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She could have any man she wanted—and she chose him. 

Roy wasn’t rich, ripped, or reckless—just ready to break. 

Elise offered her body, her rules… and then begged to surrender them. 

He tasted power for the first time—and wanted more. 

Much more. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~


(Click here to go to my author page)

[image: ]

(Click here to go to my Audible Page)


Table of Contents

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20


1

–––––––

Despite the early hour, the Chicago sky is already dark with low-slung clouds as a brutal wind slices through the air. Roy Becker, burdened with a laptop bag slung over his shoulder, a bag of groceries, and a protruding loaf of sourdough, fumbles for his keys at his building’s sidewalk entrance. The wind is so harsh it penetrates his thick winter coat, chilling him to the bone.

He hears footsteps behind him just as he finally gets the door open.

“Hold the door?” a voice calls out. Female. Light. A little breathless.

Roy turns—and freezes.

She’s young. Blonde. Beyond gorgeous. And carrying a long, awkwardly shaped frame wrapped in brown paper.

“Oh, thank you.” She slips inside behind him, her boots tapping across the tile. “This thing’s heavier than it looks.”

Roy instinctively reaches for the frame. “Want help?”

“You don’t mind?”

She hands it off before he can say no. The thing is huge, and he almost drops his groceries trying to balance it. She laughs—a soft, musical sound—and tucks her damp hair behind her ear.

“I’m Elise,” she says, nodding to the stairs. “Just moved into 3A today. The movers were gone before I got home, and I couldn’t carry that thing up and open the door by myself.”

“Roy. I live in 2B.” He adjusts his grip on the frame and smiles awkwardly. “Nice to meet you.”

They climb the stairs together, his arms burning slightly as she chatters about moving from Miami, how she’s closer to her sister now, how she doesn’t miss the humidity but already hates the cold as she knew she would.

He’s half-listening, half-processing the surreal reality that a woman like her—early twenties, effortlessly sexy, with that sun-kissed, beach-club energy—is talking to him, Roy Becker, a thirty-seven-year-old IT guy who hasn’t been on a real date; well, a successful date,  in years.

When they reach her apartment, she unlocks the deadbolt and pushes the door open, then motions him in. “Just prop it against the wall. Anywhere’s fine.”

The space is empty except for a few boxes and a half-assembled couch. A faint scent of vanilla and cardboard lingers in the air.

He sets the frame down gently. “There you go.”

She gives him a warm smile. “You saved me. Seriously. I owe you.”

He shrugs, not trusting himself to speak without sounding like a teenager at his first dance.

Elise smiles and bites her lip slightly, like she’s weighing something. Then she says, “Hey, would you want to stay for a beer or something? I mean, if you’re not in a rush. I’ve got nothing in the fridge except White Claw and, like, one bottle of Modelo.”

Roy laughs, surprised. “I’d offer to help you unpack, but I’m sure you’ve got your own system,” he offers with a lopsided grin.

“Oh no, my system is chaos.” After another awkward pause, her smile widens when she realizes he’s serious about turning her down. “Another time, then,” she adds.

He nods, still stunned. “Sure. Welcome to the building.”

Back in his own apartment, he sets the groceries on the counter, takes a breath, and stands there for a moment, staring at the door like she might knock again.

She doesn’t.

But her voice stays with him all night.

~ ~ ~

The next morning at work, Roy sips mediocre office coffee and tries not to replay every second of the encounter in his head for the umpteenth time.

“So, let me get this straight,” his buddy Blake says around a mouthful of breakfast burrito. “Hot girl moves in below you. Asks for help. Invites you in. You carry her art or whatever. And you left?”

Roy sighs. “I didn’t leave. I politely exited.”

“Dude. That’s what guys do after they get the number.”

Roy winces. “She’s half my age.”

“She’s not half your age. And she invited you into her apartment. Hell, she offered you a beer, man!”

“She had a thing in her hands.”

“She had you in her apartment.” Blake aims his burrito at him like a laser. “You’re so stuck in your own head you can’t even see when a hot girl’s interested.”

Roy opens his mouth, but before he can argue, another voice cuts in.

“She might be.”

It’s Dana, their team lead. Roy didn’t even hear her walk in. She walks past them and grabs a mug from the cabinet. No one speaks until she fills it with coffee.

Roy blinks. “I’m sorry—what?”

Dana turns and leans against the counter, staring at him like she’s analyzing a project timeline. “She might be interested. Stranger things have happened.”

He scoffs. “You don’t even know her. Hell, I don’t know her.”

“Don’t need to.” Dana sips her coffee. “Let me guess—she’s beautiful, confident, a little flirty, maybe?”

Roy rubs the back of his neck. “She’s… stunning. Like, model-beautiful. And young. She said she moved here from Miami, to be closer to her sister.”

Dana nods. “That tells me something already.”

Roy frowns. “What?”

“She’s starting over. Young women who move away from the party scene usually aren’t just looking for another round of the same. If she wanted flashy, unstable men who treat her like a trophy, she’d still be on the beach, not moving into an old walk-up in Lakeview.”

Blake adds, “Damn, Dana. Are you, like, a therapist on the side?”

“I’ve been around,” she says coolly. “And I’ve seen women like her settle down with men like you. Steady. Thoughtful. Kind.”

Roy shifts in place. “I’m not exactly a thrill ride.”

Dana gives him a sharp look. “Which is exactly my point. Stop selling yourself short, Roy. You’re grounded. You listen. You’re respectful. You don’t think that matters? To a woman who’s had enough of the noise, it matters more than anything.”

“But I’m—” he starts.

She cuts him off. “Divorced? Join the club. You think Elise doesn’t have exes? All kinds of baggage? You don’t know her. But she gave you a chance to help her. She invited you into her space. That’s a signal. Maybe it’s small. But maybe it’s real.”

Roy swallows hard. Her words land somewhere deep. Uncomfortable. Stirring.

“I appreciate the pep talk,” he says after a long moment. “But I think I’m just… not ready.”

Dana shrugs. “Then maybe stop complaining about being alone.”

He doesn’t reply.

~ ~ ~

Back at his desk, Roy stares blankly at a Tableau dashboard for a shipping client. Numbers blur. Mouse idle. A memory rises, uninvited.

Claire.

She was everything he thought he needed—calm, smart, elegant. They married young. Too young. Their relationship ran on autopilot for years: grocery lists, Sunday chores, silent dinners. Sex became a chore, then a memory. When she left, it was with a calm finality that still haunts him.

“I just don’t feel anything anymore,” she’d said.

Neither had he.

Roy blinks away the memory, heart sinking. He clicks back into the dashboard, pretending to care about the latency issues in warehouse routing logic.

Across the open floor, Blake and Dana laugh about something. He doesn’t join in.

He thinks about Elise’s smile, her easy laugh, the way she said, I owe you.

And then, as always, the part of his brain that protects him whispers:

She’s not for you.

You’ll only get hurt again.

And with that, the spark dims. Just enough to leave him quiet.

Just enough to keep him safe.

Just enough to keep him alone.
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–––––––

Elise Peterson wakes late, tangled in a nest of blankets, the smell of fresh paint still lingering in her new-old bedroom. The morning light cuts through bare windows, illuminating the chaos of half-unpacked boxes and a forgotten bra flung over the back of a chair. The apartment is still foreign—empty walls, too much echo—but it’s hers. And that’s more than she could say a week ago.

She stretches, naked and unashamed, toes curling against cool sheets. Then she smiles, thinking of him.

Roy.

Sweet, awkward, polite-as-hell Roy.

She didn’t expect anyone to be home when she wrestled that damn frame up the stairs to the building entrance last night. And she sure as hell didn’t expect him. A man with the kind of nervous hands and humble eyes that belong in indie films or bad dreams—the ones where you meet someone too good for this world and wake up before they kiss you.

Not her type.

Not usually.

Elise has spent most of her short adult life surrounded by beautiful men with fast cars and faster fingers. Men who throw around money like it’s confetti and treat her like the centerpiece of a showroom. Miami was full of them—pro athletes, club owners, CEOs with wives in other zip codes. She’s had men fly her to islands just for a weekend, buy her designer handbags like they were candy bars.

She’s also been cheated on. Lied to. Disrespected in subtle, ugly ways that never made headlines but cracked her self-worth all the same.

And she’s exhausted.

Her last boyfriend—Lucas—had a jawline carved by Greek gods and the emotional range of a gerbil. He could get her off, sure. But he couldn’t see her. Not really. Not when she was scared. Or tired. Or just quiet.

Roy, on the other hand, looked at her last night like she was magic. Like she’d stepped out of a dream he was afraid to wake up from.

That was… different.

And intriguing.

~ ~ ~

She wanders barefoot into the kitchen, digging through the box labeled "coffee stuff." Her fingers find a bag of dark roast and the old French press her sister Maddie insisted she bring. You need some kind of ritual, Maddie had said. Something grounding. Not just tequila and sex.

Elise grins to herself.

She and Maddie couldn’t be more different. Maddie is married, pregnant, and obsessed with meal planning. Elise is single, slightly lost, and planning to use her oven for shoe storage. But Maddie’s the one who convinced her to leave Miami. Who listened to her while she sobbed over Lucas, then booked her a flight and said, Come home. Start over.

So she did.

New apartment. New job—client services at a boutique real estate broker downtown. Nothing glamorous, but flexible hours and good commission potential. She starts Monday.

And maybe… new men?

No, not men.

Man.

She sips her coffee and walks to the window, glancing down at the street. Somewhere below her, Roy is probably buttoning his shirt wrong or alphabetizing his coffee mugs.

God, he was so adorably nervous. Like he didn’t know what to make of her.

And that’s what caught her attention. Not just that he was cute in a sweet, bookish way—though he was. Or that he had kind eyes and a warm voice.

It was that he didn’t try to impress her.

He didn’t perform.

He just… was.

Steady. Solid. A little shy, maybe. Okay, super-shy. But when he carried her frame up the stairs, arms full and cheeks red, she saw something else too. Strength. Patience. That quiet, enduring sort of masculinity that doesn't need to announce itself.

And when he smiled at her like she was something rare—something deserving—her chest tightened.

That doesn’t happen to her often.

Elise takes another sip, slower this time.

She knows Roy is telling himself she’s out of his league. That she’s the party girl. The unattainable fantasy. Maybe he even thinks she’s trouble.

But the truth is, Roy’s exactly what she needs right now.

Someone who won’t play games.

Someone who won’t use her.

Someone who’ll blush when she leans too close—and maybe tremble a little when she finally touches him.

Because make no mistake—she is going to touch him.

Eventually.

Elise bites her bottom lip and lets her mind drift. She pictures Roy’s hands on her waist, tentative at first, then firmer. His mouth moving over her skin like he’s not sure he’s allowed to be there. She imagines guiding him—slowly, gently—showing him what she likes, what she wants, until he’s moaning her name like a prayer.

The thought sends a shiver down her spine.

But first… trust. She needs him to know she’s not just some passing flirtation. That she sees him.

And if he’s too scared to ask her out, then fine.

She’ll ask him.

Elise smiles and walks back to her boxes, unearthing a makeup bag and a half-eaten protein bar.

Let Roy take his time.

She’s not going anywhere.
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–––––––

Roy tells himself he’s overthinking it.

The way Elise smiled. The way she said he saved her. The way she invited him in like it was the most natural thing in the world. It was just neighborly kindness. Just politeness.

It has to be.

Because if he starts imagining anything more, he’s going to make a fool of himself.

He’s made coffee, cleaned the kitchen, re-organized the spice cabinet, and still can’t stop thinking about her. It’s not just her beauty—though, Jesus, there’s that. It’s something else. The way she looked around his apartment like she was interested. Not judging, not dismissing. Just... curious. Present.

He’s not used to that.

After Claire, he stopped hoping for that kind of attention. Stopped expecting anyone to look at him like he might be desirable.

Now Elise’s face keeps slipping into his thoughts when he’s trying to work. Her laugh. Her eyes. That offhand comment—I owe you—like maybe she really meant it.

It’s almost five when the email comes in from Dana:

“Tomorrow’s stand-up will be in the larger conference room. Bring coffee. And confidence.”

Roy snorts quietly, then packs up his bag and heads out. The train ride home is its usual lull of screeching metal, people staring at phones, the faint smell of too many strangers. He presses his forehead to the window and tells himself she probably won’t even be home.

But the minute he steps into the foyer of the building, he hears music. It’s far enough away, drifting down the stairwell, that he assumes it’s coming from Elise’s apartment. None of the other tenants ever play music in his experience.

He climbs past his floor to the third and the music get louder with each step. Not loud, just a soft thrum—something jazzy and female-vocalised, slipping through the crack under her door.

3A.

He hesitates on the stairs. Could go up. Say hi. Offer to help unpack. Maybe even be bold enough to ask her to coffee. Like Dana said. Be brave. Step outside the comfort zone.

Instead, he turns and walks to his own apartment like the coward he’s afraid he is.

~ ~ ~

Later, as he’s microwaving leftover curry and cueing up a sci-fi show he’s watched three times already, there’s a knock at his door.

Three quick taps.

His stomach flips.

He opens it, and there she is.

Elise. Hair loose around her shoulders, oversized hoodie hanging off one shoulder, a box of takeout in one hand.

“Hey,” she says, a little breathless. “I was gonna order dinner, but I remembered you helped me carry that frame last night. And I thought… maybe I could return the favor?”

He blinks. “By… feeding me?”

She lifts the takeout box. “Thai. Medium spicy. I figured if you hated it, I’d just eat both portions and pretend this was all for me anyway.”

He stares at her, speechless. This isn’t a fantasy. She’s here. She came to him.

“I can’t stay long,” she adds. “Just thought… you might want company for dinner?”

She looks nervous now. Not in the performative way Roy’s seen a few times on dates—where beautiful women pretend to be humble, or coy. This feels real. Tentative. Like maybe she’s taking a risk, too.

He opens the door wider.

“Yeah,” he says, stepping back. “Come in.”

~ ~ ~

Fifteen minutes later, they’re both on his couch, barefoot, warm takeout boxes between them. The curry is too spicy, but Roy doesn’t care. Elise sits cross-legged, her fingers dancing over the rim of her beer bottle.

“So,” she says between bites, “what’s your story?”

“My story?”

“Yeah. You’re the quiet type. Those are the ones with all the good secrets.”

He gives her a self-conscious smile. “No dark secrets here. Just a lot of code, spreadsheets, and a tragically underused passport.”

“Divorced?” she asks softly.

He hesitates, then nods. “Two years ago.”

She waits, like she knows there’s more.

“She didn’t want me,” he says finally. “Not in the romantic way. Not for a long time. But I stayed. Thought I could fix it.”

Elise nods slowly. “That’s… really honest.”

“It’s also kind of pathetic.”

“I don’t think so.”

There’s a pause. She leans back, looks at him—not like she’s trying to figure him out, but like she already has and likes what she sees.

“You’re not like most men I’ve known,” she says quietly. “And that’s not a bad thing.”

Roy swallows hard. He wants to ask what kind of men she’s known. He wants to ask what she sees in him, sitting here in his lived-in hoodie and Target sweatpants, with thinning hair and an old heartbreak stitched on his sleeve.

But instead he says, “You don’t strike me as someone who usually eats takeout with the neighbor.”

She grins. “You’re right. Normally it’s bottle service with guys who never ask me what I want.”

Roy opens his mouth to respond, but her words hit him like a soft blow. He’s not imagining this. She chose to be here.

They talk for another hour—about her sister, her job, his favorite books, their mutual hatred of networking events. It’s easy. Comfortable. But threaded with tension. Like they’re both pretending this is just casual when they know it’s not.

Finally, she stands. “I should go.”

He walks her to the door. Her fingers brush his as she takes the empty takeout container from his hands.

Then she steps close. Close enough for him to smell the citrus in her hair, the warmth of her skin.

“Thanks for letting me invade your night,” she murmurs.

“Anytime.”

She looks up at him. Her lips part. For a moment, he thinks—hopes—she might kiss him.

But instead she smiles.

“Goodnight, Roy.”

She walks away, and his heart feels like it’s still standing in the doorway, watching her go.
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–––––––

The morning after dinner at Roy’s, Elise stands in the shower longer than she needs to. Hot water runs down her back, but it does nothing to cool the ache between her thighs.

She didn’t touch herself last night. Didn’t need to. The memory of Roy—his awkward laugh, the way his hand brushed hers when he handed her the beer, the way he looked at her like he didn’t quite believe she was real—was enough to keep her humming just below the edge.

Now she’s wound tight. Starved. Not just for sex. For something real.

And it’s wild, because Roy Becker is nothing like the men she’s been with.

He doesn’t make big moves. Doesn’t flex or boast. He isn’t rich or flashy or darkly intense. But when he speaks, it’s with intention. When he looks at her, it’s like she’s the only thing in the room. That kind of attention—the quiet kind, the sincere kind—it’s rare.

And for Elise, it’s addictive.

She steps out of the shower, towel wrapped high, and stares at herself in the mirror. Wet hair. Flushed cheeks. Nipples hard from more than the water.

“Careful,” she murmurs to her reflection. “He’s not like the others.”

She means it as a warning—but it sounds a lot like a promise.

~ ~ ~

Downstairs, the world is gray and wet. Elise throws on leggings and a cropped sweatshirt and opens her laptop at the kitchen island. She should be filling out HR paperwork for her new job or ordering the last few pieces of furniture for the apartment.

Instead, she Googles:

Best first date ideas in Chicago (winter edition)

Because she’s not waiting for Roy to make a move. She knows his type—sweet, respectful, scared of ruining things before they begin. He’ll sit on his hands for weeks and convince himself she’s just being friendly.

And Elise is friendly.

But she’s also deliberate.

She picks up her phone, thumbs out a text to Maddie:

You were right. I needed a reset.
Also: I think I met someone.

The typing dots appear instantly.

Already? Damn girl.
Who is he?

Neighbor. Quiet. Nerdy. Totally not my type.
I’m a little obsessed.

Invite him to something! He’s probably scared of you.
No offense.

Elise laughs. None taken. She knows she intimidates men. She’s always been aware of how her looks affect people—the way some men puff up around her and others shrink. Roy is neither. He’s curious. Cautious. Almost reverent.

She wonders what he looks like when he’s turned on.

Probably shy at first. Maybe he bites his lip. Maybe he doesn’t even know what to do with his hands when someone gives him permission to touch. Elise wants to teach him. Slowly. Softly. Then not-so-softly.

But first—trust.

A spark’s not enough. She wants flame. And for that, he needs to feel safe.

She pulls up a tab and starts browsing local exhibits. Something low-key, not pretentious. Then she sees it:

“Undressed: Intimacy and Identity in Modern Photography” – The Museum of Contemporary Art.

Oh, yes.

Provocative, but not overt. A perfect blend of art, vulnerability, and tension. And something about inviting Roy to a photography exhibit called Undressed just feels... delicious.

She pulls out her phone again, thumbs hovering.

Then types:

Hey, so I found something you might like. Ever been to MCA?
They’ve got this new exhibit—very cool, very intimate.
Want to go this weekend? Just as friends. Unless you want more.

She stares at the message.

Then deletes just as friends.

Then hits send.

Her heart thumps harder than she wants to admit.

~ ~ ~

Later, while unpacking a box of books, her phone buzzes. A single message.

I’d love to. When?

She grins.

She can almost hear the hesitation in his voice—like he typed and deleted four other versions before settling on safe and simple. But he said yes.

That’s enough.

For now.

Elise picks up the next book and places it on the shelf.

One step at a time, she thinks.

Let him catch up.

She has no intention of running ahead without him.

Not this time.
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–––––––

Roy stares at the text for the tenth time.

I’d love to. When?

It’s been three days, and he still can’t believe he actually sent it. That he agreed. That Elise—Elise—invited him anywhere at all, let alone to an art exhibit called Undressed.

It’s Friday now. Their “not-a-date” is tomorrow.

And he’s been spiraling ever since.

His apartment is unusually clean. He even vacuumed the baseboards. Not because she’s coming over, but because his nerves need somewhere to go, and scrubbing grout is more productive than pacing. There’s fresh coffee in the French press, jazz playing softly in the background, and a tangle of folded laundry he’s been avoiding on the couch.

He sits at the kitchen counter, spoon in his cereal, mind somewhere far away.

He wants to be cool. Unbothered. But that’s not who he is. Roy doesn’t “play it cool.” Roy obsesses. Roy overthinks. Roy is already halfway in love with the way Elise tilts her head when she listens.

That scares the hell out of him.

~ ~ ~

At work, he barely hears anything in the morning stand-up. Blake notices. Dana definitely notices.

“Earth to Roy,” she says, waving a hand in front of his screen as she walks by. “Still running mental simulations of your date tomorrow?”

Blake spins in his chair. “Wait—he told you?”

Roy mutters, “It’s not a date.”

Dana crosses her arms. “You’re going to an art exhibit. With a beautiful woman. Who invited you. If it’s not a date, then it’s the prelude to one.”

Blake snickers. “It’s foreplay with a coat check.”

Roy glares at him. “Can we not?”

Dana leans on the desk beside him, voice gentler. “Roy, you’re not doing anything wrong. She likes you. She’s curious. Let her be.”

“That’s the part I don’t get,” he admits. “Why would someone like her want anything to do with someone like me?”

Dana raises a brow. “Define ‘someone like you.’”

“Divorced. Average. Boring.”

She frowns. “You are not boring.”

Roy shrugs. “Compared to who she’s probably dated before?”

“You think she’s looking for a repeat?” Dana asks. “Or something better?”

Roy falls silent.

Dana continues, “You think confidence is about swagger, but it's not. Confidence is showing up anyway, even when you're scared. Let her see who you are. That’s why she’s here.”

He nods, but the weight of her words lingers.

~ ~ ~

That night, he stands in front of his closet with an almost comical level of indecision. Button-down or Henley? Jeans or chinos? Casual but not sloppy. Presentable but not like he’s trying too hard.

He settles on dark jeans, a charcoal gray shirt that doesn’t quite cling but doesn’t hang, and his nicest coat—the one that doesn’t scream IT guy with a dry cleaning backlog.

He looks in the mirror and sighs.

“You’re not out of her league,” he mutters. “You’re just not used to being chosen.”

And maybe that’s the real problem.

Because Elise didn’t just say yes. She reached out. Initiated. And Roy isn’t sure what to do with the idea that she might actually want him. Not as a project. Not as a backup. But because something about him—quiet, careful, cracked at the edges—is what she’s looking for.

He thinks about her bare feet curled on his couch, the little laugh she gave when she admitted her usual type never asks her what she wants. About the way she leaned in, the scent of vanilla and citrus on her skin, her voice soft when she said goodnight.

He wanted to kiss her.

He still does.

But Roy’s never been the kind of man who leads. He waits. He reacts. He tucks his feelings into neat little boxes and stores them away.

Elise is a different kind of storm. Not the kind that destroys, but the kind that washes everything clean. And he’s terrified of what she’ll see if she pulls him open.

Still… he wants her to.

More than he’s wanted anything in a long, long time.

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t sleep well.

His dreams are full of flashes—her mouth, her fingers, her body pressed against his in an elevator that never stops. But when he wakes, it’s with an ache that has nothing to do with lust and everything to do with longing.

It’s not just that he wants to fuck her.

He wants to know her.

The scars. The mess. The reasons she looked sad for half a second when she talked about Miami. The parts of her no one else bothered to stay around for.

And maybe… just maybe… she wants to know him too.

Tomorrow isn’t a date.

But it’s the beginning of something.

And Roy can already feel the ground shifting beneath his feet.
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–––––––

The cold hits as soon as she steps outside—sharp and dry, curling down Elise’s collar like fingers trying to get inside her coat. She pulls the belt tighter, heels clicking against the icy sidewalk as she makes her way toward the train.

She’s nervous.

Not the fake kind—the I hope I don’t get bored on this date kind.

No. This is the kind of nervous that lives in her stomach and buzzes in her thighs.

She wants him.

She knows that now. It’s not a maybe anymore.

Not just because he’s cute in that quiet, doesn’t-know-he’s-sexy way. And not because he made her laugh when she hadn’t even realized she was sad.

It’s because Roy makes her feel seen. Not watched. Not possessed. Seen. Like she’s not a collection of parts or a conquest. Like she’s a whole person with bruises and warmth and messy corners.

And that terrifies her.

She’s good at sex. Amazing, even. She knows how to turn heads, how to make men forget their own names. But Roy? Roy’s the kind of man who would whisper her name like it’s sacred—and that might wreck her in a completely different way.

~ ~ ~

He’s waiting outside the museum when she arrives, holding two tickets in one gloved hand and looking like he stepped out of a J.Crew catalog. Not fashionable, exactly—but neat. Real. Broad-shouldered under a wool coat, jeans cuffed over leather boots, the nervous smile on his face enough to make her insides twist.

“Hey,” she says, brushing hair out of her eyes as the wind blows it across her cheeks. “You clean up nice.”

He grins. “You say that like I was dirty before.”

She shrugs. “Maybe I like a little dirt.”

His blush is instant—and worth the cold.

~ ~ ~

Inside the Museum of Contemporary Art, the exhibit is dimly lit. Neutral walls. Bare floors. Photographs framed in black. The silence is reverent, but not stuffy. Elise slips off her coat and lets her eyes adjust to the low light as they step into the first gallery.

Large-scale black and white portraits line the walls. Couples entwined. Bodies partially clothed. One shot shows a man kneeling, his face buried between a woman’s thighs—her eyes closed, fingers tangled in his hair.

Roy’s breath catches beside her.

She doesn’t look at him yet.

She wants him to sit with that moment.

To feel it.

She watches him out of the corner of her eye as he studies the photo. His throat moves. He pushes his glasses up. His hands stay rigid in his pockets like he doesn’t trust them not to misbehave.

“You okay?” she whispers.

He nods. “It’s… intimate.”

“You mean intense?”

He pauses. “No. Intimate. Like it wasn’t staged. Like they forgot the camera was there.”

Elise tilts her head. “You think they’re in love?”

He smiles faintly. “I think they trust each other.”

The answer hits her lower than expected—just above her hips. She wasn’t ready for that kind of honesty, and it makes her knees feel warm and wobbly.

They move on.

Each room is more vulnerable than the last—images of hands tied, lips brushing, lovers crying. Nakedness that’s not just about skin, but exposure. Some photos are raw. Some are tender. All of them are about being seen.

By the third room, they’ve stopped pretending to casually glance. Now they stand side by side, reading the little placards in silence, their shoulders almost touching.

Almost.

She wants to brush her hand against his. Just a small touch. A nudge.

But she waits.

Instead, she asks, “What’s the most vulnerable you’ve ever felt with someone?”

He blinks. “In bed?”

“In general.”

Roy thinks for a long moment.

“When I realized my ex hadn’t loved me in a long time. And I still stayed.”

Elise’s throat tightens.

“That’s not pathetic,” she says. “That’s… brave.”

He looks at her now. Really looks. His eyes are searching, like he’s trying to read something behind her lashes.

“What about you?” he asks.

She swallows. “I once slept with someone I didn’t even like… just to feel wanted for ten minutes.”

Roy doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t judge.

He only says, “You deserve more than ten minutes.”

She has to look away.

It’s too much.

~ ~ ~

They finish the exhibit slowly, lingering on the last photograph—a woman lying on her back, fully clothed, staring into the lens while her lover kisses her bare feet.

No sex. No nudity.

Just stillness.

A devotion so quiet it’s louder than anything else in the room.

Elise reaches for Roy’s hand then.

Not because it’s the right moment.

Because she can’t not.

Their fingers touch. Bare skin against bare skin. Her nails are painted a deep burgundy. His palm is warm, slightly callused. He doesn’t squeeze. Just lets her take him.

And she does.

For a long second, they just stand like that. Silent. Hands linked in the middle of a museum dedicated to vulnerability.

“I’m hungry,” she says finally.

He smiles. “Yeah?”

She turns to him.

And it’s not just food she means.
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–––––––

They don’t say much as they walk. The cold has teeth tonight, but Elise walks slowly, like she doesn’t want the night to end. Roy matches her pace, their hands still grazing every few steps, never quite interlaced again, but close enough to remember what it felt like.

They pass a row of shuttered cafes, dark windows glowing faintly with reflections of streetlamps. Snow hasn’t started, but the clouds are thick with promise.

“Where’d you grow up?” he asks, not because he needs to know just yet, but because her silence is thoughtful, not distant.

“Elgin,” she says. “Suburbs. Then I ran the second I turned eighteen. Miami, mostly. I had this dream of living in a penthouse and swimming every morning.”

“And did you?”

“No. I dated the guy who lived in the penthouse. Turns out, swimming every morning is less fun when your boyfriend’s coke dealer shows up before breakfast.”

Roy laughs, though it’s a soft, disbelieving sound. “Jesus.”

“Yeah. He had a great smile, though. And a boat. And exactly zero interest in who I was when I wasn’t naked.”

She says it lightly, but Roy can hear the weight underneath. The shame she doesn’t quite name.

“I’m sorry,” he says.

She shrugs. “It’s not a sob story. I let it happen. I just… got tired of being someone’s good time.”

They stop at a corner where the streetlight buzzes overhead. Elise glances at him, and for a second, her bravado slips. What’s left is something smaller. Raw. Her real face.

“I don’t think I know how to date someone who wants me for me,” she says.

Roy’s throat goes dry.

“Maybe,” he says carefully, “you just haven’t met someone who made you feel safe enough to try.”

Her eyes flicker—surprise, maybe, or something like gratitude. Then she steps closer.

Close enough that their coats brush.

Close enough that her breath mingles with his.

Close enough that all he has to do is lean in.

Her eyes drop to his mouth.

His heart stumbles.

Roy doesn’t move.

He wants to.

God, he wants to.

But there’s a wall inside him built brick by brick over years of rejection and restraint. He’s scared that if he kisses her now, it’ll be too much. That she’ll feel it—all the need, all the longing, all the years of being untouched—and mistake it for desperation.

And that would ruin everything.

So he doesn’t.

He just lets the silence stretch, a heartbeat too long.

Then Elise pulls back. Barely. Just enough.

“Okay,” she whispers.

It’s not disappointment in her voice. It’s something else.

Respect.

Understanding.

Even as she steps away, he feels the moment like a phantom kiss, lingering on his lips.

“I should get home,” she says softly.

“I’ll walk you.”

She doesn’t argue.

~ ~ ~

At her door, she pauses with her keys in hand.

Roy stands beside her, heart rattling in his chest like it’s trying to get out and follow her inside.

“Tonight was…” she starts, then exhales. “Important.”

He nods. “Yeah.”

She leans in then—not for a kiss, but for a hug. And not the polite kind. Her arms slide around his neck. She presses her body to his. Her breath is warm against his ear.

When she pulls back, she’s smiling.

“Don’t wait too long, Roy,” she says. “We’re already halfway there.”

And then she’s gone.

Door closed.

Night still.

Roy turns, walks down the stairs, and lets himself feel it.

The hunger.

The fear.

The ache of almost.

The thrill of not yet.
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–––––––

It starts with a knock.

Not a text. Not a plan.

A knock.

Roy’s heart does this strange stutter in his chest as he looks up from his laptop, unsure if it’s a package or a neighbor needing something again. But something in his gut says otherwise.

When he opens the door, Elise is standing there.

No coat. No makeup. Just leggings, a tank top, and her hair piled in a loose knot like she barely thought twice about coming down. Her cheeks are flushed from the hallway heat, and she’s barefoot.

He knows instantly.

Something has shifted.

“I was gonna wait,” she says. “Play it cool. Give you space.”

Roy blinks. “Okay…”

“But you didn’t kiss me, Roy.”

His mouth goes dry.

She steps forward, crossing the threshold, crowding into his space before he can say anything else.

“You looked at me like you wanted to. I felt it. And you didn’t.”

“I didn’t want to scare you,” he murmurs.

Elise’s expression softens. “You’re not scary, Roy. You’re honest. You’re steady. You make me feel…” She trails off, searching.

He doesn’t move.

“I’ve been fucked a lot,” she says, almost bluntly. “I’ve been desired and used and worshipped and forgotten. But you—”

She lifts her fingers to his chest, presses them gently over his heart.

“You make me feel safe.”

It breaks something open inside him.

He exhales, and the fear leaves with it.

Then he cups her face in both hands and kisses her.

Finally.

It’s not wild. Not yet. It’s slow. Warm. Tender. Their mouths find a rhythm, learning each other, Elise sighing softly against his lips as her hands slide up under his shirt to touch his skin.

When he pulls back, just enough to breathe, she looks at him like she’s seeing all of him—mess, scars, the whole fragile truth.

“Roy?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t stop.”

~ ~ ~

They don’t rush. They don’t strip each other in a frenzy. Instead, he guides her gently to the couch. They sit side by side, kissing like teenagers—long, hungry kisses that grow deeper with each pass. Her tongue slips into his mouth and he moans quietly, his hand curving around her hip, fingers digging into the soft line of her waist.

Elise climbs into his lap.

Not straddling. Just curling into him. Her thighs tuck over his, her forehead resting against his.

“I’m not here to play,” she whispers. “I’m here because I choose you.”

Roy’s hands shake.

He wants to devour her.

He wants to worship her.

He wants to take her slow and rough and every way in between.

But more than that, he wants to believe this is real.

So he holds her tighter, his voice raw.

“You can have anything you want from me, Elise.”

She smiles.

“I know.”

And for now, that’s enough.

They stay tangled on the couch for hours, fingers exploring under clothes, kisses deepening until they’re breathless and dizzy. They don’t fuck—yet—but it’s closer than ever. Skin is exposed. Teeth graze. Elise gasps his name when he palms her breast beneath her tank top, and he groans when she grinds over the hard bulge in his jeans.

But they stop.

Just before.

And when she falls asleep curled into him, Roy closes his eyes and thinks:

This isn’t just a beginning.

This is everything.
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–––––––

Roy wakes before the sun, still on the couch, his neck stiff, one arm completely asleep under Elise’s weight.

And he doesn’t care.

She’s curled against him like she’s always belonged there—bare legs tangled with his, tank top riding up just enough to expose the curve of her back. Her breathing is slow, lips parted slightly, and for a moment he just watches her.

He can’t believe she stayed.

Can’t believe she came in the first place.

And he really can’t believe what she said before she fell asleep.

I choose you.

That echo fills him up until he almost doesn’t know what to do with it.

Then, without opening her eyes, Elise murmurs, “You watching me?”

He smiles. “Guilty.”

She stretches slowly, arching against him in a lazy, sensual motion that makes his cock stir instantly. When she blinks up at him, her eyes are heavy with sleep—and something darker. Something deliberate.

“Take me to bed,” she says softly.

His breath catches. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

She takes his hand and leads him to the bedroom like it’s already hers.

~ ~ ~

Clothes come off slowly.

He undresses her with reverence—fingertips brushing her shoulders, peeling her top up over her head. She stands in front of him in nothing but a pair of thin cotton panties, her nipples tight in the early morning chill.

He looks at her like she’s sacred.

Because to him, she is.

Elise steps closer, unbuttoning his shirt one slow button at a time, kissing the skin she reveals—his chest, his stomach, the sensitive dip just below his ribs. Her fingers slip into his waistband and push his pants down. Then his boxers.

Roy groans as she looks at him—no judgment, no smirk—just heat.

“Lie back,” she whispers.

He obeys.

Elise climbs over him, her skin warm against his, her body electric. She kisses him like she wants to devour him, but her hands are patient, exploring. She touches his chest, his arms, his face, like she’s memorizing him by feel.

And then she grinds against him, slow and slick, her soaked panties dragging over his cock. He bucks involuntarily, and she smiles against his neck.

“You’ve been so good,” she murmurs. “So careful. So fucking sweet.”

He groans. “Not feeling very sweet right now.”

She pulls back, looks him dead in the eyes. “Then show me.”

Roy flips them, suddenly above her, his hands braced on either side of her head.

“Elise—”

“Yes.”

An answer, not a question. Permission. It’s all he needs.

He slides her panties down her legs and presses a kiss to each hip before settling between her thighs.

When his mouth finds her, she gasps—loud, open, unguarded. Her hands fly to his hair, her hips rising to meet his tongue.

Roy devours her.

No hesitation. No shame. Just pure, desperate hunger. The sounds she makes go straight to his spine, make him ache. And when she cums—trembling, gasping his name—he feels like a god.

She pulls him up, kisses him hard, then whispers, “Now. Please.”

He enters her slowly.

So slowly it feels like falling apart.

She’s warm, tight, impossibly wet. Her legs wrap around him, her nails dragging across his back, and for a long moment, neither of them moves—they just breathe together, overwhelmed.

Then he starts to thrust, and the world disappears.

There’s no hurry.

No performance.

Just sweat and gasps and whispered names. Elise wraps herself around him, moaning into his ear, whispering things she’s never said to any man—and Roy gives her everything.

Every inch. Every ounce of restraint turned into rhythm. Every emotion he’s been holding back released in each slow, powerful stroke.

When they cum—her first, then him—it’s not a shattering.

It’s a blooming.

A quiet, perfect bloom of connection, desire, and something dangerously close to love.

After, they lie tangled in silence, bodies slick, breath mingling.

Elise traces circles on his chest.

Roy kisses her hair.

Neither of them says anything for a long time.

Because they don’t have to.

Not yet.
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–––––––

The room is still warm from them.

The sheets are tangled, her skin slick with sweat, and Roy’s hand rests on her hip like it was always meant to be there. His fingers twitch sometimes, like he’s afraid she’ll disappear.

Elise stares at the ceiling.

She should feel spent. Satisfied.

And she does—her body is sated in ways she hasn’t known for years. Her thighs still tremble a little from the way he touched her. Her lips are swollen from kissing. Her heart, though—that’s the part that won’t stop stirring.

Because that wasn’t just sex.

That was something else.

She’s had sex that felt good. Sex that made her feel powerful. Even sex that made her feel wild, desired, on top of the fucking world.

But this?

This made her feel real.

Seen. Known. Chosen.

Not for how she looks.

Not for what she can do with her mouth or her hips or her hands.

But for her.

She turns her head slowly to look at him.

Roy is half-asleep, hair mussed, mouth slightly open, the faintest trace of awe still on his face.

“You awake?” she whispers.

He hums. “Kind of.”

“I liked that,” she says softly.

His eyes open. He looks at her, still dazed. “Yeah?”

She smiles. “A lot.”

He brushes hair from her face, fingertips dragging down her jaw like she’s fragile.

“You okay?” he asks.

And the question undoes her.

She wasn’t expecting that. The check-in. The care.

Not Are you mine? Not Was I good?

Just Are you okay?

“I think so,” she says. Then laughs. “You kind of ruined me.”

“Sorry.”

She grins. “Don’t be.”

They lie there a little longer, wrapped up in sweat and honesty. Eventually she props herself up on an elbow, sheet slipping down her back.

“I’m not used to this part,” she says.

“What part?”

“The soft part. The part where I stay.”

Roy doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t look away. “Then stay.”

“I want to,” she admits. “But I’m not always… easy.”

“I’m not asking for easy.”

She studies him. “You say that now.”

“I mean it now.”

She lies back down, letting her head rest against his shoulder, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat.

“You ever wonder why people settle for less than this?” she murmurs.

“All the time,” he says.

“I did. For a long time.”

Roy is quiet. Then: “Me too.”

Another silence passes. Not awkward. Just full. Like both of them are feeling around the edges of something delicate, unsure whether to say the word forming between their hearts.

She closes her eyes.

“I want to see where this goes,” she says, barely louder than a breath.

He pulls her closer. Presses a kiss to her temple.

“So do I.”

And that’s it.

No declarations.

No promises.

Just skin, warmth, and the sense that—for once—she doesn’t have to run in the morning.

Because for the first time in a long time…

Elise doesn’t want to.
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–––––––

Roy wakes to the smell of coffee.

That’s his first clue that this morning isn’t like all the others. The second is the absence of cold sheets. The third—the best—is Elise’s humming.

He blinks against the soft light filtering through the curtains, his body still heavy with the memory of her. His muscles ache in places that haven’t been sore in years, and his lips still feel raw from the way she kissed him—hungry and slow and everywhere.

The bedroom door is open, and somewhere out in the kitchen, she’s singing under her breath. Off-key. Beautiful.

He smiles into the pillow.

This doesn’t feel like real life. Not his, anyway. But the ache in his hips and the faint scent of her skin on his pillow convince him otherwise.

He finds his boxers on the floor and slips them on before following the music.

Elise is in his kitchen—his kitchen—wearing one of his button-downs and nothing else. The hem barely covers her thighs. She’s on her toes, reaching into a cabinet for mugs, and the shirt rides up enough to reveal just the curve of her bare ass.

Roy forgets how to breathe.

“You don’t have cream,” she says without turning. “But you’ve got good beans. This is very ‘emotionally stable man’ coffee.”

He finally speaks, voice still scratchy. “That’s a weird compliment, but I’ll take it.”

Elise grins over her shoulder. “It’s a great compliment.”

She hands him a mug and leans against the counter, sipping hers like she hasn’t just rocked the foundation of his emotional life in the last twelve hours.

He watches her for a second, still in awe.

“What?” she says.

“You’re really here.”

She lifts a brow. “Did you think I’d sneak out before sunrise?”

“I kind of thought you were too perfect to be real.”

Elise rolls her eyes. “Careful. I’m extremely real. Like, mess-in-the-bathroom, drink-from-the-carton real.”

Roy steps closer. “Still perfect.”

“You’re corny.”

“You stayed.”

She sips again, quieter now. “Yeah. I did.”

They stand there, the fridge humming, the heater kicking on, winter pressed tight against the windows while warmth builds slowly between them again.

Elise breaks the silence first.

“You snore a little,” she teases.

Roy groans. “Shit. Seriously?”

“Only a little. Like, gentle-saxophone snoring. Very on-brand.”

He laughs and sets his mug down. “You’re not going to let me live that down, are you?”

“Not a chance.”

He reaches for her then—hands settling on her waist, thumbs slipping under the hem of the shirt to find her bare skin.

She sets her coffee down and leans in.

Their kiss is easy this time. Warm. Familiar, already. Her mouth opens against his, and the coffee is forgotten. He lifts her onto the counter, and she wraps her legs around his hips like she’s been doing it for years.

They don’t go all the way. Not yet.

But they grind lazily against each other while she giggles into his mouth and he loses all sense of time.

Eventually, she pulls back, breathless. “Okay, we need food. Real food.”

“I make decent scrambled eggs.”

“You look like a man who makes decent scrambled eggs.”

He pinches her thigh and she yelps.

But her smile never fades.

Neither does his.

~ ~ ~

Later, when she’s perched on a stool eating off his plate and wearing nothing but his shirt and the sunlight, Roy realizes something terrifying and thrilling in equal measure.

He doesn’t want her to leave.

Not for the day.

Not for good.

And for the first time, the thought doesn’t make him panic.

It makes him hungry for whatever comes next.
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–––––––

Elise stays long after the eggs are gone.

She doesn’t mean to.

She tells herself she’ll slip back upstairs by ten, take a real shower, maybe return with coffee as an excuse to see him again. But then Roy puts on a record—yes, an actual record—and she sinks back into his couch, knees drawn up, one of his throw blankets over her lap.

He sits beside her, close but not crowding. His arm drapes behind her shoulders, his fingers brushing her neck now and then. Each light touch feels accidental. Intentional. Safe.

And it’s terrifying.

Because Elise isn’t used to this part. The staying. The comfort. The silence that isn’t awkward, but full.

She’s used to the come-on, the climax, and the escape. To men who are all heat and hunger but no follow-through. Who use her body like it’s theirs for the night and forget she has a heart still ticking behind her smile.

But Roy…

Roy is different.

He asks questions. Listens. He doesn’t rush her, doesn’t touch unless invited. Last night, he made her cum twice before even thinking about his own pleasure.

And now he’s sitting next to her like she’s something precious.

She doesn’t know how to process that.

So she doesn’t say anything.

Until he does.

“You always run?” he asks softly.

The question stings a little. Not because it’s cruel. Because it’s true.

She nods, eyes on her knees. “It’s easier.”

“Easier than what?”

She hesitates. “Than being disappointed.”

He shifts. His fingers trail lightly down her shoulder. “Has that happened a lot?”

She gives a dry laugh. “More than I’d like to admit.”

Roy’s quiet for a beat. Then: “You know I’m not going anywhere, right?”

Elise exhales. “You say that now.”

“I say that because I mean it.”

She turns to him then. Really turns. Her heart beats too fast. Her mouth feels too full of things she’s not sure she’s brave enough to say.

So she reaches instead.

She takes his hand and guides it under the blanket, places it over her bare thigh. Not as an invitation to fuck. Not to distract him. But because she wants to feel him there. Connected. Steady.

“I’ve never done this part well,” she says quietly. “To be honest, I never got many, or any, opportunities, but…” She smiles.

Roy’s thumb rubs slow circles on her skin. “You’re doing fine.”

“I’m scared.”

“I am too.”

She swallows, the truth hitting hard.

And then, so gently she almost misses it, he leans in and presses a kiss to her temple. It’s not sexual. Not a prelude.

It’s a promise.

She closes her eyes.

Maybe this won’t last forever. Maybe something will fuck it up. But for now—for this moment—she’s letting herself fall. Fully. Freely.

Because this is what it feels like to be wanted for who you are, not what you offer.

And God, does she want more of it.
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–––––––

Roy knows it’s happening—whatever it is.

It’s in the way Elise brushes her teeth in his bathroom like she’s done it a hundred times before. In the way she curls her legs up on his couch, always stealing his side of the blanket. In the way she leaves a pair of fuzzy socks balled up near his front door and doesn’t seem to care if he notices.

He should be ecstatic.

He is, mostly.

But the closer she gets, the more he starts to feel that old familiar static buzzing under his skin.

This can’t be real. This won’t last. You’re not enough for her.

The voices are quieter now than they were when Claire left, but they’re still there. Ghosts of the man he used to be. The one who let himself disappear in a quiet, sexless marriage because it felt safer than being vulnerable. The one who didn’t dare to want more.

But Elise makes him want everything.

And that terrifies him.

~ ~ ~

They’re lying on his bed, half-dressed, limbs tangled in the lazy light of a Sunday afternoon. Elise’s head is on his chest, one leg draped over his. She’s humming again—some half-remembered tune—and trailing her fingers along the line of his ribs like she’s drawing maps on him.

He clears his throat.

She stops humming.

“I’ve been thinking,” he says. “About us.”

Her fingers pause.

He feels it instantly—the shift.

“I just… I want to make sure this isn’t a fling,” he says, trying to keep his voice casual. “I’m not exactly the adventurous type. You know that.”

She rolls onto her stomach, chin on his chest, eyes narrowing slightly.

“I know who you are, Roy.”

He nods, heart beating faster now. “Right. It’s just… I’m not exciting. Not dangerous. Not the guy with the yacht or the jawline or the five-hundred-dollar shoes.”

She laughs once. “You think that’s what I want?”

“I don’t know,” he admits. “But I know what you’ve probably had.”

Elise sits up, suddenly less relaxed.

Roy feels her pulling away even before she moves an inch.

“I’m not asking for details,” he says quickly. “But I don’t want to be the guy you settle for because he’s safe. I want to be enough.”

She looks at him for a long time.

Then gets up, pulling the sheet around her as she walks toward the window.

The silence stretches between them like wire.

“Elise?” he asks gently.

She doesn’t turn around. “You really want to know about my past?”

“I—” He stops. Rethinks. “I want to understand you. That’s all.”

She sighs. “My past is messy, Roy. Sexy sometimes, sure. But mostly just lonely. And not something I unpack on request.”

He nods, trying to hide the sting.

“I’m not trying to interrogate you,” he says. “I just… I care. I want to know the parts you usually keep hidden.”

Elise turns now, arms crossed, the sheet clutched tightly to her chest.

“That’s the thing,” she says. “I don’t know if I want you to see those parts. What if they ruin what you think I am?”

“I don’t have some fantasy version of you in my head.”

“Yes, you do,” she says, her voice sharper now. “You look at me like I’m this beautiful, broken girl who needs saving. Like I’m some sexy mystery you get to unravel slowly.”

Roy sits up, stunned. “That’s not fair.”

“No. It’s honest.”

They stare at each other across the bed, the air charged with something raw and unfinished.

Finally, Elise exhales. “I like you, Roy. Really like you. But I’m not ready to spill everything just because you’re brave enough to ask.”

He nods. “Okay.”

She studies him. Waiting for anger. Disappointment.

But he just says, “When you’re ready. Not before.”

And with that, the tension softens—just slightly.

She walks back to the bed and crawls under the covers beside him. Doesn’t kiss him. Doesn’t smile.

But she stays.

And for now, that’s enough.
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–––––––

She should feel grateful.

Roy didn’t press her. Didn’t guilt her. Didn’t give her the wounded sigh she’s used to from men when she won’t hand over her secrets like a playlist of sins.

Instead, he said, When you’re ready.

And meant it.

But somehow, that only makes it harder.

Now she’s lying beside him again, half-covered by his comforter, heart pounding, and all she can think is: He deserves more than the version of me I’m letting him see.

He’s already given her softness. Safety. A place to land.

She’s the one who keeps hovering, afraid to touch ground.

~ ~ ~

The next morning, Roy kisses her goodbye on the forehead before work and leaves her a fresh pot of coffee and a sticky note with a smiley face that shouldn’t make her blush but does.

She sits at his kitchen counter in his oversized hoodie, cradling the mug in both hands, staring at her phone.

She could text Maddie.

She could text any of her old Miami friends and tell them she’s seeing someone new—but that word feels fragile. Not because it isn’t true. Because it is.

Roy isn’t a hookup. He’s not a phase.

And that’s the problem.

Because Elise knows what happens when things turn real.

They look too close.

They see the cracks.

~ ~ ~

She walks back upstairs mid-morning and showers longer than necessary, trying to scrub off the dread curling under her ribs.

He asked about her past. Not cruelly. Not even with suspicion. He asked because he cares. Because he wants her, all of her.

And she can’t figure out how to give that without setting something on fire.

How do you tell a man like Roy that you’ve had sex on camera? That you let a man you didn’t love film you with strangers because you didn’t know how to say no? That you woke up in hotel suites with empty champagne bottles and handprints on your thighs you didn’t remember asking for? That you’ve been used and admired and bought and discarded so many times that even now—even now—being touched gently makes you feel like you’re going to cry?

How do you say that without him seeing a broken thing instead of the woman lying in his bed?

You don’t.

You stay quiet. You keep the soft version on the surface and hope it’s enough.

Elise sits on the edge of her bed, towel wrapped around her, phone in hand. There’s a message from Roy:

Hope your morning’s going okay. Thinking about you.

She types out a reply three times. Deletes it.

Finally lands on:

Can we talk tonight?

It’s vague enough to delay her panic, but honest enough to keep the door open.

She hits send and stares at her reflection in the full-length mirror across the room.

She doesn’t look broken.

Not today.

But she wonders how long she can hide the parts of herself that still are.

~ ~ ~

Elise holds the phone to her ear, pacing her apartment barefoot, fingers twisting in the hem of her hoodie.

Maddie picks up on the second ring.

“Hey! How’s Chicago’s most mysterious little sister today?”

Elise tries to smile. It almost works.

“Freaking out.”

“Uh-oh. Talk to me.”

“I slept with him.”

A pause. Then: “Well, that took longer than I expected. How was it?”

Elise sinks onto the edge of the couch, exhaling. “Amazing. Like, maybe-too-good. Terrifying-good.”

“I sense a ‘but’ coming.”

“There is. And it’s big.”

Maddie softens her voice. “Is he being weird?”

“No. That’s the thing. He’s… great. Sweet. Thoughtful. He makes me coffee and kisses my forehead like I’m a real person and not just a hot distraction. He doesn’t even try to get me to stay—I just do.”

“So what’s the problem?”

“I think I’m falling for him.”

Another pause.

Then Maddie says gently, “That doesn’t sound like a problem, El.”

“It is if he finds out who I really am.”

Maddie sighs. “You’re not a criminal. You’re not a monster. You’re a woman who made choices and lived a life. Barely, by the way. You’re young, you’re supposed to make mistakes in your twenties. Your early twenties. Stop acting like you’re a villain in your own story.”

“You don’t get it.”

“Then help me. Tell me what you’re afraid of.”

Elise bites her lip. The words lodge in her throat.

“I’m afraid if he knows what I’ve done—who I’ve let touch me, the scenes I’ve been in, the things I’ve said to get by—he’ll look at me differently. Like I’m dirty. Like I’m too much.”

“You think he doesn’t already know you’ve had a past?”

“Not like this.”

“El, if he’s worth shit, he won’t care about what you did. He’ll care about how you felt doing it. And how you feel about it now. That’s the difference.”

Elise presses her palm to her eyes.

“I don’t know if I can say it all. Out loud. I’ve never told anyone—not even you.”

Maddie is quiet for a long beat. Then, softly: “Then maybe it’s time you did. Not for him. For you.”

Elise breathes in deep. Lets it out.

“I think I want to try.”

“That’s all anyone can ask.”

“What if it ruins everything?”

Maddie’s voice is warm. Steady. “Then it wasn’t real. But if it is real, El… then this is the moment that makes it stronger.”

Elise nods slowly, tears brimming but not falling.

“Okay.”

“You going to tell him tonight?”

“Yeah.”

“You want me to call you after?”

“No. If it goes badly, I’ll probably need bourbon and a plane ticket. If it goes well…” She lets the sentence hang.

“If it goes well,” Maddie finishes, “you’ll stay.”

Elise smiles. A real one this time.

“Yeah. I’ll stay.”
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–––––––

Roy keeps checking the time like it might tell him more than the numbers.

6:38.

6:44.

6:52.

He’s not pacing, not exactly—but his foot taps, his hands fidget, and he’s adjusted the pillows on the couch three separate times. The lights are low, the apartment clean, the coffee table clear except for two glasses and a bottle of red wine he opened and instantly regretted. Too romantic? Too much?

She said Can we talk tonight? Not I want to see you. Not I miss you.

Just talk.

And that scares the hell out of him.

Because “talk” is the word people use before they change everything.

Before they end things.

Before they explain why what you have isn’t enough.

He’s trying not to spiral. Really, he is.

But the ache of wanting something this badly—someone this badly—is a dangerous thing. It opens up every fear, every failure, every moment he’s spent wondering if he’s just too simple for the world Elise comes from.

Then there’s a knock.

Not loud. Not tentative either.

He opens the door to find her standing there in jeans and a soft gray sweater, hair loose, lips bare. She looks like she hasn’t tried to impress him.

She looks real.

“Hey,” she says.

“Hey.”

She steps inside, slips off her shoes. Her bag hits the floor with a soft thud. She doesn’t smile, but she doesn’t look distant either.

She looks… steady.

Determined.

Roy’s heart is already pounding.

“Wine?” he offers, voice softer than usual.

She nods, sits on the couch.

He pours. Hands her the glass. Takes a seat across from her, perched like he’s bracing for something.

Elise takes one sip. Sets the glass down.

And says, “I need to tell you who I’ve been.”

Roy’s whole body stills.

“I told you I wasn’t ready the other day,” she continues. “But I think… I think that was about fear. Not truth. And if we’re really doing this—if this is something real—I can’t keep pretending my past doesn’t exist.”

He doesn’t speak yet.

She doesn’t wait for permission.

“I’ve done things I’m not proud of. I’ve been with men I didn’t care about. Let them touch me. Use me. Sometimes because I wanted to feel wanted. Sometimes because I didn’t know how to say no. And sometimes because it paid the rent.”

Roy’s throat tightens.

“I was filmed. Once. With someone I barely knew. It was supposed to be private. It wasn’t. That was the beginning of a version of me I still don’t know how to forgive.”

He stares at her.

Not in shock.

Not in disgust.

But in awe.

She’s shaking a little now, and he realizes he’s still silent—too silent. He moves to the couch beside her.

Elise doesn’t meet his eyes.

“I’m not telling you this to scare you off,” she says. “I’m telling you because you deserve to know who you’re kissing. Who’s in your bed.”

Roy reaches for her hand.

She hesitates.

Then lets him take it.

“Elise,” he says carefully, “thank you.”

She finally looks at him. Brow furrowed.

“I mean it,” he says. “You didn’t owe me any of that. You gave it anyway.”

“You’re not… angry?”

He exhales. “No. I’m scared, sure. Not of you. Of fucking this up. Of saying the wrong thing.”

“You’re not saying the wrong thing.”

He touches her cheek, just lightly. “What you did doesn’t scare me. Who you are doesn’t scare me. The fact that you’re sitting here right now, telling me the hardest truth you’ve probably ever said aloud… that tells me everything I need to know.”

She swallows hard. “You really mean that?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

Tears glisten in her eyes, but she doesn’t cry.

She leans forward, rests her forehead against his.

He breathes her in.

Not perfume.

Just her.

And somehow, that’s even better.
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–––––––

Elise is still pressed to his chest, her breath warm at his neck, when Roy pulls back just enough to meet her eyes.

“Can I ask something?” he says softly.

She nods, wary but open.

“Would you tell me something else from… before? Just one more story. Something you’ve never said out loud.”

She stiffens slightly, then studies him. His face. His eyes.

“You sure?”

“I want to understand. Not judge. Just… know you.”

She’s quiet for a moment. Then she pulls her knees up onto the couch and turns to face him completely. Her eyes drop to his chest as she speaks.

“There was this guy,” she says. “Out in Miami. He was older. Married, I think. He picked me up at a bar with some line about art and desire—very smooth. We ended up at his condo. He liked watching. Not just in a kinky way. He wanted to see how far I’d go. Pushed limits just to see if I’d flinch.”

Roy stays still.

“He had me kneel for him. Strip slow. Then told me to talk—about the first time I had sex, the worst time, the time I faked it. He didn’t touch me until I started crying.”

Roy’s jaw tightens, but he says nothing.

“He said it turned him on to ‘see the damage.’ That’s what he called it. The damage. Like I was a museum piece with cracks.”

She finally looks at him.

“I think part of me believed him. For a while.”

Roy doesn’t speak.

He moves.

He leans in, cups her face, and kisses her—slow and soft, lips brushing lips, no pressure. No urgency.

“You’re not damaged,” he whispers. “You’re fucking radiant.”

Elise makes a soft sound—half gasp, half sob—and kisses him back.

And then they’re falling.

Not fast.

Not yet.

~ ~ ~

They make it to the bedroom slowly. Kissing. Touching. Roy slips her sweater off over her head and lays her down, his hands reverent, his mouth pressing kisses to her collarbone, her throat, the curve of her breast.

Elise’s fingers find the hem of his shirt and tug. He peels it off and lies beside her, skin against skin.

“I want to worship you,” he murmurs.

“You already are, no?” She smiles. Not a smirk, a smile.

He kisses her lips, her cheek, her ear. Trails down her body, unhurried. Elise trembles beneath him, her breath catching when he mouths over the swell of her breast, when he sucks her nipple gently into his mouth and feels her arch into him.

Her legs fall open instinctively as he kisses his way down her stomach. His hands slide beneath the waistband of her jeans.

“Off,” she whispers.

He strips her slowly, leaving her in nothing but her panties, soaked through with need.

“You’re so beautiful,” he says, voice rougher now.

“Roy,” she breathes, hips lifting. “Please.”

He doesn’t tease.

He kisses her through the thin fabric, then pulls it down, exposing her slick heat. Her thighs tremble as he spreads them and presses his tongue between her folds—slow at first, savoring her taste, the little gasps she gives, the way her hands grip the sheets.

But the moment she grabs his hair and moans “Don’t stop,” something shifts.

In him.

In her.

The tenderness catches fire.

He groans against her pussy, his tongue circling her clit harder now, faster, drinking in her wetness like he’s starved. She cries out, hips grinding up into his mouth, her thighs locking around his head.

“Fuck—Roy—” she gasps, voice cracking. “I’m gonna—”

He slides two fingers into her, curling them just right, and she comes hard, clenching around him, body shaking, crying out in a raw, feral way that shocks them both.

He doesn’t stop until she pushes his head back, panting.

“Get up here,” she growls.

Her eyes are wild. Hungry. Nothing soft now—just heat.

She yanks his boxers down, his cock already thick and flushed, glistening at the tip. Her hand wraps around him and he groans, jerking in her grip.

Then she straddles him.

Sinks down in one smooth, greedy thrust.

“Fuck—” Roy gasps, head falling back.

Elise rides him hard, fast, hips slamming down, breasts bouncing, hair flying. Her nails dig into his chest, and she’s moaning openly now, filthy words spilling from her mouth.

“So deep—fuck—you feel so fucking good—”

Roy’s hands grip her hips tight, helping her move, but she’s in control—completely. And he loves it. Loves the way her eyes glaze, the way she uses him, the way she gasps his name again and again like she’s losing her mind.

When she leans forward, grinding down on him, her clit dragging against his pubic bone, she shudders again.

“Cum for me,” he growls. “Let me see you.”

She does.

She screams, body locking, pussy clenching around him so tight he sees stars. He flips her onto her back mid-orgasm and fucks into her fast and deep, his own release exploding seconds later with a hoarse shout into her neck.

It’s brutal.

Beautiful.

Too much.

And exactly enough.

~ ~ ~

Later, they lie in silence, bodies a tangle of sweat and limbs and tangled sheets.

“I didn’t know you had that in you,” she murmurs.

“I didn’t either,” he says, still breathless.

She smiles.

And this time, she doesn’t flinch when he pulls her close.
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–––––––

Morning hits softly.

No sharp light. No alarm. Just the warm haze of tangled sheets, the faint hum of the heater, and the weight of Roy’s arm draped heavy and certain across her stomach.

Elise lies still, wide awake.

Her body aches in the best ways. Her thighs are sore, her lips tender, and every inch of her skin feels freshly claimed. She can still feel the ghost of his mouth on her breast, the way he gripped her hips like he didn’t want to let go.

But it’s her heart that’s the most tender.

Because last night wasn’t just sex.

It was a release. A breaking open. And she let it happen. Let him see.

And he didn’t run.

Didn’t judge.

He made her come like she was untouchable and held her like she was breakable all in the same hour.

And now… she’s terrified.

Because this thing between them is real.

Real means vulnerability.

Real means risk.

Real means power.

And for Elise, power has always been armor. Control has been her weapon. In the past, when things got too close, too raw, she turned the dial—became the thing they wanted, took control before they could hurt her.

But Roy doesn’t want a fantasy.

He wants her.

And that makes her wonder… how far he’s willing to go to keep holding her when the rules begin to shift.

~ ~ ~

She slips out of bed carefully, not wanting to wake him just yet. She pads into the kitchen in one of his old tees and nothing else, pours a cup of yesterday’s coffee and reheats it in the microwave.

Her reflection in the microwave door catches her eye.

Hair messy. Eyes wide. Lips swollen.

She looks… soft. Loved. But still calculating. Still thinking.

That won’t do.

She grabs a pen from the counter, finds a yellow sticky note, and writes:

Stay in bed. No touching yourself. I’ll be back in ten.

Then she walks back to the bedroom, heart thudding.

Roy is still asleep, one leg kicked free from the blanket. He looks peaceful. Trusting.

She sets the note on his chest and kisses the corner of his mouth.

He stirs. Smiles.

She walks out without a word.

She returns twenty minutes later with fresh coffee, two croissants, and her heart hammering inside her chest.

Roy is still in bed, exactly where she left him, the yellow sticky note resting on his bare chest. He sits up when she walks in, his eyes soft with sleep, but alert. Curious.

“You okay?” he asks gently.

She sets the coffee down on the nightstand and climbs onto the bed, onto him, knees straddling his hips. Her thighs brush his, warm and bare under the oversized tee she stole from his drawer.

“I’ve been thinking,” she says, her voice low.

“Yeah?”

She nods. “Last night… you held me like I wasn’t something broken. You kissed me like I was yours, and you fucked me like you needed every part of me.”

Roy swallows hard, eyes locked on hers.

She takes his hand and presses it to the center of her chest.

“And I’ve never felt safer.”

He opens his mouth to speak, but she shakes her head—just a small motion.

“I want more of that,” she whispers. “Not just the sweetness. The strength. The ownership.”

“Elise…”

“I want to give you control. Not just in bed. Not as a game. As a choice. Because I need to know what it feels like to belong to someone who doesn’t want to break me.”

Roy stares at her like he’s afraid to breathe too loudly.

She leans in, presses her lips to his, slow and sure.

“I trust you,” she says. “With my body. With my truth. And if you want it—if you want me—I want to give you more.”

His hand tightens over her heart.

“Why now?” he asks quietly.

“Because I’ve given control to the wrong people for the wrong reasons. I want to know what it feels like to surrender to someone who sees me. All of me. And doesn’t flinch.”

Roy’s voice is raw when he speaks. “What do you want that to look like?”

“I want to follow your rules. Obey your voice. Let go.”

She bites her lip, eyes locked on his.

“And I want you to tell me how to please you. How to be yours.”

He closes his eyes like he’s overwhelmed.

Then opens them slowly.

And says, “Then get on your knees.”

Elise trembles.

Not with fear.

With relief.

And something deeper.

Something holy.

As she slides off his lap and kneels on the floor, her eyes never leave his, her body open and waiting, her heart already in his hands.

The balance has shifted again.

But this time—she’s never felt more free.
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–––––––

She’s on her knees.

Not seductively. Not theatrically.

Just… there. Real. Quiet.

Her thighs are spread slightly, her hands resting lightly on them. Her eyes lift to his—not coy or teasing. Waiting.

Roy’s heart beats like a drum against his ribs.

This is real.

This is now.

He sits frozen on the bed for a moment too long, blood rushing everywhere, his brain caught between panic and desire.

He clears his throat. “You—uh—don’t have to…”

Elise smiles faintly, just enough to soften him, not enough to let him off the hook.

“I know I don’t have to,” she says gently. “That’s why it matters.”

Roy exhales slowly.

Okay.

Okay.

He stands. Her eyes track him.

“I want…” he begins, then stops.

He rubs the back of his neck. “Shit. I don’t know how to do this.”

“You don’t have to know everything,” she says. “You just have to want me.”

He looks down at her.

“I want you. So much I can’t think straight.”

Her smile fades—not from disappointment, but from intensity.

“Then tell me what to do.”

Roy swallows.

“Take off the shirt,” he says, voice rougher than expected.

Elise obeys.

Slowly.

She lifts it over her head and sets it aside. Her breasts are bare. Her nipples are already hard, her body trembling just slightly—not with cold. With anticipation.

Roy stares.

Then stammers, “You’re—God, you’re beautiful.”

She lowers her gaze. “Thank you, Sir.”

He freezes.

The word hits like lightning.

“Do… do you want to call me that?”

She nods once. “If you’ll let me.”

He steps closer. “Okay. Yeah. I think I want that.” There’s a pause. Then he adds, almost apologetic, “I might be awkward.”

“I don’t want perfect,” she whispers. “I want you.”

That’s all it takes.

He places his hand on her head—lightly at first, then firmer.

“Open your mouth.”

She does.

He watches her tongue slip out slightly, lips parted in invitation, and his cock twitches against his thigh. He’s already hard, the nervousness giving way to something darker, hotter.

He pulls off his boxers in silence.

When he’s bare, he steps forward, his cock inches from her lips.

She looks up at him, and he sees the trust there. The willingness.

His voice drops. “You want to taste me, Elise?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He groans.

“Then go slow. Use your tongue. Show me how much you want it.”

She leans forward and licks him from base to tip, slow and deliberate. Her mouth is hot, wet, reverent. He shudders.

Her lips close around the head, and he gasps.

“Fuck…”

He threads his fingers through her hair and guides her—not roughly, just enough. She lets him. Follows his rhythm. Hollowing her cheeks, making small, desperate sounds that drive him crazy.

He’s shaking.

She’s too good.

Too perfect.

“Stop,” he says suddenly.

She pulls back instantly, lips slick, eyes wide.

“Did I do something wrong?”

“No,” he says, breathing hard. “You’re about to make me come, and I’m not ready to end this yet.”

He grabs her hand and pulls her up. “Get on the bed. Hands and knees.”

She moves without hesitation, climbing onto the mattress, arching her back, her ass in the air like an offering.

He stares.

Then groans.

“God help me.”

He climbs behind her, runs his hands over her ass, spreads her open. She’s so wet she’s almost dripping. He leans in and licks her slowly from behind. She cries out, the sound ragged and shocked.

“Roy—!”

“Not Roy,” he growls. “Not right now.”

She moans into the sheets. “Yes, Sir.”

He grips her hips and enters her in one smooth thrust.

She gasps—loud and wild—and pushes back against him.

Roy loses his rhythm at first. It’s too much. Too hot. Too deep. He fumbles, pulls out, nearly misses his mark—but Elise is patient. Encouraging. Guiding with her hips.

He finds it again.

The pace. The power.

And then he takes her.

Not brutally.

But completely.

The sound of skin against skin fills the room. Elise is moaning now, begging him for more, pushing back against every thrust.

“Harder—please—I can take it—”

And Roy gives it to her.

He grips her hair, pulls her head back gently, and fucks her like he’s been waiting his whole life for this moment.

He feels her tense around him—tight, perfect—and then she’s coming, her body shaking, her cries desperate and raw.

Roy lets go seconds later, buried deep, roaring her name into the crook of her neck.

~ ~ ~

Afterward, they collapse together.

He’s breathless. She’s trembling.

He kisses her shoulder.

“I’m sorry I fumbled.”

She turns, lips swollen, eyes still dazed.

“You didn’t fumble,” she whispers. “You learned. And I’ve never felt more owned in my life.”

She kisses him then—slow and soft again.

Back to where they started.

Only deeper.
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–––––––

They lie tangled in the wreckage of the bed. Sheets twisted. Pillows on the floor. The air still thick with sweat and the raw scent of sex. Roy’s heart is finally starting to slow, but his mind is racing.

He’s not panicking—surprisingly—but he is overwhelmed. Not by what happened, but by the fact that she let it happen. Asked for it. Gave herself to him, fully and without hesitation.

He brushes a hand along her spine, gentle now, tracing the ridge down to the curve of her waist. Elise lies on her stomach, head turned toward him, a faint smile tugging at her lips.

He searches her face.

“You okay?” he asks.

She nods. “More than okay.”

He exhales. “I was… clumsy.”

She smirks. “You were perfect.”

He looks away, embarrassed. “I didn’t want to hurt you.”

“You didn’t,” she says, softer now. “You held me and took me. That’s exactly what I needed.”

Roy hesitates. “I liked it,” he admits. “Being in control. Using my voice. Watching you obey.” She shivers slightly at the word obey and he files that reaction away, tucks it in the growing folder of Things That Drive Elise Wild. “I still don’t know what I’m doing,” he says. “But I want to keep learning. With you.”

She reaches for his hand, laces their fingers. “Then we’re already doing it right.”

He kisses her knuckles. They don’t need to say more just yet. What matters has already been spoken—through gasps, moans, and trust.

~ ~ ~

Monday comes. With it: Roy’s quiet morning routine and Elise’s new favorite thing—watching him make coffee shirtless while trying not to act like he knows she’s staring at his ass.

She sits at the kitchen island, legs crossed, his old hoodie hanging off one shoulder. Her coffee’s gone cold. She doesn’t care.

“I need to head in early,” he says, buttering toast like it’s a holy ritual. “New security protocols going live.”

“Sounds very serious.”

“Very,” he deadpans. “I’ll probably say the word ‘firewall’ more times than a human should.”

She laughs. Then, casually: “You want me to wear my plug today?”

The knife slips. Just slightly.

He looks up at her—stunned, blushing, aroused.

“Elise…”

“I’m serious,” she says, sipping her cold coffee. “I’ve got no meetings. Just errands. Thought you might like knowing I’m out there, walking around all obedient.”

His eyes darken.

“You’re messing with me.”

“Am I?”

She slips off the stool, walks over, and kisses his cheek.

“You tell me, Sir.”

She leaves him standing there, toast forgotten, jaw tight, eyes hungry.

Later that day, she texts him a single photo: a close-up of her lace panties pulled aside just enough to show the base of the plug and the words, Still your good girl.

The reply comes almost instantly:

When I get home, I’m going to bend you over the counter and remind you exactly who you belong to.

And Elise smiles.

Because this—the flirting, the power, the quiet devotion threaded into every filthy word—is what she’s always wanted.

Something real.

Something that doesn’t fade once the clothes come back on.

Something that shapes her without breaking her.
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–––––––

She pushes him on purpose.

She knows it.

She’s already dressed when he walks in—black dress, thigh-high boots, and no panties. The plug still snug inside her. She’s lounging on the couch like sin incarnate, legs crossed, a glass of red wine in hand, music playing just loud enough to suggest she’s in a mood.

Roy steps inside, shakes the snow from his coat, and stops dead when he sees her.

“Elise.”

She smiles, innocent. “Hi, Sir.”

“You’re supposed to wait for me dressed down,” he says, voice low but pointed. “You know that.”

“I wanted to surprise you.”

He hangs up his coat, slow and deliberate. Doesn’t answer. Just watches her.

So she rises and walks over, hips swaying, the wine still in her hand.

“I thought maybe I’d welcome you home. Maybe kneel. Maybe crawl. Maybe suck your cock without asking.”

Roy’s jaw tightens.

She takes another step. She’s close now. Too close.

“And maybe when you bend me over, I’ll say no—just to see what you do.”

Roy stares at her.

Not angry.

Something else.

Something unreadable.

“Elise,” he says. Calm. Measured. “Why are you testing me?”

She doesn’t answer right away.

She looks down at the wine. Swirls it. Takes a sip. Then says:

“Because part of me still needs to know you’ll hold the line.”

She says it quietly, honestly. There’s no defiance in her voice now—just fear. And need.

She lifts her eyes slowly, and adds, “Because the men before you didn’t.”

He doesn’t yell.

Doesn’t scold.

Instead, he walks past her, sets his keys on the counter, and breathes.

In.

Out.

He knows what this is.

She wants to be caught. Tethered. Claimed. Not because she wants to be punished—but because she needs to trust that he won’t let her spin out.

Roy turns back to her and finds her standing in the center of the living room, wine glass lowered, face guarded.

“Elise,” he says, steady now. “Go to the bedroom. Strip off all of your clothes. Kneel facing the wall with your hands behind your back.”

Her breath hitches, but she doesn’t hesitate.

She goes.

He gives her a minute—long enough for her heart to pound, long enough for her thoughts to catch up with her instinct—then follows.

When he steps inside, she’s exactly where he told her to be.

Naked.

Still.

Waiting.

Roy shuts the door softly and walks behind her.

“Elise,” he says. “I’m going to say this once. Listen carefully.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I don’t play games with safewords. You say ‘no,’ I stop. Every time. Without hesitation. That’s not up for negotiation.”

“I understand.”

“And if you need to test that… if some part of you needs to say no just to be sure I’ll listen… then we talk about that. Not during sex. Not with wine. With words. Clear, sober ones.”

She nods, eyes starting to shimmer.

“I’m not the men you knew,” he says, stepping closer. “But I am a man. And if you want this to work—if you want me to lead—then you have to trust me enough to follow, even when it’s uncomfortable.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispers.

“Do you still want to serve me?”

“Yes.”

“Then from this moment forward, there are rules.”

He walks slowly, circling her. His voice never rises, but it carries the quiet weight of authority she’s been craving.

“You’ll greet me when I come home. On your knees unless told otherwise. When we play, you’ll ask before touching me—or yourself. You’ll wear what I tell you to wear. And if you break protocol, there will be correction.”

Elise shivers.

“But none of this works,” he says, stepping directly behind her, “if you lie to me. Or test me without permission. If you need more structure, ask. If you’re scared, say it. Do you understand?”

She nods.

“Say it.”

“I understand, Sir.”

He leans down and whispers in her ear.

“Good girl.”

She whimpers.

And finally breaks.

She falls forward, shoulders shaking, silent tears running down her cheeks. Not from shame.

From relief.

He kneels behind her and wraps his arms around her bare body, kissing her neck, her shoulder, the crown of her head.

“You’re safe,” he murmurs. “I’ve got you. Always.”

~ ~ ~

They stay like that a long time—kneeling on the floor, heart to heart, body to body. It’s not erotic now. It’s holy.

Eventually, Elise turns to face him, wiping her eyes.

“I needed that,” she says.

“I know.”

“Will you keep doing it? Setting the rules?”

He cups her jaw, kisses her once.

“I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you.”

She presses her forehead to his.

And smiles.

This is the shape of trust. The shape of them.

Click here to pre-order

At His Mercy
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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.

Click here to leave a review of

Awakening Desire
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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


Coming Soon
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(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)

My Audiobooks
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My Titles on Audible


My Best Selling Series
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Slave of the New Confederacy
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My Penthouse Harem


Lena White and Badger Therese
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Cruise  1 ~ Cruise 2 ~ Gaia
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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