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Dedication

You felt the pull before you even began.

Some stories don’t ask for your attention.

They take it, and keep it exactly where they want it.

— R. Vale


Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret 

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Chapter One: The Request

The cursor blinked.

Rowan stared at it, the small vertical line pulsing with patient indifference, waiting for her to either type something or close the tab and pretend she'd never opened it. The glow from her laptop screen was the only light in her apartment—a small one-bedroom in a building that had seen better decades, on a street that existed in that liminal space between gentrified and forgotten. Her kitchen was dark. Her living room was dark. Everything was dark except for this rectangle of pale blue light and the words she couldn't bring herself to write.

2:47 AM. She had to be up at seven for work.

She should close the laptop. She should go to bed. She should stop doing this to herself—this nightly ritual of scrolling through the forum, reading other people's confessions, other people's desires, other people's brave posts that received responses from strangers who wanted to give them exactly what they'd asked for. She should stop imagining what it would feel like to be one of them.

The forum was called  Requests . It was a niche community, buried deep enough in the internet that you had to know what you were looking for to find it, but public enough that anyone with curiosity and a VPN could stumble across it. The premise was simple: people posted what they wanted—sexual, emotional, experiential—and other people offered to provide it. Sometimes the exchanges were brief and transactional. Sometimes they blossomed into ongoing arrangements. Sometimes they became something else entirely: relationships, friendships, communities.

Rowan had been lurking for eight months.

In that time, she'd watched a woman in her thirties post about wanting to be spanked for the first time and receive seventeen offers from experienced practitioners in her area. She'd read a man's confession about wanting to be dominated by a couple and seen the thread evolve into a months-long discussion that ended with him posting a thank-you note and photos from his first session. She'd witnessed requests that made her flush from their boldness and others that made her heart ache from their vulnerability. People asking for rope bondage. People asking for degradation. People asking for aftercare, for someone to hold them, for someone to make them feel something other than alone.

And every night, Rowan opened the compose window, stared at the blinking cursor, and closed it again without typing a word.

Fear was a cage she'd built around herself, bar by bar, year by year. Fear of being seen as broken. Fear of being seen as perverted. Fear of being seen at all, really—because to be seen was to be judged, and to be judged was to be found wanting. She'd spent her entire life trying to be the right kind of woman: agreeable, modest, appropriate. She'd dated men who were perfectly nice and perfectly boring. She'd had sex that was perfectly adequate and perfectly forgettable. She'd constructed a life that looked correct from the outside—a job, an apartment, a routine—and felt like a prison on the inside.

No one knew what she thought about when she touched herself at night. No one knew about the fantasies that played in her mind like films she couldn't turn off: being taken, being used, being forced to surrender control. No one knew about the shame that followed every orgasm, the voice in her head that whispered  normal women don't want this . No one knew about the deep, aching loneliness that had settled into her bones like a chronic illness—not the absence of people, exactly, but the absence of being known.

She had friends. Sort of. Colleagues she exchanged pleasantries with, acquaintances from university who still liked her social media posts, a neighbour who sometimes said hello in the hallway. But there was no one she could call at two in the morning. No one who would notice if she disappeared for a weekend. No one who knew that beneath her quiet competence and polite smile was a woman who desperately wanted someone to take the choice out of her hands.

That was the core of it, really. The thing she couldn't explain to anyone, the thing she barely understood herself. She didn't just want to be dominated—plenty of people wanted that, and there were apps and clubs and communities where they could find it. She wanted to surrender in a way that felt real. She wanted to not know what was coming. She wanted to experience genuine fear, genuine helplessness, the genuine feeling of being out of control—while still being fundamentally safe. She wanted someone to take such complete charge of her that she didn't have to make any decisions at all.

She wanted to be kidnapped.

Not actually, of course. Not by a stranger on the street with no regard for her safety or wellbeing. But in a controlled, negotiated, consensual way that still managed to feel real. She wanted to not know when it was coming or how. She wanted to feel that moment of genuine terror before recognition set in. She wanted to be bound and blindfolded and taken somewhere she didn't know. She wanted to belong to someone, completely, for a finite period of time—and she wanted to be taken care of when it was over.

Was that so much to ask?

Evidently yes, because she'd been staring at this cursor for months and hadn't managed to type a single word.

Her phone buzzed—a notification from a news app she kept forgetting to mute—and she glanced at it, then at the clock. 2:52 AM. If she didn't go to sleep soon, tomorrow would be miserable. She had a full queue of tech support tickets waiting for her, customers who needed help resetting passwords and troubleshooting software they didn't understand. It wasn't difficult work, but it required enough attention that doing it on four hours of sleep would be torture.

Just close the laptop, she told herself. Try again tomorrow. Or next week. Or never, which was the more likely outcome.

But her fingers didn't move toward the power button. Instead, they hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly, as if they had a will of their own. Before she could stop herself, she began to type.

I've never done this before. 

She stared at the words. Eight letters that admitted everything and nothing. Her heart was beating faster now, a rapid thump against her ribs that she could feel in her throat. She should delete them. She should—

I've been reading this forum for months. Watching other people ask for what they want. Envying them. Being afraid of them. Being afraid of myself. 

Her fingers moved without her conscious direction, the words spilling out like blood from a wound she'd been pressing on for years.

I'm not sure I belong here. I don't know if what I want is too much, or too strange, or too dangerous. But I can't keep carrying it alone anymore. I can't keep pretending I don't want this. 

Here's what I want: 

I want to be taken. Abducted. I want to not know when or where or how it will happen. I want to live my normal life knowing that at some point—maybe tomorrow, maybe next week, maybe never—someone will grab me and I won't have a choice. 

I want to feel genuine fear. Real panic. I want to believe, even if only for a moment, that I'm not in control. I want to be bound and blindfolded and put in a vehicle and taken somewhere I've never been. I want to lose all agency. 

But—and this is the part that matters—I want to be safe. I want to know, underneath the fear, that someone is taking care of me. That this was all negotiated. That I have a way out if I truly need it. I want the danger to be an illusion, but I want it to feel real. 

I want to surrender completely to someone I've never met. I want them to decide everything—what I eat, what I wear, what I do, how I'm used. I want to be a body that belongs to someone else for a weekend. I want to be taken care of when it's over. I want aftercare. I want tenderness. 

I want to not have to choose. I want someone to make the choices for me. 

I want to be seen. Really seen. Not judged or fixed or pathologised. Just... seen. And accepted. 

Is that possible? Is there anyone out there who would want to give me that? 

I'm in my mid-twenties. I've never done anything like this before. I'm terrified of posting this. I'm more terrified of not posting it and spending the rest of my life wondering what might have happened if I'd been brave enough to ask. 

Please be kind. Please be real. Please don't make me regret this. 

She read it over twice, her heart in her throat. It was too much. It was too honest. It was too vulnerable. Anyone could read it—anyone who knew where to look—and they'd see inside her in a way no one ever had. They'd know her darkest desires, her deepest shame, her most desperate hope.

Her finger hovered over the backspace key.

Don't,  she told herself.  Don't delete it. Don't close the tab. Don't run away from this. Not again. 

She could feel tears pressing against the backs of her eyes—absurd, she hadn't even done anything yet—but her body seemed to understand that this was a threshold. Once she crossed it, there was no going back. Once she asked for what she wanted, she'd have to face the possibility of not getting it. Or worse, the possibility of getting it, and having to deal with everything that meant.

The forum had a preview function that showed her how her post would appear to others. She clicked it and watched her words arrange themselves into a neat rectangle of text, her username—@Confessionette—hovering above it like a flag she'd planted on unfamiliar territory. It looked almost professional. It looked like something a brave person would write.

She wasn't brave. She was exhausted and lonely and so tired of pretending she didn't want more than what she had.

Her hand trembled as she moved the cursor to the "Submit" button. She pressed it before she could change her mind.

Post submitted. Your request is now live. 

The confirmation message appeared at the top of the screen, and Rowan exhaled a breath she hadn't realised she'd been holding. It was done. The words were out there now, floating through the internet, visible to anyone who cared to look. She felt exposed in a way that was terrifying and thrilling at once, like standing naked in front of a window, not knowing if anyone was watching but unable to look away.

She refreshed the page. No responses. Of course there were no responses—she'd posted it thirty seconds ago. The forum wasn't that active at three in the morning. She'd have to wait hours, maybe days, to see if anyone would—

1 new reply. 

Her heart stopped.

She stared at the notification, convinced she was hallucinating. It hadn't even been a minute. How could someone have responded already? Unless it was a bot, some automated system that sent generic messages to new posters. Or a spammer trying to get her to click a link. Or—

She clicked the notification before she could talk herself out of it.

The message was from a user called @NorthOfYou. No avatar, no bio, nothing but a username and the words on her screen. She read them once, then again, her pulse pounding in her ears.

"What does 'safe' mean to you?" 

That was it. Not an offer. Not a proposition. Not a crude response or a dismissive comment. Just a question—simple, direct, and somehow more intimate than anything she'd expected.

She read it a third time. Then a fourth.

What does 'safe' mean to you? 

It wasn't the kind of question someone asked if they were planning to hurt you. It wasn't the kind of question a bot would generate. It was the kind of question someone asked when they actually wanted to understand—who she was, what she needed, whether she'd thought this through.

She wanted to respond immediately. She wanted to pour out everything she'd been holding inside for years. But the words wouldn't come. Her hands were shaking too hard to type. Her throat was tight with tears she hadn't earned yet.

She closed the laptop instead.

The darkness of her apartment closed around her, broken only by the faint glow of streetlights through thin curtains. She sat very still on her couch, her heart racing, her mind replaying the message over and over.

What does 'safe' mean to you? 

She didn't know how to answer that question. She'd never had to articulate it before—never had to explain to anyone what safety felt like, what danger felt like, what the space between them might contain. She'd never had to put words to the specific quality of trust she was looking for, the particular balance of fear and care that made her fantasies feel possible.

But someone had asked. Someone was waiting for her answer.

She lay awake for hours, staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep. Every few minutes, her hand would drift toward her closed laptop, and she'd have to physically stop herself from opening it. She needed to think. She needed to be careful. She needed to not say something foolish or desperate or revealing.

But god, she wanted to respond. She wanted to find out who was on the other end of that message. She wanted to know if they could give her what she'd asked for—if they could be trusted with her body, her safety, her secrets.

Somewhere around five in the morning, exhaustion finally pulled her under. Her dreams were fragmented and strange: dark rooms, hooded figures, hands that bound and touched and soothed all at once. She woke to her alarm at seven, groggy and disoriented, with the distinct sense that something had changed.

She had to be at work in an hour. She should shower, dress, make coffee, start her day like a normal person. She should ignore the forum, ignore the message, let it fade into the background noise of her life.

Instead, she opened her laptop.

The notification was still there:  1 new reply . No additional messages had appeared overnight. Just the one question, waiting for her like a door left slightly ajar.

What does 'safe' mean to you? 

She didn't have time for this. She really didn't. If she didn't leave in forty-five minutes, she'd be late, and being late would mean explanations and awkward conversations and the kind of attention she tried very hard to avoid.

But her fingers were already moving across the keyboard, typing before she could stop herself.

Safe means knowing I can stop if I need to. Safe means trusting that whoever I'm with will respect my limits. Safe means... having a way out, even if I don't want to use it. 

Safe means being taken care of when it's over. Not just physically—emotionally. I want to feel held. I want to feel like I mattered. 

She hesitated, then added:

Safe means you won't make me regret trusting you. 

She hit send before she could second-guess herself, then closed the laptop and rushed to get ready for work. The morning passed in a blur of tech support tickets and customer complaints and the particular tedium of a job she'd taken because it paid the bills and let her work from home most days. She was competent at it—reliable, efficient, the kind of employee who never caused trouble—but it didn't engage any part of her that mattered. It was just something she did between the hours she spent alone in her apartment.

By lunch, she was checking her phone every ten minutes, refreshing the forum page, looking for a response.

Nothing.

By midafternoon, she'd convinced herself she'd imagined the whole thing. The user @NorthOfYou had probably been a bot, or someone playing a prank, or a person who'd lost interest the moment she'd revealed herself as inexperienced and uncertain. She'd been foolish to hope for anything else. She was always foolish, when it came to hope.

She forced herself to focus on work. She ate a sad sandwich at her desk. She answered the same questions she answered every day. She counted down the hours until she could go home and forget about the whole embarrassing episode.

At 5:47 PM, her phone buzzed.

She almost didn't look at it—she'd trained herself to ignore notifications during work hours—but something made her glance at the screen. A forum alert. A new message.

Her hands were trembling as she opened it.

Safe means all of those things to me as well. I have no interest in hurting you. I have no interest in making you regret anything. What I want is to understand what you're looking for—and to decide if I'm the right person to give it to you. 

Let me ask you another question: What does 'fear' mean to you? 

She read the message three times, her heart pounding harder with each pass. This wasn't what she'd expected. She'd expected crude propositions, demands for photos, dismissive comments about her inexperience. She hadn't expected questions—thoughtful, careful questions that made her feel seen in a way that was almost uncomfortable.

What did fear mean to her?

She thought about it for a long time, sitting at her desk, her work forgotten, her cursor blinking in the response field. Fear was the thing she wanted to feel, but also the thing she was most afraid of. Fear was the line between fantasy and reality, the point at which play became danger. Fear was what she needed to cross to get what she wanted—but she needed it to be the right kind of fear.

Fear means believing, in the moment, that I'm not in control. Believing that you could hurt me if you wanted to. Believing that I've given myself to someone who might not give me back. 

But the fear I want isn't the fear of actual danger. It's the fear of the unknown. The fear of vulnerability. The fear of surrendering completely and trusting that I'll be caught. 

I want to be scared. I just don't want to be unsafe. 

She hesitated, then added something she hadn't planned to say.

I've never done this before. I don't know if that makes me a bad candidate for what I'm asking. I don't know if I'm too inexperienced or too naive or too broken. But I know what I want. I've known for years. I'm just... tired of wanting it alone. 

She sent the message and sat with her phone in her hand, staring at the screen, waiting for a response she wasn't sure would come.

It came faster than she expected.

You're not broken. You're honest. That's rarer than you know. 

Tell me: Have you done anything like this before? Negotiated a scene with a stranger? Surrendered control to someone you met online? 

I need to understand your experience level before I can decide if we'd be a good match. Not because inexperience disqualifies you—it doesn't—but because I need to know what I'm working with. I need to know if you understand what you're asking for. 

And if you don't—if this is all fantasy and no reality—I need to know that too. So I can decide if I want to help you learn. 

Rowan stared at the words  help you learn , feeling something shift in her chest. This was real. This was actually happening. Someone was taking her seriously, treating her like a person with desires that mattered, asking questions that required real answers.

She thought about lying—about inventing experience she didn't have, about presenting herself as more knowledgeable than she was. But something about @NorthOfYou's messages made her want to be honest. They'd asked the right questions, which meant they'd probably recognise the wrong answers.

I've never done anything like this,  she typed.  I've never negotiated a scene or met someone from online or surrendered control to anyone. I've had vanilla sex—boring, forgettable, never quite right. I've read about kink. I've fantasised about it. But I've never lived it. 

I'm scared that makes me too much of a risk. I'm scared you'll decide I'm not worth the effort. But I don't want to lie to you. If we're going to do this—if you're even considering it—I want you to know the truth. 

I'm a beginner in everything that matters. I just... I know what I want. I've known for so long. And I want it badly enough to be honest about how little I know. 

She sent the message and waited, her heart in her throat, for his response.

It came after a longer pause this time—long enough that she started to worry, long enough that she began composing apologies and retractions in her head. But then the notification appeared, and his words made her breath catch.

Thank you for your honesty. I appreciate it more than you know. 

The fact that you've never done this doesn't disqualify you. In some ways, it makes you a better candidate. You have no bad habits to unlearn. You're not carrying trauma from careless dominants. You're a blank slate—and blank slates are rare. 

I'm going to ask you some more questions. I want you to answer them honestly, without worrying about how you'll be perceived. I'm not here to judge you. I'm here to understand you. 

Are you ready? 

Rowan stared at the question, feeling the weight of it settle over her like a mantle.  Are you ready?  It was such a simple question, but it contained so much. Ready to be known. Ready to be vulnerable. Ready to start something that might change her life—or might crash and burn, leaving her more alone than before.

Her hands weren't trembling anymore. She felt strangely calm, a clarity settling over her that she hadn't felt in years. This was what she wanted. This was what she'd been waiting for. And someone—some stranger on the internet—was offering to give it to her.

She typed her response:

I'm ready. 

His reply was immediate.

Good girl. We have much to discuss. 

And Rowan felt something inside her—something that had been clenched tight for years—begin, very slowly, to uncurl.

[28/02/2026, 17:44:44] You:

Please finish the chapter 

[28/02/2026, 17:44:44] Assistant:

The words glowed on her screen, and Rowan felt them land somewhere deep in her chest—a place she hadn't known existed until this moment.  Good girl.  Two simple words that shouldn't have meant anything, that were probably just an automatic response, a phrase this stranger used with everyone. But they made her breath catch. They made her feel something she couldn't name.

She wanted to respond. She wanted to ask him who he was, what he looked like, what kind of person answered posts like hers at three in the morning. She wanted to know if he was married or single, young or old, experienced or just pretending. She wanted a dozen things she had no right to ask, not yet, not when they'd only just begun.

But she made herself stop. She made herself put the phone down, walk away from her desk, and finish her workday like a normal person who hadn't just taken the first step toward having her darkest fantasy fulfilled.

The next several hours were torture.

She ate dinner without tasting it. She showered without remembering whether she'd shampooed her hair. She watched a television show she couldn't later recall. Her phone sat on the coffee table, screen dark, and she had to physically restrain herself from checking it every thirty seconds. He'd said they had much to discuss—but he hadn't said when. He hadn't promised to message her tonight. He'd asked if she was ready, she'd said yes, and then... nothing.

By nine o'clock, she couldn't take it anymore.

She opened the forum, navigating to her private messages, and there it was—a new notification waiting for her, timestamped 7:43 PM. He'd messaged her hours ago, and she'd been too busy spiralling to notice.

Let's start with the basics. 

Tell me your first name. Just your first name—I'm not asking for identifying information. I want to know what to call you. 

Then tell me where you're located. City is fine. I need to know if you're within reasonable distance. 

And then tell me why you posted tonight. What made you finally hit submit? What pushed you past the fear? 

Rowan stared at the message, feeling the strange intimacy of being asked for her name. @NorthOfYou could have asked for a photo, a phone number, a social media handle. He could have demanded proof that she was real, that she was serious, that she was worth his time. Instead, he'd asked for the simplest possible thing: what to call her.

She thought about lying. She could give a fake name—plenty of people on this forum did. But something about the way he'd asked made her want to be honest. He was treating her with respect. The least she could do was return it.

Rowan. My name is Rowan. 

I'm in Toronto. Downtown, near Kensington Market. 

As for why I posted tonight... I don't know. I really don't. I've been staring at that compose window for months, typing and deleting, typing and deleting. Something about tonight felt different. I was just so tired. So tired of being alone with this. So tired of wanting something and never reaching for it. 

I know that's not a satisfying answer. I'm sorry. I wish I had something more profound to say. 

His response came quickly, as if he'd been waiting for her.

Rowan. That's a lovely name. I had a feeling it would be something unusual. 

Toronto works. I'm in the city myself—or close enough. Distance won't be a problem. 

And your answer is more than satisfying. It's honest. Do you know how many people message me with elaborate justifications and invented backstories? They want to seem interesting, mysterious, worthy of attention. You just told me the truth: you were tired and you wanted something. That's more compelling than any invented narrative. 

You're in Toronto. You've never done this before. You want to be taken, scared, controlled—but safe. You want to surrender completely, and you want to be cared for when it's over. 

Let me ask you something else: Have you thought about the practical elements? The logistics? If someone were to give you what you're asking for, what would that actually look like? 

Walk me through your fantasy. Not the abstract version—the concrete details. How does it begin? Where does it happen? What does the person who takes you do with you once they have you? 

Be specific. I want to understand exactly what's in your head. 

Rowan felt her cheeks flush as she read the question. He wanted her to describe her fantasy—not the emotional essence of it, but the physical reality. The details she'd only ever whispered to herself in the dark.

She'd never said any of this aloud. She'd never typed it out where someone else could see. For years, these images had lived only inside her mind, private films she played when she touched herself, secret scenarios she'd been too ashamed to share with anyone.

And now a stranger on the internet was asking her to lay them bare.

She should have been terrified. She should have felt exposed, violated, ashamed. But instead, she felt something else—a strange kind of relief, as if she'd been carrying a weight for so long she'd forgotten it was there, and now someone was finally helping her set it down.

She began to type.

It starts without warning. That's important—I don't want to know when it's coming. I want to be going about my normal life, and then suddenly it happens. 

I'm walking somewhere familiar. Home from the store, maybe, or to my apartment from the subway. It's evening, not quite dark. I have headphones in, so I don't hear the footsteps behind me until it's too late. 

Someone grabs me from behind. A hand over my mouth. A voice in my ear that tells me not to scream. I'm terrified—genuinely terrified—but there's something underneath the fear. Recognition. Somewhere deep inside, I know this is what I asked for. 

I'm blindfolded and put into a vehicle. I don't know where we're going. The drive feels long—long enough for the fear to settle into something else. Anticipation. Dread. Arousal. All tangled together. 

When we arrive, I'm taken inside. Somewhere private, I assume—someone's home, or a space designed for this. I'm still blindfolded. I can't see anything, but I can hear: doors closing, locks turning, footsteps on a hard floor. 

He—he, I always imagine it as a he—removes the blindfold. I see him for the first time. Not a stranger, exactly. Someone I've communicated with. Someone I've trusted with my desires. But still, in this moment, terrifying. 

He tells me the rules. I'm his now. My body belongs to him. I'll do what he says, when he says it, how he says it. I won't leave without permission. I won't speak unless spoken to. I'll call him Sir—or whatever he wants to be called. 

And then... he uses me. However he wants. I imagine being tied up—rope, I think, not handcuffs. Something about rope feels more deliberate. More intimate. He ties my hands above my head, or behind my back, or to the bedframe. He positions me however he wants. He touches me, teases me, makes me wait. He tells me I can't come until he gives permission. 

I struggle. I tell him no, or please, or I can't. But I don't use the safeword, because underneath everything, I don't want to stop. I want him to push past my resistance. I want to feel my own helplessness. 

He fucks me—or makes me suck him, or touches me until I'm begging, or all of the above. I don't know exactly. That part changes in my head. What stays the same is the feeling: I'm not in control. I don't have to make decisions. I just have to exist and feel and take what he gives me. 

And then, when it's over, he holds me. That's the part that matters most. He doesn't just leave me alone, or kick me out, or make me feel like I was just a body to be used. He takes care of me. He gives me water and food and warmth. He tells me I did well. He doesn't make me feel ashamed for wanting what I wanted. 

I want to feel claimed. But I also want to feel cared for. 

She read it over twice, feeling the heat rise in her face. This was the most explicit thing she'd ever written. She'd just handed a stranger a roadmap to her psyche, a detailed description of exactly how she wanted to be used.

She should be mortified. Instead, she felt lighter.

She hit send.

His response came after a longer pause this time—several minutes that felt like hours. When it finally arrived, she read it with her heart in her throat.

Thank you, Rowan. That was beautifully specific. 

What you've described is within the realm of what I can provide. I've orchestrated similar scenarios before—though each one is unique, and I take pride in making sure the details match the person's desires. You've given me a foundation to work with. 

But before we go any further, I need to explain how I operate. This isn't a game to me. It's not a quick thrill or a casual hook-up. When I agree to fulfil someone's fantasy, I take it seriously. That means careful planning, clear communication, and absolute attention to safety. 

Here's what you need to know: 

I don't meet anyone in person until we've established trust through conversation. That means messages, phone calls, possibly video chats. I need to know who you are—not your address or your employer, but your mind, your fears, your limits. I need to understand what you're bringing into this. 

I require a written agreement before any scene. It outlines boundaries, safewords, health information, emergency protocols. It protects both of us. Some people find it unsexy—the paperwork, the negotiation—but I find it essential. The hottest scenes are built on the strongest foundations of trust. 

I don't use drugs or alcohol during scenes. Ever. I need you present and capable of communicating. If you're impaired, I won't play with you. 

I require aftercare, both immediately after the scene and in the days following. This isn't optional. I need to know you're okay. I need to know you don't regret what happened. I need to know you're processing it in a healthy way. 

And finally: I'm not a mind reader. If something is wrong—during negotiation, during the scene, after—I need you to tell me. I can read body language, I can watch for signs of distress, but I'm not infallible. Your honest communication is the most important safety measure we have. 

Those are my terms. If they don't work for you, I understand. But if they do, we can keep talking. 

What do you say? 

Rowan read the message twice, then a third time. It was so... professional. So measured. Nothing like the crude propositions she'd feared, but also nothing like the romantic fantasy she'd half-expected. He was treating this like a transaction—which, in a way, it was. But there was something else underneath the professionalism, something that felt like care.

He'd said he required aftercare. He'd said he needed to know she was okay. He'd said her honest communication was the most important safety measure. These weren't the words of someone who wanted to use her and discard her. These were the words of someone who took responsibility seriously.

She wanted to say yes. She wanted to throw herself into this without reservation, to trust this stranger because she had no other choice, because she'd been alone for so long and someone was finally offering to see her.

But she made herself pause. She made herself think.

I have questions,  she typed.  Before I agree to anything. 

Good. You should. Ask me anything. 

She thought about what she wanted to know. There were dozens of questions—hundreds—but a few stood out as essential.

Why do you do this? What do you get out of it? 

How many times have you done this before? 

Have there ever been... problems? People who got hurt, emotionally or physically? 

And how do I know I can trust you? You could be anyone. You could be lying about all of this. 

She sent the message and waited, her anxiety climbing with every passing second. These were hard questions—maybe too hard for a first conversation. Maybe she was supposed to just accept his terms and trust that he knew what he was doing.

But she couldn't. She needed to understand who he was, what motivated him, what made him someone worth trusting with her body and her mind.

His response came after a pause long enough that she started to worry.

These are exactly the right questions to ask. I'm glad you're not just accepting what I say without probing. 

Why do I do this? Because I'm good at it. Because I enjoy the planning, the psychology, the challenge of understanding what someone needs and providing it. Because there's a satisfaction in taking someone to the edge of their fear and bringing them back safely. Because I believe that kink, done well, can be healing. 

How many times? I've facilitated around two dozen scenarios over the past five years. Some were one-time scenes. A few evolved into ongoing arrangements. Most people I never see again after the initial aftercare period. 

Problems? Yes. Not physical—I've never injured anyone beyond the expected marks from rope or impact play. But emotional complications, certainly. People catching feelings. People not knowing how to return to their normal lives after experiencing something intense. People discovering they wanted more than I could give. I've learned to navigate these situations, but they're never easy. 

How do you know you can trust me? You don't. Not yet. Trust is built, not given. All you have right now is my word, my reputation on this forum, and whatever instinct tells you I'm being honest. You could run a background check on me if you wanted—I could provide references from people I've played with before. But ultimately, trust is something you'll have to decide to extend, bit by bit, as we get to know each other. 

I won't ask you to trust me blindly. I'll ask you to trust me carefully, incrementally, with the understanding that you can revoke that trust at any time. 

Is that enough of an answer? Or do you need more? 

Rowan sat with the message for a long time. His answers were honest—he'd admitted to complications, to people catching feelings, to the limits of what he could provide. He hadn't promised perfection. He'd offered transparency instead.

It was more than she'd expected. It was enough to take the next step.

It's enough,  she typed.  For now. 

I want to keep talking. I want to see where this goes. 

But I need to be honest with you: I'm scared. I've never done anything like this. I've never trusted a stranger with this much. I don't know if I'm making a mistake or making the best decision of my life. I'm trying to figure that out. 

Just... be patient with me? 

His response was immediate.

Rowan, patience is one of my virtues. I've been doing this long enough to know that trust can't be rushed. We'll move at whatever pace feels right to you. If you need to slow down, say so. If you need to stop, say so. I'm not going anywhere. 

But I'll tell you this: you're already braver than you think. Posting that message took courage. Answering my questions took courage. Admitting you're scared—that's courage too. You're not weak for feeling fear. You're strong for acting anyway. 

We'll talk more tomorrow. For now, get some sleep. You've had a long day. 

And Rowan? 

Goodnight. I'm glad you posted tonight. 

She stared at the message, feeling something warm unfurl in her chest.  I'm glad you posted tonight.  As if he'd been waiting for her. As if her arrival had meant something to him.

It was probably just polite. It probably didn't mean anything at all.

But as she closed her laptop and climbed into bed, she felt something she hadn't felt in a very long time.

Hope.

She fell asleep with her phone clutched against her chest, the glow of his final message fading slowly into darkness.

[28/02/2026, 17:47:34] You:

Is that the end of the chapter? If so please can we say at the end of each one that we have finished 

[28/02/2026, 17:47:34] Assistant:

Yes, that was the end of Chapter One. I'll make sure to mark the end of each chapter clearly going forward.


Chapter Two: The Negotiation Begins

The glow of three monitors illuminated Lucian's face in the darkness of his study, casting shadows that sharpened the angles of his jaw and the bridge of his nose. It was 2:48 AM—or close enough that it made no difference—and the house around him was silent save for the low hum of the computer towers beneath his desk. This was the hour he preferred: the world asleep, the distractions silenced, the only reality the one he could touch through the keyboard.

He took a sip of cold coffee, his eyes never leaving the screen.

The forum was quiet at this hour, the usual flood of new posts reduced to a trickle of insomnia-driven confessions. He'd already skimmed the evening's offerings—dismissed the obvious fakes, ignored the unrealistic demands, noted a few that might warrant further attention. Most of the people who posted here were looking for something quick and dirty, a fantasy they could jack off to and forget. They didn't want reality. They wanted the idea of reality, safely contained behind a screen.

Lucian dealt in reality. That was what made him different. That was what made him careful.

His attention drifted to the notification tab, where a single red number had been sitting for the past minute. A new post in the section he monitored most closely:  High Intensity Requests . He clicked it, expecting another variation on the usual themes—someone wanting to be dominated, someone wanting to be used, someone wanting to feel something other than the numbness of their daily life.

The username made him pause.

@Confessionette. 

He knew that name. He'd been watching it for weeks—a profile that appeared in the "currently online" list at odd hours, lurking without ever engaging. No posts, no comments, no visible activity. Just presence. He'd learned to recognise the signs: the prolonged silence, the cursor hovering over threads without clicking, the way certain profiles seemed to breathe on the periphery of the community without ever stepping inside.

Lurkers weren't unusual. Most people who found this forum spent months or years watching before they worked up the courage to participate. But something about this particular lurker had caught his attention. The consistency of her presence. The timing—always late at night, always alone. The way she seemed to be building toward something she couldn't quite name.

And now, finally, she had posted.

He read the words slowly, absorbing them with the deliberate attention he brought to every initial inquiry. She wrote well—better than most, with a clarity and honesty that cut through the usual performance. She wasn't trying to appear experienced. She wasn't trying to seem edgy or exotic. She was simply telling the truth about what she wanted.

I want to be taken. Abducted. I want to not know when or where or how it will happen. 

I want to feel genuine fear. Real panic. 

I want to be seen. Really seen. Not judged or fixed or pathologised. Just... seen. And accepted. 

He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers beneath his chin. This was what he looked for—the raw ones, the honest ones, the people who had thought deeply enough about their desires to articulate them with precision. Most requests were vague:  I want to be dominated  or  make me your slave  or  looking for someone to take control . Those required follow-up questions just to determine if the poster had any idea what they were asking for.

But this woman—Rowan, though she hadn't offered that name yet—she knew. She'd done the internal work. She'd identified not just the what but the why, not just the fantasy but the emotional need underneath it. That was rare. That was valuable.

That was potentially dangerous.

He'd learned the hard way that the most compelling requests often came from the most fragile people. Intensity attracted those who were already cracked, and cracked people could shatter in ways no amount of planning could prevent. He had scars from the ones he'd tried to help and failed—the woman in Montreal who'd confused scene dynamics with real affection, the man in Vancouver who'd used their scenario to avoid dealing with a collapsing marriage. He'd learned to be more careful, more selective, more willing to walk away when the risks outweighed the rewards.

But Rowan's post... there was something there. Something that made him want to probe further.

He began to type.

What does 'safe' mean to you? 

It was his standard opening question—the filter that separated the thoughtful from the thoughtless. Some people never responded to it, offended by the implication that safety required definition. Others gave generic answers:  I want a safeword  or  I trust you not to hurt me . Those were the ones he usually dismissed. They didn't understand that safety wasn't something granted by the dominant; it was something constructed by both parties, brick by careful brick.

Rowan's answer, when it came, surprised him.

Safe means knowing I can stop if I need to. Safe means trusting that whoever I'm with will respect my limits. Safe means... having a way out, even if I don't want to use it. 

Safe means being taken care of when it's over. Not just physically—emotionally. I want to feel held. I want to feel like I mattered. 

Safe means you won't make me regret trusting you. 

He read the words twice, feeling a flicker of something he hadn't experienced in a long time: genuine interest. Not just professional curiosity, but something more personal. She was articulate, introspective, honest about her inexperience. She knew what she wanted but wasn't arrogant enough to assume she knew how to get it.

She was, in short, exactly the kind of person he might be able to help.

But he'd been wrong before. He'd been dazzled by apparent self-awareness only to discover, too late, that the person had no real understanding of their own psychology. He needed more information. He needed to understand what she meant by  fear , how she imagined the scenario unfolding, whether she had any practical experience to ground her fantasies.

He sent another question:  What does 'fear' mean to you? 

And then, because it was nearly four in the morning and he had meetings in a few hours, he forced himself to close the laptop and go to bed.

The next several days unfolded in a pattern that was becoming familiar.

They messaged back and forth—short exchanges at first, then longer ones as the conversation deepened. He learned about her life in fragments: her remote job, her small apartment, her isolation from family and friends. She learned about him in equally measured doses: his experience with the forum, his approach to negotiation, his insistence on safety above all else. He was careful not to reveal too much too soon—not because he had secrets to hide, but because trust required time to build.

She told him about her fantasies, and he listened with an analytical ear. The scenario she described was relatively standard—abduction, captivity, surrender—but the emotional core was specific to her. She didn't just want to be dominated; she wanted to be relieved of the burden of choice. She wanted someone else to hold the reins for a while.

He recognised the need. It was common among people who spent their lives being responsible, being competent, being in control. The fantasy of surrender was often, paradoxically, a desire for rest.

By the fourth day, he'd made his decision. He wanted to work with her.

But first, he needed to hear her voice.

I don't meet anyone in person until we've established trust through conversation,  he typed.  That means messages, phone calls, possibly video chats. I need to know who you are—not your address or your employer, but your mind, your fears, your limits. 

I'd like to schedule a phone call. No pressure, no agenda beyond conversation. I want to hear your voice, and I want you to hear mine. If something feels wrong, either of us can end the call at any time. 

Are you willing to do that? 

Her response came quickly:  Yes. When? 

They arranged a time: nine o'clock the following evening. That gave her twenty-four hours to prepare, and him twenty-four hours to review everything she'd told him, to plan his approach, to consider every angle.

When the appointed hour arrived, Lucian sat in his study with his phone on the desk before him, watching the seconds tick toward the arranged time. He'd done this dozens of times before—the initial phone call was a standard part of his vetting process—but something about this one felt different. He was more invested than usual, more curious about the woman on the other end.

At precisely 9:00 PM, his phone buzzed with an incoming call from a number he didn't recognise. He let it ring twice before answering.

"Hello, Rowan."

A pause. Then, her voice: "Hello." It was soft, slightly breathless, with a nervous tremor that she couldn't quite conceal. "Is this... should I call you something specific? I don't know your real name."

"Lucian. You can call me Lucian for now." He leaned back in his chair, modulating his own voice to a calm, measured register. "How are you feeling?"

"Terrified." A small laugh, self-deprecating. "Honest answer. I've been nervous about this all day."

"Good. I'd be more concerned if you weren't nervous. This is a significant step—talking to a stranger on the phone about your most private desires. It's reasonable to feel afraid."

"But you don't want me to feel afraid. That's what you said in your messages."

"There's a difference between the fear that keeps you safe and the fear that paralyzes you. You're feeling the first kind—the kind that makes you pay attention, that keeps your instincts sharp. That's healthy. That's what I want you to feel."

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. He could hear her breathing—shallow, quick, the rhythm of someone trying to steady herself. He gave her time, not rushing to fill the silence.

"Can I ask you something?" she finally said.

"Anything."

"Why do you do this? I read your explanation in the messages, but... I want to hear you say it. In your own voice."

He considered the question. It was fair—she was being asked to trust him with her body and her safety. The least he could offer was honesty in return.

"Because I'm good at it," he said slowly. "Because I enjoy the psychology of it—understanding what someone needs and providing it. Because I believe that kink, done well, can be transformative. It can help people accept parts of themselves they've been taught to hate."

He paused, then added something he didn't usually share: "And because I've been on the other side. I've had my own dark desires, my own needs I didn't understand. Someone helped me make sense of them once. This is my way of passing that forward."

"That's... not what I expected you to say."

"What did you expect?"

"I don't know. Something more detached. More professional."

"I am professional. But that doesn't mean I'm detached. The work I do requires empathy, Rowan. I can't give you what you need if I don't understand what you're feeling."

Another pause. When she spoke again, her voice was softer, the nervous edge beginning to fade.

"I've never told anyone about this. What I want. I've never even said the words out loud before typing them to you."

"How did it feel? To finally say them?"

"Terrifying. And... freeing. Like lancing a wound."

"That's a good description. The fear doesn't go away, but it changes. It becomes manageable. And eventually, if you keep moving toward it, it becomes something else entirely."

"What does it become?"

"Excitement. Anticipation. And eventually—trust."

He let the word hang between them, weighted with implication. Trust was what this was all about—the foundation upon which everything else would be built.

"Rowan, I want to explain how I operate. I mentioned some of this in my messages, but I want to say it directly."

"Okay."

"When I agree to fulfil someone's request, I take it seriously. This isn't a game or a hook-up. It's a structured scenario with defined parameters, clear boundaries, and extensive safety measures. Before anything happens, we'll negotiate every detail—limits, safewords, health information, emergency protocols. I'll require a written agreement that both of us sign. Some people find this unsexy, but I consider it essential."

"I don't find it unsexy," she said quietly. "I find it... reassuring."

"Good. Because I also require something else: honesty. Absolute honesty, throughout the entire process. If something scares you, I need to know. If something arouses you, I need to know. If something feels wrong or uncomfortable or just  off , I need to know. I can't keep you safe if you're not telling me the truth."

"I can do that. I think. I'm not used to being honest about... about this part of myself. But I want to try."

"That's all I ask. We'll move at whatever pace feels right. You set the speed, and I'll respect it. If you need to slow down or stop, you tell me, and we'll figure it out together. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"And do you have questions for me? Anything you want to know before we continue?"

He heard her take a breath, could almost see her gathering courage through the phone line.

"What happens if I panic? During the scene, I mean. What happens if I can't handle it?"

"Then we stop. Immediately. No negotiation, no discussion, no pressure to continue. I'll check in with you, make sure you're okay, and we'll either adjust or end the scene entirely. There's no shame in needing to stop. It doesn't mean you failed or that you're not strong enough. It means you're human."

"What if I can't speak? What if I'm gagged or... or too overwhelmed to talk?"

"We'll establish non-verbal safewords before we begin. Hand signals, specific movements—something you can do even if you can't speak. And I'll be watching you constantly, looking for signs of distress. I've learned to read body language, breathing patterns, the difference between fear that's part of the scene and fear that's real. If I see something wrong, I'll stop even if you haven't safeworded. Your safety is more important than the scene."

His voice was steady, calm, authoritative—the voice of someone who had done this many times and knew exactly what he was doing. He hoped it would be enough to help her feel safe.

"One more question," she said, and he could hear the hesitation in her voice. "This is the one I've been afraid to ask."

"Go ahead."

"What do you get out of this? I know you said you enjoy the psychology, but... there has to be more. You're offering to spend hours planning, days negotiating, an entire weekend orchestrating something for a stranger. Why? What's in it for you?"

It was a good question. Perhaps the most important question she could have asked.

"I could tell you it's altruism," he said slowly. "And there's some truth to that—I do believe in the work, in helping people explore their desires safely. But if I'm being completely honest, there's more to it than that."

He paused, choosing his words carefully.

"I enjoy control. Not in a cruel way—in a careful, deliberate way. I enjoy being trusted with something precious, something fragile. When someone submits to me, they're giving me a gift: their vulnerability, their fear, their pleasure. I take that responsibility seriously. And I find satisfaction in doing it well."

"In making someone feel safe?"

"In making someone feel seen. Understood. Accepted. In taking them to the edge of what they think they can handle and bringing them back intact. In being the person they can be completely honest with, because I won't judge them or try to fix them."

He stopped, aware that he'd revealed more than he usually did at this stage. But something about Rowan's questions made him want to be transparent. She deserved that.

"Does that answer your question?"

"Yes." Her voice was quiet, thoughtful. "It does."

There was a long silence, but it wasn't uncomfortable. It was the silence of two people processing, considering, feeling each other out across the distance.

"Rowan," he said finally, "I want to continue this conversation. I want to learn more about you, and I want you to learn more about me. And if we both decide this is right, I want to give you what you're asking for."

"Okay."

"But I need to know that you're ready. Not ready to dive in headfirst—just ready to keep moving forward, one step at a time. Ready to trust me enough to answer my questions honestly, to follow my process, to communicate when something feels wrong."

"I'm ready."

She said it without hesitation this time, her voice steady and clear.

"Good." He allowed himself a small smile, though she couldn't see it. "Then we'll talk again tomorrow. For now, get some rest. And Rowan?"

"Yes?"

"I'm glad you posted that night. I think this could be something worthwhile."

"Me too," she said softly. "Thank you, Lucian."

"Goodnight, Rowan."

He ended the call and sat in the silence of his study, phone still in hand, staring at the dark screen. The conversation had gone well—better than he'd expected. She was thoughtful, honest, genuinely interested in the process. She asked the right questions, listened carefully, and seemed willing to do the work required to make this happen.

But there was something else, something he couldn't quite name. A quality in her voice that had caught his attention, a depth of need that resonated with something in him.

He pushed the thought away. This was a scenario, a transaction, a professional arrangement. He didn't let himself feel personal investment—not anymore, not after what had happened before.

He opened his laptop and began a new file.

Rowan - Initial Assessment. 

He typed for an hour, documenting everything he'd learned, everything he needed to explore, every potential risk and reward. By the time he closed the computer, he had a foundation upon which to build.

The hunt had begun.


Chapter Three: The Terms

The headset pressed against Rowan's ears, suffocating in the way all cheap foam padding eventually became after hours of wear. On her screen, a chat window displayed the frustrated messages of a customer whose password reset had failed for the third time this week. Her fingers moved across the keyboard with the automatic precision of someone who had typed the same responses hundreds of times before.

Have you tried clearing your browser cache? 

Are you using the email address associated with your account? 

I can see here that your password was changed on the 14th. Do you remember setting a new one? 

The words flowed without thought, a script she could recite in her sleep. Her real attention was fixed on the second monitor, where a different window sat minimised, a small orange notification dot pulsing in the corner of the screen.

Lucian had messaged.

She'd woken to it that morning—a single line waiting in her inbox, timestamped 7:23 AM, sent before her alarm had even roused her from sleep.

Sleep well. We have much to discuss. I'll be available this evening. 

Seven words. That was all. But they'd stayed with her through her morning routine, her commute, the first three hours of her workday. They sat in her chest like a warm weight, a reminder that something was happening—that someone was paying attention to her, that she wasn't as invisible as she felt.

The customer on the other end of the chat was typing something long and angry. Rowan watched the cursor blink, waiting for the inevitable complaint, the demand to speak to a supervisor, the threat to leave a negative review. It came, as it always did, and she responded with the appropriate apology and escalation, her mind barely registering the words.

Her eyes drifted back to the notification dot.

She shouldn't check it. She was at work. She was being paid to provide technical support, not to moon over messages from a stranger on a kink forum. If her manager walked by and saw her toggling between windows, she'd have to explain why she was checking personal email during company time.

But the dot kept pulsing, and her curiosity kept growing, and finally—when the chat queue dipped into a brief lull—she clicked.

Rowan. 

I want to continue our conversation from last night. You asked good questions, and I was impressed by your honesty. But now I need to ask some questions of my own. 

I need you to tell me about your limits—not just what you think you want, but what you know you don't want. I need to understand the shape of your boundaries before I can push them. 

I also need to know about your physical health: any conditions, injuries, allergies, medications. This isn't prurient curiosity; it's safety planning. If you have asthma, I need to know before I consider anything that might restrict your breathing. If you have joint problems, I need to know before I put you in positions that might cause damage. 

And I need to know about your mental health. Not a complete psychiatric history—just anything that might be relevant. Have you experienced trauma? Do you have triggers I should be aware of? Have you ever been in a situation where you felt out of control in a way that wasn't consensual? 

These are not questions I ask lightly. They're invasive, and I know that. But I can't keep you safe if I don't know the risks. 

Take your time answering. I'll be here. 

She read the message three times, feeling the weight of it settle over her. He wanted to know everything—not just her fantasies, but the practical realities of her body and mind. It made sense, logically. If they were going to do this, he needed to understand what he was working with.

But the questions about mental health, about trauma... those made her pause. They felt like an invitation to expose parts of herself she'd spent years learning to hide.

She thought about ignoring the message, letting the conversation fade, returning to her safe and quiet life. But the thought lasted only a moment before dissolving into something else: a desperate need to be honest with someone, finally, about everything.

She minimised the window and returned to work, but the questions stayed with her through the afternoon, echoing in her mind every time she allowed herself a moment of quiet.

That evening, she sat cross-legged on her couch, laptop balanced on her thighs, and began to type.

You asked about limits. I've never had to articulate these before, so I'm not sure I'll get them right. But I'll try. 

I don't want anything that leaves permanent marks. Bruises that fade are fine, but I don't want scars. I don't want anything that draws blood or breaks skin. 

I don't want to be shared with other people. I know some people are into that, but I'm not. If I'm going to surrender, I want to surrender to one person. 

I don't want to be humiliated about things I can't control—my body, my appearance, my intelligence. I don't mind being called names in the moment, if it's part of the scene, but I don't want to feel genuinely small or worthless. 

I don't want anything involving my family or my job. Those are separate. I don't want this to bleed into my real life in ways I can't control. 

I don't want to be ignored after. That's not a limit, exactly—it's a need. I need to know that when the scene ends, you'll still see me as a person. That I'll be taken care of. That what happened mattered to you too. 

She paused, reading over what she'd written. It felt incomplete—there were surely other limits she hadn't thought of, edges she wouldn't discover until she brushed against them. But it was a start.

She moved on to the harder questions.

Physical health: I'm relatively healthy. No major conditions. I have mild anxiety, but it's manageable. I take birth control, but nothing else. No allergies that I know of, except penicillin, which I don't imagine is relevant. 

Mental health is more complicated. 

I've never been diagnosed with anything. I've never seen a therapist. But I've spent most of my life feeling... separate. Like there's a wall between me and everyone else, and no matter how hard I try, I can't seem to get over it. I'm lonely, but I'm also afraid of connection. I want to be seen, but I'm terrified of being judged. 

I don't know if that counts as trauma. Nothing bad has ever happened to me—not really. I grew up in a normal family, in a normal town, with a normal childhood. But somewhere along the way, I learned to hide. To keep parts of myself locked away where no one could touch them. And I've been doing it for so long that I don't know how to stop. 

Is that the kind of thing you're asking about? I'm not sure. I'm not sure what's relevant and what's just... me. 

She read it over, feeling exposed. This was more honest than she'd been with anyone—more honest than she'd been with herself, most of the time. But Lucian had asked for truth, and she was trying to give it.

She hit send before she could second-guess herself.

His response came an hour later, while she was eating a dinner she hadn't tasted.

Thank you, Rowan. What you've shared is exactly what I needed to know. 

You mentioned wanting to surrender to one person—that tells me something important about your psychology. You're not looking for variety or novelty. You're looking for depth. You want to belong to someone completely, even if only for a short time. That's a significant distinction, and it shapes how I'll approach this. 

Your limits are clear and reasonable. I have no interest in pushing you toward anything you've described as off-limits. And your need for aftercare is not just valid—it's essential. I wouldn't work with anyone who didn't want that. 

As for what you shared about your mental landscape: I hear you. The wall you described is something I've encountered before. It's common among people who learned early that certain parts of themselves weren't acceptable. You adapted by hiding those parts, and now you've been hiding for so long that you've forgotten how to be visible. 

I want you to know that nothing you've said changes my interest in working with you. If anything, it deepens it. You're not broken, Rowan. You're someone who developed a coping mechanism that worked for a long time, and now you're ready to try something different. 

Here's what I'd like to do next: I'm going to send you a document. It's a consent and limits agreement—a formal outline of what we're agreeing to, what we're not, and how we'll handle various scenarios. It includes a section for your hard limits, your soft limits, your safewords, your health information, and your emergency contacts. 

I want you to read it carefully. Take your time. Note anything that confuses you or raises questions. And when you're ready, we'll discuss it together—either through messages or on another call, whichever you prefer. 

This is the unsexy part of kink, I know. But I've found that the strongest scenes are built on the strongest foundations. The more clarity we have now, the more freedom we'll have later. 

Let me know when you're ready to receive the document. 

Rowan stared at the message, her dinner growing cold beside her.  The unsexy part of kink.  He was right—it didn't sound erotic. It sounded like paperwork, like bureaucracy, like the kind of administrative tedium she spent her workdays navigating.

But underneath that, she sensed something else. He was taking this seriously. He was treating her as someone worth protecting. The document wasn't an obstacle; it was an offering. A promise.

I'm ready,  she typed.  Send it. 

The document arrived in her inbox fifteen minutes later—a PDF attachment from an encrypted email address that revealed nothing about its sender. She downloaded it slowly, watching the progress bar fill, feeling her heart rate climb.

The first page was a header:  Consent and Limits Agreement — Template for Negotiated Fantasy Scenarios. 

Below it, her username—@Confessionette—appeared alongside a blank line where her real name would go.

She scrolled down, reading the sections one by one.

Section One: Scope of Agreement  

This agreement outlines the parameters of a negotiated scenario between the parties identified below. The scenario is defined as a consensual power exchange, the specific nature of which will be detailed in subsequent sections. Both parties enter this agreement freely and retain the right to withdraw consent at any time. 

She read it twice. The language was formal, almost legalistic, but the meaning was clear: this was a contract, and she was free to break it.

Section Two: Identification and Contact Information  

The section requested her full name, phone number, emergency contact, and a trusted friend or family member who could verify her safety. She paused at the last one—she didn't have anyone she could list. No one who would understand what she was doing, no one she trusted with this part of herself.

She made a note to ask Lucian about that. Maybe it wasn't essential.

Section Three: Health Information  

A detailed questionnaire covering physical conditions, medications, allergies, injuries, and mental health considerations. She filled it in methodically, the act of typing making the information feel less invasive than it had when she'd written it in the message.

Section Four: Hard Limits  

A list of activities preceded by checkboxes:  Breath play. Blood play. Needle play. Fire play. Scat. Watersports. Animal involvement. Permanent marking. Branding. Tattooing. Sharing with unapproved partners. Photography/recording without consent. 

Most of them she checked without hesitation—these were things she'd never wanted, never even considered. A few she left unchecked, uncertain what they meant. She made another note to ask.

At the bottom, a blank section:  Additional hard limits not listed above. 

She typed:  No humiliation about my body, intelligence, or things I cannot control. No involvement of my family or professional life. No permanent marks or scars. 

Section Five: Soft Limits  

A similar list:  Blindfolds. Gags. Hoods. Earplugs. Bondage (light). Bondage (restrictive). Bondage (suspension). Pain (low intensity). Pain (moderate intensity). Pain (high intensity). Public play. Semi-public play. Group scenarios. Degradation. Objectification. Roleplay (specific). 

The instructions explained:  Soft limits are activities you may be open to exploring under the right circumstances, with the right partner, and with appropriate preparation. They are not off-limits, but they require additional negotiation. 

She considered each one carefully. Blindfolds—yes, she'd written about that in her fantasy. Gags—maybe, though the idea of not being able to speak frightened her. Pain—she honestly didn't know. She'd never experienced it in a sexual context. She left several items unchecked, marking them as "requires discussion."

Section Six: Safewords  

Verbal Safewords: The submissive party will use the following words to communicate their needs: 

-  "Red" — Immediate cessation of all activity. The scene ends. The dominant party will immediately check on the submissive's physical and emotional state. 

-  "Yellow" — Pause and check-in. Activity slows or stops temporarily while the submissive communicates their needs. The scene may resume after issues are addressed. 

Non-Verbal Safewords: In scenarios where the submissive cannot speak, the following signals will be used: 

-  Three consecutive finger squeezes — Equivalent to "Yellow." 

-  Open palm, fingers spread, held still — Equivalent to "Red." 

The dominant party agrees to honour all safewords immediately and without question. Use of a safeword will never result in punishment or negative consequences. 

Rowan stared at the section, feeling the weight of it. These were her escape routes—her guarantee that no matter what happened, she could stop it. She'd read about safewords in her research, but seeing them formalised in a document made them feel real.

Section Seven: Fantasy Waiver  

This section made her breath catch.

The submissive party consents to the following: 

-  Not knowing the exact date or time of the scenario's commencement 

-  Not knowing the location where the scenario will take place 

-  Not knowing specific details of what will occur during the scenario 

This waiver is designed to preserve the element of surprise and the psychological experience of the fantasy. However, all activities will remain within the limits established in this agreement, and the submissive party retains the right to use safewords at any time. 

The dominant party agrees to: 

-  Provide a general window during which the scenario will occur (no wider than two weeks) 

-  Ensure the submissive party is not in immediate physical danger at any time 

-  Honour all limits and safewords as outlined in this agreement 

By signing below, the submissive party acknowledges that they understand and accept these terms. 

She read it three times, her heart pounding harder with each pass. This was what she'd asked for—not knowing, being surprised, feeling genuinely out of control. But seeing it written out made it feel more real, more terrifying, more thrilling.

This was the point of no return. Once she signed this, she was agreeing to let a stranger take her, blindfold her, transport her somewhere she didn't know, and do things she couldn't anticipate.

She wanted it. God, she wanted it.

She kept reading.

Section Eight: Aftercare  

The dominant party agrees to provide aftercare immediately following the scenario, including but not limited to: 

-  Physical comfort (warmth, hydration, food, first aid if needed) 

-  Emotional support (reassurance, praise, processing assistance) 

-  Monitoring for signs of sub-drop or emotional distress 

-  Follow-up contact within 24 hours of the scenario's conclusion 

The submissive party agrees to communicate their aftercare needs honestly and to seek appropriate support if distress persists beyond the immediate aftermath. 

The section went on to describe the signs of sub-drop—the emotional crash that could follow intense scenes—and how to handle them. Rowan appreciated the detail. It made her feel like he'd thought of everything, like she wouldn't be abandoned when it was over.

Section Nine: Signatures  

Two blank lines waited at the bottom of the document, one for her name and one for his. She stared at them, feeling the weight of what they represented.

She wasn't ready to sign. Not yet. She had questions, uncertainties, a nagging need to understand more before she committed.

She closed the document and opened her messaging app.

I've read it. I have questions. 

They scheduled a video call for the following evening.

Rowan spent the entire day in a state of low-grade anxiety, her mind cycling through questions and second-guesses and the persistent fear that she was making a terrible mistake. She went through the motions of her workday, answered the same password reset requests, ate the same bland lunch, but underneath it all was a hum of anticipation that wouldn't quiet.

At eight o'clock, she sat at her desk, laptop open, waiting for his call. She'd changed clothes three times—finally settling on a simple black top that felt professional without trying too hard. She'd considered makeup, discarded the idea, then applied minimal eyeliner anyway. She didn't know why she cared what she looked like. He'd see her face either way.

The call came at exactly 8:01.

Lucian's face appeared on her screen, and she felt the air leave her lungs.

He was older than she'd imagined—late thirties, maybe, with dark hair cut short and just beginning to silver at the temples. His eyes were pale, almost grey, set beneath brows that gave him a perpetually thoughtful expression. He wore a dark shirt, the collar open just enough to suggest he'd been working and had loosened it for the evening. His jaw was shadowed with stubble that looked deliberate rather than neglected.

He was, objectively, attractive. More than attractive. He was the kind of man she would have noticed in a crowd and then immediately looked away from, assuming he was out of her league.

"Rowan." His voice was the same as she remembered—calm, measured, with a slight warmth that softened the authority. "Thank you for agreeing to this."

"Hi." Her voice came out smaller than she intended. "Thank you for... for sending the document. I read it."

"I hoped you would. Do you have questions?"

"Yes. Several."

"Good. Ask me anything."

She'd prepared a list, but now that he was in front of her—real, present, looking at her with those pale grey eyes—she found herself struggling to remember the words.

"The emergency contact section," she managed. "I don't have anyone to list. Is that... is that a problem?"

His expression didn't change, but something in his eyes softened. "It's not a problem, but it is something we need to address. Part of my safety protocol is having someone who knows where you are and can verify your wellbeing. If you don't have someone you can trust with that information, we'll need to create an alternative."

"What kind of alternative?"

"I have a colleague—someone I've worked with before, who understands the nature of what I do. She's agreed to serve as an emergency contact for people in your situation. She would have your real name and phone number, and she would check in with you at agreed-upon intervals during and after the scenario. She would also have my information and could reach me if something went wrong."

"A stranger?"

"A professional. Someone who has agreed to confidentiality and who I trust completely. I understand if that doesn't feel comfortable to you. If it doesn't, we'll find another solution."

Rowan considered it. The idea of another stranger having her information felt invasive, but no more invasive than what she was already agreeing to. And it was reassuring, in a way, to know that there would be someone else watching out for her.

"Okay," she said slowly. "That works. I think."

"Good. What else?"

"The soft limits section. There were things I wasn't sure about—pain, specifically. I've never... I don't know how I feel about it."

"Pain is one of the more complex elements to negotiate," Lucian said, leaning back slightly in his chair. "Some people find it enhances their experience; others find it distracts from it. There's no right answer, and you won't know until you try."

"So how do I decide what to agree to?"

"We build it in gradually. I wouldn't start with anything intense—we'd begin with light sensation, spanking perhaps, and see how you respond. If it works, we can explore further. If it doesn't, we stop. The agreement isn't a menu of things that will definitely happen; it's a map of what's possible. We can adjust as we go."

His calm explanation made her feel steadier. He wasn't demanding answers; he was offering a process.

"What about gags?" she asked. "I'm nervous about not being able to speak."

"That's a common fear. I'd suggest we start without one, until you're comfortable with the other elements of surrender. If you decide later that you want to try it, we can add it. But I would never gag you without establishing non-verbal safewords first—and without making sure you're calm enough to use them."

"Okay." She took a breath. "Okay. That makes sense."

"What else?"

She hesitated, then asked the question that had been nagging at her since she'd read the fantasy waiver.

"How will I know it's you? When you take me, I mean. How will I know it's not some random stranger who found my information?"

His expression shifted slightly—not surprise, but something like approval.

"That's an important question," he said. "Part of the answer is operational security: I'll never share your information with anyone, and I take significant precautions to protect the data you've given me. But the real answer is that we'll establish a verification protocol before the scenario begins."

"What does that mean?"

"It means we'll agree on a phrase—a word or sentence that only the two of us know. When I approach you, I'll say the phrase. If it's not me, if it's someone else, they won't have that verification. You'll know immediately that something is wrong."

"That seems... simple."

"It is simple. But it's effective. And it gives you an immediate out if you need it. If someone approaches you who doesn't know the phrase, you run. You scream. You call the police. You do whatever you need to do to protect yourself."

She nodded slowly, processing. "So I'm agreeing to be taken, but only by you. Only by someone who can prove they're you."

"Exactly. The fantasy is real, but it's also controlled. You're never truly without options."

He let the words settle, giving her time to absorb them.

"Rowan, I want to make sure you understand something. The power in this dynamic doesn't belong to me—it belongs to you. You're the one with the safewords. You're the one with the limits. You're the one who decides when to stop, when to slow down, when to push further. I'm the one facilitating your fantasy, but you're the one in control."

"That's... not how it feels. In my head, I mean. When I imagine it, I'm not in control."

"That's the paradox. You're surrendering control that you've already chosen to give. The submission is real, but it's also chosen. Does that make sense?"

She thought about it. "I think so. It's like... I'm choosing to not have choices."

"Exactly. And you can always choose to have choices again. That's what the safewords are for."

He held her gaze through the screen, and she felt the weight of his attention. He was watching her carefully, gauging her understanding, making sure she was with him.

"Let's practice," he said.

"Practice what?"

"Your safewords. I want to hear you say them."

Her face flushed. "Now?"

"Now. I want to make sure you can say them out loud, that the words feel natural in your mouth. If you can't say them in a video call, you won't be able to say them in a scene."

She swallowed, feeling ridiculous. "Red?"

"Louder. Like you mean it."

"Red." Her voice was firmer this time.

"Good. Now the other one."

"Yellow."

"Again."

"Yellow."

"Good. Now the non-verbal signals. Hold up your hand like you would if you needed to stop."

She raised her right hand, fingers spread wide, palm facing the screen. It felt absurd—sitting alone in her apartment, making hand signals at her laptop—but his expression remained completely serious.

"Perfect. Now the squeeze signal—three fingers, either hand."

She demonstrated, squeezing her thumb, index, and middle finger together in succession.

"Excellent. You've just proven that you can communicate your needs even under stress. That's the most important safety skill you have."

He paused, then added: "I'm proud of you, Rowan. I know this isn't easy. But you're doing the work. You're taking this seriously. That tells me you're ready."

The words landed somewhere in her chest, warm and unexpected.  I'm proud of you.  When was the last time someone had said that to her? When was the last time someone had noticed she was trying?

"Thank you," she said quietly.

"Thank yourself. You're the one doing this. I'm just providing the structure."

He glanced at something off-screen, then back at her. "It's getting late. I don't want to overwhelm you on our first video call. Here's what I'd like you to do: take the document I sent. Make any notes or changes you need. Mark anything you're uncertain about. And when you're ready—whether that's tomorrow or next week—send it back to me. We'll review it together before anything is finalised."

"And then what happens?"

"Then we schedule the scenario. You'll know that it will happen within a two-week window, but not exactly when. You'll go about your normal life, knowing that at any moment—walking home from work, leaving a store, stepping out your front door—it could begin."

Her breath caught. "That's terrifying."

"Is it?" His voice was gentle, curious. "Or is it thrilling?"

She thought about it. Both, she realised. Both at once.

"Both," she said.

He smiled—a small expression that transformed his face, making him look younger, warmer. "That's the right answer."

She didn't sleep that night.

She lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, the document open on her laptop beside her. She read it again and again, each pass revealing something she'd missed, a clause she hadn't considered, a word that carried more weight than she'd realised.

Around three in the morning, she made her decision.

She typed her name into the signature field.

Rowan Elaine Carter. 

Her full name, the one no one on the forum knew, the one connected to her bank account and her passport and every official record of her existence. She was signing it over to a stranger—trusting him with the most basic fact of her identity.

Her hand trembled as she saved the document and attached it to an email.

I've signed it. I'm ready. 

The reply came faster than she expected—within minutes, as if he'd been waiting.

I've countersigned. The agreement is now in effect. 

The scenario window begins tomorrow and lasts for two weeks. During this time, you'll go about your normal routine. You won't know when it's coming—but you'll know it's coming. 

I'll be watching. I'll be waiting. And when the moment is right, I'll come for you. 

Until then, remember: this is what you wanted. This is what you asked for. Every time you walk out your door, every time you turn a corner, every time you hear footsteps behind you—you'll wonder if this is the moment. 

From now on, you belong to the anticipation. 

Sweet dreams, Rowan. I'll see you soon. 

She read the message over and over, her heart racing, her body caught between terror and desire. The words blurred as tears filled her eyes—she wasn't even sure why she was crying. Fear, probably. Or relief. Or something in between.

The two-week window began tomorrow.

She was going to be taken.


Chapter Four: The Wait

The house sat at the end of a private drive, half a kilometre from the nearest neighbour, surrounded by woods that had been left wild rather than manicured into submission. It was a modern structure—clean lines, large windows, materials that whispered money without shouting it—but the most important feature wasn't visible from the outside. The most important feature was the silence.

Lucian stood in the centre of the room he'd designed for this exact purpose, his hands loose at his sides, his eyes tracking over the space with the methodical attention of an architect reviewing blueprints. It wasn't a dungeon—not in the theatrical sense, with stone walls and iron fixtures and the aesthetic of a medieval torture chamber. He'd always found that approach heavy-handed, more concerned with appearances than function. His space was simpler: a bedroom that could transform, with the right preparations, into something else entirely.

The bed was king-sized, positioned against the far wall, its frame reinforced with hidden attachment points that wouldn't be visible until they were needed. The headboard was solid wood, thick enough to anchor rope without strain, its surface padded with leather that could be wiped clean. The mattress was firm but not uncomfortable—memory foam over a solid base, the kind that would support a body in any position he chose to place it. He'd selected it specifically for its ability to hold weight without complaint, for the way it absorbed movement and muffled sound.

Against the adjacent wall, a chest of drawers held supplies organised with military precision: ropes in three different materials, each labelled by length and thickness; cuffs in leather and neoprene; blindfolds and hoods and gags in various configurations; a first aid kit that would put most clinics to shame; a selection of lubricants and massage oils; snacks and water and electrolyte supplements; a small refrigerator stocked with fresh fruit and simple proteins. He knew what she liked to eat—she'd mentioned it in passing during one of their conversations, a detail about preferring savoury to sweet—and he'd made sure to accommodate it.

The room had an en-suite bathroom, the door removed and replaced with a curtain that could be tied back. The toilet was visible from the bed, as was the shower—intentionally so. Part of the fantasy was the loss of privacy, the inability to hide even the most basic bodily functions. He'd installed a camera in the corner of the bathroom, a small unobtrusive lens that connected to a monitor in his study. He would be able to watch her at all times, even when he wasn't physically present. Not for voyeurism—he'd long since learned to separate his role as facilitator from his own desires—but for safety. If she was alone in the room and something went wrong, he needed to know immediately.

Safety scissors hung from a hook near the bed, positioned within arm's reach of any spot he might restrain her. He'd had a scenario go wrong once, years ago, when a submissive had panicked and he'd struggled to cut the ropes quickly enough. He'd vowed never to be caught unprepared again. Now, every room he used had multiple cutting tools, every restraint had quick-release mechanisms, and he practised releasing a bound partner until the motions were automatic.

He crossed to the window, adjusting the blackout curtains that would prevent any light from entering or escaping. The room could be made pitch black in seconds—an essential feature for the sensory deprivation elements she'd expressed interest in. He'd tested it himself, lying in the dark for hours, timing how long it took for his eyes to adjust, learning the way sound changed when there was nothing to see. He knew the dimensions of the space intimately, could navigate it blindfolded without stumbling. If he needed to move around her in darkness, he would do so without error.

Satisfied with the room's condition, he moved to his study.

The monitors were already glowing when he entered, three screens displaying different streams of information. The central screen showed the contract—Rowan's signed agreement, digitised and stored in an encrypted file that existed nowhere else. He'd memorised its contents, but he reviewed it again now, refreshing his memory of her limits and soft limits, her health information, her emergency contact details.

Hard limits: No permanent marks. No sharing. No humiliation about body or intelligence. No involvement of family or work. 

Soft limits: Blindfolds (open). Gags (requires discussion). Pain (requires discussion). Bondage (open). Objectification (open). 

Health: No significant conditions. Mild anxiety. Birth control. Penicillin allergy. 

He paused at the last item. Penicillin wasn't likely to be relevant—he had no intention of administering antibiotics—but it was a detail that mattered. If something went wrong, if she had a reaction to something he used, he needed to know her medical history. Every piece of information she'd provided was a tool he could use to keep her safe.

The second screen showed a map of Toronto, with her address marked and several routes highlighted in different colours. He'd driven each one multiple times, timing the journey at different hours, noting traffic patterns and alternate paths and places where a vehicle could stop without attracting attention. The route he'd selected was seventeen minutes from her apartment to his property under normal conditions—twenty-three during rush hour, twelve in the dead of night. He'd calculated every variable, prepared for every contingency.

The third screen showed her phone's location—a feature she'd agreed to during negotiation, her GPS data streaming to a secure server he controlled. She was at home, had been for several hours, her location marker stationary in the small box that represented her apartment building. He watched it anyway, the way he watched everything, looking for patterns that might indicate a change in her routine.

She'd been anxious. He could see it in the data: the late-night activity on her phone, the way she paced through her apartment as tracked by the motion sensors she'd unknowingly triggered, the erratic sleep schedule visible in the gaps between her device usage. She was struggling with the anticipation, the not-knowing. It was exactly what she'd asked for, but that didn't make it easy.

He'd felt the urge to message her—constant, persistent, a low hum in the back of his mind. She was scared, and some part of him wanted to soothe that fear, to remind her that she was safe, that he was watching, that nothing would happen to her that she hadn't agreed to. But he resisted. The distance was part of the scenario. She needed to feel alone with her anticipation, needed to confront her own vulnerability without the comfort of constant reassurance. He would be there when the time came. Until then, she belonged to the waiting.

He closed the contract and opened the file he'd been building for weeks.

Rowan Elaine Carter. 

Age: 24. 

Occupation: Remote tech support. 

Location: Toronto, Kensington Market area. 

Living situation: Alone, one-bedroom apartment. 

Family: Parents in Ottawa, estranged. No siblings. No current romantic partner. 

Personality: Introspective, anxious, self-critical. Highly intelligent but underestimates herself. Craves control but fears asking for it. Deeply lonely but reluctant to reach out. 

Desires: Surrender, captivity, being taken without warning. Loss of agency within controlled parameters. Being seen and accepted. Aftercare, tenderness, feeling valued. 

Fears: Being judged, being rejected, being "too much." Real danger, actual harm. Being abandoned after vulnerability. 

Psychological profile: Inexperienced but self-aware. Developed coping mechanisms early—hides true self to avoid rejection. Wants intimacy but fears it. Will surrender deeply once trust is established, but trust must be earned carefully. 

He scrolled through his notes, adding observations from their recent interactions.

Voice: Soft, hesitant, becomes steadier when given clear direction. Responds well to praise. Physically affected by words—"good girl" caused visible reaction during video call. 

Body language: Tends to curl inward, protect herself. Avoids eye contact when discussing desires. Flushes easily—visible arousal response. Will need reassurance to stay present. 

Pain response: Unknown. Has not experienced. Will need to test gradually, watch carefully for signs of distress vs. arousal. 

Aftercare needs: High. Will likely experience emotional release. Needs physical comfort, verbal affirmation, gradual transition back to autonomy. 

He saved the file and leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling. He'd done this before—dozens of times, with people of varying experience levels and psychological profiles. But something about Rowan felt different. Something about her vulnerability, her honesty, the way she'd looked at him through the screen with fear and hope tangled together in her eyes.

He felt an unfamiliar pull in his chest, a desire that went beyond professional obligation. He wanted to give her what she needed—not just because he was good at it, but because something in him responded to something in her.

It was dangerous, that feeling. He'd learned the hard way that emotional investment complicated scenarios, made it harder to maintain the boundaries that kept everyone safe. He'd let himself care too much once, years ago, and the aftermath had nearly destroyed him. He'd vowed never to make that mistake again.

But watching her dot blink on the map, thinking about the woman behind the data—the loneliness she'd confessed, the wall she'd built around herself, the desperate need to be seen—he felt that vow weakening.

He pushed the thought away and turned his attention to logistics.

The first few days of the window passed in a rhythm of preparation and observation.

Lucian drove her route each morning, timing himself against traffic, noting changes in the streets—construction on Queen Street that forced a detour, a new restaurant opening on Spadina that increased foot traffic, a broken streetlight on her block that hadn't yet been repaired. He photographed everything, building a mental map of the environment, identifying the optimal point for approach.

Her routine was consistent, almost painfully so. She left her apartment at 8:15 AM on weekdays, walked to a coffee shop two blocks away, spent twenty minutes there before returning home to work. She ordered the same thing every day: a large dark roast, no sugar, no cream. She sat in the same corner booth, her laptop open, her eyes fixed on the screen. Sometimes she glanced at her phone—checking messages, he assumed, though the content remained private—but mostly she worked in silence.

In the evenings, she left again briefly—to pick up food, usually, or to visit a convenience store for small items. These trips were short, rarely more than fifteen minutes, and followed the same pattern: exit the apartment, turn right, walk to the nearest store, return. She never varied. She never deviated. She was a creature of habit, which made her easy to predict.

He watched her through the GPS data, tracking her movements, noting the way her pace slowed on the walk home as if she was savouring the fresh air before returning to her isolation. He imagined what she was feeling—the anticipation that must be building, the fear that any moment could be the moment. She'd been living with that tension for days now. He wondered how she was managing it.

He thought about messaging her. Just a brief check-in, a reassurance that he was still there, that he hadn't forgotten. But the terms of the agreement were clear: she'd consented to not knowing, to the genuine uncertainty that would make the scenario feel real. If he contacted her, he'd be undermining the very thing she'd asked for.

So he watched, and he waited, and he prepared.

On the fourth day, he tested his equipment.

The restraints first: he pulled each rope from its drawer, examined every inch for fraying or weakness, tested the knots he planned to use, timed himself on how quickly he could tie and release them. He selected three lengths—two longer ropes for body harnesses, one shorter for wrists and ankles—and set them aside in the room he'd prepared.

The blindfold next: a simple strip of black silk, soft against the skin, wide enough to block all light but not so tight as to cause discomfort. He tested it on himself, pressing it against his eyes, checking for gaps, adjusting the fit until it sat perfectly. Then he tested it again, and again, until he was certain it would work without adjustment.

The vehicle was a van he'd rented under a corporate name, unremarkable and untraceable. He'd modified the interior himself—removing the seats, installing padding on the walls, adding restraints that would hold a passenger securely without causing injury. He'd tested the suspension, ensuring the ride would be smooth enough that she wouldn't be jostled, and he'd added a ventilation system that would keep the air circulating even with the windows closed. She'd be blindfolded, unable to see where she was going, but she would be safe.

He ran through the scenario in his mind, step by step.

Approach: from behind, quick and controlled. Hand over mouth to prevent screaming—but not too tight, she needs to be able to breathe. 

Verification: speak the phrase. "The night is patient." Wait for her response. If she doesn't respond, abort. 

Transport: hood over head, guide to vehicle, secure in position. Drive immediately, no delays. 

Arrival: bring her inside, remove hood but keep bound. Explain the rules. Begin the scenario. 

He rehearsed each step until it felt automatic, until his body knew what to do even if his mind was focused elsewhere. This was what made him good at this— not natural talent, not instinct, but relentless preparation. He left nothing to chance.

On the sixth day, he noticed something in the GPS data.

Her movements had become erratic. She was leaving her apartment at odd hours, walking without clear destination, pacing the same blocks repeatedly as if she couldn't settle. Her sleep was fragmented—periods of stillness followed by movement, the pattern repeating throughout the night. She was struggling.

He felt a pang of something that might have been concern. She'd asked for this, yes, but the reality was harder than the fantasy. Living with anticipation was its own form of torture, and she'd never experienced it before. She had no framework for managing it, no coping mechanisms she'd developed through previous scenarios.

He wanted to reach out. He wanted to tell her she was doing well, that her struggle was normal, that he was watching and waiting and would be there soon. But the silence was part of the agreement, and he would not break it.

Instead, he did the only thing he could: he prepared.

On the eighth day, he made his decision.

Friday. Three days from now. The weather forecast was clear—no rain, no snow, mild temperatures that would allow her to walk home without a heavy coat that might interfere with restraints. Her schedule was normal: she'd work from home during the day, then leave in the early evening to pick up groceries, as she often did on Fridays. She'd walk back to her apartment, alone, in the fading light of late afternoon.

He would be waiting.

He sent a single message that evening—the first contact since their video call, the only communication he'd allow himself before the scenario began.

The window is closing. Remember your training. 

Then he watched.

Her location marker went still immediately after reading the message—frozen in place, not moving for nearly five minutes. Then it started moving again, erratically, pacing through her small apartment. He could almost see her: heart racing, mind spinning, the reality of what was about to happen finally sinking in.

Good,  he thought.  Feel it. Process it. And be ready. 

The night before, he couldn't sleep.

He lay in his own bed, in his own room, surrounded by the silence of the house, and thought about what tomorrow would bring. He'd done this before—many times—but something about this scenario felt different. He was more invested than usual, more aware of the woman behind the data, more conscious of the trust she was placing in him.

He ran through the preparations again, mentally cataloguing each item, each route, each contingency. He'd packed a bag with everything he might need: water, snacks, a change of clothes for her, the contract in physical form, emergency medical supplies. The van was parked in the garage, fuelled and ready. The room was prepared, the cameras tested, the temperature set to a comfortable level.

He'd thought of everything. He was certain of it.

And yet, a small voice in his mind whispered:  What if something goes wrong? What if she panics? What if you hurt her without meaning to? What if she regrets this? 

He silenced the voice with practiced ease. He'd had these doubts before every scenario, and he'd learned to use them productively—to let them drive him toward greater preparation rather than paralysis. He was ready. She was ready. Tomorrow, they would find out if the fantasy lived up to the reality.

Around three in the morning, he gave up on sleep and went to his study.

He opened the contract again, reading through it one final time, confirming that every detail was correct. Her signature was there, digitised, a record of her consent. His own signature was beside it, a promise that he would honour her trust.

He opened her file, looking at the notes he'd compiled, the psychological profile he'd built. She was vulnerable, more than she knew. She would surrender deeply, give everything she had, and then she would need someone to help her put herself back together. He would be that person. He would be there when she fell apart, and he would be there when she reassembled.

He sent one final message—not to her, but to the emergency contact she'd agreed to use, a professional colleague named Diane who had served this role for him before.

Scenario scheduled for tomorrow. Window begins at 4 PM EST. Submissive's name: Rowan Carter. Expected duration: 48-72 hours. I'll check in at 24-hour intervals. If you don't hear from me by 4 PM Sunday, initiate welfare check. 

Diane's response came within minutes:  Acknowledged. Good luck. 

He closed the laptop and sat in the darkness, waiting for dawn.

At six in the morning, he went to the room one final time.

The space was perfect—clean, organised, every tool in its place, every safety measure accounted for. The bed was made with fresh sheets, the blackout curtains drawn, the temperature adjusted to a comfortable warmth. He'd placed a glass of water on the bedside table, along with a small bowl of the nuts she'd mentioned liking during one of their conversations.

He stood in the doorway, imagining her there.

In a few hours, she'll be lying on that bed. She'll be bound and blindfolded and completely at my mercy. She'll have given me everything—her body, her trust, her vulnerability. And I'll have to be worthy of it. 

He crossed to the bed and ran his hand over the sheets, feeling the smoothness of the fabric, imagining the warmth of her body against it. He'd touched her only once, during their final video call—a gesture toward the camera, a brief connection across the digital divide. Tomorrow, he would touch her for real. He would feel her skin, hear her breath, watch her surrender.

He wanted it. He'd been denying it to himself for days, but he couldn't deny it anymore. He wanted this—not just the power, not just the control, but her. The woman behind the fantasy, the person who'd trusted him with her deepest self.

It was dangerous, wanting her. It complicated things. But he couldn't bring himself to regret it.

"Tomorrow," he said aloud, his voice strange in the silent room. "Tomorrow, you're mine."

He turned off the light and closed the door behind him.

The day passed in a blur of final preparations.

He drove the route one last time, confirming that nothing had changed, that the timing still worked, that the location he'd selected for the approach was still viable. He parked the van in the spot he'd chosen—a shadowed area near her building, close enough to reach quickly but far enough to avoid attention—and sat in the driver's seat, watching the entrance to her apartment.

At 4:15 PM, she emerged.

She looked different in person than she had on screen—smaller, somehow, more fragile. Her hair was loose around her face, the auburn colour catching the fading light. She wore jeans and a dark jacket, her hands tucked into her pockets, her shoulders hunched against a breeze that wasn't strong enough to justify the posture. She was nervous. He could see it in the tension of her movements, the way her eyes darted around the street.

She was looking for him. She knew he was coming. And she was terrified.

He watched her walk toward the store she always visited on Fridays, her pace quicker than usual, as if she was trying to get the errand over with. She disappeared inside, and he settled back to wait.

Fifteen minutes later, she emerged with a canvas bag over her shoulder, her purchases hidden inside. She started walking back toward her apartment, her steps slower now, more measured. She was trying to calm herself, he realised. Trying to convince her racing heart that she was safe.

She wasn't safe. Not anymore.

He waited until she was halfway down the block, until she'd passed the streetlight that had been broken for weeks, until the shadows had grown long enough to obscure his approach.

Then he stepped out of the van and began to follow.


Chapter Five: The Taking

The canvas bag cut into her shoulder with each step, the weight of her purchases—milk, bread, a box of pasta she'd grabbed without thinking—pressing against her hip through the thin fabric. Rowan walked with her head down, her eyes fixed on the pavement in front of her, counting the cracks in the sidewalk the way she'd learned to do as a child when she needed something to focus on.

One. Two. Three. Four. 

The two-week window was almost over. She'd been counting the days, marking them off in her mind each morning when she woke, each night when she stared at the ceiling unable to sleep. Eight days. Nine days. Ten. And now here she was, walking home on a Friday evening with groceries she didn't remember selecting, and nothing had happened.

Maybe he changed his mind. 

The thought had been circling her mind for the past forty-eight hours, a persistent whisper that grew louder with each passing hour. She'd been so sure—after the contract, after the video call, after the single message that had made her heart stop—that something would happen. She'd lived in a state of hyper-vigilance, her nerves frayed raw by the constant anticipation, the endless waiting. She'd jumped at shadows, flinched at footsteps, turned around suddenly on empty streets, certain that this was the moment, this was when it would happen.

But it never did.

Maybe he wasn't real. Maybe he was playing a game. Maybe he found someone else—someone less broken, less inexperienced, less trouble than a woman who's never done anything like this before. 

The thought made her chest ache, which was absurd. She didn't know this man. She'd seen his face once, on a computer screen, and heard his voice through her phone's speaker. She had no claim on him, no right to expect anything. The contract was an agreement, not a promise. He could back out at any time, for any reason, and she would have no recourse.

And maybe that's for the best,  she told herself.  Maybe you're not ready for this. Maybe you should go home, delete your account, and forget any of this ever happened. 

She turned onto her street, the familiar sight of her building appearing ahead. The broken streetlight cast a long shadow across the sidewalk, and she picked up her pace slightly, eager to be inside, to lock her door, to put this whole embarrassing episode behind her.

She didn't hear the footsteps behind her.

She should have. She'd been so careful, so hyper-aware, listening for any sound that might signal his approach. But she'd let her guard down, lulled into complacency by days of nothing, and now she was paying the price.

The hand came from nowhere.

One moment she was walking, her mind on the groceries she needed to put away, the work emails she needed to answer, the lonely evening stretching ahead of her. The next moment, a palm pressed flat against her mouth, an arm wrapped around her torso, and she was pulled backward into a shadow she hadn't known existed.

She dropped the bag. The pasta box hit the pavement with a soft thud, the milk jug bounced and rolled, and then she was being dragged, her feet scraping against the concrete, her screams dying against the hand that held her mouth shut.

Panic. 

The word exploded in her mind, bright and terrifying. This was panic—real panic, the kind she'd only imagined before. Her heart slammed against her ribs, her lungs seized, her vision blurred at the edges. She struggled, kicking backward, trying to dig her heels into the ground, trying to bite the hand that covered her mouth, trying to do anything, anything at all—

And then the voice.

Low, calm, directly in her ear.

"The night is patient."

She went still.

The phrase—their phrase, the verification they'd agreed upon—cut through the panic like a knife through water. She knew that voice. She'd heard it through her phone, through her headphones, in her dreams for the past two weeks. She knew it as well as she knew her own.

Lucian. 

"It's me," he said, his breath warm against her ear. "I need you to listen carefully. I'm going to move my hand, and you're going to be quiet. You're going to let me guide you. Do you understand?"

She nodded, the motion small and shaky against his palm.

"Good girl."

The words hit her like they had before—a shock of warmth, a sudden clarity. She felt her body respond even as her mind reeled, a flush spreading across her skin that had nothing to do with fear.

This is it. This is real. This is actually happening. 

He moved his hand from her mouth, but before she could speak—before she could even think of what to say—something soft and dark was pulled over her eyes. The world vanished, replaced by the pressure of fabric against her face, the gentle tug as he secured it behind her head.

"Can you see anything?" His voice was still close, still low.

"No." Her voice came out thin, shaky.

"Good. Now I'm going to guide you to the vehicle. You're going to walk where I tell you to walk. You're going to step when I tell you to step. If you stumble, I'll catch you. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

She hesitated, then: "Yes, Sir."

"Good."

His hand wrapped around her upper arm—not tight enough to bruise, but firm enough that she couldn't pull away. He guided her forward, his body close behind hers, his presence a solid wall of warmth at her back.

This is real. This is real. This is real. 

She repeated it like a mantra as she walked, trusting his guidance, stepping when he told her to step, stopping when he told her to stop. She couldn't see anything—not the street, not the buildings, not even the light that might have indicated a vehicle's presence. She was completely in his hands.

This is what you wanted,  she reminded herself.  This is what you asked for. To not know. To not choose. To surrender. 

But the fear didn't disappear. It sat in her chest, a tight ball of terror that made her breath come short and her limbs tremble. She was being abducted—consensually, yes, but still. She was being taken by a man she barely knew, to a place she couldn't see, for purposes she could only imagine.

She felt the vehicle before she heard it—a change in the air, the sense of an enclosed space nearby. Then his hands were on her waist, lifting her, guiding her up a step and onto a surface that yielded slightly beneath her weight. She felt herself being positioned, felt her back pressing against a padded wall, felt her arms being guided behind her.

"I'm going to restrain your wrists now," Lucian said. "Not tight—just enough to keep you from accidentally hurting yourself during transport. Tell me if it's too much."

She felt the loop of something soft—rope, maybe, or fabric—sliding around her wrists. He secured it carefully, checking the fit, adjusting until it was snug but not uncomfortable.

"How does that feel?"

"Okay." Her voice was steadier now, the initial panic beginning to fade. "It's okay."

"Good. I'm going to buckle you in now. The ride will take about twenty minutes. Try to relax."

She felt the strap of a seatbelt crossing her chest, heard it click into place. Then his presence withdrew, and there was the sound of a door closing, footsteps circling the vehicle, another door opening and closing.

The engine started.

They began to move.

The darkness was absolute.

Without sight, Rowan's other senses sharpened to compensate. She felt the vibration of the engine through the padded wall behind her, the slight sway of the vehicle as it turned corners, the coolness of the air from the ventilation system that hummed quietly overhead. She heard the muffled sounds of the city—horns, sirens, the rumble of other vehicles—and then, gradually, those sounds faded, replaced by the quieter noise of movement through emptier spaces.

She was being taken. She didn't know where.

This is what you wanted,  she thought again, but the words felt different now, heavier. In her fantasies, the transport had always been shorter—a blur of fear and anticipation, then arrival. In reality, every minute stretched like an hour, each moment forcing her to confront the depth of her helplessness.

She couldn't see where they were going. She couldn't move her arms. She couldn't do anything except sit and feel and wait.

The fear returned, creeping up the edges of her mind like fog. What if something went wrong? What if he'd lied about everything—the safety, the care, the aftercare? What if she'd made a terrible mistake, trusting a stranger with her body and her safety?

Her breath began to shorten, her chest tightening with the familiar signs of an anxiety attack. She'd had them before—not often, but enough to recognise the symptoms, the spiral of panic that could consume her if she didn't catch it in time.

I'm having a panic attack,  she thought, and then:  I can't have a panic attack now. I'm tied up in the back of a van. I can't breathe and I can't see and I don't know where I am and— 

"Rowan."

Lucian's voice came through speakers somewhere above her, calm and clear.

"I can hear your breathing. I need you to listen to me."

She tried to respond, but her throat was tight, her words caught somewhere behind her sternum.

"You're safe. You're in the van. We're about fifteen minutes from the house. You're not in danger. Do you hear me?"

She managed a small sound—not quite a word, but enough to signal she was listening.

"I want you to focus on my voice. Nothing else matters right now. Just my voice." He paused, then: "Breathe with me. In through your nose, out through your mouth. Slowly."

She tried to follow his instructions, her breath ragged and uneven.

"Again. In through your nose." A pause. "Out through your mouth."

She breathed. It wasn't smooth—it felt like dragging air through a collapsed tube—but she did it. Again, and again, matching her rhythm to his voice as best she could.

"Good. Keep going. You're doing well."

The panic didn't disappear, but it receded slightly, pulled back from the edge by the anchor of his voice. She focused on it completely—the calm, measured tone, the quiet authority, the underlying warmth that somehow reached her even through the speakers.

"Better?" he asked after several minutes.

"Yes." Her voice came out thin, but present. "Yes, I think so."

"Good. You did well. I'm proud of you for catching it."

I'm proud of you.  The words landed in her chest, a small point of warmth in the darkness. She held onto them, the way she'd held onto his voice.

"Lucian?" she said, surprising herself.

"Yes?"

"Can you... can you keep talking? Just until we get there?"

There was a pause, then: "Of course. What would you like me to talk about?"

"Anything. Just... keep talking."

So he did. He told her about the route they were taking—not specifics, not anything that would identify the location, but generalities: the shift from city to suburbs to countryside, the darkness of the roads, the absence of streetlights. He told her about the house, how long he'd been preparing it, how he'd chosen the room where she'd stay. He told her about other scenarios he'd facilitated—not details, not stories about other women, but the philosophical approach he took, the things he'd learned about trust and surrender.

He talked, and she listened, and the minutes passed more quickly than they had before.

When the vehicle finally stopped, she was almost calm.

"We're here."

Lucian's voice came through the speakers one final time, then was replaced by the sound of a door opening. She felt the vehicle shift as he climbed out, heard his footsteps approaching, and then felt the rush of cooler air as the door beside her opened.

"I'm going to unbuckle you now," he said, his voice close again. "Then I'm going to guide you inside. Stay calm. You're almost there."

She felt his hands on the seatbelt, heard it release, then felt him helping her to stand. Her legs were unsteady—partly from the ride, partly from the adrenaline that still coursed through her system—but his grip on her arm was solid, supportive.

"Step down," he said. "I've got you."

She stepped, felt the ground beneath her feet—gravel, by the crunch of it—and then felt his arm wrap around her waist, steadying her.

"Walk with me."

They moved forward, slowly, his body guiding hers. She couldn't see anything—still blindfolded, still bound—but she could feel the change in the air as they passed through a doorway, could hear the acoustics shift from open space to enclosed.

A door closed behind them.

Then another.

Then the sound of locks—more than one—engaging.

"You're inside now," Lucian said, his voice slightly echoed, as if they were in a larger space. "We're going to go to the room. Stay with me."

They walked further, through what felt like a hallway, then through another door. The air was different here—warmer, slightly scented with something clean and vaguely woodsy. The acoustics changed again, suggesting a smaller, more intimate space.

"Stop here."

She stopped.

She heard him move around her, his footsteps soft on what sounded like carpet, and then felt his hands on her shoulders, turning her gently.

"I'm going to remove the blindfold now," he said. "When I do, I want you to keep your eyes closed for a moment. Let them adjust slowly. I'll tell you when to open them."

She nodded, feeling the fabric loosen, then slip away. She kept her eyes closed as instructed, the darkness behind her lids shifting from the pressure of the blindfold to the natural dark of closed eyes.

"Open them."

She did.

The room was nothing like she'd expected.

In her fantasies, the space had been dark, industrial—a dungeon, a cell, something designed to emphasise her captivity. But what she saw was almost... normal. A bedroom, with a large bed against one wall, a chest of drawers against another, soft lighting that cast the space in warm gold. The walls were painted a deep grey, the carpet under her feet plush and soft. It could have been a guest room in a well-appointed home, if not for the details she noticed as her eyes adjusted: the hooks set discreetly into the bedframe, the curtain instead of a door on what appeared to be a bathroom, the small arrangements of items on the dresser that suggested a purpose beyond the decorative.

And there, standing in front of her, was Lucian.

He looked different in person than he had on screen—not worse, not better, just more. More solid. More present. He was taller than she'd realised, his shoulders broader, his presence filling the space in a way that made her acutely aware of her own smallness. His face was the same—the sharp jaw, the silver at his temples, the pale grey eyes—but it was no longer mediated by a camera lens. He was real. He was here. He was standing close enough to touch.

"Hello, Rowan."

His voice was softer than it had been in the van, less projected. This was the voice of a man standing in a room with her, not speaking through speakers.

"Hello." She heard her own voice as if from a distance, thin and uncertain.

"Welcome to my home." He gestured vaguely around the room. "This is where you'll stay for the weekend. It's been prepared for you."

She looked around again, seeing more details: the glass of water on the bedside table, the small bowl of nuts beside it, the soft throw blanket folded at the foot of the bed. He'd thought of things. He'd prepared. He'd considered her comfort even as he planned her captivity.

"I'm going to explain the rules now," Lucian said, his voice shifting into something more formal, more authoritative. "You will listen, and you will not speak until I'm finished. Do you understand?"

She nodded.

"Good. Here are the rules: You will speak when spoken to. You will address me as 'Sir' at all times unless I tell you otherwise. You will not leave this room without my permission. You will not attempt to remove your restraints unless I give you leave to do so. You will eat when I provide food, drink when I provide water, sleep when I tell you to sleep. Your body is no longer your own—it belongs to me for the duration of this scenario. I will use it as I see fit, within the limits we've agreed upon. Do you have questions so far?"

She shook her head.

"Good. Now—I need you to answer a question for me. And I need you to answer honestly, not what you think I want to hear." He stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. "Do you want to continue?"

The question hung in the air between them.

This was the moment, she realised. The final checkpoint. The last chance to back out, to say no, to return to her safe and quiet life. All she had to do was speak the word— yellow  or  red —and this would end before it began.

She thought about her apartment, empty and dark. She thought about the lonely weeks ahead, the quiet routine of her days, the endless waiting for something she'd been too afraid to reach for. She thought about the fantasies she'd carried for years, the shame she'd felt every time she touched herself, the desperate hope that maybe, maybe, there was someone out there who could see her without judging her.

She thought about Lucian's voice in the van, talking her through a panic attack. She thought about the glass of water on the bedside table. She thought about the way he'd asked  do you want to continue , as if her answer actually mattered.

"Yes," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, Sir. I want to continue."

Something flickered in his eyes—satisfaction, maybe, or relief, or something else she couldn't name. He held her gaze for a moment longer, then nodded.

"Good. Then we begin."

He didn't rush.

She'd expected—something. Immediate action, immediate intensity, the fantasy crashing into reality with overwhelming force. But instead, he guided her to the bed, helped her sit on the edge, and knelt in front of her.

"I'm going to remove the rope from your wrists now," he said. "They've been bound for nearly half an hour, and I need to check your circulation."

She felt his fingers working at the knot, careful and precise, and then the pressure released. Her arms fell to her sides, stiff and sore, and she winced at the pins-and-needles sensation that followed.

"I know it hurts," he said, his voice gentler now. "Give it a moment. Move your fingers slowly."

She did, flexing her hands, watching the sensation return. He watched too, his eyes on her fingers, checking for any sign of damage.

"Good. No numbness, no discoloration. You're fine." He rose, moving to sit beside her on the bed, close enough that their shoulders almost touched. "How are you feeling?"

The question was so unexpected, so ordinary, that she almost laughed.  How are you feeling?  As if they were friends having a conversation, not captor and captive.

"Overwhelmed," she admitted. "Scared. But... okay. I think."

"That's normal. The first few hours are always the hardest. Your body doesn't know yet that you're safe. It's still in survival mode." He paused, then added: "I'm going to help you with that."

"How?"

"By taking care of you." He stood, moving to the dresser, and retrieved the glass of water. He brought it to her, holding it out. "Drink. Small sips."

She took the glass, her hands still slightly unsteady, and drank. The water was cool, soothing, and she realised how dry her throat had been—from fear, from the blindfold, from the anxiety attack she'd barely held at bay.

"More?" he asked when she lowered the glass.

She shook her head. "Not yet."

He took the glass from her and set it aside, then returned to stand in front of her. His expression was serious, intent, and she felt the weight of his attention like a physical thing.

"Now," he said, "I'm going to ask you some questions. I want you to answer them honestly. And I want you to call me Sir when you do. Can you do that?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Good. What are you feeling right now? Not just physically—emotionally. What's going through your mind?"

She considered the question, trying to articulate the tangle of sensations and thoughts that had been churning through her since he'd grabbed her on the street.

"Scared, Sir. But not... not like before. In the van, I was terrified. I thought I'd made a mistake. But now..." She trailed off, searching for words. "Now I'm scared of what's coming, but I'm not scared of you. Does that make sense?"

"Yes." Something in his expression shifted, softened. "That's exactly the kind of answer I need from you. Keep being honest with me, Rowan. It's the most important thing you can do."

"I'll try, Sir."

"Good." He reached out, his hand lifting to her face, and she felt herself flinch slightly—an instinctive response she couldn't control. He paused, his hand hovering near her cheek, not touching.

"May I touch you?"

The question surprised her. He'd already touched her—guided her, restrained her, stood close enough to feel his warmth. But this was different. This was intentional, sought permission. This was him acknowledging that her body was her own, even as he claimed it.

"Yes, Sir."

His hand made contact, his palm settling against her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly across her cheekbone. The touch was gentle, almost tender, and she felt something in her chest shift—a crack in the wall she'd built around herself, a tiny fissure that let in light.

"You're doing so well," he said, his voice low. "You've been so brave. I know this isn't easy. But you're here. You made it. And I'm going to take care of you."

She felt tears pressing against the backs of her eyes—another unexpected response, another crack in the wall. She blinked, trying to hold them back, but one escaped, sliding down her cheek to meet his thumb.

He wiped it away without comment, his touch infinitely gentle.

"It's okay to cry," he said. "This is intense. You're allowed to feel it."

She nodded, not trusting her voice, and felt more tears follow the first. They came quietly at first, then harder, her shoulders shaking with the effort of containing them. It was embarrassing—weeping in front of a man she barely knew, a man who was supposed to be dominating her, not comforting her—but she couldn't seem to stop.

Lucian didn't seem bothered. He sat beside her on the bed, his hand still on her face, his presence solid and steady. He didn't tell her to stop, didn't make her feel weak for crying. He just stayed with her, holding space for whatever she needed to release.

When the tears finally subsided, she felt hollowed out in a way that wasn't unpleasant. Empty, but in a clean way. As if something had been cleared.

"Better?" he asked.

"Yes, Sir." Her voice was rough, thick with the aftermath of crying. "I'm sorry, I don't know why—"

"Don't apologise. You've been carrying a lot. It's natural that some of it would come out." He stood, retrieving the glass of water again, and pressed it into her hands. "Drink. Then I'll get you some food."

She drank, longer this time, the water soothing her raw throat. When she finished, he took the glass and set it aside, then moved to the door.

"I'll be back in a moment," he said. "Don't move."

He returned with a tray—bread, cheese, sliced fruit, a small bowl of soup that smelled of tomato and basil. He set it on the bedside table and positioned himself beside her again.

"Eat," he said. "Slowly. Your body needs fuel after what you've been through."

She reached for the bread, tearing off a small piece, bringing it to her mouth. She chewed slowly, the simple act of eating feeling strange in this context—so normal, so domestic, when everything else was so far from normal.

Lucian watched her, his gaze steady but not uncomfortable. He seemed to be monitoring her—making sure she was eating, that she wasn't pushing herself too hard, that she was recovering from the intensity of the arrival.

"How long have I been here?" she asked between bites.

"About an hour. Since we arrived."

"It feels longer."

"Time moves differently in scenes. Minutes can feel like hours, hours like minutes. It's part of the intensity."

She nodded, continuing to eat. The food was good—simple but fresh, clearly prepared with care. She thought about him in a kitchen somewhere in this house, making soup, slicing fruit, preparing a meal for a woman he was about to hold captive. The thought was strange, incongruous, yet somehow touching.

"Thank you, Sir," she said when she'd finished. "For the food."

"You're welcome." He took the tray and set it aside, then turned back to her. "Now—I think it's time for you to rest. Tomorrow will be full, and you need your strength."

"Rest?" She glanced at the bed, then at him, uncertain what he was proposing.

"Sleep. I'm going to stay with you—not for anything sexual tonight, just to make sure you're okay. Some people find the first night difficult. I don't want you to feel alone."

The offer surprised her. She'd expected him to leave, to lock the door, to let her face the darkness by herself. The idea that he would stay—that he would prioritise her comfort over his own plans—was unexpected.

"Okay," she said softly. "Thank you, Sir."

He moved to the other side of the bed, removing his shoes and jacket, settling onto the mattress beside her. He didn't touch her, didn't make any move to initiate contact, but his presence was a solid warmth at her back.

"Sleep, Rowan. I'll be here when you wake."

She lay down, still fully clothed, and felt the exhaustion of the past hours finally catching up to her. Her body was heavy, her mind fuzzy, the adrenaline that had been sustaining her now fading into something softer.

"Lucian?" she said, her voice already drifting.

"Yes?"

"I'm glad it was you."

There was a pause, then: "So am I."

She felt his hand settle on her hip—not possessive, not demanding, just present. An anchor in the darkness. A reminder that she wasn't alone.

She fell asleep with his warmth at her back and his hand on her body, and for the first time in longer than she could remember, she didn't feel afraid.


Chapter Six: The First Morning

Light crept through the edges of the blackout curtains, thin silver lines that marked the passage of time even in a room designed to resist it. Lucian had been awake for over an hour, lying still in the darkness, his attention fixed on the woman beside him.

Rowan slept deeply, her breathing slow and even, her body curled toward him in unconscious seeking. At some point during the night, she'd shifted closer, her back pressing against his chest, her hand finding his where it rested on the mattress between them. She'd laced her fingers through his in her sleep—a gesture so innocent, so trusting, that it made something in his chest constrict.

He'd resisted the urge to pull her closer, to wrap his arms around her and hold her properly. That wasn't what this was. That wasn't what he'd agreed to. He was here to facilitate her fantasy, to provide the structure and control she craved, not to indulge his own unexpected desire for connection.

But as the hours passed and her warmth seeped into him, he'd found it increasingly difficult to remember why that distinction mattered.

She's different,  he told himself, not for the first time since this whole thing began.  She's not like the others. 

It was a dangerous thought. He'd had it before, with others, and it had never led anywhere good. Attachment complicated scenarios. Attachment led to expectations, to hurt, to the kind of messy emotional fallout that he'd spent years learning to avoid. He was good at this work precisely because he didn't let himself care too much.

But Rowan—with her raw honesty and her desperate loneliness and the way she'd cried in his arms last night as if she'd been waiting years for someone to give her permission—she was testing his resolve in ways he hadn't anticipated.

He slipped out of bed carefully, moving with the quiet deliberation of someone accustomed to not waking others. She stirred slightly, her hand reaching for the space he'd vacated, then settled back into sleep. He watched her for a moment, the rise and fall of her chest, the way her hair fanned across the pillow, the small furrow between her brows that suggested even in sleep, she wasn't entirely at peace.

What are you dreaming about?  he wondered.  Are you dreaming about what's coming? 

He left the room quietly, closing the door behind him, and made his way to the kitchen.

The house was silent around him, filled with the particular stillness of a place designed for privacy. He'd bought it five years ago, after his first few scenarios had convinced him that he needed a dedicated space—a location he could control completely, where he could prepare everything in advance and never worry about interruptions or discovery.

It had cost a fortune, but it had been worth every penny.

The kitchen was modern and well-appointed, the kind of space that would look at home in a design magazine. He'd always liked cooking—it was one of the few hobbies he allowed himself, one of the few ways he let himself create rather than control—and the kitchen had been designed with that in mind. Professional-grade appliances, ample counter space, a walk-in pantry stocked with everything he might need.

He pulled ingredients from the refrigerator: eggs, butter, fresh herbs, a block of cheese he'd aged himself. Rowan had mentioned liking savoury breakfasts—another small detail he'd filed away during their conversations—and he'd planned accordingly.

As he worked, cracking eggs into a bowl, heating butter in a pan, his mind returned to the woman in the other room.

She cried. 

That wasn't unusual—many people cried during their first experiences of surrender. The emotional release was often as intense as the physical, the culmination of years of wanting something they'd never been able to name. But something about Rowan's tears had affected him differently. She'd apologised for them, as if showing vulnerability was something to be ashamed of, as if she'd expected him to be disappointed or disgusted by her emotional response.

How many times has she been told to hide? How many times has she learned that her feelings are too much, that her needs are inconvenient, that she should be quieter, smaller, less? 

He whisked the eggs, adding herbs, pouring the mixture into the pan. The sizzle filled the kitchen, grounding him in the present.

He'd worked with people who used kink as therapy—who sought out intense experiences as a way of processing trauma or reconnecting with their bodies. He understood the appeal, but he also understood the limits. He wasn't a therapist. He wasn't a healer. He was a facilitator, a guide, someone who could create a container for experience. What people did with that experience was up to them.

But with Rowan, he wanted more. He wanted to help her understand that she wasn't broken. He wanted to show her that her desires were valid, that her needs were human, that there was nothing wrong with wanting what she wanted.

He wanted to be the one to give her what she'd been looking for all these years.

Dangerous thoughts,  he reminded himself.  Focus on the scenario. Focus on the structure. Everything else is secondary. 

He plated the eggs, added toast and fresh fruit, arranged everything on a tray. Poured a glass of fresh-squeezed orange juice. Added a small vase with a single flower—a detail he'd learned to include over the years, something that made the experience feel less clinical, more considered.

Then he carried it all back to the room where his submissive waited.

Rowan was still asleep when he entered, curled in the same position he'd left her, her breathing deep and slow. He set the tray on the bedside table and sat on the edge of the bed, watching her for a moment before reaching out to touch her shoulder.

"Rowan." His voice was quiet, designed to wake her gently. "It's time to wake up."

She stirred, making a small sound of protest, then her eyes fluttered open. For a moment, confusion clouded her face—the disorientation of waking in an unfamiliar place—and he saw a flash of fear before recognition set in.

"Lucian." His name came out rough with sleep. "Sir. I'm sorry, I—"

"Shh." He smoothed the hair back from her face, a gesture that felt more tender than dominant. "You're fine. You're exactly where you're supposed to be."

She nodded, sitting up slowly, looking around the room as if reminding herself of where she was. Her gaze landed on the tray beside him, and her eyes widened slightly.

"Is that... did you make this?"

"I did. How do you feel about eggs?"

"I—" She seemed thrown by the normalcy of the question. "I like eggs. Thank you, Sir."

"Eat. Then we'll talk."

He watched her eat, noting the way she savoured each bite, the way her shoulders relaxed slightly as the food settled into her stomach. She was hungry—she'd barely touched dinner the night before, too overwhelmed by the experience to have much appetite—but she ate slowly, methodically, as if rationing herself.

"You can eat faster," he said. "I'm not going to take it away."

She glanced up at him, something flickering in her eyes—embarrassment, maybe, or surprise. "Sorry, Sir. I didn't realise I was doing it."

"Old habits?"

"Something like that."

He filed the observation away, adding it to the growing mental file he was building.  Rations food. Doesn't trust abundance. Expects scarcity. 

"Eat as much as you want," he said. "There's plenty."

When she finished, he took the tray and set it aside, then turned back to her with a more serious expression.

"Now," he said. "Let's talk about today."

He watched her face as he explained what the day would hold.

"This morning, I'm going to bathe you. Then I'm going to inspect you—every part of your body, to make sure you're healthy and to give you a chance to get used to being seen. After that, I'll begin your training."

"Training, Sir?" Her voice was soft, uncertain.

"Training in how to serve me. How to present yourself. How to speak, when to speak, how to anticipate my needs. You've never done this before, so I'll start slowly. But by the end of the weekend, you'll know exactly what I expect from you."

He paused, giving her time to process.

"Before any of that happens, I need to know where your head is. How did you sleep?"

"Better than I expected, Sir. I thought I'd be too nervous to sleep, but..." She trailed off, a faint flush colouring her cheeks. "Having you there helped."

The admission cost her—he could see it in the way she avoided his eyes, the way her fingers twisted in the sheets. She wasn't used to being honest about her needs. She wasn't used to asking for things that might be denied.

"I'm glad," he said simply. "And how do you feel about what I've described? Any concerns?"

She considered the question carefully, her brow furrowing slightly.

"The inspection, Sir. I'm... nervous about that."

"Nervous how?"

"About being seen. About you looking at me. I'm not—" She stopped, bit her lip, then forced herself to continue. "I'm not comfortable with my body. I know that's probably something I should have mentioned before, but—"

"It's fine." He kept his voice calm, reassuring. "The inspection isn't about judging your body. It's about me learning your physical landscape—any areas of sensitivity, any injuries or conditions I should be aware of, anything that might affect how I approach you. It's also about you learning to be seen. Learning that you can be looked at without being found wanting."

She nodded slowly, though he could see the anxiety still lingering in her eyes.

"Trust me," he said. "I've done this before. I know what I'm doing."

"I do trust you, Sir." The words came out quietly, but without hesitation.

Something warm unfurled in his chest at the admission.  She trusts me. She barely knows me, and she trusts me. 

He pushed the feeling aside and stood, extending his hand to her.

"Come. Let's get you clean."

The bathroom was large and well-lit, the tub deep enough to submerge completely. He'd filled it before waking her, the water steaming gently, scented with something subtle and clean—sandalwood and cedar, a combination he'd found most people found calming.

"Undress," he said, leaning against the doorframe. "Slowly."

Her hands went to the hem of her shirt, then hesitated. She looked at him, uncertainty plain on her face.

"All of it, Sir?"

"All of it. I want to see you."

She took a breath, steadying herself, then pulled the shirt over her head. She moved deliberately, controlled, but he could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her eyes darted to the side as if looking for somewhere to hide.

She's never been looked at like this,  he realised.  Not by someone who sees her as she is, who knows what she wants and isn't judging her for it. 

He let his gaze travel over her body as each piece of clothing fell away, noting the details: the soft curve of her stomach, the slight asymmetry of her breasts, the faint stretch marks on her hips that spoke of a body that had changed over time. She wasn't model-perfect—no one was—but she was lovely in a real, human way that he found far more compelling than any airbrushed ideal.

"Beautiful," he said, and watched her flinch.

"You don't have to say that, Sir."

"I don't say things I don't mean." His voice was firm, authoritative. "You're beautiful. Not despite your body, but including it. Every line, every curve, every mark that shows you've lived in this skin. Do you understand?"

She nodded, though he could tell she didn't believe him. Not yet. That would take time.

"Into the water."

She stepped into the tub, sinking into the warmth with a small sigh. Her eyes closed, and for a moment, she looked almost peaceful.

He let her soak for a few minutes before picking up the soap and approaching the tub.

"I'm going to wash you now," he said. "You don't need to do anything except stay still and let me."

He started with her shoulders, working the soap into a lather, massaging the tension from her muscles. She was tight everywhere—knots of stress that spoke of years spent holding herself rigid, bracing against the world. He worked at them patiently, feeling the moment when she finally began to relax, her body surrendering to his touch.

He moved down her arms, her chest, her stomach. Each touch was thorough but clinical—at least, he tried to make it clinical. But the feel of her skin under his hands, the small sounds she made when he hit a particularly tight spot, the way she leaned into his touch without seeming to realise she was doing it—it was affecting him more than he'd anticipated.

Focus,  he reminded himself.  This is about her. About what she needs. 

He washed between her legs, feeling her tense again, feeling the slight tremor that ran through her body at the intimate contact. He didn't linger—this wasn't about pleasure, not yet—but he didn't rush either, giving her time to accept the touch, to understand that he had every right to touch her anywhere he chose.

"Stand," he said when he was finished, and helped her rise from the water.

He wrapped her in a large towel, patting her dry with the same thorough attention he'd given to washing her. Then he led her back to the bedroom, positioning her in the centre of the room.

"Now," he said, his voice shifting into something more formal. "The inspection."

He walked around her slowly, examining every inch of her body.

"Turn your head to the left."

She turned, exposing the curve of her neck, the delicate line of her jaw. He traced a finger along her throat, feeling her pulse quicken beneath his touch.

"Arms out."

She extended her arms, and he ran his hands along them, checking her joints, her circulation, the places where the rope had pressed the night before. There were faint marks—nothing serious, nothing that wouldn't fade—but he noted them anyway, filing away the information for future reference.

"Hands behind your back."

She complied, and he continued his examination: her shoulders, her back, the curve of her spine. He noted a small scar on her left shoulder blade—something old, long healed—and made a mental note to ask about it later.

"Bend forward."

She hesitated for a fraction of a second, then bent from the waist, her hair falling forward, her body folding into the position he'd requested. He examined the back of her legs, her thighs, the soft flesh of her behind. He noted a small birthmark on her right hip, the way her muscles trembled slightly from holding the position.

"Stand. Face me."

She straightened, turning to face him, her cheeks flushed. She was embarrassed—he could see it in the way she held herself, the way she couldn't quite meet his eyes—but she was also aroused. Her nipples were hard, her breathing slightly quickened, her body responding to the exposure even as her mind resisted.

"Open your legs."

She shifted her feet apart, exposing herself to him completely. He knelt in front of her, his face level with her pelvis, and examined the soft flesh between her thighs. She was smooth—waxed or shaved recently, he guessed—and he could see the glisten of moisture on her folds.

"You're wet," he observed, his voice mild.

She made a small sound of distress, her flush deepening.

"That's nothing to be ashamed of." He looked up at her, meeting her eyes. "It means your body is responding. It means you want this, even if your mind is still catching up. That's good, Rowan. That's healthy."

She nodded, though she still looked mortified.

He stood, stepping back to survey her one final time. She was beautiful in her vulnerability, in the way she held herself open for him despite her discomfort. It took strength to do what she was doing—to stand naked before a stranger and let him look his fill, to accept that her body was no longer her own.

"You did well," he said. "You can relax."

Her posture softened, relief flooding her features.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?"

"No, Sir." Her voice was quiet, but steady. "It was... different than I expected."

"How so?"

"I thought I'd feel more ashamed. Being looked at like that, having you see everything. But you made it feel... safe. Clinical, almost. Like you were just gathering information."

"That's exactly what I was doing." He moved to the dresser, opening a drawer. "Your body is data, Rowan. It's terrain I need to understand if I'm going to navigate it safely. The inspection isn't about making you feel small or exposing you for my pleasure—it's about learning. Everything else is secondary."

He turned back to her, holding what he'd retrieved: a simple black collar, made of soft leather, with a small silver ring at the front.

"Come here."

She approached, her eyes fixed on the collar. She knew what it was—she'd read about them, fantasised about them, imagined what it would feel like to wear one. But the reality was different from the fantasy. More intimate. More significant.

"This is your collar," he said, holding it up. "For the duration of this scenario, it marks you as mine. It tells you—and anyone who might see it—that you belong to someone. That you're protected. That you're owned."

He paused, letting the words sink in.

"Kneel."

She knelt, her knees meeting the carpet, her hands resting on her thighs. The position felt natural—she'd practiced it in her head a thousand times, imagining how it would feel to submit like this. The reality was more intense than she'd imagined, more vulnerable, more right.

He fastened the collar around her neck, his fingers brushing her skin, adjusting the fit until it sat perfectly. Then he stepped back, looking down at her.

"Beautiful," he said again, and this time, she didn't flinch.

"Thank you, Sir."

"Now," he said, "let's begin your training."

The rest of the morning was spent on positions.

Nadu —kneeling with thighs spread, hands on legs, eyes down.  Sula —lying on her back, legs spread, arms at her sides.  Bara —lying on her stomach, arms crossed beneath her, legs crossed at the ankle.  Lesha —standing with hands behind her back, ready to be bound.

He demonstrated each position once, then had her hold it while he walked around her, adjusting her posture, correcting small errors. She was a quick learner—attentive, eager to please, responsive to feedback—and by the third repetition, she was moving through the positions with grace.

"Good," he said after she'd held  nadu  for five minutes without wavering. "Very good. You're a natural."

The praise made her flush, her eyes darting up to meet his before lowering again.

"Thank you, Sir."

"Now we'll add speech." He circled her slowly, his voice formal. "When you're in position, you'll speak only when spoken to. If you need something—water, a break, a bathroom—you'll ask permission. If something is wrong, you'll use your safeword. Otherwise, you'll wait. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"When I ask you a question, you'll answer honestly. No hedging, no minimising. If I ask how you're feeling, you'll tell me. If I ask what you want, you'll say. Your honesty is essential to this working. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"And finally—" He stopped in front of her, looking down at her upturned face. "You'll call me Sir at all times. Not Lucian, not my first name. Sir. That title represents the dynamic between us—the fact that you've given me authority over you, and that you trust me to use it responsibly. Every time you say it, you're reaffirming that trust. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Good." He reached down, cupping her chin in his hand, tilting her face up further. "You're doing so well, Rowan. I'm proud of you."

The words hit her like they had before—a shock of warmth, a sudden fullness in her chest. She blinked, feeling tears threatening again, and forced herself to breathe through them.

"Thank you, Sir."

"Now." He released her chin and stepped back. "Stand. Remove the towel."

She rose, her body moving automatically after the morning's training, and let the towel fall to the floor. She stood naked before him, collared, her hands at her sides, her eyes lowered.

She felt exposed—and yet, for the first time in her life, the exposure didn't feel like shame. It felt like surrender.

"On the bed," he said. "On your back, arms above your head."

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself as he'd instructed. The sheets were soft beneath her, the room warm, the light filtered and gentle.

He approached with rope—the same soft material he'd used the night before—and began to bind her wrists together. His movements were deliberate, practiced, each knot tied with precision.

"I'm going to restrain you now," he said, his voice calm. "Not because you need to be controlled—you've been nothing but compliant—but because I want you to feel your helplessness. I want you to understand, in your body, that you can't move. That you're at my mercy. That whatever happens next, you have no choice but to accept it."

She felt the rope tighten around her wrists, felt him secure the other end to the headboard. Then he moved to her ankles, binding each one and attaching them to the foot of the bed, spreading her legs wide.

She was completely exposed now—unable to close her legs, unable to move her arms, unable to do anything but lie there and wait.

"How does that feel?" he asked, standing at the foot of the bed, looking down at her.

"Vulnerable, Sir." Her voice was barely above a whisper. "And... strange. I thought I'd be more scared."

"Are you scared?"

"Yes, Sir. But not in the way I expected. I'm scared of what's coming, but I'm not scared of you. Does that make sense?"

"It makes perfect sense." He moved around the bed, his eyes never leaving her body. "The restraints are a reminder—not just of your helplessness, but of your choice. You chose this. You asked for this. You signed the contract and you knelt for the collar and you let me bind you. Every step of the way, you've said yes. And at any point, you can say no."

He paused, letting the words sink in.

"That's what makes this powerful, Rowan. Not that you have no control, but that you've given it up willingly. That you trust me enough to say yes. That you believe, even as you lie here helpless, that I won't hurt you."

She nodded, feeling tears prick at her eyes again. He was right—she'd chosen this. Every moment of fear, every moment of vulnerability, every moment of surrender had been her choice. And somehow, that made it more powerful, not less.

"I'm going to touch you now," he said, sitting on the edge of the bed beside her. "I want you to stay still and let me. Can you do that?"

"Yes, Sir."

His hand landed on her stomach, warm and heavy, and she felt her muscles tense beneath his touch. He didn't move—just rested his palm there, letting her feel the weight of it, letting her get used to the contact.

"Relax," he murmured. "I'm not going to hurt you."

She forced herself to breathe, to let the tension drain from her body. His hand began to move, tracing slow circles on her skin, drifting upward toward her chest. She felt her breath catch as his fingers brushed the underside of her breast, then continued past, tracing her collarbone, her shoulder, the sensitive skin of her inner arm.

He was exploring her—not for his pleasure, but to learn. Every touch was a question, every caress a mapping of her responses. She felt herself relaxing into it, her body accepting his touch as natural, expected, right.

"Good," he murmured, his fingers trailing back down to her stomach, then lower. "You're doing so well."

His hand dipped between her legs, and she felt her hips lift instinctively, seeking more contact. He laughed softly—a warm sound that surprised her with its lack of mockery.

"Eager," he observed. "I like that."

His fingers found her centre, tracing the outer folds, feeling the wetness that had gathered there. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to move, to press against his hand, to chase the sensation.

"Stay still," he reminded her. "Don't move."

She forced herself to obey, her body trembling with the effort of staying motionless while his fingers explored her most intimate places. He traced her opening, circled her clit without touching it directly, dipped inside her just enough to make her gasp.

"You're very responsive," he said, his voice clinical despite the intimacy of his touch. "Has anyone ever touched you like this before?"

"Not... not like this, Sir. Not with this kind of... attention."

"Most people rush," he said, his fingers continuing their exploration. "They want to get to the main event. But this—learning your body, understanding what makes you respond—that's the real pleasure. That's where the connection happens."

He pressed a finger inside her, and she felt her inner muscles clench around it. He held still, letting her feel the intrusion, letting her body adjust.

"How does that feel?"

"Good, Sir. Full."

"Good." He began to move his finger slowly, in and out, his thumb finding her clit and pressing lightly. She bit back a moan, her body straining against the restraints, wanting more but not allowed to ask.

"You can make noise," he said. "I want to hear you. Don't hold back."

The permission undid something in her. A small sound escaped her throat—a whimper, almost—and then another, louder, as his fingers found a rhythm that made her see stars.

"Please, Sir—" The words escaped before she could stop them. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need?" His voice was calm, controlled, even as his fingers continued their work. "Tell me."

"I need to come, Sir. Please."

"Not yet." His movements slowed, his touch becoming lighter, teasing. "You'll come when I give you permission. Not before."

She groaned, frustration and arousal warring in her chest. She was so close—his fingers had brought her to the edge, and now he was holding her there, suspended, unable to fall.

"Please," she said again. "I can't—"

"You can." His voice was firm. "You will. You'll wait until I tell you it's time. That's part of your training."

She forced herself to breathe, to pull back from the edge, to accept his command even when every fibre of her being wanted to rebel. It was agony—beautiful, terrible agony—and she felt tears slipping down her cheeks as she fought her own body.

"Good girl," he murmured, and the words made her shudder. "You're doing so well. I'm going to make you wait a little longer, and then, when I finally let you come, it will be better than anything you've ever felt."

She didn't doubt him. She couldn't doubt him. He'd taken control of her body so completely that she would have believed anything he told her.

His fingers moved again, finding that spot inside her, pressing against it with just the right amount of pressure. His thumb circled her clit, slow and steady, and she felt the tension building again, higher this time, stronger.

"Tell me when you're close," he said. "But don't come until I say."

She nodded, beyond words now, her body a live wire of sensation. She felt the orgasm building, felt herself hovering on the edge, and forced herself to speak.

"Close, Sir. I'm close."

His movements didn't change—same pressure, same rhythm, same devastating attention. She trembled, fighting to hold back, fighting to obey.

"Now," he said. "Come for me, Rowan."

The word was like a key turning in a lock. Her body released, waves of pleasure crashing through her, and she heard herself crying out—his name, or something like it, a sound she didn't recognise as her own voice. The orgasm went on and on, his fingers drawing it out, extending it until she was shaking, tears streaming down her face, her body completely beyond her control.

When it finally subsided, she lay limp against the sheets, her breath coming in ragged gasps. He withdrew his fingers, then leaned over her, brushing the hair back from her face.

"Good girl," he said again. "You did so well."

She turned her face into his touch, seeking comfort, seeking connection. She felt wrung out, empty, and yet somehow more full than she'd ever been.

"Thank you, Sir," she whispered.

He smiled—a genuine smile that transformed his face—and pressed a kiss to her forehead.

"Rest now. We have the whole weekend ahead of us."


Chapter Seven: The Deepening

The world returned in fragments.

The softness of sheets beneath her cheek. The distant sound of birdsong through walls thick enough to mute almost everything. The lingering ache in her shoulders from having her arms held above her head. And beneath it all, humming through her body like a current that refused to fade, the echo of pleasure so intense it had cracked something open inside her.

Rowan didn't move. She lay with her eyes closed, her breath slow and measured, letting the sensations wash over her one by one. Her wrists were no longer bound—Lucian must have released her while she drifted in that hazy space between consciousness and sleep—but she could still feel the ghost of the rope, a phantom pressure that made her hyper-aware of her hands, her arms, the places where she'd been held.

You came for him. 

The thought drifted through her mind, soft and wondering. She'd had orgasms before—alone, in the dark, with her own hand between her legs and her face pressed into her pillow to muffle any sound. But nothing like this. Nothing that had felt so completely beyond her control, so entirely given rather than taken. He'd orchestrated her pleasure like a conductor, drawing it out note by note, and she'd had no choice but to follow where he led.

And you called him Sir. 

The word felt strange in her mind, even now. She'd never called anyone Sir before—not seriously, not outside of ironic usage or customer service scripts. But when Lucian had asked it of her, the word had slipped out naturally, as if some part of her had been waiting years to say it.

She shifted slightly, testing her body, and felt the dampness between her legs, the subtle soreness of muscles used in unfamiliar ways. She was naked still, the collar around her neck a constant reminder of her status, and though she should have felt exposed—should have felt the urge to cover herself, to hide—she found that she didn't. She felt... settled. As if something that had been scrambled inside her for years had finally clicked into place.

The mattress dipped beside her, and she felt his warmth before she heard his voice.

"Awake?"

She opened her eyes, turning her head to find Lucian sitting beside her, a glass of water in his hand. He looked different than he had during the scene—softer, somehow, the sharp authority replaced by something that looked almost like tenderness.

"Yes, Sir." The honorific came automatically now, slipping out without thought.

"Sit up. Drink."

She pushed herself up slowly, her muscles protesting, and accepted the glass. The water was cool, soothing her parched throat, and she drank deeply before lowering it.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

She considered the question, as she'd learned to do. He wanted honesty—not the polite half-truths she'd spent a lifetime offering, but real answers, the kind that required vulnerability.

"Overwhelmed, Sir. But in a good way. Like something's been... rearranged inside me."

He nodded, as if this answer pleased him. "That's normal. Your first real experience of surrender can be disorienting. Your mind is trying to reconcile what happened with what you thought would happen."

"It was different than I imagined," she admitted. "Better. But also more intense. I didn't expect to feel so much."

"Feel what?"

"Lots of things. Fear, but not bad fear. Trust, even though I don't know you. And something else, something I can't quite name." She paused, trying to articulate the sensation that had been building since she'd first heard his voice in her ear on the street. "Like I'm being seen. Really seen. Not just my body, but... me. The parts I usually hide."

Lucian's expression shifted, something flickering behind his eyes that she couldn't quite read. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, the touch gentle and unhurried.

"That's because you are being seen," he said quietly. "That's what this is about, Rowan. Not just the physical acts, but the vulnerability underneath them. You're showing me parts of yourself you've never shown anyone. And I'm showing you that those parts are welcome here."

She felt tears threatening again—she'd cried more in the past twelve hours than she had in months—and blinked rapidly to hold them back.

"I don't know why I keep crying," she said, embarrassment colouring her voice. "I'm not usually this emotional."

"Don't apologise." His voice was firm but kind. "Tears are a release. They're your body's way of processing intensity. Let them come if they need to."

She nodded, swallowing hard, and forced herself to breathe through the urge to cry. The tears subsided, leaving her feeling emptied out in a way that was becoming familiar.

"Are you hungry?" he asked, shifting to more practical matters.

She realised, with a start, that she was. The breakfast he'd brought seemed like hours ago—another lifetime—and her body was demanding fuel.

"Yes, Sir."

"Good. I'll bring something. Stay here."

He rose and left the room, the door closing softly behind him. She heard the click of the lock—not harsh, not threatening, just a reminder that her movements were not her own to determine—and found that the sound didn't frighten her. It felt right. It felt like being held.

She lay back against the pillows, letting her mind drift.

The room looked different now than it had when she'd first arrived. Then, it had seemed foreign, a stage set for scenes she couldn't quite imagine. Now, after just a few hours, it felt almost familiar—the soft grey walls, the large bed with its rumpled sheets, the dresser with its neatly arranged items, the curtained bathroom in the corner. She noticed details she'd missed before: a small speaker on the nightstand, a thermostat on the wall set to a comfortable temperature, a clock that showed the time as just past noon.

Noon. 

She'd been here nearly twelve hours. It felt like days.

She thought about her apartment, her job, her life back in the city. She should be worrying about missed emails, about the plants on her windowsill that needed water, about the normal concerns of normal existence. But none of it seemed real anymore. This—this room, this collar, this man—felt more real than anything she'd left behind.

Is this what it's supposed to feel like? 

She didn't have an answer. She had nothing to compare it to—no previous experience, no frame of reference. All she had was the sensation of being exactly where she was supposed to be, as if her whole life had been leading to this weekend.

The lock clicked again, and Lucian entered carrying a tray. She smelled food before she saw it—something savoury, rich with herbs—and felt her stomach clench in anticipation.

"Sit up," he said, settling the tray across her lap.

There was soup again, different from the night before—this one thick with vegetables and chunks of tender meat. Bread, still warm, with butter soft enough to spread. A small salad of greens. And a cup of tea, steaming gently.

"Eat," he said, sitting beside her. "All of it. Your body needs the fuel."

She ate slowly, savouring each bite, while he watched. The food was delicious—she'd never have expected such care in the meals provided during a scenario like this. She'd imagined protein bars and water, the bare minimum to keep her functioning. Instead, he was feeding her like a guest, like someone worth nourishing.

"Thank you, Sir," she said when she'd finished. "It was wonderful."

"You're welcome." He removed the tray, setting it aside, then turned back to her. "How are you feeling about this afternoon?"

The question made her pulse quicken. They hadn't discussed specifics—what happened next, what he had planned. The uncertainty was part of the agreement, part of the fantasy, but it also made her nervous in ways she hadn't anticipated.

"I don't know what to expect, Sir."

"That's intentional." His voice was calm, measured. "Part of what we're doing is pushing you to stay present in uncertainty. To be okay with not knowing. But I can tell you this: it won't be more than you can handle. I've designed the weekend to escalate gradually, building on what we've already established. You'll be challenged, but you won't be broken."

She nodded, trusting his words even as anxiety fluttered in her chest.

"Before we continue, I need to check in with you properly." He shifted, his posture becoming more formal. "This is a formal check-in, Rowan. I want honest answers to the following questions. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"On a scale of one to ten, with one being completely overwhelmed in a negative way and ten being completely comfortable, where are you right now?"

She considered the question carefully. "Six, Sir. Maybe seven. I'm nervous about what's coming, but I feel... safe. Stable."

"Good. What's the most difficult thing you've experienced so far?"

"The inspection, Sir. Being looked at like that. It was harder than I expected to be so exposed."

"I noticed. That's something we'll continue working on—your comfort with being seen." He paused, then continued. "What's been the best thing so far?"

She felt heat rise. "When you... when you touched me. When you let me come."

The words felt strange in her mouth—she'd never been so explicit about her desires before—but his expression remained neutral, professional.

"What do you need from me right now?"

The question caught her off guard. She'd been bracing for instructions, not an inquiry into her needs. She thought about it, trying to identify what she wanted, what would help her feel ready for whatever came next.

"I think... I need reassurance, Sir. That I'm doing okay. That I'm not... failing."

Something shifted in his expression—a softening around the eyes, a slight relaxing of his jaw. "You're not failing, Rowan. You're doing beautifully. You've followed every instruction, communicated honestly, and stayed present through intense experiences. I couldn't ask for anything more."

The words settled over her like a warm blanket, soothing anxieties she hadn't fully recognised she was carrying.

"Thank you, Sir."

"You're welcome." He stood, extending his hand to her. "Now. Let's continue."

He led her to the centre of the room, positioning her with the same deliberate attention he'd shown all morning. She stood naked before him, the collar a constant presence against her throat, her hands at her sides.

"Kneel."

She sank to her knees, assuming the position he'd taught her—thighs spread, hands on legs, eyes down. The carpet was soft beneath her, the position becoming more natural with each repetition.

"Look at me."

She raised her eyes, meeting his gaze. It was an unusual instruction—usually she was expected to keep her eyes lowered—but she obeyed without hesitation.

"This afternoon, we're going to explore something different," he said, his voice calm and clear. "This morning was about your body—learning its responses, teaching you to accept pleasure on my terms. This afternoon is about your mind. Your trust. Your ability to surrender even when you can't see what's coming."

She felt her breath catch, but forced herself to hold his gaze.

"I'm going to blindfold you again," he continued. "And then I'm going to do things to you—some of which will feel good, some of which will challenge you. You won't know what's coming next. You won't be able to anticipate or prepare. You'll have to trust me completely."

Her heart rate increased, a flutter of anxiety that she couldn't suppress.

"You can safeword at any time," he reminded her. "Yellow to slow down, red to stop. There's no shame in using them. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Are you ready?"

She took a breath, steadying herself.  This is what you wanted,  she reminded herself.  This is what you asked for. 

"Yes, Sir."

He retrieved a blindfold from the dresser—the same soft silk he'd used the night before—and settled it over her eyes. The world went dark, her other senses sharpening to compensate. She heard his footsteps moving around her, felt the shift in air when he passed close, smelled the faint sandalwood that clung to his skin.

"Hands behind your back."

She complied, feeling the soft wrap of rope around her wrists—not tight enough to hurt, but snug enough to remind her of her helplessness. He secured her carefully, checking the fit, then let his hands trail down her arms to rest on her shoulders.

"Good," he murmured. "Now breathe. Let yourself feel this."

She breathed, focusing on the darkness, the position, the rope holding her wrists. She was kneeling, bound, blindfolded—completely at his mercy. The vulnerability should have been terrifying, and in some ways it was. But underneath the fear was something else: a profound sense of rightness, as if she'd finally found the place where she belonged.

His hands left her shoulders, and she heard him move away. Then—nothing. Silence. Stillness. The absence of touch.

She waited.

Seconds passed, or maybe minutes—time was impossible to measure in the darkness. She strained to hear him, to sense where he was, but the room gave her nothing. She was alone in the blackness, bound and waiting, with no way to predict what would happen next.

Trust,  she reminded herself.  You trust him. You chose this. 

The first touch came without warning—fingers trailing down her spine, so light it was almost a tickle. She gasped, her body jerking slightly, then forced herself to still. The fingers continued their path, tracing the curve of her lower back, the dip of her waist, the softness of her stomach. They were exploring again, learning her, but this time she couldn't see where they were going, couldn't anticipate their direction.

"You're tensing," he observed, his voice coming from somewhere behind her. "Relax. Let me touch you."

She exhaled, consciously releasing the tension in her muscles. His hands continued their exploration—her arms, her shoulders, the sensitive skin of her neck. Each touch was unhurried, deliberate, a reminder that her body was his to explore at his leisure.

Then his hands withdrew, and she heard him step away.

Again, the waiting. The darkness. The not-knowing.

This time, when the touch came, it wasn't his hands. Something soft—fabric, maybe, or feathers—trailed across her breasts. She shivered, her nipples hardening at the sensation, and heard him make a sound of approval.

"Responsive," he murmured. "I like that."

The fabric continued its path, tracing patterns across her skin—her stomach, her thighs, the sensitive skin behind her knees. It was maddening, the lightness of it, the way it raised goosebumps wherever it touched. She wanted more—more pressure, more intensity, more of anything that would give her something to feel beyond this teasing edge.

"Please, Sir—" The words escaped before she could stop them.

"Please what?"

"Please... more. I need more."

"More what?"

She struggled to articulate it. "More sensation. More... anything. The teasing is hard."

"I know it is." His voice was calm, almost clinical. "That's the point. I'm teaching you to wait. To accept what I give you, when I give it, without demanding more."

She bit her lip, forcing herself to accept his words. He was right—this was part of the training, part of learning to submit. She couldn't always have what she wanted, when she wanted it. She had to learn to take what was given.

The fabric disappeared, replaced by a different sensation—something cold, pressing against her stomach. She gasped at the temperature change, her muscles contracting involuntarily.

"Ice," he explained, as if reading her thoughts. "Just a small piece. Watch how your skin responds."

He traced the ice across her stomach, circling her navel, trailing up toward her chest. The cold was intense, almost painful in its contrast to her warmed skin, and she found herself holding her breath as it approached her breasts.

He circled one nipple with the ice, watching it tighten into a hard peak, then did the same to the other. The sensation was exquisite—pain and pleasure tangled together, impossible to separate—and she heard herself making small sounds without meaning to.

"Good," he said, his voice low. "You're taking that beautifully."

The ice continued its path, melting against her skin, leaving trails of cold water that warmed quickly. He traced it down her stomach, across her hips, and then—without warning—pressed it against the sensitive flesh between her legs.

She cried out, her body jerking at the intensity of the sensation. It was cold, almost unbearably so, but also somehow arousing. She felt herself getting wet despite—or maybe because of—the strange sensation.

"Stay still," he commanded, and she forced her trembling limbs to obey.

He held the ice against her, letting it melt, letting the cold water mix with her own wetness. It was one of the most intense things she'd ever experienced, and she had no choice but to accept it, to let him do whatever he wanted to her body.

When the ice was gone, his fingers replaced it—warm now, in contrast to the cold, sliding easily through her slickness. She moaned, unable to hold back the sound, and felt him shift closer.

"You're so wet," he observed. "The ice did that. Your body is learning to respond to sensation—any sensation—because it trusts me to give you pleasure."

His fingers found her entrance, pressing inside, and she gasped at the fullness. It was different than before—deeper, more deliberate—and she felt her body opening to accept him.

"Tell me what you're feeling," he said, his fingers moving slowly.

"Full, Sir. And... and warm. Like I'm being filled up."

"Good. What else?"

"Afraid, Sir. But not bad afraid. Just... uncertain. I don't know what you're going to do next."

"That uncertainty is part of the surrender," he said, his voice calm even as his fingers continued their work. "You're learning to be okay without knowing. To trust that whatever I do, it will be within your limits, and it will be for your benefit."

She nodded, though she wasn't sure he could see the gesture. His fingers withdrew, and she heard him shift again.

"I'm going to do something now that you haven't experienced before," he said. "I want you to stay as relaxed as possible. If it becomes too much, use your safeword. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

The bed dipped behind her, and she felt him positioning her—guiding her forward until her chest rested on the mattress, her bound hands pressed into the small of her back, her hips raised. The position was deeply vulnerable, exposing parts of her she'd never shown anyone, and she felt heat flood her face.

"I'm going to touch you somewhere new," he said, his voice low. "I want you to breathe through it. Stay relaxed."

She felt his hands on her hips, steadying her, and then—something pressing against her anus. Not his fingers, something smoother, smaller. Lubricated.

She tensed instinctively, her body resisting the intrusion.

"Relax," he murmured. "Push against it. Let it in."

She forced herself to breathe, to consciously relax the muscles that wanted to clamp down. The pressure increased, and then—suddenly—it slipped inside, a small plug that felt strange but not painful.

"Good girl," he said, his voice warm with approval. "You took that beautifully."

She felt full in a way she'd never experienced before, the plug a constant presence inside her, a reminder of how completely he controlled her body. It was strange, uncomfortable, but also somehow arousing—the wrongness of it making it feel more intense, more transgressive.

"How does that feel?"

"Strange, Sir. Full. Different."

"It will feel different soon." His hand came down on her buttock—a sharp smack that made her gasp. "That's for tensing. I told you to relax."

The words made her flush with shame and arousal in equal measure. He'd spanked her—actually spanked her—and her body had responded with a rush of wetness that she couldn't deny.

"Again," he said, and brought his hand down on the other cheek.

She cried out, the sensation sharp but not unbearable, and felt her body rocking forward with the impact. The plug shifted inside her, creating a cascade of new sensations that made her dizzy.

"You're doing well," he said, his hand rubbing the spot he'd struck. "Tell me—does it hurt?"

"Yes, Sir. But not bad hurt. More like... pressure. Intensity."

"Good. That's what I want to hear." Another smack, this one lower, catching the curve where her thigh met her buttock. "Your skin is turning pink. It's beautiful."

She felt the heat radiating from where he'd struck, the skin sensitive and alive. Each blow was adding to the sensation—pain and pleasure becoming harder to distinguish—and she found herself almost craving the next one.

He gave her several more, alternating sides, varying the intensity. Some were sharp, stinging, making her gasp. Others were heavier, deeper, making her moan. By the time he stopped, her entire behind felt warm, sensitised, and she was trembling with a need she couldn't name.

"Good," he said, his hand soothing over the heated skin. "Very good. You took that beautifully."

He helped her back to a kneeling position, and she felt the plug shift inside her with the movement—a reminder of how thoroughly he'd claimed every part of her body.

"I'm going to remove the blindfold now," he said. "Keep your eyes closed for a moment. Let them adjust."

She felt the silk slide away, the darkness behind her lids suddenly lighter. She kept her eyes closed as instructed, breathing slowly, letting her other senses continue to dominate.

"Open them."

She did, blinking against the light, and found Lucian kneeling in front of her. His expression was tender, almost gentle, and she felt something in her chest tighten at the sight.

"How do you feel?"

She considered the question carefully. "Overwhelmed, Sir. But not in a bad way. Like I've been... pushed. Stretched."

"Does anything hurt?"

"My bottom, Sir. It's warm. Sore. But not badly."

"Good." He reached out, cupping her face in his hands. "You did so well. I'm proud of you."

The words hit her like they always did—a rush of warmth, a sudden fullness in her chest. She felt tears threatening again, and this time she didn't try to hold them back.

"Thank you, Sir," she whispered, and let the tears fall.

He held her while she cried.

It wasn't sexual—wasn't about dominance or submission or any of the roles they'd been playing. It was simply comfort: his arms around her, her face pressed against his chest, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat beneath her ear.

"Let it out," he murmured, his hand stroking her hair. "You've been carrying so much. Let it go."

She cried for what felt like a long time—tears of release, of relief, of something that might have been grief for all the years she'd spent hiding this part of herself. He held her through all of it, his presence solid and unwavering, his touch gentle but grounding.

When the tears finally subsided, she felt hollowed out again—emptied in a way that was becoming familiar. He shifted, reaching for something, and she heard the sound of water being poured.

"Drink," he said, pressing a glass into her hands.

She drank, the water cool and soothing, and felt herself returning to her body. He watched her, his expression attentive, and she realised he was reading her—checking to make sure she was okay, that she was present, that she hadn't gone somewhere he couldn't follow.

"Better?" he asked when she lowered the glass.

"Yes, Sir. Thank you."

"You're welcome." He paused, his expression becoming more serious. "I need to check in with you again. Formal check-in. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Where are you on the scale now? One to ten."

She thought about it. "Seven, Sir. Maybe seven and a half. I feel... wrung out. But good. Calm."

"Good. What was the most difficult thing you just experienced?"

"The plug, Sir. The newness of it. Having something... there."

"I noticed you tensed at first, but you relaxed quickly. That was impressive."

"Thank you, Sir."

"What was the best thing?"

She felt heat rise to her cheeks. "The spanking, Sir. I didn't expect to like it. But it felt... right. Like something I needed."

His expression shifted, something flickering behind his eyes that might have been satisfaction. "Many people discover that about pain during their first experiences. It can be a way of accessing emotions that are otherwise difficult to reach."

She nodded, not entirely understanding, but accepting his words.

"What do you need right now?" he asked, the same question as before.

She thought about it carefully. What did she need? The obvious answer was rest, time to process, space to integrate what had happened. But underneath that was something else—a need she'd been reluctant to acknowledge, even to herself.

"I need... connection, Sir. Not just the physical stuff, but... I need to feel like you see me. Like I matter to you, not just as a body, but as a person."

The words came out in a rush, and she immediately wanted to take them back. They were too honest, too vulnerable, too revealing of the loneliness she'd been carrying for so long.

But Lucian didn't dismiss them. He didn't make her feel foolish for asking. Instead, his expression softened, and he reached out to cup her face in his hands.

"I see you, Rowan," he said quietly. "I see all of you—the fear, the courage, the desire, the loneliness. And you do matter to me. Not just as a submissive, but as a person. This isn't just about physical pleasure for me. It's about connection. Trust. Two people choosing to be honest with each other."

She felt fresh tears threatening and blinked hard to hold them back.

"Thank you, Sir."

"Thank yourself. You're the one being brave enough to show me who you really are."

He released her face and stood, extending his hand.

"Come. Let's get you cleaned up and fed. We have more to do tonight, but for now, you need to rest."

She took his hand, letting him pull her to her feet, and followed him toward the bathroom. Her body was sore in places she'd never been sore before, her mind still processing everything that had happened. But underneath it all, she felt something she hadn't felt in a very long time.

Hope.


Chapter Eight: The Service

The water sluiced over her shoulders, warm enough to ease the lingering ache in her muscles without aggravating the sensitised skin of her backside. Rowan stood beneath the shower spray, her eyes closed, letting the heat work into the knots that had formed across her shoulders and neck. Her wrists bore faint marks from the rope—pink lines that would fade by morning, but which she found herself tracing with her fingertips each time she let her hands fall to her sides.

The plug was gone now, removed with the same clinical efficiency with which it had been inserted. Lucian had been gentle, guiding her through the sensation of emptiness that followed, his voice low and reassuring as he explained that her body would adjust quickly, that the discomfort she felt was normal, that she had taken it beautifully. The words had helped, but she still felt the phantom presence of it, a strange awareness of that part of her body that she'd never before considered in quite this way.

She heard the shower door open behind her, felt the shift in air temperature as cool air rushed in to meet the steam. Then his hands were on her—steadying rather than exploring, guiding her to turn so that the water could reach every part of her.

"Lean your head back," he said, his voice raised just enough to be heard over the water. "Let me wash your hair."

She complied, feeling his fingers work through the strands, massaging her scalp with a pressure that was firm without being harsh. The sensation was unexpectedly intimate—more so, in some ways, than the things he'd done to her body earlier. To have someone touch her hair, care for it, tend to her in this simple domestic way—it felt like a form of claiming that went deeper than the physical.

"Close your eyes," he murmured, working shampoo through the lengths. "The soap will sting."

She closed them, surrendering to the darkness, the warmth, the feeling of his hands on her. He was careful, thorough, taking his time as if this were a ritual rather than a task. When he was finished, he guided her beneath the spray to rinse, his hands following the water to ensure no soap remained.

"Good," he said, and the word settled over her like a blessing.

He turned off the water and wrapped her in a large towel, patting her dry with the same methodical attention he'd shown throughout. Then he led her back to the bedroom, settling her on the edge of the bed while he retrieved clothing from the dresser.

"Stand."

She stood, and he dressed her in a simple robe—soft cotton that fell to mid-thigh, tied at the waist with a sash. It was modest, almost chaste, covering more of her body than the towel had. The contrast with everything else that had happened was disorienting, and she found herself wondering what it meant.

"Tonight is different," he said, as if reading her thoughts. "This morning and afternoon were about your body—learning its responses, teaching you to accept sensation. Tonight is about your mind. Your service. Your ability to anticipate my needs and meet them without being told."

She felt a flutter of anxiety.  Anticipate. Without being told.  The words implied a test, a challenge she wasn't sure she was prepared for.

"I haven't done this before, Sir," she said, the admission slipping out before she could stop it. "I don't know what you need. I don't know how to anticipate something I've never experienced."

"I know." His voice was calm, reassuring. "I'm not expecting you to read my mind. I'm expecting you to pay attention—to watch, to listen, to learn. Over time, you'll start to recognise patterns. You'll know what I want before I ask for it. But for now, all I need is your attention. Your presence. Your willingness to try."

She nodded, though uncertainty still gnawed at her. "I'll try, Sir."

"That's all I ask." He gestured toward the door. "Come. I'll show you the rest of the house."

The house was larger than she'd expected.

From the bedroom, they moved through a hallway lined with doors—other rooms, she assumed, though he didn't open them. The floors were hardwood, dark and polished, covered in places by runners that softened the sound of their footsteps. The walls were painted in neutral tones, hung with abstract art that suggested wealth without ostentation.

"The kitchen," he said, guiding her through an archway into a space that would have looked at home in a design magazine. Stainless steel appliances, granite counters, a large island with bar seating. Everything was spotless, organised, the kind of kitchen that looked like it had never been used.

"I cook here," he said, noting her gaze. "The meals I've been bringing you—I made them in this room. Everything is fresh, prepared specifically for this weekend. I wanted you to have food that would nourish you, not just sustain you."

The care behind the words struck her. He'd thought about this—planned it, prepared for it, invested time and energy into making sure she would be well fed. It was such a simple thing, and yet it felt enormous.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, meaning it more than he could know.

"You're welcome." He guided her onward, through a dining room with a table that could seat twelve, a living room with floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out onto darkness—she realised, with a start, that it was evening already, that an entire day had passed in that bedroom—and finally to a study.

This room was different from the others. Warmer, more personal. Bookshelves lined two walls, filled with volumes that suggested a wide-ranging intellect: history, philosophy, psychology, fiction in several languages. A large desk dominated one corner, its surface clear except for a laptop and a lamp. Two leather chairs faced a fireplace that cast the room in flickering gold.

"Sit," he said, gesturing to one of the chairs.

She sat, sinking into leather that was softer than it looked. He took the other chair, and for a moment they simply looked at each other, the fire crackling between them.

"This weekend is structured," he said, his voice contemplative. "Each phase builds on the last. This morning was about your body. This afternoon was about sensation and trust. Tonight is about service—learning to anticipate my needs, to be present and attentive, to take pleasure in caring for me as I have cared for you."

She nodded, waiting for him to continue.

"Service looks different for different people," he went on. "For some, it's domestic—cooking, cleaning, attending to the practical details of daily life. For others, it's emotional—being present, listening, providing comfort. For others still, it's physical—massage, grooming, the tending of the body. What all these forms share is the orientation of the submissive toward the dominant. The question isn't 'what do I want?' but 'what does he need?'"

He paused, letting the words sink in.

"Tonight, I want you to practice that orientation. We'll have dinner, and you'll serve me—not because I need you to, but because the act of service is itself meaningful. You'll pour my wine, bring me my food, attend to my comfort. And you'll do it with attention, with presence, with the knowledge that each action is an expression of your submission."

Her heart rate quickened. She'd never served anyone in this way—not consciously, not deliberately. The idea of it was strange, intimidating, and yet... something about it called to her. The chance to give rather than receive, to focus on someone else's needs instead of her own anxieties.

"What if I do it wrong, Sir?"

"Then you'll learn. I'm not expecting perfection, Rowan. I'm expecting effort. Attention. The willingness to try."

She nodded, feeling the weight of his words settle over her.

"Good. Now—go to the kitchen. You'll find everything you need for dinner laid out. Bring it here, set the table, and serve me. Take your time. Pay attention to what you're doing. And remember: this is about service, not performance. I don't want you rushing or panicking. I want you present."

She rose, feeling the instructions settle into her bones.  Present. Attentive. Service. 

She could do this. She would do this.

The kitchen was exactly as he'd left it, but now there were items arranged on the counter: two plates covered with domes, a basket of bread, a bottle of wine already opened to breathe, glasses, cutlery, cloth napkins. Everything she needed, laid out with the same meticulous care he'd shown throughout the weekend.

She gathered what she could carry and made her way back to the study, her heart pounding with each step. The fire still crackled in the hearth, casting the room in warm light, and Lucian sat where she'd left him, watching her entrance with an expression she couldn't quite read.

She set the items on the small table beside the chairs, then returned to the kitchen for the rest. When everything was present, she arranged it as best she could—plates in the centre, glasses to the right, napkins folded beside each setting. She'd never set a formal table before, had never learned the proper placement of fork and knife, but she did her best, drawing on fragments of etiquette she'd absorbed from films and books.

"May I serve you, Sir?" she asked, the words feeling strange in her mouth.

"You may."

She lifted the dome from his plate, revealing a meal that made her breath catch: seared duck breast with a cherry reduction, roasted vegetables arranged in a colourful spiral, a small tower of potatoes dauphinoise that glistened with cream and cheese. It was beautiful, almost too beautiful to eat, and she felt a surge of gratitude that he'd prepared this for her—for them.

She set the plate before him, then uncovered her own. It was identical, she noticed, and somehow that made it feel even more special.

"The wine, Sir?" she asked, reaching for the bottle.

"Pour."

She poured carefully, trying not to spill, watching the dark red liquid fill the glass. She'd never served wine before—had never been in a position where serving was expected—and the novelty of it made her acutely aware of each movement, each decision.

She set the glass beside his plate, then poured her own, before taking her seat across from him.

"Begin," he said, and she realised he was waiting for her to start eating before he began.

She picked up her fork, feeling the weight of his attention, and took a bite. The duck was perfect—crispy skin, tender meat, the cherry reduction adding a sweetness that balanced the richness. She'd never tasted anything quite like it.

"It's wonderful, Sir," she said, and meant it.

"Thank you. I'm glad you're enjoying it."

They ate in silence for a while, the fire crackling, the wine warming her blood. She was acutely aware of every sound, every movement—the clink of fork against plate, the soft sound of his breathing, the way the light played across his features. This was what he'd meant by presence, she realised. This was what it felt like to be fully in a moment.

"Tell me what you're thinking," he said, breaking the silence.

She considered the question, searching for the honest answer. "I'm thinking about how strange this is, Sir. How different from what I expected."

"Different how?"

"I expected... intensity. Fear. The feeling of being overwhelmed." She paused, trying to articulate the sensation that had been building since she'd arrived. "I didn't expect to feel so... cared for. So seen. Every detail—the food, the collar, the way you touch me—it's like you're paying attention to who I actually am, not just what I can give you."

His expression shifted, something flickering behind his eyes that might have been vulnerability. "That's exactly what I'm doing, Rowan. This isn't just about physical pleasure or power exchange. It's about connection. Two people choosing to be honest with each other, to see each other, to give each other something real."

She felt tears threatening again—the emotional responses came so easily now, as if everything she'd been holding back for years was finally being released—and blinked hard to hold them at bay.

"I've never had that before, Sir. This feeling of being... understood."

"I know." His voice was soft. "I could see it in your posts, in your messages. The loneliness. The longing. You've been waiting for someone to see you for a long time."

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

"I see you, Rowan. And I like what I see."

The words landed somewhere deep in her chest, warm and true. She held onto them as they finished their meal, as she cleared the plates and brought them to the kitchen, as she returned to find him standing by the fire, watching her with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"Come here," he said.

She crossed the room to stand before him, the fire warm at her back, his presence a solid wall before her.

"Kneel."

She sank to her knees, the rug soft beneath her, her eyes automatically lowering.

"Look at me."

She raised her gaze, meeting his eyes. They were dark in the firelight, the grey almost black, and she felt herself falling into them.

"This weekend has been about building foundation," he said, his voice low. "Establishing trust. Teaching you the basics of submission. Tomorrow, things will intensify. I'll push you harder, ask more of you, take you further than you've been before. But tonight—" He paused, his hand coming to rest on her head, fingers threading through her hair. "Tonight is about this. The quiet moments. The connection. The reminder that you're not just a body to be used, but a person to be cherished."

She felt the tears spill over, unable to hold them back any longer. His words were undoing her, piece by piece, dismantling the walls she'd built around herself for so long.

"Thank you, Sir," she whispered.

"Thank yourself. You're the one being brave enough to be here. To trust. To let go."

His hand tightened in her hair, a gentle pressure that grounded her even as it reminded her of his control. She leaned into it, accepting the connection, accepting the care.

"Stand," he said, and helped her rise when her legs trembled.

He turned her toward the fire, positioning her so that she faced the flames, the heat washing over her skin. Then he moved behind her, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders.

"I'm going to touch you now," he murmured against her ear. "Not to bring you to orgasm—not yet. Just to feel you. To remind you that your body belongs to me, and that I can touch it whenever and however I choose."

His hands slid down her arms, then back up, tracing the line of her spine through the thin cotton of the robe. She shivered despite the warmth of the fire, her body responding to his touch with an intensity that surprised her.

"Relax," he said, feeling the tension in her muscles. "Let me feel you."

She forced herself to breathe, to let go of the anxiety that had her in its grip. His hands continued their exploration—her shoulders, her back, the curve of her waist. He was unhurried, thorough, treating her body like territory he was mapping for the first time.

When his hands reached the tie of her robe, he paused.

"May I?" he asked, and the question—so unexpected, so respectful—made her chest ache.

"Yes, Sir."

He undid the sash with slow deliberation, then slid the robe from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. She stood naked before the fire, exposed, vulnerable, and yet not afraid.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his hands returning to her skin. "Every inch of you."

He traced the curve of her hip, the softness of her stomach, the swell of her breast. His touch was light, almost reverent, and she felt tears threatening again at the tenderness of it.

"Turn around."

She turned to face him, the fire at her back, his eyes on her body. He was still fully clothed, the contrast making her feel even more exposed, more vulnerable. But his expression wasn't assessing or critical—it was warm, appreciative, almost tender.

"You've given me so much today," he said quietly. "Your trust. Your vulnerability. Your submission. I want to give you something in return."

He lowered himself to one knee before her—a position that should have felt submissive, but somehow didn't. He was still fully in control, still the dominant, but he was choosing to meet her at her level, to offer her something precious.

"I want to worship you," he said, his voice low. "Not as a dominant serving a submissive, but as a man honouring a woman who has trusted him with her deepest self. Will you let me?"

She felt her breath catch, tears spilling down her cheeks. No one had ever asked to worship her. No one had ever seen her as something worth honouring.

"Yes, Sir," she whispered.

He leaned forward and pressed his lips to her stomach, just below her navel. The kiss was soft, gentle, almost chaste, but it sent a shockwave through her body. He traced a path upward, kissing the curve of her hip, the softness of her belly, the space between her breasts. Each kiss was deliberate, intentional, a gift.

When his mouth finally found her breast, she gasped. He took his time, tongue circling her nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive flesh, before drawing it into his mouth with a suction that made her knees weak. She felt her body responding, wetness gathering between her legs, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Lucian—" The name slipped out before she could stop it, forgetting the honorific in the intensity of the moment.

He didn't correct her. Instead, he lifted his head, meeting her eyes with a gaze that made her chest ache.

"Say it again," he murmured.

"Lucian."

He rose slowly, his hands sliding up her body to cup her face, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was unlike anything she'd experienced before. It wasn't demanding or possessive—it was exploratory, curious, almost tender. His lips moved against hers with a gentleness that made her want to weep, his tongue tracing the seam of her mouth before slipping inside to taste her. She melted into him, her hands finding his chest, feeling the solid warmth of him beneath the fabric of his shirt.

When he finally pulled back, they were both breathing hard.

"Bedroom," he said, his voice rough. "Now."

The walk back to the bedroom felt different than it had before.

There was urgency now, a tension that hadn't existed in their previous transitions. He held her hand as they moved through the hallway—a small gesture, but one that made her chest tight with emotion. He wasn't just leading her; he was with her.

When they reached the room, he didn't immediately command her to kneel or assume a position. Instead, he turned to face her, his hands framing her face, his eyes searching hers.

"Tell me what you want," he said, his voice low.

The question caught her off guard. She was used to being told what to do, not asked what she desired. The shift was disorienting, liberating, terrifying.

"I want you," she said, the honest answer slipping out before she could second-guess it. "I want you to touch me. To use me. To make me feel—" She broke off, struggling to articulate the ache that had been building inside her. "To make me feel like I belong to you. Like I matter."

Something shifted in his expression—a softening, a tenderness that made her want to weep.

"You do belong to me," he said quietly. "For this weekend, you are mine. And you have mattered since the moment you posted that request."

He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue claiming her mouth with a thoroughness that made her dizzy. She felt his hands moving, undoing buttons, shedding clothing, until he stood before her as naked as she was.

She'd never seen him undressed before. In their video calls, he'd always been clothed; even during the day's scenes, he'd remained partially dressed while she was exposed. Now, seeing him fully revealed, she felt her breath catch.

He was beautiful. Not in the way of models or actors, but in a real, human way that made her want to trace every line and plane of his body. His shoulders were broad, his chest dusted with dark hair that silvered slightly at the sternum. His stomach was flat but not defined, his hips narrow, his thighs strong. And between his legs—

She felt heat flood her face as her eyes dropped to his erection. It was thick, flushed, already hard, and she felt her body respond to the sight with a rush of wetness.

"On the bed," he said, his voice rough. "On your back. Arms above your head."

She scrambled to comply, her body moving before her mind could catch up. The sheets were cool against her heated skin, the pillow soft beneath her head. She watched as he moved to the dresser, retrieving something she couldn't quite see.

When he returned to the bed, he was holding a length of rope—the same soft material he'd used before—and his expression was intent.

"I'm going to bind you," he said. "Not because I need to control you, but because I want you to feel held. Safe. Unable to do anything except receive what I give you."

She nodded, her breath coming fast, and felt him secure her wrists to the headboard with the same deliberate attention he'd shown throughout the weekend. When he was finished, he sat back on his heels, surveying his work.

"Perfect," he murmured. "Now—let me worship you properly."

He started at her feet.

His hands cradled one foot, thumbs pressing into the arch in a massage that made her moan. He worked his way up slowly—her ankle, her calf, the sensitive skin behind her knee—each touch deliberate, reverent. When his mouth replaced his hands, pressing kisses to her inner thigh, she felt her hips lift instinctively, seeking more contact.

"Patience," he murmured against her skin. "Let me take my time."

He continued his ascent, kissing and licking and nibbling his way up her body. He bypassed the place she most wanted him to touch, moving instead to her stomach, her ribs, the underside of her breast. By the time his mouth finally closed over her nipple, she was trembling with need.

"Please—" The word escaped without thought. "Please, I need—"

"I know what you need." His voice was low, rough, almost guttural. "Trust me."

He moved lower, positioning himself between her legs, and she felt his breath on her most intimate flesh. The anticipation was almost unbearable—every nerve ending firing, every muscle tensed in expectation.

When his tongue finally made contact, she cried out. The sensation was overwhelming, his mouth moving over her with an expertise that made her see stars. He licked and sucked and teased, his tongue tracing patterns that drove her to the edge of sanity.

"You taste incredible," he murmured, the vibration of his voice adding to the sensation. "I could stay here for hours."

She felt the orgasm building, a tightening in her core that threatened to consume her. She was close, so close—

He pulled back.

"Not yet," he said, his voice calm despite the hunger in his eyes. "You'll come when I give you permission."

She groaned, frustration and arousal warring in her chest. He was doing it again—bringing her to the edge and holding her there, teaching her patience, forcing her to accept his control.

"Please, Sir—" The honorific returned without thought. "Please let me come."

"Not yet." He moved up her body, his weight settling over her, his erection pressing against her thigh. "I want to be inside you when you come. I want to feel you fall apart around me."

The words sent a fresh surge of heat through her body. He was going to fuck her—actually fuck her—and the realisation made her dizzy with want.

"Condom?" she managed, the word barely coherent.

"I'm clean. I was tested last week, specifically for this weekend. And I know you're on birth control." He met her eyes, his expression serious. "But if you want me to use one, I will. Your comfort comes first."

The care behind the statement undid something in her. He'd thought of everything—planned for everything—including her peace of mind.

"I trust you," she said, and meant it.

He kissed her, hard and deep, and then she felt him pressing against her entrance.

"Last chance to tell me to stop," he murmured against her lips.

"Don't stop." She lifted her hips, urging him forward. "Please don't stop."

He pushed inside.

The sensation was overwhelming—fullness, pressure, the stretch of her body accommodating him. He moved slowly, giving her time to adjust, his eyes never leaving hers. When he was fully seated, he paused, his forehead resting against hers.

"How does that feel?"

"Good, Sir. Full. So full."

He began to move, slow thrusts that built gradually in intensity. Each movement sent waves of pleasure through her body, his pelvis grinding against her clit with every stroke. She felt the orgasm building again, stronger this time, and fought to hold it back.

"Please—" she gasped. "Please can I—"

"Not yet." His voice was strained, his control clearly hanging by a thread. "Stay with me. Wait."

He shifted his angle, hitting a spot inside her that made her cry out. The pleasure was building too fast, too intense, and she wasn't sure she could hold on.

"Sir, I can't—"

"You can." He thrust harder, deeper, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Just a little longer. Wait for me."

She bit her lip, fighting against the tide that threatened to sweep her away. It was the hardest thing she'd ever done, holding back while he drove her to heights she'd never imagined, but she wanted to wait for him—wanted to fall over the edge together.

"Now," he gasped, his body tensing. "Come with me."

Permission granted, her body shattered. The orgasm crashed through her in waves, her inner muscles clenching around him, pulling him deeper. He groaned, his own release following moments later, his hips stuttering as he spilled inside her.

They lay tangled together in the aftermath, their breath coming in ragged gasps, their bodies still joined. He released her wrists, massaging the feeling back into her hands, and pulled her close.

"Stay," he murmured against her hair. "Stay with me tonight."

She didn't have the words to respond, so she simply nodded, pressing her face into his chest. He held her close, his hand tracing lazy patterns on her back, and she felt herself drifting toward sleep.

"Lucian?" she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Yes?"

"Thank you. For seeing me."

He was quiet for a long moment, and she thought he might not respond. But then, softly: "Thank you for letting me."

She woke in the night, disoriented.

The room was dark, the fire long dead, the only light coming from the faint glow of the clock on the nightstand. Lucian was still beside her, his arm draped across her waist, his breathing slow and even with sleep.

She lay still, letting her eyes adjust, letting her mind process everything that had happened. Twenty-four hours ago, she'd been in her apartment, preparing for an ordinary Friday. Now she was in a stranger's bed, collar around her neck, his release drying on her thighs.

I had sex with him. 

The thought should have been alarming. She barely knew him—knew his voice, his touch, his care, but not his history, his friends, his daily life. She'd given him everything—her body, her trust, her vulnerability—without knowing if he would be there when the weekend ended.

But lying in the dark, feeling the weight of his arm across her body, she couldn't bring herself to regret it. For the first time in her life, she felt seen. Cherished. Worth something.

I don't want this to end. 

The thought was dangerous. The weekend was finite—forty-eight hours, maybe seventy-two, and then she would return to her normal life, her normal loneliness, her normal self. This feeling, this connection, was temporary.

But maybe that was okay. Maybe the temporary nature of it was what made it precious.

She shifted closer to Lucian, pressing her back against his chest, and felt his arm tighten around her in sleep. A small smile crossed her face.

For now, she was here. For now, she was his.

That was enough.

END OF CHAPTER EIGHT  
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Chapter Nine: The Reckoning

Dawn came slowly, light seeping through the edges of the blackout curtains in thin silver lines that crept across the carpet like explorers charting unknown territory. Rowan lay in the grey space between sleep and waking, her body heavy with a satisfaction she'd never before experienced, her mind still tangled in dreams she couldn't quite remember but which left her feeling unsettled, hungry, incomplete.

She was alone in the bed.

The realisation came gradually, the emptiness beside her registering through layers of drowsy contentment. She reached out instinctively, her hand finding only cool sheets, the indentation where his body had been already fading. The collar was still around her neck—she felt its weight the moment consciousness fully claimed her—but the man who'd put it there was gone.

Panic flared briefly before she tamped it down.  This is part of it,  she reminded herself.  The uncertainty. The not-knowing. You're still in the scenario. You're still his. 

She lay still, listening, and heard distant sounds: footsteps on hardwood, the quiet opening and closing of doors, the muffled clatter of objects being moved. He was somewhere in the house, going about his morning, leaving her to wake alone.

I should wait,  she thought.  I should stay here until he comes for me. 

But curiosity was stronger than protocol. She pushed herself up, wincing at the soreness in her muscles—the pleasant ache of a body that had been used thoroughly—and looked around the room. Her robe was draped across a chair, the one he'd dressed her in the night before, and she reached for it gratefully, pulling the soft cotton around her body before sliding from the bed.

The floor was cold beneath her bare feet. She crossed to the window, peering through the gap in the curtains, and saw trees—endless trees, their leaves just beginning to turn with the approach of autumn. The house was isolated, surrounded by woods, with no neighbours visible in any direction. She could scream out here, she realised, and no one would hear.

The thought should have frightened her. Instead, it sent a thrill through her body that was equal parts arousal and fear.

You're completely at his mercy. You have been since the moment he took you. 

She let the curtain fall back into place and moved toward the door, her heart rate quickening. She didn't know what she would find on the other side—whether she was permitted to leave the room, whether he would be angry at her presumption—but she couldn't stay in this bed another moment, waiting to be collected like a doll on a shelf.

The hallway was empty, the same neutral tones and abstract art she'd noticed the day before. She followed the sounds of movement toward the front of the house, her footsteps soft on the polished floors, her breath held in anticipation.

She found him in the kitchen.

Lucian stood at the counter, his back to her, his attention focused on something she couldn't see. He was dressed—dark jeans, a charcoal jumper that emphasised the breadth of his shoulders—but his feet were bare, and something about that domestic detail made her chest ache.

She stopped in the doorway, uncertain whether to announce herself or wait for him to notice her. The decision was taken from her when he spoke, his voice calm and unhurried.

"Good morning, Rowan."

"Good morning, Sir." The honorific came automatically now, a habit formed in fewer than forty-eight hours.

"Did you sleep well?"

"Yes, Sir. Better than I have in a long time."

He turned then, his expression unreadable, and looked her over. His gaze was assessing but not unkind—the same deliberate attention he'd shown throughout the weekend, as if he was constantly cataloguing her responses, filing away information for future use.

"Hungry?"

"Famished, Sir."

"Sit. Breakfast is almost ready."

She moved to the small table near the window—a different spot than they'd used the night before, more casual, more intimate—and took a seat. He brought her a cup of tea, then returned to the counter to finish preparing the meal.

The domesticity of it was disorienting. This was the same man who'd blindfolded her, spanked her, fucked her until she'd screamed—and now he was making her breakfast, moving around a kitchen with the easy competence of someone who did this every day. The contrast made her head spin.

"Today is our last full day together," he said without turning around. "Tomorrow morning, I'll take you back to the city. Back to your life."

The words landed like stones in her chest. She'd known this, of course—had known from the beginning that the weekend was finite, that this arrangement had an expiration date. But hearing him say it aloud made it real in a way it hadn't been before.

"What happens today, Sir?"

He didn't answer immediately. Instead, he finished plating the food—eggs again, but different this time: scrambled with herbs and cheese, accompanied by fresh fruit and thick slices of toast—and brought it to the table. He sat across from her, his own plate before him, and finally met her eyes.

"Today is about reckoning," he said quietly. "About pushing you further than I have before, and seeing how you respond. About testing the limits of what you can take, and what you're willing to give."

She felt her breath catch, arousal and anxiety mingling in her chest.

"What does that mean, Sir?"

"It means that today will be more intense than yesterday. More demanding. I'll ask more of you, push harder, take you further into submission than you've been before." He paused, letting the words sink in. "And it means that tonight, we'll talk about what happens next. Whether this ends tomorrow, or whether it becomes something more."

Something more. 

The phrase echoed in her mind, filling spaces she hadn't known were empty. She'd assumed this was it—a single weekend, a single experience, something she'd remember for the rest of her life but never repeat. The possibility that it could be otherwise hadn't occurred to her.

"Would you want that, Sir?" The question slipped out before she could stop it. "Something more?"

His expression shifted, something flickering behind his eyes that she couldn't quite read. "Eat your breakfast, Rowan. We have a long day ahead."

They ate in silence, the weight of his words hanging over the meal. She found herself picking at her food, her appetite diminished by the anticipation building in her chest. What did he have planned? What would "more intense" look like? And what would happen tonight, when they finally discussed what came next?

When she'd finished, he took her plate and set it aside, then turned to face her with a more formal expression.

"Stand."

She rose from her chair, her body responding automatically to the command.

"Remove the robe."

She untied the sash and let the cotton fall to the floor, standing naked before him in the morning light. The exposure felt different now than it had the day before—less clinical, more intimate. He'd seen every inch of her, had touched and tasted and claimed her, and yet the act of presenting herself to him still sent a flush of heat across her skin.

"Turn around. Hands behind your back."

She complied, feeling him move behind her, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders. He traced a path down her arms, his touch light but deliberate, before taking her wrists and securing them with the same soft rope he'd used throughout the weekend. The position was becoming familiar now—her body learning to accept restraint as readily as it accepted his touch.

"Walk with me."

He guided her through the house, past the rooms she'd seen before and into a hallway she didn't recognise. The door at the end was different from the others—heavier, more substantial—and she felt her heart rate increase as they approached.

"Inside."

He opened the door and led her into a space that made her breath catch.

It wasn't the bedroom she'd spent the night in, nor the study where they'd shared dinner. This room was larger, more sparsely furnished, and clearly designed for a single purpose. The walls were painted a dark grey that seemed to absorb the light, the floor covered in black mats that cushioned sound. A large cross-shaped structure dominated one corner, its surface covered in padded leather. Along another wall, a rack held an array of implements—floggers, paddles, crops, canes—that made her stomach flip with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

But it was the centre of the room that drew her attention: a padded table, waist-high, its surface covered in black leather. Straps hung from its edges, clearly designed to secure a body in place, and she realised with a jolt that this was where she would spend much of the day.

"On the table. Face down."

She climbed onto the surface, the leather cool against her skin, and felt him adjust her position—guiding her arms above her head, her legs spread wide, until she was fully exposed and completely vulnerable. He secured each limb with the straps, checking the fit, ensuring she was held firmly in place.

"Comfortable?"

"Yes, Sir." The words came out breathless, her body already responding to the position.

"Good." He moved around her, his footsteps soft on the mats, and she heard him selecting something from the rack on the wall. "Today is about endurance, Rowan. About learning to accept sensation—both pleasure and pain—and finding where your limits truly lie. I'm going to push you today. I'm going to take you to the edge of what you can handle, and then I'm going to push a little further. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Do you trust me?"

The question was sincere, she realised. He wasn't asking rhetorically—he genuinely wanted to know, needed to know, before he began.

"Yes, Sir. I trust you."

"Good." Something soft brushed against her back—his hand, maybe, or a piece of fabric—and she tensed instinctively. "Relax. Let me work."

The first stroke came without warning.

She heard the sound before she felt it—a sharp whistle through the air—and then fire bloomed across her backside. She gasped, her body jerking against the restraints, her mind struggling to process the sensation.

"Count," he said, his voice calm.

"One, Sir."

Another stroke, slightly lower. The pain was sharper this time, more focused, and she felt her eyes water.

"Two, Sir."

He continued in silence, each stroke landing with precision, building a rhythm that she began to anticipate. The pain was intense—more so than the spanking he'd given her the day before—but underneath it was something else: a heat that spread through her body, a wetness gathering between her legs that she couldn't deny.

"Ten, Sir." Her voice was shaking now, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Twenty, Sir." Tears were streaming down her face, her body trembling with each impact.

"Thirty, Sir." The pain had become a blur, a constant thrum that seemed to reach into her core, and she realised with a shock that she was close to orgasm.

He stopped.

She heard him set down the implement—whatever he'd been using, she hadn't been able to see—and felt his hand soothe over the heated skin of her backside. The touch was gentle, almost tender, and she found herself leaning into it despite the pain.

"You're doing beautifully," he murmured. "Your skin is marked beautifully—red and hot, with some lovely stripes developing. How do you feel?"

"Hurts, Sir." The words came out thick with tears. "But also... good. Strange. Like the pain is opening something up inside me."

"That's exactly what it's doing." His hand continued its soothing path, tracing the welts he'd created. "Pain can be a gateway—a way of accessing parts of yourself you can't reach any other way. You're learning to ride the sensation, to let it take you somewhere beyond your ordinary experience."

He moved away, and she heard him selecting something else from the rack. When he returned, his voice was lower, more intimate.

"I'm going to touch you now. I want to see how your body responds after the pain."

His fingers found her centre, sliding easily through the wetness that had gathered there. She gasped, her hips jerking at the contact, and felt him make a sound of approval.

"Incredibly wet," he murmured. "The pain arouses you. That's not unusual—many people find it does—but it's something to be aware of. It means your body is learning to translate sensation into pleasure, even when that sensation is uncomfortable."

His fingers continued their exploration, circling her clit without touching it directly, and she felt the orgasm building again despite the pain that still radiated from her backside.

"Please, Sir—" The words escaped without thought. "Please let me come."

"Not yet." His fingers withdrew, and she groaned in frustration. "We have a long way to go before I let you come again. You're going to learn to hold it, to wait, to accept that your pleasure belongs to me."

The hours that followed blurred together.

He used different implements—floggers that thudded against her skin, crops that left sharp lines of fire, paddles that seemed to reach deep into her muscles. He varied the intensity and rhythm, sometimes working in patterns she could anticipate, sometimes striking without warning. He touched her between sets, checking her arousal, reminding her that her body was responding to everything he did.

And he talked.

He talked about surrender, about the difference between submission and submission, about the ways that power exchange could be healing as well as arousing. He talked about his own experiences, the things he'd learned over years of dominating others, the mistakes he'd made and the lessons they'd taught him. He talked about her—what he saw in her responses, what he believed she was capable of, what he wanted to help her discover.

She listened, when she could, letting his words anchor her through the waves of sensation. But often she couldn't listen—could only feel, could only endure, could only surrender to whatever he was giving her.

At some point, he untied her and helped her stand, steadying her when her legs threatened to give way. He brought her water, made her drink, checked her skin for damage. Then he bent her over the table again—face up this time, her arms secured above her head, her legs spread and raised—and began a different kind of torture.

This time, he used his mouth.

He started at her breasts, his tongue circling her nipples, his teeth grazing the sensitive peaks. He moved lower, tracing a path down her stomach, his breath warm against her skin. And when his mouth finally found her centre, she thought she would die from the pleasure.

He licked and sucked and teased, his tongue working her with an expertise that made her see stars. He brought her to the edge over and over, pulling back each time, denying her the release her body desperately craved.

"Please—" She was begging now, beyond dignity, beyond pride. "Please, Sir, I can't—"

"You can." His voice was calm, controlled, even as his mouth continued its assault. "You can wait. You can take more."

He pushed her further than she'd ever been pushed, until she was trembling and crying and desperate, until her body was wound so tight she thought she might shatter. And then, finally—

"Now. Come for me."

The orgasm crashed through her with a force that left her gasping, her body convulsing against the restraints, her voice raw from screaming. It went on and on, wave after wave, and when it finally subsided, she was left limp and trembling on the table.

He released her and gathered her into his arms, carrying her to a corner of the room where a soft mat was laid out. He settled her there, wrapping her in a blanket, holding her close as she trembled through the aftermath.

"Shh," he murmured against her hair. "You did so well. You were so brave. I'm proud of you."

The words undid something in her, and she found herself crying again—deep, racking sobs that seemed to come from somewhere beyond her ordinary experience. He held her through all of it, his presence solid and steady, his touch gentle and grounding.

When the tears finally subsided, she felt emptied out, hollowed, but also somehow filled. As if something had been cleared away to make room for something new.

"Better?" he asked, his voice soft.

"Yes, Sir." Her voice was hoarse from crying, from screaming. "Thank you."

"Thank yourself. You're the one who did the hard work. I just guided you through it."

He helped her stand, steadying her when she swayed, and guided her back to the bedroom. The room looked different now—softer, somehow, as if the intensity of what they'd just experienced had transformed even the space around them.

"Rest now," he said, helping her onto the bed. "I'll bring you something to eat, and then we'll talk."

She slept.

Not deeply—the edge of her consciousness was still aware of the ache in her body, the marks on her skin—but enough to restore something that had been depleted. When she woke, the light had changed, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the floor.

Lucian was sitting in a chair beside the bed, watching her with an expression she couldn't quite read.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

She took stock, as she'd learned to do. "Sore, Sir. Tired. But also... peaceful. Like something that was wound too tight has finally been released."

He nodded, as if this answer pleased him. "I brought you food. Eat, and then we'll talk about what happens next."

He helped her sit up, adjusting pillows behind her back, and set a tray across her lap. The food was simple—soup again, bread, sliced fruit—but it was exactly what she needed. She ate slowly, feeling the warmth spread through her body, feeling herself returning to something like normal.

When she'd finished, he removed the tray and settled into the chair beside her, his expression serious.

"Rowan," he said, and the use of her name without the honorific made her breath catch. "This weekend was meant to be finite. A single experience, carefully negotiated, with a clear beginning and end. That was what we agreed to."

She nodded, her heart rate quickening.

"But something has changed." He paused, searching for words. "I've done this before—with many people, over many years. I've facilitated fantasies, guided experiences, helped people discover things about themselves. And I've never—" He broke off, something flickering behind his eyes that looked almost like vulnerability. "I've never felt what I'm feeling right now."

She waited, hardly daring to breathe.

"I don't want this to end tomorrow," he said quietly. "I want more. More time with you. More opportunities to guide you, to watch you grow, to see what you're capable of." He met her eyes, his expression open and earnest. "I'm asking if you want that too."

The question hung in the air between them, weighted with possibility.

She'd thought about this—during the night, in the quiet moments between scenes, in the space where her mind wandered when her body was otherwise occupied. She'd thought about what it would mean to continue, to make this real, to let this man into her life beyond the confines of a negotiated weekend.

"I do," she said, the words coming out steady despite the emotion threatening to overwhelm her. "I want that too, Sir. More than I can say."

Something shifted in his expression—relief, maybe, or hope—and he reached out to take her hand.

"Then we'll figure it out together. The logistics, the boundaries, the way this fits into your life and mine. It won't be simple—nothing worth having ever is—but I believe it's worth trying."

She nodded, feeling tears threatening again, and squeezed his hand.

"Thank you, Sir. For everything you've given me this weekend. For seeing me. For wanting more."

"Thank yourself," he said again, but his voice was soft, almost tender. "You're the one who was brave enough to ask for what you needed. I just answered."

He released her hand and stood, his expression shifting back to something more formal.

"Rest for now. I'll make dinner, and we'll eat together—properly, as equals. And tomorrow, we'll begin figuring out what comes next."

She lay in the dark after he'd gone, her body aching in ways both familiar and strange, her mind turning over everything that had happened.

Three days ago, she'd been alone in her apartment, posting fantasies to an anonymous forum, hoping someone would see them and respond. Now she was here—in a house in the woods, collar around her neck, marks on her skin from a man who'd pushed her further than she'd ever been pushed.

And he wanted more.

He wants more. 

The thought filled her with a warmth that had nothing to do with the blankets pulled up around her shoulders. She'd spent so long believing that what she wanted was too much, that no one would ever be able to give her what she needed without being overwhelmed or frightened away. But Lucian wasn't overwhelmed. He wasn't frightened. He was asking for more.

She touched the collar at her throat, feeling the soft leather against her skin, and smiled into the darkness.

This was just the beginning.


Chapter Ten: The Return

The morning arrived with a silence that felt almost reverent.

Rowan woke slowly, her body registering the familiar sensations one by one: the softness of sheets beneath her, the weight of a blanket pulled to her chin, the dull ache that radiated from her backside and thighs, the tender soreness between her legs. She lay still for a long moment, letting the discomfort remind her of everything that had happened, each twinge a memory, each sting a mark of possession.

The bed was empty beside her, but this time she didn't panic. She knew where he was. She knew he would come for her. She knew, with a certainty that had settled into her bones over the past forty-eight hours, that she was cared for.

The collar was still around her neck.

She reached up to touch it, tracing the line of leather that circled her throat. He'd let her keep it on through the night—a conscious choice, she realised now, a signal that even as the scenario formally ended, something else was beginning. The collar was no longer just a prop for a weekend fantasy. It was a promise.

The door opened softly, and Lucian entered carrying a tray. He was dressed again—dark jeans, a dark jumper—but his feet were still bare, and she found herself smiling at the consistency of that detail.

"Good morning," he said, settling the tray on the nightstand. "How do you feel?"

She took stock, as she'd learned to do. "Sore, Sir. But good. Peaceful."

"The marks on your back and thighs will fade over the next few days. They'll be tender for a while, but there's no lasting damage." He paused, something shifting in his expression. "I have something for you. For the journey home."

He reached into his pocket and withdrew a small object—a key on a delicate chain. She looked at it, confused, until he held it up to the light and she saw that it was ornate, antique, clearly chosen with care.

"It's symbolic," he explained, noting her confusion. "The key to your collar. You can remove it whenever you choose—you always could, the clasp isn't locked—but this is a reminder that your submission is yours to give or withhold. You hold the key to your own surrender. I simply have the privilege of receiving it."

She felt tears prick at her eyes—not from sadness, but from the profound weight of what he was offering. This wasn't about possession or control or ownership in any simple sense. It was about choice. Agency. The paradox of submission that he'd talked about throughout the weekend: the power that came from choosing to give power away.

"Thank you, Sir," she whispered, taking the key from his palm. "I'll keep it safe."

"I know you will." He brushed a strand of hair from her face, the gesture tender. "Now—breakfast, and then we should talk about logistics before we leave."

The food was simpler this morning: toast with butter and jam, fresh fruit, a cup of tea that steamed gently in the cool air of the bedroom. She ate slowly, savouring each bite, acutely aware that this was the last meal she would share in this room, in this house, in this space that had become so significant in such a short time.

When she'd finished, Lucian took the tray and set it aside, then settled into the chair beside the bed with a more serious expression.

"We need to discuss what happens next," he said. "Practically, I mean. The logistics of continuing this beyond the weekend."

She nodded, feeling a flutter of anxiety beneath her calm. "What do you need to know, Sir?"

"First—your living situation. Do you have roommates? Family nearby? Anyone who would notice if you were gone for extended periods or had unexplained marks on your body?"

The questions were practical, clinical, but they made her chest tight. She'd been living in a fantasy for the past two days; the real world felt distant, almost unreal. But of course there was a real world, with real consequences, and she couldn't simply ignore it.

"I live alone," she said. "No roommates. My family is in another province—we're not close. I work remotely, so my schedule is flexible. And the marks—" She touched her thigh through the blanket, feeling the heat that still radiated from the skin. "The marks can be hidden under clothing."

He nodded, processing this information. "Good. That simplifies things. I travel frequently for work, but I have flexibility as well. We could arrange regular weekends—once a month, perhaps, or more often if schedules allow. Weekends like this one, where I plan scenarios in advance and you consent to being taken."

The word  taken  sent a shiver through her body, remembering the sound of his voice in her ear on the street, the rough grip of his hand, the terror and exhilaration of being pulled into darkness.

"What about between weekends, Sir?" she asked. "Would we... would we be in contact?"

"That's something I wanted to discuss with you." He leaned forward, his expression intent. "I don't want this to be purely transactional, Rowan. Weekend sessions with no connection in between. I want more than that. I want to know you—the whole you, not just the submissive who kneels for me. I want to talk to you, to learn about your life, to build something that extends beyond scenes."

The words made her breath catch. She'd expected—what? A purely physical arrangement? Occasional play sessions with a man she barely knew? The idea that he wanted more, that he saw her as a whole person worthy of connection and care, was almost overwhelming.

"I'd like that too, Sir," she managed. "Very much."

"Good." Something relaxed in his expression, a tension she hadn't realised he was carrying. "Then we'll exchange contact information—real names, phone numbers, email addresses. We'll talk between sessions. We'll get to know each other as people, not just as dominant and submissive." He paused, a small smile crossing his face. "Though I suspect the dynamic will bleed into those conversations more than either of us expects."

She felt herself smiling in return, the expression unfamiliar on her face after the intensity of the past two days. "I suspect you're right, Sir."

"There's one more thing." He grew serious again, his voice dropping lower. "I need to know if you want to continue posting on the forum. Whether you want to keep your profile active, or whether—" He hesitated, something flickering behind his eyes. "Whether you'd be willing to take it down. To be exclusive to me."

The question hung in the air between them, weighted with meaning. She understood what he was asking—not just about the forum, but about commitment. About belonging. About choosing him over the possibility of others.

"I don't want anyone else, Sir," she said, the words coming from somewhere deep and certain. "I never did. The forum was a way to find someone who could give me what I needed. I found you." She met his eyes, holding his gaze. "I'll delete my profile. I'll be yours. Completely."

Something shifted in his expression—relief, maybe, or something deeper—and he reached out to take her hand.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "I know that's not a small thing to offer. I won't take it for granted."

"I know you won't, Sir." She squeezed his hand, feeling the warmth of his palm against hers. "That's why I trust you."

The drive back to the city took longer than she expected.

They left the house in late morning, after she'd showered and dressed in the clothes he'd retrieved from her abandoned shopping bag—the same clothes she'd been wearing when he'd taken her, now cleaned and folded, waiting for her on the dresser. She'd put them on slowly, feeling the familiar fabric against her skin, marvelling at how different she felt inside them than she had two days ago.

The van was the same one he'd used for her abduction, and she felt a flutter of memory as she climbed into the back—the blindfold, the panic, the sound of his voice through the speakers. But this time she wasn't bound or blindfolded. She sat in the passenger seat beside him, watching the landscape roll by through the windshield, feeling the weight of the collar around her neck and the key in her pocket.

They talked during the drive—about ordinary things, mostly. His work (consulting, she learned, though the specifics remained vague), her job (tech support for a software company, work that was boring but flexible), the neighbourhoods they lived in, the restaurants they liked. It felt strange, this conversation between two people who'd shared such intense physical intimacy, and yet it also felt right. Natural. As if the connection they'd built through scenes was extending into the ordinary rhythms of daily life.

"I'll text you when I get home," she said as the city skyline appeared on the horizon. "So you know I arrived safely."

"I'd appreciate that." He glanced at her, something softening in his expression. "And I'll text you tomorrow. To check in. To see how you're processing everything."

"Thank you, Sir." The honorific slipped out automatically, and she saw him smile at the sound of it.

"You don't have to call me Sir when we're not in a scene," he said. "Lucian is fine. At least—" He paused, something flickering behind his eyes. "Unless you'd prefer to maintain the dynamic even outside of scenes. Some people find comfort in that."

She considered the question, turning it over in her mind. The idea of calling him Sir even in their ordinary interactions—of maintaining that undercurrent of submission even when they weren't actively playing—sent a thrill through her body that she couldn't quite suppress.

"I think I'd like that, Sir," she said quietly. "If you don't mind."

"I don't mind." His voice was soft, almost tender. "I don't mind at all."

The van wound through city streets, the familiar landmarks of her neighbourhood appearing one by one, and she felt a strange dislocation—as if she was returning to a life that no longer quite fit, as if the person who'd lived in her apartment just two days ago was someone else entirely.

He pulled up in front of her building, the engine idling, and turned to face her.

"This isn't goodbye," he said, as if reading her thoughts. "It's just a pause. A breath before the next chapter begins."

She nodded, feeling tears threatening again—she'd cried more this weekend than she had in years—and blinked hard to hold them back.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, meaning it more than she could express. "For everything. For seeing me. For wanting more."

"Thank yourself." He reached out, cupping her face in his hands, and pressed a kiss to her forehead. "You're the one who was brave enough to ask for what you needed. I just answered."

He released her and leaned back, his expression warm but composed.

"Go home. Rest. Process. And remember—" He touched the collar at her throat, his fingers tracing the line of leather. "This is a choice. You can take it off whenever you need to. The key is yours."

"I know, Sir." She covered his hand with her own, holding it against the collar for a moment. "I'll keep it on. I want to keep it on."

"Then I'll see you soon." He smiled, a genuine expression that transformed his face. "Very soon."

Her apartment felt different.

She stood in the doorway for a long moment, taking in the familiar space—the small kitchen with its unwashed dishes, the living room with its sagging sofa, the windowsill where her plants sat in various states of neglect. Nothing had changed, and yet everything felt different, as if she was seeing her own life through a new lens.

She dropped her bag on the floor and moved through the rooms slowly, touching objects that had once seemed significant and now felt almost foreign. The books on her shelves, read and re-read during long lonely nights. The photographs on the walls, images of places she'd visited alone. The half-finished projects scattered across surfaces, abandoned when the weight of solitude became too heavy to bear.

This is who I was,  she thought.  This is who I was before him. 

She found herself in front of the bathroom mirror, staring at her own reflection. The woman who looked back at her was the same—same auburn hair, same green eyes, same pale skin—and yet somehow different. There was a peace in her expression that hadn't been there before, a settled quality that came from something deeper than surface changes.

And around her neck, visible in the reflection, the collar.

She touched it again, feeling the leather against her skin, remembering the moment he'd fastened it around her throat.  This marks you as mine,  he'd said.  It tells you—and anyone who might see it—that you belong to someone. That you're protected. That you're owned. 

She'd never felt owned before. She'd never felt like she belonged to anyone, or that anyone belonged to her. The loneliness had been a constant companion for so long that she'd forgotten it was possible to feel otherwise.

But now— 

She pulled out her phone and typed a message, her fingers trembling slightly:

I'm home. Thank you again for everything. I'll never forget this weekend. 

His response came within seconds, as if he'd been waiting for her text:

I'm glad you're safe. Rest now. I'll be in touch tomorrow. – L 

She stared at the screen for a long moment, the simple words filling her with warmth. Then she set the phone aside and moved to the bathroom, turning on the shower, letting steam fill the small space.

She undressed slowly, peeling off the clothes that marked her return to ordinary life, and caught sight of herself in the mirror again. The marks on her body were visible now—red lines across her backside, faint bruises on her hips, the tender evidence of everything he'd done to her. She traced them with her fingers, remembering each stroke, each impact, each moment of surrender.

I gave him this,  she thought.  I chose this. I chose him. 

She stepped into the shower, letting the hot water wash over her, and closed her eyes.

The night was long.

She tried to sleep—her body was exhausted, her mind drained—but rest wouldn't come. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw his face, heard his voice, felt his hands on her body. The memories played on a loop, intense and vivid, keeping her in a state of arousal that made relaxation impossible.

Finally, around two in the morning, she gave up. She pulled on a robe and moved to the living room, settling on the sagging sofa with her laptop. She navigated to the forum where it had all begun—the place where she'd posted her desperate request, where he'd found her, where this whole journey had started.

Her profile was still there. The posts she'd made over the years, the comments she'd left, the desperate longing that radiated from every word. She read through them with new eyes, seeing herself as he must have seen her: lonely, brave, longing for something she couldn't name.

He saw all of this,  she thought.  And he still wanted me. 

She navigated to her account settings, hovering over the option to delete. It felt like a significant moment—a rite of passage, a threshold she was crossing. When she deleted this profile, she was closing a door on the person she'd been. She was stepping fully into this new chapter, this new identity, this new relationship.

She clicked  Delete .

The screen flashed, confirming her choice, and then her profile was gone. Years of posts, comments, connections—erased with a single click. She felt a moment of grief, a pang of loss for the version of herself who'd inhabited that space. But underneath the grief was something stronger: relief. Hope. The sense of a weight she hadn't known she was carrying finally lifting from her shoulders.

She closed the laptop and sat in the darkness, feeling the collar around her neck, feeling the key in her pocket, feeling the ache in her body that reminded her of everything she'd experienced.

This is real,  she thought.  This is really happening. 

She woke the next morning to a text from him:

Good morning. How did you sleep? – L 

She typed back quickly, feeling a smile spread across her face:

Not well. Too many memories. But I'm okay. 

His response came almost immediately:

That's normal. The first few days after an intense scene can be disorienting. Your body and mind are processing. Be gentle with yourself. Eat well, stay hydrated, rest. And remember—I'm here. Anytime you need to talk. – L 

She stared at the screen, warmth spreading through her chest. This was what aftercare looked like, she realised—not just the immediate tenderness following a scene, but the ongoing care, the check-ins, the reminders that she wasn't alone.

Thank you, Sir,  she typed.  I will. 

Good girl,  came the response, and the words made her shiver with pleasure.

She spent the day in a haze, moving through the motions of ordinary life while her mind remained in that house in the woods. She watered her plants, answered work emails, tidied the apartment that had never felt so empty. But through it all, she was aware of the collar around her neck, the marks on her body, the phone in her pocket that might buzz at any moment with a message from him.

This is my life now,  she thought.  This is who I am. 

The week passed slowly.

Each day brought a new text from him—a check-in, a question, a reminder of his presence in her life. They talked about everything and nothing: books they'd read, films they'd seen, the small details of daily existence that somehow felt significant when shared with him. The conversations were ordinary, but they weren't; every exchange carried an undercurrent of the dynamic they'd established, the power exchange that had become the foundation of their connection.

She learned things about him, piece by piece. That he'd been in the lifestyle for over fifteen years, had trained with mentors who'd taught him the importance of negotiation and consent. That he'd had long-term arrangements before, relationships that had lasted years before ending for various reasons. That he'd been hesitant to respond to her post—something about it had drawn him in a way that felt unfamiliar, almost dangerous.

Dangerous how?  she'd asked.

Like you might matter,  he'd responded.  Like letting you in might change something I've spent years protecting. 

The admission had taken her breath away. He was vulnerable too, she realised. He was taking a risk, letting her see parts of himself that he usually kept hidden. The power exchange went both ways, even if the forms were different.

By the end of the week, the marks on her body had faded to yellow-green bruises, tender but no longer painful. She touched them each night before bed, remembering, and found that she missed the sensation—missed the physical evidence of his possession, the reminder that she belonged to someone.

Soon,  she told herself.  He said soon. 

And then, on Friday morning, the text she'd been waiting for:

Tomorrow. 3pm. I'll send a car. Pack a bag for the night—you won't need much. Wear the collar. – L 

Her heart raced as she read the words, a mixture of excitement and nerves flooding through her body.

Yes, Sir,  she typed back.  I'll be ready. 

The car arrived precisely at three.

It wasn't the van this time—a sleek black sedan with tinted windows, driven by a professional driver who didn't meet her eyes as she climbed into the back seat. The distance from the city to the house was shorter than she remembered, the landscape passing in a blur of trees and sky.

When the car pulled up in front of the house, Lucian was waiting on the porch.

He looked the same as he had a week ago—dark jeans, dark jumper, bare feet—but something in his expression was different. Softer, maybe. More open. As if the week of conversations, of getting to know each other beyond the dynamic, had changed something in him too.

"Rowan," he said as she climbed the steps. "Welcome back."

"Thank you, Sir." The honorific felt natural now, an extension of the connection they'd built.

He took her bag from her hand and set it aside, then pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her in a hug that felt like coming home.

"I missed you," he murmured against her hair. "More than I expected to."

"I missed you too, Sir." She pressed her face into his chest, breathing him in—the sandalwood and cedar that had become familiar, the warmth of his skin beneath the fabric. "So much."

He pulled back, framing her face in his hands, and looked at her with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"Are you ready?" he asked.

She knew what he was asking—not just about the weekend, but about everything. The commitment. The surrender. The choice to keep giving herself to him, scene after scene, day after day, for as long as they both wanted this.

"Yes, Sir," she said, meaning it with every fibre of her being. "I'm ready."

He smiled—the genuine smile that transformed his face—and pressed a kiss to her forehead.

"Good," he said. "Then let's begin."


EPILOGUE  

Six Months Later 

The post appeared on the forum at exactly midnight:

Subject: Serious requests only  

I want to be abducted. Taken off the street, blindfolded, bound, and kept for a weekend. I want to feel like I'm in real danger, but actually be completely safe. I want to surrender control to someone who knows what they're doing.  

I'm experienced enough to know what I'm asking for, and new enough to be terrified. If you're interested, DM me. Let's talk.  

It was the same post that had started everything—the same words, the same longing, the same desperate hope. But this time, the poster wasn't Rowan.

This time, it was someone new.

Lucian closed the forum and set his phone aside, turning to the woman beside him. Rowan was curled against his chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his skin, the collar around her neck catching the lamplight.

"Another one?" she asked, having seen the notification on his screen.

"Another one." He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "But I'm not interested."

"Why not?"

He shifted, turning to face her, his expression serious.

"Because I have everything I need right here. Because six months ago, I made a choice—to focus on you, on us, on building something real. And I haven't regretted that choice for a moment."

She felt tears prick at her eyes—the emotional responses still came easily, even after all this time—and blinked hard to hold them back.

"Neither have I, Sir," she whispered. "Not for a moment."

He smiled, pulling her close, and she pressed her face into his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath her ear.

Outside, the night stretched on, silent and still. But in the quiet of the bedroom, wrapped in each other's arms, they were both exactly where they belonged.


Stay With Me a Little Longer￼
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Book 2 – Free Use Night

Elena thinks she is asking for one controlled, anonymous night: a carefully negotiated escape from the pressure of always being the composed one, the capable one, the woman who never lets herself fall apart. But when Lucian takes her request seriously, what begins as a fantasy of surrender becomes something far more intimate and dangerous — a journey into the parts of herself she has spent years suppressing. As the boundaries of the scenario hold, Elena begins to realise that being used is not the same as being diminished, and that the real risk is not losing control for one night, but discovering how deeply she needs to be seen, held, and transformed.
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on: 

https://romanvale.uk  

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802  

Subscribe to my newsletter: 

https://romanvale.uk/secret  


Also by Roman Vale 

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection 

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m 

One contract.
Three months.
No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.
Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.
Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

• January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.
• February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.
• March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.

Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month. 
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91 

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender 

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience 

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm 

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender 

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH 

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.


￼[image: ]
Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control 
https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm 
On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”
What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.
When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.
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