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Chapter 1: New Beginnings

The late-August sun beat down mercilessly as I wrestled the last cardboard box out of my beat-up Honda Civic. Sweat soaked through my thin white tank top, plastering it to my skin, and my denim shorts felt like they were glued to my thighs. My dark hair was piled in a messy bun that had long since given up, stray strands sticking to my neck and face. I paused on the sidewalk, wiping my forehead with the hem of my shirt, and looked up at the three-story brick building that would be my new home.

It wasn’t fancy—older, with ivy climbing one side and a few cracked windows patched with tape—but it had character. Big mullioned windows let in tons of natural light (perfect for photography), a tiny balcony off the third-floor unit, and a quiet tree-lined street that felt worlds away from the chaotic off-campus house I’d just escaped. The rent was insanely cheap, too—half what I’d been paying for a shoebox room with three party-obsessed seniors who thought 3 a.m. keg stands were a personality trait.

I hoisted the box higher and climbed the exterior stairs to the third floor, thighs burning from the effort. The landing was narrow, painted a faded sage green, with two doors: 3A on the left (mine and Zoe’s) and 3B on the right (empty, according to Zoe). I balanced the box on one knee to fish out the key she’d given me yesterday, then shouldered the door open.

The apartment hit me with cool air and the faint scent of lemon cleaner. Hardwood floors stretched throughout, scuffed but beautiful in the afternoon light pouring through the big living room windows. The space was small but open: kitchen with white cabinets and a breakfast bar flowing into the living room, hallway leading to two bedrooms and a shared bath. Zoe’s touch was everywhere—string lights draped along the walls, a few potted plants on the windowsill, a colorful throw blanket on the secondhand couch.

I set the box down with a thud and stretched, rolling my shoulders. Four trips up and down those stairs had me feeling every skipped gym day of the summer. But it was worth it. This was mine—ours. A fresh start for my senior year.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. Zoe.

Zoe: On my way with iced coffee and Dad’s truck for the heavy stuff! 15 min out.

I smiled, typing back a thumbs-up. Zoe Hale had answered my desperate “roommate wanted—female, nonsmoker, no partiers” post on the university housing forum with a string of enthusiastic emojis and a promise of “chill vibes and zero drama.” We’d met for coffee last week at the campus café—she was a junior nursing major with fiery red hair, freckles, and an infectious laugh—and bonded instantly over mutual hatred of loud neighbors and love of true crime podcasts. When she mentioned her dad owned the building and could knock 30% off rent, I’d nearly hugged her on the spot.

I wandered to the window, pushing it open to let in the breeze. The street below was quiet—kids biking, an older couple walking a dog, leaves rustling in the mature oaks that shaded the sidewalk. Perfect for shooting natural light portraits. I was already imagining setups: Zoe on the balcony at golden hour, or self-portraits in the big bedroom window.

The rumble of an engine pulled me from my daydream. A black pickup truck pulled up to the curb—sleek, well-maintained, with a small American flag sticker in the back window. Zoe hopped out of the passenger side, red hair gleaming in the sun, waving wildly.

“Special delivery!” she shouted up.

Then the driver’s door opened, and my brain short-circuited.

He unfolded from the truck with controlled power—tall, easily 6'3", broad shoulders filling out a black T-shirt that clung to a chest and arms that looked carved from years of discipline. Close-cropped hair with silver threading through the dark, a neatly trimmed beard framing a hard, square jaw. Tanned skin, faint lines at the corners of eyes that were locked on me with laser focus. Olive cargo pants hugged narrow hips and powerful thighs; combat boots hit the pavement with quiet authority. Tattoos peeked from under his sleeves—dark, military ink that disappeared up corded forearms.

Zoe bounced up the stairs ahead of him, two iced coffees in hand. “Ava! Meet my dad—he’s the muscle today.”

He followed more slowly, carrying a massive duffel like it weighed nothing. Those eyes—steel gray and piercing—met mine as he reached the landing.

“Derek Hale,” he said, extending one large hand. His voice was deep, clipped, every syllable precise. “Zoe’s father.”

I shook his hand automatically, trying not to stare. His grip was firm, calloused, warm enough to send a jolt straight up my arm. Up close, he was even more intimidating: faint scar through his left eyebrow, posture ramrod straight, the kind of quiet intensity that made the air feel charged.

“Ava,” I managed. “Thanks for the rent hook-up. And the muscle.”

One corner of his mouth twitched—almost a smile. “Zoe says you’re reliable. That’s all I require in tenants.”

Zoe rolled her eyes dramatically behind him. “Dad’s ex-military. Everything’s a mission.”

Derek shot her a look that was half stern, half fond. “Discipline keeps the world turning.”

He moved past us into the apartment, setting the duffel down with controlled ease. I caught myself watching the flex of muscle across his back and looked away quickly, heat rising in my cheeks.

The rest of the afternoon blurred into sweat and laughter. Derek stayed far longer than necessary—hauling my dresser up three flights without breaking a sweat, assembling my bed frame with tools from his truck, fixing the wobbly kitchen table leg Zoe had been complaining about for months. He worked in silence mostly, efficient and precise, but answered Zoe’s chatter with short, dry comments that made her groan and me smile.

I tried not to stare. Failed repeatedly.

He caught me once—when I bent to pick up a dropped box flap, shorts riding up. His eyes flicked down, then away, jaw tightening almost imperceptibly. Another time, I laughed at something Zoe said, and his gaze lingered on my mouth before he turned back to tightening a screw.

By evening, everything was in place. We collapsed on the couch with pizza—Derek had insisted on paying, “housewarming tradition”—and cold beers from his truck cooler. Zoe dominated conversation: nursing horror stories, her summer clinicals, excitement about classes starting next week.

Derek sat at the end of the couch, one arm stretched along the back, posture relaxed but alert. His knee almost brushed mine when he shifted. Every time our eyes met, something electric passed between us—brief, undeniable.

Eventually, he stood. “I’ll head out. Let you two settle.”

Zoe hugged him tightly. “Thanks, Dad. You’re the best.”

He ruffled her hair—surprisingly gentle—then turned to me.

“Welcome to the building, Ava,” he said, extending his hand again.

I took it, feeling that same jolt. “Thank you. Really.”

His grip lingered a fraction longer than necessary. “If anything needs fixing, let me know. I’m in 1A.”

He left with a quiet nod, door closing softly behind him.

Zoe flopped back on the couch. “He’s intense, huh? Don’t mind the rules thing. He means well.”

I forced a laugh, trying to ignore the way my pulse still raced. “He seems… nice.”

She grinned. “He’s a total dad. You’ll get used to him.”

I nodded, sipping my beer to hide my face.

Little did I know, getting used to Colonel Derek Hale would be the last thing I’d ever do.

Because from the moment he’d looked at me on that landing, something had shifted.

And neither of us was ready for what came next.


Chapter 2: The Rules

The first week in the new apartment flew by in a whirlwind of unpacking, orientation events, and the chaotic energy of a new semester. Zoe was the perfect roommate—messy in a charming way, always blasting upbeat playlists while she studied, quick with a laugh or a late-night snack run. We fell into an easy rhythm: morning coffee together before classes, shared meals when our schedules aligned, evenings sprawled on the couch watching true-crime documentaries and dissecting the cases like amateur detectives.

But there was one constant presence that made my pulse skitter every time he appeared: Derek Hale.

He didn’t live with us—he had the spacious first-floor unit directly below—but he might as well have. Every morning, like clockwork, a knock would sound at the door around eight. I’d open it to find him standing there in running gear or jeans and a fitted T-shirt, holding a brown paper bag from the local bakery and two large coffees.

“Breakfast,” he’d say simply, voice deep and clipped, handing the bag to whichever of us answered first. There were always three of everything: bagels, muffins, croissants. Never just for Zoe.

The first time it happened, I’d stared, confused. “You don’t have to do this.”

He’d met my eyes steadily. “I like routine. Keeps things orderly.”

Zoe had rolled her eyes from the kitchen. “Translation: Dad thinks we’ll starve without him.”

But he kept coming. Every day.

He fixed things too—without being asked. The second day, he noticed the kitchen faucet dripped and showed up an hour later with a toolbox, replacing the washer in ten minutes flat while Zoe and I watched from the counter. The third day, he tightened the loose balcony door handle that had been driving Zoe nuts. The fourth, he installed a new smoke detector in the hallway after testing the old one and declaring it “substandard.”

Each time, he worked in near silence—efficient, precise, muscles flexing under whatever shirt he wore as he tightened screws or lifted furniture to level it. I tried not to stare. Failed every time.

And then there were the rules.

He laid them out on the fifth morning, catching me alone in the kitchen while Zoe showered. I was pouring coffee in tiny sleep shorts and an oversized tank, hair still damp from my own shower, when he knocked once and entered without waiting.

I jumped, nearly spilling the coffee.

“Morning,” he said, setting down the usual bakery bag. His eyes flicked over me—bare legs, the way the tank gaped slightly at the neck—before returning to my face with iron control.

“Morning,” I managed, clutching the mug like a shield.

He leaned against the counter, arms crossed, posture relaxed but alert. “House rules,” he said. “Since you’re new.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Zoe didn’t mention rules.”

“Zoe ignores them,” he replied dryly. “But they keep the building running smoothly.”

He listed them like a briefing:

	No shoes in the apartment—keeps floors clean. 

	Quiet hours after 10 p.m.—tenants below (him) need sleep. 

	No unregistered overnight guests—security concern. 

	Trash out by Tuesday night, recycling sorted properly. 

	If something breaks, tell me immediately. Don’t try to fix it yourself. 



His voice was calm, authoritative, every word landing with weight. I should have found it overbearing. Instead, heat curled low in my belly at the quiet command in his tone.

“Got it?” he asked, gray eyes locking on mine.

I nodded, throat dry. “Yes, sir.”

Something flickered in his gaze—dark, intense—before he pushed off the counter. “Good.”

He left as abruptly as he’d come, but the air felt charged long after.

I started testing the rules almost immediately.

Not consciously at first. I’d forget to remove my shoes after a late class, leaving them by the door. He’d appear the next morning, pick them up silently, and place them on the mat with a pointed look. I’d blast music while editing photos at midnight. A single knock would come—sharp, precise—and when I opened the door, he’d be there in sweatpants and a T-shirt, expression unreadable.

“Quiet hours,” he’d say simply.

I’d turn it down, heart racing.

But the overnight guest rule—I broke that one on purpose.

It was the second Friday night. Classes had been brutal, and I needed to blow off steam. I went out with friends from my photography cohort—drinks at a campus bar, dancing, flirting with a guy named Jake who was tall, charming, and very interested. When the bar closed, I brought him home.

We were in the living room—laughing too loud, his hands sliding under my shirt—when the knock came. Three sharp raps that cut through the music like a knife.

I knew who it was before I opened the door.

Derek stood there in a black T-shirt stretched across his chest and gray sweatpants that did nothing to hide the power in his legs. Arms crossed, jaw tight, eyes stormy.

“Problem?” he asked, voice low enough to raise goosebumps.

Jake straightened behind me, suddenly sober. “Uh, no sir.”

Derek’s gaze flicked past me to Jake, assessing in one cold sweep. Then back to me—standing there in a cropped top and mini skirt, lips swollen from kissing.

“Building rules,” he said. “No unregistered overnight guests. Security concern.”

Heat flooded my face—anger, embarrassment, something darker. “It’s not overnight yet.”

His eyes narrowed. “It will be if he stays.”

The silence stretched. Jake muttered something about an early class and bolted, nearly tripping down the stairs.

I slammed the door, fuming, and turned to find Derek still there—hadn’t moved an inch.

“You didn’t have to scare him off,” I snapped.

He stepped closer, crowding my space without touching. “That kid couldn’t protect you from a stiff breeze.”

“I don’t need protecting,” I shot back, chin lifted.

His eyes dropped to my mouth, then back up. “Yes, you do. You just don’t know it yet.”

The words hung between us, charged. For a heartbeat, I thought he might kiss me—or spank me—or something. Instead, he turned and left, door closing softly behind him.

I stood there trembling, angry and turned on in equal measure.

Later, alone in my room, I heard his door below open and close. Footsteps on the interior stairs. Another knock—this one on my bedroom door.

I opened it, still furious. “What now?”

He stepped inside without invitation, closing the door behind him. The room shrank with his presence—broad shoulders, controlled power, that intense gray gaze.

“You want to bring boys here?” he said quietly. “Fine. But you’ll do it safely. With someone who can handle himself if things go wrong.”

I laughed, sharp and defiant. “And you think you’re the judge of that?”

His jaw tightened. “I know I am.”

The air crackled.

I stepped closer—too close—tilting my head back to meet his eyes. “Maybe I don’t want safe.”

Something dangerous flashed in his gaze. His hand rose slowly, thumb brushing my lower lip—barely there, but it burned.

“Careful, little girl,” he murmured. “You push me too far, and I’ll show you exactly what you’ve been asking for.”

My breath caught. I should have stepped back.

I didn’t.

He dropped his hand, eyes blazing, and left without another word.

I collapsed onto my bed, heart pounding, body aching with frustration.

Because Derek Hale wasn’t just Zoe’s dad.

He was the most dangerously attractive man I’d ever met.

And I’d just declared war on his control.

Little did I know, he was more than ready to win.


Chapter 3: Friction

The tension between Derek and me didn’t just simmer—it built like a storm on the horizon, slow and inevitable.

Classes had started in full force, and the apartment became a hub of controlled chaos. Zoe’s nursing schedule was brutal: early clinicals, late study sessions, constant caffeine. She’d stumble in exhausted, collapse on the couch with her textbooks, and crash by ten most nights. I was deep in my senior photography thesis—shooting portraits, experimenting with lighting, spending hours in the darkroom on campus or editing at the desk Derek had quietly set up for me in the corner of the living room.

But every day, Derek was there. A constant, quiet force.

Mornings began with his knock—always at eight sharp. I’d started answering more often than Zoe, padding to the door in whatever I’d slept in: tiny sleep shorts and tanks, oversized T-shirts that barely skimmed my thighs, sometimes just a bralette and panties if I’d overslept. I told myself it was convenience. Deep down, I knew I was testing him.

He never commented. Just handed over the bakery bag and coffees, gray eyes flicking over me with that iron control. But I caught the details: the way his jaw tightened when I leaned against the doorframe, the slight flare of nostrils when I stretched to take the bag from his hand, the way his fingers brushed mine a fraction longer than necessary.

He fixed things constantly.

The second week, the ceiling fan in my bedroom wobbled dangerously. I mentioned it casually to Zoe; by evening, Derek was in my room—shirtless this time, in low-slung gray sweatpants—standing on a chair to balance the blades. I sat on my bed pretending to edit photos, but my eyes kept drifting to the play of muscle across his back, the flex of biceps as he worked, the faint scars I wanted to trace with my tongue.

When he finished, he tested it once, then turned to me. “Better?”

I nodded, throat dry. “Much. Thank you.”

His gaze lingered on my legs—crossed on the bed, shorts riding high—before he left with a quiet “Anytime.”

I started pushing the rules harder.

Shoes left by the door “accidentally.” Music blasting past ten while I edited with headphones off on purpose. Once, I “forgot” to take the trash out until Wednesday morning, leaving the bags by the door.

Each infraction earned a response.

The shoes: he’d pick them up silently the next morning, place them neatly on the mat, and meet my eyes with a look that made heat pool low in my belly.

The music: a single sharp knock, him standing there in whatever he’d been wearing—often just sweatpants—expression unreadable. “Quiet hours,” he’d say. I’d turn it down, heart racing, door closing with me leaning against it, breathless.

The trash: he took it out himself without comment, but the next morning’s coffee came with a quiet “Tuesday nights, Ava. Don’t make me remind you again.”

The way he said my name—low, precise—sent shivers down my spine.

I began dressing for him.

Tiny crop tops around the apartment. Bralette and leggings after “yoga sessions” I did in the living room. Once, I “accidentally” walked from the shower to my room in just a towel—short, barely covering—knowing he was downstairs fixing something for Zoe.

I heard his footsteps pause on the stairs.

But he never crossed the line. Not yet.

Zoe remained oblivious, buried in her own world: clinical rotations, study groups, texting a new guy from her program named Ryan. She’d tease Derek when he showed up to fix things—“Dad, we’re not helpless”—but loved the attention.

One afternoon, I came home early from a canceled critique, frustrated and restless. My professor had torn apart my latest series—called it “technically proficient but lacking passion.” The words stung. I needed to feel something.

Zoe was at the hospital for a twelve-hour shift.

I poured a glass of wine, turned on music—loud, bass-heavy tracks that thrummed through the floorboards—and danced alone in the living room. I wore my favorite “lounge” outfit: an oversized cropped hoodie with nothing underneath but black lace panties. The hoodie barely skimmed my hips, flashing skin with every move.

I knew the music would carry downstairs.

I wanted it to.

I spun and swayed, wine glass in hand, letting the beat take over. Hair loose, skin flushed, body moving freely. I closed my eyes, imagining strong hands gripping my hips, a hard body pressing against me from behind.

The knock came mid-spin—three sharp raps that cut through the bass like a command.

I lowered the volume just enough, heart already pounding, and opened the door.

Derek stood there fresh from a run: black compression shirt soaked with sweat, clinging to every ridge and plane of his chest and abs; gray shorts low on his hips, revealing the deep V that disappeared beneath; combat boots unlaced. His silver-streaked hair was damp, pushed back from his forehead. Chest rising and falling heavily, gray eyes locked on me with storm intensity.

He took me in slowly: bare legs, the cropped hoodie riding up to flash lace panties, hard nipples visible through thin fabric, flushed cheeks and parted lips.

“Turn it down,” he said, voice low and dangerously tight.

I leaned against the doorframe, wine glass dangling. “Make me.”

The words slipped out—deliberate, challenging.

His jaw clenched. For a heartbeat, the world narrowed to just us: the thump of bass, the scent of his sweat, the heat radiating from his body.

Then he stepped inside.

He closed the door with deliberate quiet, the click loud in the sudden hush. One large hand reached past me to the speaker remote on the counter, silencing the music completely.

The apartment fell silent except for our breathing.

“You’re playing with fire, little girl,” he said softly, stepping closer until I had to tilt my head back to hold his gaze. He towered over me—broad, powerful, controlled danger.

Heat flooded me—anger, want, defiance. “Maybe I want to get burned.”

Something feral flashed in his eyes. His control—forged in years of discipline, battles, command—cracked.

He backed me against the wall in one fluid motion, hands caging me in on either side of my head. His body was inches from mine—heat pouring off him, scent of clean sweat and pure male overwhelming. I could see the pulse hammering at his throat, the faint scar through his eyebrow, the way his chest rose and fell.

“You have no idea what you’re asking for,” he growled, voice rough with restraint.

I licked my lips slowly, watching his eyes track the motion. “Then show me.”

That was all it took.

His mouth crashed down on mine—hard, punishing, claiming. No gentle exploration; this was raw dominance. His tongue invaded, stroking mine with commanding sweeps that made my knees buckle. One hand fisted in my hair, angling my head exactly how he wanted; the other gripped my hip, pulling me flush against the hard ridge straining his shorts.

I moaned into his mouth, hands fisting in his damp shirt, pulling him closer. He tasted like salt and restraint finally shattered.

The friction had built for weeks—stolen glances, brushed touches, unspoken challenges.

Now it exploded.

And neither of us was backing down.


Chapter 4: Caught

I melted against him, hands fisting in his damp shirt, pulling him closer. He tasted like salt and adrenaline, bourbon lingering faintly from whatever he’d sipped earlier. His stubble scraped my chin, my cheeks—rough, perfect. The kiss turned filthy fast: teeth nipping my lower lip, tongue fucking my mouth in explicit promise of what was coming.

He pressed fully against me then—hard chest crushing my breasts, thigh wedging between mine, pinning me to the wall. I felt the thick, rigid length of him through his shorts, grinding against my stomach. I rocked instinctively, seeking friction, and he growled low in his throat—a primal sound that vibrated straight to my clit.

The hand in my hair tightened, pulling just hard enough to make me gasp. The sting shot pleasure down my spine. He broke the kiss only to trail open-mouthed bites down my neck—sucking hard at my pulse point, marking me with heat and teeth. His free hand shoved the cropped hoodie up and off in one rough motion, tossing it aside without looking.

Cool air hit my bare breasts; his hot mouth followed immediately.

He took one nipple between his lips—sucking hard, tongue swirling, teeth grazing just enough to make me cry out. His hand cupped the other breast, thumb rolling the peak in perfect, relentless rhythm. Pleasure arrowed straight between my legs, sharp and overwhelming.

“Derek—” I gasped, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

He switched sides, lavishing the same rough attention until I was writhing against the wall, hips grinding shamelessly against his thigh. The lace thong was soaked; I could feel the wetness coating my inner thighs.

His hand slid down my stomach—calloused fingers tracing ribs, dipping into my navel—then hooked into the thin strap of my panties at my hip. One sharp yank and the lace tore easily, ripped clean away. The sound—fabric giving way—made me whimper.

He dropped to his knees in one smooth, controlled motion.

I stared down, breathless, legs trembling. His dark head between my thighs, gray eyes looking up at me with raw, unfiltered hunger. He spread my legs wider—hands gripping just above my knees, thumbs stroking sensitive inner skin.

“Look at you,” he growled, voice reverent and filthy all at once. “Soaked for me. Dripping down your thighs.”

Then his mouth was on me.

The first long, flat lick from entrance to clit drew a broken cry from my throat. He devoured me like a man starved—tongue delving deep, lapping inside me, tasting every inch. He circled my clit with devastating precision—slow, then faster, sucking gently, then harder. Two thick fingers slid inside without warning—stretching me, curling to stroke that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes.

I clutched his hair, hips rocking against his face, chasing the building pressure. Wet sounds filled the living room—obscene, intoxicating—mixed with my breathless moans and his low growls of approval. When he sucked my clit hard, fingers pumping relentlessly, I shattered.

The orgasm crashed over me in violent waves—thighs trembling violently, walls clenching around his fingers, a hot rush coating his tongue. He didn’t stop—licked me gently through every aftershock until I sagged against the wall, boneless and shaking.

Then he rose slowly, eyes blazing, lips glistening with me. He kissed me again—deep, letting me taste myself on his tongue, sharing the evidence of what he’d done to me.

I reached for him with shaking hands, yanking his soaked shirt over his head. His chest was a masterpiece—corded muscle, scattered scars, dark hair I wanted to bite. I traced them with trembling fingers as he shoved his shorts down just enough.

His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, curving upward, the broad head flushed dark and slick with pre-cum. Veins stood out along the shaft; it throbbed in my hand as I wrapped fingers around him—velvet over steel, burning hot.

He groaned as I stroked once, twice.

Then he lifted me—hands under my thighs, pressing me back against the wall. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively. The head of his cock nudged my entrance, sliding through slick folds, coating himself.

“Tell me,” he demanded roughly, eyes locked on mine, restraint hanging by a thread.

“I want you,” I breathed. “All of you. Now.”

He thrust inside in one smooth, relentless stroke.

The stretch burned—delicious, overwhelming, perfect. He filled me completely, deeper than anyone ever had, hitting places that made my vision blur. We both groaned—mine high and desperate, his low and guttural.

He held still for a moment, forehead pressed to mine, breathing ragged. “So fucking tight,” he rasped. “Made for me.”

Then he started moving.

Long, powerful strokes—pulling almost out before slamming back in, dragging along every sensitive inch. The wall was cool against my back; his body scorching against my front. Each thrust pushed me higher up the wall, his hands gripping my ass to control the angle perfectly.

I clung to his shoulders, nails digging in, moaning his name like a prayer. The slap of skin echoed in the quiet apartment, mingling with our heavy breathing and the faint creak of the building settling.

He sped up—harder, faster, but still controlled. One hand slid between us, thumb finding my clit, rubbing tight circles in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation sent me spiraling.

“Come for me,” he growled against my neck, teeth grazing skin.

I shattered again—walls clenching rhythmically, pleasure crashing in waves so intense I bit his shoulder to muffle the scream. He thrust through it, drawing it out until I was sobbing his name.

Then his rhythm faltered. “Ava—fuck—”

He slammed deep one last time and came—hot pulses flooding me, marking me inside as he roared my name into my shoulder.

We stayed pressed together, trembling, his face buried in my neck. Sweat cooled on our skin; the scent of sex hung heavy in the air. Slowly, he lowered me until my feet touched the floor, but kept me pinned gently to the wall, still inside me, as if reluctant to separate.

After long minutes—our breathing evening, hearts slowing—he pulled back to look at me. His gray eyes were softer now, almost reverent, the storm passed but the intensity lingering.

“You okay?” he asked, voice hoarse, thumb brushing my swollen lower lip.

I nodded, throat raw from cries. “Better than okay.” My legs felt like jelly; I wasn’t sure I could stand without him.

A faint, satisfied smile curved his mouth—the first real one I’d seen from him. He kissed me gently this time—slow, tender, tasting of us both—before carefully pulling out. Warmth trickled down my thigh immediately; the evidence of him inside me.

He steadied me with one arm while grabbing his discarded shirt with the other, using it to clean me with surprising gentleness—wiping between my legs, soothing swollen folds. The care after the roughness made my chest tighten.

When he finished, he scooped me up—effortlessly, like I weighed nothing—and carried me to the couch. He sat with me in his lap, pulling a throw blanket over us both. I curled into his chest, head on his shoulder, listening to his heartbeat slow.

His fingers traced lazy patterns on my back—down my spine, over the curve of my hip. The silence was comfortable, intimate.

“No more games,” he said quietly after a while, lips against my temple.

I tilted my head to meet his eyes. “No more games.”

He studied me a moment longer, then nodded—satisfied, possessive. “Mine now.”

The words settled over me like a claim, warm and absolute. I touched his cheek, feeling the stubble rasp under my palm.

“Yours,” I agreed.

He kissed me again—soft, lingering—then shifted us so I lay cradled against him on the wide couch. The blanket cocooned us; his body heat chased away any lingering chill.

We dozed like that—naked, tangled, utterly spent—until the early hours. When I woke again, moonlight striped the room through the blinds. Derek was watching me, expression unreadable in the dim light.

“Stay tonight,” he said. Not a question.

I nodded, burrowing closer.

He carried me to his apartment downstairs—down the interior stairs, through his door, into his bed. The space was spartan: dark sheets, minimal furniture, everything in perfect order. It smelled like him—clean, masculine.

He tucked me in, then slid in behind me, arm banding around my waist, pulling me back against his chest.

“Sleep,” he murmured.

I did—deep and dreamless, safe in the arms of the man who’d just shattered my world.

And remade it.

Because the friction had ignited.

Derek Hale had caught me.

And I was already addicted.


Chapter 5: Discipline

I woke the next morning to sunlight streaming through the half-open blinds of my bedroom, warm stripes painting the rumpled sheets in soft gold. My body felt deliciously used—every muscle loose and languid, a deep, satisfying ache between my thighs that pulsed with every small shift. The memories crashed in immediately: Derek’s mouth on me, his cock filling me against the wall, the way he’d growled “mine” as he came inside me. My skin flushed hot just thinking about it.

The bed beside me was empty, but the sheets still held his warmth and scent—clean sweat, faint gun oil, pure male. I stretched slowly, wincing at the pleasant sting on my ass where his hands had gripped, the faint bruises blooming on my hips. A smile tugged at my lips. No regrets. Not one.

I rolled over, burying my face in his pillow, inhaling deeply. The apartment was quiet except for the distant hum of the fridge and birdsong outside the window. Zoe wouldn’t be back until afternoon—plenty of time to process, to shower, to figure out what the hell happened next.

But first, coffee.

I swung my legs over the edge of the bed, standing gingerly. My thighs trembled slightly; I felt him with every step. Naked, I padded to the dresser for clothes, catching my reflection in the full-length mirror on the closet door. My lips were swollen, neck marked with faint red spots from his stubble and teeth, breasts tender with faint bruises from his mouth. Between my legs, his cum had dried on my inner thighs—evidence of how thoroughly he’d claimed me.

Heat flooded me again. I bit my lip, tracing one mark with my fingertips. Mine now, he’d said. And God, I wanted to be.

I threw on tiny sleep shorts—gray cotton, barely covering my ass—and a loose tank with no bra, hair a wild mess down my back. No point in dressing up; it was just us.

I was halfway through pouring coffee when the front door opened quietly. Derek stepped in, carrying the familiar bakery bag and two large coffees. He was dressed for the day: dark jeans hugging powerful thighs, black T-shirt stretched across his chest, combat boots. Hair neatly combed, beard trimmed. He looked every inch the controlled colonel—except for the faint red scratch on his neck where my nails had dug in, and the satisfied glint in his gray eyes when they locked on me.

“Morning,” he said, voice low and rough, setting the bag on the counter.

My pulse raced. “Morning.”

He didn’t move at first—just took me in: bare legs, hard nipples pressing against thin fabric, flushed cheeks, the marks on my neck visible in the morning light. His gaze darkened with possession.

I set my mug down, suddenly nervous. “Zoe’s not back until—”

“I know,” he cut in gently, stepping closer. He set the coffees beside the bag and crooked a finger. “Come here.”

I went without thinking, drawn like a magnet. He pulled me between his legs as he leaned against the counter, hands settling on my hips—thumbs stroking bare skin where my tank rode up.

“Sore?” he asked, eyes searching mine.

“A little,” I admitted, cheeks heating. “In the best way.”

His mouth curved in that faint, satisfied smile. “Good.”

He kissed me then—slow, thorough, tasting of mint and coffee. His hands slid down to cup my ass, squeezing gently, making me gasp into his mouth. When he pulled back, his expression turned serious.

“Rules,” he said quietly. “If we’re doing this—and we are—you follow them.”

I lifted my chin, that familiar defiance flickering. “What kind of rules?”

His thumb traced my lower lip, eyes intense. “No more bringing boys here. Ever.” His voice dropped. “You’re mine now. Understand?”

The possessiveness should have scared me. Instead, it made me wet—heat flooding between my legs instantly.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Good girl.” He kissed me again—deeper this time—until my knees weakened. “Second: when Zoe’s home, we’re careful. No risks. She doesn’t find out like this.”

I nodded, throat tight.

“Third,” he said, eyes darkening further. “You misbehave—like last night, pushing me on purpose—you get punished.”

My breath hitched. “Like what?”

His smile turned wicked. Without warning, he spun me around, bending me over the counter. The marble was shockingly cold against my breasts, nipples hardening instantly. My shorts rode up, exposing the curve of my ass.

“Like this,” he growled against my ear, one large hand pressing between my shoulder blades to hold me down.

His other hand came down in a sharp spank—firm, controlled, the sting blooming instantly across my skin. Heat flared, sharp and sweet.

“Count them,” he commanded.

Another spank—harder this time, on the other cheek.

“One,” I gasped, fingers curling against the marble.

By five, my ass glowed hot, the sting blending into throbbing pleasure. I was dripping—could feel it coating my inner thighs, soaking the thin shorts.

He soothed the heat with his palm, rubbing slow circles. “Soaked from a spanking,” he murmured, voice rough with approval. “My dirty girl.”

His fingers slipped under the waistband, shoving shorts down to my knees. Cool air hit my heated skin; I whimpered.

He slid two fingers inside me without warning—easy, slick, curling perfectly. I moaned, pushing back against his hand.

“See how wet you get for me?” he said, pumping slowly. “This pussy knows who it belongs to.”

I nodded frantically, forehead pressed to the cool counter. “Yours—please—”

He added a third finger, stretching me, thumb circling my clit. The angle was perfect; pleasure coiled tight and fast.

“Come for me,” he ordered.

I did—hard, crying out into my arm to muffle the sound, walls clenching around his fingers in rhythmic pulses. He worked me through it, drawing it out until I was trembling.

Then he spun me again, lifting me onto the counter. Shorts gone completely now, legs spread wide around his hips. He kissed me—deep, tasting my cries—while freeing himself with one hand.

He entered me in one thrust—bare, hot, perfect. I was still sensitive from last night; the stretch bordered on too much, but so good.

He fucked me right there—hard and fast, counter creaking under us, one hand over my mouth to keep me quiet. His eyes never left mine, watching every expression.

“So good,” he growled. “Taking me like this. My perfect girl.”

I came again—muffled against his palm, body arching. He followed moments later, thrusting deep and spilling inside me with a low groan.

After, he held me close, kissing my forehead, my temple, my lips—gentle now, tender.

“Breakfast,” he said eventually, voice soft. “Then we talk more rules.”

I laughed breathlessly, clinging to him. “Yes, sir.”

His eyes flashed with heat. “Keep calling me that, and we won’t leave this kitchen.”

We did—eventually. He cleaned me gently again, pulled my shorts back up, and fed me bagels while explaining the rest: safe words (yellow for slow, red for stop), aftercare always, no marks where Zoe could see.

I listened, eating from his hand when he offered bites, feeling cherished and owned in equal measure.

By the time Zoe texted she was on her way home, I was sore, sated, and smiling.

Derek kissed me goodbye at the door—slow, possessive.

“Be good today,” he said against my lips.

“Or?” I teased.

His hand squeezed my ass. “Or you’ll earn another spanking tonight.”

I shivered with anticipation.

The discipline had begun.


Chapter 6: Lessons

The weeks following our first night together blurred into a haze of discovery, desire, and delicious surrender.

Derek didn’t waste time. Once the line was crossed, he claimed me with the same precision and intensity he brought to everything else—methodical, commanding, utterly focused on my pleasure and his control.

Zoe’s schedule was our ally. Nursing clinicals meant long days and occasional overnights at the hospital. When she was gone, Derek’s apartment downstairs became our private world.

The first full night I spent there—after he’d carried me down from the couch where we’d fallen asleep—he gave me the tour. His place was everything the upstairs wasn’t: spartan, masculine, meticulously organized. Dark hardwood floors, charcoal walls, leather furniture in black and gray. A massive king bed dominated the bedroom—low platform, crisp white sheets turned down with military corners, no headboard but thick posts at the foot that I’d soon learn had purpose. The closet was half-empty, waiting. The second bedroom served as an office: desk with dual monitors, a wall of books on military history and strategy, a pull-up bar in the doorway.

Everything smelled like him—clean soap, faint leather, something earthy and male that made my knees weak.

That night, he didn’t rush.

He undressed me slowly in the living room—standing in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the quiet street. City lights flickered below; anyone looking up might have seen us, but the risk only heightened everything. He peeled away my clothes piece by piece—tank top lifted over my head, shorts slid down my legs—kissing every inch revealed. When I was naked, he stepped back, eyes raking over me in the dim lamplight.

“Beautiful,” he said quietly. “Turn around. Slowly.”

I obeyed, skin prickling under his gaze. When I faced him again, he’d stripped to boxer briefs—black, clinging to thick thighs and the heavy bulge I already craved.

He led me to the bedroom, laid me on the cool sheets, and spent hours mapping my body with his mouth and hands. No penetration yet—just worship. He kissed every scar from childhood falls, every freckle across my shoulders, licked slow paths down my spine until I was trembling. When he finally spread my thighs and tasted me—long, luxurious licks, fingers curling inside—he brought me to the edge three times before letting me fall.

I came screaming into a pillow he’d thoughtfully provided, body shaking with aftershocks.

Then he rose over me, sliding inside slow and deep—eyes locked, letting me feel every inch. We moved together unhurried, savoring the newness. When we came, it was together—his groan muffled against my neck, my nails raking his back.

After, he held me—arm banded around my waist, leg thrown over mine, anchoring me to him.

“Stay,” he said simply.

I did.

The lessons began in earnest the next day.

He introduced restraint first—soft black rope from a drawer I hadn’t noticed. “Trust me,” he said, voice calm as he bound my wrists to the footboard posts. I did—completely. Spread out for him, helpless, I learned how intense pleasure could be when I couldn’t touch, couldn’t move. He teased me for hours: feathers, ice cubes melting on my nipples, his mouth everywhere except where I needed it most. When he finally let me come—tongue on my clit, fingers inside—I saw stars, body convulsing so hard the ropes creaked.

He praised me after—soft words, gentle kisses—until I floated back to earth.

Oral came next.

He taught me how to take him—kneeling between his thighs on the bedroom rug, hands bound behind my back with silk ties. “Relax your throat,” he coached, voice steady. “Breathe through your nose.” I gagged at first—tears pricking my eyes—but he was patient, guiding my head, praising every inch I managed. When he came down my throat, hand fisted gently in my hair, the growl of my name was the hottest sound I’d ever heard.

Then he returned the favor—flipping me onto the bed, spreading me wide, devouring me until I begged for mercy.

Anal play started slow.

A slick finger during oral—circling, pressing, breaching gently while his tongue worked my clit. The forbidden stretch made me come harder than ever. He built it gradually: plugs of increasing size worn during scenes, his patient preparation until I was ready for him.

The first time he took me there—on my stomach, pillows under my hips, wrists bound above my head—was slow, careful, overwhelming. The burn gave way to fullness, pleasure so intense I sobbed into the sheets. He moved carefully, whispering praise, one hand between my legs until I came clenching around him. When he followed, the growl of possession in my ear made me shatter again.

Spankings became ritual.

For “misbehavior”—loud music, forgotten rules, deliberate bratting—he’d bend me over his lap on the couch or the bed. Bare ass up, his large hand coming down in measured strikes. He’d make me count, voice steady: “One, sir. Two, sir.” The sting bloomed into heat, arousal dripping down my thighs. After, he’d soothe with cool lotion and gentle fingers, then fuck me slow and deep, telling me I was his good girl.

He introduced commands.

“Eyes on me.” “Hands above your head.” “Come now.” My body learned to obey instantly—pleasure tied to his voice.

Public play started subtle.

A remote-controlled vibrator during a campus coffee run—him sipping espresso across the table while I tried not to squirm as he turned it up. The collar appeared then—a thin black leather band with a discreet silver ring, worn under clothes as a secret reminder.

Every lesson built trust, pleasure, connection.

He cared for me after—always. Baths drawn with Epsom salts for sore muscles, gentle massages, quiet talks about limits and desires. He listened when I confessed fantasies I’d never told anyone, made them reality with care.

And always, the praise.

“Good girl.” “Perfect for me.” “Mine.”

By the end of those weeks, I was addicted—not just to the dominance, but to him. The quiet mornings with coffee in bed. The way he’d proofread my papers with sharp insight. How he’d cook shirtless, letting me steal bites from the pan.

I’d pushed his rules to break his control.

He’d caught me, disciplined me, taught me.

And in the process, owned me completely.

Body, heart, soul.

I was his student.

His submissive.

His.

And I never wanted the lessons to end.


Chapter 7: Discovery

The day Zoe found out started like any other—ordinary on the surface, but humming with the secret electricity that had defined my life for the past six weeks.

It was a Wednesday in mid-October, the air crisp with the first real bite of fall. Zoe had been pulling brutal hours: twelve-hour clinical shifts at the hospital followed by study groups that ran late. She’d texted me that morning saying she’d be home early—around four—because her afternoon lab got canceled. I’d acknowledged with a thumbs-up emoji, then promptly forgotten in the haze of Derek’s arms.

We’d spent the morning in his apartment—our apartment, really, since I’d barely slept upstairs in weeks. He’d woken me with slow, lazy sex—spooning me from behind, one hand cupping my breast, the other between my legs as he moved deep and unhurried. We’d dozed after, tangled in sheets that smelled of us, until hunger drove us to the kitchen for late breakfast. He cooked shirtless—eggs and bacon, coffee strong enough to wake the dead—while I sat on the counter in one of his T-shirts, legs swinging, stealing bites from his fork.

The afternoon stretched ahead with rare freedom. Zoe’s “early” was still hours away. Derek had no meetings; I had no critique until evening. We migrated to the living room—his massive leather sectional facing floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the tree-lined street, leaves turning gold and red in the autumn light.

He pulled me into his lap as soon as we sat, hands sliding under the T-shirt to trace the curve of my waist.

“Been thinking about this all morning,” he murmured against my neck, stubble scraping deliciously.

I laughed softly. “We just did this an hour ago.”

“Not enough,” he growled, nipping my earlobe. “Never enough with you.”

The kiss started playful—teasing bites, soft laughs—but ignited fast. His hands shoved the T-shirt up and off, mouth descending to my breasts with that single-minded focus that always undid me. I arched into him, fingers tangling in his hair, moaning as he sucked hard enough to leave marks.

He flipped me suddenly—onto my stomach across his lap, the leather cool against my bare skin. My breath caught in anticipation.

“Someone’s been bratty,” he said, voice low and dangerous. “Leaving your shoes by the door again this morning.”

I’d done it on purpose—tiny rebellion, craving the response.

His hand came down in a sharp spank—sting blooming instantly across my ass. I gasped, hips bucking.

“Count,” he commanded.

“One, sir,” I breathed.

Another—harder. “Two, sir.”

By ten, my ass glowed red, thighs slick with arousal. He soothed the heat with his palm, then slid fingers between my legs, finding me drenched.

“Soaked from punishment,” he murmured, approval rough in his voice. “My perfect girl.”

He shifted me—bending me over the arm of the sectional, knees on the cushions, ass up. The position left me exposed, vulnerable. I heard his zipper, the rustle of clothes, then felt him behind me—hot, hard, nudging my entrance.

He thrust in deep—one smooth stroke that filled me completely. I cried out, clutching the leather. He gripped my hips, setting a relentless pace—hard, powerful strokes that hit every devastating spot. One hand snaked around to rub my clit; the other fisted gently in my hair, arching my back.

The slap of skin echoed in the quiet apartment, mingling with my moans and his low growls. Pleasure coiled tight and fast.

“Come for me,” he ordered, voice strained.

I shattered—walls clenching around him, vision whiting out as waves crashed through me. He thrust through it, drawing it out, then slammed deep and came with a guttural groan—hot pulses flooding me.

We were still catching our breath—me draped over the arm, him pressed against my back, both sweating—when the front door slammed upstairs.

Footsteps. Fast.

Then the interior stairs—Zoe’s spare key in our lock.

The door flew open.

Zoe stood frozen in the entryway—scrubs rumpled from a long shift, red hair escaping her ponytail, backpack sliding from her shoulder to the floor with a thud.

Her eyes went wide.

We were caught—completely. Me bent over the couch arm naked, ass red from spanking, Derek behind me with his jeans around his thighs, both of us flushed and spent.

For a heartbeat, no one moved.

Then Zoe’s face went pale. “What. The. Fuck.”

Derek pulled out carefully, shielding me with his body as I scrambled for the throw blanket on the couch. He yanked his jeans up, stepping in front of me protectively.

“Zoe—” he started, voice calm but tight.

She held up a hand, backing toward the door. “Nope. Not now. I need… air.”

She turned and fled—door slamming behind her, footsteps pounding up the stairs to her apartment.

The silence that followed was deafening.

Derek’s jaw was granite, guilt etching deep lines around his eyes. He pulled me into his arms, blanket and all, holding me tightly.

“I’m sorry,” he said against my hair. “This is my fault. I should have locked the deadbolt.”

I clung to him, heart pounding. “She’ll hate me.”

He pulled back, cupping my face. “She won’t. She loves you. She’ll be angry—hurt—but she won’t hate you.”

We cleaned up in silence—shower quick and separate, clothes thrown on. He texted Zoe: We’re here when you’re ready to talk.

She didn’t respond.

Hours crawled by. Derek paced—controlled, but I saw the tension in his shoulders, the way his hands flexed. I curled on the couch, wrapped in one of his hoodies, stomach knotted.

Finally, just after nine, a knock—hesitant.

Derek opened the door. Zoe stood there—eyes red-rimmed, face blotchy from crying, but composed.

“Can I come in?”

He stepped aside.

She entered slowly, avoiding the couch where it had happened, sitting instead at the kitchen island. Derek and I took seats across from her.

The silence stretched.

“I’m not going to scream,” she said finally, voice steady but strained. “I thought about it. A lot.”

Derek’s throat worked. “I’m sorry, Zoe. For the deception. For you finding out like this.”

She looked at me. “How long?”

“Six weeks,” I said quietly. “Since the night you were at the library late.”

She exhaled slowly. “I knew something was off. The way you jumped when he walked in. How you both got weird when I mentioned the other. I thought… maybe you had a crush or something. Not this.”

Tears pricked my eyes. “I’m so sorry, Zoe. You’re my best friend. I never wanted to hurt you.”

She studied me a long moment. “Do you love him?”

The question hung heavy. Derek’s hand found mine under the table, squeezing.

I met her eyes. “Yes. I do.”

She turned to Derek. “And you?”

He didn’t hesitate. “More than I thought possible.”

Zoe’s eyes filled, but she blinked hard. “I’ve never seen you like this, Dad. Not since Mom. You smile. You laugh. You’re… lighter.”

Derek’s grip tightened on my hand.

“I’m mad,” she said. “Furious you hid it. Grossed out by—” she waved a hand vaguely “—details I can’t unsee. But I’m not surprised. Not really.”

We waited.

She sighed. “If you make each other happy… I can’t hate that. I just need rules. Lots of rules.”

Derek’s mouth twitched. “Name them.”

“No sex when I’m home and awake. Ever. I will move out and never speak to you again.”

I choked on a laugh through tears.

“Separate time with me—like normal dad-daughter stuff. And normal friend stuff with Ava.”

Derek nodded. “Done.”

“And if you hurt her,” she said to him, voice fierce, “I will end you. Slowly.”

He met her eyes—serious. “Understood.”

She looked at me. “Same goes if you hurt him.”

I nodded fiercely.

Then she stood, walked around the island, and hugged me—tight, shaking slightly.

“You’re still my best friend,” she whispered. “Just… maybe knock next time.”

I hugged her back, crying openly now.

Derek joined—arms around both of us, the three of us tangled in the first real embrace since everything changed.

When she pulled away, she wiped her eyes. “I’m keeping the upstairs apartment. For sanity. And headphones. Noise-canceling ones.”

We laughed—shaky, relieved.

She paused at the door. “I love you both. Just… gross.”

Then she was gone, footsteps retreating upstairs.

Derek pulled me into his arms the second the door closed.

“It’s going to be okay,” he murmured.

I believed him.

Because Zoe hadn’t just discovered us.

She’d accepted us.

And with her blessing, the future stretched wide open.

No more hiding.

Just us—building something real.

Together.




Chapter 8: Owned

The morning after Zoe’s discovery, I woke slowly to the unfamiliar feel of Derek’s bed beneath me—our bed now, in every way that mattered. Sunlight filtered through the half-drawn blinds of his downstairs apartment, casting warm golden stripes across the dark sheets. The room was quiet except for the steady rhythm of Derek’s breathing behind me, his arm a heavy, possessive band around my waist, hand splayed over my bare stomach as if even in sleep he needed to anchor me to him.

Every inch of my body remembered last night. The raw intensity when Zoe walked in, the gut-wrenching fear that I’d lost my best friend forever, the relief when she’d hugged me and said she could accept us. And then Derek—carrying me to his bed, making love to me with a tenderness that bordered on worship, as if proving with every touch that we were worth the risk.

I shifted slightly, wincing at the pleasant ache between my thighs, the faint soreness in muscles well-used. Derek stirred immediately, arm tightening, lips brushing the back of my neck in a sleepy kiss.

“Morning,” he rumbled, voice gravel-rough and intimate.

I rolled to face him, tracing the faint scar through his eyebrow, the silver in his stubble. His gray eyes were soft in the morning light, but still held that ever-present intensity.

“Morning,” I whispered. “You okay?”

He exhaled slowly, pulling me closer until our legs tangled. “Better than I have any right to be.” His thumb stroked my hip. “Zoe’s really okay with it?”

“She hugged us both,” I said, smiling at the memory despite the lingering nerves. “Threatened to kill you if you hurt me. Same for me if I hurt you.”

A faint smile curved his mouth—the real one that reached his eyes and made my heart flip. “Sounds like my girl.”

We lay there a long time, talking in murmurs about what came next. No more hiding. My things officially moved downstairs. Boundaries with Zoe—space, honesty, separate time. Public life when we were ready.

He kissed my forehead. “You’re moving in permanently. Today.”

The certainty in his voice sent warmth flooding through me. “Yes, sir.”

His eyes darkened at the title. He rolled me beneath him, settling between my thighs with familiar weight. “Keep calling me that, and we won’t leave this bed all day.”

We didn’t—not at first.

He made love to me slow and deep, eyes locked, hands gentle where last night they’d been rough. When we came together—quiet, shuddering—he held me through the aftershocks, whispering promises against my skin.

Eventually, hunger drove us out. He cooked shirtless—low-slung sweatpants riding dangerously low on his hips—while I sat at the island in one of his T-shirts, legs swinging, stealing bites from the pan. Eggs over easy, bacon crisp, toast buttered perfectly. Simple, but it felt like everything.

We spent the day moving my things.

Zoe helped—surprisingly cheerful, though she made dramatic gagging noises when Derek kissed my temple while carrying a box. “I’m getting noise-canceling headphones,” she declared, hauling my clothes downstairs. “Industrial strength.”

Derek’s apartment transformed subtly with my presence. My photography books on his shelves beside military strategy tomes. My camera bags in the office corner. My lingerie drawer—already half-full from his secret gifts—now overflowing. He cleared half the closet without complaint, installed extra lighting in the second bedroom for my editing setup, even built a small shelf for my lenses.

By evening, it was done. Zoe ordered pizza—“housewarming, round two”—and we ate on Derek’s patio under the string lights he’d hung weeks ago for me. Conversation flowed easier than I expected: her latest hospital drama, my upcoming senior exhibit, Derek’s dry comments that made us both laugh.

When Zoe hugged us goodnight—“Headphones in, do not disturb”—and disappeared upstairs, Derek pulled me into his lap on the patio couch.

“She’s really okay,” I said, wonder in my voice.

He kissed my temple. “She sees I’m happy. That you make me happy.”

I turned to straddle him, hands framing his face. “You make me happy too.”

The kiss started soft but ignited quickly. Clothes came off in a trail from patio to bedroom. He laid me on the bed—our bed—and worshipped every inch: mouth on my breasts until I begged, fingers between my legs until I was sobbing for release, then his cock sliding home with one deep thrust.

We made love slow and reverent—eyes locked, hands intertwined, moving together like we had all the time in the world. When we came, it was together—my name on his lips, his on mine.

After, he reached into the bedside drawer and pulled out a small black box.

My breath caught.

He opened it to reveal a thin black leather collar—simple, elegant, with discreet white-gold hardware and a small silver O-ring at the front.

“I had this made weeks ago,” he said quietly. “Before everything went to hell. Wanted you to have something that showed you’re mine—only when you’re ready.”

Tears pricked my eyes. The old collar had been playful, secret. This was serious—beautiful, permanent.

I sat up, turning so he could fasten it around my throat. The leather was butter-soft, cool at first, then warming against my skin. The weight was perfect—subtle but constant, the O-ring resting just above my collarbone.

He clipped a small silver tag to the ring: a tiny engraved D.

“So you remember who owns you,” he murmured, kissing the nape of my neck.

I touched it reverently, tears spilling over. “Always.”

He laid me back down, entering me again—slow, possessive strokes that felt like branding. His hand rested lightly over the collar the entire time, thumb brushing the tag.

When we finally slept, tangled together under moonlight, the collar stayed on—warm now, part of me.

Every night after, I fell asleep in my fiancé’s arms—photography career blooming, life full of laughter and love and the perfect balance of discipline and devotion.

Owned completely.

Forever.

By Colonel Derek Hale.

My dominant.

My love.

My everything.

And I wore his collar with pride.


Chapter 9: First Public Date

Three months had passed since Zoe’s discovery and blessing. Three months of living openly as Derek’s—moving my things permanently into his apartment, wearing his collar daily (the thin black leather band now a constant, comforting weight around my throat), falling asleep in his arms every night and waking to his touch every morning. We’d found our rhythm: quiet mornings with coffee in bed, evenings cooking together while Zoe joined when she wanted, weekends exploring the city or staying in, lost in each other.

But everything had been private. Behind closed doors. Safe.

Until Derek decided it was time.

It was a Thursday evening in early December. Snow flurries danced outside the windows, the first real dusting of winter. I was curled on the couch editing photos on my laptop, Derek’s head in my lap as he read a book on military strategy. His fingers traced lazy patterns on my bare thigh under the throw blanket—innocent enough, but the heat in his eyes when he glanced up told me innocence wasn’t on his mind.

He closed the book suddenly, setting it aside.

“We’re going out tomorrow night,” he said, voice low and decisive.

I paused mid-edit. “Out?”

“On a date. A real one. Public.”

My heart stuttered. We’d talked about it—eventually going public—but the reality hit different. “You’re sure?”

He sat up, pulling me into his lap so I straddled him. His hands settled on my hips, thumbs stroking the skin just above my leggings.

“I’m sure,” he said, gray eyes steady. “I want to take you out. Show you off. Let the world see you’re mine.”

The possessiveness in his voice sent heat curling through me. I traced his jaw, feeling the rasp of stubble. “What if someone sees? Recognizes you? Or Zoe?”

His grip tightened. “Then they’ll know. I’m done hiding what you are to me.”

I searched his face—no hesitation, just quiet certainty. My chest tightened with love and nerves.

“Okay,” I whispered.

His smile was slow, devastating. “Good girl.”

He planned everything with his usual precision.

Friday night. Zoe was conveniently away—spending the weekend with Ryan at his family’s cabin upstate. Derek told me only to dress nicely and be ready at seven. No hints.

I agonized over the outfit. His closet—our closet—now held my clothes mixed with his, but I wanted something special. I chose a simple black dress from a shopping trip Zoe had dragged me on: fitted through the bodice with a sweetheart neckline that framed my collar perfectly, nipped waist, skirt flaring to mid-thigh. Thin straps, back dipping low. I paired it with strappy black heels that made my legs look endless, minimal makeup—just enough to enhance eyes and lips—and my hair in loose waves down my back.

The collar stayed on, of course. The black leather looked like an elegant choker, the small silver O-ring discreet but unmistakable to anyone who knew.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, Derek was waiting in the living room—leaning against the kitchen island, scrolling his phone. He wore a tailored black button-down open at the throat, dark jeans that hugged his powerful legs, polished combat boots. Hair neatly styled, beard trimmed, the silver threads catching the light. He looked devastating—dangerous and refined all at once.

His eyes lifted—and darkened instantly.

He straightened slowly, gaze raking from heels to collar to eyes. The phone went forgotten on the counter.

“Jesus, Ava,” he said roughly, crossing the room in two strides. His hands settled on my waist, pulling me against him. “You’re trying to kill me.”

I flushed, doing a small turn under his hands. “Good enough for public?”

He cupped my face, thumb brushing my lower lip. “You’re perfect.” His mouth dipped to the collar, kissing the leather, then my pulse point. “And everyone’s going to know exactly who you belong to.”

The restaurant was downtown—a sleek, intimate steakhouse with dim lighting, exposed brick walls, and leather booths tucked into shadowy corners. Derek had reserved a semi-private table near the back, with a view of snow falling softly against tall windows. The hostess greeted him by name—“Good to see you again, Colonel Hale”—with a professional smile that lingered a fraction too long on him. He didn’t notice; his hand rested possessively at the small of my back, guiding me through the low hum of conversation and clinking silverware.

Heads turned as we passed. I felt eyes on us—on him, mostly, this tall, commanding silver fox in black—but some lingered on me, on the way his hand never left my skin, on the subtle collar at my throat.

We slid into the booth side by side—he’d requested it specifically. His thigh pressed against mine immediately, warm and solid under the tablecloth.

The waiter appeared—young, polished, a little nervous under Derek’s steady gaze. He took our drink orders: bourbon neat for Derek, a glass of Pinot Noir for me. When he left, Derek’s hand settled on my bare knee, thumb stroking slow circles that sent sparks racing up my thigh.

“Nervous?” he asked quietly, lips brushing my ear.

“A little,” I admitted, sipping water to steady myself. “It’s… new. Being seen like this.”

His fingers tightened. “Good nervous or bad?”

“Good,” I said, meeting his eyes. “I like being yours in public.”

Approval flared in his gaze. “You’ll get used to it. Because this is just the first of many.”

Dinner was exquisite. He ordered for us both—filet mignon, rare, with truffle mashed potatoes and grilled asparagus—remembering my dislike of mushrooms without asking. Conversation flowed easily: my excitement about the senior exhibit opening next month, his quiet pride when I showed him phone photos of the prints; his stories from a recent veterans’ charity event, told with dry humor that made me laugh.

Under the table, his hand never stopped touching—on my knee, sliding higher inch by inch, stopping just short of scandalous. Every brush sent heat pooling between my legs. When the waiter brought dessert—a shared dark chocolate lava cake with vanilla bean ice cream—Derek fed me bites from his fork, eyes locked on my mouth, thumb brushing away a smear of ganache only to lick it off slowly.

By the time we left, I was buzzing—wine, want, the thrill of being his openly.

But he wasn’t finished.

He drove us to a rooftop lounge overlooking the city—another reservation, another corner booth with plush velvet seating and a view of snow-dusted skyscrapers. Live jazz played softly—a saxophone weaving sultry notes through the crisp night air. We sipped cocktails: an old-fashioned for him, something smoky and sweet for me. His arm draped along the back of the booth, fingers toying with the edge of my collar openly now.

People noticed us—really noticed.

A couple at a nearby table glanced over, the woman’s eyes lingering on Derek appreciatively before flicking to me with curiosity. Two men at the bar—Derek’s age, suited—looked our way, one raising an eyebrow at the age difference. Derek ignored them all, focus entirely on me.

Halfway through my drink, he leaned in close, lips brushing my ear.

“Dance with me.”

There was barely a dance floor—just a small cleared space near the band—but he led me there without hesitation. One large hand settled low on my waist, the other clasping mine as we swayed to a slow, sultry song. His body moved with controlled grace—years of discipline evident even here.

I pressed closer, feeling him harden against my stomach. “People are watching,” I whispered.

“Let them,” he murmured, hand sliding lower to cup my ass briefly—possessive, hidden in the shadows of the dim lighting. “I want them to see how perfectly you fit against me.”

Heat flooded me. I rose on toes to kiss him—soft, lingering—right there in front of everyone.

Back at the booth, the tension was unbearable. His fingers traced the collar openly now, thumb brushing the O-ring.

“You’re wearing my mark,” he said quietly. “In public. For everyone to see.”

I turned to him, breathless. “Take me home.”

He paid the check without looking at it, hand never leaving my back as we left—guiding me through the crowd, claiming me with every step.

The drive was torture—his hand on my thigh the entire time, inching higher under my dress, stopping just short of where I needed him. By the time we reached the apartment, I was trembling, soaked, desperate.

He didn’t take me upstairs. Straight to our place—door barely closed before he had me against it, dress hiked up, panties ripped away.

“Couldn’t wait,” he growled, lifting me. My legs wrapped around his waist as he thrust inside—hard, deep, perfect.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom. He took me right there against the door—fast and desperate, my back arching, nails digging into his shoulders as I came with his name on my lips. He followed seconds later, groaning into my neck.

After, he carried me to bed, stripping us both fully. We made love again—slow this time, face-to-face, his hand resting over the collar the entire time.

“No more hiding,” he whispered as we drifted off, bodies tangled.

“No more hiding,” I agreed.

Our first public date had been everything I’d feared and hoped.

Thrilling. Claiming. Perfect.

And just the beginning of many.


Chapter 10: Forever Owned

Six months had passed since Zoe’s discovery and blessing—six months of living openly as Derek’s in every way that mattered.

The apartment downstairs had become unequivocally ours. My photography gear filled the second bedroom-turned-studio: light stands in one corner, seamless backdrops rolled against the wall, my favorite Canon always charged on the custom desk Derek had built for me with his own hands—dark walnut to match the floors, perfect height for editing long hours. His military memorabilia shared shelf space with my framed prints: black-and-white nudes he’d taken of me one rainy afternoon—artistic, intimate, shadows playing across skin and collar—hung where only we could see them. The closet was a perfect split: his crisp shirts and fatigues beside my dresses and lingerie, the drawer he’d designated “for your pretty things” now overflowing with sets he’d bought me—lace, silk, leather, all chosen with that quiet intensity that made my knees weak.

The black collar never came off. Not in public (where it passed as an elegant choker, the small silver O-ring subtle but unmistakable to those who knew what to look for), not in private (where it meant everything). The tag engraved with his initial D caught the light whenever I moved—a constant, comforting reminder of who I belonged to.

Zoe had adjusted beautifully. She kept the upstairs apartment—now redecorated with fairy lights, plants, and a massive corkboard of nursing notes—and we’d established easy rhythms. Sunday brunches all together on the patio (Derek cooking, Zoe and I arguing over playlists). Movie nights when her schedule allowed (her choice of rom-coms, Derek’s quiet grumbling, my head in his lap). Separate space when she needed quiet for exams. She teased him mercilessly about being “whipped,” threatened me with bodily harm if I ever broke his heart, but her eyes were soft when she watched us together—relieved, even, to see her dad truly happy for the first time since her mom died.

She’d started dating Ryan seriously—a fellow nursing student with kind eyes and endless patience—and the four of us had double-dated a handful of times. Awkward at first (Ryan intimidated by Derek’s quiet authority), but Derek’s dry humor and genuine interest in Ryan’s studies smoothed it over. By the third dinner, Zoe was laughing at Derek’s stories from his deployment days, and Ryan had relaxed enough to tease me about my “artistic temperament.”

Life felt… perfect. Impossibly, wonderfully perfect.

Until the night Derek decided to make it permanent.

It was a Friday in early spring. Zoe was away for the weekend—some nursing conference in Chicago with Ryan. Derek had been quieter than usual all week, watching me with an intensity that made my skin prickle. I’d caught him staring at the collar more than once, fingers brushing the O-ring absently.

That evening, he cooked: rib-eye steaks seared perfectly rare on the grill, roasted fingerling potatoes with rosemary from the patio herb garden he’d planted for me, asparagus drizzled with lemon butter. We ate on the patio under the string lights he’d hung last fall, snow long melted, early flowers blooming in pots along the railing. I wore one of his button-downs over leggings—sleeves rolled, collar open to show my leather band. My bare feet in his lap as he massaged them absently while we talked about my upcoming senior exhibit opening next month.

“You’re going to blow them away,” he said quietly, thumb pressing into my arch. “Your work is incredible.”

I flushed with pleasure. “You’re biased.”

He met my eyes. “I’m honest. Always.”

After dinner, he led me inside with that look—the one that promised I wouldn’t be walking straight tomorrow. But instead of the bedroom, he guided me to the living room. Candles flickered on every surface—dozens of them, unscented beeswax in glass holders, casting warm, dancing light. Soft jazz played low from the speakers—Miles Davis, slow and sultry. The air smelled faintly of vanilla and the roses he’d placed in a vase on the coffee table.

I stopped short in the doorway. “Derek… what is this?”

He didn’t answer immediately. Just turned me to face him, hands settling on my waist, gray eyes intense in the candlelight.

“Ava,” he said quietly, voice rough with emotion. “You changed everything for me.”

My throat tightened. He wasn’t a man of flowery speeches—his love was shown in actions: the way he fixed things before I knew they were broken, how he held me after intense scenes until I floated back to earth, the quiet pride in his voice when he talked about my photography to anyone who would listen.

“I was existing before you,” he continued, thumbs stroking my sides through the shirt. “Going through motions. Raising Zoe the best I could, working, keeping discipline because it was all I knew. Then you walked into my building—bratty, defiant, pushing every button I had—and woke me up.”

Tears pricked my eyes.

“You submit so beautifully,” he said, one hand rising to trace my collar. “But you challenge me too. Make me laugh. Make me feel things I thought were buried forever.” His voice roughened. “I love you. More than I knew I could love anyone.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, tears spilling over.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small black velvet box.

My breath caught.

He opened it to reveal a ring—white gold band with a single black diamond center stone, flanked by two smaller clear diamonds on either side. Simple. Elegant. Perfectly matched to my collar.

“I had this custom-made,” he said. “To match what you wear every day. Because you’re mine in every way that matters.” He dropped to one knee, taking my left hand in both of his. “Marry me, Ava. Let me own you forever—legally, publicly, completely.”

The tears came fast now. I nodded before he finished, dropping to my knees in front of him, hands framing his face.

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, yes, yes.”

He slid the ring onto my finger—perfect fit, cool metal warming instantly against my skin. The black diamond caught the candlelight, sparkling like a secret shared.

Then he kissed me—deep, claiming, pouring everything into it. I tasted salt from my tears and the faint smokiness of grill on his tongue.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

He laid me on the thick rug in front of the unlit fireplace—candles flickering around us like stars. Stripped me slowly, kissing every inch revealed: the hollow of my throat where the collar sat, the curve of my breasts, the faint marks from last night’s play. When I was naked except for collar and new ring, he paused—kneeling between my thighs, eyes drinking me in.

“My fiancée,” he said reverently, voice rough. “My perfect girl.”

He worshipped me with his mouth—slow, thorough, bringing me to the edge twice before letting me fall. When he finally entered me—skin on skin, deep and unhurried—it felt different. Deeper. Permanent.

We moved together like we had all the time in the world—eyes locked, hands intertwined, every thrust a promise. When we came, it was together—my name on his lips like a prayer, his on mine like a vow.

After, he carried me to bed—our bed—and held me close, fingers tracing the ring on my hand, the collar at my throat.

“Zoe’s going to lose her mind,” I said sleepily, smiling.

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest. “She already knows. Helped me pick the ring. Threatened me with creative bodily harm if I didn’t propose soon.”

I laughed, tears starting again—happy ones. “Of course she did.”

We fell asleep tangled together, collar against his throat, ring glinting in moonlight.

The wedding was small and perfect—late spring, in the backyard of Derek’s sister’s house upstate. Just close friends and family under a canopy of blooming cherry trees. Zoe was my maid of honor in pale blue; Ryan, Derek’s best man. I wore a simple white silk dress that dipped low in the back, showing off my collar—now upgraded with a delicate white-gold chain connecting to the engagement ring as “something borrowed.”

Derek wore his dress uniform—medals gleaming, posture perfect. I cried when I saw him waiting at the altar, gray eyes soft only for me.

Our vows were ours: promises of discipline and devotion, submission and protection, love without limits or shame.

When the officiant said “you may kiss the bride,” Derek did—thoroughly, dipping me until my toes curled, while our guests whooped and Zoe pretended to gag dramatically.

That night, in the honeymoon suite he’d booked at a secluded inn, he collared me again—this time with a new band: black leather with white-gold hardware, engraved inside: Property of Colonel Derek Hale – Forever.

I wore it proudly.

Every day after, I woke in my husband’s arms—photography career launching with my first gallery show, life full of laughter and love and the perfect balance of discipline and devotion.

Owned completely.

Forever.

By Colonel Derek Hale.

My dominant.

My husband.

My everything.

And I wore his collar—and his ring—with pride.
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