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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Prologue – The Night Before

The house was unusually quiet when they returned from the rope workshop. Emma dropped her keys into the bowl by the door, feeling the phantom pressure of the harness still ghosting her hips. The bag of ropes and handouts swung from her wrist as she kicked off her shoes, the weight of the evening settling into her bones.

Alex followed behind, subdued, his hair mussed from where she’d tested a tie on him at the end of class. He set their water bottles on the counter, pausing to glance at her—watchful, maybe a little uncertain, as if he too was struggling to find his footing after what they’d seen and learned.

Neither spoke for a long minute. It was a companionable silence, but underneath it ran a current of nerves and expectation. The rope kit sat on the table, coiled and innocent. The faint red mark on Emma’s forearm tingled, a souvenir from the last demonstration. She pressed a thumb to it and let the ache anchor her in the moment.

Finally, Alex broke the silence. “Did you… enjoy it?”

Emma nodded, slow, searching for the shape of her answer. “I think so. More than I expected. I liked how safe it felt, even when it looked scary.” She gave him a hesitant smile. “And I liked how you looked at me when I was tied up.”

He flushed, but didn’t look away. “You looked incredible. All that trust—you glowed.”

Emma blushed, heart fluttering. She set down the rope bag and crossed to him, touching his arm, drawing him close. For a moment, she let herself rest in his familiar warmth, breathing in the scent of his skin, the underlying edge of new possibility.

“Alex,” she began, voice barely above a whisper, “I’ve been thinking.” She hesitated, searching his eyes for any hint of doubt. “I want to try… being in charge. Just once. Not forever. But next Monday, I want you to let me lead. I want to know what it feels like.”

He was quiet, a thousand thoughts flickering through his eyes—fear, curiosity, excitement, something softer too. He swallowed, then managed a nervous, lopsided smile. “Yeah? You want to tie me up and tell me what to do?”

Emma bit her lip, but nodded. “Yes. But not just that. I want to use the harness. The new one. I want to see what it’s like to take you apart a little. Safely. With you trusting me.”

He shivered, arousal and apprehension tumbling together. “You’d have to promise to check in. Promise to go slow. I… I get in my head when I’m not sure.”

Emma brushed his cheek, thumb gentle. “We’ll set rules. Colour check every time I change things. Amber for pause, red for stop. If you need to, you can call the whole thing off.”

He nodded, relief and anticipation sparking in equal measure. “And you promise to debrief after? Even if it’s awkward?”

Emma smiled, genuine and wide. “Deal. You get to see all of me, and I want to see all of you. Even the scared bits.”

They stood in the quiet kitchen, the echo of the workshop still thick in the air, and found each other’s hands. The nerves were real, but beneath them ran something steadier—a trust built knot by knot, hour by hour, Monday by Monday.

In the hall, a courier envelope waited—a discreet brown package addressed to Emma. The harness she’d ordered last week. Tomorrow, it would be unwrapped, the ritual prepared, and for the first time, the balance of power would tip.

Emma squeezed Alex’s hand, feeling the leap of fear and hope in her chest. “Next Monday. Let me.”

Alex took a shaky breath. “Next Monday. I’m yours.”

Upstairs, as they undressed for bed, the energy shifted—not rushed, not reckless, but a patient, thrumming anticipation. The lines between them would blur and realign. Control would become a gift, offered and received. And as sleep stole over them, Emma rehearsed her first command in her mind, and Alex dreamed of surrender.

The new ritual was just beginning.


Monday #9 — Emma’s First Command

Emma stood at the foot of their bed, her hands trembling just enough to make the tiny buckle on the harness slip through her fingers twice before it finally caught. The harness looked clinical on the soft duvet—leather straps crisscrossing, a smooth silicone shaft set beside it like an exclamation point. Next to it, a pair of soft fabric cuffs and the glass bottle of lube she’d ordered two days ago, its label promising “maximum comfort, maximum control.”

She caught her reflection in the wardrobe mirror: cheeks flushed, hair tucked hastily behind her ears, wearing her favourite loose black tee and nothing underneath. Her heart was in her throat. This was real. No more talking, no more rehearsal, no more “What if I’m terrible at this?” to Alex over Saturday coffee. Tonight, she was the one taking charge.

The phone chimed. A single message from Alex: “Ready when you are.” It landed with the gravity of a stone tossed into a still pond, sending ripples of nerves and thrill through her. She quickly typed back:

“Come in. Kneel at the foot of the bed, hands behind your back.”

She heard him move in the hallway—bare feet on the floorboards, a quick exhale, the sound of fabric against skin as he adjusted his towel. She took a deep breath, picking up her mental checklist: towels laid out? Check. Water on the bedside table? Check. Lube and gloves, ready. Safe-words, memorised. And beneath all of it, a secret hope: Don’t let him see how nervous you are. Or maybe… let him see. Let him know this matters.

The door opened. Alex stepped in, clean from his shower, towel wrapped low on his hips, the blush on his chest giving away his own anticipation. He paused when he saw her—saw what she’d prepared. For a heartbeat, neither of them spoke.

“Hi,” she said, a little too softly.

He smiled, lowering his gaze, then knelt at the foot of the bed as instructed, folding his hands behind his back. Emma crossed the carpet, kneeling too, just in front of him. She reached up, letting her fingers brush his damp hair. He looked up at her—uncertain, but entirely present.

“Are you okay?” she whispered.

He nodded. “Are you?”

Emma gave a half-laugh. “Honestly? Terrified.” Then, steadier: “But I want this. I want you to let me.”

They both breathed, the silence filling with everything unspoken: the trust, the anticipation, the edge of fear that had always made Mondays their own.

Emma’s hand reached for his towel, her fingers careful, almost ceremonial. She undid the knot, sliding it free and folding it with deliberate calm before placing it on the chair. Alex shivered—whether from the draft or the moment, she couldn’t tell.

“Safe-words?” she prompted, meeting his eyes again.

He smiled, small but sure. “Amber, red. And… if I need to, I’ll squeeze your hand.”

Emma nodded, her hand lingering in his hair. “I’ll check in. Promise.”

A breath, a heartbeat, a pause. She let herself feel the gravity of it—how much she wanted to do this right, how much it mattered that Alex trusted her enough to kneel here, naked and waiting.

Her own heart pounded as she stroked his jaw, the weight of her authority settling over her shoulders. She could see the shimmer of anxiety in his eyes, the challenge in his breath, the quiet plea: Lead me.

Emma closed her eyes for a moment, grounding herself. His pleasure, my pace. He can stop this at any time. She repeated it, not as a shield, but as a spell—an invocation that made her fingers steadier when she opened them again.

She picked up the cuffs, soft and black, and held them between her hands for a moment, letting him see them, letting the next step hang in the air.

“Let’s start slow,” she said. Her voice sounded steadier now. “You tell me if anything feels off, okay?”

Alex nodded, gaze unwavering. Emma reached for his wrists—and the night, with all its risk and promise, finally began.

Emma turned the cuffs over in her hands, the plush lining soft against her palms, almost innocent in the way they contrasted with the heavy anticipation pressing at her chest. She sat on the edge of the bed and reached for Alex’s hands, cradling them in her own. His fingers twitched, his knuckles prominent, skin warm from his shower. She noticed the faint tan line from his watch, the slight tremble as he handed over control.

She wrapped the first cuff around his right wrist, smoothing the fabric so it lay flat. The sound of Velcro pulling free was satisfyingly loud in the quiet room—a sharp, decisive note that marked the shift from everyday life to ritual. She bound his left wrist just as carefully, taking her time to check the fit, letting her thumbs press gently into the sensitive flesh. She rotated his hands, checking for circulation, for comfort, then folded his hands together and kissed the tips of his knuckles.

“Too tight?” she murmured, her voice a warm hush.

Alex flexed his hands, wrists circled in black, and shook his head. “Perfect, ma’am.” There was a flicker of mischief in his eyes, but beneath it a real surrender, muscles in his forearms already relaxing into the restraint.

Emma took the massage oil and poured a slow, glistening line across her own palms, then began to work the oil into her hands, rubbing until they were slick and fragrant. She moved behind Alex, drawing her knees up on either side of his thighs so she bracketed him, skin against skin. She started with his shoulders, kneading the broad muscle where tension always collected. Her thumbs dug into the knots at the base of his neck, working them loose as she leaned in, letting her breasts brush his back.

“Breathe with me,” she whispered, voice right beside his ear.

She traced her hands down along his spine, the vertebrae pronounced under her fingertips, following the curve all the way to his lower back. She pressed her palms outward over his shoulder blades, then swept back up, letting her nails graze lightly on the return. Alex arched slightly under her hands, breath deepening, eyes closing as he let her take over.

Emma slid her hands down his arms, over triceps and biceps—marvelling at how strong he was, how the muscle moved beneath her touch. She cupped his elbows, then let her palms flatten over his ribs, feeling the rise and fall of his breath. Every inch of him seemed to pulse with anticipation.

She moved lower, trailing her fingers across his hips, then back up to his waist, her thumbs circling over the sharp points of bone. She squeezed gently, grounding him, reminding him that he was safe. As she leaned forward, her cheek brushed the back of his neck, her breath hot against his skin.

“Eyes on me,” she ordered, moving back around in front of him. She knelt so their faces were nearly level, so close she could feel his breath on her cheek. “Unless I say otherwise. That’s your first rule tonight.”

He looked up at her, lips parted, pupils wide with a hunger that was both nervous and thrilled. She held his gaze for a slow, silent count of three, feeling her own power anchor and settle.

Emma reached for the prostate toy on the nightstand, holding it up so Alex could see. She pressed more lube onto her fingers—cold, slick, almost startling as she worked it over the toy, coating every ridge and curve until it glistened in the low light.

“I’ll start with my finger first,” she said, her voice softer, threading a note of reassurance through the command. “Then the toy. You tell me if you need to pause.”

She pressed her slicked finger against his entrance, feeling the delicate resistance, the way his body tensed and then, with a gentle pressure, yielded. She kept her other hand on his thigh, fingers splayed, feeling the muscles jump and relax beneath her palm. She moved slowly, circling, coaxing him to open, reading every twitch and shift.

“Inhale,” she murmured. “And out… That’s it.”

She slid her finger in with a practiced, careful push, watching as Alex’s jaw tightened and his toes curled. She could see every response—the shiver of his thighs, the way his hips pressed back involuntarily. When he relaxed, she added a second finger, stretching him a little more, still keeping one hand on his thigh, thumb stroking lazy circles against his skin.

“Doing okay?” she asked, voice low and close.

He nodded, biting his lip. “Yeah, it’s… intense, but good.”

She removed her fingers and replaced them with the toy, pressing slowly but firmly, never losing contact with his skin. She watched as his body tensed again, breath stuttering, then eased as the toy slid into place. She rotated it gently, watching for any sign of discomfort. Alex’s breath came ragged, hips pressing back against her hand.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to his shoulder. She gave the toy a final careful push, then ran her hands up his sides, feeling the slickness of the oil, the heat of his skin.

“Thank you for trusting me,” she said, lips brushing his ear. “We’re just getting started.”

Alex managed a breathless laugh, head tipped back. “You have no idea.”

Emma let herself smile, confidence growing with each heartbeat. She stroked his hip, feeling the flex of muscle, the sheer physical reality of him—strong, willing, utterly hers for tonight.

She kissed his shoulder again, then slid her hands down his back, pausing to squeeze the muscle at the tops of his thighs, grounding him with touch and presence. Her body was already humming, the intimacy of every movement winding her tighter and tighter.

She leaned in, pressing her lips to the soft spot where neck met shoulder. “Let me know if you need anything,” she whispered again, and as she pulled back, she saw the promise in his eyes: he would follow her anywhere she wanted to go.

Emma wiped her hands with a soft towel, nerves slowly giving way to a rising sense of authority. She turned to the harness—a coil of leather and buckles, heavier than it looked, strangely intimate. She felt Alex’s gaze on her, open and trusting as he knelt at the foot of the bed, wrists cuffed together in front, hands resting against his thighs.

She stepped into the harness, drawing the straps up over her hips and thighs. She fumbled with the buckles at first, hands shaky, but the act of fastening them grounded her—each snap and slide of leather a signal to her own body: you’re allowed to lead him. She glanced over and caught Alex’s eye; he was watching her with pure awe, lips parted, shoulders loose, his hands obediently bound.

“Not as easy as it looks, is it?” she teased, voice finally steady.

He grinned, flushed and eager. “Looks even better on you,” he replied.

That helped. Emma cinched the last strap, checked the harness for fit, then reached for the shaft, coating it with a fresh slick of lube. She made sure Alex could see every movement—her hands slow and deliberate, her breath steady now. The moment felt ceremonial, like they were crossing some new threshold together.

She knelt beside him, letting the harness brush his thigh. “Ready for me?” she asked, voice quiet but full of intent.

“Yes, ma’am.” Alex’s voice was tight but certain, and his eyes never left hers.

“Good. On all fours. Keep your wrists in front—palms on the sheets.” Her words came out as a gentle command. She watched as he shifted forward, a little awkwardly, his movements hampered by the cuffs. He placed his bound hands on the mattress just under his chest, elbows bent so he could rest some of his weight, face turned to the side. His knees spread, pillow under his hips, back arched for her.

Emma helped arrange him—fingers tracing down his spine, guiding his hips higher, smoothing his hair off his brow. She pressed a kiss to his shoulder, then squeezed more lube onto her palm, working it into the silicone dildo, feeling her own anticipation coil tighter.

She positioned herself behind him, knees bracketing his, the tip of the harness nudging at his entrance, right beside the toy she’d already placed within him. She steadied one hand on his hip and the other on his lower back, thumb drawing lazy circles over his skin.

“Colour check?” she asked softly, leaning close so he could feel her breath.

“Green,” he murmured, voice muffled by the sheets, cuffed hands flexing against the bedspread.

Emma pressed forward, slow and attentive. She felt the resistance, then the yielding heat of his body. The harness slid in, an inch at a time, guided by her hands, her hips, her breath. Alex shuddered, his shoulders tensing, his fingers curling in the sheets as he tried to absorb every new sensation.

She paused, rubbing his lower back, giving him space to adjust. “That’s it. Breathe. You’re doing so well.” Her voice was softer now, the praise instinctive, meant to ground him.

As his muscles relaxed, Emma began to move—gentle, shallow thrusts, her pelvis tight against the harness, feeling the feedback of every motion. The sensation was strange and powerful—she was connected to Alex in a way she’d never been before, both of them fully exposed.

Her hands gripped his hips, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above his thighs. She watched his body respond, the way he braced with his bound hands, how he moaned low and deep as she found her rhythm.

The restraints made his posture vulnerable—shoulders lowered, unable to push back or steady himself fully, dependent on Emma’s care and pace. Every movement was a show of trust, every gasp a gift.

“Let me know if you need me to stop, or go slower,” she reminded him. “You can say amber at any time.”

Alex nodded, breath coming fast. “You’re perfect. Just—keep going.”

Emboldened, Emma picked up the pace, hips rolling in a careful rhythm. The harness pressed firmly to her core, the motion feeding her own arousal. She bent over him, chest against his back, letting her hands slide around his waist to brush his stomach, feeling the heat and the flutter of nerves.

She could feel him surrendering, every muscle in his body tuned to her, the cuffs keeping his hands close and helpless. His surrender wasn’t just physical—it was in the way he offered himself, his body shaped by the bonds and by her will.

“You’re mine tonight,” she whispered, kissing the nape of his neck. Alex trembled, a strangled sound caught in his throat, cuffed hands clutching the sheets. Emma smiled, certain now, and let herself move with purpose, owning every inch between them.

Emma’s hips found a careful, deep rhythm. Each stroke drew a tremor through Alex’s body, his cuffed hands still twisted in the sheets, forehead pressed to his arm, back rising to meet her. The room was thick with the scent of lube and sex and trust. Emma watched the lines of Alex’s body—how the muscles in his shoulders knotted, how the sound of his breath changed from moans to quickened pants.

She pressed closer, hands gripping his hips, the harness tight against her own heat. “You’re perfect,” she murmured. “Just let go for me—”

Suddenly, Alex’s whole body tensed—more than before. His wrists jerked against the cuffs, breath catching, a tremor running through his thighs. She heard the word, sharp but controlled:

“Amber!”

Emma froze, every instinct flaring to the surface. She withdrew instantly, steadying him with one hand on his lower back. The abrupt stillness felt like someone had rung a bell in the center of the bed.

“Okay, okay.” Her voice was soft, but decisive, every bit of bravado swapped for concern. She stroked his back in long, slow lines, her palm warm and steady. “Talk to me. What do you need?”

Alex stayed where he was, face turned to the sheets, chest heaving. He tried to speak, voice hoarse. “It was just—too much, too fast. I need… a second. And more lube. Sorry—”

“Don’t apologise.” Emma pressed her body against his side, cupping his cheek with one hand, thumb tracing the edge of his jaw. “You did perfectly. I should have gone slower. You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

She slid her hands down his body, checking for any tension, then reached for the lube. With gentle care, she coated her gloved fingers and the harness again, working more slickness into his entrance, soothing rather than stimulating. Her other hand cradled his hip, holding him steady and close.

“Colour now?” she asked, brushing the hair from his damp forehead.

Alex nodded, the tension easing from his jaw, and whispered, “Green. Just—please, slower.”

Emma kissed his shoulder, relief flooding her chest. “Absolutely. Slower, and you tell me if anything feels off.”

She pressed against him again, this time guiding the harness in with deliberate, patient movements. Every inch was a negotiation, her eyes flicking between his body and his hands—still cuffed together, gripping the sheets, knuckles white but slowly unclenching.

As she resumed, Emma narrated each motion, her voice low and constant: “Just a little deeper… tell me if I need to stop… I’m right here with you.”

Alex’s body softened gradually under her hands, each exhale a letting-go of fear. She watched the arch of his back settle, the grip of his fingers loosen, his legs part again in invitation.

Emma was keenly aware of the power she held—and the responsibility. She slowed her rhythm, listening for every gasp, every shift. The restraint of the cuffs, the pace of her body, the open channel of words between them—all became part of the ritual.

At one point, Alex’s hand fumbled for hers—she took his cuffed wrists in her palm, squeezing gently, grounding him.

“You’re safe,” she whispered. “And you’re mine. I love seeing you let go for me.”

He shuddered, breath breaking, surrender flowing back into every muscle.

Emma felt pride and humility twine together. She had pushed, he had asked her to pause, and now they were remaking trust in real time—safety not as a limit, but as a gift.

When she finally resumed the rhythm, it was slower, more deliberate, every thrust a careful question, every answer spoken in Alex’s body. The harness, the lube, the cuffs, the air between them: all evidence that surrender—real surrender—was built on listening and return.

Emma fell into a slow, attentive rhythm, her hips rocking forward and back, each motion perfectly measured. The room seemed to contract around the bed—just the warmth of skin, the damp tang of lube and sweat, the rustle of sheets beneath Alex’s body. Her hands claimed his hips, her thumbs brushing the hollows just above the curve of his arse. The harness pressed hard to her mound with every stroke, a grounding point for her own rising arousal.

She was hyper-aware of Alex’s every response: the way his bound wrists flexed and relaxed, his knuckles white as he clutched the sheets, his breath hitching in sharp, ragged bursts. Each time she paused, she would let her palm roam his back, drawing idle patterns between his shoulder blades, reminding him of her care. She pressed a gentle kiss to the base of his neck, letting her lips linger, feeling the shiver run all the way down his spine.

She bent low over him, her breasts grazing his back, letting her voice pour into his ear—a steady, soothing current. “Just let go for me. You’re doing so well. I love seeing you open like this, love feeling you give yourself over…”

Alex’s response was a low moan, half-pant, half-sob. He arched back into her touch, presenting himself fully. The restraints meant he couldn’t push up or away; he was pinned in this moment, held between the demand of her body and the mercy of her patience. His face pressed into the pillow, muffling another gasp as she deepened her thrust, then slowed, reading his cues.

Emma reached between his legs, her hand slick with lube, and found the base of the toy still seated inside him. She adjusted the angle of the harness, then let her thumb brush over the sensitive perineum, teasing him closer, careful never to rush. She could feel his thighs trembling, the effort of holding position, the tension of wanting and fearing to let go.

“Do you want to come for me?” she whispered, her tone gentle but commanding.

“Yes, please, Emma. Please, I—” His voice broke on the word, a shiver wracking his whole body.

Emma rewarded his surrender with slow, precise strokes, her hips moving in a deep, grinding circle that rocked the entire bed. She matched her movements to his breathing—faster when he begged for more, slowing when she felt him getting too close, drawing out his pleasure and his need until he was almost crying with it.

His orgasm didn’t arrive all at once; it built, a trembling in his core, his breath catching, his whole body curling around the sensation. Emma could feel it in the way his hips started to buck, in the wild flex of his wrists within the cuffs, in the helpless sounds escaping him.

She pressed closer, chest to his back, mouth at his ear. “Come for me. Right now. Give it all to me.”

That command—soft, absolute—broke whatever was left of Alex’s control. He came, hands-free, shuddering so hard his whole body seemed to convulse. A cry tore from him, muffled by the pillow, legs twitching as wave after wave ripped through him. Emma held him through it, never stopping, her arm banded tight around his waist, anchoring him in the storm.

She kept whispering: “That’s it, that’s it… let go. I’ve got you. You’re safe. You’re so good for me.”

His body finally sagged into the mattress, arms slack, wrists still bound but fingers unclenched. Emma gently eased out of him, unbuckled the harness with trembling fingers, and let it fall beside them on the bed. For a moment, she just watched him: the flush across his back, the sheen of sweat, the boneless sprawl of a man utterly spent and at peace.

The sight of him undone—so vulnerable, so open—set her own desire burning brighter than ever. She straddled his hips, her slickness pressing to the small of his back, her hands braced on his shoulders. She began to grind, slow and greedy, using the friction against his skin and the echo of what she’d just done to him.

Her orgasm built quickly, a hot, desperate wave. She rode it, letting the memory of control, of the power and trust between them, crash over her. She buried her face in his shoulder, muffling her own moan as she came, the release fierce and private and utterly hers.

When her climax faded, Emma collapsed against Alex’s back, her heart pounding, sweat cooling where their bodies met. She pressed soft kisses along his spine, feeling tears sting her eyes—not of sadness, but of awe at the enormity of what they’d just shared.

For a long, breathless moment, they just lay there—Emma curled over Alex, her arms wrapped around his torso, the cuffs still encircling his wrists, a silent emblem of surrender and devotion. She stroked his hair, whispered nonsense, let her fingers map his skin.

Finally, Emma shifted to his side, carefully reaching for his wrists to check the cuffs. She found the tiny buckle, loosened it just a touch, kissed his knuckles as they came free. She tucked herself beside him, body curled to his, her leg thrown over his thigh.

“Thank you,” she breathed, voice thick with emotion. “For trusting me. For letting me have you like this.”

Alex turned his head, his eyes shining. “There’s no one else I ever would.”

Emma’s smile was shaky but real, and she brushed the damp hair from his brow, letting herself be held and seen in the afterglow—two bodies, two hearts, a new kind of bond sealed in sweat, risk, and reverence.

The world felt muted in the aftermath—a hush settling over the room, broken only by the slow, uneven rhythm of their breathing. Emma lay on her side, one arm draped across Alex’s chest, fingers tracing lazy patterns through the sheen of sweat. His eyes fluttered closed, lashes damp, mouth parted in a dazed, sated smile. She pressed a kiss to his temple, breathing him in, letting her own pulse slow.

She reached for his wrists, still circled by the soft black cuffs, and undid the closures with careful, practiced motions. The cuffs came away with a gentle sound, and Emma massaged his wrists, thumb smoothing the faint red marks left behind. She pressed another kiss to the inside of his forearm—silent gratitude for the trust he’d shown her.

“Colour?” she whispered.

Alex cracked a smile, turning his head to nuzzle her cheek. “Green. Greener than I’ve ever been.”

Emma laughed softly, the tension in her chest dissolving a little. She rolled off the bed, padding across the room to fetch the throw blanket from the chair and the bottle of water from the nightstand. She tucked the blanket around Alex’s body, then handed him the water, watching as he drank, throat working, hair mussed and wild.

“You okay?” she asked quietly, settling beside him once more.

He nodded, then paused, searching her face. “Are you?”

The question caught Emma off-guard. For a moment she felt suddenly fragile, as if the power that had flowed through her minutes earlier had drained away, leaving her nerves jangling and her heart too exposed. She felt a tremor in her hands—a subtle, involuntary aftershock—and realised she was blinking back tears.

“I’m… I think I’m coming down,” she admitted, voice thin but honest. “I wanted it to be perfect. I was so afraid I’d do something wrong, or hurt you, or not… live up to what you wanted.” She looked away, cheeks hot. “And then it was amazing, and now I just feel—” She struggled for the word, but it wasn’t just guilt or fear, it was the raw ache of having been trusted and having held that trust in trembling hands.

Alex pulled her close, his arms now free and strong around her shoulders. He stroked her back, soothing, grounding, until her shivering faded. “Emma, you didn’t just do well—you were incredible. I’ve never felt so safe, so wanted, so out of control and cared for at the same time. That’s what I wanted. You gave it to me.”

She closed her eyes, letting his words settle. The knot in her stomach loosened, the shame replaced by a cautious, swelling pride. “Thank you. For letting me. For not… holding back, or pretending. For saying amber, too. That helped me be better for you.”

He smiled, thumbing a tear from her cheek. “It’s not about getting it all right the first time. It’s about listening, and trusting each other to stop, to change, to keep going. That’s what tonight was. That’s what all this is.”

Emma nodded, swallowing the last of her tears. She lay against his chest, breathing in his warmth, letting herself come down in the safety she had just created for him. For the first time she understood, viscerally, what it meant to be the one holding the reins and then to hand them back.

When her hands finally steadied, she kissed him—gentle, grateful. She whispered, “Thank you for letting me lead.” Then, on impulse, she reached for a notecard and a pen from her nightstand, scrawling the words in her best handwriting: Thank you for trusting me to take control. I loved every second. — E.

She tucked the note under his pillow, a secret for the morning, a promise for the next time.

The lights stayed low. They curled together under the blanket, limbs entwined, sharing the small, wordless smiles that only come after surrender and return. Emma let herself drift, the last threads of anxiety dissolving into contentment, held and holding in equal measure.


Interlude A — Alex’s Journal: “Giving Up Reins”

Monday, 11:48 p.m.

Still awake. My body’s loose in ways I don’t have words for—like every muscle learned something new. Emma’s breathing is slow beside me, her hand curled into the blanket, that little crease between her brows finally gone. She looks so soft after she doms—like something in her has finally rested.

I promised I’d write this while it’s fresh, even if I feel ridiculous. I always do, after a scene, like I’m trying to catch something with my fingers that only exists in the dark.

Tonight was… more intense than I could have imagined. I didn’t think I could give up control like that, not really. Not let myself be tied up, penetrated, handled. I thought I’d panic, or freeze, or mess it up for both of us. There’s always that edge: will I be enough? Will she see me differently? Will she want this again?

But the strangest thing is, when Emma put the harness on, I felt safer than I ever have. I could let go. I wanted to let go, even when it felt overwhelming. Especially then. Her hands were shaking at first, but she kept checking on me, every step—are you okay, what do you need, am I hurting you? The moment I said amber and she stopped, I knew—this is real. She’ll listen. I’m safe.

I don’t think I’ve ever come like that before. Hands free, from inside. The moment I surrendered, I wasn’t embarrassed—I was proud. She wanted that power over me, and I wanted her to have it. There was something sacred about it, like we were building a new part of our trust, brick by sweaty brick.

There’s shame, of course. The weird aftertaste. I still hear old echoes—boys don’t get fucked, you’re meant to be in charge, what if you’re too much, or not enough. But all of that was quieter tonight. I wanted her to see everything—the nerves, the need, the softness and the mess.

Afterwards, I saw her shake. She tried to hide it, but I could tell. I wanted to wrap her up and tell her she’d been perfect, that I’d never felt more loved. Maybe next time I’ll say it right away, not wait for the right words. There’s this sense that she was letting go, too—just in a different direction. Maybe that’s what switching is. Two people jumping off together, but in opposite directions, still holding hands.

I want more of this. Not just pegging (though—holy shit, yes), but the part where I don’t have to steer every time. I want to know what else Emma wants to do, where she wants to take us. I want to be honest about what scares me, so we can find the edge together and not fall off. Or if we do, at least fall somewhere soft.

So: I vow to say what I feel, not just what I think I’m supposed to say. I vow to let Emma lead, even if it’s messy or awkward or hard. And I vow to keep telling her when I need to slow down, because that’s the only way this works.

My body aches in the best way. My brain is tired, but my heart’s wide awake.

More of this, please. More of her. More Mondays where we both jump and land together, still holding on.

—A


Monday #10 – Sensory Silence

Emma double-checked the checklist on her phone—hood, earplugs, paddle, cuffs, aftercare blanket, water, lube, tissues—then laid each item in a neat row along the bed. The blackout hood looked almost innocent in the soft light: a velvet-smooth, close-fitting thing with only the faintest hint of threat. The leather paddle lay beside it, its polished surface catching the amber from the bedside lamp. She lined up the earplugs, their neon orange a jarring pop of colour in a world about to go dark.

Alex appeared in the doorway, wearing nothing but a pair of soft jersey shorts, his hair still damp from the shower. His expression was open, but she caught a flicker of nerves in the set of his jaw. They had talked about this all weekend—her leading him through a scene where he’d give up almost every sense, forced to trust her touch, her words, the rhythm of her strikes and the pauses in between.

She patted the bed beside her. “Come here, love. Let’s talk it through one more time.”

He sat, legs brushing hers, hands folded in his lap. Emma reached for his hand, squeezing his fingers between hers, grounding them both.

“So—tonight,” she began, keeping her voice even and gentle. “I want to take you all the way out of yourself. Blackout hood, earplugs, impact play, lots of touch. It’ll be just you and your body. No seeing, no hearing, no guessing what’s next.” She watched his face, looking for any tension, any micro-flinch.

Alex let out a long breath. “I trust you. But I’ll admit—I’m scared of… getting lost in there, I guess. Of not being able to come back.”

Emma nodded, thumb stroking the back of his hand. “That’s why we have rules. Hood stays on a maximum of ten minutes—then check-in. Earplugs out after each cycle. And you keep the hand-squeeze safe-word protocol. Any squeeze, I stop immediately and bring you back. Verbal check-ins every time I change sensation, every time we go up the intensity scale. If you need to call amber or red, you do, no questions.”

He nodded. “Deal.” His voice was rough but earnest. “What if I lose track of time?”

“I’ll keep time for both of us. That’s my job tonight—your mind is mine, your body is yours. And I’m not letting you drift too far.”

She lifted the hood, letting him run his hands over it. “It’s soft inside, adjustable. If it’s ever too tight or hot, or you feel closed in, we stop. Promise.”

She showed him the paddle, letting him feel its weight, then tapped his palm lightly with it—testing, teasing, breaking the tension. “I’ll use my hand first, then the paddle. Every set, I’ll announce the intensity: one through ten. We never go above an eight, and you tell me if anything doesn’t feel right. Agreed?”

Alex grinned, some of the anxiety easing from his eyes. “Agreed. What do you want me to do?”

Emma cupped his cheek. “Give me your trust. And after, tell me everything you felt—good and bad.”

He laughed, looking down. “I’m always honest with you. Even when I’m a little scared.”

She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “That’s what makes this work.”

Emma took a breath, feeling her own nerves simmer just below the surface—excitement, responsibility, the thrill of being seen as someone worthy of leading. She looked down at the row of props, then back at Alex, her resolve settling.

“Let’s do a last check—safewords?”

Alex smiled. “Amber to pause, red to stop. Hand squeeze if I can’t talk.”

Emma grinned back, nerves and desire mingling in her chest. “Perfect. Take off your shorts, stand at the foot of the bed, hands in front.”

He obeyed, slow and deliberate, anticipation in every movement. Emma reached for the cuffs, the hood, and the paddle, her voice lowering into the tone she’d practiced in her head all day—the voice that meant surrender was safe, and silence could be bliss.

Alex stood at the foot of the bed, skin alive with goosebumps, hands resting loosely in front as Emma approached with the cuffs. Her movements were slow and deliberate—a kind of ritual in itself. She took his wrists, feeling the underlying tension, the trust and anticipation vibrating beneath the surface.

She wrapped the soft cuffs around his wrists, fastened them snug but not tight, and checked each one with a careful press of her thumb, ensuring comfort, ensuring security. He flexed his hands once, testing, and she caught the flicker of a smile at the edge of his mouth.

Emma guided him to stand with his feet shoulder-width apart, the faintest press of her palm against the small of his back. “Breathe in,” she whispered, watching the rise of his chest, the tremor that ran through him. She wanted him to feel everything: the velvet hush in the room, the scent of sandalwood oil she’d massaged into her hands, the anticipation before the plunge.

She picked up the blackout hood, holding it so he could touch the inside—a plush, velvety lining that promised darkness without fear. “Ready?” she murmured.

Alex nodded, surrendering his sight. She drew the hood down over his head, gently settling it over his hair and ears, then tightening it just enough that it fit snug against his face, blocking out all light. He inhaled sharply, a soft sound escaping him as the world went black. She watched for any flinch, any shake—none came.

Next, Emma knelt and pressed the foam earplugs gently into his ears. “You’ll hear my voice, but just as a rumble,” she told him, lips close to his skin. “If you need out, just squeeze my hand. I’ll always be touching you.”

With Alex deprived of sight and most of his hearing, Emma became his whole world. She stepped around him, trailing her fingers lightly along his arms, shoulders, chest—claiming him, reminding him that he was not alone in the dark. She pressed her body against his back, breasts flush to his shoulder blades, letting her warmth seep through the barrier of the hood. The only sounds were their breathing, the soft rasp of skin on cotton sheets.

She led him, hands on his hips, easing him forward so his knees pressed against the edge of the mattress. “Sit for me.” He obeyed, lowering himself onto the bed, moving with careful, hesitant motions, guided entirely by her hands.

“Lie back.” She coaxed him down, arranging his cuffed wrists across his stomach. She smoothed his hair back from his face, pressing a kiss to the top of the hood. Even blind and deaf, he shivered at the contact.

Emma spent a long minute just touching him, running her palms over his arms, his chest, down his thighs and calves. She squeezed his shoulder, then his hand, grounding him in the present, making herself the anchor in his drifting world.

“Good boy,” she whispered—soft, but he seemed to feel it, a hitch in his breath, his fingers twitching in the cuffs.

She slid her hands down, massaging the tense lines of his body, trailing her nails over his ribs, kneading the flesh of his thighs. She let her breath fan across his skin, mouth close to his ear, the only sensation in the encroaching silence. He was utterly vulnerable now—blind, deaf, bound, and totally hers.

She checked the timer on her phone—ten minutes for the hood, no more before a check-in. She could feel her own heart pounding, the rush of power and tenderness mingling, as she prepared to lead him into the unknown.

“Breathe,” she told him again, voice low and steady. She could feel his chest rise and fall, the surrender of muscles as he gave himself up to her will.

The world shrank to touch, breath, and pulse. For the next while, Emma would be all he knew.

Emma let her palms linger over Alex’s hips and buttocks, feeling the heat and tension wound tight beneath his skin. With the blackout hood in place and the earplugs muffling the world, his breathing was her only guide—a subtle rise and fall beneath her fingers. His cuffed hands, resting across his belly, flexed unconsciously each time she traced the line from his lower back down over the curves of his arse.

She cupped his left buttock, testing its give, finding the spot where the muscle was thickest and most forgiving. Her thumb pressed into the base, then slid along the outer curve, marking out her “safe zone.” She took a slow breath, then let her palm fall in the first gentle spank, squarely across the centre of his left cheek—the sound muted, the effect immediate. Alex’s body jerked, a reflex more of surprise than pain.

Emma soothed the spot, her hand moving in slow circles over the newly-warmed flesh. She shifted, bracing herself so she could control every angle, and landed the next strike across both buttocks, right where the flesh curved outwards—the “sit spots.” It was a firmer impact, designed for sensation, not harm. She watched for his reaction: a tense clench, a soft, unguarded sigh.

She alternated the rhythm—first one cheek, then the other, then low across both. Occasionally, she let her palm drift down to the very tops of his thighs, brushing the line just below the crease, where nerves would be alight but the risk was minimal. Her other hand was always nearby, steadying his lower back, tracing calming patterns, a promise that he was safe.

“This is a two,” she murmured, pressing her fingers into the glowing spot she’d just struck, feeling the blood rising beneath his skin. “Only on your cheeks. Let me know if you need me to move, or stop.”

As she raised the intensity, each impact was precisely placed—never straying to the lower back, never catching bone, always focused on the dense muscle of his buttocks and the plump, safe flesh of his upper thighs. The strikes echoed as gentle slaps, each one followed by a lingering, grounding caress.

Alex’s hips responded, rocking into each touch, his arse offered up for her attention. The skin grew rosy, mottled with the evidence of her care and control. She let her nails trail lightly over the spanked areas, then soothed again with open-palmed pressure, ensuring the warmth spread rather than stung.

Occasionally, she’d rest her hand right at the “sit spot”—the crease where buttock met thigh—and give a sharper, playful slap, knowing this was the borderland of sensitivity, a perfect place to test his endurance and pleasure. Each time, she circled back with a caress, never letting pain outpace reassurance.

She checked in constantly, both with her words and by squeezing his hand. “Still with me?” she asked softly, pressing a kiss to his shoulder, letting her body hover protectively over his. He nodded, breath hitching, hips rising for more.

Her confidence grew with every reaction, every careful, expertly-placed strike. The physical map of his body—safe zones, limits, invitations—became a territory she learned and honoured. She balanced sensation and care, building him up without risking harm.

The warmth beneath her palm was matched by the warmth rising in her chest. She was not just in charge; she was present, attentive, trusted.

She took her time, alternating spanks and soothing, always staying within those fleshy, forgiving regions. The sound of skin on skin was soft and deliberate—a private, ritual music, heard only by her. Alex, in his darkness and silence, was adrift in sensation—every touch, every strike, a message written on his skin.

Emma let her palm rest one final time across Alex’s warmed, gently blushing arse, feeling the heat radiate into her skin. He was pliant now, almost floating—his body open, breath deep, legs parted just enough. She paused, letting her touch become a silent reassurance: I see you. You’re safe.

She leaned in close, mouth at his ear, knowing her voice would be only a muffled rumble through the hood and earplugs. “I’m switching now—my hand to the leather paddle. You’ll feel it on your skin before I begin. If anything’s too much, squeeze my hand, amber, anything. I’m watching everything.”

She took the paddle in hand—a supple, flexible leather with just enough weight. She pressed it flat against his left cheek, then right, letting him get used to the coolness, the difference in texture. He flinched at the contact, hips shifting, and she steadied him with her free hand, tracing slow circles over the “sit spot.”

Emma drew the paddle back and landed the first strike, moderate and perfectly placed across both buttocks. The impact was sharper than her hand but still far from her full strength—a crisp sound, a rush of new sensation. She watched the skin bloom deeper pink beneath the leather, careful never to drift near the tailbone or hip.

She set a rhythm: one firm, broad swat, then a pause. “This is a four,” she announced, though she knew he could only feel, not hear. She watched his hands, still cuffed across his belly, for any sudden tension. Each strike was followed by her palm smoothing over the impact site, grounding him, telling his body that every sharp note would be met with care.

She increased the intensity in gentle increments, never more than one step at a time. At “six,” the paddle left a hot, spreading ache, and she could see the muscles in his thighs flutter. She slid her hand to the crease just below his cheeks, offering a lighter stroke to the upper thighs, then returned to the fullness of his arse, alternating placement to avoid any single spot bearing too much.

Emma checked in by squeezing his hand, feeling the faint, deliberate squeeze in return—a signal of trust, of “yes, keep going.” Her chest swelled with pride and caution. She kept her strikes measured, spacing them so that sensation lingered, never overwhelming him all at once.

She paused often, laying the paddle aside to stroke his back, knead his buttocks, kiss his shoulder through the hood. The contrast—sting and then soothing, pressure and then softness—sent Alex deeper, his hips arching up for her, his body wordlessly begging for more.

As she reached the “seven” mark, Emma noticed his breath quicken, his cuffed hands clenching the sheets. She lightened her strikes, letting the paddle kiss only the safest, most forgiving flesh, drawing out the anticipation with slow, teasing pauses.

Occasionally, she leaned in and whispered encouragement, letting the heat of her breath add a layer of intimacy to the escalating pain. She caressed the side of his thigh, always monitoring for any edge of distress. Her own body hummed with arousal and responsibility—the delicious tension of knowing she could take him to the brink and bring him back safely.

The final set of paddle strokes was a deliberate, careful crescendo: two solid, thuddy swats to the centre of his arse, perfectly balanced, then three quick, stinging taps to the upper thigh. Alex shuddered, a low, muffled moan rising from deep within him, every muscle taut and yielding all at once.

Emma dropped the paddle to the bed, hands instantly replacing it, massaging the warmth into his skin, letting her touch linger long after the last echo faded. She bent low, pressing her lips to his shoulder, whispering, “Still with me?”—even if he could only feel the question, not hear it.

His answer came in the form of a soft, eager grind of his hips, a hand squeezing hers. Emma smiled, confidence blooming inside her. She had brought him safely through the first storm of sensation—her skill, his trust, their shared surrender forging the way.

She pressed her cheek to his back, letting the closeness ground them both, ready for the next stage: the slow, torturous dance of edging and denial.

Emma took her time, hands slick with lube, letting the moment swell and sharpen. Alex’s body was a study in anticipation: legs parted, hips slightly arched, chest heaving with shallow, expectant breaths. Every muscle seemed tuned to her, straining for what was next, blind and voiceless but desperate to feel.

She began with a featherlight grip, just her fingertips tracing the length of his shaft, drawing a shiver that ran all the way from his groin to his shoulders. The skin was silky, flushed, hypersensitive after the impact, and she teased the very tip, running a slow, deliberate circle with her thumb, collecting the slickness already pooling there.

With the first stroke, she set a maddeningly slow pace, her palm gliding up, then down, letting the lube and the heat of his body melt together. Alex’s hips twitched involuntarily, his cuffed hands tightening across his belly. He groaned—a low, guttural sound barely escaping the hood, but his entire body spoke for him.

She squeezed just a little harder, increasing the friction as she picked up the rhythm. Her hand pumped from root to tip, twisting at the end, letting her knuckles brush the sensitive ridge just beneath the glans. She used her other hand to cup his balls, rolling them gently, her touch a counterpoint to the increasing urgency of her stroking.

Alex’s body tensed. His breath became rapid, ragged, as if each inhalation might bring release. His thighs began to quiver, his knees drawing up, heels digging into the bed for leverage he couldn’t quite use. Emma felt the tremor running through him, a physical broadcast of how close he was. She kept going, relentless, until she felt that telltale swell, the stutter in his hips, the almost-panic in his struggle to hold on.

Then, just as he hit the precipice—she stopped. She let go completely, pulling both hands away. The absence was total. His whole body jerked, a raw, wounded gasp tearing out of him as he bucked the empty air.

Emma watched him fall back, his chest heaving, every muscle slack with shock. She let him linger there, floating in the aftermath of almost-release, her hands returning only to stroke soothing circles on his thighs, tracing the stripes where the paddle had kissed him. “Good,” she murmured, her lips close enough that he could feel the warmth, even if he couldn’t hear the word. “That’s one.”

She gave him a minute—long enough for the ache to build into need, for the edge to recede just enough to make him crave it again. Then she started anew.

The second cycle was more intense. This time, she gripped him firmer, her strokes longer, more insistent, her palm cupping the head with each upward glide. She adjusted her angle, letting her wrist brush the underside, where she knew he was most sensitive. She stroked slow at first, then faster, tightening the rhythm so that he had no sense of how close he was, or how long she’d keep him there.

She watched his reaction—the rise of his hips, the push-pull as his body tried to chase her hand, the helpless little noises leaking from beneath the hood. She increased her speed, her grip sure and unforgiving, then, just as he arched for release, she stopped again. Her hand stilled, then slipped away, leaving him on the brink, moaning, thighs quivering with the effort of holding tension that had nowhere to go.

Alex writhed, twisting under her, cuffed hands straining at the restraints, toes curling, his entire being reduced to this single, unfulfilled need. Emma laid a hand on his chest, pressing him down, feeling the frantic beating of his heart. She let the moment stretch, his body caught in that space between surrender and madness.

On the third round, she changed tactics. This time, she alternated her strokes with featherlight touches, teasing along the vein that ran up the underside of his cock, her fingernails dragging oh-so-gently, raising goosebumps in their wake. She would grip, squeeze, stroke him almost to the edge, then switch to a maddening tease—just fingertips, or the back of her hand, brushing along his length, denying him the friction he craved.

She leaned close, letting her breath wash over the tip, barely touching him, then sliding her tongue out for a single, wet lick. He sobbed, hips bucking, the hood silencing everything but the vibration of her breath on his skin.

She returned to stroking, fast and wet, her wrist twisting at the top, squeezing until he started to tremble. Again, at the very crest—she pulled away. She moved her hands to his thighs, squeezing them tight, feeling him strain, desperate for completion.

This time, she let the denial last longer. Alex thrashed, his cuffed hands beating the air, his whole body pleading in silent, helpless rhythm. Emma bent to press a kiss to his belly, her hand soothing along his side, whispering reassurance he could only half-hear. “You’re doing so well. Just for me. Let me keep you right here…”

Fourth cycle. Emma poured more lube into her palm, letting it run cool and slick across his shaft. She stroked him with ruthless precision, her movements swift, relentless, every muscle in her arm working to keep him at the very edge. She cupped his balls, rolling them as she squeezed the base, her thumb flicking over the sensitive spot beneath the head. His hips thrust up, body wild, every line of him begging to finish.

She didn’t let him.

Instead, she stopped completely, hands hovering just above his skin. She listened to his frantic breathing, felt his whole body shudder in the cage of denial. The noise he made was unlike anything she’d ever heard—pure, animal, desperate. He tried to beg, but his words were swallowed by the hood, reduced to broken, beautiful nonsense.

Emma pressed her forehead to his thigh, her hands smoothing up and down his sides, her body vibrating with arousal, awe, and a glimmer of guilt at the power she held. She felt him start to shake, his need raw and unfiltered. She waited until the trembling grew too much, until she sensed the beginning of fear beneath the need.

Then, with exquisite slowness, she let her hand drift back to his cock, stroking, coaxing, promising release if he could just bear one more moment.

But this time, Alex’s body had reached its limit. His hips jerked once, twice, then stilled, and his hand clamped down on hers—firm, shaking, unmistakable.

“Amber,” he managed, voice muffled but insistent.

Emma stopped everything. She wrapped herself around him, lifting the hood just enough to bare his mouth, cradling his head in her hands. She kissed his sweat-damp temple, murmured soothing nonsense, rocked him gently as his body shook with aftershocks of sensation and relief.

“You’re safe. You’re safe. I’ve got you,” she whispered. She felt her own hands trembling, the aftershocks of holding so much power and so much trust.

In that moment, Emma knew the scene had reached its true heart—not in the denial, or even in the climax to come, but in the way she could pull him back, whole and cared for, from the edge.

The moment Alex squeezed her hand and forced out that muffled “Amber,” Emma’s world telescoped to a single point of care. She stilled instantly, hands off, pulse leaping in her chest as she focused on his every breath and tremor. For a beat, she just held his hand—her thumb stroking over his knuckles, anchoring them both in the present.

She spoke softly, letting her words slip through the silence even if he couldn’t quite hear: “Okay, I’ve got you. We’re done. You’re safe, love.” Her fingers moved to the strap at the back of the blackout hood, loosening it with practiced care. As she slid it up and away, cool air brushed over Alex’s sweat-slicked hair, revealing the flushed confusion on his face. The earplugs followed, her hands gentle, and suddenly the world was loud and bright and real again.

Alex blinked up at her, eyes glassy, chest heaving with effort. He didn’t try to speak—his voice lost somewhere in the space between exhaustion and relief. Emma knelt close, brushing the damp hair from his brow, then reached for the aftercare blanket, tucking it around his shoulders.

She leaned in, forehead to his, and whispered, “Colour check?”

He nodded, drawing in a shuddering breath. “Green… I think. Just—needed out.” He clung to her, his body shaking, not with fear but with the shock of such complete surrender.

Emma cradled him, arms wrapped tight, her own body vibrating with the high of responsibility and love. She kissed the corner of his mouth, his cheek, his temple—soft, grounding touches. “You did so well. I’m so proud of you. I’m here, I’m not going anywhere.”

She sat beside him, pulling him to lean against her, the blanket cocooning them together. Alex’s cuffed hands pressed to his chest, so she loosened the restraints, rubbing his wrists with slow, reassuring circles, easing away the red marks. “How’s your head? Anything sore? Too much?”

He shook his head, eyes closed. “No—just… lost myself for a minute. I loved it, I really did. But I felt like I was floating too far away. Needed to know you were here.” His words came haltingly, raw, but honest.

Emma nodded, pressing her cheek to his hair. She felt the guilt—the flicker of worry that she had pushed him too far—melt into something softer: pride in his courage, gratitude that he’d trusted her enough to call for what he needed. “I’m glad you said amber. That’s what it’s for. Thank you for letting me know.”

He breathed a laugh, shaky but genuine. “Didn’t want to break the scene, but—God, I needed it. I couldn’t tell where you were, if you were really there or if it was just… everything.”

Emma rubbed his shoulders, massaged the tension from his neck, hands firm and loving. “You never have to hold back. Ever. I want you to feel everything, but not be lost. That’s my promise.” She cupped his face, made sure he met her eyes. “If we try this again, we’ll check in every cycle. Hood off every ten minutes, no matter what. Deal?”

He nodded, relief brightening his face. “Deal. I trust you.”

She smiled, the knot in her chest unspooling. “I trust you too.”

For a while, they just sat—Emma cradling him, the blanket pooling around them, sweat cooling, breaths gradually slowing to a steady, shared rhythm. She reached for the water bottle, holding it to his lips, coaxing him to drink, then tucked the cup in his hand, letting him sip at his own pace.

Alex closed his eyes, forehead pressed to her shoulder. “Thank you,” he murmured. “For bringing me back.”

Emma’s own hands were trembling, the aftershock of having held him so completely. She let herself feel it—the pride, the ache, the deep satisfaction in having been worthy of his trust.

At last, Alex’s tremors eased, and he leaned back, a faint smile on his lips, colour returning to his cheeks. Emma brushed her thumb along his jaw, then pressed her lips to his knuckles, a silent vow of care.

Their eyes met—still watery, but clear now. The pause had not broken the ritual; it had remade it, built something stronger in the silence after the storm.

After the storm of sensation and surrender, they sat together for a long moment, bodies pressed side by side beneath the aftercare blanket. Emma let her fingers trace idle patterns on Alex’s bare chest, feeling his heartbeat slow beneath her touch. She pressed a kiss to his shoulder, grounding them both in the now, the fierce swirl of the scene easing into a hush of trust and safety.

Alex let his head rest on her shoulder, his body pliant, eyes drifting closed. He seemed to glow, sweat cooling, cheeks flushed with the remnants of adrenaline and relief. Emma reached for the water bottle, offering it to him again, her own hands steadying now as she watched him drink, watched him come back to himself piece by piece.

“Would you like to finish?” she asked quietly, her voice gentle—a question, not a command.

He nodded, a tiny smile curving his lips. “Yeah… if you’re still up for it.”

She grinned, brushing his hair back. “Absolutely. But this time—no hood. I want you to see me. I want to see you.”

She uncuffed his wrists, massaged the faint red marks, then drew him down onto the bed beside her. She fetched the wand from the nightstand, flicked it on, and let the hum fill the room—a different sort of sensory focus, but one they both knew well.

Emma kissed him, slow and lingering, pressing their foreheads together as she guided the wand between his legs. She started gently, letting the vibration buzz against his shaft, watching his eyes flutter closed in bliss. Her free hand roamed his chest, tracing circles, grounding him with her presence, her warmth, her love.

He gasped, arching up into the touch, hips moving with the rhythm she set. She pressed closer, letting her body wrap around his, her mouth at his ear, whispering all the praise and gratitude that filled her chest. “So proud of you… so beautiful like this… just let go for me…”

The climax, when it came, was different—gentler, but no less powerful. Alex trembled, his hand gripping Emma’s, tears prickling at the corners of his eyes as his release washed through him. Emma watched, in awe and adoration, as he surrendered to pleasure, this time welcomed and unresisted.

She pressed the wand to herself as he came down, her own body still hungry from the night’s intensity. Alex, still dazed, reached for her, his touch gentle but eager, and together they found a shared rhythm—her body moving against his, both of them chasing that last, needed release. When her own orgasm crested, it was slow and shivering, drawn out by the layers of intimacy and trust that the evening had forged.

Afterwards, they lay tangled in each other’s arms, the wand set aside, the blanket tucked close. Emma switched on the gentle light therapy lamp at the bedside, bathing the room in soft, golden warmth. She pressed a cool glass of water to Alex’s lips, then drank herself, both of them sharing small, easy smiles.

They talked quietly, debriefing the scene—not just the technicalities, but the emotions, the fears, the pride. Alex told her how the darkness had made him feel like he was floating, how the edging had blurred every thought but her touch, how grateful he was for her attention and for her listening when he called amber. Emma confessed her own worry about being “too much,” about holding the line between care and cruelty, about the rush of power and the satisfaction in seeing him safe, held, and whole.

By the time the lamp’s timer clicked off, both of them felt steadied, anchored not just by the scene but by their words and the care they offered each other. They curled together, foreheads pressed, hands entwined—a ritual in itself.

As sleep stole over them, Emma whispered, “Thank you for trusting me.” Alex, already half dreaming, murmured, “Always. Every Monday. Every time.”


Interlude B — Negotiation Memo v3.0

Scene Type: Sensory Deprivation + Impact + Edging

Lead: Emma

Date: Monday #10 (“Sensory Silence”)

What Worked:

Hood & Earplugs: Created intense focus, made everything feel bigger, more immersive.

Alex: “I liked being adrift, but only because I knew you’d bring me back.”

Impact Scale: Clear build-up from hand to paddle (levels 1–8). Announced intensity before each set.

Check-Ins: Physical (hand squeeze), verbal (Emma: “Colour?”) both used.

Aftercare: Immediate, blankets/water, time to talk—felt safe, grounded, connected.

New/Updated Rules:

1. Sensory Deprivation Limits

	Hood + Earplugs may be used only for max 10 minutes at a time.

	At 10 min, hood/earplugs must come off and check-in occurs (verbal, eyes-on).

	Alex: “Felt like forever. Glad we capped it!”



2. Impact Play Protocols

	Start at hand (max 6), escalate to paddle (max 8) unless agreed in advance.

	Emma must state impact level (out loud and by touch).

	No strikes to tailbone, lower back, hips, joints.

	Focus on “sit spots” (buttocks, upper thighs).



3. Edging/Denial Cycles

	Max 4 consecutive denials before allowing release or full pause.

	Emma will narrate progress (touch, words) between each cycle.

	Alex: “By the fourth, my brain was static. I needed that amber.”



4. Safe-word/Check-in System

	“Amber” = immediate pause; “Red” = full stop, scene ends, aftercare begins.

	Hand squeeze remains primary if speech is muffled/hooded.

	Top must prompt for “colour check” after each intensity change and at regular intervals during deprivation.



5. Top Drop/Aftercare

	After any high-intensity scene (esp. with new roles), dom/top receives aftercare:

	Water, blanket, touch, time to decompress

	Partner asks, “What do you need right now?” (No guessing.)



Reflections/Notes for Next Time

	Emma: “Pushing up to the edge is powerful, but it’s the coming back that matters most.”

	Alex: “Being denied was torture—would do it again. But maybe check in on my headspace after third edge, not just fourth.”

	Both: Plan next “remote” scene (video call, plug, tasks)—build in more psychological connection.

	Add “debrief” section to rulebook after every scene, even if just a one-line text.



Signed:

E. Hart

A. Mason

(11:44 p.m., tea gone cold, hearts full)


Monday #11 – Remote Control

Alex let the hotel room door swing shut behind him, the lock clicking with the same hollow sound he’d heard in a dozen other anonymous corridors. The room was aggressively ordinary: beige carpet, bland landscape print above the bed, a desk scattered with advertising leaflets and a single-wrapped biscuit. But to him, tonight, it was a stage. His body thrummed with anticipation and nerves, every sense sharpened by the knowledge that by midnight, the ordinary would be made extraordinary—remade by Emma’s distant command.

He set his overnight bag on the end of the bed, heart fluttering. The plug and its bright blue Bluetooth controller—nestled in a pouch inside his shaving kit—seemed to radiate heat. He glanced at the clock: 8:43 p.m. Almost time. He unpacked in deliberate, ritual motions: plug, lube, phone, charger, wireless earbuds, wipes. He plugged in his phone, positioning it on the desk so the camera faced the bed, checked the tripod’s angle twice. A thrill of embarrassment and arousal surged through him: he was preparing not for a meeting or a night out, but for her, to be seen, directed, used.

His phone buzzed—a text from Emma, not a question but an order:

“Shower. Shave if you want. I want you naked and ready for me by 9:15. Plug visible, lube on the sheets. Tripod set up, camera on. I’ll call at half past. Good boy.”

He grinned despite the knot in his stomach. He peeled off his travel clothes and headed for the shower, letting the hot water pound away the ache of travel. He soaped every inch of his body, letting the memory of her hands, her voice, fill in for her absence. He shaved, taking extra care, feeling the small ritual—the clean, deliberate preparation—settle his nerves and stoke the low fire in his belly.

Back in the room, he toweled off, laid out the lube and plug as she’d instructed, checked the tripod and camera angle one more time. His heart raced as he looked around the room: the thin walls, the impersonal prints, the possibility of noise—his own or a neighbour’s—bleeding into the hall. He wondered who else might be awake on a Monday night, if they’d notice the trembling in his voice, the edge of command when Emma’s face filled his screen.

He sat on the edge of the bed, knees apart, palms sweaty against the sheets. Every sound in the corridor—the muted thump of footsteps, a door latch down the hall—made him more aware of how exposed he was, how vulnerable. He glanced at his phone: 9:17. A two-minute eternity. He opened the group chat with Emma, sent her a selfie—naked, eyes wide, plug glinting on the sheets, one last plea for reassurance or tease.

Her reply came instantly:

“Spread your thighs for me. Think about my hand. I want you open before I even call.”

He took a breath, let it out slowly, and did as she said, surrendering to the ritual even in this sterile, rented space. He could almost feel her presence in the room, the anticipation stretching, sharpening every sense. Tonight, she’d own him from a distance—and the longing was already a physical ache.

The screen flickered to life. Incoming call: “Emma – Monday Ritual.” Alex let himself smile, naked and trembling, ready for whatever she’d demand.

Alex propped the phone on the tripod, breath quickening as the screen blinked and Emma’s face appeared—her hotel room lit by the city glow, hair loose around her shoulders, cheeks flushed, lips curved in a sly, secret smile. He had seen her like this a hundred times, but never with quite this intensity: his Emma, so far away but suddenly filling every inch of the bland, impersonal room.

“Good evening,” she said, voice low, sliding straight into the ritual. “Show me.”

He swallowed, the anticipation and shyness blooming inside him. Still, he obeyed. He sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, and lifted the plug and lube into frame, holding them up for inspection as if he were at home under her gaze.

Emma’s smile widened, approving and possessive. “Camera down a little, baby. I want to see all of you. That’s better. Now: talk me through it.”

He uncapped the lube, drizzling a line along the plug’s smooth silicone, his hands already trembling. “I’m… prepping,” he said, voice cracking. “It’s cold. You’d be laughing at my face if you were here.”

She did laugh—a real, unguarded sound that made him ache with longing. “I am. You look perfect. Take your time, but I want you open for me.”

He slicked his entrance, heart hammering as he eased the plug inside—slow, steady, breathing with each stretch. There was the familiar bite, then fullness, a jolt of exposure that made him gasp. His thighs trembled. He narrated each step, cheeks burning, conscious that this little room, these thin walls, now held secrets that could never be guessed by anyone walking past.

Emma’s tone softened, pride in every syllable. “That’s it. Good boy. Leave the lube beside you. Show me you’re not touching yourself. Hands behind your head, let me look at you.”

He complied, chest rising and falling as he let her look, let her own him from cities away. She drank him in, her eyes flickering with hunger and tenderness. The digital distance was no barrier at all—if anything, it heightened his need, made his body ache for touch, for her approval.

“Let’s check the rules,” she said, voice shifting into their careful, practiced negotiation. “What are you to do if you need me to pause?”

“Amber. I’ll say it, or text if the connection drops. Red to stop—no argument. Hand-check if you can’t hear me.”

“And if the video goes dead?”

“I wait. I don’t keep going unless you tell me.”

“Good. If you’re overwhelmed—call amber, even if you just feel off. I want to watch you, but I want to have you even more. Agreed?”

“Agreed.” He felt a wash of relief, the ritual of negotiation grounding him, making the risk and exposure suddenly safe again.

Emma settled back on her hotel bed, screen angled so he could see her body half-reclined, the suggestion of bare thighs beneath her robe. She picked up the remote app, her gaze never leaving his. “Ready for me, Alex?”

He nodded, trembling with anticipation.

She tapped the screen. The plug inside him buzzed to life—low at first, a gentle thrum, then a spike of intensity that made his hips jerk. He groaned, helplessly, as she watched, her voice a warm thread connecting them through the glow of the screens.

“Hands behind your back, eyes on me,” Emma ordered, voice gone husky. “I want you on your knees, plug buzzing. Let’s see how well you obey from a distance.”

Alex obeyed, surrendering to her across the miles, the hotel room fading until there was only her voice, her gaze, and the ritual they made together, Monday after Monday.

Alex knelt at the foot of the bed, the hum of the plug a secret vibration radiating outward from his core, tethering him to Emma across the city. The glow of the phone filled his vision: Emma sprawled on her own hotel bed, city lights flickering beyond the curtains, robe askew, bare skin gleaming in the half-light. There was a hunger in her eyes—a heat he could feel even through the barrier of glass and signal, a look that left him both seen and exposed.

“Move back so I can see all of you,” Emma commanded, her tone equal parts affectionate and sharp.

He shuffled on his knees, the coarse hotel linen biting into his skin, the cheap sheets a constant reminder that this wasn’t their flat, wasn’t their bed. That made it hotter, somehow: the possibility of being overheard, the knowledge that any neighbour could pass in the corridor, that the entire world of this moment existed only between them and the glowing screen.

“Hands on your thighs. Palms up. Good boy,” she praised, her voice honeyed, her fingers idly toying with the sash of her robe. “Now show me your cock. Don’t touch. Just let me look.”

Alex flushed, but obeyed. He let his knees spread, feeling the way his body responded to her attention. The plug’s vibration made every muscle twitch, every surface oversensitive. The sense of display, of offering himself up for Emma’s pleasure, was as sharp as any touch.

Emma’s eyes lingered, drinking him in. “You’re beautiful. I wish I could touch you right now. But tonight you’re going to do everything I say, and nothing you want unless I give you permission. Do you understand?”

He nodded, throat dry. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smile turned sly. “Good. Stroke yourself for me—just your fingertips, light and slow.”

Alex hesitated, then brushed his fingertips along his shaft, shivering at the sensation. The cool air in the hotel room made every nerve spark. He moved with exaggerated care, barely grazing his skin, teasing himself until he was hard, his breath quickening with every pass.

“Slower,” Emma ordered, her voice velvet, a thread of steel beneath it. “Let the plug do the work. You’re not allowed to come. You’re not even allowed to try. Not until I say.”

He whimpered, letting the ache build. He kept his hands gentle, drawing out his own frustration, wanting her to see how much he was holding back for her.

“Stop,” she said suddenly. He froze, hands falling to his thighs. She waited, watching him struggle to be still, the vibration inside him making it almost impossible.

“Good boy. Hands behind your back. I want you to kneel and stay perfectly still. Don’t move. Don’t squirm. If you do, I’ll turn the plug up higher.”

Alex obeyed, locking his hands behind his back, trying to steady his breath. The urge to squirm, to grind against the mattress, was overwhelming. Every muscle ached to move, but he fought to obey, to hold the line between pain and pleasure for her.

Emma watched him for a long moment, her own fingers disappearing beneath her robe, her movements slow and deliberate. She moaned quietly, the sound almost lost in the hotel static, but Alex caught it—felt it like a jolt. He bit his lip, hips twitching.

She saw it instantly. “Did I tell you to move?” Her voice went cold.

“No, ma’am. Sorry.”

She tapped her phone, and the plug’s vibration intensified, a sharp pulse that made Alex gasp. He bit his tongue, fighting to keep still.

“That’s better,” Emma purred. “Now, put your hands on the bed behind you, lean back, and show me how desperate you are.”

He obeyed, propping himself up, back arched, cock jutting into view. His body was tight, thighs burning from the effort to hold the pose. Emma’s eyes were molten, devouring him.

“Edge yourself now,” she ordered. “You have sixty seconds, and then you stop. No more. Hands off. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He wrapped his hand around himself, stroking with firm, desperate motions, chasing the pleasure she dangled before him. The plug buzzed in perfect sync, pushing him closer to the brink with every second. He counted in his head, knowing she’d be counting too.

“Stop,” Emma commanded, voice sharp as a slap. He let go instantly, his body screaming in protest, need burning just below the surface.

“Put your hands back. Stay still.” She let him linger, shuddering, chest heaving, heart pounding in his ears.

He held the pose, trembling, sweat starting to bead on his brow. The room felt too small, the air too thin. He wanted to beg, but he bit it back, letting his silence become obedience.

Emma’s next command was softer. “Touch your balls. Just fingertips. Tease yourself—don’t stroke, don’t push.”

Alex reached down, cupping himself, rolling his balls between his fingers, the sensation maddeningly light. His cock twitched, begging for more. He felt the heat of humiliation rise—if anyone could see him now, splayed on the bed, desperate and ruined for her—but the risk only made him ache harder.

“Now, sit up. Turn for me—let me see your arse.”

He rotated on his knees, presenting himself to the camera, feeling the exposure like a brand. He parted his cheeks with shaking hands, showing her the plug buried deep inside, the evidence of his submission. Emma’s breath caught—he could hear it, even over the digital lag.

“Stay there. Don’t move.”

She tapped the app, and the plug pulsed in a new rhythm—long, slow, then rapid-fire. He moaned, barely able to stay upright. His legs trembled with the effort.

“Good. Now lie back. Hands behind your head. You may stroke—slowly, five strokes, then stop. Count them out loud.”

He obeyed, voice shaking as he counted. Each stroke was agony, the pleasure drawn tight as wire. On the fifth, he stopped, knuckles white against his skull.

Emma let him rest, then set the app to vibrate at full power for a moment—a reward and a punishment all at once. “You may beg.”

He did, voice breaking, every plea sincere: “Please, Emma. Please let me come. I need it so badly. I’ll do anything. Please, I can’t take it—”

“Not yet,” she said, gentle but unyielding. “I want you to beg louder.”

He did, risking being overheard, his need spilling out in gasps and choked-off sobs. The thought of a neighbour in the corridor made it sharper, riskier, and all the more real. Emma smiled, radiant with power.

“Roll onto your stomach. Grind into the bed. Don’t come.”

He rolled, pressing his cock into the mattress, thrusting slowly, feeling the sheets drag against his skin. The plug sent jolts through his body, and the urge to finish was nearly overwhelming.

“Stop. Hands off. On your knees, show me your face.”

He knelt, hair wild, face flushed and damp. Emma watched, satisfied, her own cheeks tinged with colour.

“Do you want to come for me?”

“Yes. Please. Please, Emma, I’ll do anything.”

“You’ll do as I say. Not before.” She watched him squirm, then softened, her voice honey again. “I wish I could touch you. I wish I could taste you, feel you shaking for me.”

Alex shivered, the longing so sharp it bordered on pain. The digital gap between them was a chasm he ached to cross. The sound of a door down the hall jolted him back—someone’s keycard, muffled laughter. He froze, pulse leaping.

Emma’s gaze sharpened. “Stay with me,” she urged, her voice the anchor he needed. “No one knows but us. This is our secret. My good boy. Let go of everything but me.”

He nodded, finding her in the blue-lit window, letting her voice pull him back. She brought him through the cycle again—stroke, edge, stop; show himself, beg, be denied. Each round drew him closer to the edge, only for her to snatch it away. Every command was a promise and a torment.

His body ached, need becoming a wild animal inside him, mind dissolving into sensation and obedience. He lost track of time, of the world outside. All that remained was Emma’s voice, her pleasure, her will.

On the final cycle, just as he felt his release gathering, the video flickered—and froze.

Alex was riding the thin edge between agony and ecstasy—suspended at Emma’s command, desperate for permission, the plug still pulsing inside him, sweat beading down his sides. The hotel room faded into unreality: there was only the blue-white square of his phone, Emma’s face filling the screen, her voice guiding him higher and higher.

He could hear the catch in her breath, the pleasure she took in watching him squirm. He could almost forget he was alone, forget the bland walls, the risk of being overheard. Every command, every denial, every long moment of silence as she watched him struggle—it had all become a rope between them, binding tighter, stretching, never breaking.

He was so close. The ache had become a fever—hips rolling in shallow, desperate circles, hands clutching the sheets, the plug setting every nerve on fire. He gazed at the screen, seeking her eyes, hungry for her word—

And the image stuttered.

A sudden pixelation, Emma’s face blurring. Her lips parted in a command he couldn’t quite hear, the image lagging, freezing, caught on a frame where she was just about to speak. Then everything went silent. The screen buffered, a spinning icon in the centre. Connection lost.

For a moment, Alex simply stared, mind blank. His hand hovered mid-stroke, body locked in anticipation, heart hammering. He waited for the connection to right itself—sure it was just a hiccup, just a glitch. But the spinning circle persisted. The call dropped.

Emma was gone.

He blinked, panic prickling under his skin. The room rushed back in: the bland art, the too-cold air, the distant hum of a lift down the hall. He was naked, kneeling on the bed, plug buzzing steadily—a ridiculous, vulnerable figure in a too-bright, impersonal room. The reality crashed into him. He was alone, on the edge, abandoned not by Emma’s will, but by the fickleness of signal and silicon.

He swallowed hard, confusion swirling into fear. Should he stop? Should he wait? Should he keep going, as if she might reappear and catch him mid-surrender? The ritual, so painstakingly constructed, now dangled over an abyss of uncertainty.

He tried to call her name—“Emma?”—but it was only the echo of his own voice in the room. He reached for his phone, hands slick, and checked for messages. Nothing. No missed call, no new notification. He texted, fingers shaking:

Lost you. What do I do? Plug still on, waiting. Please—need you.

He sat back on his heels, willing the phone to buzz. Seconds crawled by. His body was a storm—aching, needy, half-finished, his skin tingling where pleasure had been drawn so tight. He turned the plug off for a moment, the silence more deafening than the buzz. What if she couldn’t get through? What if this whole scene was lost in the digital ether, reduced to a story of almosts and what-ifs?

Another minute passed, a forever in ritual time. Alex’s mind skittered—should he finish on his own, or was that a betrayal of trust? Would it disappoint her if she came back and found him spent and alone? He felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes, shame warring with anger and need. He pressed his forehead to his knees, breathing ragged, every muscle in his body locked in confusion.

His phone buzzed—an incoming call, audio only. He snatched it up, thumb trembling over the screen. “Emma?”

Her voice was a balm, immediately grounding. “Alex? I’m here. I’m so sorry—WiFi just died on me. Are you okay? What’s happening?”

He swallowed, voice shaking. “I—lost you. I didn’t know what to do. I stopped. I’m still plugged in, but—God, I felt so alone.”

Emma’s voice softened, threaded with care. “You did exactly right. I’m so proud of you for stopping. I want you to stay just as you are. Listen to my voice. We’re going to get through this together.”

Alex pressed the phone to his ear, letting her words steady him, tether him back to the ritual they’d built. “I was so close. I didn’t want to finish without you.”

“That’s good,” she murmured, voice low and soothing. “I wouldn’t have wanted that either. I’m calling on my data now, video’s not working, but I’m right here. Breathe for me.”

He obeyed, sucking in a shuddering breath, letting it out slowly. His body trembled, adrift without her gaze, but her voice filled the space she’d left behind.

Emma shifted into command, her voice turning gentle but firm. “I want you to lie on your back, phone to your ear. Keep the plug in, hands on your chest. Just breathe, in and out, until your heart slows down. You’re not alone. I see you, even if I can’t look at you.”

Alex nodded, lying back as instructed, focusing on the warmth of her voice. The anxiety began to ebb, replaced by a deep, thudding ache—of need, of interrupted surrender, of longing for the scene to continue.

“I was afraid you’d think I quit, or that I’d broken the rules,” he confessed.

Emma’s voice was a caress. “You did everything right. The ritual is bigger than the tech. You waited for me. That’s what trust is, Alex.”

He blinked, a tear sliding down his temple, lost in his hair. He squeezed his chest, grounding himself, letting her words be the anchor he’d lost.

“You’re such a good boy for me,” she soothed. “You stopped when you lost me. You asked for help. You waited, even though it hurt. That’s real submission, love. That’s the trust I need. I’m so fucking proud of you.”

He let the praise sink in, letting it fill the raw places left by the glitch. He closed his eyes, focusing on her voice, her approval, the love woven through her every word.

“I want to see you finish, but I want to do it together,” Emma said softly. “I’m going to stay with you on the phone. I’ll talk you through it. When you’re ready, we’ll go slow. You’re not allowed to come until I say, even now.”

He laughed, a sound full of relief and longing. “Yes, ma’am. Please—don’t leave me again.”

“Never. We’ll finish this together.”

For a long moment, neither spoke—just the sound of their breath, the beating of Alex’s heart in his chest, the return of ritual after chaos. The hotel faded once more, and in the hush, Alex was hers again, even across distance and broken screens.

Emma’s voice settled him, drawing him back to the safety of their rules. “Plug back on. Touch yourself for me, just a little. I’ll tell you when to stop. Don’t rush. Tonight, it’s all about finding each other again.”

Alex obeyed, the ache of longing transforming into a new form of surrender—one shaped not by perfect ritual, but by the knowledge that even when the world broke around them, Emma would find him, steady him, and bring him back home.

Alex lay on the bed, the hotel sheets wrinkled beneath him, the phone pressed to his ear as Emma’s voice poured warmth back into the room. The earlier panic from the dropped call had faded, replaced by a soft, throbbing need. The plug buzzed deep inside, now the only anchor to the ritual that had nearly come undone.

“Are you ready to keep going?” Emma asked. The words were gentle, not a command this time, but an invitation—a hand offered across the miles.

Alex took a shaky breath. “Yes. Please. I need you so much.”

“I need you too, love.” He heard her settle back, the faint rustle of sheets on her end, a low sigh as she steadied herself. “Phone to speaker. I want to hear you. I want you to hear me.”

He fumbled with the settings, then set the phone on his chest, the speaker filling the room with her voice—intimate, just for him, no matter who else might be awake in the hotel’s labyrinth of rooms. The plug thrummed in his body, a steady pulse of anticipation, every nerve hungry for her approval.

Emma’s voice grew lower, intimate and charged. “I want to see you, even if it’s only in my mind. Tell me what you’re feeling. Tell me what you need.”

Alex closed his eyes, letting his hands roam his chest, pinching his nipples, tracing lines down his stomach to his cock, already throbbing and slick with longing. “I need to come for you. I want you to watch me—want you to use me, even when you can’t touch me. Please, Emma, please.”

She rewarded him with a soft moan, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. “You’re so good for me. I wish I was there—I’d put my hand over your mouth to keep you quiet, ride you until you begged. But tonight, I want you to obey. Only touch yourself when I say.”

He whimpered, the ache sharp as a knife. The distance was a living thing—something to be endured, not erased. “Yes, ma’am.”

Emma guided him through a slow, careful cycle. “Start slow—two fingers, just at the tip. Tease yourself.”

He obeyed, tracing the slick head of his cock, breath catching at the featherlight touch. The plug sent little aftershocks up his spine, turning every whisper of sensation into a raw plea for more.

“Now your whole hand. Just stroke the length—once, twice. That’s it. Stop.”

He let go, his body fighting to thrust, to chase the denied pleasure. He gripped the sheets, fighting to obey.

Emma’s voice was the rope that held him steady. “You’re beautiful like this—so obedient, so desperate for me. Are you begging yet?”

“Yes,” he gasped, need unraveling him from the inside out. “Please, please, I want to come. Please let me.”

A pause, then the subtle shift in her tone—a promise and a threat. “Edge yourself. Full hand, slow strokes. You may go as close as you want, but you don’t come. Understood?”

“Understood,” he choked out, hand closing around his shaft, working himself with trembling urgency. The pleasure was overwhelming, every stroke amplified by memory, by her voice, by the echo of her body on the other end of the line.

Emma talked him through it, a litany of praise and filth: “That’s it… slower, slower, I want to hear you moan for me. Think of my mouth, think of my hands on your chest, my nails down your back. Do you feel owned, Alex? Do you feel like you’re mine even when you’re alone?”

“Yes—oh God, yes, I’m yours, I’m only yours—”

“Stop.”

He obeyed, the whimper torn from his throat more animal than human. Sweat prickled down his neck, his whole body tense, trembling on the knife-edge of surrender.

She let him calm, then drew him forward again. “Turn the plug to full. Hands off your cock—let the vibration take over. Tell me what you feel.”

He did as he was told, his hips bucking at the intensity, his hands clenching and unclenching against the mattress. “It’s… it’s everywhere. I can’t… I can’t think. I just want you so much, Emma, please—”

“I know, baby. You’re almost there. We’re almost there together.”

He could hear the soft slap of her own hand, the gasp she gave as she touched herself, the hitch in her voice as her own pleasure built. “I’m touching myself now. I want you to imagine my fingers inside you. My mouth. I want you to hold back until I say.”

He whined, body contorted by need and restraint, her voice in his ear like the only truth. “I can’t, I can’t—please—”

“Yes, you can. You will.”

They lingered there for minutes—her guiding, his obeying, both of them moaning, gasping, the world outside shrinking to two voices, two bodies, two lonely hotel rooms bridged by a ritual of trust and ache.

Then Emma’s voice dropped—nearly breaking with her own longing. “Edge for me. Faster. I’m so close. Don’t stop until I say.”

Alex stroked himself hard, rhythm ragged, every muscle straining to obey. He listened for her breath, the thud of her heart in her words.

“Now—together. Come for me. Now, Alex. Let go.”

The permission hit like a physical blow. He let go, pleasure exploding through him, hips jerking, cum splashing across his stomach and hand. He sobbed, riding the wave, every denial, every ache, every bit of distance collapsing in the moment of release.

On the line, he heard Emma’s own climax crest—a broken, beautiful cry, her name in his mouth as he shuddered through aftershocks, as if she were beside him, holding him close.

They lay together, miles apart, the line still open. Neither spoke for a long moment—just the sound of their breathing, the ache and peace mingling.

Emma was the first to break the silence. “Good boy. That was perfect.”

Alex let out a shaky laugh, tears wet on his cheeks. “You brought me back. I didn’t think I could wait.”

“I know. I felt it, too. I hate that we’re apart, but… I’ve never felt closer.”

He wiped his hand on the sheets, not caring for once about the mess. “I didn’t want to come alone. I needed you. Thank you.”

Her voice was soft, warm with love. “Always. You’re mine, even when you’re far. Especially then.”

They drifted in silence, the call open, neither rushing to end the moment. Alex let his eyes close, the afterglow like a balm, Emma’s praise echoing in his mind.

For the rest of the night, their phones glowed quietly on the bedside tables—an open line, a promise that distance could never truly unmake what their ritual had built.

The silence that followed their release was the gentlest thing Alex had known all week. He let himself sink back into the hotel pillows, body sated and limbs loose, phone still on speaker and Emma’s breathing a soft presence in the hush. The city outside was just a suggestion—distant sirens, muted car horns, the indistinct buzz of life that felt so far from the ritual they’d conjured between two separate beds.

Emma was the first to speak, her voice a little ragged, still wrapped in the glow of what they’d shared. “You all right, love? Colour?”

Alex managed a smile, feeling the warmth flood him even now. “Green. Really, really green.” He let the words stretch out, meaning more than just the safeword: he was safe, cared for, deeply known.

He heard her sigh, the sound as tender as any caress. “I missed being able to hold you after. Missed your skin, your weight, the way you bury your face in my neck and pretend not to cry.”

Alex laughed—a shaky, happy sound, not defensive at all. “I cried anyway. You just weren’t here to see it.”

“That makes two of us,” Emma murmured, and he could hear the smile in her words, the vulnerability worn like a badge.

He took a deep breath, stretching out his legs, letting his toes find the cool edge of the sheets. “Thank you for calling back. For not letting it end there.”

“I never would,” Emma said. “You’re my favourite unfinished story. Besides—think how boring Mondays would be without you.”

Alex felt his heart swell. They let the silence return for a moment, the line still open—a different kind of aftercare, but no less real. He heard the rustle of her moving, the sound of water being poured. “Drink for me,” she ordered, soft but insistent. He did, reaching for the glass on the nightstand, letting the water settle his throat.

She asked, “You good for a quick debrief, or do you want to float a while?”

“I want to hear your voice,” he replied, the need in him as plain as ever.

Emma obliged, her tone shifting into the calm, ritual cadence of their Monday reviews. “You did everything right. Especially when the tech failed. You stopped, you waited, you told me how you felt. That’s everything I needed tonight.”

He nodded, the praise settling into his bones. “I was scared. When the screen went black, I thought I’d ruined it. Or let you down.”

Emma’s voice softened. “You couldn’t ruin us if you tried. And I’d never be disappointed by you being honest. The only way this works is if we’re both real—especially when it’s messy.”

They talked for a while—about the risk and thrill of being apart, the ache of longing that was sometimes sharper than pleasure itself, the way the crisis had, strangely, made the release more intense. Emma confessed her own frustration: “I kept wishing I could crawl through the screen, put my hand on your heart, make sure you knew I was right there.”

Alex told her about the physicality of waiting—how his body felt strung out, then washed clean, and how her voice had been the thing that kept him from tipping into shame or loneliness. “It’s not about the orgasm, really. It’s about coming back to you at the end.”

They joked about hotel sex—how nothing ever quite feels as good as home, but the strangeness makes it a little more electric. Emma teased him for worrying about noise, reminded him she liked him noisy, and promised that next time, she’d make sure he had no chance of being quiet.

When he said, “I can’t wait to have you in my arms again,” Emma replied, “You already do. You just can’t feel it everywhere yet. But Monday’s never far away.”

Eventually, their voices softened to a murmur, promises and wishes tangled between them. They let the call run on, neither hanging up. Alex drifted, the phone a warm weight on his chest, Emma’s breath syncing with his, a thousand miles made smaller by ritual and trust.

Somewhere in that liminal space—half asleep, half held—Alex knew that whatever next Monday brought, whatever interruptions or risks or new limits, their ritual would carry them. Every rule and every crisis only forged something deeper: a partnership built in the dark, at a distance, and made incandescent by their willingness to return, again and again, to each other.


Interlude: Post-Scene Text Exchange

[11:42 p.m.]

Emma:

You looked so beautiful begging for me tonight. I wish I’d been there to mess up your hair and kiss your tears away.

Alex:

My hair is definitely ruined. So is the bed. I think I owe the cleaning staff an apology tomorrow.

I miss your hands. And your voice in person.

Emma:

I miss your hands on me too. I wanted to climb through the phone and hold you.

Maybe we make up for it next Monday? Double dose of aftercare?

Alex:

Deal.

And… thank you for not letting me finish alone.

I felt so safe, even when I was scared.

Emma:

You did everything right. I’m so proud of you.

Sleep, love. Dream about what I’ll do to you when I’m home.

Alex:

Only if you promise to wake me up with a kiss.

Emma:

First thing.

Goodnight, my perfect boy.

Alex:

Goodnight, Emma. Love you.

Emma:

Love you more.

(The screen dims. The ache of distance softened, for now, by the glow of their words.)


Monday #12 – Surrender & Suspension

Alex stretched out the blueprints on the coffee table, the thick paper covered in looping diagrams, safety reminders, and little doodles Emma had scrawled in the margins—an anatomically dubious “rope bunny” and, beside it, a stick figure dangling upside down with wild hair and a happy grin. He smiled, smoothing the pages, the feel of the rope already familiar against his palms.

Emma flopped onto the sofa behind him, pulling her knees up to her chest, hair damp from the shower and twisted into a loose bun. She watched him with a nervous, half-embarrassed smile—the look she always wore when anticipation danced too close to fear.

“You realise,” she teased, “that Sky-Knot said I tied the cleaner double column.”

Alex looked up, feigning offence. “In your dreams. My friction knots were flawless.” He poked her foot with a coil of rope. “You were too busy flirting with the assistant.”

She rolled her eyes, but a blush coloured her cheeks. “He did have very nimble hands.”

Alex grinned, delighted by the banter—every ritual needed a little lightness before the leap. He glanced around the living room, now carefully transformed: coffee table pushed to the wall, yoga mat and folded blanket laid out on the rug, sturdy anchor point mounted in the ceiling, tested and re-tested until he trusted it more than his own arms. The kit bag stood open: climbing-grade carabiners, EMT shears, arnica gel, two bottles of water, a mound of soft, butter-yellow rope coiled and ready.

He walked through the checklist aloud, voice steady for both their sakes. “Anchor—secure. Mats—down. Blankets, scissors, aftercare kit, check. Diagram… here.” He looked up, meeting Emma’s gaze. “You can still call it off at any point, okay? Amber for a pause, red for a stop. You tell me, I listen. That’s the only rule that matters.”

Emma nodded, biting her lip, fingers fidgeting with the hem of her T-shirt. “Can I keep my arms free? I know we practiced with the full harness, but I… I want to hold something. Or have a hand on you.”

He touched her cheek, warmth blooming in his chest. “Absolutely. We’ll do hips and thighs, arms loose. If you want to grip the wand, or my hand, you can. I’ll check in at every step, and you’ll talk to me. If anything goes numb, tingles, feels wrong—amber. If you want out, red. No pride, no hesitation.”

She let out a shaky laugh. “That makes me feel better.” She squeezed his hand, her gaze settling into his with a kind of grateful surrender. “It’s so weird—after topping, I thought this would be easy. But it’s… scarier, in a good way.”

Alex smiled, brushing his thumb over her knuckles. “That’s how I know we’re doing it right.”

He showed her the first loop of rope, guiding her through the feeling: smooth, soft, the memory of the workshop knot-tying still alive in his fingers. “I’ll talk through every step. No surprises. And you have the final say, always.”

Emma nodded, closing her eyes as he pressed the coil into her palm. “I want this,” she whispered, voice barely above a breath. “I want to know what it’s like to really let go—and know you’ll catch me.”

Alex felt the weight of her trust settle over him—a heady, sacred responsibility. He squeezed her hand once more, then began laying out the ropes, each one a promise, each knot a quiet question: Are you ready? Are we in this together?

The last of the day’s light faded outside the window, the room becoming their private ritual ground. Together, they built a space where anything could happen—and where the only thing that mattered was the strength of the rope between them.

The room was warm and softly lit, the hush between them charged with promise. Alex laid out the ropes on the folded blanket, each coil carefully measured, the texture supple and clean. He could feel his own pulse in his hands, a steady counterpoint to the hush of the evening, the weight of Emma’s trust settling over him like a cloak. Tonight, she would let go—he would catch her.

He looked over his shoulder and found her watching him, knees drawn to her chest on the sofa, loose T-shirt riding up over bare thighs. She was trying to look casual, but the anticipation in her eyes gave her away. She was nervous—excited, but nervous. Alex offered her a smile meant to steady them both.

“Do you want some music on?” he asked gently, making it an offer, not a command.

Emma thought for a moment, then shook her head. “No. I want to hear everything. I want to hear your voice. I want…” She trailed off, laughing at her own vulnerability. “I want to be able to say whatever comes up.”

Alex nodded. “Good. That’s perfect.”

He stood and offered her his hand, feeling her fingers slide into his, soft and trembling. He guided her to her feet, holding her close for a moment—just the two of them standing in their shared, homemade temple. He could feel the tension in her shoulders, the unspoken fears and hopes.

“You can change your mind at any point,” he whispered, pressing his lips to her hair. “This is for you as much as for me. If you want to keep your shirt on, or stop entirely, just say.”

Emma’s voice was smaller than usual, softer. “I want to take it off. For you. For me.”

He stepped back, giving her room. She reached down and peeled the shirt over her head, baring her breasts, her skin dappled in the low light. She let her arms fall to her sides, waiting. Alex felt a surge of awe—her trust, her courage, the way she let herself be seen even when nerves threatened to make her small.

He knelt in front of her, running his hands slowly over her hips, up her sides, then back down. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured. “You’re safe.”

She smiled, a little shaky, but brighter now. “I believe you.”

Alex began by inspecting her body—checking for any bruises, old marks, places where rope should avoid. He pointed out a faint red line from a workout, the sensitive spot at her left hip, the place her right knee twinged if twisted the wrong way. Each note was made out loud, an incantation of care.

He fetched the first length of rope, letting her feel it in her palm. “We’ll start with your hips and thighs. You tell me if anything pinches, tingles, or feels weird. You get to keep your arms free, like we agreed. If you want to hold something—my hand, a pillow, the wand—just ask.”

Emma nodded, her breathing quickening as Alex stepped behind her, his fingers trailing lightly over her skin. He wrapped the rope around her hips, slow and deliberate, crossing it low at the back, making sure it avoided her sensitive spots. He paused after every loop, fingers testing for tension. “How’s that?” he asked.

She flexed her hips, smiled. “Snug, but not biting.”

He tightened, then knotted, then moved lower—wrapping her upper thighs, leaving a gap between skin and rope just wide enough for comfort. He threaded the rope through her legs, over her pelvis, back up, anchoring each knot in its own symmetrical dance. Emma watched him in the full-length mirror propped against the wall, her eyes wide with awe and disbelief.

“You really learned this,” she whispered.

Alex grinned. “I wanted to impress you. Also, I may have watched Sky-Knot’s YouTube channel twice after class.”

Emma laughed, tension breaking. “You’re a nerd. But you’re my nerd.”

He leaned in, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder. “I want you to feel cherished. Not just restrained.”

He moved with care—every knot an act of reverence, every check-in a chance to deepen the ritual. He let his hands linger, squeezing her thighs, kneading her hips, making sure her circulation was free and strong. The final rope cinched just above her knees, binding her thighs gently together, but leaving her lower legs free to bend and flex.

“You ready for the anchor?” he asked, glancing up at the sturdy point in the ceiling.

Emma took a steadying breath. “Yes. I want to feel it—just a little weight, at first.”

He clipped a carabiner to the harness at her hips, threading the main rope through the anchor point. He looked her in the eye, silent question: Ready?

She nodded. Alex pulled the rope, slow and steady, lifting her weight until her heels just grazed the mat, hips suspended, thighs tight in their cradling bonds. He kept one arm wrapped around her waist, holding her upright, letting her test the sensation.

Emma gasped—a mix of surprise and delight, fear and exhilaration. “It’s… strange. I feel like I could float away, but also like I’m tied to the earth.”

Alex smiled, pride blooming inside him. “That’s how it’s supposed to feel. Like you’re safe enough to let go, but held enough to know you’ll come back.”

He checked every knot, every rope, testing for any signs of slipping or strain. He ran his hands over her thighs, hips, stomach, reassuring both of them that the harness held true. He moved in front of her, holding her face in his hands, kissing her slow and deep, letting the kiss settle her nerves.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered against her lips.

She laughed, hanging half in air, half in his arms. “I feel ridiculous and wonderful.”

He reached down and pressed a wand into her palm. “You want this now, or after?”

Emma hesitated, then handed it back to him. “You keep it. I want to give up everything for a bit. Even that.”

Alex took the wand, holding it as if it were something holy. “You can ask for it whenever you want. Or ask me to use it. Or not at all.”

Emma, suspended and open, let her arms hang loose, her fingers brushing his. “I trust you. All the way.”

He kissed her forehead, overwhelmed by the magnitude of her trust. For a moment, he simply held her—his hands on her waist, her body cradled by rope and hope.

Then, quietly, the ritual shifted. The room felt different, charged not just with anticipation, but with gratitude—an offering and an answer.

He stepped back, surveying her, making a slow circle to check every knot, every loop, every inch of skin and rope. “Talk to me. How do you feel?”

Emma rolled her head back, hair tumbling down. “Vulnerable. Gorgeous. Exposed. A little bit terrified, but in the good way.”

He smiled, holding her gaze. “Then we’re ready. Tonight you surrender, and I get to worship you.”

She let herself hang, laughter mingling with nerves, surrender settling into her bones. The ropes held her, but so did Alex—the ground gone, the ritual begun.

Alex stepped back to admire his work, hands trembling with a blend of pride, arousal, and responsibility. Emma hung in the soft light, her body a study in contrast: strength bound by rope, vulnerability transformed into something luminous. The harness hugged her hips and thighs, lifting her so her feet only brushed the mat, the muscles in her legs relaxed but ready, arms loose at her sides. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples taut from anticipation and air.

He crouched in front of her, eyes searching her face for any sign of uncertainty. “Colour check?”

Emma gave a shaky smile, voice high but steady. “Green. I feel… light. Like I’m nowhere and everywhere at once.”

“Good. That’s what I want for you.” He reached out, brushing a lock of hair from her eyes, his palm warm against her cheek. “Let’s take it slow. If you want to come down, all you have to do is say so.”

She nodded, then let her head roll back, hair tumbling in a cascade behind her. Her hands drifted, fingers toying with the edge of the harness as if testing the boundaries of her new reality. Alex could see it: the initial flash of fear receding, curiosity and desire taking root in its place.

He stood, moved to her side, and gently pushed at her hip—just enough to set her swaying in a slow, hypnotic arc. The motion pulled a gasp from her lips, a giddy rush that seemed to ripple through her whole body. “It’s like flying,” she whispered, half to herself.

Alex smiled, keeping one hand on her waist, letting her drift, then catching her softly, guiding her back to stillness. He checked the tension on the ropes—no slip, no strain. Every knot held. He pressed a kiss to her bare shoulder, then knelt at her side, looking up at her, the picture of surrender and trust.

“Close your eyes,” he murmured. “Let the rope hold you. Let me take care of you.”

She obeyed, lashes fluttering down, lips parted as she settled into the sensation. Her whole body seemed to lengthen, stretching in the harness, toes flexing, arms open, chest rising. He watched her let go—really let go—for the first time, all the small muscles in her face relaxing, tension draining from her brow, the worries of control and perfection dissolving.

Alex let his hands roam gently over her thighs, the ropes, the soft skin just above the knots. He traced the lines, double-checked for pressure points, then massaged her calves, letting his touch ground her, bring her back if she began to float too far.

He pressed a button on the wand, turning it to its lowest setting. “I’m going to start slow. You tell me if it’s too much.”

Emma’s lips curved in a slow smile, her body swaying, hips rocking gently in midair. “Please…”

He brought the wand between her legs, the gentle vibration a new pulse to join the rhythm of her breath and the tension of the rope. Emma gasped, head falling back, arms fluttering before gripping the harness above her, anchoring herself as pleasure began to build.

Alex found himself narrating, voice low and constant: “You look incredible. The way the rope frames you, the way you trust me… it’s more than I hoped for.”

Emma moaned, a helpless, beautiful sound, her whole body yielding to sensation. He edged the wand in slow circles, keeping the stimulation soft, then pulling away when she got too close, watching the frustration and need play across her face.

The swaying of the harness added a new layer of sensation—her body never fully at rest, always moving, the ground a distant promise. Emma’s thighs quivered, her hips rising, seeking more friction, more contact. Alex pressed the wand more firmly, increasing the vibration, listening for the gasp, the shudder, the pleading note in her voice.

“Breathe, love,” he whispered. “Let it happen. You’re safe.”

She nodded, eyes still closed, surrendering completely. The ropes creaked softly as she twisted, the sound a quiet anthem of release.

He teased her, bringing her close, then easing off, guiding her with praise and gentle commands. “You’re doing so well. Let yourself feel everything. You don’t have to hold back.”

Emma’s breath grew ragged, thighs straining against the harness, fingers clutching the rope for anchor. “Alex, I—please—don’t stop—”

He kept his movements steady, his words a river of comfort and awe. He watched her surrender bloom, watched her drift further from the ground, her body arching, sweat glistening on her skin. She cried out, voice breaking, hips rolling in midair.

He knew, then, that she was on the edge of something profound—not just orgasm, but transformation, the ritual having lifted her somewhere only trust could reach.

As she soared, Alex held the rope at her hip, kept the wand steady, whispered: “I’ve got you. I’ll always catch you.”

Her climax broke like a wave—her whole body convulsing, voice spilling out in a sound that was part sob, part laugh, part prayer. The ropes swayed, the harness holding her safe as she trembled, muscles fluttering with aftershocks. Her hands loosened, arms falling open, every inch of her shining with surrender.

He let her sway gently in the aftermath, stroking her thighs, kissing her stomach, letting her come back down in her own time.

When she finally opened her eyes, she looked at him with a dazed, awestruck smile. “I felt like I was flying. I’ve never felt so free and so safe at the same time.”

Alex felt his own eyes sting with emotion. “You were beautiful. You are beautiful.”

She grinned, still swinging a little, hair wild, face flushed with joy. “Can I just stay here forever?”

He chuckled, rising to kiss her gently. “You can stay as long as you want. But I’m not done worshipping you yet.”

He knelt again, letting his hands explore her body, touching every rope, every mark, every place he’d held her together and let her soar.

In that suspended hush, their ritual felt endless—two souls floating together, one in air, one on earth, each caught by the other.

Emma floated, not weightless but unmoored—a trembling, delicious ache spreading through her limbs. The harness pressed warm and sure to her hips and thighs, the bite of the rope a constant reminder of Alex’s hands, of her own choice to let go. She felt wild, raw, new—her body singing with aftershocks, sweat cooling on her skin, hair clinging damp to her forehead. Still suspended, she let her arms drift, gathering herself from the euphoria, and as she did, a new current sparked in her chest: the desire to guide, to use her voice, to shape the ritual back toward him.

Alex was kneeling on the mat below, eyes wide with awe and longing, his hands gentle on her thighs, his lips pressed to the sensitive skin above the rope marks. She saw the way he gazed up at her—part reverence, part hunger, and something more vulnerable too: the look of a man who wanted to be claimed.

She reached down, fingers threading through his hair, her touch gentle but insistent. “Strip for me,” she said softly. “I want to see you naked and open, just as I am.”

Alex’s eyes flickered with surprise, then anticipation. He peeled off his shirt, revealing the long, lean lines she loved, the familiar scatter of freckles across his shoulders. He pushed down his joggers and boxers, leaving himself exposed, cock hard and flushed. She admired him, suspended above, her breath coming a little faster as she realized how much power lingered in her voice.

“Kneel,” she said. “Right between my legs. Good. Look at me.”

He obeyed, sinking into the mat, head tilted up, hands resting palm-up on his thighs—a gesture he’d learned from her, from months of shared Mondays. She felt a wave of affection, pride, and heat.

“I want you to touch me, Alex. Slowly. Not with the wand yet—just your hands. Let me feel the difference between rope and skin.”

He cupped her thighs, tracing the outlines of the harness, his fingers lingering at the tender places where flesh met fiber. His touch was reverent, careful—checking for pain, for tension, for any sign she was reaching a limit. She let her head tip back, giving herself to the sensation, but also holding the reins.

“More,” she breathed. “Kiss me.”

He rose, hands steadying her suspended body, and pressed his mouth to her navel, then up along the line of her ribs, over the curve of her breast. His lips found her nipple, tongue flicking, drawing a moan from her as her hips shifted in the air, a marionette with a pulse.

She slid a hand into his hair, holding him there. “You’re doing so well. I love being seen by you—held by you. But I want more. I want to see you, too.”

She pressed the wand into his palm, reclaiming her own power even from midair. “I want you to use this on me—let me tell you what I need. And while you do, I want you to touch yourself. I want to see you lose control for me.”

Alex swallowed, his cheeks flushed, but his hands were steady as he flicked the wand on, finding the right setting, pressing it between her legs. The vibration was a new current, sharp and insistent. She let herself moan—loud, unrestrained, knowing she could fill the room with the sound of her pleasure.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded, her voice growing stronger with every word. “Let me watch you stroke yourself. Show me how much you want me.”

He obeyed, one hand keeping the wand pressed to her, the other wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly at first, then faster as the rhythm built between them. She watched the way he looked at her—eyes glazed, mouth parted, need written across his whole body. The sight of him unraveling was intoxicating, a mirror to her own surrender.

She began to talk him through it, drawing on every lesson, every moment of command she’d tasted in the past weeks. “Don’t finish until I say. If you get too close, stop. I want you on the edge with me.”

He groaned, hips jerking in time with her moans. The feedback loop of pleasure and power between them tightened. Emma rolled her hips as much as the harness allowed, feeling the stretch, the heat, the roughness of the rope, the throb of the wand, the echo of her own voice filling the space.

“You’re beautiful like this,” she murmured. “Desperate, obedient, open for me. I want you to feel everything. I want you to know you’re mine, even when you’re the one holding me up.”

He was panting now, sweat beading on his brow, legs trembling. His hand pumped his cock in time with the wand’s rhythm, his eyes locked to hers.

“Closer,” she urged, letting the command settle between them. “Faster. Let yourself get right to the edge, then hold. Wait for me.”

They moved together in a slow, climbing duet—her body strung up and open, his kneeling and exposed, both working toward the razor’s edge. She let him watch her shudder and cry out, let him see the way the rope held her, how she trusted him to keep her safe even as she lost herself.

She felt herself cresting, trembling in the harness, muscles pulled taut, voice cracking as she called out for him. “Don’t you dare finish until I tell you. Hold it for me, Alex.”

He whimpered, his control slipping, body trembling with effort. She watched him fight for her, desperate to please, desperate to be allowed over the edge.

When she sensed she couldn’t hold back any longer, she gave the final command, voice sharp as thunder. “Now. With me. Let go, Alex. Let’s fall together.”

He exploded, the sound ripped from his throat as he spilled, his hand and stomach streaked, his head thrown back in helpless surrender. Emma climaxed midair, her whole body wracked with pleasure, the rope biting into her skin in the sweetest way, the harness rocking, the wand a final jolt of sensation as she cried out his name.

For a moment, the world was nothing but breath and heat and the music of their bodies breaking together—suspended, kneeling, caught and catching, two souls sharing the same freefall.

When the tremors faded, Emma sagged in the harness, boneless, her hand finding Alex’s shoulder, squeezing tight. He looked up at her, eyes wet with awe and relief, lips parted in a smile that was equal parts joy and disbelief.

She let herself drift, still cradled by rope and by his care, and whispered, “Thank you for letting me hold you, even while you held me up.”

Alex kissed her thigh, forehead resting against her knee, and whispered back, “Thank you for trusting me to be both.”

For a while, neither moved. The rope swayed, the air cooled, and the balance of power—so carefully, joyfully traded—settled like silk between them.

For a long, luminous moment, the world was nothing but the echo of their release—a bright, timeless place where the rope swayed, breath tangled, skin shone. Emma hung in the harness, every nerve singing, her body slack and spent, her mind a slow swirl of joy, relief, and stunned disbelief. She felt the last tremors shudder through her, muscles still twitching in aftershock, sweat cooling on her skin. The ropes held her, firm and forgiving, a cradle of trust she’d never known before.

Alex knelt in the space below, hands slick and trembling, body still wracked with aftershocks. He stared up at her, chest heaving, hair damp at his temples, heart pounding with something larger than simple pride. What they’d just done felt impossible and inevitable, like their whole year of Mondays had led to this—the moment when surrender was a shared language, where to let go was to catch, and to catch was to let go.

He reached for her thigh, pressing a kiss just above the harness, tasting salt and skin and the faint tang of rope. Emma let out a shaky laugh, boneless, her hand reaching down for his hair, clutching, anchoring herself in the sweet, real touch. She was dimly aware of the mess on his chest, the cum drying on her hip, the flush that refused to leave her cheeks.

Alex’s voice was hoarse, awed. “You’re incredible. I’ve never… I didn’t know I could watch you like that. Hold you like that.”

Emma could only hum, her words gone for now. She let herself drift, the swaying of the harness a lullaby. She felt her body cataloging sensation: the gentle bite of the rope against her thighs, the burn fading into warmth; the tingle where her nerves still fired; the emptiness in her center, somehow beautiful, echoing, promising.

Alex checked the knots, moving around her with new tenderness. His fingers were gentle but thorough, searching for any sign of trouble. He pressed at her thighs, feeling for circulation, watching for swelling or blanching. “Any tingles?” he asked, voice steadying with ritual.

Emma blinked, grinned. “Only the good kind. No numbness. Just… floaty. Happy. So fucking happy.”

He stroked her side, then pressed a cold bottle of water to her lips, coaxing her to sip. She drank, water dribbling down her chin, giggling as Alex caught it with his hand, wiping her face with a care that bordered on reverence.

“You can leave me up a bit longer,” she murmured. “It’s nice, being between ground and sky.”

Alex knelt beside her, holding her hips, just letting her rock. “We could make a religion out of this,” he joked softly.

Emma laughed, the sound filling the room, bright and wild. “A church of rope and surrender?”

“A church of trust,” he corrected. “And joy. And sweat. And you, shining like this.”

She watched him, love so bright it felt like tears. “Come here,” she whispered.

He rose, standing face-to-face with her, their height almost matched by the suspension. She looped her arms around his neck, letting him support some of her weight. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, letting the harness take her weight so he could cradle her easily.

They kissed, slow and deep, a kiss that tasted of salt and effort, forgiveness and pride. Emma felt herself begin to weep—not out of sadness, but out of an almost painful happiness. Alex held her tighter, the rope groaning softly with the shared movement.

When the kiss broke, she let her forehead rest against his. “Let me down, soon. But not yet. I want to remember this from the sky.”

Alex nodded, pressing his lips to her temple. “Whatever you want. As long as you want.”

They stayed like that, time slowing, the living room transformed into a sanctuary where only the two of them existed.

Gradually, as the tension in Emma’s muscles began to twinge with fatigue, Alex asked, “Are you ready?”

She nodded. “Yeah. I don’t want to fall asleep up here and have to call the fire brigade.”

He smiled, relief and joy mixing in his chest. He moved methodically, unclipping carabiners, loosening knots, all the while supporting her with his free arm. As her feet touched the mat, Emma gasped at the shock of contact—a sudden, dizzying rush as blood flowed back to every part of her. She swayed, and Alex caught her, guiding her down to kneel on the soft blanket.

For a moment, she knelt at his feet, the rope still hugging her body, the marks red and tender. He knelt beside her, arms around her shoulders, letting her lean into him as the world righted itself.

They took their time, Alex untying each knot with patience, fingers slow and gentle. For every rope unwound, he pressed a kiss to the skin beneath, murmuring praise and thanks—words she could barely register, but felt in her bones.

As the last rope slipped free, Emma collapsed into his lap, letting him hold her, rock her, cradle her like something precious and breakable. He stroked her hair, kissed her forehead, pressed cold water to her lips again.

They lay back together, tangled and spent, the aftermath soft and bright. Emma rolled onto her side, tracing patterns on his chest, marveling at the rope marks, the little bruises that would be reminders for days.

“You know you just ruined me for anyone else,” she whispered, half-teasing.

Alex grinned. “That was the plan.”

She closed her eyes, sighing as the warmth of afterglow seeped through her. “I feel like I left my body and came back somewhere safer.”

He nodded, understanding in the marrow of his bones. “That’s what I want for you. Always.”

They lay there, time slipping by unnoticed, the world quiet beyond the four walls. Their bodies hummed with fatigue, every nerve sated, every ache welcomed as proof of what they’d risked and claimed.

When Emma finally sat up, she reached for Alex’s hand, pressing his palm to her cheek. “Thank you,” she said, voice rough but sure. “For tying me up. For letting me down.”

He kissed her softly. “Thank you for flying for me.”

And in the hush that followed, it didn’t matter where they were, or what tomorrow would bring. They had built a temple together—made of rope, sweat, surrender, and care—and for now, it was enough.

Alex cradled Emma in his lap, her body still marked by the rope’s memory—red imprints circling hips and thighs, a faint line above her knee, tiny stippled bruises where the harness had pressed deepest. He traced each mark with his fingertip, not with apology but with reverence, a quiet hymn to the trust she’d shown him. He felt her breathing slow, the shudders ebbing into sighs, her muscles softening against his chest. She’d gone limp, that familiar boneless state after a hard release and long bondage—a state that was half exhaustion, half pure animal trust.

“Colour?” he asked softly, brushing her hair from her face.

Emma turned, eyes heavy but clear, and smiled. “Green. So green I think I might start photosynthesizing.”

Alex grinned, relief washing through him. He pressed a kiss to her temple, let his lips linger, then reached for the water bottle and held it to her lips. She drank, sloppily, water running down her chin. He caught it with a towel, drying her with the same tenderness he’d shown in every knot and every stroke.

“You want the ropes off now?” he murmured, hands ready at her hips.

She thought for a second, rolling her head, then nodded. “Yeah. I want to feel you untangle me. Like you’re pulling me back to earth.”

He worked methodically, unwinding the harness loop by loop, careful not to snag or tug too fast. Each release brought a fresh rush of blood, a tingle, a tiny ache. He watched her face for every wince, each gasp, each dreamy smile of relief. For every rope unwound, he pressed a kiss to the skin revealed—her thigh, her hip, the hollow just above her knee. She let him do it all, hands limp, eyes drifting closed.

As the last knot slipped loose, Alex took a bottle of arnica gel from the kit, squeezing a little into his palm. He rubbed it gently into every mark, soothing away the worst of the pressure lines. His hands lingered, kneading her sore spots, massaging her calves, her feet, her back. Emma purred, arching into his touch, half asleep already.

“You’re good at this,” she murmured. “You should give lessons. Start a YouTube channel. Call it Rope & Recovery.”

Alex laughed, low and warm. “You’d have to be my model. Weekly tutorials—‘how to worship your partner properly.’”

She cracked one eye, mischief glinting. “It would be a bestseller. But only if you include the post-rope bath.”

“Coming right up,” Alex promised. He wrapped her in the blanket, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. He carried her to the bathroom, settling her on the closed lid while he ran a warm bath. He poured in her favourite oil, watched the bubbles bloom, tested the water twice for the perfect temperature.

When he eased her in, she gasped, then groaned, the heat drawing out the last of the ache. He climbed in behind her, legs bracketing hers, arms around her shoulders. Emma melted into his chest, her head tucked beneath his chin, breath evening out. The marks from the rope were vivid in the water, a map of their night traced in red and pink.

They soaked in silence for a long while, the only sound the quiet splash as Alex trailed his hand through the water, the faint clink of bubbles against porcelain. Every now and then, he’d find a knot of tension in her shoulders, or a twinge in her thigh, and knead it gently until she hummed with pleasure.

Emma roused after a while, rolling her head back to look up at him. “How are you?” she whispered.

Alex smiled, pressing his nose to her hair. “Floating. Exhausted. I feel like I ran a marathon with my heart instead of my legs.”

She grinned. “Same. But worth every second.”

They washed each other—gentle, unhurried, soaping away the sweat and lube, the dried tears and salt. Emma traced the marks he’d left, laughing at the little “branding” circles on her thighs. “I look like a prize ham,” she teased.

Alex nuzzled her shoulder. “You look like a goddess who survived a thunderstorm. Stronger for it.”

They dried off together, Alex swaddling Emma in a thick towel before letting her lead the way to bed. He changed the sheets—ritual now—replacing the ones tangled and stained from before with fresh, cool linen. He pulled back the blanket, fluffed her pillow, and helped her climb in. She curled on her side, watching him finish tidying: ropes coiled, scissors checked, water bottles refilled.

When he finally slid in beside her, she scooted back until her spine pressed to his chest, his arm curling over her waist. He tucked his knees behind hers, their bodies slotting together with the ease of long practice.

Emma reached for his hand, threading her fingers through his. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For all of it. For holding me up and letting me fall.”

Alex squeezed her hand, breath ghosting across her neck. “Thank you for trusting me with everything. For making tonight sacred.”

She twisted to look at him, eyes bright. “Was it everything you hoped?”

He nodded, voice thick with emotion. “And more. I saw you in a way I never have before. I got to carry you. I got to watch you fly.”

Emma smiled, closing her eyes, letting the words settle in. “I’m still flying, a little. But now I know I can land.”

They lay like that for a while, legs tangled, hearts steadying, the world outside shrinking until it was just the two of them in a cocoon of warmth. Emma drifted in and out of sleep, waking enough to hear Alex whisper, “Proud of you. Love you.” She mumbled a reply—“Love you more”—before surrendering to dreams.

Much later, in the blue hour before dawn, Emma woke and found Alex watching her, his gaze tender and unguarded. She touched his cheek, pulled him close, and kissed him—slow, grateful, soft.

“Next Monday,” she whispered, “you can tie me up again. Or maybe I’ll tie you. Or maybe we’ll just hold each other and talk.”

He smiled, voice thick with sleep and contentment. “Whatever we do, we’ll do it together.”

The sun crested the edge of the city. Their marks faded, but the memory of being held—of being brave enough to fall, and wise enough to catch—remained, stitched into every muscle and bone.

This was aftercare not just as an ending, but as a promise: that every suspension finds its ground, and every risk, when met with care, becomes a story of return.


Epilogue – A New Balance

The morning after felt different—not just in the easy ache of rope marks or the faint press of bruises, but in the subtle, steady pulse of contentment that shimmered beneath the surface. Sunlight filtered through the curtains, pale and golden, catching on the lingering threads of their shared ritual. Emma woke first, stretching slowly, her muscles warm and loose. Alex was curled behind her, one arm slung heavy across her waist, his breath slow and even against the nape of her neck.

She lay still for a moment, savoring the quiet—a peace that felt earned, not borrowed. Around them, the detritus of last night’s play was scattered in gentle disarray: coils of rope on the floor, the harness folded neatly on the dresser, the faint scent of almond oil and clean sweat hanging in the air. Emma traced lazy circles on Alex’s forearm, feeling the subtle difference in her own heartbeat: less frantic, less anxious, as though some tightness inside her had finally uncoiled.

Alex stirred, pressing his face to her shoulder, his voice still thick with sleep. “What time is it?”

She smiled, twisting to kiss his hair. “Too early to think about work. Too late to call it night.”

He groaned, pulling her closer. “Let’s stay here. No plans. No homework. Just… us.”

Emma closed her eyes, breathing in his scent. She felt the old fears circling—did I do enough, did I do it right, did I take too much or not give enough?—but they were quieter now, softened by the memory of his hands on her skin, his voice guiding her through every reversal, every surrender.

“We did good, didn’t we?” she murmured.

Alex squeezed her, lips brushing the curve of her ear. “We did more than good. I trust you, Em. Even when you scare me. Especially then.”

She laughed, the sound muffled in the pillow. “Maybe next time you can scare me a little more.”

He rolled her onto her back, propped up on one elbow. The light caught the green in his eyes, the faint bruise at his collarbone where her rope had pressed. “Next Monday?”

She pretended to think, teasing. “I’ll need to see your schedule. And mine. And maybe… install a privacy screen on the balcony, just in case.”

He grinned, mischief and longing sparking in his face. “That’s your idea of scary? Exhibitionist.”

Emma flushed, but didn’t look away. “Maybe. It’s your turn to plan, remember?”

Alex kissed her, slow and warm, anchoring her to the moment. “Then next Monday, I’ll film you worshipping me against that glass. I want the city to see how beautiful you are when you’re mine.”

She shivered, a thrill running through her—a promise, a dare, a new kind of surrender waiting on the far edge of comfort.

They lay together, talking in low voices about nothing and everything: the rope workshop and its strange, sweet mentor, the taste of trust, the edge of fear, the way power could shift and circle but never quite leave them. Emma listened to the sound of their laughter, felt the weight of his hand in hers, and knew that the ritual was no longer just a lifeline. It was a bond. A choice, renewed with every Monday.

Outside, the city stirred to life, ordinary and indifferent. Inside, they were remade again, stronger for every time they’d given up control and found themselves, found each other, in the surrender.

As breakfast cooled on the table, Alex rose to fetch his phone, snapping a photo of the sunlight tracing rope marks on Emma’s thigh. “For my eyes only,” he promised.

Emma laughed, tugging him back to bed. “Just wait until next week.”

Somewhere in the distance, the calendar pinged—a reminder for Monday, recurring, forever.

And this time, Emma couldn’t wait.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.

Coming Soon:

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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