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Elise gave Roy everything—her body, her trust, her submission.

He swore he’d protect it… even from his darkest desires.

But some fantasies don’t stay locked away forever.

Some needs only grow when fed.

And now, she’s begging.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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–––––––

The room is quiet except for her breathing and the low hum of the radiator that always kicks in five degrees too late. Morning light filters through the blinds in long, dusty ribbons, landing on her bare shoulder, painting soft gold across the skin he marked with his mouth last night. Elise lies on her side, one knee draped over his thigh, the sheets twisted around them both like evidence, and Roy—still groggy, still aching in that slow, delicious way—doesn’t move. He just watches her. Watches the rise and fall of her back, the gentle flicker of her lashes, the shape of her mouth when she sleeps. It doesn’t feel real, not yet. That she’s here, still here. That she didn’t slip out before dawn, the way so many others have. That she stayed wrapped around him, quiet and trusting, as if the weight of what passed between them didn’t scare her at all.

But it scares him. Not in the way he would have expected, not like panic or guilt or regret—but in a deeper, more complicated way. A way that hums in his bones and coils behind his ribs, pressing against the edges of his carefully constructed sense of self. Because what they did last night wasn’t just sex, not for him, and he’s terrified it wasn’t for her either—terrified it was something more, something bigger, something that could shift the ground under his feet if he lets it.

He thinks of the way she said it—Yes, Sir—not as a joke, not with a smirk, but as a surrender. Soft, breathless, completely sincere. He thinks of her wrists bound in his tie, the way she arched into his touch, the way she came for him—trembling, soaked, wrecked. He thinks of the moment right after, when she curled into his chest, still gasping, and whispered thank you like it was something sacred. And he thinks, What the fuck have I done?

Not because he regrets it.

Because he doesn’t.

He doesn’t regret a single second.

But he doesn’t know what it means now. Doesn’t know how to carry this power without dropping it. Doesn’t know if he’s capable of being what she needs. He’d spent years learning how to disappear in relationships—how to defer, how to make himself small to avoid conflict, to keep the peace, to be the easy one. And now here she is, this woman who is light and heat and wild, asking him to be something else entirely. To take. To lead. To own.

A soft sigh escapes her lips, and her body shifts against his, waking slowly, her hand brushing across his chest, fingers curling against his skin like she’s searching for something to hold on to. Her eyelids flutter, lashes casting shadows. Then her eyes open, hazy and brown and so close he forgets to breathe.

“Morning,” she whispers, voice thick with sleep, lips still parted from dreams he’d give anything to see.

He manages a soft smile. “Hey.”

She stretches, long and unhurried, the sheet slipping from her hip as she rolls onto her back, one leg bent at the knee, one arm stretching above her head. The movement pulls her breasts into view, flushed and marked where his mouth had been, and Roy feels himself stir beneath the covers, his body reacting faster than his brain can manage.

But Elise just sighs contentedly and turns her head to look at him, her lips curving into a smile that isn’t coy, isn’t practiced—it’s real. Sleep-soft and sex-warm, and maybe just a little proud.

“You didn’t run,” she murmurs.

He huffs out a quiet laugh. “Neither did you.”

She hums and presses closer, resting her chin on his chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns across his sternum. “Why would I run? You fucked me senseless.”

He blushes before he can stop it, the way he always does when she says things like that—so casual, so direct, like her body’s never been anything to hide. “I wasn’t sure it was… okay.”

“What part?”

“All of it,” he says, and his voice comes out lower than he means, rough around the edges. “The tie. Holding you down. Telling you what to do. That last time, when I—when you said ‘Sir.’ I wasn’t expecting it. And I didn’t stop.”

She tilts her head, studying him. “Do you wish you had?”

“No.” The answer comes fast, unfiltered, from somewhere deep in his spine. “God, no. I just… I don’t want to scare you. Or mess this up. Or act like I know what I’m doing when I don’t.”

“You didn’t scare me.” Her voice is firm now, grounded. “You made me cum so hard I forgot what planet I was on.”

He exhales, a laugh tangled with relief.

Elise sits up slowly, pulling the sheet with her, not out of modesty but comfort, like it’s a robe. Her hair is a mess, her cheeks flushed, her thighs visibly trembling when she moves, and she looks radiant—like she’s glowing from the inside out.

“I’m sore in all the right places,” she says with a grin, then softens. “And I feel… held. Not hurt.”

Roy nods, swallowing the knot that’s still stuck in his throat.

She reaches for his hand, threads their fingers together, then says, quieter now, “That wasn’t just good sex, Roy. That was something else.”

He nods again.

She waits a beat, then: “So. Do you want to do it again?”

The question hangs there like a dare, but there’s no challenge in her tone—just curiosity. Openness.

Roy bites the inside of his cheek. “I don’t know if I’m the right person to… lead something like that. Not for real.”

“Why not?”

He lets out a breath. “Because I’ve spent most of my life trying not to take up space. Trying not to ask for too much. I’ve never even—I’ve never been in control like that. Not during sex. Not anywhere.”

Elise squeezes his hand. “And last night? What was that?”

He’s quiet.

“That,” he says eventually, “was the first time I didn’t feel like I had to apologize for wanting more.”

She smiles. “So maybe that’s the point.”

He looks at her, really looks, and sees the trust there. Not blind, not naive. Earned. Chosen. And for the first time, he lets himself believe it’s real.

“What happens next?” he asks.

“Well,” Elise says, releasing his hand and leaning back on one elbow, her eyes glinting with something playful and wicked and deeply, deeply sincere, “next time, I want you to tie me up properly. Not just your tie—ropes. Or cuffs. I want to know what it feels like to be really held down by you. I want to beg to be allowed to cum. I want to hear your voice tell me how wet I am, how good I’m being. I want to kneel. I want to serve. But only if it’s you.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut—in the best way. He’s half-hard already, and she hasn’t even touched him. Just spoken the truth of what she wants, what she’s offering.

And that’s the thing—this is an offer. Not a test. Not a trap. She’s not asking him to become someone else. She’s inviting him to become more of who he already is. The man who held her down. The man who made her feel safe enough to surrender.

“I want to try,” he says, voice low and shaking but steady at the core.

Elise leans forward, kisses him once—slow, deep, grateful.

Then she whispers against his lips, “Then start now.”
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–––––––

She still feels him between her legs.

It’s been nearly twelve hours, two espresso shots, a shower, and an Uber ride across town, and Elise can still feel the ache he left in her hips, the bruised pressure in her thighs, the gentle sting at the base of her neck where he bit her without realizing, breath hitching, fingers clenching, like he wasn’t sure he was allowed to want her that much—and then did anyway.

And that’s what undoes her. Not the sex itself, though that was good, so good she nearly cried when he told her not to cum and then again when he said she could. Not the feel of his hand wrapped around her wrists or the sound of his voice going rough and low and commanding when she slipped that word—Sir—between her teeth like it had been waiting there all along.

It’s the aftermath.

It’s how gentle he was. How nervous he looked. How earnestly he asked if she was okay, and how he stared at her like she might evaporate if he blinked too hard.

He wants this. She knows he does.

But wanting and owning are not the same.

And that gap—the space between what he feels and what he’s willing to take—is going to drive her mad if she doesn’t do something about it soon.

Maddie’s already on her second glass of wine by the time Elise arrives, late as usual, scarf knotted haphazardly, cheeks flushed from cold and desire and the echo of Roy’s scent still clinging to the collar of her coat. The wine bar is too warm, too crowded, too curated, all gleaming marble and faux-industrial lighting, but Maddie loves places like this—soft jazz, low hum of conversation, waitstaff who flirt with pregnant women because it makes their tips go up.

“You’re glowing,” Maddie says, not even pretending to be subtle. “Tell me everything.”

Elise slides into the booth and exhales. “I think I’ve broken him.”

“Oh no. Already?”

“Not like that,” Elise says, stealing a sip from her sister’s glass. “Not bad broken. Just… flipped a switch he wasn’t ready to flip.”

Maddie arches an eyebrow. “Did he cry?”

“No. He made me cum four times and then looked like he needed to be exorcised.”

Maddie bursts out laughing. “Okay, now I’m interested.”

Elise leans back, arms crossed. “He didn’t mean to take control. Not at first. I pushed. I begged. I told him I trusted him. And it happened. Like something cracked open. And then he wouldn’t stop.”

“And that’s bad?”

“No. That’s the problem. It was perfect. But this morning he looked at me like he couldn’t believe what he’d done. Like he was scared he’d done too much.”

Maddie’s expression softens. “Maybe he was.”

“Maybe,” Elise says. “But that’s not what I need. I need him to want it. To own it. I don’t want to beg for every scene. I want him to take me without asking.”

“El,” Maddie says gently, “not everyone moves at your pace.”

“I’m not trying to rush him.”

“You’re trying to be ruined.”

Elise doesn’t respond. Because it’s true. She is.

She wants to be bent over his desk, ordered to crawl, told she belongs to him. She wants his voice in her ear at the grocery store, murmuring what plug to wear, how many minutes of edging she’ll be allowed tonight, what punishment she’ll earn if she breaks protocol. She wants to be made small and sacred, her body not just admired but commanded.

And Roy is halfway there.

But halfway isn’t enough.

Maddie reaches across the table and touches her hand. “Be patient.”

“I’m trying.”

“Good. Try harder.”

Elise sighs. “Why are you always right?”

“Because I married a nice guy who took years to learn how to pull my hair and spank me without apologizing after. You’ve known this man for a month.”

Elise laughs, but it’s a little broken at the edges.

Because she doesn’t want to wait. She wants to kneel tonight.

She wants Roy to stop asking if she’s okay and start telling her what to be.

She wants to feel owned.

~ ~ ~

That night, she doesn’t wear panties to his apartment.

She kisses him at the door and presses her hips forward just enough, makes sure he feels the heat between her thighs. She moans softly when he touches her lower back and smiles up at him like she’s innocent, like her clit isn’t already throbbing just from the thought of him tying her down again.

He notices.

She knows he does.

But he doesn’t do anything about it. Not right away.

They eat leftover Thai on his couch. Watch something on Netflix. She sits close. Not draped, not cloying—just present. Available. Tempting. She leans in too close when she laughs, letting her hand rest on his thigh a moment too long. When he turns his head to say something, she kisses him softly, then straddles his lap without warning.

“Elise,” he murmurs, but she cuts him off with another kiss—deeper this time, wetter, her tongue sliding past his lips, her hips shifting over his hardening cock.

“I want to tell you something,” she says, breathless.

He swallows hard. “Okay.”

She doesn’t climb off him. Doesn’t pull away. She sits there, pressed against him, his erection pulsing under her, and begins.

“There was a man in Miami,” she says, voice low. “Not a boyfriend. Just… a client. He liked to test me. Push things. Never physically violent, but emotionally? He had this way of asking questions that felt like knives. Wanted to know every dirty detail, wanted to know how many men had used me, wanted me to confess how ashamed I was of liking it.”

Roy tenses beneath her.

“He made me strip while he watched. Not to get off—just to make me feel small. He said it turned him on to see how much I hated myself. And I let him. I let him say those things. I let him film me. And afterward, I curled up on the floor of his penthouse bathroom and cried while he went back to his wife.”

Roy’s hands are on her hips now, still but steady.

“I’m not telling you this to shock you,” she says. “I’m telling you because I want something very different with you. I don’t want to be humiliated. I want to be claimed. I want to kneel for someone who looks at me like I’m worth worshipping. Not someone who sees damage. Someone who sees devotion.”

Roy’s voice is rough when it finally comes. “You want that from me?”

“I want it only from you.”

She leans forward, presses her lips to his jaw, and whispers against his skin.

“You can take it, Roy. You already have. I just need you to stop pretending it was an accident.”

He exhales like she’s punched the breath out of him.

And then he lifts her.

Not roughly.

Not timidly.

Just—decisively.

Carries her to the bedroom, lays her on her back, and kisses her like he’s starving. His hands tremble a little, but his grip is firm. He peels her clothes off piece by piece, murmurs her name like it’s a prayer, and enters her slowly, deeply, his breath stuttering when she wraps her legs around him and whispers, I’m yours.

He doesn’t bind her.

Doesn’t gag her.

Doesn’t command her—not tonight.

But he’s trying.

And that trying is enough.

For now.

She comes twice before he does, shaking, sweating, moaning Sir into his mouth just to feel his cock twitch.

He groans her name as he cums, his forehead pressed to hers, his fingers gripping her wrists like he remembers how it felt to hold her down.

And afterward, when they lie tangled in damp sheets, breathless and flushed, she turns her head and smiles at him.

“Next time,” she whispers, “I want you to make the rules.”

And he nods, eyes wide, lips parted.

Like he just might.

Like he’s closer than he thinks.
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–––––––

He stands in front of the bathroom mirror long after the water’s gone cold.

The steam has already cleared from the glass, but he can still see traces of her on his skin—red marks on his chest from her nails, the faintest bruise beneath his collarbone where she bit him, a smudge of her lipstick on his neck that he didn’t notice until just now, until he leaned forward to rinse his face and caught a flash of rose-gold near the edge of his jaw.

He doesn’t scrub it off.

Not yet.

He likes the reminder.

He likes the ache in his thighs and the way his wrists still tingle, as if holding hers down for a few minutes last night rewired something fundamental in his body, like the memory of her struggling beneath him—lightly, beautifully, willingly—has etched itself into the muscles of his arms, his spine, the backs of his knees.

And he can’t stop replaying it.

The way she looked up at him, legs spread, lips parted, that look in her eyes that dared him to take everything she was offering, to step into a role she swore she wasn’t forcing on him but that she clearly, desperately needed him to claim.

I want it only from you, she’d said.

And he believes her.

But what scares him isn’t the desire.

It’s the responsibility.

Because Elise isn’t a blank slate. She’s not naïve. She’s been seen, and taken, and used in ways that leave her gasping for air sometimes when she talks about it—and then she smiles and shrugs like it’s nothing, like she’s already lived a dozen lives and this one’s just another attempt at peace. But it isn’t nothing. Not to him. Every time she tells him a story about some man in Miami who made her cry, or flinch, or pretend she wanted things she didn’t, he feels it—this slow, sick heat blooming in his gut. Rage. Helplessness. Shame. And now—desire.

Desire to undo all of it.

To rewrite her body’s memories with his hands, his mouth, his voice.

To make her feel safe again—not by shielding her, not by hiding her away from harm, but by giving her the one thing no one else ever has.

Structure.

Steadiness.

A tether she can pull against without falling.

He dries his face with a towel and stares into his own eyes. He’s not used to seeing this version of himself. The man who knelt behind her in bed and pressed her thighs apart like he had every right to. The man who whispered, good girl, and watched her shudder like he’d struck a chord so deep she forgot her own name. The man who came inside her without hesitation because she was begging, wet, wrecked, undone.

He touches the glass, fingertips resting just below his reflection’s jawline.

Can I really do this?

The question sits heavy in the center of his chest, but this time, it doesn’t feel like self-doubt. It feels like preparation. Like the moment just before a leap.

He walks back into the bedroom barefoot, the carpet soft beneath his feet. Elise is still asleep, one arm flung across the pillow, hair tangled, her back bare beneath the sheet. She moans softly when he slips back under the covers, shifts until she’s curled into his side like gravity brought her there.

And maybe it did.

Maybe this is what it means to be chosen.

Not because he’s flashy. Not because he’s dominant by nature. But because when she looks at him, she sees something stable. Something kind. And that kindness—that quiet control—it makes her melt.

She stirs a few minutes later, blinking up at him, lips dry and pink, voice scratchy. “Hey.”

“Hey.”

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

He shrugs, brushes a lock of hair off her cheek. “Trying to understand how this is real.”

She smiles, slow and sleepy. “You’re cute when you overthink.”

“I’m not overthinking,” he says, even though he is. Always. “I’m just… trying to figure out how to not mess this up.”

“You’re not.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do.”

She stretches, presses her body against his, and for a moment he feels her heat all over again—the curve of her breasts, the softness of her stomach, the slick press of her inner thigh against his.

“You made me feel safe,” she says. “And wanted. And so fucking good I forgot my name. That’s not a mistake.”

He kisses her forehead. “You make it easy.”

She tilts her head. “Is it still easy if I tell you I want more?”

His breath catches. “More?”

“I want rules,” she murmurs. “Real ones. I want to know what you expect from me when we’re alone. I want to kneel when you walk in the door. I want you to pick what I wear to bed. I want to earn praise—and correction. I want to be trained.”

Roy’s throat goes dry.

“You’re not overwhelmed?”

She grins. “A little. But I’m also soaking wet just thinking about it.”

He groans softly and closes his eyes.

This is happening.

Not some fantasy. Not a temporary kink.

This is Elise offering herself—not just her body, but her discipline, her devotion, her vulnerability—and asking him to shape it, hold it, command it.

And he wants to.

God, he wants to.

But he doesn’t know where to start.

So he says the first thing that comes to mind. “Then we make a plan.”

She blinks. “A plan?”

“A protocol,” he clarifies, surprising even himself. “A structure for the next week. Three things you’ll do each day. Simple. Focused. You’ll kneel when I come home. You’ll ask permission to cum. And you’ll wear something for me. A plug. A collar. Something that makes you feel claimed.”

She stares at him, eyes wide, lips parted.

Then she exhales slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

The sound goes straight to his cock.

He doesn’t act on it.

Not yet.

He wants to stretch this out. Build something real.

So he pulls her closer, tucks her under his chin, and whispers, “Let’s see what you’re capable of, Elise.”

And she laughs—low, husky, full of wicked glee.

“More than you think,” she says.

And Roy, for the first time in his life, believes it.
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–––––––

She wakes up thinking about rules.

Not breakfast, not meetings, not Maddie or the unread texts on her phone—but rules. The way he said it the night before, calm and measured, like it wasn’t something new, like it wasn’t something that made her thighs clench under the sheets. Like it didn’t make her want to cry from relief. Three things. That’s what he promised. Not everything. Not yet. But something. A beginning.

She runs a hand over her belly as she lies in bed alone—Roy already gone for work, coffee still warm in the pot when she padded out half-dressed an hour ago—and lets the words play again in her head, each one settling under her skin like a bruise she doesn't want to fade. You’ll kneel when I come home. You’ll ask permission to cum. You’ll wear something for me. It’s not about the difficulty. Not even about the kink, though God, her body lights up just thinking about the ache between her legs when she obeys rule number two.

It’s about the anchor.

The idea that someone is paying attention. Watching her. Thinking about her. That someone not only wants her to be good, but is willing to define what good even means. It’s the first time in her life she’s been given structure without shame, and it makes her stomach flutter and tighten in the same breath.

She’s never done well with vague affection. Never trusted compliments that came without expectations. She needs edges. Boundaries. A man who says, You belong to me, and then proves it not with flowers but with instructions. Not with permission but with limits.

And Roy—sweet, analytical, hesitant Roy—is doing it. Clumsily, maybe. Carefully, always. But she can feel the shift. In his tone. In the way his hand cupped her chin last night when he said, Let’s see what you’re capable of. In the way he looked at her after, like she was already more his than she realized.

She puts on a black lace thong, the one that disappears when she bends over, and nothing else beneath her dress. She stands in front of the mirror and practices kneeling—once, then again, slower. Back straight. Hands folded. Eyes down.

She’s wet by the third try.

And later that evening, when the lock clicks and Roy steps inside—tie loosened, eyes tired from the kind of day that leaves most men too drained to fuck, much less dominate—she drops to her knees without a word, facing the door, palms resting on her thighs like they’ve always belonged there.

He freezes.

She hears his breath catch. Watches his shoes hesitate mid-step. Then he exhales.

“Good girl,” he says.

It’s quiet.

But it lands like a command.

And she melts.

She stays there while he sets down his bag. Keeps her eyes low even when he steps around her, says nothing when his hand slides into her hair and tilts her chin up gently so he can see her mouth, parted and trembling.

“I like coming home to you like this,” he murmurs, thumb brushing her lower lip.

“I like waiting like this.”

His eyes darken.

And for a second, just a second, she thinks he’s going to drag her up by the hair and bend her over the back of the couch without another word.

But instead, he cups her face and kisses her forehead.

Then helps her stand.

She doesn’t complain. Doesn’t push.

She knows better now.

He’s building something. One word, one touch, one rule at a time.

She won’t break that rhythm.

Not yet.

~ ~ ~

They eat dinner together on the couch—pizza this time, wine in real glasses because he says she deserves more than paper cups. He asks about her day, and she tells him only part of it. The client who canceled. The barista who spelled her name wrong on purpose. The woman at the gym who stared too long and made her wonder what she was seeing.

She doesn’t mention the hours she spent reading old posts on submissive lifestyle forums. She doesn’t admit how many times she touched herself without cumming, legs shaking, mouth open, needing to beg but not allowed.

She wants him to ask.

Wants him to know.

After dinner, she sits beside him, close enough that their thighs touch. She leans her head on his shoulder and waits.

He puts his arm around her.

And for a long time, they just breathe.

When she finally speaks, her voice is barely above a whisper. “Do you want to know what I wore under my dress all day?”

He turns his head. “What did you wear?”

She pulls up the hem of her dress and shows him—black lace, barely a whisper of fabric, soaking through. His jaw clenches.

She doesn’t look away.

“I didn’t touch myself,” she says. “Not once. Even when I wanted to. Even when I was shaking. Because I remembered the rule.”

His hand cups her jaw.

“Did you want to cum?”

“Yes.”

“Did you beg?”

“Not out loud.”

He leans in, kisses her once, softly. “Then you’ll beg now.”

She exhales, eyes fluttering shut.

“Please.”

“Please, what?”

“Please let me cum.”

He slides his hand between her thighs, over her panties, and she gasps.

“Say it again.”

“Please, Sir. I need it. I need you.”

He groans, lifts her into his arms, and carries her to the bedroom.

But even as he strips her, even as he undresses with a quiet urgency that makes her tremble, he’s still careful. Still watching her. Still testing every boundary like he’s not sure where she ends and where he begins.

He enters her slowly, kisses her as he moves inside her, and strokes her cheek when she moans Sir again and again into his mouth.

It’s beautiful.

And it’s not enough.

She wants to be held down. Wants to scream. Wants to break open for him.

But he’s still gentle.

Still Roy.

And she loves him for it.

Even if she wants more.

Especially because she wants more.

And when she cums—hard and aching, thighs trembling, tears springing unbidden to her eyes—he kisses her like a promise.

And she believes him.

Because it’s already happening.

The rules are sinking in.

She’s already his.

Now he just has to own her.
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–––––––

He wakes to the sound of her humming.

Not music, not a melody, just the low, wordless tune she always makes when she’s doing something with her hands—folding towels, pouring coffee, digging through her bag for lip balm—like her body refuses silence, like even in stillness, she needs to express. He lies in bed a moment longer, letting the sound wash over him, warm and familiar, grounding him in the strange new comfort of shared mornings.

The bed smells like her. Like skin and sleep and the faint trace of the perfume she dabbed behind her ears last night. He buries his face in the pillow for a moment and breathes it in, lets his muscles stay heavy, his thoughts slow.

But not still.

Not anymore.

Because now they’re full of her. Of what she asked for, what she gave him, what she begged him not to hold back.

Make the rules, she whispered.

And he did.

And she followed them.

She knelt. She didn’t cum. She wore the panties he saw once and will never forget. And when she finally asked—so sweet, so soaked, so desperate—he gave her what she needed and watched her unravel with his name on her lips.

It should terrify him.

It does, a little.

But it excites him more.

There’s something deeply unnerving and utterly magnetic about seeing her like that—bent, obedient, wrecked in his hands—not because he wants to hurt her, not because he enjoys the power in some cruel or performative way, but because she enjoys it, because she trusts him to handle her at her most raw, because she wants to give him what no one else gets to touch.

And because it makes him feel… not stronger, exactly. But clearer. Sharper. Like all the background noise of who he’s supposed to be—the gentle man, the soft-spoken ex, the academic introvert—fades into static when he’s with her, and what’s left is something real. Focused. True.

He gets up and pads into the living room.

She’s standing barefoot at the kitchen island in one of his T-shirts, mug in hand, phone to her ear, still humming under her breath while she scrolls with her thumb. Her eyes flick up when he enters the room, and she smiles—not coy, not girlish, but satisfied. Like a woman who knows what she’s doing to him and isn’t ashamed of it.

He doesn’t speak. Just walks over, presses a kiss to her temple, rests his hand briefly on her hip, and pours himself coffee. She ends the call and sets the phone down without looking.

“You stared at me for two minutes before you moved,” she says, amused.

“I was thinking.”

“About what?”

He sips. Considers.

“You,” he answers finally.

“Am I complicated?”

“You’re impossible.”

She grins. “Good.”

They eat breakfast together in the quiet way couples do when the newness has burned away just enough to feel like something stable might be forming in its place. He doesn’t say much, and she doesn’t press. She chatters a little about an annoying client, a modeling offer she might accept, the woman at her gym who’s clearly trying to flirt. Roy listens, nods when it’s needed, lets her fill the air with motion so he can keep his thoughts still.

Because they aren’t quiet, not inside.

He’s been thinking about what she said—that she wants training. Protocol. Ownership. Words that still feel too large in his mouth, like costumes he hasn’t earned the right to wear.

But she’s waiting for him to wear them anyway.

And he can’t shake the feeling that the longer he hesitates, the more she’ll start to doubt him. Not because she’s impatient. But because she needs it. This isn’t a game for her. This isn’t a phase. It’s not just about sex.

It’s about being seen.

About being made small in a world that always demands she be large—loud, fierce, untouchable. And when she kneels, when she begs, when she whispers please with her eyes half-lidded and her lip caught between her teeth, she’s giving him something most men would never think to value.

Her containment.

Her safety.

It’s not the power he has over her that matters.

It’s the power she chooses to give.

And he won’t waste it.

So when she finishes her eggs and leans back with a satisfied sigh, when she stretches her arms overhead and yawns like a cat who just swallowed the cream, he puts his mug down, stands up, and says, “Take your clothes off.”

She freezes.

Then smiles—slow and hot.

“Right here?”

“Right now.”

She stands.

Strips.

Silently.

And he watches.

Every inch of her skin is like a gift.

When she’s bare, hands at her sides, eyes locked on his, he walks over slowly, touches her shoulder, runs his thumb down the side of her neck, across her collarbone.

“You didn’t ask permission to cum yesterday afternoon,” he says.

Her breath catches.

“No, Sir.”

“You came without permission.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You know what that means.”

She nods.

His fingers slide between her thighs, press lightly, and feel how wet she is already.

“You want me to punish you?”

She hesitates.

And that pause—tiny, but there—tells him something he didn’t expect.

She’s unsure.

Not unwilling.

Not scared.

But wondering if he’ll do it right. If he’ll be who she needs.

And that’s when he decides.

He steps back.

“You’re not ready for punishment today.”

Her eyes widen.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m not ready to give it.”

A flush rises to her cheeks, but she doesn’t argue.

She nods.

And waits.

And it’s that patience—the stillness, the discipline, the trust—that seals it for him.

She’s not testing him.

She’s teaching him.

One moment at a time.

And he intends to learn.
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–––––––

It’s not the denial that stings.

Not exactly.

It’s that he was right.

She was waiting. Not just for pain, not just for release, but for something heavier—something that would have proven he saw the full picture of her, that he could look her in the eye and say, I know what you are. I know what you need. And I will give it to you, whether or not you think you’re ready to receive it.

But instead, he pulled back.

She told herself she could be patient. That growth takes time. That Roy, who barely two weeks ago could barely look her in the eye when she said the word “choke,” is already giving more than she had any right to expect this soon. And he is. He’s trying. She can feel it in the way he watches her, listens to her, touches her like she’s glass but wants to be metal. He’s not afraid of her anymore.

But he’s still afraid of what it means to take her.

And that—God, that—leaves her feeling raw.

Not because she doubts his feelings. She doesn’t. If anything, it’s the strength of them that makes his caution harder to bear. He wants her too much, she thinks. Still thinks of love as something precious and clean and reverent. Something you protect, not something you chain.

But love, for her, has always been better when it bruises a little.

Not because she likes pain for its own sake, but because a man who can bruise her and still adore her—who can ruin her and then hold her until the shaking stops—that’s the man who knows how to keep her.

And Roy could be that man.

Maybe he already is.

But only if he stops flinching at his own instincts.

She spends the afternoon working half-heartedly on edits for a modeling reel she promised her agent two weeks ago, sipping cold coffee and clicking through headshots she’s already seen a dozen times. She can’t focus. Not with the edge still thrumming beneath her skin. Not with her thighs slick again just from thinking about how he looked at her this morning—serious, soft-spoken, denying her without shame or apology. That was new. That was different.

That was Dom.

And she wants to see how far it goes.

When he gets home, she doesn’t kneel.

She doesn’t wait by the door or dress up or wear anything at all, just a loose sweater and no bra and the plug she slipped in an hour before, hoping it would make her feel closer to him, more obedient, more kept—but all it’s done is sharpen the ache, the heat, the pressure she can’t seem to scrub out with fantasies anymore.

He notices immediately.

Not the plug, not the lack of bra, but the mood.

She can feel it in the way his eyes narrow when she doesn’t rise from the couch, doesn’t smile, just watches him with that quiet, coiled tension in her belly, the kind that wants to be disciplined into stillness.

“You okay?” he asks.

She shrugs.

He sets down his bag, walks over, and crouches in front of her.

“Elise.”

She wants to bite back. Wants to roll her eyes. Wants to say, if I’m not okay, will you finally take control of me the way I need you to?

But she doesn’t.

She just takes his hand and places it on her thigh.

“Feel that?”

His fingers flex slightly. “You’re warm.”

“I’m wet.”

His throat moves.

“I’ve been plugged for an hour.”

He blinks.

“I’ve been waiting.”

There’s a pause—tiny, but weighted.

Then, finally, finally, he leans in and kisses her. Harder than usual. Less hesitant. A little messy. His hands grip her thighs like he’s remembering what they’re for.

She moans into his mouth, legs falling open.

And when he breaks the kiss, eyes dark and voice unsteady, he says, “Go to the bedroom. Leave the plug in.”

Her whole body flushes.

“Yes, Sir.”

And she rises like she’s floating.

~ ~ ~

She lets him dress her.

That’s the first rule of the evening. No panties. The plug stays in. The little silver one with the soft black jewel at the base, discreet and cruel. He picks the dress too—short, sleeveless, high-necked but clingy enough to broadcast every step she takes, every shift of the plug as she walks. The heels she chooses herself, because he doesn’t have to tell her how much he likes the way her legs look in them. She’s seen it in his eyes. Felt it in the subtle shift of his breath when she walks across the room with that slight sway, hips tilted just enough to say use me.

But what really undoes her is the moment before they leave.

She’s in the living room, checking her lipstick in the mirror by the door. He walks up behind her, places a hand lightly on her hip, and says it with no preamble, no theatrics—just a quiet breath in her ear like it’s the most natural instruction in the world.

“You don’t speak tonight unless spoken to.”

She blinks at her reflection.

Her stomach drops.

Her cunt clenches.

He watches her take the instruction in, watches the color rise to her cheeks, the dilation of her pupils. He doesn’t repeat it. Doesn’t ask if she’s okay with it. Doesn’t soften it with that nervous little laugh she used to hear all the time.

He just waits.

And she nods.

Good girl.

He doesn’t say it aloud, but she hears it in the silence.

~ ~ ~

Dana chooses the restaurant, of course. Something trendy and wood-paneled, with tiny cocktail menus that take three full minutes to read and servers who look like they auditioned for the Food Network. Elise likes it immediately, even before the hostess leads them to the table, even before the drinks arrive, because it’s public. Bright. Too polished for secrets.

Which means what they’re doing tonight—what she’s wearing inside her, what she’s not allowed to do—makes it all the more dangerous.

Frank is already at the table when they arrive. He stands to greet them, tall and broad-shouldered, his navy blazer slightly wrinkled at the cuffs like he left work too fast and didn’t bother to fix it. Elise remembers Dana mentioning once that he used to be military. He shakes Roy’s hand with a firm nod and gives Elise a polite smile.

She smiles back—briefly. Then glances at Roy.

Waits.

It takes him a second. She watches the realization hit him just a beat too late. But he recovers well enough.

“This is Elise,” Roy says, resting a hand on the small of her back. “My girlfriend.”

Girlfriend.

Not the woman I’m seeing. Not Elise from upstairs. Not this is Elise and it’s… complicated. No qualifiers. No disclaimers.

And he touches her, deliberately, as he says it.

The word makes her knees go soft.

Dana arches an eyebrow, clearly delighted. “Girlfriend, huh?”

Roy smiles. “Yeah.”

They sit.

Roy pulls out Elise’s chair, another first. She sits, crosses her legs slowly, and feels the plug shift deep inside her. Her face stays composed. Her pulse doesn’t.

The table is small, round, too intimate for her liking—because now she has to keep her eyes down without looking evasive, keep her mouth shut without looking rude. She doesn’t want Dana to think she’s cold. She likes Dana, even though they just met. Roy has mentioned his boss a few times. She wanted to make a good impression when he told her they were all going out to dinner, just the four of them.

But the rule was clear. Don’t speak unless spoken to.

So she sips her water and nods when appropriate, lets her hands rest in her lap, fingers curled loosely in place. Her whole body is a tremor.

But the best kind.

Frank glances at her after a few minutes of conversation. “So Elise, Roy tells us you just moved up from Florida?”

She opens her mouth.

Then looks at Roy.

Waits.

His hand moves under the table.

Finds her thigh.

And squeezes.

“Yeah,” he answers for her, voice steady but lower now, like he’s realizing exactly what they’re doing. “Moved up from Miami. Her sister’s here.”

Frank nods, satisfied.

Dana looks more curious.

She studies Elise for a moment—her posture, her silence—then smiles slightly. Not mockingly. Just… knowingly. Elise wonders how much Dana sees.

More than she lets on, probably.

The dinner goes on like that—slow, delicious torture. Every question that lands near her is intercepted by Roy, every compliment—I love your earrings, You’ve got great posture, Where’d you get those heels?—is met with a soft pause, a flick of her eyes toward the man beside her. And every time, Roy answers. Not perfectly. Sometimes too fast. Sometimes a little awkwardly.

But he answers.

And his hand never leaves her thigh.

Halfway through the second course, it slides higher.

Thumb grazing just beneath the hem of her dress, barely brushing the crease where her leg meets her hip. Her breath catches. She closes her eyes for a beat. When she opens them, Dana is watching her. Watching both of them.

And this time, Dana doesn’t look away.

She smiles.

Sips her drink.

And keeps talking.

~ ~ ~

Elise makes it through dessert.

Barely.

By the time the check arrives, Elise is shaking. Not from fear, and not from discomfort, but from the sheer weight of how much she wants to crawl under the table and beg him to fuck her right now, to pull the plug out and replace it with his cock, to humiliate her, claim her, make her wear his cum home in her panties if she were wearing any at all.

But she doesn’t.

She waits.

She keeps her legs crossed.

She waits as Dana pays the check.

She lets him guide her hand into the crook of his elbow as they leave the restaurant, and when they step out into the crisp night air, she doesn’t even feel the cold. Just the heat between her legs. Just the slick slide of the plug inside her, reminding her who she belongs to.

In the Uber, she stays silent.

Roy keeps his hand in hers the whole ride home.

When they reach his building, she walks ahead of him up the stairs without being told.

And when he opens the door, she doesn’t take off her coat.

She drops to her knees.

Head bowed.

Hands behind her back.

Waiting.

And this time, he doesn’t hesitate.

He closes the door behind him, locks it, and says the only thing she’s needed to hear all night.

“Good girl.”

And that—just that—makes her cum.

Silently. Unforgivably.

And he hasn’t even touched her yet.
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–––––––

He knows before she says anything.

He knows the moment he walks through the door—late, frustrated, carrying the weight of a twelve-hour workday and a half-eaten protein bar—and sees her not kneeling, not standing by the door, not even pretending to obey the rule she swore she wanted. She’s on the couch, one bare leg draped lazily over the other, the television glowing in the background with something she’s not even watching. Her hair is damp from the shower, her robe loose around her body, parted just enough to reveal smooth thigh, the gentle swell of one breast.

She doesn’t stand.

Doesn’t even greet him.

She just looks at him over her shoulder, a slow, smug curve tugging at the edge of her mouth.

It’s not disrespectful.

It’s a test.

She’s waiting to see if he’ll rise to the challenge or retreat into that quiet place he’s always gone when things get hard—where he over-apologizes and rationalizes, where he lets himself believe that strong means dangerous, that wanting control is the same as taking it without permission.

But tonight, something inside him clicks.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

But firmly.

Clearly.

Because she wants to be punished. Wants to be held accountable. Wants to know that the rules aren’t pretend, that he isn’t just indulging her fantasies out of affection or lust or novelty. She wants the structure to mean something. Wants him to mean it.

So he sets his bag down, shrugs off his coat, and walks toward her without speaking.

Her eyes track him, still smiling, but there’s a flicker of something else now. Interest. Caution. A faint thrill he can see in the way she draws in her breath, shallow and quick.

He stands in front of her. Waits.

When she says nothing, he speaks.

“Why aren’t you kneeling?”

She shrugs, but it’s all show. “I was tired.”

“You were told what to do.”

“I wanted to see if you’d notice.”

“I noticed.”

There’s a beat of silence between them. The moment of choice.

And he makes it.

He reaches for her wrist and pulls her gently—but unmistakably—off the couch. She doesn’t resist. Doesn’t speak. Just watches him, eyes wide, waiting.

He guides her to the bedroom in silence, the pace unhurried but full of purpose. When they reach the foot of the bed, he turns to face her.

“Take off the robe.”

She does.

No smirk now. No teasing. Just obedience.

She stands before him naked, vulnerable but unafraid. He lets his eyes travel down her body—slowly, deliberately—taking in every curve, every mark, every inch of skin he’s learning to read like scripture.

Then he walks to the dresser.

Opens the second drawer.

Pulls out the cuffs.

The leather is soft, worn already from a few nights of use, the buckles gleaming in the low light. He returns to her, motioning for her to lie face down across the bed.

She obeys.

No hesitation.

No protest.

Her trust stuns him. Every time. The way she gives it so freely—but with such gravity.

He fastens the cuffs around her wrists and attaches them to the padded strap that runs beneath the mattress. Not tight. Just firm enough that she can’t move her arms. He pauses. Runs a hand down her back, fingers grazing her spine.

“You broke a rule.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to see if you’d punish me.”

“And if I hadn’t?”

“I would’ve been disappointed.”

He closes his eyes for a second.

Then opens them.

Then lifts his hand.

And brings it down across her ass—once, sharply.

Not hard enough to injure.

But enough to be heard.

She gasps.

He spanks her again. Slower this time. He watches the skin bloom pink beneath his palm, watches her hips twitch, her back arch. She moans softly into the sheets, the sound not one of pain but of pleasure edging into need.

“You don’t get to decide when the rules matter,” he says.

“I know.”

Another spank.

“I make the rules. You follow them. That’s how this works.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He delivers three more. Then rubs his hand across the warmth he’s left behind, soothes the sting with slow, tender circles.

“You’re soaking,” he murmurs.

“Yes.”

“You want to cum?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You don’t get to.”

A low whimper escapes her throat.

He moves around to the side of the bed, unfastens one of the cuffs, only to flip her onto her back and secure her again. Her chest rises and falls rapidly. Her cheeks are flushed. Her thighs are slick.

He kneels between her legs and leans in to kiss her—deeply, slowly, as if tasting the edge of her shame. She returns the kiss with a desperate sort of hunger, mouth open, tongue insistent.

When he pulls back, her eyes are glassy.

He leans in, whispers.

“I’m going to eat you until you beg.”

She nods frantically.

“But you’re not allowed to cum.”

A sob escapes her lips.

He smiles.

And lowers his mouth.

~ ~ ~

She lasts longer than he thought she would.

Her body writhes beneath him, straining against the cuffs, muscles trembling, voice cracking as she pleads, pleads, pleads. Her thighs clamp around his ears once, and he bites her inner thigh hard enough to make her gasp. He tells her again: You’re not allowed. She nods, tears brimming in her eyes, hips jerking against his tongue.

When he finally stops—when he stands and undresses and watches her fall apart just from being denied—he feels something shift.

In her.

In him.

In the room itself.

Not because she’s been dominated.

But because she’s been seen.

Held accountable.

Respected enough to be corrected.

He slides inside her slowly, waits until she’s full, until her eyes lock with his, until the tension breaks into something molten.

And only then does he say, softly, “Now you may cum.”

She does.

With a scream.

With a sob.

With something like surrender.

And when she collapses beneath him, spent and grateful and shaking, he unbuckles her wrists and gathers her into his arms.

No praise.

No debrief.

Just silence.

Just breath.

Just the sweet, aching weight of knowing that he finally crossed the line.

And she’s never been safer.
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–––––––

It doesn’t start as a confession.

It starts as a quiet night—music low, wine half-finished, her body still aching in the best way from the punishment he gave her the night before. Roy has been gentle since, deliberate, like he knows something in her has shifted and he doesn’t want to scare it away. They didn’t talk much after. He held her, murmured praise against her neck, rubbed circles into her back until she fell asleep against his chest. No questions. No reassurances. Just warmth and breath and time.

Now, she lies beside him on the couch, legs stretched across his lap, their plates scraped clean and stacked on the coffee table, her head tilted against the cushions as her fingers trace idle lines over his forearm.

It feels like safety.

It terrifies her.

He doesn’t ask her to speak. He never does. But something about the way he’s touching her tonight—slow, tender, unrushed—makes the words rise in her throat uninvited. Not because she needs to be pitied. Not because she wants to test him. But because she wants him to know. Not all of it. But enough.

Enough to understand what he’s holding when he pulls her closer.

She wants to tell him.

Not because she’s ready.

Not because she thinks he’ll understand.

But because she’s tired.

Tired of carrying the weight of that night like a brand on her body, something invisible but permanent, something that colors the way she receives every kiss, every order, every hand at her throat. And Roy—gentle, intentional, too-careful Roy—he’s getting closer every day to touching the place where that memory lives, and she doesn’t want him to mistake silence for consent, shame for kink, trauma for desire.

So she plans it.

The timing, the mood, the pacing.

She doesn’t spring it on him while he’s eating, doesn’t bring it up after sex when her walls are still half-melted, doesn’t blur it into one of her flirty teases like she sometimes does when she wants to say something real but doesn’t know how to survive it if it lands wrong.

The light is low. She feels safe here.

And that’s what scares her most.

Because if he doesn’t look at her the same after, she doesn’t know if she’ll survive it.

“Can I tell you something that might make you hate me?” she asks.

He turns to her. “No.”

“No?”

“I won’t hate you.”

She presses her lips together.

“It’s not something I’m proud of.”

“I’m listening.”

She waits. Breathes. Then starts.

“I did a porn shoot when I was twenty.”

Roy doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t look away. Just nods.

“I was broke. Between contracts. The guy said he was an artist. That he wanted to film ‘real submission.’ Not the cheesy stuff. Not the performative, fake-moaning bullshit. Just raw, honest reactions.”

“Did you want to do it?”

She nods slowly. “I thought I did.”

He waits.

“He sent me a contract. It looked legit. Consent forms, safe words, agreed limits. We talked about everything ahead of time—what I was okay with, what I wasn’t. He said he wanted to explore psychological surrender. Make it beautiful.”

Roy’s hand finds hers. Doesn’t squeeze. Just holds.

“It started out fine. He asked me to strip slowly. Kneel. Look into the camera and say I belonged to him. It was… intense, but I could handle it.”

She pauses.

“And then he slapped me. Hard. Not a sexy, stinging tap. A real fucking slap. My lip split. I wasn’t expecting it. I said my safe word, but he kept rolling. Said I could stop if I really wanted to—but it would ruin the shot.”

Roy’s jaw tightens.

“I didn’t stop. I didn’t walk off. I smiled. I laughed. I told him to hit me again. Because the camera was still rolling and I couldn’t figure out how to end the scene without making it worse.”

“Elise…”

“He spit on me. Pulled my hair. Made me say I liked it. Told me to thank him for showing me what I really was.”

Roy’s eyes are burning now, but he stays still.

“And I did. I thanked him. I came. I fucking came, Roy.”

He squeezes her hand now, hard.

“Afterward, I ran to the bathroom and threw up. I sat on the floor and sobbed until he knocked on the door and told me I needed to sign the release if I wanted to get paid.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“I signed it.”

She closes her eyes.

“I watched the video once. It’s still online. Has something like eighty thousand views. The comments say I’m the perfect slut. That I was made for it. That my face when I came was ‘pure degradation.’”

Roy exhales like he’s been punched in the ribs.

“And here’s the part that really fucks with me,” she says, her voice breaking. “I still don’t know if they’re wrong.”

He turns to face her completely.

“Elise—”

“No, let me finish.”

She sits up now, dragging the throw with her, but not to hide—just to give her hands something to clutch.

“Sometimes I think about it. When I’m alone. When I’m horny. When I’m desperate to feel that edge. And I hate myself for it. Because I didn’t stop him. Because I let it happen. Because part of me liked it.”

She looks at Roy.

“But what I want now—what I want from you—isn’t that.”

“I know.”

“No, I need you to really hear this. I want to be used. Yes. Degraded, even. I want to be told I’m your slut, your hole, your fucktoy—but only because I trust you not to throw me away when it’s over. Because I know you see me as more than the girl in that video.”

He reaches for her face.

She lets him touch her.

Lets his thumb swipe the tear that finally falls.

“I do,” he says, voice low, sure. “I see you.”

She climbs into his lap like it’s the only safe place left on earth, knees on either side of his hips, her hands shaking as she cups his jaw. “I’ve never told anyone that. Not even Maddie.”

He holds her close. Not tight. Just full.

“I don’t think less of you.”

“You don’t?”

“I think more.”

Her forehead presses against his. “Why?”

“Because you’re here. With me. Telling the truth.”

She exhales.

And finally lets herself fall forward into his arms.

He doesn’t speak again for a long time. Just holds her. Breathes with her. His hand rubs soft, steady circles into her spine, grounding her in the present. In him.

Eventually, she pulls back just enough to look him in the eye.

“I think I love you,” she whispers.

He nods.

And says it like a vow.

“I’m going to take care of you.”

She kisses him—slow, deep, trembling—and in that moment, she believes him.

Not because he says it.

But because when she gave him the worst of her, he didn’t look away.
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–––––––

He plans it for three days before he says a word.

Not because he doesn’t want to tell her. But because the wanting is so loud, it drowns out the words. Because this time, it’s not about responding to her—it’s about owning it. Choosing every second, every movement, every word spoken and withheld. It’s about designing a space for her to fall apart and knowing he’s capable of holding what comes undone.

He hasn’t done this before. Not really.

He’s bound her wrists. Told her not to cum. Punished her once with careful hands and a measured tone. But this—this is something else. This is choreography. Intention. A scene built not from instinct, but from decision.

So he makes a list.

He starts with a rope.

He’s already been reading—books, articles, longform blogs with grainy photos and patient diagrams. He orders two lengths of 6mm jute from a seller in Portland who waxes it by hand. It smells faintly of cedar when it arrives. He runs the strands through his palms again and again until the fibers warm under his skin. It doesn’t feel like something meant to hurt. It feels like something meant to hold.

Then: the vibrator.

He picks one she can’t hide from. Bullet-sized, wireless, remote-controlled. Small enough to wedge between her thighs and powerful enough to turn her into a sobbing wreck in minutes if he doesn’t let her cum. He tests the settings on his own palm, amused at how quickly the intensity escalates.

Last, the blindfold. A simple black silk scarf. He practices tying it twice behind his own head to make sure the knot sits low enough not to catch in her hair.

He writes everything down.

Order of operations:

●        Rope.
 

●        Blindfold.
 

●        Vibrator.
 

●        Voice.
 

He adds an asterisk next to the last one.

That’s the part he can’t prepare for. Not completely.

But he knows what he wants to say.

And he knows how he wants her to sound when she begs him to say it.

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t tell her what he’s planned. Not over text. Not with flowers. Just a time, a place, and an instruction.

Be at my apartment by 7. Wear nothing under your coat. Don’t speak until I tell you to.

She replies with one word: Yes.

By the time she arrives, he’s moved the bed against the far wall to make space in the center of the room. He’s rolled out the soft throw rug she likes, the one that doesn’t slide under bare knees. There’s a low table nearby with everything laid out: rope coiled neatly, vibrator charged and ready, blindfold folded in thirds.

The lights are dim.

The room smells like bergamot and cotton and something warmer underneath—his own sweat, maybe, or anticipation.

When she steps inside, her coat already halfway off her shoulders, he doesn’t speak. Just nods toward the spot he’s cleared.

She walks to the rug.

Stands still.

Breathing.

Waiting.

He closes the door.

And becomes someone else.

Not an actor. Not a character.

Just himself, unfiltered.

“Hands behind your back,” he says, voice low but steady.

She obeys.

He walks around her slowly, circling once, letting his fingers skim the curve of her ass, the back of her thigh, the dip of her spine. She shivers. Her lips part, but she doesn’t speak.

Good girl.

He picks up the first length of rope. Measures it against her forearms. Begins.

He’s practiced the pattern: double column tie at the wrists, then a lead line up her back, another wrap across her chest, under her breasts, just tight enough to press them upward. She gasps when he cinches the middle knot.

He steps back to admire his work.

She’s glorious.

Breasts lifted, back straight, shoulders pinned. Vulnerable but proud. Like she knows she was made for this. Like she was waiting for him to figure it out.

He walks in front of her.

“On your knees.”

She sinks without hesitation.

He takes the blindfold, loops it over her head, and ties it snugly at the base of her skull.

Now she’s breathing harder.

Not from fear.

From want.

He kneels behind her, slides the vibrator into place between her legs. The curve of her thighs holds it tight. He wraps another loop of rope around her upper thighs—not to hurt, but to keep the toy from shifting.

“Still okay?” he murmurs in her ear.

“Yes, Sir.”

The title comes unprompted.

He nearly groans.

He flips the switch.

She jerks.

Moans.

He watches her rock forward, lips parted, head tilting back slightly under the blindfold.

Then he lowers his voice.

And starts talking.

“You look like a work of art.”

A soft whimper.

“I want to ruin you.”

A gasped breath.

“I’m going to make you beg.”

She nods.

“You don’t cum until I say so.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And you’re going to ask me nicely.”

She moans again.

The toy is relentless—pulsing between her folds, humming with wicked consistency. He can see the tremble in her calves, the tension building in her arms, her knees digging into the rug.

He waits.

Lets her sweat.

Watches her fall apart.

“Sir—” she pants. “Please—”

“Not yet.”

“Please, please, I’m so close—”

“No.”

She whines.

Not pitiful.

Desperate.

“Beg me,” he says.

“I am—”

“No. I said beg. Like you mean it.”

She bites her lip.

Then lets go.

“Please, Sir, I’ll do anything—please let me cum—I need it, I need it so bad—I’ll crawl, I’ll kneel for hours, I’ll wear whatever you want, I’ll let you tie me up forever—just please, please, please let me cum—”

And that—that—is when he gives it to her.

“Cum for me.”

She explodes.

Shaking.

Moaning.

Crying, maybe.

The sound that leaves her is pure surrender. Not pleasure alone. Submission.

And it undoes him.

~ ~ ~

He unties her slowly.

Removes the toy, the rope, the blindfold.

Carries her to the bed.

Holds her while she comes down.

Her body is damp, flushed, vibrating still from the intensity. She curls into his chest without speaking. He strokes her hair. Rubs her lower back.

Eventually, her voice breaks the quiet.

“That was…”

He smiles. “Too much?”

“No.”

A beat.

“It was everything.”

He kisses the crown of her head.

She sighs.

“I didn’t think you had that in you.”

“I didn’t either,” he admits.

But now he does.

And he’s already planning what comes next.
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–––––––

She doesn’t know she’s too close until she’s already slipping.

The rope is tight around her chest, firm and secure, the knots resting just beneath her shoulder blades like a cradle and a warning. Her wrists are bound behind her back, her mouth full of his fingers, her vision dark under the blindfold he wrapped twice instead of once. The floor is cool beneath her knees. Her thighs ache from holding a position. The vibrator’s long gone, but the memory of it pulses in the corners of her body—heat trailing like aftershock, like residue, like proof.

She wanted this.

Begged for it.

She asked him to push harder tonight, to keep her restrained longer, to take away more—her sight, her control, her words.

He did.

With care, yes, always with care. But with confidence, too. With that new voice she’s only heard a few times but already craves—the one he slips into when he stops worrying about being too much and starts owning the fact that he is.

And it was perfect. For a while.

Until it wasn’t.

It happens suddenly, like a fault line opening under her skin. One minute she’s wet and floating, breath short but rhythmic, body humming with pressure. And the next—tightness. In her throat. In her chest. The air too thick. The blindfold too dark. Her wrists too still. The fingers in her mouth not Roy’s but someone else’s.

And that’s all it takes.

The memory flashes across her body like a spark across gasoline: a man in LA with a camera and no mercy, the slap that knocked the wind out of her, the fake smile she wore to survive it. She feels her body tense. Feels her breath stutter.

Not here, she tells herself. Not now. Roy’s here. You’re safe.

But her lungs don’t listen.

Her hands start to tremble. Her mouth goes slack.

The panic swells before she can stop it.

And through the buzzing in her ears, through the weight pressing against her sternum, she forces out one word—ragged, breathless, breaking.

“Red.”

Everything halts.

Instantly.

She hears the rope creak as Roy shifts. Feels the loss of his hand against her mouth. The silence that follows is immediate, total—and then, suddenly, filled with motion.

“Elise,” he says, voice cracked and close. “I’ve got you. I’ve got you. I’m here.”

He pulls the blindfold off first.

The light makes her flinch.

Then her wrists—untied in seconds, the knots slipping loose like they were never real, like this was all pretend, like she wasn’t just now gasping through the memory of being voiceless.

Her hands fall to her sides.

She curls in on herself before she can stop it.

But Roy’s already there.

Already wrapped in a blanket.

Already on the floor beside her, arms wide, heart louder than his breath.

She collapses into him.

And finally, finally, she starts to cry.

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t say anything at first.

Doesn’t ask questions.

Doesn’t apologize.

He just rocks her.

Holds her.

Stays.

She feels the heat of his body against hers and lets it ground her, lets the sweat on her skin mix with the tears on her cheeks. Her throat aches. Her knees hurt. Her whole body is a storm she can’t quite walk out of yet. But she knows—knows—he is the eye of it.

After a while, she finds her voice.

“It wasn’t you,” she whispers.

“I know.”

“I just—” She breaks off, fists the blanket tighter around her shoulders. “Something got triggered. I was fine, and then I wasn’t. And I knew if I didn’t stop it, I’d spiral.”

“You did exactly what you were supposed to do.”

She nods, tears slipping down her nose.

“I’m not mad,” he adds. “I’m proud.”

That word—proud—shatters something softer in her.

“You are?”

“You used your safeword. You trusted me enough to say it. That’s strength, Elise.”

She leans into his chest again.

Breathes him in.

“I was afraid you’d think I couldn’t handle it. That I’m not as tough as I pretend to be.”

He tilts her chin up.

His thumb brushes a tear off her cheek.

“I don’t want tough.”

She swallows.

“I want honest,” he says. “I want you—raw, messy, scared, hungry, whatever you are that day. I want you. Not the version that pretends nothing gets to her.”

She exhales a laugh through the last of her sobs. “That version’s a fucking lie.”

“I figured.”

He cups the back of her head. Kisses her hair.

“I’ve got you. Every part of you. Not just the parts that take orders. Not just the ones that beg.”

She pulls back far enough to meet his eyes.

They’re wet too.

She hadn’t realized he’d been crying.

Her hand comes up instinctively, fingertips brushing the edge of his lashes, his cheekbone.

“I scared you.”

“A little.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

“I didn’t want to ruin the scene.”

“You didn’t.”

He smiles, tight and aching.

“You made it real.”

She leans forward.

Presses her forehead to his.

“You’re too good to me.”

“I just respect you.”

“No,” she whispers. “It’s more than that.”

“What is it?”

“You love me.”

He stills.

She waits.

Then he nods.

“Yeah,” he breathes. “I do.”

And the warmth that floods her chest is different from arousal, different from surrender.

It’s peace.

Not the quiet kind.

The earned kind.

The kind that only shows up after the storm.

~ ~ ~

They fall asleep curled on the floor, still tangled in the blanket, the rope pushed aside but not forgotten. Elise sleeps hard and deep, and when she wakes, she doesn’t feel broken.

She feels held.

They don’t rush to talk the next day. There are no long explanations. No shame. Just slow touches. Soft kisses. Roy makes her coffee. Elise makes him breakfast. They sit across from each other in their underwear, bare legs brushing under the table, and laugh at something on her phone like the night before didn’t nearly crack her open.

But it did.

And somehow, that’s okay.

Because now she knows—when she falls, he’ll catch her.

Not because he has to.

But because he wants to.
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–––––––

The apartment is too quiet without her.

Not the peaceful kind of quiet, not the kind that soothes or makes room for thought, but the kind that settles into his chest like a weight, slow and constant, humming with unanswered questions. The kind that makes every creak in the floorboard sound like absence. Like warning. Like something slipping through his fingers.

He watches the clock as if it might offer some clarity.

It doesn’t.

It’s been nineteen hours since Elise got the call. Her mom—hospital, routine tests, they think it’s gallbladder-related but won’t know until more scans come in. Elise didn’t say much on the phone, just grabbed her overnight bag and packed without looking. No makeup. No lingerie. Just jeans and a black hoodie and her eyes fixed on the floor.

She kissed him goodbye, but it was fast.

She said she’d text him when she landed.

She hasn’t.

He tells himself it’s nothing.

Tells himself she’s with Maddie now, probably watching Netflix and eating takeout and trying not to think about blood work and scans and waiting rooms that smell like bleach. Tells himself not to be dramatic.

But the thought creeps in anyway.

Maybe she needed an out.

Maybe last night scared her more than she admitted. The ropes. The panic. The tears. The truth. It was the most raw she’s ever been with him—and maybe that was too much.

Maybe he was too much.

He pours himself coffee and doesn’t drink it.

He tries to read, then tries to work, then finally gives up and scrolls through his camera roll—searching, pathetically, for some remnant of her he hasn’t already memorized.

There’s a photo from the second night she stayed over: Elise asleep, mouth slightly open, one hand curled beneath her chin like a child. He didn’t mean to take it. It just… happened. She looked so peaceful it felt like a sin not to preserve it.

He finds himself tracing the outline of her face on the screen like it might soothe something.

It doesn’t.

He thinks about calling.

Then thinks better of it.

He doesn’t want to be the guy who crowds her, who demands constant updates, who needs to be reassured like a child every time someone leaves the room.

But still.

He wishes she’d send something.

An emoji. A one-word check-in. A dirty joke.

Anything to remind him that she hasn’t disappeared.

That what they’ve built—the rules, the scenes, the confessions whispered into his chest in the dark—isn’t so fragile that a flight and a hospital corridor could unravel it.

~ ~ ~

By nightfall, the apartment feels unrecognizable.

The bed is made.

The sink is empty.

Her coffee mug sits untouched on the counter, the lipstick stain fading.

He walks to the bedroom, unsure what he’s looking for, and ends up standing in front of the dresser where she keeps a drawer now. Her drawer. Full of neatly folded lingerie, soft cuffs, spare plugs, that ridiculous velvet collar she swore was too “girly” until he made her wear it for an entire weekend.

He opens it slowly.

Runs his hand over the lace. The silk.

The absence.

He’s not good at this. The waiting. The silence. The moments where everything slows down and he has nothing but his own thoughts to fill the space.

Because when he’s left alone too long, they come back.

The old ones.

The ones that sound like Claire—sharp-edged and doubting.

You’re boring. You’re too serious. You’re not a real man. You overthink everything.

They sound like his own voice too. Quieter, but crueler.

You’ll fuck it up. You’ll push too hard. She’ll leave.

He closes the drawer.

Sits on the edge of the bed.

And lets the worst thought rise.

What if you’re just an experiment for her?

He hates himself for thinking it.

But there it is.

~ ~ ~

He’s brushing his teeth when his phone buzzes.

It’s nearly midnight.

His stomach twists as he picks it up.

Elise.

One image.

One text.

That’s all.

The photo is taken in a hotel bathroom—neutral lighting, beige tile, ugly countertop. But she’s standing in front of the mirror in nothing but a sheer red bra and matching thong, one hand holding the phone, the other resting on her inner thigh. She’s not smiling. Not pouting. Just… staring into the lens. Calm. Certain. Glowing.

Her message follows:

I’m yours. Don’t forget it.

He doesn’t.

He never will.

~ ~ ~

They meet at a ramen place near the office, tucked between a vape shop and a tax prep storefront, the kind of place Blake swears by even though it always smells faintly of fish oil and stale chili paste. They sit at a narrow booth under a flickering paper lantern that keeps catching Roy’s attention, as if the bulb inside it might finally give up and drop into the miso broth between them.

Blake slurps a noodle and points his chopsticks toward Roy. “You look like shit, man.”

Roy snorts. “Thanks.”

“I mean it in the most loving, concerned way possible. The last time I saw you with that expression, we were on hour nine of debugging that crawler API in January, and you were halfway through a stress nosebleed.”

“I don’t get nosebleeds.”

“You do when you bottle it all up and stare into the abyss of broken promises and bad JavaScript.”

Roy sighs. “It’s Elise.”

Blake lifts a brow. “Already? What’s she done? Broken your heart? Broken into your apartment? Told you she’s secretly married to a senator?”

“She left town over the weekend.”

Blake frowns. “Shit. Seriously?”

Roy holds up a hand. “Not like that. Her mom went into the hospital. Some kind of gallbladder complication. She flew out to see her sister and be with her family.”

“So… a totally normal reason to leave.”

“Right.”

“And yet here you are. Looking like someone spiked your coffee with battery acid.”

Roy sets down his spoon. “I don’t know. It was fast. Abrupt. And we’d just had this… intense night.”

Blake doesn’t say anything, but he leans in slightly, nudging the soy sauce bottle with one finger, like he’s marking time until Roy gives him something better than vagueness.

Roy hesitates.

He doesn’t want to lie. But he doesn’t want to tell the whole truth either. Not about ropes and toys and blindfolds and safewords.

So he starts in the middle.

“We’ve gotten really close. Like… fast. She’s kind of the center of gravity in my life right now. And when she left, even though it was for good reasons, I just—”

“Spun out?”

“Yeah.”

Blake studies him for a second, then nods. “Okay. So, let me get this straight. You’ve been dating this woman, what, a month?”

“A little more.”

“And you’re already rearranging your emotional architecture around her.”

Roy doesn’t flinch. “Apparently.”

Blake whistles. “Damn. What is she, a witch?”

“She’s beautiful.”

“I figured.”

“No, Blake. She’s… I don’t even know how to describe it. Every time I look at her, I feel like I’ve forgotten how to form complete sentences. I’m useless. But in a good way. Mostly.”

Blake chuckles, scooping up a mouthful of broth and tipping the bowl. “You sound terrified.”

“I am.”

Blake chews thoughtfully, then leans back. “Want to show me a picture?”

Roy hesitates.

Then pulls out his phone and taps into the private album he’s been guarding like a secret. Not the explicit stuff—nothing too revealing. Just a casual mirror selfie Elise sent a few weeks ago: black crop top, messy bun, bedroom in the background, her mouth tilted in that half-smirk that makes it impossible to think clearly.

He slides the phone across the table.

Blake stares.

Then exhales, long and low.

“Jesus.”

Roy swallows.

“She looks like a fantasy. Like the girl in college who flirted with everyone but only slept with your best friend and then cried about it for months.”

Roy raises an eyebrow. “We going personal already?”

Blake waves it off. “What I mean is… she’s the kind of beautiful that overrides all your instincts. She walks into a room, and you start ignoring red flags you haven’t even seen yet. I’ve been there.”

Roy takes the phone back.

“She’s a good person.”

Blake nods. “I’m sure she is. That’s not the point.”

“What is the point?”

Blake rests his hands on the table, suddenly more serious than Roy expects.

“The point is that men—guys like us—get short-circuited when a woman like that looks at us like we matter. I don’t care how rational or careful or emotionally intelligent you think you are. When someone who’s that beautiful puts her mouth on your neck or calls you baby or texts you in the middle of the day asking what color panties to wear, your brain stops working. You’re done. You’re addicted.”

Roy doesn’t respond.

Because Blake isn’t wrong.

“You want to believe you’re falling for her personality. Her sense of humor. The way she remembers your birthday or texts your sister after surgery. But if she looked different—if she were just normal-pretty—you wouldn’t be this wrecked.”

Roy presses his thumb against the edge of the table, focusing on the grain of the wood.

“She is a good person,” he says again, quieter.

“I’m not saying she isn’t. I’m saying it might not matter.”

Roy looks up.

Blake’s gaze is steady.

“You’re in love with the way she looks, and with how she looks at you.”

He says it like a diagnosis.

Like he’s offering medicine Roy doesn’t want.

Roy leans back. Stares at his empty bowl. Tries to formulate a response that doesn’t sound like a confession.

Because Blake’s right.

Because Elise’s beauty isn’t just appearance—it’s gravity. It’s the silk of her voice, the heat in her gaze, the way her body moves like she knows she’s being watched and doesn’t mind. She is sex and chaos and worship made flesh. And yes, she’s kind. Yes, she’s honest. But if he’s really honest with himself?

He’d follow her anyway.

Even if she weren’t good.

Even if she only wanted his attention, his obedience, his desire.

Because it’s not about fairness anymore.

It’s about possession.

Blake breaks the silence with a laugh.

“Don’t worry. I get it. I’ve been the idiot at the bar writing poems in my head for a woman who didn’t know my last name. And she didn’t look half as good as yours does in a selfie.”

Roy smiles. Barely.

“So what do I do?”

Blake shrugs. “Enjoy it while it lasts. Try not to lose yourself completely. And if it turns out she’s the real thing—then hold the fuck on.”

They get the check.

Split it.

Walk out into the wind.

As they part ways, Blake claps him on the shoulder.

“Seriously, man. You’re lucky.”

Roy watches him walk off down the sidewalk.

Then pulls out his phone one more time.

Looks at the photo again.

And thinks, Luck doesn’t begin to cover it.
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She doesn’t text when she lands.

Doesn’t call from baggage claim or send a quick “On my way” like she normally would. The plane touched down early, and her bag was the second off the carousel, and the whole ride back from the airport is a blur of city lights and thigh-clenching tension. Her chest vibrates with something unspeakable—not nerves, not excitement, but the visceral knowing that nothing will feel right again until she’s on her knees in front of him.

Because the worst part of leaving wasn’t the waiting room or the hospital food or the sterile beige walls that smelled like aging and antiseptic. It wasn’t the way Maddie looked at her sideways when she checked her phone too often, or the texts Roy didn’t send, or the fact that she fell asleep without his voice in her ear for three nights in a row.

It was the pause.

The hollow space where their rhythm used to live.

Because they’d just begun to find it—that heat, that trust, that push-pull flow between dominance and surrender, between care and control—and then she was ripped out of it, mid-scene, mid-surrender, mid-us. She can feel it now like a split in her skin. A wrongness. A fracture.

And there’s only one way she knows how to close it.

By offering herself again.

By showing him that she didn’t leave because she was scared, or unsure, or trying to run from something real. She left because life got in the way. But she’s back now.

And she wants to be claimed all over again.

So when she steps out of the Uber in front of Roy’s building, coat open, heart pounding, wrists already bound behind her with the black silk sash from her robe, she doesn’t second-guess it. Doesn’t check the time or her reflection. She just climbs the stairs to his door, barefoot in the hallway, dress clinging to her hips, no panties, no bra, no backup plan.

She kneels.

Facing his door.

Wrists behind her back.

Eyes forward.

And waits.

~ ~ ~

She hears him before she sees him.

The low clink of dishes in the sink. Music from the speaker in the living room, soft and slow—jazz, maybe, or one of those lo-fi playlists he pretends not to like. She doesn’t knock. Doesn’t make a sound. She just stays perfectly still, pulse fluttering in her throat like the wings of something caged.

The door opens.

And everything inside her goes still.

For a moment, he doesn’t say a word.

Then: “Elise?”

She tilts her head slightly, enough to meet his gaze.

He stares at her—eyes wide, mouth parted, body unmoving—but she can feel the shift in the air already. That deep current that only appears when he slips into command. When the world narrows down to the space between her knees and his breath. When nothing else exists but this.

She waits.

He steps closer.

Crouches slowly in front of her.

His voice, when it comes, is rough around the edges. “Why are you kneeling in the hallway?”

“Because I came back,” she says.

“And?”

“And I want to reset.”

He stares at her bound wrists, then meets her eyes again.

“You want me to start over?”

“I want you to take me back.”

He exhales.

Then stands.

“Get inside,” he says. “Now.”

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t touch her right away.

Doesn’t tear the bindings loose or lift her into his arms or even help her stand. He simply steps back and lets her crawl—slow, deliberate, her knees brushing against the hardwood, her thighs damp already, the fabric of her dress rising with each motion. He watches her like she’s something sacred and ruined at once. Like he can’t decide whether to worship or devour her.

She hopes he does both.

When they reach the living room, he speaks again.

“Stop.”

She freezes.

He walks behind her. Unties her wrists. Lets the sash drop to the floor.

Then he grabs her hair—gently, but firm—and tilts her head back until she’s staring up at him, throat bare, breath ragged.

“You’re mine,” he says. Not a question.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours.”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours.”

He kisses her like a claim.

Hard.

Hot.

Messy.

And then everything happens at once.

He yanks her dress down past her shoulders, tears it over her hips, leaves it in a heap on the floor. She gasps when he grabs her by the waist and bends her over the arm of the couch. One hand between her shoulder blades. The other sliding between her thighs.

“You’re dripping,” he says, almost to himself.

She moans.

“You came here already wet for me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He spanks her once. Sharp. Stinging.

“You missed me that much?”

She nods, panting. “I didn’t want to leave. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About the rope. About your voice.”

He slides two fingers into her, slowly, steadily.

She cries out.

“About this?” he murmurs.

“Yes—God, yes—”

He fucks her with his fingers until she’s sobbing, until her legs start to shake, until she begs—not to cum, not yet—but just to be held.

And then he lifts her.

Carries her to the bedroom.

Lays her on the bed like a sacrifice.

Undresses slowly. Shirt. Belt. Pants. Each motion measured, like a ritual.

And then he climbs over her.

His mouth finds her neck. Her collarbone. Her breast.

His cock presses at her entrance.

But he waits.

He looks down at her, eyes full of something unnameable.

“I want you to remember this,” he says.

She nods.

“I want you to remember who you belong to.”

“I do.”

He pushes into her.

All the way.

One smooth, slow thrust.

She gasps. Wraps her legs around him.

He doesn’t move.

Just breathes.

She clutches at his shoulders. His back. His hair.

And when he starts to move—deep, steady, relentless—she sobs with relief.

This isn’t soft.

It isn’t gentle.

It’s them.

It’s a reset.

A reclaiming.

He fucks her until her voice goes hoarse from moaning. Until her fingers cramp from clinging to the sheets. Until her body convulses around him and she cries his name over and over like a prayer and a curse.

When he cums, it’s with a growl—low, guttural, animal.

He stays inside her.

Collapses against her chest.

And they lie there, tangled and ruined and shaking.

Exactly where they’re supposed to be.

~ ~ ~

Later, after the silence settles and the air cools and their bodies come back to earth, Elise rolls toward him and presses her lips to his shoulder.

He turns to her.

Eyes soft. Spent.

She cups his face.

Smiles.

“That was my reset.”

He nods, forehead pressed to hers.

“I hope I passed,” he whispers.

“You never left.”

And he kisses her like he believes it.

Finally.
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It begins with a sentence she can’t quite finish.

They’re lying on the floor after dinner—Elise with her head in his lap, his fingers in her hair, the lights low and the heater humming. The evening feels warm in the softest way, all domesticity and skin. Her mouth is pink from the wine. Her cheeks are flushed, but not from arousal. From something else.

Something heavier.

She traces a slow circle on his thigh with her finger, then pauses.

“There’s something I haven’t told you.”

Roy stiffens.

Not visibly, he hopes.

But enough that she notices.

“I already told you about the shoot in L.A.,” she says. “But that wasn’t the whole story.”

His hand stills in her hair.

She looks up at him, eyes glassy. “I’ve done more than just one amateur scene.”

“Elise…”

She sits up now, legs crossed, back straight like she’s preparing to be judged.

“I’ve done real porn. Commercial stuff. Shot in studios. Licensed. Streaming on actual websites you’ve probably heard of. It’s not hidden. My face is all over it.”

She says it without flinching, but he can feel the tension in her voice, the crack just beneath the surface. She’s waiting—for recoil, for rejection, for the slow fade of respect from his eyes.

He watches her for a long moment.

And then says, “Show me.”

She flinches. “What?”

“I want you to show me.”

“Roy—”

“You said it’s out there. I want to see what you’re afraid of me seeing.”

She blinks, breath hitching. “You don’t have to—”

“I do.”

Because if she’s going to let him inside, really inside—into her shame, her history, the dark corners she never meant to expose—then he needs to meet her there. Not with pity. Not with revulsion.

But with presence.

She nods.

Swallows.

And retrieves her phone.

~ ~ ~

She won’t look at him as she opens the browser. Her fingers move fast, scrolling, searching, tapping. He sees her jaw tighten, her throat work. She finds it, and for a moment, her thumb hovers over the play button.

Then, without a word, she hands him the phone.

He hits play.

The video is already mid-scene.

He recognizes her instantly.

Even with the heavier makeup, even with the long synthetic wig and the artificial pout, even in the frame that’s built to dehumanize. She’s on her knees, covered in sweat and spit, mascara smudged halfway down her cheek, hands bound in front of her with bright pink rope. The man behind the camera calls her a name—something cruel, vulgar—and she smiles.

It’s not the smile she gives Roy.

It’s dead-eyed and bright, practiced.

Her moans are louder than real life.

The camera zooms in as someone uses her. There’s no tenderness. No pause. No checking in.

She doesn’t flinch.

Doesn’t resist.

She performs.

Roy watches silently.

He doesn’t recoil.

But he feels something settle in his chest—a mix of awe and ache.

The video ends abruptly.

He hands the phone back.

She’s not crying.

But she’s close.

“I didn’t want to lie,” she says. “Not to you. Not about this.”

He nods. “I’m glad you didn’t.”

“I’m ashamed of it.”

“Because it was violent?”

She shakes her head. “Because it wasn’t. Because I liked it.”

He waits.

Because there’s more.

She exhales—slow, shaky. “At first, it was money. Then curiosity. Then this rush—this twisted, feral thrill I couldn’t get anywhere else. I liked being filmed. I liked being watched. I liked being reduced to a hole and told I was disgusting and loving every second of it.”

She laughs, but it’s hollow.

“I’d cum in the car on the way home. And cry in the shower an hour later.”

Roy doesn’t move.

She goes on.

“It wasn’t even about pleasure. It was the shame. The anticipation of being ruined. I wanted the regret. The ache. The aftermath. I got addicted to it. To that cycle.”

He’s never heard her sound so quiet.

So small.

“I couldn’t stop. Not until I scared myself. Not until I realized I was saying yes to scenes I didn’t even remember agreeing to. And then one day I didn’t go. Didn’t answer the phone. I just… stopped.”

She looks up at him then.

And her eyes are full of the deepest kind of fear.

Not that he’ll judge her.

But that he’ll believe her.

That he’ll understand.

And it will make her unworthy.

He reaches for her.

Takes her face in his hands.

“Elise.”

Her lower lip trembles.

“You think this changes how I see you?”

She nods.

“It doesn’t.”

“Why not?” she whispers.

“Because you’re not the things you’ve done to survive.”

She breaks then.

Collapses into him with a sob so raw it shudders through his bones.

He holds her as she weeps—quiet at first, then louder, until her body shakes with it, until the flood of old guilt and buried longing pours out into his shirt. His hands stroke her back. His voice stays low. Gentle.

“You’re here,” he whispers. “You’re with me. That’s what matters.”

She nods against his chest.

“I don’t want to be that girl anymore.”

“You aren’t.”

“I still think about it.”

“I know.”

She breathes.

And breathes again.

And finally, after the storm passes, she lifts her head.

Eyes puffy. Cheeks wet. Mouth red from crying.

He kisses her forehead.

And says it without hesitation.

“I still want you.”

She lets out a laugh, ragged and real.

“I want you too.”

And they stay like that.

Not perfect.

Not clean.

But together.

And that’s the only redemption she’s ever needed.


14

–––––––

She doesn’t expect to sleep at all.

She expects to lie awake, mind spinning, throat tight from crying, heart chewing itself to pieces from the aftermath of what she showed him—what she said. She expects to toss and turn and stare at the ceiling and wait for the moment when it all starts to feel too real, too good, too close.

But she sleeps.

Hard and deep.

Her dreams are warm and dark, no faces, no shame, just the sensation of floating. And when she wakes, the light is soft and gray and Roy’s arm is wrapped around her waist like it’s always been there, like it belongs.

She doesn’t move.

Just lies there.

Letting it soak in.

Letting the silence between them hum with the shape of what happened the night before—what she gave him, what he took with both tenderness and strength. What he didn’t flinch from. What he didn’t try to fix or frame or pretend wasn’t dark and sharp-edged.

He saw her.

And didn’t leave.

Not with his body.

Not with his eyes.

Not with his heart.

She bites her lip and swallows, trying to keep her chest from breaking open all over again.

Because she feels different.

Not healed.

Not erased.

But cleaner, somehow.

Not because the past is gone—but because someone stayed after she showed it to them.

She shifts slightly, and Roy stirs behind her.

“Morning,” he mumbles, voice rough and groggy.

“Hey,” she whispers.

His arm tightens around her.

She leans into it.

“I feel weird,” she says softly.

He kisses her shoulder. “What kind of weird?”

“Like I just took a bath in my own secrets and now I’m not sure if I’m freezing or clean.”

He laughs quietly against her skin. “That’s poetic.”

“It’s true.”

“I know.”

They lie there for a while longer, the sheets tangled around their legs, the quiet so complete it feels like a pause in time. Elise listens to the rhythm of his breathing, to the way it changes when his hand starts to move again—slow strokes over her stomach, her hip, the underside of her breast.

She arches into it.

Just slightly.

Roy hums. “You okay?”

“Yeah.”

He doesn’t push. Doesn’t shift the moment into something sexual, even though her body is already humming under his touch. Even though she can feel the hard press of his cock against her lower back.

He just stays there.

Present.

Patient.

Safe.

And that, more than anything, makes her ache.

She rolls over to face him.

His hair is messy. His eyes soft. His lips still puffy with sleep.

“Do you still want me?” she asks, voice barely audible.

He frowns. “You asked me that last night.”

“I know. But I need to hear it again.”

He brushes her hair back. Cradles her face.

“Yes,” he says. “I still want you.”

A pause.

Then: “I think I want you more.”

She exhales.

Presses her forehead to his.

“Thank you for watching.”

“I didn’t watch it because I wanted to see you that way. I watched it because you were brave enough to show me.”

“I hated every second of it.”

“I didn’t.”

She pulls back, confused.

“You didn’t?”

“I hated the way they treated you. The way they looked at you. But I didn’t hate you.”

She goes still.

“I wanted to protect you,” he says. “Even though it already happened. Even though I couldn’t change it. I still wanted to put my arms around you and tell you you didn’t have to do that again.”

“I don’t.”

He smiles. “I know.”

They kiss.

Slow and gentle.

Then deeper.

More insistent.

And when she rolls on top of him, straddling his hips with her thighs slick and ready, he moans into her mouth and lets her take what she needs.

Not to forget.

But to mark this moment as something new.

Not pain.

Not shame.

Not a scene.

Just them.

Naked and honest and alive.

Together.

She doesn’t expect the rules.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

Because Roy is careful. Roy is deliberate. Roy doesn’t hand over power without asking if she’s ready to hold it. So when he comes into the bedroom Friday afternoon with a folded sheet of paper in his hand and that quiet, steady look in his eyes—the one that means he’s already decided—she sits up straighter without realizing it.

He hands her the paper.

Says nothing.

Just waits.

She opens it slowly.

Neatly typed. No bullet points. Just a few lines. Short sentences. Black ink. Her name at the top.

Elise’s Weekend Protocol

	    You will call me Sir at all times unless instructed otherwise.
  
	    You will wear what I lay out for you or remain nude.
  
	    You will kneel to greet me, and ask permission before speaking.
  
	    You will serve meals, drinks, and yourself without hesitation.
  
	    You will not cum without my permission.
  
	    You will journal after every scene.
  
	    You may safeword at any time.
  


This protocol begins at 6:00 PM Friday and ends 6:00 PM Sunday.

She stares at the words.

Then at him.

“You’re serious.”

His voice is low. Calm. “Yes.”

Her chest tightens.

Not with dread.

With recognition.

This is what she asked for. Without asking.

The structure. The expectation. The lines drawn clearly enough that she doesn’t have to guess how far to fall.

But still—her old instincts kick in.

She makes a joke.

“I didn’t know you were into paperwork.”

He doesn’t smile.

Doesn’t flinch.

He just walks over to the bed, sits beside her, and takes her chin in his hand.

“Read it again,” he says.

She does.

And something in her belly twists.

The good kind.

The terrifying kind.

“You planned this,” she whispers.

He nods. “You said you wanted rules. I’m giving them to you.”

“But this is… structured.”

“It’s only 48 hours.”

“It’s not just about sex.”

“No.”

She bites her lip. “What if I get overwhelmed?”

“You safeword. Or speak up. Or break protocol and accept the consequences.”

She exhales, slow and shaky.

“And what if I can’t do it right?”

His voice softens. “Then you’ll learn. That’s the point.”

Her heart pounds.

She looks down at the list again, tracing the first line with her fingertip.

Call me Sir at all times.

Her throat goes dry.

She wants to say yes.

She wants to kneel right now.

But she’s scared.

Because once she agrees, she can’t un-agree. Not emotionally. Not inside.

Because if she fails at this—if she cracks, or flinches, or hates it—it will feel like failing him.

He senses her hesitation.

Reaches for her hand.

“Elise. This isn’t a performance.”

“I know.”

“You don’t have to be perfect.”

“I know that too.”

“You just have to be willing.”

That’s what breaks her.

Not the rules.

Not the tone.

But the invitation.

And the trust beneath it.

She swallows hard.

And nods.

“Okay,” she whispers. “Yes. Sir.”

~ ~ ~

At 5:58 PM, she kneels.

Nude.

Fresh from the shower, hair damp, knees on the bedroom floor in the exact center of the rug he laid out earlier. Her hands rest palms-up on her thighs. Her eyes stay down.

The air feels different already.

Charged.

Purposeful.

When the clock hits 6:00, she hears the door open.

His footsteps are slow. Deliberate.

He walks around her once.

Stops in front of her.

“You’re ready.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say the rules back to me.”

She does.

Voice trembling at first, then stronger.

Each line makes her spine straighter, her pulse louder.

When she finishes, he nods.

“Good girl.”

And just like that, she melts.

She feels her body submit—not sexually, not yet, but in spirit. In posture. In essence.

Because he didn’t just give her a scene.

He gave her structure.

And now she can let go.

Fully.

~ ~ ~

The first test comes at dinner.

He cooks. Steak, roasted asparagus, a glass of red wine she’s not allowed to drink until he says she can. She stays kneeling on the mat by the table, quiet, hands behind her back, watching the way he moves around the kitchen like he’s done this a hundred times. Confident. In control. Hers.

He sets her plate on the floor.

Then stands behind her, one hand on her shoulder.

“You will eat with your hands.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He kneels beside her and feeds himself with a fork, slowly, calmly, while she dips her fingers into warm meat and oil and juice and eats like the good pet he’s made her into.

The humiliation isn’t painful.

It’s clarifying.

It reduces everything to obedience.

And that’s what she needs.

That night, he uses her with his belt still on.

Over the couch.

No preamble.

No warm-up.

Just command.

She cums only when told.

She begs, because he tells her to beg.

She moans Sir like it’s the only word she knows.

And afterward—when her body is trembling and her knees are sore and her cunt is swollen from denial and use—he carries her to the bath, washes her hair, brushes her legs, and reads to her from a book of poems while her muscles unwind like silk in hot water.

It’s not just intense.

It’s clarifying.

This is what she’s wanted her entire life.

To be trained.

To be trusted with obedience.

To be known.

~ ~ ~

On Saturday, it gets harder.

He wakes her at 7:00 AM with the vibrator already inside her.

She cums before she can ask permission.

He punishes her with twenty minutes of silence.

Not speaking.

Not looking.

Not touching.

It wrecks her.

She kneels in the corner of the living room, naked and shaking, while he reads emails at the table like she isn’t there. The ache in her chest is worse than any flogger, any bruise, any slap she’s ever begged for.

And then—

Finally—

He walks over.

Crouches.

Tilts her chin up.

“Do you understand what you did?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you want to do better?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He kisses her forehead.

Then says, “Thank you for learning.”

And it’s the thank you that ruins her.

Because in that moment, she knows—

This isn’t just dominance.

It’s care.

It’s structure with love.

And it might be the first time in her life anyone has disciplined her without discarding her.

That night, he binds her wrists to the headboard.

Blindfolds her.

Teases her with feathers, with his tongue, with ice.

She moans. Whimpers. Asks permission.

He doesn’t give it.

She begs.

He waits.

When she’s on the edge of sobbing, he whispers:

“Cum now.”

And she does.

Harder than ever.

A release that feels like an exorcism.

She weeps afterward—not from pain.

From recognition.

From home.

~ ~ ~

By Sunday evening, she’s hoarse from begging and wrecked from pleasure.

Her body is sore.

Her throat is raw.

Her soul is quiet.

And when he unties her for the last time, when he carries her to the couch and sets her in his lap, stroking her hair, whispering how proud he is—she understands something she didn’t before.

She wasn’t made to serve everyone.

Just him.

Only him.

Because no one else has ever seen her like this—

Mouth open.

Womb aching.

Heart laid bare.

And said, Yes. I still want you.
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He knows she’s radiant, but here—here—it feels criminal.

It’s not a party, not really. It’s an open-bar networking event in the top-floor unit of her managing broker’s high-rise, with floor-to-ceiling windows that show off the skyline like a trophy and white furniture so modern he’s afraid to sit down. There’s no music, no dancing. Just agents in expensive shoes sipping cocktails and comparing closings.

Roy doesn’t belong here.

But Elise does.

She’s dressed to kill in a white frock that shows off her body to amazing effect–but then, what doesn’t–and every man and most of the women in attendance can’t take their eyes from her. Including Roy.

She glides through the room like a favored daughter—kissed cheeks, tapped shoulders, a dozen heads turning when she enters. And Roy watches, glass of scotch in hand, trying not to look like the boyfriend someone invited out of politeness.

Elise doesn’t look back at him at first.

She’s in her element, and he doesn’t resent her for it. He’s proud. Proud and out of place and suddenly aware of how little he fits into the world she’s building—glossy, cutthroat, saturated in ambition.

“Roy, right?”

He turns.

A woman with silver hair and sharp eyes is watching him. Early fifties, expensive blazer, no-nonsense posture. She sticks out her hand.

“I’m Sharon. Elise told me you’d be here.”

He shakes it. “Nice to meet you.”

“I’m her mentor. Technically, I’m her sponsor, too, until she gets licensed. Which she will. Soon.”

“She says you’ve helped her a lot.”

“She gives me more credit than I deserve,” Sharon says with a dry smile. “That girl is a comet. You should see the way heads turn when she walks into a listing.”

“I believe it.”

Sharon sips her drink and narrows her eyes toward the far side of the room. “That’s Aaron, by the way.”

Roy follows her gaze.

There’s Elise—laughing, head tilted back just enough to show the line of her neck, one hand brushing her hair behind her ear. Standing across from her is a man in his early forties. Immaculate suit. A watch you don’t wear unless you close ten million a quarter. His body leans in just slightly.

Roy already hates him.

“Aaron’s the top producer in our office,” Sharon says, almost gently. “He’s known for recruiting. Especially women.”

Roy tenses.

“He’ll try to poach her.”

Roy says nothing.

“He’ll try to fuck her,” Sharon continues, as if it’s weather. “He’ll promise leads and billboards and lunch with a developer, and if she says yes, he’ll use her and leave her and replace her with a twenty-two-year-old who’s willing to show more cleavage at inspections.”

“Does Elise know?”

“She thinks she does.”

Roy looks again.

Elise laughs at something Aaron says, her fingers lightly brushing his arm.

A gesture Roy knows.

A signal.

She’s flirting.

He sets his glass down.

Sharon touches his wrist before he moves. “If you love her, make sure she remembers who she belongs to.”

He meets her eyes.

There’s no challenge in them.

Just truth.

He nods.

And walks across the room.

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t make a scene.

Just slips in beside Elise, hand low on her back.

“Excuse us,” he says to Aaron.

No smile.

No explanation.

He leans down and murmurs, “You said there was a restroom downstairs?”

Elise blinks.

Then nods.

And lets him lead her out of the room.

They take the elevator in silence, her heels echoing on the polished concrete floor, his hand never leaving her lower back. When the doors open to the managing broker’s private floor, Elise glances around nervously.

“He said we could use the guest bath if the one upstairs was full,” she says.

He doesn’t respond.

He just finds the guest room off the hallway, opens the door, and guides her inside.

Then he closes it behind them.

But doesn’t lock it.

She notices immediately.

Her eyes widen.

“Roy—”

He doesn’t wait.

He pushes her against the dresser, lifts her dress up, and finds her bare.

Of course, she’s bare.

She always is for him.

Even when they’re out.

“Are you wet?”

Her voice is a whisper. “Yes, Sir.”

“You let him touch your arm.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“You laughed at his joke.”

“It was—”

“You let him imagine what it would be like to have his way with you.”

She gasps.

He leans in.

“I’m going to fuck you right now, Elise. In this guest room, with the door unlocked, where anyone might hear.”

Her eyes flutter.

“If you want me to stop, say the word.”

She doesn’t.

He undoes his belt.

~ ~ ~

He’s rougher than usual.

Not cruel. Not careless.

Just certain.

He bends her over and thrusts into her in one hard, smooth motion. She clutches the edge of the dresser to keep from crying out.

“You’re going to stand still,” he murmurs. “You’re going to take every inch like the good girl you pretend not to be in front of your coworkers.”

She whines.

He grabs her hair.

Tugs her head back.

“You’re going to feel my cum dripping down your thighs during goodbyes and not clean it up until I tell you to.”

“Roy—”

He smacks her ass.

She yelps.

“Don’t cum.”

Her body shudders.

“I said don’t cum.”

“Sir, please—”

He thrusts harder.

She muffles a scream into her hand.

“Say it,” he growls. “Say what you’re risking.”

“My career—Sir—my fucking career—”

“And still?”

“I want it. I want you. I want to obey you.”

His cock twitches inside her.

She’s trembling, knuckles white, knees shaking.

He fucks her until he feels her start to break, to snap, to burst—

And then he pulls her tight and groans into her hair as he cums inside her, deep and possessive and claiming.

She sobs against the dresser.

Still obedient.

Still holding.

Still his.

~ ~ ~

When they return to the party ten minutes later, no one looks twice.

Elise’s cheeks are pink.

Her walk is careful.

Her lips are slightly parted, as if holding something back.

And Roy?

Roy just nods politely to Aaron on their way out.

Because he doesn’t need to say it aloud.

He already marked her.

From the inside.
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She breaks the rule on purpose.

Not out of spite. Not out of boredom. Just… a quiet flicker of chaos that lives under her ribs. The part of her that doesn’t believe anything this good can last. The part that needs proof. Not praise. Not sweetness. Consequence.

She knows what she’s doing the moment she does it.

They’re home. It’s late. Roy has just finished tying her ankles together, thick jute wound around her calves, thighs spread and resting on the cool edge of the ottoman. She’s slick and ready and desperate—and she knows he’s going to walk away for a minute. To get the crop. Or the blindfold. Or the plug he mentioned earlier.

He kisses her on the forehead.

“Do not touch yourself,” he says.

“Yes, Sir.”

And then he leaves the room.

Five seconds pass.

Ten.

Fifteen.

And she moves.

Just a little.

Just enough to grind her clit against the curve of the cushion, once, twice.

It’s stupid.

It’s deliberate.

And she knows the moment he walks back in—because she hasn’t composed her face fast enough.

He sees it.

Freezes.

And something in the air snaps.

Not like rage.

Like recognition.

He doesn’t yell.

Doesn’t scold.

He just walks over, kneels in front of her, and tilts her chin up with one finger.

“What did I tell you?”

Her voice is barely a breath. “Not to touch myself.”

“And did you?”

Her throat closes.

“Yes, Sir.”

He nods once.

Then unties her.

Not gently.

Not roughly.

Just… methodically.

She wants to cry. Not because she’s afraid, but because she doesn’t deserve the tenderness he’s about to show her. But he doesn’t offer tenderness.

Not yet.

He pulls her to her feet.

Guides her to the wall.

And tells her to bend over.

She gets five strikes.

Measured.

Even.

With the flat of his palm.

Each one lands sharp and hot and echoes off the wall like punctuation. Not cruel. But clear.

She sobs halfway through—not from pain, but from the unbearable relief of being seen.

Of being corrected.

Of being kept.

When it’s over, he pulls her into his lap.

Holds her as she cries.

Doesn’t ask why.

Just waits.

She finds her voice eventually.

“I needed to know.”

He kisses her temple. “Know what?”

“That I can mess up and you won’t leave.”

He pulls back enough to meet her eyes.

“Elise. I don’t want perfection.”

She swallows.

“I want you. Mess and all.”

She closes her eyes.

Presses her forehead into his shoulder.

“I was testing you.”

“I know.”

“And I’ll probably do it again.”

“I know that too.”

“But I don’t want to.”

He smiles against her hair. “Then don’t.”

“But if I do…”

He tilts her chin up again.

“You’ll be punished.”

A pause.

“But never unloved.”

She bursts into tears all over again.

And he lets her.

Because she’s not fragile.

She’s his.

And that’s what makes all the difference.

~ ~ ~

They’re sitting on Maddie’s balcony, tucked under throw blankets and drinking wine from mismatched wine glasses, the city breathing below them like a sleeping animal. It’s late. Too late for anyone else to call, too early to go to bed without feeling like something was left unfinished. The air smells like crushed leaves and warm brick. There’s a softness to everything that makes confession feel easy.

Maddie is watching her like she knows one’s coming.

And Elise doesn’t make her wait long.

“So,” she says. “I did something risky.”

Maddie lifts an eyebrow. “Risky for you or for him?”

“For both of us, I guess.”

“Spill.”

Elise takes a long sip of wine, then sets the glass down between them. Her hands are warm but trembling.

“It was the party at Tom’s—the one I told you about. The broker's apartment. I brought Roy, and he was already feeling out of place, you know? Like he didn’t belong there. And then I—”

She hesitates.

“—I might’ve flirted a little with someone. An agent. Not seriously. Just enough to… test something.”

Maddie doesn’t interrupt.

Elise pulls the blanket tighter around her shoulders. “It wasn’t about the guy. I didn’t care about him. I just wanted to see if Roy would… do something. I needed to feel owned again. Needed it right then, in front of everyone.”

“And?”

“And he did.”

Maddie’s eyes darken slightly. “What did he do?”

“He pulled me downstairs. Told everyone we were using the bathroom.” She swallows. “Took me into the guest bedroom.”

“Jesus.”

“The door wasn’t open, but he didn’t lock it. And he fucked me.”

Maddie blinks. “Wait—while the party was going on?”

“Yeah.”

“Jesus.”

Elise laughs—quiet and breathless. “I know.”

“You could’ve been caught.”

“I wanted to be.”

Maddie stares.

“I didn’t say my safeword,” Elise says. “Even though I should have. I knew what was happening. I knew what I was risking. My job, my reputation, everything. And I wanted it anyway. I wanted to be filled with his cum and walk back into that room like nothing happened. Like I was still the polished, poised girl everyone assumes I am—except now I had him inside me, literally and figuratively.”

Maddie takes a slow sip of wine.

Elise keeps going.

“And then last night—after all that—he told me not to touch myself while he was gone. I disobeyed him.”

Maddie frowns. “Why?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I do—but it’s complicated. I just wanted to see what he’d do. If he’d leave. If I’d gone too far. If he’d still want me even if I messed up.”

Maddie’s voice is softer now. “Did he?”

Elise nods. “He punished me. Not harshly. Just enough to make it real. Five strikes with his hand. No yelling. No lecture. Just discipline. And then after, he held me and told me he wasn’t going anywhere.”

A pause.

Maddie’s voice is quiet. “And how did it feel?”

Elise exhales. “Like the first time I ever believed someone meant it.”

The silence stretches between them, delicate but full.

Maddie breaks it. “You sound… high.”

“I kind of am.”

“You’ve always wanted this. I used to think it was just a sex thing for you, but it’s not, is it?”

Elise shakes her head. “No. It’s not.”

“What is it, then?”

Elise thinks for a long moment. Then she says it.

“The truth is, Maddie—I like being humiliated.”

The words drop like a stone in water. Maddie doesn’t flinch.

“I like it when he makes me say filthy things. I like being put in positions that make me feel ashamed. I like when he marks me. When he calls me his slut. When I feel like something used but protected. It’s not about degradation for degradation’s sake—it’s about the ownership of it. The fact that he knows how dark my desires run and doesn’t just accept them—he uses them. And somehow, that makes me feel safe.”

Maddie looks at her for a long time. Then: “Did something happen? When we were younger? That made you want this?”

Elise shrugs. “Maybe. Maybe not. I think I’ve always had this craving. I liked shame before I even had words for it. I liked being the center of attention, but only if someone could ruin me afterward. I don’t know. Maybe I wanted to feel like someone saw me as more than pretty. Or maybe I wanted to see how far someone would go for me.”

Maddie nods slowly.

“Sometimes I wonder how we ended up so different,” she says. “We were raised the same. Slept in the same room. Watched the same movies. But you always needed more.”

“I still do.”

Maddie touches her hand. “And now?”

“I’m with a man who gives it to me. Without fear. Without hesitation. Who punishes me when I break rules, and tells me I’m still his. Who sees every horrible, beautiful thing I’ve done and says, You’re mine anyway.”

Maddie’s voice is a whisper. “You’re lucky.”

“I know.”

“Does it scare you?”

Elise nods. “Every day.”

“But are you happy?”

Elise looks out over the balcony, where the lights of the city blur into a thousand tiny stars.

“I’ve never been happier.”

“And?”

“I want more.”

Maddie exhales a laugh. “You would.”

Elise grins. “Always.”

And beneath the laughter, beneath the wine and the city and the sisterhood, something quiet settles between them:

A mutual understanding.

That their men are different.

But the trust?

The trust is the same.

And it’s everything.
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He doesn’t plan to say it out loud. Not yet.

He’s been carrying it around for weeks—a weight, a whisper, a fantasy so sharp and unrelenting it slips into his thoughts when he’s brushing his teeth or watching her stir cream into her coffee. The image burns behind his eyes at night, vivid and exact: Elise bound, blindfolded, gagged. Dependent. Deprived. His.

He imagines her trembling under his hands, squirming without escape, moaning around leather while he walks circles around her—untouchable, unseen, unsure what will come next.

And he imagines the trust in that.

The surrender.

The moment she lets go of everything but him.

And maybe it’s that idea—not the rope or the silence or the control—but the knowing that she wants to be reduced without being lost. That she trusts him not just with her body, but with the terrifying freedom of letting it all go.

He doesn’t mean to say it. But he does.

And when she hears it—really hears it—she doesn’t laugh or shift away or look concerned. She just looks still. Like something has clicked into place.

“Then I’ll give it to you,” she says.

Just like that.

As if it were the easiest thing in the world to hand someone your fear and say, Go ahead. Take it.

~ ~ ~

The bedroom is transformed when he walks in.

She’s kneeling already—nude, hair pinned, eyes lowered. The light is warm and low. The rope has been placed neatly at the foot of the bed, alongside the blindfold and the gag. She hasn’t touched them. She waited for him.

And somehow that’s the most erotic part.

That she waited.

He doesn’t speak right away.

Just walks slowly around her, watching her breath change when he passes behind her, watching the tension in her shoulders, the stillness in her spine.

This isn’t her performance self.

This is submission.

Earnest. Intentional. Pure.

He brushes his fingers along her jaw.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Use your safeword if you need it.”

“I know.”

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

His hand trembles once before he picks up the rope.

But his voice doesn’t shake again.

~ ~ ~

He binds her with more care than he’s ever taken with anything.

Wrist to headboard. Ankles to frame. Waist secured to the mattress. A loop of rope over her chest, framing her breasts, holding her in place without bruising. The gag goes in last. A bit of soft black leather. Firm enough to quiet her, gentle enough not to hurt.

She moans the moment it’s buckled.

Then the blindfold.

And she’s gone.

Gone into darkness. Into silence. Into him.

He circles the bed once, just watching her breathe.

She’s already flushed. Already wet.

She can’t see him.

Can’t read his expression.

Can’t predict what’s next.

And that—that—is the power he’s never let himself fully want.

But now that he has it?

It owns him.

~ ~ ~

He builds the evening slowly.

Feathers.

Fingers.

Breath on her skin.

Moments of stillness so long she starts to squirm—not from discomfort, but from need.

Then vibration—low, slow pulses that make her hips twitch.

Then absence—no sound, no touch, just the maddening weight of anticipation.

He’s patient.

More patient than he’s ever been.

And it pays off.

She moans behind the gag, low and uncoordinated, her thighs shaking, her chest lifting in shallow bursts of air.

When he finally touches her again—just two fingers on her clit—she nearly cries.

But he still doesn’t let her cum.

“Not yet,” he whispers, even though she can’t respond.

“Not until you’ve completely forgotten where you end and I begin.”

He toys with her for what feels like hours.

Denial. Rhythm. Pause. Pressure.

A psychological spiral that turns her into a vessel of pure sensation.

And when he finally fucks her—deep and slow, holding her down, whispering filth into her ear—she goes so far under it makes his chest ache.

He makes her beg through the gag.

Not with words, but with her body.

Her eyes.

Her surrender.

And only then—

Only then—

Does he let her fall.

She explodes beneath him.

And he follows, groaning into her shoulder, body shaking with the force of holding it back.

It’s not just sex.

It’s communion.

~ ~ ~

He unties her like he’s unwrapping a sacred thing.

Every knot undone with care.

Every rope lifted gently.

The gag is last.

Then the blindfold.

Her eyes are red-rimmed and glazed.

But she’s smiling.

He carries her to the bath.

Fills it warm.

Sinks into the water with her in his lap, her head on his chest, their limbs weightless and tangled beneath the surface.

She doesn’t speak for a long time.

Just breathes.

Just exists.

Eventually, she whispers, “That was the most intense thing I’ve ever done.”

He kisses her temple. “Me too.”

“I didn’t think I could go that far.”

“You didn’t just go there. You brought me there.”

She lifts her head, eyes shining. “Was it what you wanted?”

He nods. “More.”

“I felt like I didn’t have a body anymore. Just a response. Like I was the rope. The blindfold. The moan.”

“You were perfect.”

“I wasn’t perfect.”

He cups her cheek.

“You were mine.”

She leans in.

And they kiss.

Not hungrily.

But like they’re finding each other again—two souls returning to the surface from somewhere deep and quiet and unspoken.

She rests against him again.

And he holds her.

For as long as it takes.

Because this—this—is what he never knew he wanted.

Not just to dominate.

But to be trusted with someone’s undoing.

And put them back together again.

~ ~ ~

She’s nearly asleep in the bath.

He can feel the weight of her limbs changing—heavier, looser, that slow descent from arousal into something deeper. She murmurs something into his chest, unintelligible and soft, and he just strokes her hair until the water cools enough that her skin rises in goosebumps.

He lifts her carefully.

Wraps her in a towel.

Carries her back to bed and lays her down like something sacred.

But he doesn’t let the night end yet.

Because there’s one more thing.

“Journal,” he says softly.

She blinks up at him, dazed.

Then nods.

He retrieves the small leather notebook from the nightstand. One of the rules she agreed to during the protocol weekend was to journal after every scene—a way to close the loop, to stay grounded. At the time, she said it felt performative.

Now she understands why it matters.

She sits up slowly, robe loose around her shoulders, hair damp and curling at the edges. He watches as she takes the pen, props the notebook on her knees, and begins to write.

The words come slowly at first.

Then faster.

He doesn’t read over her shoulder.

Not yet.

But he watches her brow furrow, then relax. Watches her lips part as if the act of writing is pulling something out of her that hadn’t yet been put into language. The pen trembles once in her hand, but she doesn’t stop.

When she finishes, she closes the book gently.

She sets it beside the lamp and lies back down.

Roy doesn’t ask what she wrote.

He doesn’t need to.

Her body curls toward him automatically, tucking under his chest like a comma seeking its clause. Her breathing steadies. Her eyelids flutter.

She’s out within minutes.

But Roy stays awake.

Because sleep feels impossible now.

Not because he’s wired—but because he’s changed.

Something has shifted inside him.

This wasn’t just a fantasy fulfilled. It was a line crossed. A step taken into a territory he never thought he’d earn access to. Not just control. Not just sex. But the complete surrender of someone he loves—deliberate, ecstatic, fragile in its own way.

She let him gag her.

Bind her.

Blindfold her.

Use her until she cried.

And when he untied her?

She didn’t run.

She didn’t retreat.

She asked if it was everything he wanted.

And the truth is—he doesn’t know if he even has the words yet for what it was.

All he knows is this: she gave him a power most people never even dream of. Not the power to command. The power to care for someone while reducing them to moans and tears and trembling limbs. The power to become someone’s fear and safety at the same time.

He touches her face lightly.

She stirs, then settles.

Still sleeping.

Still his.

And for the first time in a long time, he feels the full weight of what that means—not just the pleasure, not just the privilege, but the responsibility.

Because loving Elise isn’t easy.

She’s chaos and heat and temptation in a silk wrapper.

But when she gives herself?

She gives everything.

And now that he’s seen it?

He’ll never ask for less.
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She hides the box under his pillow.

Not because she wants to be coy or theatrical—this isn’t a performance. She just needs a moment. Needs to feel her breath in her chest and the tremor in her fingers as proof that this is real, that she’s really about to ask for this, to offer herself in a way she’s never dared before. Not even in porn. Not even in past relationships where “Daddy” or “Master” were just dirty words without weight.

This is different.

This is him.

Roy.

Her Sir.

The only man who’s ever seen all her mess and shame and said, Good. More, please.

She doesn’t think she’s ever wanted anything more than to be his.

Not part-time.

Not scene-by-scene.

Not just on weekends or with the safety net of roleplay.

But really. Formally.

Collared.

Claimed.

Kept.

It scares the shit out of her.

Which is how she knows it’s right.

~ ~ ~

He finds it after dinner.

She’s washing dishes when he calls her name—softly, like he doesn’t want to spook her.

She turns, drying her hands on a towel.

He’s standing in the bedroom doorway, the small black box open in his hand.

Inside: the collar.

Dark brown leather. Soft and worn but new. Minimalist, simple. No studs. No chain. Just a small, heart-shaped tag attached by a tiny brass ring.

Engraved with one word: His.

She walks to him slowly.

He doesn’t say anything at first.

Just holds the box in both hands, staring down at the collar like it’s glowing.

“Is this…?”

She nods.

“I had it made,” she says. “It’s not a surprise. I didn’t want it to be. I just didn’t know when to give it to you. Or how.”

He lifts the tag with one finger. It glints in the light.

“Elise…”

“I’m not asking for a ceremony. I don’t need a contract or protocol or protocol weekends forever. I just—” Her throat catches. “I want something that tells the truth. That I’m yours. That I chose you. That I still choose you. Even now.”

He looks up at her, eyes wide.

“You want to wear this.”

“I need to.”

He swallows.

“What do you want it to mean?”

She steps closer.

“I want it to mean that even when I’m bratty, or disobedient, or scared, or a total mess… I belong to you. That this”—she gestures between them—“isn’t a phase. Or a scene. Or a kink. It’s real. And I don’t want it to live in just toys and titles anymore.”

He closes the box.

Sets it down.

Then takes her face in his hands.

“You want me to collar you.”

“Yes.”

He presses his forehead to hers.

They stand like that for a long time.

Breathing.

Shaking.

Becoming something new.

And then—quietly, reverently—he says:

“Yes.”

~ ~ ~

He puts it on her that night.

Not after sex.

Not during a scene.

Just… softly.

She’s sitting on the edge of the bed in one of his T-shirts, legs bare, hair loose and damp from the shower. He kneels in front of her, the collar in his hands. Her breath trembles when he buckles it at the back of her neck. It fits perfectly.

She feels it like a pulse.

A brand.

A promise.

He doesn’t say “you’re mine.”

He doesn’t have to.

It’s in his eyes.

His hands.

His kiss—slow and devastating, full of something beyond lust.

She climbs into his lap and straddles him, and he cups the back of her head, holding her like she might disappear.

When they make love, it’s slow and deep and wordless.

When she cums, it’s not from being told.

It’s from believing.

And afterward—naked, collared, curled in his arms—she touches the tag with her fingers.

“Still okay?” he murmurs.

“I’ve never been more okay.”

“Good girl.”

She shivers.

“Do I have to take it off?”

He kisses her throat. “Only when you want to.”

“I don’t.”

“Then don’t.”

She falls asleep like that.

Owned.

Loved.

His.

Click here to pre-order

Possessing Her
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She gave him her heart—and begged him to take everything else.

Roy thought he knew what it meant to own Elise.

But surrender has layers… and she’s ready to go deeper.

She wants to be claimed, used, adored—and ruined, if that’s what it takes.

Now, control isn’t just a game between them.

It’s who they are.

And she’s never been more his.

Click here to leave a review of

At His Mercy
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)
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My Titles on Audible
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer

OEBPS/image_rsrc2CB.jpg
Elegant Hotwives






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C3.jpg
Andrea Martin Lena Wh]te

Lem%?’ hite

Lena White

Withhut

Slave of the New | "fb,,"n”f%

A Love Story Confederacy A Slice of Life Harem Fantasy Pmmsing Her






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C4.jpg
Recently Released Coming Soon
Lena Wh

Tnata-Harem B Insty
A Dark Mens Faniass it i 1 RS A Dark Men's Fantasy

staye df the >
Coiflederac






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C9.jpg
Cuckold Collections






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C5.jpg
ConfecSlave of: the New leracy
Confederacy






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C2.jpg
LLena White

At His Mercy





OEBPS/image_rsrc2CC.jpg
€1 RV i ¢ e[L e TSV t e JRERTAY t‘lul'
s >





OEBPS/image_rsrc2C1.jpg
IL.ena White

’ "’
o

Possessing Her





OEBPS/image_rsrc2C6.jpg
A Slice of Life

A Slice of Life Men’s Fantas






OEBPS/image_rsrc2BZ.jpg
LLena White

ercy

At His M





OEBPS/image_rsrc2C7.jpg
Lena White

L g






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C0.jpg
Lena White]






OEBPS/image_rsrc2CA.jpg
Hotwife and Cuckold Collections
B chia WHILE

>






OEBPS/image_rsrc2CD.jpg
Hotwife Collections






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149






OEBPS/image_rsrc2C8.jpg
Andrea Martin and Lena White






