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1

–––––––

The restaurant is dimly lit, all dark woods and soft amber glows, a hushed murmur of cutlery and quiet laughter washing over the low jazz playing from unseen speakers. Roy sits across from Elise, watching the candlelight flicker across her cheekbones, the way it dances in her eyes as she smiles at something he just said—something he can’t even remember now. He’s too caught up in the sight of her.

She’s wearing that black halter dress, the one with the plunging neckline and the way it seems to cling to her every movement like a secret. Her heels are high enough that she crosses her legs slowly, deliberately, letting her calf brush his under the table. There’s no accident in her touches. There never is.

And yet he’s calm. Or at least, he tells himself he is.

It wasn’t always like this. Just a few months ago, the thought of a woman like Elise even smiling at him, let alone whispering filthy fantasies into his ear or kneeling for him in the dark, would’ve frozen him solid. But now—now she’s his. Fully. Openly. She calls herself his submissive. She wears his marks with pride. And every time he takes her, every time he pushes her further, lets go a little more, watches her melt into obedience beneath him, it rewrites the man he used to be.

He’s learned how to touch her without trembling. Learned how to command her without apologizing for the desire that used to terrify him. In her submission, he’s found something he didn’t know he was looking for. Not just confidence, but a kind of clarity. Like she reflects back the version of him that’s always been buried under doubt and shame.

But tonight, something feels… off.

It starts small. Barely anything, really. A man at the next table—older, loud in the casual way of someone used to attention—glances over at Elise as she laughs at one of Roy’s jokes. Not a lingering leer, not even a double take. Just a quick once-over, a lift of the brows, an appreciative smirk, and then a comment to his date, something flippant and whispered, punctuated with a low chuckle.

Roy shouldn’t care. Doesn’t usually. Elise draws stares wherever she goes, and he’s grown used to the ripple of envy or lust she leaves in her wake. Used to the way men glance and women scowl and how Elise never seems to notice—or maybe she just doesn’t care. She’s always been in full control of her sensuality, wielding it like a blade sheathed in silk.

But tonight, Roy cares.

He watches Elise take a sip of her wine, watches the red gloss she chose tonight smear faintly along the rim. He watches the way she smiles at the server, the way she hums with approval when her food arrives. She isn’t doing anything different. Nothing overt. But that look from the man at the next table—it echoes in his mind like a whisper that won’t leave him.

What did he say? What did he see?

Roy’s throat tightens around the sip of wine he takes. He realizes too late that he’s stopped listening to Elise, and she’s waiting for him to respond.

“Sorry,” he says quickly, shaking himself. “What was that?”

She tilts her head, amused. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Just thinking.” He smiles, forces it. “You were saying?”

But her eyes narrow slightly, her body shifting in that way she does when she picks up on something subtle. She always sees more than he wants her to.

The rest of dinner unfolds with effortless charm, her laughter returning, her teasing smile drawing him back in. She touches his hand, leans in to whisper a memory of last night into his ear, and he feels his blood heat, his body react, his dominance stir back to life. And still—still—he can’t shake the feeling that something has slipped from his grasp. Something he didn’t even know he was holding.

They’re in a cab on the way back to his place when Elise rests her head on his shoulder, her hand finding his thigh. It’s a quiet, affectionate moment, but his muscles stay tense beneath her touch.

She notices.

“You’re quiet,” she says softly.

Roy glances out the window. The city blurs past, streetlights painting flickers of orange across the glass. “Just thinking,” he repeats.

She doesn’t push. She never pushes when he withdraws like this. She waits. Which somehow makes it worse.

In the bedroom, she undresses in front of him without a word, the way she always does when she’s offering herself. Slowly, reverently, she peels the dress down, stands in just her stockings and heels. She unclasps her bra and lets it fall to the floor. And then she kneels.

No command given. No need for one.

She lowers herself gracefully, thighs spread, eyes down, spine long and straight, her lips parted slightly. The submissive posture is perfect—disciplined, sensual, beautiful.

And yet Roy’s chest tightens.

Because now the question he’s been trying to ignore is there, fully formed and poisonous: How many men has she done this for?

It’s not new. He knows her past. She’s never hidden it. She’s told him stories—sometimes to turn him on, sometimes as confession, sometimes as a test. He’s heard about her lovers. Seen pictures she shared in the early days. He knows her history better than she knows his.

But tonight… that history feels heavy.

She looks up at him now, sensing something again. Her expression stays soft, submissive, but her brows draw together in the faintest frown. “Sir?”

Roy exhales sharply. “Stand up.”

She obeys instantly. He walks past her, running a hand through his hair, pacing the room like there’s something to find, some direction to escape to.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asks quietly.

“No,” he says, but the word comes out harsh. He softens it. “No. You didn’t.”

She nods slowly. “Okay.”

He turns to face her. She’s standing naked now, vulnerable in a way that makes his heart ache, and he hates himself for bringing this mood into the space they’ve built together. This sanctuary.

“I don’t want to doubt you,” he says.

Elise steps toward him. “Then don’t.”

“It’s not you.” He pauses. “It’s… me. It’s something in my head.”

“Tell me.”

He wants to. God, he wants to. But how does he explain the shameful, stupid jealousy that crept in from a stranger’s glance? The insecurity that still simmers under all the dominance he’s worked so hard to cultivate?

He tries. “At dinner… the guy at the next table. He looked at you. Said something to his date. I don’t know what it was, but I saw it.”

Elise is quiet for a beat. “Okay.”

“It made me feel—” he hesitates. “Like I was… not enough.”

Her face softens, but she doesn’t rush to soothe him. “Because someone admired me?”

“No. Not just that. It’s…” He swallows. “What if someone like that could just… take you? What if you decided you wanted someone else tomorrow?”

She steps closer. “Roy. I chose you.”

“I know.”

“No.” She places a hand over his chest. “You don’t. Not really. You think I submit to you because I’m used to men like you. But I submit to you because you see me. All of me. Because you don’t flinch when I show you the things that scare other people. Because you care enough to ask, even when it terrifies you.”

He looks down at her, his breath shaky.

“And you’re right,” she adds. “I’ve done that kneel for other men. But not like this. Not as yours. That’s the difference.”

He nods, barely. His throat is too tight to speak.

“Would you like to punish me, Sir?” she asks quietly. “Would that help?”

The suggestion sends a jolt through him, but not of arousal. Of need. Not just to dominate. To reclaim. To believe.

“No,” he says. “Not tonight.”

She nods again. Then she does something that undoes him completely—she wraps her arms around his waist and just holds him. Not submissive. Not seductive. Just Elise, comforting Roy.

And for the first time in a long time, he lets himself lean into it.
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–––––––

Elise watches Roy from the doorway, still naked, her body flushed from kneeling, though he hadn’t touched her. Not even a command. Just a single sentence that had chilled the air between them—Stand up—and a look in his eyes that told her something deeper was stirring beneath his polished exterior.

He’s pacing, tense. His hands rake through his hair more than once, something he only does when his thoughts are spiraling. She wraps her arms around herself for a moment, not out of modesty, but as if to contain the ache blooming in her chest. She doesn’t know what’s wrong. Not exactly. But she knows it’s not her. Not something she did.

Not that that stops the old reflex from curling inside her like a warning.

She could fix this with sex. She knows that. She could drop to her knees again, crawl across the floor, offer herself with dirty words and heavy eyes, and beg for his hands, his belt, his cock. He’d respond. He always does when she goes soft and low and hungry. But that would be the easy way, and Elise is done performing for the sake of smoothing over a man’s storm. She doesn’t want to distract him. She wants to reach him.

So she waits.

Roy pauses by the window, framed in the city light. His shoulders are tight, hands shoved into his pockets, body turned away from her even as his presence thrums in the room like an open wire. He’s dressed, mostly—shirt undone, sleeves rolled up, collar loose—but he looks raw. Exposed. Like something he can’t name is scratching at the inside of his skin.

She crosses the room quietly and stops just behind him. Doesn’t touch him yet. Just breathes him in. The scent of his cologne, the warmth of his body—it grounds her, even now.

“I’m here,” she says softly.

His head lowers, a shadow across the glass.

“I know,” he replies.

She steps closer and places her hands gently on his back, fingers smoothing over the fabric stretched across his shoulder blades. His body stiffens at first, then eases slightly beneath her touch, as if permission has been given.

“I don’t know what’s going on in your head,” she murmurs, “but I can feel it. Something’s eating at you.”

Roy doesn’t answer.

She presses her lips to the back of his neck, a kiss so soft it could be mistaken for breath. Then another. And another. Slow, reverent, tracing a path to his jaw as she circles to face him. His eyes are heavy, clouded with something—doubt, maybe. Or fear.

Elise cups his face in both hands, standing on her toes so her mouth is level with his. “Let me take care of you tonight,” she whispers.

He looks like he wants to argue. To say it’s not necessary. But she sees the need in his eyes—buried deep, protected like a wound.

She guides him to the bed without force, without urgency, just steady, devoted presence. She sits him down, then climbs into his lap, her thighs on either side of his. She’s still completely bare. She feels his breath catch the moment her body touches his. But she doesn’t grind or tease. Not yet. She rests her forehead against his and closes her eyes.

“You don’t have to be strong all the time,” she says.

“I’m not weak,” he replies automatically, a flash of something defensive in his tone.

“I didn’t say you were. I said you don’t have to carry everything alone.”

His jaw tightens.

“You don’t need to explain it,” she goes on. “I just need you to know that whatever’s spinning in your mind, it doesn’t scare me. Not your jealousy, not your insecurity, not your shadows. I’ve had all of those, too. I still do. You don’t have to hide from me.”

Roy exhales slowly. She can feel his heart pounding beneath her palms where they rest on his chest.

“You have no idea how hard it is,” he says. “To believe I’m enough. When I look at you…”

She lifts her head. “When you look at me, what?”

He meets her eyes then, and it guts her, how vulnerable he looks. “I still don’t understand how I got you.”

“You didn’t get me,” she says. “You earned me.”

She slides one hand down his chest, over his stomach, until it rests at his belt. Not undoing it. Just feeling him. “I’ve been with a lot of men,” she says softly, “and none of them ever made me feel seen. Not really. They wanted my body. They wanted my submission. But they didn’t want me. They didn’t look beneath the performance.”

“And I do?” he asks, unsure.

“Yes,” she breathes. “You do.”

She leans in again, kisses him slowly, deeply, her tongue brushing his with a tenderness that carries no rush. When she finally draws back, her eyes are glassy with emotion.

“I’ve never wanted to be possessed until you,” she admits. “Not really. Not completely. But you… You make me want to give everything.”

His hands finally move—tentative at first, then stronger—as they settle on her hips. She lifts slightly and reaches between them to undo his belt, her fingers steady even though her body hums with need. She pulls his cock free, already half-hard, and strokes him slowly, gently, her eyes locked on his.

“You don’t need to prove anything to me,” she says. “Not with force. Not with jealousy. Not with sex. You already have me.”

She shifts forward and lowers herself onto him with a breathless moan, her body taking him in inch by inch until he’s fully seated inside her. She doesn’t ride him. Not yet. Just sits there, full of him, cradling his head against her shoulder.

They stay like that for a long moment. Still. Quiet. Joined.

Then she begins to move—slow and deliberate. Each roll of her hips is a caress, each downward press a promise. She kisses his throat, his jaw, his mouth. She whispers his name. Tells him how much she wants him. How good he feels. How safe she feels when she’s with him.

He doesn’t thrust or take control. Not tonight. Tonight, he lets her lead.

When her pace quickens, it’s not out of urgency, but reverence. Worship. She feels herself start to build, the pressure rising low and hot in her belly, but she holds it back, waiting. Needing him to feel it too.

He looks up at her then, wonder in his eyes.

“I love you,” he says, voice ragged.

She gasps. She wasn’t expecting that. Not now. Not here. Her eyes go wide, and then her whole body softens around him.

“I love you too,” she whispers, and in the next breath, she cums.

It’s not explosive. Not wild. It’s quiet. Intimate. A shudder through her limbs, a cry against his throat, a deep, dissolving surrender that leaves her trembling. And he follows, holding her tighter as he buries himself in her and spills with a low groan that sounds like relief.

Afterward, she stays curled around him, their skin slick, their breaths slowing in tandem.

“You’re mine,” he says into her hair.

She smiles. “Always.”

And in the silence that follows, she can feel it—that something inside him has settled. Not vanished. But softened. Grounded.

Loved.
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–––––––

The text comes in mid-afternoon, just as Roy is finishing up some edits on a project. It buzzes against the wood of his desk, the sharp little vibration slicing through the focused calm he’s managed to cultivate since the other night.

He doesn’t check it right away. He’s learned not to be ruled by his phone, especially when he’s deep in work. Besides, Elise is meeting her sister for drinks, and no one else texts him during the day.

But when he finally picks it up, a few minutes later, the name freezes him.

Lucas
Hey. I was hoping we could talk sometime soon. Just you and me. Let me know.

Roy stares at the screen. It feels like the air shifts—like the room tilts, ever so slightly, beneath him.

Lucas.

The man who used to own Elise’s body before Roy ever touched her.

He knows about him, of course. Elise didn’t hide him. In fact, she was unusually forthcoming about Lucas, probably because he played such a formative role in the woman she became—sexually, emotionally, even intellectually. They were lovers. Play partners. Sometimes something more. Sometimes a lot less. Elise never called it love, but there were nights she talked about Lucas like he was the one who gave her language for the things she hadn’t known how to want.

That’s what claws at Roy now.

It’s not just that Lucas used to fuck her. It’s that he knew her. Shaped her. Unlocked something.

Roy’s thumb hovers over the screen. He reads the message again, trying to gauge the tone. No hostility. No sarcasm. Just a simple, almost polite request.

Still, his pulse is pounding.

He sets the phone down, walks to the kitchen, and pours himself water he doesn’t want. The glass trembles faintly in his hand as he drinks. He doesn’t know what Lucas wants, and that’s what drives him mad.

Does he want closure? Permission? To gloat?

Or—and this is the worst possibility of all—does he want Elise back?

Roy thinks of the way she looked last night, curled up naked against his chest, her breath soft and even in the crook of his arm. The words she whispered to him still echo in his head: You already have me. I’m yours.

But now he wonders—for how long?

He hates himself for thinking it. But it’s there.

He picks up the phone again. Stares at the message. He doesn’t respond. Not yet.

Instead, he opens Elise’s texts. Scrolls through the messages from this morning. A kiss emoji. A photo of her in bed, topless and lazy-eyed, her hair a mess. Wish you were still here.

He reads it twice. It helps. A little.

Still, he doesn’t text back. Not now. Not until he gets a grip on the gnawing thing inside him.

Because this isn’t jealousy, exactly. It’s older. Deeper. More primitive. Elise’s past is long. Winding. Full of lovers and adventures and things Roy can’t begin to match. He’s only ever had her in this one window of her life—this tiny little corridor where she finally decided she wanted more than just pleasure.

But what if that changes?

What if Lucas reminds her of who she used to be? What she used to crave?

Roy thinks back to the stories Elise has told him. How Lucas would tie her down and leave her begging for hours. How he made her cry—not because he hurt her, but because he made her feel things she didn’t know she wanted to feel. How he once took her to a hotel and made her wear a collar with his name on it, then walked her naked around the suite, photographing every inch of her while she blushed and came and begged for more.

Roy had tried to act unfazed. Even aroused. Sometimes he was aroused.

But now? Now those stories feel like ghosts, knocking at the corners of his confidence.

He puts the phone down and paces the room.

What does Lucas want?

And why now?

~ ~ ~

The rest of the day passes like fog.

He finishes his work, mechanically. Eats a late lunch, barely tasting it. By the time Elise gets home around seven, his stomach is knotted so tightly he can barely stand to look at her.

Which, of course, she notices right away.

“Hey,” she says, stepping out of her heels and padding into the kitchen. “You okay?”

Roy is at the sink, rinsing his plate. He glances over his shoulder, offering a smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes. “Yeah. Just tired.”

She studies him. “You sure?”

“Yeah.” He dries his hands. “How was Maddie?”

Elise hesitates, clearly clocking his deflection, but lets it go. “Good. Dramatic, but good.”

He nods, watching her as she walks past him to the fridge. Her hips sway the way they always do, like she’s moving to music no one else can hear. Her hair’s up. Her neck bare. That vulnerable stretch of skin where he likes to bite when he’s close to the edge.

She pulls out a bottle of wine, turns to him. “Want a glass?”

“No, I’m good.”

She opens it anyway and pours herself one. Roy watches her sip it slowly, leaning against the counter. She’s wearing a simple black dress, casual but tight enough that it clings to her hips, and it hits him—Lucas has probably seen her in a hundred outfits like that. Has probably stripped them off without hesitation.

And now he wants to meet.

Alone.

Roy’s gut twists.

Elise walks over and brushes her fingers across his lower back. “Come sit with me?”

He hesitates.

“Please?” she adds.

He follows her to the couch. They sit close, thigh to thigh, but his body feels stiff. She nestles into his side and waits. He doesn’t put his arm around her.

“What’s going on?” she asks quietly.

“Nothing,” he says.

It’s a lie, and she knows it. But instead of calling him on it, she just presses her face into his neck and sighs.

They sit like that for a long time, the silence stretching thin.

Eventually, she pulls back to study him again. “Are you… regretting something?”

He looks startled. “What?”

“Us,” she says. “Me. This… this thing between us.”

He shakes his head instantly. “No. God, no.”

“Then tell me what’s wrong.”

He looks away. “I’m fine.”

Her eyes search his face. He can feel the weight of her stare like it’s pressing into his chest.

“You’re not fine,” she says gently.

But he doesn’t answer. He can’t. Because if he tells her the truth—if he tells her that Lucas reached out, that just reading his name sent Roy into a tailspin—he’s afraid of what it might sound like. Petty. Weak. Insecure.

He doesn’t want to be that man.

So he lies again. “I just didn’t sleep well.”

She watches him for a long moment. Then nods.

“Okay.”

She kisses his cheek, her lips soft and lingering. Then gets up, walking toward the bedroom.

Roy stays on the couch.

He hears the water running in the bathroom. The soft rustle of clothing. The faint creak of the bed as she climbs into it. And all the while, his phone burns a hole in his pocket.

He takes it out. Reads the text again.

Still doesn’t reply.

Instead, he stares into the darkened living room, wondering why one man—one name—can make him question everything he’s built with Elise.

And deep down, he knows why.

Because if Elise ever wanted someone else—really wanted them—he’s not sure he’d know how to stop her.

She’s given him everything.

But he’s still afraid he could lose it all.
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–––––––

It starts with silence.

Not absence—Roy’s still here. He sleeps in their bed, cooks in their kitchen, and kisses her cheek before he leaves the apartment. But the man she’s come to know, the one who used to press his palm against the small of her back just to feel her there, who used to command her with nothing but a look, who used to growl her name like it meant something holy—that man is strangely muted.

Dulled.

Like someone turned down the brightness on him.

Elise doesn’t know why. She’s turned it over in her mind a dozen times—her words, her actions, her tone. Did she push too far with her story about Lucas last week? Was she too forward when she knelt for Roy the other night without permission? Or too slow to submit? Too fast to finish?

But none of that tracks. Not really. Roy isn’t fragile like that. Not anymore.

She knows it’s not about the sex, not entirely.

There’s something else under his skin, and it’s burrowed deep.

He’s gone quiet, especially in the evenings. Elise asks how his day was; he says, “Fine.” She wraps herself around him on the couch; he strokes her back, absent-minded. She kneels beside his chair and kisses his hand, and he smiles at her—distant, almost distracted—and says, “Good girl,” like it’s punctuation, not praise.

She doesn’t feel owned.

And that makes her ache more than she wants to admit.

~ ~ ~

By Thursday night, Elise is done waiting.

She doesn’t believe in poking at a wound, not if it isn’t ready to bleed. But she also doesn’t believe in pretending the wound isn’t there, especially when the man she loves has started walking through their life like a guest in his own home.

So she comes up with a plan.

It’s not complicated. She’s not trying to manipulate him. Not really. She just wants to remind him what they are—what he is. And if he won’t come to her with the truth, she’ll draw it out the only way she knows how.

She starts with obedience.

After dinner, she clears the table without being asked, careful and efficient in her movements, dressed in nothing but a soft camisole and a pair of high-waisted lace panties. She doesn’t try to catch his eye. Doesn’t flaunt. She lets him watch her if he wants, lets her silence be an invitation.

Then she kneels beside his chair, presses her cheek against his thigh, and waits.

His hand comes down eventually, fingers threading through her hair in a soft, habitual motion. But there’s no tension in his grip. No hunger.

No heat.

She closes her eyes, swallows the ache.

He says, “You don’t have to do that.”

Her voice is quiet. “I want to.”

He exhales slowly. But he doesn’t move. Doesn’t unzip. Doesn’t say her name.

After a long pause, she rises. Not abruptly. Not angrily. Just… slowly. Thoughtfully.

Roy doesn’t stop her. Doesn’t ask why.

That tells her more than anything.

~ ~ ~

She changes tactics.

Ten minutes later, she’s in the bedroom. She leaves the door open. Makes sure he can hear the sound of the dresser drawer opening—the one that holds the toys they only use when she’s particularly restless or brave. She chooses the plug he likes, the one with the heart-shaped gem at the base. She slips it in with a hiss, savoring the burn, the stretch.

She chooses the choker he bought her last month, the soft black leather one that doesn’t lock. Then she adds a pair of sheer thigh-highs and nothing else.

No heels.

She doesn’t want to be elegant tonight. She wants to be impossible to ignore.

She walks back into the living room like that.

Roy looks up from his laptop, and his gaze falters when he sees her.

“Elise,” he says. Just her name. No command. No question.

She stops a few feet from him, places her hands behind her back, shoulders square, nipples hard in the cool apartment air.

“Do I look like your slut, Sir?”

Something flickers in his expression—guilt, maybe. Or desire. Or both.

“Elise,” he says again, softer now.

She steps closer. “You haven’t used me all week.”

“That’s not true,” he says, frowning.

“Maybe not in the technical sense. But I feel…” She tilts her head. “Discarded.”

His jaw tightens. “That’s not what’s happening.”

“Then what is happening?” she asks, more gently now. “Because I don’t feel you. Not really. Not the way I usually do.”

Roy doesn’t answer.

He looks down at his hands, then closes the laptop with care and sets it aside. He stands, walks past her, toward the kitchen.

Avoidance.

She turns, watching him. Her body is humming now—not just with arousal, but with defiance. She isn’t angry, not exactly. But she won’t be ignored. Not by him. Not in this home they built out of trust and power and long nights wrapped in each other’s sweat and secrets.

She follows him.

He’s at the sink again, drinking water he doesn’t need.

“Tell me,” she says.

“It’s nothing,” he says. “Just in my head.”

“Then get it out of your head,” she says, stepping close. “Use me to clear it. Tie me down. Punish me. Ruin me. Just feel something.”

He turns sharply. His eyes flash, but not with the kind of dominance that steadies her. This is a flicker of something rawer. Edgier.

“I’m trying not to ruin it,” he says. “That’s the problem.”

She freezes.

“What do you mean?”

He shakes his head. “Forget it.”

“No. Say it.”

He looks at her like she’s dared him to break something.

Then, at last, “Lucas texted me.”

The name lands like a stone dropped in water—small, silent, and still, somehow shattering.

Elise doesn’t react at first. Doesn’t blink. She just stares at him, her body still naked except for the stockings and the plug and the choker that feels suddenly ridiculous.

“When?”

“Monday.”

Four days. He’s been carrying this for four days.

“What did he say?”

“He wants to meet.”

She feels her chest tighten. “And?”

“I didn’t answer.”

Silence.

He won’t meet her eyes.

“Oh,” she says finally.

He turns away again.

Elise leans against the counter, letting her body cool, and her thoughts click into place.

Now it makes sense.

Of course it does.

She crosses to him slowly, not to apologize, not to explain, but to see him.

“I told you about him because I thought you could handle it,” she says quietly. “I never wanted those stories to hurt you.”

“They didn’t,” he says. Then he laughs—short, dry. “Not at first.”

She touches his back. “You think I still want him.”

He doesn’t answer.

“That’s it, isn’t it?”

He nods. Barely.

She steps in front of him, looks him in the eye.

“You think I’d go back?”

“I don’t know what to think,” he whispers. “I just know I can’t compete with your past.”

Elise feels something inside her harden—not against him, but for him.

“You don’t have to compete. I’m not a prize you win by outlasting ghosts.”

He winces.

She continues, her voice stronger now. “Lucas helped me discover things. Yes. So did others. They taught me how to submit. How to play. But you—Roy—you’re the first man who ever made me feel like I belonged to him. Not because he claimed me, but because he earned me.”

He breathes out, shaky. “I’m scared.”

“I know,” she says.

“You could leave.”

“I could,” she agrees. “But I won’t.”

He looks at her, finally really looks at her. His hand reaches out, slow, and cups the back of her neck.

“I don’t know how to hold this without ruining it,” he says.

“Then let me help you hold it,” she replies.

He pulls her in.

And this time, when he kisses her, it’s not soft. It’s not tentative. It’s claiming. Desperate. Deep.

He lifts her easily onto the counter, spreading her thighs, pressing himself between them. She wraps her arms around his neck and kisses him back with everything she has—every wordless reassurance, every wild vow, every drop of fire they’ve ever shared.

Because she’s not his fantasy.

She’s his reality.

And she’s not leaving.

Not now. Not ever.
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–––––––

It happens on a Sunday morning.

Soft sunlight filters through the blinds, throwing golden bands across their bed. Elise is propped on her elbows beside him, her golden hair a sleepy mess, her bare legs tangled in the sheets. She’s sipping her coffee slowly, reading something on her phone, her mouth curved in that quiet, amused half-smile she wears when she’s texting someone she likes.

Roy is half-awake, still warm from the feel of her wrapped around him just hours ago, but something in that smile—gentle, familiar—pulls him fully into consciousness. He stretches, shifts, and peers casually at her screen.

He doesn’t mean to look.

Or maybe he does.

The name hits him like a jolt to the chest.

Lucas:
Sure, would love to catch up. Let me know what works.

A message Elise hasn’t replied to yet—but the thread is open. Roy recognizes her side of the conversation, too:

Elise:
Was thinking we could grab coffee sometime, if you’re around. No pressure—just a quick catch-up.

She’d sent that less than an hour ago.

Roy lies still, trying to pretend he didn’t see it.

“Elise,” he says lightly, watching her eyes flicker up from the screen, “who are you texting?”

She smiles, unbothered. “Lucas. Just saying hi.”

“Ah.” He tries to match her tone. Casual. Curious. Not clenched and full of fire. “So you’re meeting him?”

“Not definite yet.” She sits up, draws one knee to her chest. “But yeah. I figured I’d see how he’s doing. It’s been a while.”

Roy nods slowly, sipping his coffee. His stomach has gone tight and sour. “That’s… nice.”

She doesn’t seem to catch the hesitation in his voice. Or maybe she does and is choosing not to confront it. She stretches lazily, unbothered and comfortable in her skin, and leans over to kiss his shoulder. “You okay with that?”

He laughs, just barely. “Should I not be?”

“You tell me.”

And that—that—is Elise at her most infuriating. She never assumes permission. Never hides, never lies. She doesn’t need to. Because she’s so disarmingly honest that any discomfort Roy feels always ends up looking like his own problem.

Because it is.

Because she gave him the truth, and he’s still choking on it.

~ ~ ~

Elise leaves the bed to make more coffee, humming softly as she pads to the kitchen in one of his old t-shirts. Roy remains still. On the outside, nothing has changed. But inside, a storm has started to build.

He sees them. In his mind. Elise and Lucas, together in some café. Her leaning in with that easy intimacy, laughing over memories Roy was never a part of. Maybe she hugs him. Maybe he touches her lower back when they part. Maybe she remembers something he said—something funny, something filthy, something real—and laughs in that way she used to laugh for him.

Roy knows he’s spiraling. Knows it’s irrational.

She told him.

She didn’t hide it. Didn’t meet Lucas in secret. Didn’t flirt or lie. Just a simple coffee.

And yet his chest tightens like he’s being locked inside his own body.

Because Lucas isn’t just an ex. He’s a former dominant. A man who had Elise before Roy even knew her name. A man who held her down and made her cry from the weight of pleasure. A man who marked her with praise, not pain. Who gave her things Roy still doesn’t know if he’s capable of giving.

He sees her in Lucas’s hands—imagines it—and the image won’t go away.

Her face flushed. Her mouth parted. Her wrists tied in leather cuffs. Her knees shaking. Her voice cracking with submission as she begs, not because she wants to stop, but because she needs more.

Roy had always thought that imagining Elise with other men would get easier. That accepting her past meant he could learn to live with it.

But now, it doesn’t feel like the past.

It feels present.

Pending.

Alive.

~ ~ ~

He spends the rest of the day trying to shake the thought. He goes through the motions—answers emails, does some light editing, folds laundry like a man trying to anchor himself in the mundane—but the knot in his stomach won’t loosen.

Elise is breezy, affectionate, utterly unaware of the war going on inside him. She drapes herself across the couch while they watch a movie, her head in his lap, her fingers tracing idle patterns across his thigh. And all Roy can think about is Lucas. Her body under his. Her voice saying please in a tone Roy has never quite managed to pull from her.

She once said Lucas had a talent for unmaking her without cruelty. That his dominance was like a warm tide that swept her out so far she forgot where the shore was.

Roy’s dominance feels like a fire escape—ragged, desperate, still clumsy around the edges. She lets him lead. But sometimes, he wonders if she’s just waiting for him to catch up to who she really is.

~ ~ ~

That night, he fucks her like he’s trying to erase the thought.

He bends her over the bed and holds her down, thrusting hard and fast, watching the way her mouth opens on a gasp. She moans for him—God, Roy, yes—and digs her fingers into the sheets, and he wants to believe this is enough.

That he is enough.

She cums for him. Twice.

But even as her body writhes and shudders under his, Roy can’t stop imagining her doing the same for Lucas. The image stabs him through the gut, and he finishes with a choked groan, biting down on the inside of his cheek to keep from saying something reckless, something stupid, like mine.

Afterward, Elise sprawls on her stomach, drowsy and soft.

“That was intense,” she murmurs.

He runs a hand down her spine. “You liked it?”

“Always do with you.”

It should soothe him.

It doesn’t.

~ ~ ~

Later, when she’s asleep, Roy slips out of bed and walks barefoot into the living room. He stands by the window and watches the city below, the lights blurring like watercolor behind the glass.

He takes out his phone and opens the thread from Lucas.

The message still sits there.

Unanswered.

Mocking.

Roy considers replying. Just one word. Why? Or maybe something curt. No.

But what would that do? Lucas didn’t ask for a fight. He didn’t even ask for Elise. He just wants coffee.

So why does it feel like a threat?

Because Roy doesn’t trust himself. That’s why.

He doesn’t trust that he’s enough. Not compared to someone who came before. Who did it first. Who did it better—or at least, longer. Deeper. More fluently.

Roy’s afraid that one coffee is all it would take.

One warm hug. One laugh over some inside joke. One perfectly timed memory.

And Elise would remember that version of herself. The one who wore a leash and crawled across a hotel floor for a man who didn’t hesitate.

And Roy would be left standing here. Watching her walk away. Knowing it wasn’t because he failed, but because Lucas simply fit.

He looks at the phone again.

No new messages.

He wants to wake her up. Wants to demand something cruel and childish: Block him. Don’t go. Don’t even think about it.

But he won’t.

Because she isn’t his prisoner.

She’s his partner.

And she told him the truth.

He’s the one keeping secrets now.

The secret is this: I don’t know how to be the man you deserve. But I’m trying.

The secret is: I’m terrified that trying will never be enough.

He slides the phone back into his pocket and leans his forehead against the glass.

Eventually, he goes back to bed.

But he doesn’t sleep.

Because Lucas is just a man.

And still, Roy can’t stop imagining her underneath him.
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–––––––

The café is tucked into a quiet corner of Lincoln Park, with white tile and polished wood and Edison bulbs strung overhead like softened stars. Elise arrives early, by design. She always does. It gives her time to choose the seat with the best light and the best line of sight to the door. It’s a holdover habit from a different life, one where first impressions were everything and exits mattered.

She chooses a corner booth by the window, orders an oat milk latte, and sits with her legs crossed, checking her messages. One from Maddie, one from Roy. His is simple.

Hope it goes well. Love you.

She smiles softly at the screen. Taps a reply.

Just coffee. Nothing weird. Will text after. Love you more.

And it is just coffee. That’s what she told Roy, and that’s what it is—for her. She hadn’t thought much about Lucas in months. The idea to reach out had come half on a whim, half as a gut check. A reminder to herself that her past could coexist with her present without burning everything down.

Still, when she sees him walk through the door, tall and self-assured and grinning like nothing in the world ever really surprises him, something old stirs low in her belly. Not desire. Not longing. Just memory. A ghost of a ghost.

Lucas spots her right away and makes a beeline for the table.

“Goddamn,” he says, sliding into the seat opposite hers. “You look… expensive.”

Elise snorts, amused despite herself. “You haven’t changed.”

“Why would I? I peaked in 2017.” He flashes that familiar, lazy grin and waves over a server. “Still a latte girl?”

“Still a coffee snob, huh?”

“Only when it counts.”

He orders a cappuccino and turns his attention back to her, eyes roaming—bold, as always—but not rude. Just hungry. Curious.

“Seriously,” he says. “You look incredible.”

“I feel incredible,” she replies, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear. “Life’s good.”

“Still doing the PR thing?”

“Nope. Left it last fall.”

He arches a brow. “Finally stopped spinning other people’s bullshit?”

“Something like that.” She lifts her cup, sips. “What about you?”

“Consulting. Mostly contract stuff. I live out in Evanston now. Less noise, more space.”

“And still…” she gestures, a half-smile playing on her lips, “you.”

Lucas leans back, draping one arm along the back of the booth. “You always said I was a constant.”

“You always said you were a storm.”

“Same thing, depending on how you look at it.”

Elise laughs, and the sound surprises her. Not because she finds him funny—he’s always been that—but because the moment feels easy. Safer than she expected. She’d worried, briefly, that seeing him would yank her back into old patterns. But instead, she feels solid. Present. Herself.

And yet… she notices the way Lucas watches her.

There’s a flicker of heat in his gaze, the kind that used to melt her resolve. Once upon a time, she’d have leaned into it. Teased. Played. But not now.

“Still with the guy?” he asks casually, stirring his cappuccino.

“Yes. Roy.”

“Right.” He tilts his head. “Is that… serious?”

“It is.”

Lucas sips, studying her. “I figured. You’ve got this glow. Very, claimed but thriving, energy.”

Elise raises a brow. “You trying to say I’m collared?”

“You saying you’re not?”

She hesitates.

Lucas smiles. “Didn’t think so.”

“Not officially,” she says, a little softer now.

“But he owns you.”

It’s not a question. And it makes something warm move through her—pleasure, pride, maybe even peace. Because yes, she is owned. Not by force. By choice.

“I’m happy,” she says.

Lucas nods slowly. “That’s good. You deserve that.”

The conversation shifts. They talk about old friends, about places they used to haunt, about a club that shut down last year, and a bartender they both hated. He tells her about his latest disastrous date. She tells him about Maddie’s third failed engagement. It’s light. Pleasant.

But now and then, Lucas slips in a look. A line. A memory.

“Remember that weekend in Montreal? That shower? God, I couldn’t walk straight for two days after you rode my face.”

Or, “You still wear that plug with the heart? You used to blush so hard when I popped it in before brunch.”

Or, “You’ve got that same sigh when you’re thinking about getting fucked.”

Each time, Elise parries smoothly. Laughs. Deflects. Shifts the subject without bristling.

But she doesn’t flirt back.

She doesn’t feed it.

Because she’s not that girl anymore.

When their cups are empty, Lucas gestures to the counter. “Another round?”

She shakes her head. “I should get going.”

He nods, like he expected that. “He knows you’re here?”

“Of course.”

Lucas leans forward. His voice drops. “Does he know you texted me first?”

Elise meets his eyes. “Yes.”

“Does he know you once let me spit in your mouth in the backseat of a cab because you were too fucked-out to care where we were?”

Her face stills. Not with shame, but with calm.

“That’s not who I am anymore,” she says evenly.

“Shame,” Lucas replies, though there’s no venom in it. Just that teasing glint he always wore like armor. “She was fun.”

“She was lost,” Elise corrects. Then stands. “You take care of yourself, Lucas.”

He watches her go but doesn’t follow.

~ ~ ~

Outside, the air is crisp with a hint of spring. Elise breathes it in, letting it wash through her, cool and clarifying. She walks two blocks before she checks her phone. A text from Roy waits there.

Thinking of you. Can’t wait to have you tonight.

Her stomach flips—not with guilt, but with something close to shame. Not for what she did, but for what she didn’t.

Because technically, she’s told Roy the truth.

She met Lucas. It was fine. He flirted a little. She brushed him off. Nothing happened.

But she hasn’t told him everything.

Not the way Lucas looked at her. Not the stories he tried to conjure from the past. Not the split second where her body remembered—reflexively—what it was like to be used like that, to be wanted in that sharp, breathless way.

She didn’t want it. But she remembered it.

And she knows—knows—if she tells Roy all of that, it’ll hurt him.

Maybe more than it should.

So when she gets home that afternoon, she curls into Roy’s side on the couch. Kisses his neck. Smiles when he wraps an arm around her waist.

“How was it?” he asks.

“Short. Easy. Harmless.”

He kisses the top of her head. “I’m glad.”

And she leaves it at that.

Because this truth—this one—isn’t a lie.

It’s just a mercy.
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–––––––

Roy tries to forget.

He tries to believe her, believe in her, believe in the version of the afternoon she gave him—quick, uneventful, harmless. She came home soft, affectionate, pressing herself into his side like she was anchoring them both. She said it was easy. Said it was nothing.

But Roy can’t stop thinking about it.

He can’t stop thinking about him.

About Lucas.

He imagines the café, the quiet corner where they must’ve sat. Elise across from him, smiling in that slow, feline way she does when she’s comfortable. Her legs crossed just so. Her voice smooth. Her laugh unguarded. The kind of laugh Roy had to earn. The kind of comfort he sometimes still feels he doesn’t deserve.

And Lucas—the man who had her first, who taught her things Roy only recently found the courage to name—sitting across from her, smiling back.

Roy can’t get the image out of his head.

Not because he doesn’t trust her.

But because he doesn’t trust himself not to ruin what they have, by trying to hold on too tightly.

~ ~ ~

It’s three days later when the dam finally breaks.

They’re in the kitchen, finishing dinner. Elise is barefoot, wearing one of Roy’s old button-ups over her panties, humming under her breath as she loads the dishwasher. Roy is wiping down the counter, trying not to stare at the curve of her ass.

Trying not to pick a fight.

But it’s been festering. Growing. That little voice that keeps whispering—She didn’t tell you everything. She’s protecting him. Not you.

Elise sets the last plate into the washer and straightens. She turns, catching his eyes.

“You okay?” she asks.

Roy nods. Too fast. Too automatically.

Elise studies him. “You’ve been weird ever since I got back from coffee.”

He exhales. Here it is—the moment he’s been circling.

“I need to ask you something,” he says.

“Okay.”

Roy leans against the counter, arms crossed. “Did Lucas say anything inappropriate?”

Her body stills, just for a breath. It’s small, but he sees it. A hesitation. A flicker.

“He flirted a little,” she says carefully. “But I shut it down.”

“That’s not what you told me.”

“I told you the truth.”

“You told me it was harmless.”

“It was.”

He shakes his head. “That’s not harmless to me, Elise. That’s not nothing.”

She steps closer. “He said a few things. He was testing boundaries. I didn’t let it go anywhere.”

“What did he say?”

“Does it matter?” Her voice is steady, but there’s a warning there now—like she knows where this is heading and doesn’t like the view.

“Yes,” Roy says. “It matters to me.”

She looks away. “He brought up the past. Sex stuff. Stuff we used to do.”

Roy’s stomach flips.

“What kind of stuff?”

She sighs. “He mentioned a plug. The heart-shaped one.”

Roy’s jaw tightens.

“And Montreal,” she adds. “The weekend we went up and stayed in that ridiculous hotel.”

“Did he ask if you missed it?”

“No.”

“Did you?”

Her eyes narrow. “What?”

Roy doesn’t repeat it.

But Elise heard him.

She folds her arms. “You think I went there to get off on old memories?”

“I think you didn’t tell me everything.”

“I told you what mattered.”

“No,” he snaps. “You told me what you thought I could handle.”

Now her voice sharpens. “And maybe I was right.”

The words hit hard. He flinches.

She sees it, and her expression softens, but only slightly. “Roy. I love you. I came home to you. I told you it happened. I didn’t hide anything.”

“You didn’t tell me he was trying to fuck you with words.”

“Because he didn’t.”

Roy stares at her. “You think I don’t know what that kind of flirting looks like? I’ve seen you do it. Hell, I’ve watched you seduce people for fun. You don’t need to touch someone to put them in your bed.”

She doesn’t answer. Her jaw tightens. She’s angry now.

Good. So is he.

“You came home acting like it was no big deal,” Roy says, stepping forward. “Like it was just coffee. But you left out the part where he reminded you what it felt like to be his.”

“I didn’t need reminding.”

“Did you like it?”

“What?”

He doesn’t stop. “The attention. The way he looked at you. The things he said. Did it turn you on?”

“Stop.”

“You miss being that girl?”

“Roy—”

“Because sometimes I think you do,” he says, voice hard now. “Sometimes I think you’re just waiting for me to catch up to the woman you used to be. The one who got tied up and passed around and—”

“Enough.”

Her voice cracks like thunder.

Roy freezes.

Elise’s eyes are glassy. Her hands clenched at her sides.

“You think I want him?” she asks, voice trembling with fury. “You think I miss being used by men who saw me as a game? As a fantasy? You think what we have is just some substitute for the life I left behind?”

Roy doesn’t answer because he doesn’t know.

“I didn’t fall in love with you because you reminded me of them,” she goes on. “I fell in love with you because you didn’t. Because you saw me. Because you felt things. Because you wanted more than just my mouth or my cunt or my obedience.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me everything?” he asks, softer now.

“Because I didn’t want to hurt you.”

“But you did.”

Silence.

The words hang between them like a split in the floor—wide and jagged and impossible to cross.

Elise looks away first.

“Is this it?” she asks. “Is this the part where you start pulling back? Where you decide you can’t handle what I’ve lived through?”

Roy doesn’t respond.

She nods, as if that’s answer enough.

“Okay.”

She walks out of the kitchen. Roy hears the bedroom door close behind her, not slammed, just… final.

He stays rooted where he is, hands gripping the edge of the counter.

Because she’s right.

She chose him. She gave him everything.

And still, he let the past turn him into a stranger.

Still, he let a memory win.

Still, he pushed her away.

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t follow her.

Not yet.

Because what he wants to say—You’re mine. I’m terrified. I don’t know how to live in your world without comparing myself to its ghosts—it’s not something he knows how to offer without demanding more.

So he stays where he is.

Waiting.

Stewing.

Wishing like hell he’d never seen that message.

And knowing, somehow, this fight isn’t over.

It’s only just begun.
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–––––––

Elise stirs her cocktail for the third time without taking a sip.

The downtown bar is noisy but elegant, full of that curated after-work crowd—people with manicured nails, dry laughs, and expensive problems. She doesn’t belong here tonight. Not really. Not in the torn place she’s been carrying around since the kitchen fight three days ago.

She hasn’t seen Roy much since then. They still sleep in the same bed, but something between them has gone rigid. Brittle. Words are short. Kisses brief. Sex nonexistent.

It’s not that she’s angry. She’s not.

It’s that she’s wounded.

And worse—he’s wounded, too. But unlike her, he won’t let her near the place that hurts.

“You’re spiraling,” Maddie says, sliding into the booth across from her, wine glass already in hand.

“I’m not,” Elise mutters.

“You haven’t touched your drink.”

“I’m pacing myself.”

“You stir it like it insulted you.”

Elise offers the ghost of a smile. “It might have.”

Maddie leans forward, eyes narrowing. “Talk. Now. What happened?”

Elise exhales through her nose, slowly and deeply. “He asked if I liked it. When Lucas flirted. Asked if I missed that version of myself. The girl who’d let herself be passed around like a party favor.”

Maddie blinks. “Jesus.”

“Yeah.”

“And?”

“I told him no. I told him I love him. That I chose him. That I don’t want that past back.”

“And?”

“He didn’t believe me.”

Maddie tilts her head, watching her carefully. “Did you tell him everything?”

Elise looks down.

“Ah,” Maddie says, voice softening. “There it is.”

“I didn’t lie,” Elise says quickly. “I just… didn’t give him the whole story. Lucas was fishing, but I didn’t take the bait.”

“But Roy smelled it anyway.”

Elise nods, finally sipping her cocktail. It’s bitter. Sharp. Perfect.

“I don’t know what to do,” she admits. “He’s jealous, but it’s more than that. It’s like—like he thinks I’m always on the verge of leaving. Like he’s waiting for the next man from my past to come knock the whole thing over.”

Maddie leans back, arms crossed. “That’s because he doesn’t believe he has you.”

“He does.”

“You know that. I know that. But he doesn’t feel it.”

“I’ve told him. A hundred times.”

“You’ve reassured him,” Maddie says. “But Roy doesn’t need comfort. He needs certainty.”

Elise frowns. “What’s the difference?”

Maddie holds up a hand, ticking off fingers. “Reassurance is words. Soothing. Kisses. I love yous. Certainty is proof. Action. Stakes.”

“I offered my collar.”

“Yeah. But that was your idea.” Maddie leans in. “You’re the confident one, Elise. You always have been. You love being wanted, but you also love holding the leash. Even when you’re kneeling, you’re still the one steering the scene.”

“I’ve let him take control,” Elise says quietly. “He’s grown so much.”

“He has,” Maddie agrees. “But deep down, I think he still wonders whether he’s your top—or just your favorite project.”

That lands.

Hard.

Elise stares at her drink again.

Maddie continues, gentler now. “You want to fix this? Don’t reassure him. Surrender. Fully. Undeniably. Show him you belong to him—and only him. Not with words. Not with sex. With a gift he can’t give back.”

Elise looks up. “What kind of gift?”

Maddie shrugs. “You’ll figure it out. But make it impossible for him to question again. Let him own you so completely that even his fear won’t recognize the woman who walked away from Lucas without blinking.”

Elise doesn’t answer.

But something in her stills.

Ownership.

That’s what Roy needs.

Not just control. Not borrowed confidence. Not the illusion of power when she’s generous enough to offer it.

He needs to believe he earned her surrender.

And she has to give it without flinching.

Without conditions.

~ ~ ~

Later that night, Elise stands in front of the mirror in their bedroom. Roy’s not home yet. He texted that he was working late, and she didn’t press. But now, with the apartment quiet and the lights low, her reflection stares back at her—calm, composed, but burning inside.

She opens the dresser drawer and takes out the black velvet box she tucked away months ago. The one she’d ordered after a particularly intense weekend with Roy, back when she thought collaring would be a slow conversation, a long evolution.

Inside is the collar.

Not a choker. Not fashion.

Real leather. Thick. Lockable.

The tag at the center reads only: His.

Elise traces it with her thumb.

It’s not just a symbol. Not for her.

It’s consent. Permanence. A contract without paper.

She strips slowly, folding her clothes with care. Then kneels in the center of the bedroom floor, wearing only the collar.

Not fastened. Not yet.

Her hands rest on her thighs. Her back straight. Her eyes fixed on the door.

She waits.

And waits.

Until at last, she hears keys.

Footsteps.

The door opens.

Roy walks in, dropping his bag in the foyer, kicking off his shoes. “Elise?”

“In the bedroom.”

She says it calmly.

He walks in and freezes.

She sees it happen in slow motion—his gaze dropping to her, taking in her naked body, the unlocked collar in her hands, the quiet strength in her posture.

He says nothing.

So she speaks.

“I’ve said it a hundred different ways. I’ve told you I’m yours. That I love you. That no one else touches the places in me you do.”

She raises her chin.

“But words aren’t working. So this is my answer.”

She lifts the collar and holds it out.

“Fasten it,” she says. “If you still want me.”

He stares at her.

Long enough that she feels her pulse in her throat.

Then, finally, he steps forward.

Kneels.

Takes the collar with shaking hands.

Buckles it around her throat.

The lock clicks.

Her breath catches.

And his breaks.

Because this—this—isn’t submission.

It’s not sex.

It’s devotion.

And she gives it without question.

Without hesitation.

Because Maddie was right.

Roy doesn’t need comfort.

He needs proof.

And tonight, she gives him all of it.
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–––––––

Roy lies awake long after Elise falls asleep.

She’s curled on her side, one hand tucked beneath her cheek, her breath soft and even, the collar still snug around her neck. The lock glints faintly in the low light spilling from the hallway, and the sight of it should steady him.

It doesn’t.

It should make him feel powerful.

It doesn’t.

Instead, he lies rigid and sleepless beside her, his chest tight with the guilt he hasn’t been able to shake since the night he yelled at her in the kitchen. Since the moment he accused her of missing the very past she’s worked so hard to outgrow.

She’d offered him a collar once. A beautiful, simple thing with the word His engraved in delicate script. He remembers holding it in his hand, feeling its weight, knowing what it meant—and still, he’d hesitated. Not because he didn’t want her. But because some part of him, still coiled in the dark corners of his self-doubt, believed she was only giving it because she could take it back. Because she wanted to teach him how to dominate her, not surrender to him fully.

But now?

Now she’s kneeling naked on their bedroom floor, silent and still and radiant, the collar already around her neck when he walks in. She looks at him like she belongs nowhere else, and for a moment, he believes it. He wants to believe it.

And still… the doubt lingers.

~ ~ ~

He sits on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, raking a hand through his hair as the digital clock ticks into the early morning hours. Elise shifts slightly behind him, murmurs something in her sleep, then goes still again.

She trusts him.

That’s the unbearable truth.

She trusts him to lead, to protect, to claim her—not as a fantasy, but as a man. A flawed, thinking, stumbling, trying man. She trusts him with her body. Her history. Her submission.

And Roy isn’t sure he deserves it.

He thinks of the kitchen again. The things he said. The cold edge in his voice when he demanded answers, not because he needed the truth, but because he needed to punish her for what he was afraid of.

That’s what this is, isn’t it? Punishment. But not hers.

His.

Every time he doubts himself, every time he thinks of Lucas and the long list of lovers that came before, he punishes himself. For not being first. For not being better. For not being enough.

She never made him feel like a replacement. That poison came from him.

Roy pushes up from the bed, walks to the bathroom in silence, and splashes water on his face. His reflection in the mirror looks haunted—jaw clenched, eyes rimmed with shadows. His chest rises and falls, each breath shallow.

Get it together, he thinks. She gave you everything.

But it’s hard to hold something that precious when your hands still remember the tremble of not being wanted.

~ ~ ~

He returns to bed eventually, sliding in behind Elise and pulling the sheet up around them both. She sighs softly and shifts closer, instinctively seeking him in sleep.

Roy closes his eyes.

He doesn’t expect to fall asleep.

But he does.

~ ~ ~

The dream doesn’t start with Elise.

It starts with silence.

A dark room. Moonlight bleeding through gauzy curtains. The air was thick with something unspoken.

Then: a breath.

A sharp inhale.

Then: her voice.

“Please.”

He sees her—not all at once, not clearly—but in pieces.

Her wrists were bound above her head, leather cuffs tight and firm against her skin.

Her body spread open, ankles secured wide, trembling against the sheets.

A blindfold over her eyes, black satin cutting across her cheekbones.

She’s panting.

Begging.

“Please, Sir. Please.”

He doesn’t touch her.

Not yet.

He stands just out of reach, watching.

Knowing she can’t see him. Can’t anticipate. Can only feel. Can only want.

He circles her slowly, the soles of his boots soft on hardwood, his breath steady. He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t let her know how close he is.

She arches, desperate, nipples hard, thighs quivering.

“Please,” she whispers again, voice thick with need. “I need it. I need you.”

Roy’s cock is already hard in the dream, the ache thick and urgent, but he doesn’t move.

This is power.

Not in taking.

In withholding.

She writhes, blind and helpless and beautiful, the collar around her neck locked in place, a tag swinging slightly with each twitch of her body.

He brushes a single fingertip down the length of her thigh.

She sobs.

Not in pain.

In relief.

She lifts her hips. Offers herself. Opens even further.

He leans close—so close his breath brushes her lips—and says just one word:

“Mine.”

She shudders so hard it shakes the bed.

And then he takes her.

Hard. Deep. With hands that don’t shake and a voice that doesn’t ask permission.

He claims her like he’s never claimed anything before.

And she loves it.

~ ~ ~

He wakes with a gasp, his body slick with sweat, cock throbbing beneath the sheets. Elise is still asleep beside him, chest rising and falling in slow rhythm, her collar tight around her throat.

His heart pounds.

The dream felt real.

More real than anything he’s ever imagined.

And for the first time in days, Roy doesn’t feel shame.

He feels something else.

Purpose.

~ ~ ~

He lies back and closes his eyes again.

Not to sleep.

But to plan.

Because if that dream showed him anything, it’s that Elise doesn’t just need his love or his loyalty.

She needs his claim.

And if he wants to deserve her…

He has to become the man who can make her beg and weep and shatter—not because he’s cruel, but because she’s safe enough to fall apart.

Roy swallows hard.

He’s not there yet.

But maybe it’s time he stopped doubting what’s already his.
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The key rests in her palm like it weighs a hundred pounds.

It’s small—barely longer than her pinky nail, silver, unadorned. But it holds something massive. Something private. Something sacred. The tiny lock on her collar clicks easily open with this sliver of metal. That, Roy already knows.

What he doesn’t know—what she’s about to tell him—is that she wants it gone.

Forever.

She finds him on the couch, his laptop open but untouched. He’s reading, or trying to, glasses perched low on his nose, fingers absently rubbing his temple like he’s thinking too hard again.

He looks up when she enters. Smiles. It’s faint, but warm.

“Elise,” he murmurs, voice rough from hours of quiet.

She crosses to him without a word, tucks her knees up beside him, and curls into the cushion at his side. Her thigh presses lightly against his. She’s wearing an oversized tee and nothing else, the collar still locked around her neck. It’s been a week since he fastened it. He hasn’t taken it off once. Neither has she.

He closes the laptop and sets it aside. “Everything okay?”

“Yes,” she says.

But her voice carries a weight he catches immediately. He turns to face her more fully, one arm draped along the back of the couch.

“You’re nervous.”

She smiles softly. “Maybe a little.”

“What’s going on?”

She opens her hand.

The key sits in her palm, gleaming faintly in the lamplight.

“I want you to get rid of it.”

Roy blinks. “What?”

She meets his gaze. Calm. Serious. “I want you to destroy it. Throw it in the lake. Crush it under your boot. Swallow it, for all I care. Just… make sure I can’t take this collar off. Ever.”

Silence.

The air between them tightens.

Roy sits very still, watching her like she’s just said something unspeakable. Slowly, he shakes his head.

“Elise…”

“I mean it,” she says.

“That’s—Jesus, that’s insane.”

“No. It’s trust.”

His eyes darken, not with anger but something closer to awe, laced with fear.

“You want me to lock you into this for real?”

“I already am.”

“That’s not the same as permanent.”

She leans forward, sets the key gently on the coffee table between them like it’s a challenge laid at his feet.

“I want to make it real. Public. Irrevocable. And I want you to do it.”

Roy stares at the key. “Elise, people like us—people in kink, I mean—we don’t throw away safewords. Or keys. We build trust with boundaries, not by destroying them.”

She nods slowly. “I know that. I know what I’m asking. And I’m not asking because I think you’ll hurt me. I’m asking because you won’t.”

His throat moves as he swallows. “You’ve never asked for this before.”

“No.”

“Not with anyone else?”

“Not once.”

He hesitates. “Not even Lucas?”

Her voice is steady. “Especially not him.”

She lifts her chin. “No one has ever made me feel the way you do. Not just desired. Not just used or worshipped. Owned. Completely. It’s not about control. It’s about belonging. I want to walk into a room and feel this collar locked around my neck and know I don’t get to decide anymore. That I’ve already decided.”

Roy’s voice drops to a whisper. “You want to be mine.”

“I am yours,” she says. “But you don’t believe it. Not really. You’re still afraid I’ll leave. Still worried I miss my past. I don’t. And I don’t know how else to show you that.”

He leans forward, elbows on his knees, running both hands through his hair.

“This isn’t something you can undo, Elise.”

“I know.”

“You’re saying you’ll never take it off. Not to sleep. Not for travel. Not even if—” he stops, swallows hard. “Not even if we fight again?”

She nods. “I want you to know I’m not going anywhere. Not when you’re unsure. Not when you’re jealous. Not when your voice shakes. Not when mine does. You’ve got me. For real.”

Roy stands, paces to the far end of the room, then turns back to her. His eyes are glassy, his voice low.

“This isn’t about the key. This is about me. About my shit. My doubt.”

“Yes,” she agrees.

“And you think this will fix it?”

“I don’t think it’ll fix you. I just want to take away the one thing I know you’re afraid of most.”

He frowns. “What’s that?”

“Me walking away.”

The words hang in the air.

He says nothing.

She rises slowly, walks to him, and stands toe to toe.

“Every time you look at me like I’m something you don’t deserve,” she whispers, “you push me away. And I don’t want to go. So stop making it an option.”

Roy looks at her like she’s broken something open inside him.

“You really want this?” he asks again. “Forever?”

“Yes.”

“And if I lose the key—if I really throw it away—there’s no unlocking it unless we cut it off.”

“Exactly.”

He touches the collar, fingers brushing the tag that says His.

“Are you sure?”

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

His hands drop.

He stares at the key.

Then, slowly, he walks to the kitchen, opens the drawer by the sink, and pulls out a small hammer.

Elise watches in perfect silence.

He picks up the key.

Carries it to the tile.

Lays it down.

She thinks he might hesitate again.

But he doesn’t.

He brings the hammer down hard.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

The key snaps in two, crushed beneath the steel.

He exhales, ragged.

Then looks up.

Elise is crying.

But she’s smiling, too.

And Roy—he walks back to her, palms her face, kisses her like the man she’s finally allowed to believe he is.

Because this isn’t just ownership.

It’s faith.

And it goes both ways.
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The remnants of the key still lie crushed on the tile—jagged and twisted, like the blade of a tiny broken weapon. He should clean them up. Sweep the fragments into his hand, toss them in the trash, erase the evidence. But he doesn’t. He can’t.

They matter now. They mean something.

A few shards of soft metal. That’s all it takes to change everything.

Roy stands in the doorway of the bedroom, unmoving. Elise sits in the center of their bed, cross-legged, nude beneath the soft gold lamplight. The collar is snug around her throat, newly permanent, irrevocably his. Her hair is a long, dark fall over one shoulder, lips parted, eyes wide but steady. Watching him.

She hasn’t spoken since he crushed the key.

He hasn’t either.

He doesn’t know how.

There’s a pressure behind his sternum that’s nearly unbearable—not panic, not lust, not even joy, exactly. Something closer to reverence. Dread’s shadow twin. The feeling of being handed something so precious, so irretrievable, that dropping it would be unforgivable.

He walks to the bed slowly. Sits beside her. Reaches out and touches the collar like it’s a living thing. It’s warm from her skin, soft where it should be unyielding. His fingers trace the stitching, the subtle grain in the leather, the tiny chrome loop at her throat where the tag swings gently: His.

“Say it,” he whispers.

Elise lifts her eyes. “Yours.”

The word lands in his chest like thunder.

He doesn’t speak again. Doesn’t have to. His body moves for him, at last given permission.

He stands, reaches for her wrists. Elise rises without question. He leads her to the edge of the bed, turns her carefully, and guides her down onto her stomach. She stretches her arms toward the headboard instinctively. She knows.

Roy binds her wrists with the black silk cuffs he bought months ago and never used. Not until now. They’re soft but secure, anchored to the thick wooden spindles. Her arms are extended, vulnerable. Offered.

He pauses.

“Too tight?”

“No,” she breathes. “Perfect.”

He kneels at the foot of the bed, then lifts her right ankle. Places the loop of the matching restraint around it. Tightens. Repeats with the other. Now she’s spread and waiting, arms and legs drawn wide, her back arched naturally by the gentle tension.

He walks the perimeter of the bed, just once. Watching her. Committing her to memory. The gleam of the collar, the soft curve of her lower back, the small twitch of her thighs. Her skin is flushed, marked faintly with the pressure of rope and anticipation.

She is the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.

And she’s his.

He leans down and presses a kiss to the center of her back.

Then stands and removes his shirt.

~ ~ ~

He doesn’t fuck her right away.

First, he touches. Long, slow passes of his hands down her spine, across her ass, between her thighs. He explores her like a man who finally believes in what he owns.

Every stroke is a vow.

Every inch of her skin is territory reclaimed.

Her breath hitches every time his fingers drift near her folds. She’s already wet—dripping, actually—and when he finally cups her between her legs, she moans like it hurts to be touched so gently.

He slips two fingers inside her, slow and deep, curling them up until her hips jolt. She whimpers into the mattress, tugging at the restraints, not to escape but to steady herself.

He fucks her with his fingers until her body sings.

Then withdraws.

“Roy,” she gasps, “please…”

He moves up the bed, kneels between her thighs. Positions himself. And slides in.

The world disappears.

Her heat is blinding, tight and slick and welcoming. She arches the second he’s inside her, body straining toward his, needing more. But he doesn’t give it. Not yet.

He starts slow.

Long, dragging strokes. His hands grip her hips, steady her. The bed creaks faintly beneath them.

Elise makes a sound he’s never heard before—raw, half-sob, half-moan. It breaks something in him.

“You gave me everything,” he murmurs, voice shaking. “You gave me you.”

“Yes,” she cries. “Yes, I’m yours—please, please—”

He doesn’t speak again.

He shows her.

He drives into her slowly, possessively, over and over until her body becomes a song of tremors and gasps. She sobs into the sheets, her voice cracking as she begs him not to stop, not to let her go, not to ever release her.

And still, he holds back.

He teases. Withdraws. Pauses. Then slams into her again, the sound obscene and wet and beautiful.

“Please,” she sobs, “Sir, I—I can’t—please—”

“Beg me.”

“I am. I am, I swear—”

“Tell me what you are.”

She turns her head, tears glistening at the corner of her eye. Her lips tremble.

“I’m yours,” she whispers.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours. Yours, Roy. Your slut. Your submissive. Your everything.”

He groans and thrusts harder, losing rhythm for a second. Her words undo him. She’s so fucking real, so open, so broken open and held together only by his hands.

“You don’t belong to anyone else,” he says, breathless.

“No. Just you.”

“Not anymore.”

“Not ever.”

His control fractures.

He thrusts harder, deeper, faster now—driven by a feral need to mark her from the inside out. His cock pulses thick inside her, his body shaking with restraint and want and something that feels like belief.

She cries out, one long, sharp sob that breaks into a scream as her orgasm tears through her.

Her cunt clamps down hard, squeezing him, milking him. Roy lets out a hoarse shout and cums with her, burying himself to the hilt as his release floods her.

He doesn’t pull out.

Not yet.

He stays inside her, shaking, braced over her body, chest heaving, hands planted on either side of her shoulders.

Then he lowers himself slowly. Kisses her spine.

Whispers, “Thank you.”

She sobs softly beneath him.

And he knows—deep in the marrow of his bones—that he will never let her go.

~ ~ ~

He unties her carefully.

One wrist.

Then the other.

Then each ankle.

Her limbs are limp, her body trembling with the echoes of orgasm, tears drying on her cheeks. He lifts her into his arms, holds her tight to his chest, rocking her gently.

She clings to him like a lifeline.

“Breathe,” he whispers.

She nods, gasping, shuddering, eyes wet but shining.

“You okay?”

“Yes,” she rasps. “Better than okay.”

He kisses her forehead.

And holds her for a long time.

They fall asleep that way—entwined, spent, her collar tight, the key gone, nothing left between them but truth.

And in the silence that follows, Roy finally stops doubting.

Because the only thing left is belief.

And her.

Always her.
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The sheets are twisted around her legs when she wakes, still damp from sweat and sex. Her thighs ache, her wrists are tender, and there’s a slow, pleasant throb between her legs that pulses in time with her heartbeat. The soreness is everywhere, and it’s perfect. A map of where he had her. A memory etched in skin.

Sunlight filters through the curtains, soft and gold and slow to rise. Roy’s not in bed. She doesn’t need to turn her head to know—his absence leaves a shadow behind. The air where he slept is still warm. His scent lingers on the pillow: skin, salt, and whatever quiet emotion he exhaled into her hair as she drifted into sleep.

Elise stretches, wincing slightly, and smiles.

Her body feels claimed.

More than that—it feels changed.

She sits up slowly, drawing the sheet around her as she reaches for the black leather journal on the nightstand. It’s slim, soft-bound, the corners worn from years of half-finished thoughts and morning confessions. She flips to a blank page, the leather collar tugging faintly against her throat as she leans forward.

Sunday. 7:40 a.m.

She pauses. Then writes:

I don’t think I’ve ever felt so wanted. Not even in my wildest, filthiest, most desperate moments. Last night… wasn’t about performance. Or power. Or proving anything. It was like Roy finally saw what I’ve been trying to give him. Not just permission. Not just my body. But all of it. The collar, the key, the silence between my words. The faith.

And he took it.

She draws a line down the center of the page with her pen, steady and deliberate, then continues:

His voice was different. Lower. Rougher. But not like before, when he was trying to sound in control. It was like something had broken open. Like he didn’t care if he looked unsure, because he finally knew I wasn’t going anywhere.

His hands were different too. Not just skilled. Certain. He touched me like he knew I would stay soft under him. Like I wasn’t going to slip out of his fingers. He didn’t need to hold tight—he just held steady.

She pauses again, fingers still, heart beating faster.

It was the first time I didn’t feel the need to guide him at all. Not even with my body. I let go. And the world didn’t tilt. It stilled. He was the center of it.

Elise sets the pen down.

She traces the collar around her throat with both hands, fingertips brushing the tiny chrome tag. The lock is still firm, unmoved. The key is gone. The submission isn’t theoretical anymore.

It’s permanent.

And still…

Still she wants more.

Not just more of last night—though God, yes, she wants that again. She wants to be tied down and taken and praised and broken open on his cock until she’s crying and full and silent with surrender.

But it’s more than that.

She wants to see where this can go when he’s no longer afraid of himself.

What happens when Roy stops doubting, not just her commitment—but his own power?

What happens when he learns how to own her with a word?

A look?

A whisper?

She doesn’t want safety anymore.

She wants to fall.

Harder.

Deeper.

For him.

And she wants him to catch her.

~ ~ ~

The door creaks softly, and she looks up.

Roy enters, a towel slung over one shoulder, damp hair pushed back from his face. He’s shirtless, in joggers, and carrying two steaming mugs of coffee.

He sees her writing and pauses.

She smiles. “Morning.”

“Hey,” he murmurs, handing her a mug.

Their fingers brush. The contact is electric. Residual. Her whole body remembers what he did to her. How he held her down. How he murmured her name when he came inside her like it was a promise.

He sits beside her and kisses her forehead, then her cheek, then her throat.

When he reaches the collar, he lingers.

Traces the leather. The tag.

His breath hitches.

“You’re still wearing it,” he says, like he didn’t expect it.

She sets her coffee aside and straddles his lap.

Her voice is quiet but sure. “It’s not coming off.”

He cups her waist.

Elise leans in and whispers against his lips:

“I want more.”

His eyes flicker. “Of last night?”

She nods. “And more than that. I want to see what happens when you stop being careful. We need to go out with your friends. Make it known what I am to you.”

Roy doesn’t answer immediately. Finally, he says, “Are you sure?”

She nods. “It will be so intense, but I need to show them. To begin to live it, fully.”

He kisses her.

And she knows—

Whatever comes next, it’s not going to be careful.

It’s going to be real.

And she’s never wanted anything more.

~ ~ ~

The restaurant is upscale but not pretentious—soft lighting, quiet music, the kind of place where conversation floats instead of competes. Roy holds the door for her, placing a hand low on her back as they step inside, and Elise feels the weight of the collar like a spotlight no one can see.

It’s not new, of course. She’s worn it for nearly a week now. But this is the first time it’s gone public. No coat. No scarf. No pretense.

Just the collar. Locked. Visible. Unmistakable.

The tag at her throat swings lightly with each step.

His.

She’s not hiding.

Neither is Roy.

They reach the table where Dana and Frank are already seated—Dana in a tailored blue blazer, Frank in a crisp white button-down. Dana smiles warmly when she sees them, rising to hug Roy and then Elise. Frank offers a handshake and a reserved nod.

No one says anything about the collar.

Not a glance. Not a raised brow. Not even a flicker of curiosity.

And that—that—is maddening.

Because Elise can feel it. The way the collar turns her neck into a beacon. The way her skin warms under its snug grip. She’s not trying to provoke anything, not exactly. But the silence around it is heavy. Louder than words.

They sit, menus open, wine ordered, and Dana starts in with work talk—updates on an upcoming product launch, the new UX designer Roy recommended, a client in Europe who wants everything yesterday.

Elise sips her cabernet, legs crossed, her fingers loosely curled around the base of her glass. She smiles and listens, chimes in occasionally with questions or dry comments that make Dana laugh. Frank says little, though his eyes linger just a second too long when Elise shifts in her seat and the collar catches the light.

Still, no one says a thing.

Not about it.

And Elise’s body hums with tension.

It isn’t shame. It isn’t even nerves. It’s anticipation. Want. The erotic thrill of being known but unspoken. She keeps waiting for someone to crack. For Dana to raise a brow. For Frank to clear his throat and ask what everyone’s been pretending not to see.

They make it through the appetizers. Small talk. Two rounds of drinks. Roy is calm, poised, and charming in a way that makes Elise ache for him. He’s not performing. He’s owning—not just her, but himself. He reaches over once and brushes his fingers over the tag, almost absently, like it’s a coin he’s played with all his life.

She nearly shudders at the touch.

Then dessert menus arrive, and with them, coffee.

Dana sets her wine aside and reaches for her cappuccino. “I’ve been meaning to ask, Elise…” She tilts her head, voice even. “The necklace. That’s a collar, right?”

The question lands lightly, but Elise feels it like a drop of fire on her skin.

Roy doesn’t flinch.

Elise waits.

“Yes,” Roy says.

Dana nods slowly. “It’s beautiful. Leather?”

“Full-grain,” he replies. “Lockable.”

There’s a pause. Elise holds her breath.

Frank looks between them, blinking.

Dana keeps her voice casual. “So… it’s not just aesthetic, then.”

Roy smiles—genuinely. “No. It’s not.”

Elise watches his jaw, the way his hand flexes slightly against the table. She can tell this is a test for him, too. But he’s steady. His voice low, sure.

“She asked me to put it on,” Roy says. “And to throw away the key.”

Frank blinks again. “Wait. You actually…?”

Dana lifts a hand gently, not reprimanding—just patient. “Let them speak.”

Roy meets Elise’s eyes, just briefly.

“She belongs to me,” he says. “It’s not about control. It’s about commitment.”

Dana leans back in her chair, considering. “You two seem... unusually grounded. For something most people would consider radical.”

“It’s not radical to us,” Elise says, finding her voice at last. “It’s intimate. It’s honest. It works because there’s nothing hidden.”

Dana nods, not judgmental. Curious. “I admire that.”

But Frank is still quiet.

Too quiet.

Then, finally, he says, “Would it be all right if I asked Elise something?”

Roy glances at Elise. She nods.

Frank adjusts his seat slightly, then clears his throat.

“I’m trying to understand what that means. Not the leather. Not the kink. But... wearing something you can’t remove. Asking someone to keep the key. Why would you want that?”

Elise doesn’t answer right away.

She sets down her coffee. Lays both hands flat on the table.

Then she looks at Roy, not Frank, and speaks only to him.

“Because I’ve spent years performing. Being what men wanted. Being what I thought I wanted. I wore lingerie and heels, and collars for effect. I submitted on command because it turned them on. And I could take it all off after. Walk away and start again.”

She swallows.

“But you... You didn’t just want my body. You wanted my honesty. My stillness. You wanted the parts of me I don’t show anyone.”

Roy’s eyes are locked on hers.

“I used to kneel for power. Now I kneel for peace.”

She touches the collar lightly and turns to Frank.

“This isn’t about being his toy. It’s about not wanting an escape route. About waking up every morning knowing the door is locked, and still feeling safe.”

Frank is silent.

Dana exhales. “That’s... beautiful.”

Elise looks down, cheeks flushed.

Roy reaches for her hand beneath the table. Squeezes.

Frank says nothing more.

But Elise feels the shift. In Roy. In the air.

She’s never said those words aloud. Not even to herself.

But now that they’re out, she knows they were never for Dana. Or Frank.

They were for him.

Only ever for him.

And when he leans in later, kisses the corner of her mouth while they wait for the check, Elise knows—this wasn’t just a dinner.

It was the beginning of something else.

Something public.

And absolutely, irrevocably real.
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Roy doesn’t sleep that night.

Not because he’s restless.

Because he’s full.

Full of her. Full of what she gave him. What she’s still giving him—quietly, with every breath.

Elise is curled against him, one bare leg draped over his, her face nestled beneath his jaw. Her collar rests cool and solid against his chest, the tag pressing lightly into his skin: His.

Every time he reads it, even with his fingertips, it hits him in a new place.

Not like a jolt. Not like a blow.

More like gravity. Heavy. Steady. Undeniable.

She’s here.

She stayed.

She chose this.

And still—still—there’s a part of him that’s holding back.

It’s not fear, not anymore. Not quite.

It's weight. The burden of a desire he’s never said aloud. One that’s lived at the bottom of him, dark and silent and deeply shaped.

He doesn’t even know where it came from.

But it’s always been there.

She stirs around four a.m., eyes fluttering open, lips parted in that quiet, unguarded way she wears only in sleep. Her lashes twitch as she blinks into the half-dark.

“Hey,” she whispers, voice scratchy.

Roy brushes her hair back. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to wake you.”

“You didn’t.” She nuzzles closer, breathing in his scent. “Can’t sleep?”

He hesitates. “Thinking.”

“About what?”

He opens his mouth.

Then closes it.

Her hand moves to his chest. “Tell me.”

He shakes his head lightly. “You’ll think it’s too much.”

Elise shifts, pushing up slightly so she can see his face. Moonlight frames her jaw, the silver tag at her throat catching the faint light.

“I’ve never thought that,” she says. “Not once.”

He believes her. That’s the terrifying part.

“I’ve never told anyone,” he says slowly. “Not even you.”

She stays quiet.

And that silence is everything.

Not pressure.

Not even permission.

Just presence.

He takes a breath.

Then lets it out.

“I think about you blindfolded,” he begins. “Bound. On your knees or your back—I don’t even know. Not for sex. Not yet. Just… waiting. Quiet. Still.”

Her expression doesn’t change.

“I want you gagged,” he says, his voice softening. “Not because I want you silenced. Because I want you… surrendered. Completely. No talking. No guiding. Just... feeling. Listening. Needing.”

Her eyes are wide now. Not with fear.

With interest.

“You wouldn’t know where I am,” he continues, slower now, like the words are coalescing as he speaks them. “You wouldn’t know when I’d touch you next. Or how. You’d be utterly dependent on me. For everything. For comfort. For control. For permission.”

He swallows.

“I’d walk circles around you. Brush my hand down your spine. Tug your nipple. Kiss the back of your knee. And you’d have to take it. Not knowing when it would stop. Or when it would start again.”

He pauses.

Then: “That’s what I want.”

Elise still doesn’t speak.

She just holds his gaze.

He’s braced for rejection. For laughter. For discomfort.

Instead, she smiles.

And nods.

The room changes.

No sound. No light. Just the sudden, sacred shift of something offered and accepted.

“You’re not freaked out?” he asks, half-laughing from sheer disbelief.

“No,” she says softly. “Not even close.”

Roy lets out a breath he didn’t know he was holding.

“I thought it was too far,” he admits.

“For me?” she asks. “Or for you?”

“Both.”

Elise runs a hand down his chest, her fingers grazing the ridge of a scar near his ribs. “It’s not too far,” she says. “It’s honest.”

He watches her, eyes searching her face.

“I want to give you that,” she says. “The stillness. The silence. The waiting.”

His throat tightens. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t.”

“I might.”

“And if you do,” she says gently, “I’ll tell you. Or I’ll cry. Or I’ll fall apart in your arms. But I won’t run. That’s the point, Roy. I trust you enough to let you try.”

He pulls her against him, arms tightening around her.

The collar presses into his chest again.

And this time, it doesn’t feel heavy.

It feels like gravity obeys them.

They lie like that for a long time.

Not touching in any sexual way.

Just touching.

Just real.

Elise speaks again, her voice low and steady. “What else?”

Roy blinks. “What do you mean?”

She shifts so she’s above him now, arms resting on either side of his shoulders, her eyes locked on his.

“I want all of it,” she says. “Not just the pieces you think I can handle. What else do you think about when you close your eyes?”

He’s not used to being the one confessed to.

He’s not used to confessing.

But the way she looks at him—the way she wears that collar like a crown instead of a leash—it makes something brave in him unfurl.

“I want to own your reactions,” he says. “Not just your submission. I want to watch you squirm from a single breath. I want you to beg without words.”

“You want control.”

“I want devotion,” he corrects.

She smiles. “You already have it.”

“I want more.”

“Then take it.”

Her words ripple through him like a command.

She presses a kiss to his collarbone. Then lower. Then settles back into his arms.

They don’t speak again.

But they don’t need to.

Roy knows now.

The fantasy isn’t too much.

Because Elise isn’t just his submissive.

She’s his mirror.

And in her trust, he can finally see the man he’s becoming.

~ ~ ~

She waits until Roy is out the door the next morning, still a little dazed from what he said the night before. She can feel it in his kiss. Not tension—reverence. Like naming the fantasy released something between them, neither of them can take back.

That’s exactly what she wants.

What she’s wanted for a long time.

And now, finally, he’s given her the last piece.

He thinks it’s too much. Too intense. Too dark. But it’s not. It’s beautiful. And the way he described it—so measured, so careful—told her everything she needed to know.

It’s not about pain.

It’s about trust.

About handing over every sense, every moment, every shiver.

About being undone by the one person who already has everything.

So she spends the day preparing.

She starts with the space.

She clears the bedroom floor, moves the bench out of the corner, and rolls up the rug so nothing muffles the sound of footsteps. Then she lays out what she needs on the dresser: the blindfold, the gag, the cuffs, the glass toy they never use because Roy thinks it’s too cold and precise and beautiful to risk with careless hands.

That’s the point.

She’s not going to be careless.

She’s going to be his.

Utterly.

Visibly.

Without question.

That evening, she texts him before he leaves the office.

Elise:
When you get home, go to the living room. I’ll be waiting. Don’t speak. Don’t touch me. Just follow the signs.

He replies with a single word.

Roy:
Understood.

Her whole body lights up.

By the time he walks in, she’s ready.

She hears the door open. The keys drop. A pause. Then footsteps.

In the living room, she’s left a simple note on the coffee table.

Take off your shoes. Wash your hands. Come to the bedroom. I’m already yours. Now act like it.

When Roy enters, she doesn’t see him. She’s blindfolded already, kneeling on the bare floor, wrists bound behind her back, ankles folded beneath her. The gag rests loose around her neck, ready for him to use.

She’s completely nude except for the collar.

The room is candlelit. Quiet. Clean.

Prepared.

Offered.

She hears him suck in a breath.

He doesn’t speak.

Doesn’t move.

For a moment, the world holds still.

Then she hears him cross the floor, his footsteps slow and deliberate on the bare wood. He walks around her once. Then again. Then stops behind her.

Fingertips brush her shoulder.

She flinches—not from fear. From longing.

He slides the gag up and around her lips, buckling it snug behind her head.

Then nothing.

No sound.

No touch.

No command.

Just his presence.

Just her silence.

Minutes pass. Maybe longer.

Time stops meaning anything.

Every sound is louder. Every inhale sharper. Every beat of her heart echoes in her ears.

Then she feels it—his hand in her hair.

He doesn’t tug.

Just holds.

Then releases.

Then walks away again.

It’s perfect.

Torturous.

Exactly what he asked for.

And she gives it gladly.

He lifts her with a single word.

Not her name. Not even up.

Just: “Come.”

She rises blindly.

Follows the sound of his breathing.

He guides her to the bed.

Lays her down.

Secures her.

She feels the cuffs tighten, the mattress dip as he moves around her. The sound of his belt sliding loose. The groan in his throat when he finally touches her, low between her legs, and finds her soaked.

She whimpers into the gag.

He kisses her thighs. Her knees. Her belly.

Then nothing.

Minutes pass.

More?

She doesn’t know.

The not-knowing is exquisite.

When he finally enters her, it’s with reverence.

No rush.

No force.

Just presence.

He moves slowly, every stroke a possession, every sigh a promise.

She cries into the gag, her body shaking with tension and need, undone by his silence, his restraint.

And when she cums—bound, blindfolded, gagged, and his—she sobs with it.

Afterward, he unties her.

Holds her.

Takes the gag out, kisses her mouth until her whimpers turn into sighs.

Then he whispers, “How did you know?”

Elise smiles, breathless.

“I didn’t.”

She cups his cheek.

“I just listened.”
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Roy wakes before Elise.

It’s not unusual. She sleeps deeper now—something about the way she surrenders, the way she trusts the silence between them. The sun hasn’t crested the windows yet, and the apartment is still washed in blue shadow. But Roy’s mind is already moving. Awake in a way that isn’t just about alertness, but decision.

Something shifted after the night she gave him the key.

Or rather, took it away.

No more escape hatches. No more ifs or maybes.

She’s his.

And now he wants the world to know it.

Wants him to know it.

Roy gets out of bed slowly, careful not to wake her. She sighs when the warmth of his body leaves the sheets, but doesn’t stir. The collar is still fastened around her neck. She wears it even in sleep.

He walks to the kitchen, makes coffee, and pulls out his phone.

The message is already half-formed in his head.

Roy:

Lucas. If you still want to meet, let’s do it. Tomorrow. I’ll bring Elise.

He hits send before he can overthink it.

Then he waits.

The reply comes in minutes.

Lucas:

Sounds good. Same place? 6?

Roy doesn’t reply immediately.

Just stares at the message, fingers curled tight around the ceramic mug.

He doesn’t know if this is pride. Or control. Or something darker. But it doesn’t matter.

He wants this.

That’s enough.

Elise is still in bed when he returns. She stretches as he climbs back under the covers, body soft and pliant, collar snug at her throat.

She yawns. “You’re up early.”

“I sent a message.”

Her eyes open. She turns toward him. “What kind?”

“To Lucas.”

She blinks once. Then again.

“You’re meeting him?”

Roy’s voice is calm. Measured. “We’re meeting him. Tomorrow night. I already told him.”

There’s a beat of silence.

Then: “Why?”

His jaw tightens. “Does it matter?”

“I just want to know what you’re hoping to get from it.”

He exhales slowly. “I’m not doing this to extract some confession. Or punish him. Or prove anything.”

Elise watches him carefully. “Then what?”

Roy meets her eyes. “I want him to see what’s mine.”

Her breath catches.

“You want to… show me off?”

“No,” he says flatly. “I want to claim you. In front of the only man who ever made me doubt whether I could.”

Elise doesn’t move. But the air between them sharpens.

“And if I say no?” she asks softly.

“You won’t.”

Her mouth opens slightly. Then closes.

He leans in closer. “This isn’t a request.”

She goes still.

And he feels it—that ripple inside her. Not fear. Not resistance.

Excitement.

“Are you doing this for the wrong reasons?” she asks again, barely above a whisper.

Roy’s eyes narrow. “It doesn’t matter.”

Her breath trembles. “It does to me.”

He tilts his head. “Why?”

“Because I want to know what kind of man I’m kneeling for.”

That makes something dark stir in him. Something possessive. Final.

Roy runs a hand up her throat, fingers brushing the collar.

“You’re kneeling for the one who kept you,” he says. “Not the one who made you. Not the one who played with you and let you go. Me.”

She gasps. Her cheeks flush.

He watches her, expression unreadable.

“As your dominant, I don’t owe you an explanation. Not for this. Not for anything I command that doesn’t break our terms.”

Her eyes widen.

He sees the way her chest rises. The way she fights the urge to smile.

But she doesn’t fight hard.

“You understand?”

She nods. “Yes, Sir.”

He pulls back. “Good. Then go pick out what you’ll wear.”

Elise lingers for a second. “May I speak freely?”

Roy considers. Then nods.

She smiles. “That was the hottest thing you’ve ever said to me.”

He doesn’t react.

Just stands.

Walks toward the shower.

And says, without turning around, “Good. Then plan on not sitting down afterward.”

The rest of the day passes with that energy pulsing between them, like an electric wire strung taut, humming just beneath the surface.

Roy doesn’t bring it up again.

He doesn’t have to.

The anticipation is its own command.

He spends most of the afternoon reviewing notes, barely reading. He’s not thinking about work. Not really. He’s thinking about what it means to confront Lucas—not just to erase the memory, but to rewrite it.

To look him in the eye while Elise kneels beside him, collared, glowing, and visibly claimed.

To see that version of her reflected in Lucas’s eyes—and to know it’s not his anymore.

Never was.

Roy doesn’t want vengeance.

He wants contrast.

Wants Elise sitting beside him, thigh to thigh, wearing the collar with her head high and her mouth quiet—not because she’s silenced, but because he already knows everything she’d say.

He imagines the questions.

Imagines Lucas’s smirk.

Imagines Frank’s stunned expression from dinner again—only this time, with Elise speaking only when Roy allows it.

He doesn’t need to flaunt her.

He just wants to hold her leash and see if Lucas flinches.

That night, Elise shows him two outfits—one elegant, the other unmistakably suggestive. Roy chooses the latter without speaking.

Black halter. No bra. No panties.

She swallows and nods.

“Will I kneel?” she asks, voice light but breathless.

“If I tell you to.”

“And speak?”

“If I let you.”

She bites her lip.

“Do I call you Sir?”

He shakes his head. “Not unless you want Lucas to hear it.”

She inhales sharply.

Then: “I do.”

Roy finally smiles.

Just a little.

Then turns away.

And says nothing more.

Because tomorrow, she won’t need words.

She’ll only need him.

~ ~ ~

Roy sees him the moment they enter the café.

Lucas is already seated, facing the door. He’s calm, legs stretched under the table, one arm draped over the back of his chair like this is his living room and they’re his guests. Same effortless arrogance, same loose grin.

It’s not surprising. What is surprising is how little it rattles Roy.

He expected his gut to tighten. Expected his fists to clench. But all he feels is stillness. Not the absence of emotion—its concentration. Like a tide pulled inward. Heavy. Focused.

Because she’s here.

Elise walks a half step behind him, quiet and poised, her chin high and collar gleaming. She’s radiant. Cool and composed in the halter dress he chose. No bra, no panties, no jewelry. Just that single strip of leather around her throat. The lock is small, discreet, but impossible to miss.

Lucas sees it immediately.

And to Roy’s satisfaction, he flinches.

Only slightly. A blink. A muscle in his jaw twitching. But Roy catches it.

They reach the table.

Roy doesn’t offer his hand.

Lucas doesn’t either.

“Roy,” he says instead, as though they’ve already met. “Elise.”

Elise gives a small, controlled smile. “Lucas.”

She doesn’t sit.

She waits.

Roy pulls out her chair—not out of politeness, but ownership. He rests a hand lightly on her shoulder as she lowers herself into the seat beside him. Then he sits. Casual. Unhurried. His arm rests along the back of her chair. His fingers find the tag at her throat and brush it once, slowly.

Lucas watches.

Then smiles faintly. “Didn’t expect you to bring her.”

“I said I would,” Roy replies.

“Didn’t think you meant it.”

Roy shrugs. “I don’t say things I don’t mean.”

Lucas nods. He leans back. “She looks good.”

Elise doesn’t respond.

Roy’s hand doesn’t leave her neck.

“I know,” he says.

The waiter arrives, takes their drink orders. Roy doesn’t ask Elise what she wants—he orders for her. Water, still. No ice. She prefers it that way, and he knows.

Lucas watches that, too.

“Different vibe from last time,” Lucas says to Elise once they’re alone again.

Still, she doesn’t speak.

Not until Roy turns his head and murmurs, “Answer him.”

Then she does.

“It is different,” she says simply.

Lucas smiles. “Yeah. I can see that.”

Roy takes a slow sip of his drink.

“You’re not going to ask why I wanted to meet?” Lucas says after a moment.

“I already know,” Roy says.

“Oh?”

“You were curious. Thought you’d see what I looked like. The man who finally took something you thought couldn’t be taken.”

Lucas laughs, low. “You think that’s what this is?”

Roy tilts his head. “Isn’t it?”

Lucas shrugs. “Maybe. But I also think Elise and I had something unique. I don’t see many people able to handle her.”

“I’m not many people.”

Lucas leans forward slightly. “That so?”

Roy nods, just once.

Then turns to Elise.

“Open your legs,” he says quietly.

Her breath catches.

But she obeys.

Right there, at the table.

The movement is subtle. No one else would notice. But Roy sees the way Lucas’s eyes dip. The flicker of disbelief, of memory. Of something close to loss.

Roy’s hand finds her knee under the table.

Strokes upward.

Then back down.

She doesn’t move.

Doesn’t speak.

She just is.

Exactly as he told her to be.

Lucas exhales, sits back.

“Well,” he says. “I guess she’s yours now.”

“No,” Roy says, slow and calm. “She’s mine forever. There’s a difference.”

Lucas doesn’t smile this time.

“Must be nice.”

“It is.”

A pause.

Then Lucas shifts the conversation, asking about Roy’s work, his background, deflecting. But Roy answers without tension, without apology. Elise stays still, silent, her fingers resting lightly on her thigh. Not once does she interrupt. Not once does Roy permit her to speak again.

It’s not cruel.

This is what they are now.

No performance. No tension.

Just clarity.

At the end of the evening, Lucas stands first.

“Well,” he says, and his voice is lighter than before, but not empty. “I’ll admit—I didn’t expect this.”

Roy doesn’t stand.

He just looks up. “That makes two of us.”

Lucas glances at Elise. His mouth opens like he wants to say something, but no words come.

Roy’s hand tightens on her shoulder.

Lucas nods.

Then leaves.

The silence stretches after.

Elise turns to Roy.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

“For what?”

“For taking me there.”

His eyes search hers.

“Was that for you?” she asks. “Or for me?”

He doesn’t answer.

Not with words.

He leans in.

Presses his lips to the side of her neck.

And growls, “Mine.”

Her breath leaves her in a gasp.

And she nods.

Because she is.

In every way.
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The office smells like burnt coffee when she walks in, just like always. She nods to the front desk assistant, smiles at the receptionist’s compliment on her shoes, and heads toward her desk, laptop bag slung over one shoulder. She feels light this morning. Grounded.

The collar rests snug at her throat beneath a high-necked silk blouse. Discreet. Beautiful. Hers.

Roy kissed her before she left the apartment, twice—once on the mouth, once on the tag that reads His. His fingers brushed her jaw and lingered, possessive and warm.

She’s never walked into this office feeling more herself.

She’s barely settled in when her inbox pings.

Subject: Quick check-in
From: Alex Prince (Office Manager)
Body: Hey Elise, can you pop into my office when you get a second? Thanks.

She stares at the screen for a moment, her gut tightening faintly. Nothing in the wording is alarming. It’s the timing. The fact that it’s barely 8:10 a.m. and he’s already asking to speak to her privately.

She replies:
​Sure. On my way.

Then she stands, straightens her blouse, tucks a loose strand of hair behind her ear, and walks to his office.

Alex stands when she enters. Tall, clean-cut, always wearing some variation of a navy blazer with unconvincing casualness. He gestures toward the chair across from his desk.

“Elise. Morning.”

“Morning.” She sits. “Everything okay?”

He smiles. It’s not unfriendly, but it’s not warm, either. There’s something performative about it.

“I wanted to check in. See how you’re feeling about things here.”

She folds her hands in her lap. “I’m happy. The team’s been great. My client load’s manageable. I’m getting to work on deals that actually matter.”

Alex nods. “We’ve noticed. You’ve been doing exceptional work.”

She relaxes slightly. “Thank you.”

“But,” he adds, and her breath stills.

He leans forward, resting his forearms on the desk.

“I have to ask you something a little more sensitive.”

Elise raises an eyebrow, stays silent.

“Yesterday,” he continues, “one of the partners pulled me aside and asked me if I’d seen… what you’ve been wearing around your neck.”

There it is.

Not subtle.

She keeps her posture straight. Calm.

“And I told him yes,” Alex says. “And that I had planned to speak to you.”

“It’s a personal accessory,” Elise says evenly. “It doesn’t violate the dress code.”

Alex sighs. “Come on, Elise. Let’s not pretend it’s just an accessory.”

She blinks, head tilting slightly. “Then let’s not pretend this is about policy.”

He presses his lips together, then exhales. “I want to be clear—I’m not here to police anyone’s lifestyle. What you do outside the office is your business. But what you wear in here reflects on us. Our clients. Our image.”

“No one’s said anything to me,” she replies. “Not a single colleague. Not a single client.”

“That doesn’t mean it hasn’t been noticed.”

She pauses, then nods. “Okay. So you’ve noticed it. And?”

“And I’m telling you that it’s unprofessional.”

Her jaw clenches. “You’ve never commented on the cross necklaces that three people wear here. Or the rosary Katie keeps on her desk.”

“That’s different.”

“It’s not.”

“Elise,” Alex says gently. “Let’s not turn this into something it doesn’t have to be.”

She narrows her eyes. “What exactly are you turning it into?”

He sits back. “I’m asking you to stop wearing it to the office.”

“And if I don’t?”

Alex hesitates.

Then: “Then we’ll consider it a refusal to comply with a reasonable request tied to company values. And it’ll be grounds for termination.”

The silence in the room is sharp.

Elise doesn’t look away.

“You said I’ve done exceptional work.”

“You have.”

“So what you’re telling me is that it doesn’t matter. My performance doesn’t matter. My intelligence, my delivery, my clients—none of that matters.”

“I’m telling you it’s become a distraction.”

“To whom?”

“To people who don’t have the context.”

“They don’t need it.”

“Maybe not,” Alex says. “But perception is reality in this business.”

Her hands tighten in her lap.

“So I’m meant to erase something that brings me peace. That makes me feel whole. Something I chose. Because someone might perceive it incorrectly?”

“Because it makes people uncomfortable,” he says, finally dropping the mask.

“And you?”

Alex blinks. “Excuse me?”

“Are you uncomfortable with it, Alex?”

He doesn’t answer.

That’s all she needs to hear.

She rises.

“So that’s it,” she says quietly. “Wear what’s safe. What’s expected. Or be punished.”

“No one’s punishing you.”

“Then what do you call this?”

“A professional boundary.”

She breathes out slowly.

Then nods.

“I’m not taking it off.”

Alex sighs again. “Elise—”

“I’m not taking it off,” she repeats, louder. “Not for you. Not for the firm. Not to make it easier for people who want me to be one thing in the boardroom and another in my actual life.”

She lifts her chin.

“I quit.”

His eyes widen. “You don’t need to do that.”

“I do. Because I won’t let you tell me who I’m allowed to be.”

She walks to the door.

Alex stands. “Think about this.”

“I already have.”

She leaves without another word.

The walk to the elevator is the longest she’s ever taken.

Her hands are shaking.

But her spine stays straight.

People glance up as she passes. A few smile. A few look confused. One of the interns gives her a nervous wave.

She doesn’t stop.

In the elevator, she pulls out her phone.

Her hands are steady now.

She texts Roy:

I’m on my way home. I just quit.

A pause.

Then a second message.

He asked me to take the collar off. I said no.

His reply comes a minute later:

Good girl.

Tears prick at her eyes.

But they don’t fall.

She stands taller.

Because for the first time, she didn’t compromise.

And she’s never been more proud to be his.

~ ~ ~

The door clicks shut behind her with a sound that feels bigger than it should. Final. Echoing. Her heels land quietly on the hardwood as she steps inside, and for a moment, the silence of the apartment feels too large to fill.

Roy isn’t home. She didn’t expect him to be. He’s at the office, probably elbow-deep in mockups or meetings, in control of his day, his projects, his world. She, on the other hand, has just detonated hers.

She drops her purse by the door, shrugs out of her coat. Her fingers hover briefly over the collar still fastened at her throat. She doesn’t reach to remove it. She won’t.

Instead, she walks barefoot to the kitchen and pours herself a glass of water. The glass trembles slightly against the counter as she sets it down. She hadn't realized how hard her hands were shaking until just now.

She leans against the counter. The echo of Alex’s voice still floats behind her eyes: Then it’ll be grounds for termination. But she didn’t wait to be terminated.

She walked.

And now what?

Elise turns the question over in her mind, not with panic, but with something murkier. Something like uncertainty mixed with freedom. Her job is gone. Her income. Her professional routine. The structure of her days.

What happens now?

She exhales slowly. Thinks about emailing Maddie. Thinks about making a list. Thinks about grabbing her laptop and updating her résumé—but doesn’t move.

Because something else is happening inside her.

Something quieter. Stranger.

She’s not panicking.

She’s… still.

Rooted.

Floating.

There’s a voice inside her, low and certain, and it says: This isn’t yours to solve.

It’s Roy’s.

The thought jolts her.

She stands up straight, carries her water to the couch, and sits—slowly, carefully. Like she’s rehearsing stillness. Her gaze drifts to the lock on the collar, the one Roy fastened himself. The one she asked him to make permanent.

She touches the tag: His.

And thinks, What if that means letting him decide?

Not just when to touch her.

But when to carry her.

The collar had always been about devotion. Identity. Surrender. But now the stakes are real. There’s no paycheck. No business card. No safety net. Only Roy—and the faith she placed in his hands when she gave him the key and asked him to destroy it.

Does she trust him with more than her body?

More than her submission?

Does she trust him with her life?

She takes another sip of water. Her throat is dry.

Am I copping out?

The question lands hard.

She’s always been independent. Always been the one with a plan. Roy wasn’t a strategy. He was a surrender. But this—this could easily become dependence. Entitlement. She isn’t naive enough to ignore that.

Should I be trying to fix this? Should I take responsibility?

And then she hears her own answer, clear and calm.

I’ll leave that up to him, too.

She doesn’t expect him home for hours.

Which is why the sound of the door unlocking makes her heart lurch.

She rises slowly, disoriented.

Then the door opens—and there he is.

Roy. In his coat and dark jeans, and the faint shadows under his eyes that she’s come to love.

His eyes meet hers the moment he steps inside.

And she knows.

He knows.

He sets his bag down. Shrugs out of his coat. Doesn’t say a word at first.

Just walks toward her.

When he reaches her, he places both hands on her waist. Looks her in the eyes.

“You okay?”

“I am now,” she whispers.

He studies her. Then nods.

“I got your message. Walked out of a meeting.”

Her breath catches. “You didn’t have to—”

“I did.”

He touches the tag on her collar.

“I told you I’d take care of you.”

She closes her eyes.

“Does that mean—”

“It means,” he says, voice steady, “you don’t work for anyone else again unless I decide it serves us.”

Her eyes fly open.

Roy doesn’t flinch.

“You’re mine,” he says. “That includes your days. Your time. Your purpose.”

Her knees nearly buckle.

“But—” she begins.

He cuts her off. “No.”

She gasps softly.

“I’ll pay the rent. The bills. I’ll feed you. Clothe you. I’ll keep you,” he says. “And if you want to feel useful, you’ll ask me how. You’ll wait for my answer. You won’t act until I tell you what I need.”

Her breath is shallow now, her skin flushed.

“Do you want that?” he asks.

She nods quickly. “Yes. Yes, Sir.”

“Then stop worrying,” he says. “You’re mine. I don’t abandon what’s mine.”

And that’s it.

That’s all it takes.

She launches forward and kisses him.

Hard.

No permission. No hesitation.

Just Elise.

Hungry. Fierce. Grateful.

She pulls him toward the bedroom, fingers tugging at his clothes, her breath fast and urgent. He follows—silent, intense. She strips on the way, piece by piece, and turns at the doorway.

“I need to show you,” she says, eyes wide.

“Show me what?”

“What I feel.”

Then she pushes him back on the bed.

It’s not romantic.

Not gentle.

She climbs into his lap, straddles him, and takes what she wants. She kisses him with her teeth. Rakes her nails down his chest. Grinds against him until he groans.

“You’re not supposed to be in charge,” he says, breathless.

“I know,” she whispers. “But you’ll let me. Just this once.”

He opens his mouth to argue.

She silences him with her mouth.

Then reaches down and guides him inside her.

She rides him hard. Fast. Her hands in his hair, her breath breaking, her hips relentless. She’s not performing. She’s not submitting. She’s claiming.

Not to take control.

To celebrate the man who finally gave her permission to fall.

He lets her finish.

Lets her cum around him with a cry.

Then flips her onto her back and takes it back.

Fucks her slow and deep until she’s begging.

And when they collapse, tangled and breathless, he kisses the collar again and whispers, “Mine.”

She doesn’t say a word.

She doesn’t have to.

She already gave him everything.

Now he’s taking care of it.

Click here to pre-order

Naked Truths
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They thought they knew their limits—until desire led them deeper.

When Elise takes Roy to an exclusive underground sex club, their passion ignites in ways neither expected.

Watched. Exposed. Craving more.

Roy discovers he likes being seen, and Elise discovers she likes showing him off.

But when long-buried fantasies surface, they’ll have to decide: how far is too far?

Click here to leave a review of

Possessing Her
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

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

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

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com


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

My Audiobooks
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My Titles on Audible


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


Lena White and Badger Therese
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Cruise  1 ~ Cruise 2 ~ Gaia

[image: ]

Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams

[image: ]

Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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