five-inch starter with its gentle taper, still in its unopened wrapper because she had never needed anything this clinical before him; the seven-inch model with the pronounced upward curve, matte charcoal rather than glossy black because she preferred the way it disappeared against skin; and the eight-inch, thicker at the base, ridged subtly along the shaft—she had held it in her palm the first night it arrived and felt her pulse jump at the weight, at the promise of leverage.

Next to the dildos sat the tall pump bottle of warmed lube, cap already flipped open so the first squeeze would come without fumbling. A pair of padded leather wrist cuffs, buckles facing out. The small stainless-steel plug, flared base heavy enough to stay seated no matter how hard he clenched. A length of black silk cord she might or might not use. The chrome cock ring with its removable bullet vibrator, still in the velvet pouch because she had not yet decided whether mercy would be part of tonight’s vocabulary.

Riley crouched, forearms resting on her thighs, and picked up the seven-inch dildo first. She turned it slowly in her hand. The silicone was warm from sitting near the fireplace; the texture smooth but not slick, grippy enough to hold friction when she wanted it to. She remembered the night she unboxed it—alone on this same sectional, laptop open to incognito mode, heart hammering while she read forum threads written by other women who had discovered the same quiet fury she now carried. One post had stayed with her for weeks: “The first time you bottom out and hear him choke on his own breath, you realize power isn’t given. It’s taken back, inch by inch.”

She set the dildo down again, exact same spot, exact same angle.

The betrayal had not arrived in a single dramatic scene. It had leaked in slowly, like water through drywall. First the late nights at the agency, then the new inside jokes Emily started dropping into group texts, then the way Jordan’s phone screen stayed face-down whenever Riley walked into a room. The final confirmation came on a Tuesday afternoon in late March: a single forwarded screenshot from a mutual friend who could no longer stay silent. Jordan’s messages to Emily, timestamped while Riley was at a client dinner. “She’s out tonight. Come over. I want to fuck you on her couch.” And Emily’s reply, thirty-seven seconds later: “Already on my way. Tell me what you want me to wear.”

Riley had stared at the words until they lost shape. Then she had walked to the bathroom, locked the door, and thrown up so hard her abdominal muscles cramped for an hour afterward. When the shaking stopped she rinsed her mouth, brushed her teeth until her gums bled, and opened her laptop again. That was the night she ordered the harness. The night she bookmarked every instructional video she could find on prostate technique, on pacing, on aftercare. The night she understood that revenge did not have to be loud or public. It could be quiet, precise, and deeply intimate.

She rose now and crossed to the windows. Rain streaked the glass in fast vertical rivers; the city lights below dissolved into soft halos. Somewhere out there Jordan was making his way uptown, probably still telling himself this was a chance to apologize, to explain, to salvage what he had broken. He did not yet know that Riley had stopped wanting explanations three months ago. What she wanted now was evidence—his body yielding, his voice cracking, his pride stripped down until nothing remained but the raw admission that he had been wrong to think he could take from her and walk away whole.

She turned back to the bench. Her fingers brushed the harness. The leather was soft, already broken in from the nights she had worn it alone, practicing the buckles, adjusting the fit until it sat low and snug against her pelvic bone, the pressure against her clit reliable and insistent. She lifted it, ran her thumb along the inner seam where her skin would press, and felt the familiar tightening low in her belly. Not arousal exactly—not yet—but recognition. This was the shape her anger had taken. This was how she would rewrite the story he thought he had finished.

Riley carried the harness to the full-length mirror that leaned against the brick wall near the fireplace. She stepped into the straps, pulled them up her thighs, settled the wide waistband just below her navel. The O-ring sat centered, empty for now. She tightened each buckle methodically—left hip, right hip, center crotch strap—until the harness hugged her like an extension of bone and muscle. In the mirror she looked taller, sharper, untouchable. The black cotton briefs beneath framed the empty ring; the contrast made her breath catch once, then steady again.

She adjusted the fit one last time, then unbuckled it with the same slow care and folded it back onto the bench. Not yet. The harness would go on after he knelt. After he saw what waited. After he understood there would be no negotiation.

Thunder cracked directly overhead. The lights flickered once, dimmed, held. Riley walked to the entry console and checked her phone. One new message from Jordan, sent eleven minutes ago.

“Almost there. Traffic’s hell because of the storm. I’m sorry I’m late.”

She read it twice, felt nothing shift inside her chest except a quiet, cold certainty. She typed nothing in reply. Instead she opened the drawer beneath the console, removed the small brass key that locked the front door from the inside, and turned it. The deadbolt slid home with a solid, final click.

She replaced the key in the drawer, closed it, and returned to the living room. The candles had burned lower; wax pooled in slow amber rings around each wick. Riley picked up the warmed lube bottle, pumped a small amount into her palm, rubbed her hands together until the scent of unscented silicone rose faintly between her fingers. Then she selected the seven-inch dildo again, coated the shaft in a thin, even layer, and set it upright on the bench so the tip pointed toward the ceiling—like a marker, like a promise.

She stepped back three paces and looked at the entire arrangement one final time: harness, cocks, cuffs, plug, cord, ring, lube. Everything positioned so he would see it the moment he cleared the entryway. Everything waiting.

Riley exhaled once, long and controlled.

Then she walked to the intercom panel beside the elevator and pressed the mute button so he could not buzz again. She wanted the first sound he heard to be the storm, not her voice.

She wanted him to knock.

Chapter 1 – The Storm’s Awakening

Section 2

The knock came exactly as the thunder rolled away—three firm raps, then silence. Riley crossed the loft without hurry, bare feet silent on the oak. She paused at the door, hand on the brass knob, and let another ten seconds pass before she turned it.

Jordan stood in the hallway, rain-darkened coat collar turned up, blond hair plastered across his forehead in wet strands. His hazel eyes lifted the instant the door opened; the guilt in them was immediate, unguarded. He was taller than she remembered in this moment—six-two against her five-eleven—but the way his shoulders hunched inward made the difference irrelevant.

Riley stepped aside. No greeting. No invitation spoken.

He entered, dripping onto the entry mat. The door clicked shut behind him; she turned the deadbolt again, the sound louder than it needed to be.

Jordan set the bottle of Barolo on the console without asking. His gaze flicked past her shoulder to the living room—the low bench, the candlelight sliding over leather and silicone—and his throat worked once, visibly.

“You kept everything out,” he said, voice rough from the cold and something else.

Riley did not answer. She walked past him into the open space, hips rolling with the same measured cadence she had used while setting up. The storm battered the windows; each gust made the glass shiver.

Jordan followed two steps behind. His wet shoes squeaked once on the floor. He stopped when she stopped, just short of the sectional.

“Coat,” Riley said.

He shrugged out of it immediately, hung it on the rack beside the door. Underneath he wore a charcoal thermal that clung to the broad planes of his chest, sleeves pushed to the elbows, jeans dark at the hems from rain. His cock was already half-hard beneath the denim; the outline showed plainly when he shifted.

Riley circled him once, slow. She could smell rain, cedar aftershave, and the faint salt of nervous sweat. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he had to look down to meet her eyes.

“Strip.”

Jordan exhaled sharply through his nose. His hands went to the hem of the thermal; he pulled it over his head in one motion. The fabric landed on the rug. His chest rose and fell fast—defined pecs, the faint trail of hair leading down from his navel, nipples already peaked from the cool air and her stare.

“Everything,” she said.

He unbuckled the belt, popped the button, dragged the zipper down. Jeans and black boxer briefs came off together. He stepped out of them, kicked the pile aside. Naked now except for damp socks, which he peeled off without being told. His cock stood rigid—thick, veined, flushed dark at the head, a clear bead of pre-cum already at the slit.

Riley looked him over without expression. “Kneel.”

He dropped to his knees on the rug in front of the sectional. The movement made his erection slap against his stomach; he winced faintly but kept his hands at his sides.

Riley stepped closer until her bare thighs brushed his shoulders. She reached down, gripped his chin, tilted his face up.

“Hands behind your back.”

Jordan crossed his wrists at the small of his back. His breathing was shallow, audible.

Riley crouched so their eyes were level. “Tell me why you’re here.”

“Because I fucked up.” His voice cracked on the last word. “Because I cheated on you with Emily. Because I lied to your face for months. Because I thought I could have both of you and keep my conscience clean.”

Riley’s thumb pressed into the soft underside of his jaw. “Keep going.”

“I’m sorry.” He swallowed against her grip. “I’ve been sorry every day since you found out. I can’t sleep thinking about what I did to you. To us.”

“That’s not enough.” She released his chin, stood, walked to the bench and picked up the padded leather cuffs. She returned, crouched again, buckled them around his wrists one at a time. The clips snapped shut. She tested the tension—snug, no give.

Jordan tested them too, shoulders flexing once. The leather creaked.

Riley stood over him. “You don’t get to come tonight until I decide you’ve earned it. You don’t get to touch yourself. You don’t get to ask for mercy unless I invite the question. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” He licked his lips. “Yes, ma’am.”

The honorific landed between them like a dropped match. Riley felt the heat bloom low in her belly, sharp and immediate.

She reached down, wrapped her fingers around his cock—firm, no stroke yet. Just holding. His hips jerked forward involuntarily.

“Still,” she said.

He froze, trembling.

Riley pumped once, slow, from base to tip. Pre-cum smeared across her palm; she brought her hand to his mouth.

“Clean it.”

Jordan opened immediately. His tongue dragged over her fingers, sucking the salt and slickness away. His eyes never left hers.

“Good.” She withdrew her hand, wiped it once on his chest. “Now tell me what you really want tonight.”

Jordan’s voice came out hoarse. “I want you to take it back. All of it. I want you to use me until there’s nothing left to hide behind. I want—” He broke off, cheeks flushing darker. “I want you to fuck me. I’ve thought about it for months. Your cock in my ass. Making me take it. Making me beg.”

Riley’s pulse kicked hard against her throat. She crouched again, close enough that her breath brushed his lips.

“You’ve fantasized about this.”

“Yes.”

“About being on your knees while I strap on and fill you.”

“Yes.”

“About coming with my dick hitting your prostate until you can’t think.”

“Fuck—yes.” His cock twitched in the open air.

Riley stood, walked behind him. She placed one foot between his spread knees, nudged them wider. Then she crouched at his back, reached around, and gripped his shaft again—this time stroking slow, deliberate, stopping every third pass just below the head.

Jordan groaned, head falling forward.

“Look at the bench,” she said. “Look at what’s waiting.”

His gaze lifted. The harness, the graduated cocks, the plug, the lube—all arranged in candlelight.

“I’m going to open you first,” Riley told him. “Fingers. Then the small plug. Then maybe the seven-incher if you behave. You’re going to feel every inch stretch you. You’re going to thank me for it.”

Jordan’s hips rocked once, helpless. “Please.”

She released his cock entirely. He whimpered at the loss.

Riley rose, crossed to the bench, pumped warm lube into her palm. She returned, knelt behind him. One hand pressed between his shoulder blades, bending him forward until his forehead rested on the edge of the sectional. His ass lifted, exposed.

She slicked two fingers, circled his hole once—slow, teasing pressure. Jordan’s back arched, a low sound tearing from his throat.

“Breathe out,” she ordered.

He did.

Riley pushed one finger inside. Tight heat gripped her immediately. She held still, letting him adjust, then crooked the digit, searching. When she found the small, firm swell of his prostate, she pressed.

Jordan’s entire body jerked. “Fuck—there—”

She rubbed slow circles. His cock leaked steadily onto the rug now, a thin string dangling.

“Tell me how it feels,” she said.

“Full. Pressing. So fucking good—please don’t stop—”

Riley added the second finger. The stretch made him hiss, then moan. She pumped steadily, curling on every inward stroke, grazing that spot until his thighs shook.

“You’re opening so easily,” she murmured. “Like your body already knows who it belongs to tonight.”

Jordan’s forehead pressed harder against the cushion. “It does. It’s yours. Always was.”

She withdrew her fingers abruptly. He whined, hips chasing the contact.

Riley reached for the small stainless plug. She coated it generously, then pressed the cool tip against his loosened ring.

“Push back,” she said.

Jordan obeyed. The plug sank in smoothly, the widest part stretching him open before the base seated flush against his skin. He shuddered, long and full-body.

Riley tapped the base once. The metal transmitted the vibration straight to his prostate. Jordan’s moan cracked into something desperate.

She stood, wiped her hands on a small black towel from the bench, then moved to stand in front of him again. She gripped his hair, tilted his head back.

“Look at me.”

His eyes were glassy, pupils blown, cheeks flushed.

“You’re plugged. Cuffed. Leaking. And I haven’t even started.” Riley’s voice stayed level, almost gentle. “In a minute I’m going to put the harness on. Then I’m going to fuck you until you forget every lie you ever told me. But first—”

She straddled his thighs without touching his cock, leaned down until her lips brushed his ear.

“Beg for it.”

Jordan’s voice broke on the first word. “Please. Please fuck me. Please take me apart. Please use my ass until I can’t remember anyone else’s name. Please, Riley—ma’am—I need it. I need you.”

Riley straightened. She stepped back one pace, eyes never leaving his.

Then she reached for the harness.
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Section 3

Riley lifted the harness from the bench. The leather was still warm from the fire. She stepped into the leg straps, drew them up her thighs, settled the wide waistband low across her hips. The crotch strap pulled snug between her legs, pressing the flat base against her clit with steady, promising pressure. She buckled each side—left, right, center—then tightened the final adjustment until the harness sat immovable, an extension of her skeleton. The empty O-ring gleamed in the candlelight.

She selected the seven-inch dildo, the charcoal one with the pronounced curve. She coated the shaft in a fresh layer of warm lube, working it from base to tip until the silicone shone wetly. Then she snapped it into the ring, twisting until it locked with a soft click. The weight pulled forward slightly; she shifted her stance, felt the base grind against her swollen clit, and exhaled once through her nose.

Jordan remained bent over the sectional, forehead pressed to the cushion, ass raised, the small plug still seated deep. His breathing had steadied into long, deliberate pulls, but every few seconds his hole clenched visibly around the base.

Riley knelt behind him. She gripped the plug’s flared base and tugged slowly. Jordan groaned as the widest part stretched him open again, then sighed when it popped free. His hole stayed slightly gaped, pink and slick.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against him—no thrust, just contact. “Breathe out.”

He did.

Riley pushed forward in one smooth, controlled motion. The head breached him easily; the rest followed inch by inch until her hips met his ass and the curved shaft bottomed out. Jordan’s back arched hard, a raw sound tearing from his throat.

“Fuck—full—oh god—”

Riley held still, letting him feel the stretch, the depth, the unyielding pressure against his prostate. She could feel the resistance through the harness, the way his body gripped the silicone. Her own clit throbbed in time with his pulse.

“Tell me how deep I am,” she said.

“All the way.” His voice cracked. “Pressing right on it. Can’t—fuck—can’t think.”

Riley drew back halfway, then slid in again—slow, deliberate. The motion dragged the harness base across her clit in a firm glide. Heat coiled tighter in her belly.

She set a rhythm: long, even strokes that bottomed out each time, the curve kissing his prostate on every inward push. Jordan’s moans turned rhythmic, broken only by sharp gasps when she angled slightly higher. His cock hung heavy between his legs, leaking steadily onto the rug, untouched.

Riley reached around, cupped his balls once—gentle, assessing—then released. “You don’t touch. You don’t come until I say.”

“Yes—ma’am—trying—”

She increased the pace by fractions, hips rolling in tight circles at the deepest point. The harness pressed harder against her with every thrust; friction built in steady waves. Jordan’s arms strained against the cuffs, shoulders flexing, but he kept his forehead down, ass lifted, taking every inch.

Riley pulled out completely. Jordan whined at the emptiness.

“Turn over.”

He rolled onto his back with effort, wrists still bound beneath him. His cock lay rigid against his stomach, dark head slick, veins standing out. His chest rose and fell fast; eyes glassy, pupils blown wide.

Riley straddled his hips, knees bracketing his waist. She guided the dildo back to his hole, pressed, sank in one long glide until she was seated fully again. This angle drove the curve even more directly against his prostate. Jordan’s hips jerked up involuntarily; she pinned them down with both hands.

“Stay still.”

He tried. His body trembled beneath her.

Riley began to ride him—slow lifts and drops at first, then rolling her hips in deep circles. Each downward motion ground the harness base against her clit; each upward pull dragged the shaft along his inner walls. The dual sensation coiled tighter inside her—control and friction and the sight of him unraveling beneath her.

Jordan’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “Please—Riley—gonna come—can’t hold—”

“Not yet.” She leaned forward, palms braced on his chest, and picked up speed. Short, sharp thrusts now, targeting that swollen spot relentlessly. The harness rocked against her clit in perfect counterpoint.

Jordan’s head thrashed side to side. “Fuck—fuck—right there—please—”

Riley felt the first tremor ripple through him—his thighs locking, abs contracting, prostate pulsing hard around the dildo. She drove deep one last time and held, grinding in tight circles.

Jordan came with a broken shout. His cock jerked untouched, spurting thick ropes across his stomach and chest. His hole clenched rhythmically around the shaft; each spasm transmitted straight through the harness to her clit. Riley’s own orgasm crested on the next grind—sharp, sudden, rolling through her in hot waves. She kept moving through it, milking every aftershock from both of them until Jordan’s cries softened into shuddering breaths.

She slowed, then stilled, still buried inside him. The storm outside had gentled to steady rain; thunder was distant now.

Riley eased out carefully. Jordan hissed at the withdrawal, hole fluttering on nothing. She unbuckled the harness with quick, precise movements, set it aside on the bench. Then she reached behind him, released the cuffs one wrist at a time. Red marks circled his skin; she rubbed them gently with her thumbs.

Jordan stayed on his back, eyes half-closed, chest still heaving. Cum cooled on his stomach in sticky trails.

Riley moved to the sectional beside him, sat, and pulled him up until his head rested in her lap. She stroked his damp hair back from his forehead, fingers slow and steady.

“Breathe,” she said quietly.

He did—long, shaky inhales that gradually evened out.

She reached for the small black towel on the bench, wiped the cum from his skin in careful strokes. Then she draped a soft throw blanket over his shoulders, tucking it around him.

Jordan turned his face into her thigh. “Thank you,” he murmured.

Riley kept stroking his hair. “You took it well.”

He swallowed. “Felt... right. Like I was supposed to be here. Like this.”

Riley’s fingers paused once, then resumed. The candles had burned low; wax pooled thick around each wick. The fireplace hissed softly.

She leaned down, pressed her lips to his temple—not a kiss, exactly, just contact. “Rest.”

Jordan closed his eyes. His breathing deepened, body loosening against her.

Riley looked toward the windows. Rain streaked the glass in slower rivers now; the city lights below had sharpened again. She kept her hand moving through his hair, steady rhythm, until his weight grew heavier in her lap.

The storm had passed.

So had something else.

Chapter 2 – Shadows of Submission

Section 1

Morning light poured through the rain-washed windows in clean, pale shafts. The storm had left the glass streaked with long vertical trails that caught the sun and broke it into faint prisms across the oak floor. The apartment smelled of cooled cedar wax, faint musk, and the clean mineral scent of last night’s rain still clinging to the air vents. The candles had guttered out sometime before dawn; hardened pools of wax ringed each wick on the black marble table. The fireplace was cold, its glass door reflecting the quiet room back at itself.

Riley woke first. She lay on her back on the sectional, one arm extended along the cushions, the other resting across her bare stomach. Jordan’s head was pillowed on her thigh, his body curled toward her in loose fetal shape under the throw blanket. His breathing was slow and even, mouth slightly open, one hand loose against her hip. The red marks from the cuffs had faded to faint pink bracelets around his wrists. His cock rested soft against his thigh, skin still faintly flushed from the night before.
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