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Submission

Sally’s Arrival


Prologue

Some love stories begin with fireworks. Ours began with quiet surrender.

Sally Monroe had spent most of her life being the strong one — the lawyer who walked into courtrooms full of men and left them silent, the mother who held everything together when her marriage fell apart, the woman who carried the weight of her land, her clients, and her son without complaint.

She was tired of carrying it alone.

James Steele had spent most of his life being the steady one — the man who fixed fences before they broke, who spoke little but meant every word, who understood that real strength wasn’t loud. It was reliable. It was safe.

He had never wanted to own a woman. He wanted to be worthy of one who chose to kneel.

Their story didn’t start the night she first dropped to her knees in his bedroom. It started months earlier, in small moments: a lingering look across the kitchen table, a hand on the small of her back that felt like both protection and possession, a late-night conversation where she admitted she was exhausted from always being in control.

That was the night everything changed.

Because James didn’t offer her dominance as a game. He offered it as a place of peace to be earned…a place where she could finally set down the weight she’d carried for so long. A place where surrender wasn’t weakness, but trust.

And Sally didn’t offer her submission out of desperation. She offered it because, for the first time in years, she felt truly seen. Desired. Safe.

This is not a story about perfection. It’s a story about two people brave enough to admit they wanted more… more connection, more honesty, more freedom within structure. It’s about learning that love doesn’t have to be small or simple to be real. Sometimes the deepest love expands. Sometimes it makes room for others who prove themselves worthy of that same trust.

This is the story of an uncommon life — built slowly, honestly, and with open eyes.

It is the story of James and Sally.


Chapter 1

The Quiet After


The first light hadn’t even touched the ridge when James Steele swung his legs out of bed. The room was cool, the air faintly sweet with cedar from the dresser he’d built with his own hands. He dressed in silence—denim, boots, the sweat-stained hat waiting by the door. Zip padded at his heels, ears twitching, eyes bright.

Outside, the ranch held its breath.

Dew clung to the low ground, silver threading the grass. James moved with the rhythm of a man long reconciled to the land—no urgency, just purpose. Water troughs. Salt blocks. The shapes of cattle scattered like ghosts in the mist.

He stopped at the fence line. The neighbor’s bull loomed just beyond, thick-necked and testing the perimeter again.

“Big bastard,” James muttered. “Persistent.”

He ran a gloved hand along the post, already planning the second wire line. He didn’t believe in waiting for failure to prove itself.

By the time the sun breached the ridgeline, both spreads had been walked. The Monroe herd was restless but intact. He whistled Zip in, gave the dog a firm rub behind the ears, and climbed into his truck.

When he stepped into the house, the scent of dark roast and woman met him. Clean and grounding.

Sally was in the kitchen—hair twisted up, blouse half-buttoned, mug in her hand. The early light softened her, drawing gold along her cheekbones. Her expression shifted as she turned toward him, something caught between fatigue and the slow bloom of devotion.

“You’ve been out already,” she said.

“Before daybreak.” He dropped his hat onto the peg, boots heavy on the floorboards. “Bull’s testing boundaries again. Same as yesterday.”

She handed him a mug, and her fingers brushed his as she passed it. The touch lingered. Intentional.

“Sit with me,” she said softly.

He sank into the chair opposite her. The wood groaned beneath his weight. First swallow of coffee slid down like ritual—hot, grounding. They sat in quiet, the kind that didn’t ask for filling. Only the tick of the wall clock and the hum of cicadas beyond the porch screen.

It had been two weeks since Elijah left.

Sally’s son had filled the house with adolescent gravity—long limbs, cautious stares, questions that tiptoed around James before leaning in. James had stepped back, given space. Sally had mothered like it was war, fierce and protective. But now the house was quiet again.

Now she needed something else.

James saw it in the way her shoulders curled slightly forward, as if she were still holding space for someone who wasn’t here.

“You’re thinking about him,” he said.

Her lips tilted. “Always. He called last night. Already drowning in homework. But he asked about you.”

James lifted a brow. “Did he now?”

She looked at him. Measured. “He said you’re solid. That was the word he used.”

A low sound left James’s chest. “Solid, huh.”

“For Elijah, that’s as close to affection as it gets.”

He reached across the table and caught her chin between his fingers, tilting her face to him. “Good. That means we did it right. He doesn’t need to know everything. But he needs to know you’re safe.”

Her breath hitched.

The phone buzzed against the counter.

James smirked, voice like a drawl soaked in heat. “Well?”

She typed. Held it up:

Black jeans. White blouse. Hair tied up.
Goal: finish Carson lease.
Grateful that Elijah sees you the way I do.

James’s thumb brushed her mouth. “Button the blouse to your throat. Let them see the lawyer. The rest belongs to me.”

She swallowed and obeyed.

He let the silence hang, then said it:

“Good girl.”

The words wrapped around her like silk binding a wrist.

That morning the town moved around her like a storm. Clients stacked up in her calendar back to back. The Carsons. A rancher fighting over lines. A couple young enough to still believe in a future. But even as Sally moved through the tasks, Elijah stayed close in her thoughts. Not distracting—just present. A heartbeat behind her breath.

By dusk, her SUV turned down the long gravel road toward her house. Headlights pierced the dust from the dry air. Her body ached from the tension of the day and also need…not from arousal, but with absence. She needed the control of James again. Needed his steadiness, his quiet discipline. She craved the way his words always helped her mind to still.

The bag dropped.

Clothes folded.

Skin bared to the cool air of the hallway.

She moved like ceremony, every step intentional. When she reached the bedroom, she lowered herself to her knees beside the bed. Hands in her lap. Eyes closed. Breath deepening.

Waiting.

The diesel engine announced him first. Then gravel. Then boots.

The door opened.

James stepped into the room, still thick with the scent of work—sun, leather, the musk of long-worn denim. He paused in the doorway, his gaze sweeping her. Naked. Offered.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Relief bloomed like heat between her thighs. “Yes, Sir.”

He circled her slowly, fingers sliding her hair aside. Down her neck. Her back.

“Long day?”

“Yes, Sir.”

His hand pressed to her shoulder—warm, grounding. “Then tonight, you don’t carry it alone.”

She exhaled, body softening.

“Go shower,” he said. “Put on your robe. Nothing beneath it.”

She rose, tall and bare. In the bathroom, the steam closed around her. She scrubbed away exhaustion, her fingers brushing between her thighs—not to touch, but to remember. That ache. That need.

When she emerged, the robe hung loosely against damp skin.

In the kitchen, he moved with purpose. Garlic. Butter. Cast iron hissing beneath his hand. She stood in the doorway, breath caught in her throat.

“You didn’t have to cook,” she said.

He didn’t turn. “That is true, and you, didn’t have to kneel, but you did for me.”

Heat coiled low in her belly. She set the table. Poured the water. Served herself. Quiet service. Quiet obedience.

Dinner passed in stillness, their silences thick with promise.

When she rose to clear the dishes, James met her gaze.

“I’ll shower. You wait.”

Her pulse skipped. “Yes, Sir.”

The water ran. She pictured him wet, naked, steam sliding down his chest. Her pussy pulsed, slick beginning to gather where her thighs met.

He returned—shirt damp, hair dripping, eyes dark.

She stood by the bed, hands at her sides.

He crossed the room, untied the sash of her robe.

Let it fall open.

Then he closed it again. Retied the knot.

His voice was low. “You’ve been holding a lot of tension in yourself since Elijah left. I can sense it in the way you talk. I need to get you to relax.”

She gasped.

“Tonight, you relax and let me in. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He untied the sash again, slower this time, and pushed the robe from her shoulders. She stood naked under the low lamplight, nipples hard, pussy slickening.

His eyes gazed down her body in proud ownership. “So beautiful. And all mine.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He led her to the bed. “Kneel.”

She obeyed, trembling.

His fingers tangled in her hair, tilting her head up. “You’ve carried the weight of your clients, your land, your boy. Now you carry me. Only me.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, voice fraying.

“Over my knee.”

She climbed into position, ass raised, thighs parted just enough that the cool air found her folds. He stroked her back, then her ass—soothing. Then came the first smack.

Measured. Firm. Erotic.

Not pain. Permission; permission to let go and enjoy.

Ten strokes. Each one stealing a layer of resistance. Her pussy glistened. Her breath turned ragged.

When he pressed his palm to the small of her back, she moaned.

“Tears?” he murmured.

“Almost,” she breathed.

“Good girl.”

He lifted her. Laid her back on the quilt. Pulled off his shirt.

The scent of him filled her nose—soap, sweat, and the wild smell of leather and earth.

He kissed her mouth, slow and deep, then moved lower.

Down her chest.

Down her belly.

He spread her thighs and knelt between them. Pressed his mouth to her pussy like it was holy.

His tongue slid through her slick folds, firm and slow. He licked up to her clit, then sucked it between his lips.

She cried out, hips lifting, and he growled low in warning.

“Be still.”

She gripped the quilt, trying to obey, which only made her need more focused.

He tongued her again, circling her clit, then flattened his tongue and dragged it down to her entrance.

“James,” she moaned. “Please—please—”

“You won’t come until I say.”

He pushed two fingers into her soaked pussy, curling until he found the soft, swollen spot inside. Her hips bucked.

“There,” he whispered against her. “That’s the spot you like, isn’t it?”

She nodded, desperate.

He fucked her with his hand—deep, slow, claiming—while his tongue worshipped her clit in tight, firm circles. Her thighs shook. Her body split open.

“Now,” he said. “Give it to me.”

She shattered.

The orgasm tore through her, long and hot and helpless. She sobbed, clenching around his fingers, her clit pulsing against his mouth.

He let her ride it as he continued to tease with his tongue.

Each touch brought out a whimper or a moan from her.

He held her through it. She never stopped moving as he drew every drop of release from her body.

Only when she collapsed, boneless and shaking, did he withdraw his fingers.

As her wave of pleasure receded, he moved slowly up her body like an animal stalking his prey, until his cock was just at the opening of her sex.

In that moment, she was so glad she was a woman and he was a man. A strong Alpha male that knew what he wanted and how he wanted to enjoy it.

Slowly he moved, millimeter by millimeter until just the head was inside and he was face to face with her.

Her mouth now open in the beginning of a gasp, her eyes locked to his.

“You know I take what I want, don’t you, little one?”

“Yes sir,” she gasped. And she was so glad he did as she waited for what was to come.

The mental images flashed through her anticipatory mind. Would it be hard and fast or would it be teasingly, excruciatingly and deliciously slow?

In that quiet second before, clarity came to her mind, and she wondered, how many men find 65% of a woman’s pleasure, and how precious few men were there that seemed to draw out each last ounce of a woman’s release?

As he slowly pushed in and started his rhythm, just at the second she began to exhale, he smiled that devilish smile. “Mind me,” he said.

“Yes sir,” she moaned.

“When you cum for me you say ‘Fuck’, Understand?”

“Yes, sir. Oh God—yes, sir.”

Slowly he let the rhythm build as he kissed her, then licked her neck, claiming her with a little nip of his teeth.

She felt him move forward, pushing her legs up and back as he drove deeper, and in that moment she came again as time seemed to slow down.

He continued to move inside her through her crest, release and settling with that slow and persistent rhythm that drove her so wild. He fucked her through it as he softly told her, “Good girl”.
Her breath slowed and she moved in rhythm with him as a thought passed in her mind like a voice from her other self, “I love cuming for him. I love letting him know what he does to me”, and with that she felt her excitement increase.

As if sensing the change, James slowly started building his cadence, a little firmer, and a little deeper with each stroke. As his pace began to increase and she sensed his need for release, her excitement grew as well.

Their needs both rose together, connected, eyes locked on each other as their bodies searched for their peak. Her mouth dropped open in one long low moan and then she said it, the words that would push him over. “Oh, Master, I feel so owned and loved right now.”

A thousand lightning bolts exploded in his soul as he came, vocalizing in a long deep animalistic growl of ownership and sovereignty over his beloved’s soul.

As his breathing slowed, he softly told her, “This is what matters. This is what we deserve.” No matter what happens and what problems you have, you don’t carry it alone,” he said.

She nodded, face buried in his chest, pussy still throbbing from the waves he’d pulled from her.

Not alone.

Not anymore.

Only his.


Chapter 2

Shifting Ground


The September sun rode low across the sky, its heat softened by the first gentle breath of fall. The earth was still dry underfoot, but it carried the subtle scent of change—drying grass, cooling air, and the slow, quiet exhale of land preparing to turn inward.

James had spent the morning mending the northern fence line again. The neighbor’s bull had tested it twice this week, and James refused to wait for patterns to become real problems. Zip ran ahead, barking joyfully, circling back with undiminished energy. By the time James stepped onto the porch, his shirt clung damply to his back and a thin line of sweat darkened the band of his hat.

Sally stood waiting.

A thick stack of files pressed against her chest like armor. Her jaw was tight, the set of her mouth saying far more than the papers ever could.

“Full docket today,” James said, nodding toward the files.

She exhaled slowly. “The Carsons want to renegotiate again. Water clause this time.” Her fingers flexed against the folders. “And Harwell’s office sent another notice.”

James’s shoulders stiffened.

That name carried weight now.

Clayton Harwell wasn’t just another investor circling rural land. He was patient. Strategic. The kind of man who didn’t simply buy property—he applied quiet, relentless pressure until people handed it over. Sally’s land wasn’t merely acreage to him. It was position. Control. Expansion.

“He’s not backing down,” she continued, her eyes holding James’s. “And Todd Pierce was in town. I saw his truck outside the diner.”

The words shifted something deeper than tension inside James.

He stepped closer, peeling off his work gloves, the leather creaking softly. “Pierce shouldn’t be anywhere near you.”

“He’s not supposed to be,” she said quietly. “But men like him don’t stop just because they’ve been exposed.”

Sally had been the one to expose him.

What had started as a handful of irregular deeds had unraveled into something much uglier—altered filings, quiet land grabs, signatures that didn’t hold up under scrutiny. Pierce had built his reputation on charm and speed, but beneath it all had been rot.

She had documented everything. Filed it. Forced it into the light.

“He lost too much when you found him out,” James said.

“Yes,” she replied softly. “And he made that very clear.”

Her voice dropped, the memory tightening her shoulders.

“You remember that day.”

James didn’t answer right away. He didn’t need to.

He remembered the sound of Pierce’s truck before he ever saw it. The way Sally’s voice had changed—controlled, but wrong. The heavy shift in the air when he stepped out of the barn and saw the gun in Pierce’s hand.

The threat had not been subtle.

Retract the complaint. Or else.

James’s jaw tightened.

“He thought he could scare you,” he said.

“He almost did,” she admitted. “But not enough.”

Her eyes met his.

“You stepping in changed that.”

James exhaled slowly, his gaze steady on hers.

“He crossed a line,” he said. “And he knew it.”

She nodded.

Pierce had left that day—but not because he chose to. Because James had made it very clear what would happen if he didn’t. Men like Pierce didn’t forget moments like that. They carried them. Waited. Circled.

“I don’t think this is over with him,” Sally said quietly.

“It’s not,” James replied. “But he has learned his lesson about threatening you physically. He knows I’m in the picture now. You won’t have to worry about that again.”

Her stomach tightened with a mix of relief and lingering unease.

“That helps,” she whispered.

Silence settled between them—not empty, but aware and comforting.

Then she drew a slow breath.

“I need to keep my wits about me,” she said. “Harwell comes at this clean. Legal. Structured. I can handle that…” She shook her head. “Pierce scares me on an instinct level.”

James didn’t argue. He stepped in close and placed one large, warm hand on her lower back, grounding her completely.

“I think you’re overthinking this,” he murmured. “I don’t mean to dismiss your concerns—they’re valid—but I’m here. We stand together, and people know that. When Todd Pierce threatened you before, he wasn’t thinking straight. He didn’t expect me to come out of the barn with a gun too. And when he looked at me, he knew I was capable of protecting what’s mine. He won’t make that mistake again.”

Something deep inside her stilled at his words, at the solid comfort of knowing she was not alone.

“When you come home tonight,” he continued softly, “remind yourself that you are safe here. You have the most bad-ass protector in the county on your side.” A small smile tugged at his lips. “Zip is a real bad ass… and I’m not bad in a pinch.”

For a second she processed what he’d said. Then she smiled, and then laughed out loud at the image of Zip rushing to her rescue.

She hugged James with all her strength and whispered against his chest, “I just love you, you crazy man.”

She held him for a long moment, breathing him in, then kissed him deeply before turning toward her truck.

That night, the fluorescent hum of her office pressed against her skull. The final version of the Carson lease sat on her desk, bleeding with red edits. Her eyes burned. Her shoulders ached from holding tension for too long.

Harwell. Pierce. The Carsons. Every piece pulling in a different direction.

By the time she shut off the lamp, the silence felt heavy.

Outside, dusk painted the sky in fire and ash. Gravel lifted behind her tires as she drove home, dust trailing like something still unresolved.

Her body was exhausted—not just from work, but from holding herself together all day. Measured. Controlled. Untouchable.

By the time she opened the front door, she needed something else.

The scent hit her first—roasted meat, garlic, rosemary. Warm. Grounding. Certain.

James stood at the stove, sleeves rolled up, moving with quiet purpose. He turned when she entered, and whatever he saw in her face made his expression soften, just slightly.

“Drop the day,” he said. Simple. Direct.

She didn’t argue. Didn’t explain. Didn’t defend.

She just let it go.

The bag. The shoes. The weight she’d been carrying since sunrise.

Piece by piece.

Until the sharp edges inside her began to soften.

Later, after the dishes were dried and stacked, after warm water had run over her hands like absolution, James stepped behind her and gently took the towel from her fingers.

“Bedroom,” he said.

Her heart kicked hard.

She went.

The lamplight was soft, golden. He came to her in silence, unhurried, but with the calm gravity of a man who would take what was his.

He didn’t speak at first. He simply kissed her.

Mouth to mouth. Tongue slow and claiming. His hand rested at the base of her skull, grounding her completely. When he pulled back, she was already panting softly.

He stripped the robe from her body, letting it fall to the floor. Her skin flushed under his steady gaze. Her pussy was already slick, aching, pulsing with need. She wanted his hands. His mouth. His cock.

He pushed her gently back onto the bed.

“Knees bent. Legs open. Show me.”

She opened for him—wide, trembling with anticipation.

James knelt between her thighs, his strong palms pressing against the insides of her knees, holding her open. “So fucking beautiful,” he murmured, voice low and reverent. “Look how wet you are for me already.”

She moaned, hips twitching.

He leaned in and licked a long, slow stroke from the base of her slit up to her swollen clit.

Sally cried out, her hips jolting.

“Stay still,” he said, his warm breath ghosting over her pussy. “Let me taste you.”

His tongue pressed flat against her clit, circling, teasing. Then he suckled gently, pulling her into the heat of his mouth, tonguing her with slow, deliberate strokes until her thighs began to shake.

“James—Sir—I—”

“You don’t speak,” he said calmly against her folds. “Not until I say. Your only job is to feel.”

He slipped one thick finger into her pussy, then two. She gasped as he curled them, dragging perfectly over her g-spot with practiced precision.

Her body writhed. Her breath came in desperate gasps. Slick heat gushed around his fingers.

His tongue never stopped.

He worked her like a ritual—slow, exact, relentless. His fingers filled her, stretching her, fucking her deeper, while his tongue pressed firm, demanding pleasure into her clit.

Her climax built fast and brutal, heat spiraling like a gathering storm inside her.

She sobbed.

“Please—Sir—please—”

“You may come,” he said.

She detonated.

The orgasm ripped through her, long and high and overwhelming. Her pussy pulsed hard around his fingers, her clit throbbing under his tongue. She sobbed, trembling as wave after wave tore through her body.

James didn’t pull away. He held her open, tongue still flicking gently, drawing every last tremor of pleasure from her until her body finally sagged back into the mattress.

Then he kissed her inner thigh tenderly.

“Mine,” he whispered against her skin. “All of you.”

She couldn’t speak.

He rose, shedding his clothes. His cock stood thick and hard between them, glistening with pre-cum, the head flushed dark with need.

He slid between her thighs and rubbed the swollen head against her slick folds, teasing her until she moaned.

“Look at me.”

She did.

“Breathe.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Then he entered her.

One slow, thick stroke.

She gasped as he filled her completely, stretched her, claimed her.

“God—James—”

“Hush,” he murmured. “Just feel.”

He moved slowly at first. Deep. Grinding. Letting her feel every ridge, every inch of him.

Her pussy was still fluttering from the first orgasm. The stretch made her moan, her hips lifting to take more of him.

He fucked her with perfect control. Hips rolling, cock driving into her again and again.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him close.

“Harder,” she whispered. “Please.”

He gave it to her.

The bed shook with the rhythm. Her breath came in broken sobs. Her clit throbbed with every deep thrust. She felt owned. Taken. Deeply loved.

Her second climax was raw and violent.

She cried out as it broke her open, her pussy clenching tightly around his cock, her whole body arching beneath him.

James groaned, and then he was spilling inside her—hot, deep, pulsing.

He stayed buried inside her for a long moment, his breath warm against her neck.

Then he pulled her into his arms, drawing the quilt over them both.

She was still shaking. He stroked her hair, her back, her thigh with slow, soothing touches.

“You’re mine,” he whispered. “And you don’t carry this life alone.”

She pressed her face to his chest, tears rising again. Not from pain. From peace.

From being fully seen.

Fully taken.

Fully held.


Chapter 3

The Shape of Us


The morning light slanted low through the windows, pale and golden, gilding the edges of the old pine floorboards. The air still held the quiet weight of last night—sex, sweat, rosemary—and something deeper beneath it. Something settled.

Sally stood at the window wrapped in one of James’s flannels, the sleeves too long, the hem brushing her bare thighs. She held her coffee in both hands, breathing in the steam. Her hair was a loose, tousled mess, her lips still tender from his kisses. Her body ached—not from stress, not from tension—but from being thoroughly used. From being taken.

James was still in bed behind her, one arm tucked behind his head, watching her with quiet intensity. Zip had long since settled on the rug, half-snoring in contentment.

Sally didn’t speak at first. Her silence wasn’t closed—it was thoughtful, circling, testing the shape of what she needed to say. Then:

“You ever think about what this becomes?”

James didn’t move. “You mean this? You, me, coffee in my shirt, that beautiful ass peeking out while you stare down the fence line like you might put your boots on and walk it?”

She turned slightly, one brow raised. “Don’t deflect.”

A slow grin curved his mouth. “Not deflecting. Admiring.”

She held his gaze a moment, then looked back out the window. Her voice softened. “I mean it, James. We’ve been doing this in pieces. Nights. Routines. Scenes. But it’s not fragments anymore. Not to me. I need to know if we’re building something real… or just passing through.”

He sat up slowly, the quilt slipping from his torso. He didn’t answer immediately. He simply looked at her—at the tension held carefully in her spine, at the quiet plea beneath her strength.

“Come here,” he said.

She hesitated. Then crossed the room.

He reached for her coffee first, taking it gently from her hands and setting it on the bedside table. Then he pulled her between his legs, wrapping his arms around her waist and resting his head against her belly.

“You want to talk future,” he said, voice low and steady. “Then we talk structure. What fits. What doesn’t.”

She nodded, threading her fingers through his hair.

“We start with this: I don’t want to break what’s working. You and me? This rhythm we’ve built—service, ritual, privacy—it fits. But there’s room to shape it together.”

She exhaled softly. “I’ve thought about… others. Sometimes. Witnessing. Maybe a scene, somewhere safe. When we did it before, I enjoyed watching you, especially when I felt we were so close. I knew it didn’t mean I was giving away any part of us.”

He looked up at her. “Good. Because it will never be intended to separate us. We are a team. We do everything together.”

She blinked. “You’ve thought about it?”

“Had to. Part of leading is considering the future and all of the possibilities. Temptation. Fantasy. Risk. A second woman here—full-time?” He shook his head. “That’s probably not workable. Too many people talk and then try to sow chaos because they don’t understand.”

She gave a soft laugh. “You really think it would be chaos?”

He pulled her down to straddle his lap. His hands settled possessively on her hips.

“I think it could. Around here, it wouldn’t stay private.”

She nodded slowly, absorbing his words. “So no live-ins. No full-time third.”

“Not unless we move to Montana and find a commune.”

She grinned. “Unlikely.”

His expression grew more serious. “That doesn’t mean we close the doors completely. There are options. We can consider them—together.”

She tilted her head. “Like what?”

He brushed his thumbs along her sides, grounding her. “Occasional guests. Trusted submissives we know, brought in for a single night or weekend. Scenes negotiated clearly, beginning to end. You’d be the center. Or the witness. Or both.”

Her breath caught. “Would you watch me with someone else?”

“If it served us. If you needed to explore that hunger. Yes. But it would be curated. Controlled. Never casual. Always under my hand, my rules.”

She hesitated. “And if we invited someone to watch us? A friend from a party? A Dom we trust?”

James nodded slowly. “That’s different. Controlled exposure can heighten obedience. Intensify trust. Being seen—without being shared—can anchor you deeper. It’s not for everyone. But I saw what it did to you last time. How you held still. How wet you were after.”

Her cheeks flushed. “That night haunted me. In the best way.”

He pressed a kiss to her collarbone. “Then maybe it’s something we revisit. No pressure. Just knowing it’s on the table.”

“What do these kinds of scenes usually add for people? For couples like us?”

James took a breath, answering fully, “I don't want to make it out to be something it's not. At its core, it's hard work to manage all the moving parts. It's not easy to make sure everyone is getting what they bargained for, but people have needs that might not be met somewhere else and they are open they're getting those needs filled in an open relationship.”

She shivered. “So… bringing in someone else can add to our relationship?”

“It could, but there is no guarantee that it will, and it might add with one person, but not with someone else. The key is integrity and honesty with each other, and with others. If you choose to guide someone else, it doesn’t mean you become unable to submit to me.”

Her breath came faster now. “What would make me… more submissive? What have you seen work in others?”

He smiled, slow and warm. “Structure. Ritual. And contrast.”

“Contrast?”

“Deprivation. Delay. Denial. Or exposure. Sometimes kneeling alone isn’t enough. Sometimes you need to kneel while someone watches. Or you need to serve at my side while another woman is ordered. It’s not about humiliation. It’s about tension. Surrender earned.”

She flushed. “I want that. I want to go deeper.”

“Then we’ll build it. Slowly. Safely and with people we get to know well before we move forward.”

She rested her forehead against his. “I trust you. I trust that you see what’s coming before I do.”

He shook his head gently. “I won’t ever take your sight from you. You kneel, but you’re not blind. That’s what makes you so damn strong.”

She kissed him, slow and lingering. Then whispered against his lips, “So what do we say yes to?”

“We say yes to the structure that lets you thrive. That lets you grow. That sharpens your mind instead of dulling it. We say yes to ritual. To one-off scenes with trusted partners. Maybe we can go to a private party in Austin next fall. Maybe someone watching me take you apart. Maybe me bending you over while another Dom learns how control should feel.”

Her breath hitched. “That’s intense.”

“Only if you want it. Only if you beg for it.”

Her body stirred in his lap. Heat flooded her. “James…”

He kissed her temple. “Not today. Today we talk more. We shape the frame. And when the time comes, we fill it with whatever burns the best.”

He didn’t move to fuck her. Didn’t strip the shirt from her shoulders.

He just held her.

And that, more than anything, was the clearest shape of them yet.


Chapter 4

Catching a Cold


The morning light had shifted by the time their conversation quieted. Not ended. Just softened into something quieter. More intimate.

Sally still sat in James’s lap, one of his large hands spread possessively across her thigh while the other moved slowly through her hair. Outside, the wind brushed through the pasture grass in long silver waves. Somewhere beyond the porch, Zip barked once and settled again.

But inside her, something had changed.

The conversation about other people… other women… being watched… being desired under someone else’s eyes…It hadn’t left her body. It stayed there. Small at first. Then growing teeth.

She leaned against him, trying to stay grounded in the solid warmth of his chest, but her thoughts kept slipping sideways. Quietly. Invisibly.

James felt steady beneath her. Certain. Calm. Too calm.

Like a man already capable of imagining more.

Another woman kneeling. Another woman obeying. Another woman hearing that low voice soften into praise.

Good girl.

The phrase echoed through her chest with sudden violence. Her stomach tightened.

“You got quiet,” James murmured.

Sally forced a small smile. “Just thinking.”

His thumb stroked once along her hip. “About?”

She hesitated. Normally she would have answered directly. But this feeling felt ugly the moment she touched it. Small. Petty. Fragile. And worse, irrational.

She slipped off his lap and crossed toward the window again, hugging the flannel tighter around herself.

James watched her carefully now. The silence between them had changed texture.

“What’s happening in that head?” he asked.

She stared out toward the pasture. “Nothing.”

“Sally.”

The warning in his tone wasn’t harsh. It was grounding. An invitation to honesty. But instead of calming her, it made her chest burn harder.

Because she wanted to be the kind of woman who handled this well. Confident. Secure. Open. Instead, she felt exposed. Threatened.

She swallowed hard. “You talked about it very easily.”

James stayed still. “About what?”

“Other women.”

There it was.

The words landed softly, but the shame behind them was sharp. She immediately looked away.

James didn’t answer right away. That somehow made it worse.

“You’ve thought about it before,” she said quietly. “Enough to already know your rules. Enough to know exactly what you would allow.”

“Sally—”

“And maybe I shouldn’t care,” she interrupted, voice tightening. “Maybe I’m supposed to be evolved enough for this kind of conversation but—”

She stopped. Because suddenly her throat was burning.

James stood from the bed slowly. No sudden movements. No irritation. Just steady presence. He crossed the room until he stood behind her. Close enough that she felt his heat. Not touching yet.

“What exactly are you afraid of?” he asked softly.

The question cracked something open inside her.

She laughed once under her breath, humorless. “That’s the problem. I know it’s stupid.”

“It isn’t stupid if you’re feeling it.”

Her eyes closed. And there it was again—that unbearable tenderness from him. The thing that always un-did her faster than dominance ever could.

“I’m forty-two years old,” she whispered. “I should not be standing here jealous over a hypothetical woman who doesn’t even exist.”

“That’s not what this is.”

“No?” She turned toward him then, finally letting him see it. “Because it feels exactly like that.”

Emotion climbed into her voice. “You talked about another submissive kneeling for you and all I could think was—would she be younger than me? Would she be easier? Less complicated? Less exhausted all the time?”

James’s face changed immediately. Not anger. Recognition. Deep recognition.

Sally looked away again before he could fully see how exposed she felt.

“I know how this sounds.”

“No,” he said quietly. “You know how vulnerable it feels.”

That nearly broke her.

She pressed her palm against the window frame, breathing unevenly now. “I spent so long becoming someone impossible to dismiss. The lawyer. The woman who walks into rooms full of grown men and decimates them with precedents and rulings. Facts. The woman who handles everything.”

Her voice dropped lower. “But with you… I don’t feel strong all the time.”

James stepped closer then, finally touching her. One hand settled slowly against the small of her back. Grounding. Warm.

“And that scares you,” he said.

“Yes.”

The word came out almost soundless.

He waited.

She loved and hated him for always waiting. Always making space instead of forcing answers.

“I know what women look like,” she whispered. “I know what men notice. Younger skin. Softer bodies. Less history carved into them.”

James’s hand flexed against her spine. “And you think I’m with you despite those things.”

Her silence answered him.

For the first time that morning, James looked genuinely affected. Not defensive. Hurt.

He turned her gently toward him until she had no choice but to face him fully.

“Sally,” he said quietly, “look at me.”

She did. Barely.

His hands slid up her arms slowly, deliberately. “You think your age threatens me? You think your strength threatens me? You think the fact that you’ve survived hard things makes you less desirable?”

Tears stung unexpectedly behind her eyes. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Maybe.”

James exhaled slowly through his nose. Then he cupped her jaw. Firm. Certain.

“Listen carefully to me.”

Her breath caught.

“I do not want a woman who disappears when life becomes difficult.” His thumb brushed once beneath her eye. “I want the woman who walks into impossible situations and still comes home soft enough to kneel for me.”

The tears spilled then. Silent. Humiliating. Relieving.

James kept talking. “I want the woman whose strength is earned. The woman whose body tells the truth about living. About loss. About survival. About motherhood. About sacrifice.”

Sally’s chest broke open under the words.

“You think some untouched twenty-five-year-old could give me what you give me?” His forehead touched hers. “That type person couldn’t even begin to hold my attention.”

A wet laugh escaped her despite herself.

But the insecurity hadn’t vanished completely. James could feel that too.

“You’re still spiraling,” he murmured.

She looked embarrassed. “I’m trying not to.”

“Don’t try. Just tell me.”

He always made honesty feel safer than hiding.

Her voice shook. “I heard you talk about another woman obeying you and suddenly I couldn’t breathe. I imagined you touching her. Looking at her the way you look at me.” Her face crumpled slightly. “And I hated how quickly it made me feel replaceable.”

There. The ugliest part. The real part.

James’s expression softened immediately. “Oh, sweetheart.”

The endearment wrecked her.

“I know,” she said quickly, wiping at her face. “It’s ridiculous.”

“No.” His hands slid into her hair. “It’s human.”

She trembled under that gentleness.

He kissed her forehead slowly. Then her temple. Then the corner of her mouth. “Jealousy isn’t always possession,” he murmured against her skin. “Sometimes it’s fear. Sometimes it is potential grief needing to be addressed.”

Her breath hitched hard. Because he was right. This wasn’t about another woman. Not really. It was about every moment in her life she’d felt not chosen enough. Not wanted enough. Not unforgettable enough.

James saw the realization cross her face and immediately gathered her against his chest.

Sally went willingly this time. No resistance left. Just exhaustion.

“I don’t need perfection from you,” he said softly into her hair. “I just need trust.”

She clutched his shoulders harder. “I’m scared sometimes,” she admitted against his chest. “That one day you’ll realize I’m too much work.”

James gave a low, almost disbelieving sound. “You are work,” he said calmly.

She pulled back, startled.

He brushed her hair behind her ear. “So am I.”

Her lips parted.

“That’s what real devotion is, Sally. Maintenance. Attention. Choosing each other repeatedly.” His gaze held hers steadily. “Not fantasy. Not novelty. Not distraction.”

Emotion swelled painfully in her throat. “I don’t want someone easier,” he said. “I want you. Each time you kneel for me you earn the right to be here.”

The certainty in his voice finally cracked through the worst of it.

Not completely. But enough.

Enough that her breathing steadied. Enough that she stopped feeling like she was drowning inside her own skin.

James wiped another tear from beneath her eye. “Next time this happens,” he said softly, “you tell me sooner.”

She nodded weakly.

“Use your safe words.”

“I was afraid they’d sound pathetic.”

His mouth brushed hers once. “Not to me, your vulnerability, your trust in me will never make you less to me.”

She closed her eyes.

And for a long moment, they simply stood there together in the quiet morning light. No dominance. No commands. No performance.

Just a woman unraveling honestly in the arms of the man who refused to let her face it alone.


Chapter 5

Beneath the Surface


The rain came sometime after midnight.

By morning, the ranch had gone quiet beneath it.

Water slid from the porch roof in steady streams, darkening the earth beneath the eaves. The fields beyond the fence line shimmered silver-gray beneath low clouds, and the cattle moved slower in the distance, their shapes softened by mist.

Inside, the house felt smaller. Warmer. Held.

Sally stood barefoot at the kitchen sink with a mug cradled between both hands, staring out at the rain while the coffee slowly cooled. She had been awake for nearly an hour already, though she’d barely moved since pouring the cup.

Her mind refused to settle.

The conversation from yesterday lingered beneath her skin in ways she hadn’t expected. Not the sexual parts. Not the fantasy.

The emotional exposure.

That was the part echoing again.

Another woman. Another submissive. Another person seeing James the way she saw him.

Even now, thinking about it tightened something low in her chest.

Behind her, the bedroom door opened.

James stepped into the kitchen wearing worn jeans and a dark gray thermal, sleeves pushed halfway up his forearms. His hair was still damp from the shower, and the smell of soap and cedar followed him into the room.

He took one look at her and knew.

Not the details. But enough.

“You sleep at all?” he asked.

“A little.”

The lie was gentle. Transparent.

James moved toward the coffee pot and poured himself a cup in silence. He didn’t push. Didn’t immediately corner the conversation.

That was one of the things Sally had slowly come to trust most about him.

He never attacked vulnerability. He waited for it to unfold.

He leaned one hip against the counter and studied her over the rim of his mug.

“You still carrying yesterday?”

Sally looked down into her coffee. “Some of it.”

James nodded once. “Come sit.”

It wasn’t a command. Not fully.

An invitation.

She crossed the kitchen slowly and settled into the chair across from him at the old pine table. Rain tapped steadily against the windows.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Then James set his mug down.

“What exactly scared you? Have you figured that out yet?” he asked quietly.

Sally gave a small exhale through her nose. “There isn’t one answer.”

“I didn’t ask for one answer.”

That almost made her smile. Almost.

She traced her thumb slowly around the rim of the mug. “I think…” She hesitated. “I think I spend so much of my life trying to stay ahead of things that when I can’t predict something emotionally, I panic.”

James remained still. Listening.

“That’s not really just about polyamory,” he said.

“No.”

Her honesty came easier this morning. Rawer.

“No, it’s not.”

The rain intensified briefly, rattling softly against the roof.

Sally stared past him toward the living room. “When Elijah’s father left,” she said quietly, “I didn’t see it coming.”

James’s expression shifted slightly. Not surprise. Attention.

“I knew we were struggling,” she continued. “But I thought struggling meant we fought harder. Worked harder. Fixed things.”

Her mouth tightened faintly.

“Instead, he was just… gone.”

The room stayed very quiet.

Sally swallowed. “I remember standing in the kitchen afterward trying to understand how somebody could slowly detach from your life without you realizing it.”

James said nothing. Which was exactly right.

“That changes you,” she admitted softly. “You stop trusting stillness. You stop trusting comfort.”

Her eyes lowered.

“And eventually you start trying to manage everything before it can hurt you.”

James leaned back slightly in his chair. “There it is.”

She looked up.

“That need for control,” he said calmly. “You think it protects you.”

“It does protect me.”

“It also exhausts you.”

That landed immediately.

Sally looked away first.

James took another sip of coffee before continuing. “You know what I think scares you most?”

Her brow lifted slightly.

“I think you’re terrified of being blindsided emotionally again.”

The accuracy of it made her chest tighten.

She gave a quiet laugh under her breath. “That obvious?”

“To me? Yes.”

There was no judgment in it. Only steadiness.

James rested his forearms on the table. “So when we started talking about other people yesterday, your brain didn’t hear curiosity.”

Sally looked at him carefully.

“It heard risk,” he said.

Her throat tightened.

“It heard instability. Competition. The possibility that something safe might suddenly stop being safe.”

She nodded once. Very small.

James continued gently. “And because you’re intelligent, your mind immediately started gathering evidence to support the fear.”

“You make me sound insane.”

“No,” he said quietly. “I’m saying your nervous system is trying to protect you.”

The words hit harder than she expected.

Because deep down, she had spent years criticizing herself for exactly this.

The overthinking. The anticipation. The inability to fully relax when something mattered too much.

James watched the realization move across her face.

“Strong women do this all the time,” he said. “Especially women who’ve spent years surviving disappointment.”

Sally blinked slowly.

“You become highly competent because competence feels safer than dependence.”

That one nearly stole the air from her lungs.

She looked down at her hands.

“Jesus.”

James’s mouth curved faintly. “Hit close?”

“A little too close.”

Rainwater rolled slowly down the glass beside them.

Sally leaned back in the chair and rubbed one hand across her forehead. “I hate feeling emotionally irrational.”

“You aren’t irrational.”

“It feels irrational.”

James tilted his head slightly. “Tell me something. When you start spiraling emotionally, what’s the first thing you usually feel?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Fear? Anger? Shame? Jealousy? What comes first?”

Sally thought about it. Really thought.

Then her expression slowly changed.

“Shame,” she admitted.

James nodded immediately like he’d expected that answer.

“Because I know I’m reacting emotionally before I even understand why.”

Her voice lowered. “And then I get embarrassed for needing reassurance.”

James studied her carefully.

“Who taught you reassurance was weakness?”

The question hit so directly she actually blinked.

“I…”

She stopped.

Because she didn’t have an answer. Not a clean one.

Maybe her parents. Maybe her marriage. Maybe years spent being the capable one.

Maybe all of it.

James softened slightly when he saw the confusion cross her face.

“Sally,” he said quietly, “there’s nothing weak about wanting to feel secure with someone you love.”

The word love settled into the room gently. Neither of them acknowledged it directly. But both felt it.

Her eyes lifted toward him again.

“You really think jealousy can just be fear?” she asked.

“Often.”

He folded his hands loosely together. “Not always. Sometimes people use jealousy manipulatively. Sometimes they use it for control. But a lot of the time?”

His gaze held hers steadily.

“It’s grief. Fear. Attachment. The terror of losing emotional safety.”

Sally sat very still.

James continued. “And people who fear losing connection often start trying to control outcomes.”

Her chest tightened.

“Not because they’re evil,” he said. “Because they’re scared.”

The simplicity of that nearly undid her.

For years she had judged herself harshly anytime insecurity surfaced. As if vulnerability itself were proof of failure.

But James wasn’t looking at her like she was broken.

He was looking at her like she was understandable.

And somehow that felt far more dangerous.

Because understanding lowered defenses.

“Can I ask you something?” she said softly.

“Always.”

Sally hesitated.

“What if I never fully stop feeling that fear?”

James didn’t answer immediately.

Outside, thunder rolled somewhere far off beyond the hills.

Finally he said: “Then we stop trying to eliminate it.”

Her brow furrowed.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

He leaned forward slightly. “I don’t think emotionally healthy people become fearless. I think they become honest.”

That landed hard.

James’s voice stayed calm. “You don’t beat fear by pretending not to feel it. You beat it by learning not to let it drive the bus.”

Sally stared at him.

“And that takes trust,” he continued. “Not perfection.”

The room went quiet again.

Sally looked out at the rain. At the softened pasture. At the slow movement of the world beyond the windows.

Then finally: “What if I disappoint you?”

James frowned slightly.

“How?”

“What if I’m not as open as I want to be? What if I think I can handle something emotionally and then I can’t?”

His expression softened almost immediately.

“Sally,” he said gently, “that’s not failure. That’s information.”

She blinked.

“You’re treating emotional reactions like moral weaknesses.”

A long silence followed.

Because he was right. Again.

She had spent years believing strength meant emotional self-sufficiency. That needing reassurance made her weak. That insecurity made her immature.

But sitting here now, she was beginning to understand something uncomfortable.

Maybe control had never actually made her feel safe.

Maybe it had only made her feel temporarily protected.

James stood slowly and crossed toward her.

When he reached her chair, he rested one hand lightly against the side of her neck. Warm. Grounding.

“You know what I see when you get scared?” he asked softly.

Sally shook her head.

“A woman trying very hard not to be abandoned again.”

Her eyes burned instantly.

Not because the words hurt.

Because they felt true.

James bent and kissed her forehead. Slow. Deliberate.

“And that woman deserves compassion,” he murmured. “Not shame.”

Sally closed her eyes.

Outside, the rain kept falling. Steady. Patient. Like something cleansing the earth one layer at a time.

And for the first time in a very long while, Sally allowed herself to wonder if maybe healing worked the same way.

The rain finally slowed sometime near noon.

Not fully stopping. Just easing into a soft steady drizzle that blurred the hills beyond the pasture into watercolor shades of green and gray.

Sally stood beside the stove while James split potatoes at the counter behind her. The rhythm of the knife against the cutting board was slow. Methodical. Familiar.

Normally that kind of quiet settled her.

Today her mind kept drifting.

Not toward fear exactly. Toward imagination.

And somehow that felt more dangerous.

James had a way of opening doors inside her simply by speaking calmly about things she had spent years avoiding.

Another submissive. Another woman. Witnessing. Exposure.

The ideas had lodged themselves beneath her skin now.

Not fantasy exactly. Not dread either.

Something stranger.

Curiosity tangled tightly together with fear.

James glanced up briefly. “You disappeared again.”

Sally leaned against the counter and folded her arms lightly. “Still thinking.”

“That can be hazardous.”

A reluctant smile touched her mouth.

“You make this sound very easy,” she said quietly.

James slid the potatoes into the skillet before answering. “I didn’t say easy.”

“No, but you make it sound… manageable.”

He looked at her then. Really looked.

“Most emotional things become manageable once they stop hiding in the dark.”

That landed harder than she expected.

Sally stared down at the grain of the countertop.

“That sounds nice in theory.”

“It’s ugly in practice sometimes.”

She looked up.

James wiped his hands slowly on a towel. “You know what destroys most relationships?”

“What?”

“Unspoken fear.”

The simplicity of the answer caught her off guard.

He continued calmly. “People think jealousy destroys relationships. Or sex. Or incompatibility.” He shook his head slightly. “Usually, it’s fear people refuse to admit out loud.”

Sally was quiet.

James leaned back against the counter. “If somebody says, ‘I’m scared you’ll leave me,’ you can work with that.”

His eyes held hers steadily.

“But if they bury it?”

He spread his hands slightly.

“Then it starts leaking out sideways.”

Her stomach tightened. Because she immediately recognized herself in that.

Withdrawal. Defensiveness. Control. Silence.

James saw the realization happen.

“You’ve done that before,” he said gently.

She gave a small laugh under her breath. “A few times.”

“More than a few.”

That earned him a look.

His mouth twitched faintly. “I’m not criticizing you.”

“I know.”

And she did. That was the problem.

There was nowhere to brace against him when he stayed calm like this.

James moved toward her slowly. Not dominant. Not forceful. Just present.

“When you feel emotionally unsafe,” he said softly, “your instinct is to regain control of the environment.”

Sally looked away.

“You become sharper. More analytical. More guarded.”

“That’s called being intelligent.”

“No,” James said gently. “That’s called survival adaptation.”

The words settled heavily between them.

He stepped closer. “And survival adaptations aren’t bad.”

Sally folded her arms tighter unconsciously.

“But they can become prisons if you never put them down.”

That one hurt.

Because part of her already knew it was true.

She had spent years being composed. Measured. Untouchable.

Even in relationships.

Especially in relationships.

James reached out slowly and uncrossed her arms himself. Not forcefully. Just enough.

“You know what I noticed yesterday?” he asked.

Her pulse skipped slightly. “What?”

“You only became afraid when the conversation stopped being theoretical.”

Sally frowned.

James continued. “When it was abstract, you were curious. Open. Interested.”

His thumb brushed lightly against the inside of her wrist.

“But the second you emotionally pictured another woman receiving attention from me…”

Her chest tightened immediately.

“There it is,” James murmured quietly.

She hated how quickly her body reacted.

Heat. Tension. A sharp painful ache low in her stomach.

James watched her carefully.

“Talk to me.”

Sally exhaled unevenly. “It feels threatening.”

“Why?”

“Because attention matters.”

The answer came instantly. Without thought.

James nodded slowly. “Yes.”

Something about him agreeing instead of dismissing her made emotion climb unexpectedly into her throat.

“Attention is attachment,” he said. “Especially for women who love deeply.”

Her eyes lifted toward his.

“When someone you love focuses intensely on another person,” he continued, “your nervous system notices. Immediately.”

Sally swallowed hard.

“And if there’s unresolved fear underneath?”

His fingers slid slowly through hers.

“It interprets that attention as danger.”

God.

The accuracy of it made her feel transparent.

She leaned back against the counter behind her. “I hate that.”

“What?”

“That my emotions can hijack me that fast.”

James studied her for a long moment.

Then: “I don’t think your emotions are the problem.”

Her brow furrowed.

“I think shame is.”

That stopped her cold.

He stepped even closer now. Close enough that she could smell cedar and coffee on his skin.

“You feel fear,” he said softly. “Then immediately shame yourself for feeling it.”

Her throat tightened.

“So instead of simply saying, ‘I’m scared,’ you start fighting the fear itself.”

Sally stared at him.

“And that creates panic.”

The room went very still.

Because he was right. Again.

She thought back through years of relationships. Years of trying to appear composed. Unaffected. Confident.

Even when she was unraveling internally.

James brushed his knuckles gently along her jaw. “What do you think would happen if you stopped treating emotional fear like weakness?”

Sally let out a quiet breath. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.”

Her eyes closed briefly.

Because part of her did know.

If she stopped fighting so hard to appear unaffected… She would have to let herself be seen.

Completely.

And that was terrifying.

James tilted her chin upward gently.

“Sally.”

She opened her eyes.

“I’m going to tell you something important.”

His voice had changed slightly. Deeper now. More intentional.

“The women who struggle most with jealousy are often the women who love the hardest.”

Emotion struck her immediately.

“Because attachment matters deeply to them,” he continued. “Connection matters deeply. They don’t detach easily. They bond.”

Her eyes burned.

“And when they sense possible instability in that bond?”

His thumb brushed beneath her eye.

“They panic.”

A tear slipped free before she could stop it.

Not dramatic. Just honest.

James kissed her forehead softly.

“You are not difficult for feeling deeply.”

The words broke something open in her chest.

For years she had associated emotional intensity with failure. Neediness. Weakness.

But James looked at it differently.

To him, depth itself wasn’t the problem. Fear and silence were.

Sally rested her forehead briefly against his chest.

“I don’t know how to do this perfectly,” she admitted.

James gave a low quiet sound.

“Good.”

She looked up at him.

“I don’t want perfect,” he said softly. “I want honest.”

The rain continued softly beyond the windows. The house warm around them. The world narrowed to breath and closeness and difficult truths finally being spoken aloud.

And somewhere deep inside herself, Sally began realizing something that frightened her almost as much as jealousy itself.

Part of her did want to explore these things.

Not because she wanted less from James.

But because she wanted to understand why being fully chosen mattered so desperately to her in the first place.


Chapter 6

When Fantasy Becomes Real


Three weeks later, Sally found herself standing in front of her closet for nearly twenty minutes.

Which was ridiculous.

She knew it.

And yet her fingers kept moving past one blouse after another while her stomach twisted tighter with every passing minute.

Behind her, James leaned against the bedroom doorway with his arms folded loosely across his chest.

Watching.

Not impatient. Just observant.

“You’ve changed outfits three times,” he said mildly.

“I have not.”

His brow lifted.

Sally sighed. “Fine. Twice.”

“Mm.”

That quiet sound told her he wasn’t buying it.

Outside, evening had already started settling over the ranch. The sky glowed deep orange behind the trees, and somewhere down the hall Zip barked once before settling again.

The gathering was less than an hour away.

Private. Small. Curated carefully.

Not a party. Not really.

A handful of people James knew from Nashville and Austin. Couples. A few submissives. One older Dom James respected enough to actually listen to.

No public scenes. No pressure. No expectations.

Just conversation. Observation. Presence.

That had been the agreement.

Still, Sally’s nerves felt electric.

James crossed the room slowly until he stood behind her at the mirror.

“You can still say no.”

Her eyes met his reflection. “I know.”

And she did know. That was part of what made this difficult.

Nothing about this was coercive. No pressure. No manipulation.

The fear was entirely her own.

James rested his hands lightly against her hips. “What’s happening?” he asked quietly.

Sally exhaled. “I feel…”

She searched for the word.

“Exposed.”

James nodded immediately.

“Because these aren’t theoretical people anymore.”

There it was. Exactly.

Until now, everything had existed safely inside conversation. Fantasy. Abstraction.

But tonight there would be actual faces. Actual women. Actual dynamics.

And some hidden part of her nervous system had apparently decided that made everything real.

“You don’t have to prove anything tonight,” James said.

Sally gave a quiet laugh. “That’s easy for you to say.”

“No,” he replied calmly. “It isn’t.”

She turned slightly toward him.

James’s expression had shifted into something more thoughtful now.

“You think I don’t notice when women look at me?” he asked.

The honesty of the question startled her.

“I…”

“You think this is only emotionally difficult for submissives?”

Sally blinked.

James continued quietly. “There’s pressure on me too.”

That caught her completely off guard.

“What kind of pressure?”

He leaned one shoulder lightly against the dresser.

“To lead well. To read people correctly. To make sure nobody gets emotionally harmed because they confused intensity for intimacy.”

His gaze held hers steadily.

“And to make damn sure I never make you feel abandoned while exploring any of this.”

Emotion moved through her so suddenly it almost hurt.

Because she had been so trapped inside her own fear she hadn’t considered the emotional responsibility he carried.

James reached up and adjusted the collar of her dark green blouse gently.

“You know why most people fail at this?” he asked.

Sally shook her head.

“Because they chase novelty before building security.”

That landed heavily.

“They think openness means absence of jealousy,” he continued. “But emotionally mature people still feel jealousy. They just don’t weaponize it.”

Sally looked down.

“And they don’t hide from it either.”

Silence settled softly between them.

Finally she admitted: “I’m afraid I’ll compare myself.”

James nodded.

“Of course you are.”

“No, I mean really compare myself.”

Her voice tightened slightly.

“Younger women. More experienced women. Women who already know how to exist in these spaces.”

James studied her carefully.

“And what if you do?”

She frowned.

“That’s not exactly comforting.”

“No,” he said calmly. “It’s honest.”

He stepped closer again.

“Sally, comparison is automatic. Human beings do it constantly.”

His fingers slid slowly through hers.

“The goal isn’t to never feel insecure.”

His voice softened.

“The goal is to stop letting insecurity define reality.”

Something about that settled into her differently.

Less like reassurance. More like truth.

James brushed his thumb slowly across her knuckles.

“You know what I think is going to happen tonight?”

“What?”

“I think you’re going to realize everybody in those rooms is carrying something.”

She frowned slightly.

“What do you mean?”

“Insecurity. Fear. Longing. Shame. Curiosity. All of it.”

His mouth curved faintly.

“The people who pretend otherwise are usually the least emotionally stable.”

That earned a reluctant smile from her.

James tilted his head slightly.

“And I think,” he continued, “you’re going to notice something else.”

Sally waited.

“You’re not actually threatened by other women.”

Her brow furrowed.

“Yes, I am.”

“No.” His voice stayed calm. “You’re threatened by what their presence makes you feel about yourself.”

That struck deep enough she went completely still.

Because underneath all the fear of other women… There it was.

The real wound.

Not: What if he likes her?

But: What if I stop being enough?

James saw the realization hit.

And immediately stepped closer.

“One woman’s beauty does not erase yours,” he said quietly.

Sally swallowed hard.

“One person receiving attention does not mean another person loses value.”

Her eyes burned unexpectedly.

“You say that like it’s obvious.”

“It becomes obvious once people stop treating love like it is finite. When a mother has a child, she loves that child with all of her heart, but when she has another child, it doesn’t mean that she must love the first child less. Love is not a finite commodity, it is infinite. That mother can love all her children and even though they all hold different places in her heart, she loves them all.”

The words settled heavily between them.

Scarcity.

That was exactly what fear felt like.

Like affection could run out. Like attention could be stolen. Like devotion could suddenly shift away without warning.

James touched her jaw lightly.

“But tonight isn’t about testing you,” he said softly. “And it’s not about replacing anything.”

His eyes held hers steadily.

“It’s about learning what happens inside you when the fantasy becomes real.”

Sally’s pulse quickened instantly.

Because he was right.

That was exactly what tonight represented.

Not sex. Not performance.

Exposure.

Emotional exposure.

James leaned down and kissed her forehead slowly.

“And if at any point you want to leave,” he murmured, “we leave.”

No hesitation. No negotiation.

The certainty of it loosened something tight in her chest.

She looked at herself once more in the mirror.

Not younger. Not fearless. Not perfectly secure.

But honest.

Maybe for the first time in years.

Finally she drew a slow breath.

“Okay,” she whispered.

James’s hand settled against the small of her back. Warm. Steady. Grounding.

“Okay,” he agreed.

And together, they walked toward the part of themselves neither of them could fully understand from conversation alone.

The lodge sat nearly forty minutes outside Nashville, tucked deep into a stretch of wooded hills where the roads narrowed and the cell signal weakened into silence. It wasn’t advertised publicly. No signs. No event banners. Just a long gravel drive winding through cedar and pine before finally opening into a broad clearing lit by low amber lanterns.

Sally slowed as they pulled in.

The building itself looked more like an upscale retreat center than anything illicit. Heavy timber beams. Wide stone foundation. Large glass windows glowing warmly against the darkening evening. Rain from earlier still clung to the trees, and the wet earth carried that deep mineral scent that always came after a storm.

Several vehicles were already parked outside.

Nothing flashy.

A black Range Rover.
Two trucks.
A silver Audi.
An older Lexus.

Normal.

That unsettled her more somehow.

James cut the engine but didn’t immediately move.

The silence inside the truck thickened around them.

Sally stared through the windshield toward the lodge entrance where soft light spilled across the gravel.

“No masks,” she murmured quietly.

James glanced toward her.

“What?”

“I think part of me expected…” She exhaled softly. “Something theatrical.”

His mouth twitched faintly.

“Most emotionally mature people don’t need costumes to feel powerful.”

That line stayed with her.

Because he was right.

Nothing about this place felt performative.
If anything, it felt intentionally neutral.

Equal ground.

Nobody’s home.
Nobody controlling the environment through ownership.
Nobody hosting from a position of social leverage.

Just space.

Curated space.

James rested one hand lightly on her thigh.

“Nervous?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

She looked at him sharply.

His expression remained calm.

“Nervous means your mind understands this matters.”

The lodge doors opened briefly as a couple stepped inside laughing softly together. The woman touched the man’s arm as they disappeared into the warm light.

Normal again.

Not what Sally had expected.

No exaggerated sexuality.
No dramatic posturing.
No visible performance.

Just people.

And somehow that reality made her pulse throb harder.

Because fantasy had distance.

Reality had faces.


Chapter 7

When Fantasy Becomes Flesh


James stepped out first, then circled the truck and opened her door before she could reach for it herself.

The gesture was small.
Steady.
Grounding.

Cold evening air slid across her skin as she stepped out beside him.

She had chosen dark jeans, boots, and the green blouse James liked—the one that made her eyes look deeper in low light. Simple silver earrings. Hair down instead of pinned up.

Not armor exactly.

But close enough that she could still breathe.

James reached for her hand naturally as they started toward the entrance.

Not possessive.
Not performative.

Connected.

The closer they got, the more Sally noticed details.

Soft instrumental music drifting faintly from inside.
The smell of cedar smoke from somewhere nearby.
Muted conversation.
Low laughter.

Human warmth.

The lodge doors opened before they reached them.

A tall gray-haired man in dark jeans and a charcoal sweater offered James a familiar smile.

“About time you got here.”

James shook his hand firmly. “Traffic coming out of Franklin was worse than expected.”

The older man’s eyes shifted warmly toward Sally.

“You must be Sally.”

There was no hunger in the look.
No invasive curiosity.

Just recognition.

Professional calm.

Sally relaxed almost imperceptibly.

“This is Marcus,” James said. “He organizes these gatherings.”

Marcus offered her an easy nod. “Glad you came.”

“Thank you for having us.”

“No hosts tonight,” Marcus replied smoothly. “That’s the point.”

Something about that answer immediately told her James had chosen this place carefully.

Marcus stepped aside and motioned them inward.

The interior of the lodge opened into a massive timber-framed common hall with vaulted ceilings and warm golden lighting. Stone fireplaces flickered at opposite ends of the room, and clusters of leather chairs and low couches created smaller conversational spaces throughout the lodge.

There were maybe fifteen people total.

Far fewer than Sally expected.

A few couples stood near the fireplace talking quietly over drinks. Two women sat cross-legged together on a large sofa laughing softly about something. Near the far wall, a dark-haired man poured wine while listening to a blonde woman speak with animated hands.

Nobody looked shocked to see them.
Nobody stared.

But Sally still felt it immediately.

Awareness.

Observation.

Not sexual exactly.

Attentive.

Like entering a room full of people trained to notice emotional energy.

James’s thumb brushed once against the back of her hand.

“You okay?”

She nodded automatically.

Then caught herself.

“Maybe.”

His mouth softened slightly.

“Better answer.”

Marcus gestured toward a side table lined with glasses, coffee, bourbon, and small catered plates.

“Food’s open. Conversations stay casual tonight. No expectations beyond honesty and respect.”

Again:
not performance.

Structure.

Sally slowly took another breath.

And somewhere beneath the anxiety, beneath the fear, beneath the old instinct to control every emotional variable in the room—

curiosity stirred.

Because for the first time, she realized something important.

These people did not seem reckless.

If anything…

they seemed intentional.

The two women on the couch continued talking quietly for several minutes, their laughter low and relaxed beneath the hum of conversation drifting through the lodge.

Then something shifted.

Not abruptly.
Not theatrically.

One of the women—tall, dark-haired, composed in that particular way confidence sometimes looked effortless—stood slowly and extended her hand.

The other woman looked up at her.

Smiled softly.

And took it.

Sally felt the entire room notice without anyone openly staring.

The brunette led her barefoot across the wide timber floor toward the far corner of the lodge where an old St. Andrew’s cross stood against the stone wall. It wasn’t hidden, but it wasn’t displayed like spectacle either. The dark wood looked polished from years of careful use, heavy iron cuffs hanging quietly from each restraint point.

The atmosphere in the room changed subtly as they approached it.

Conversation softened.
Not stopped.
Just lowered.

Respectfully attentive.

Sally realized immediately that nobody here treated scenes like performances.

There was an intimacy to the silence.
A kind of collective understanding.

The dark-haired woman turned toward her partner and touched her cheek gently first.

Checking in.

The other woman nodded once.

Only then did the undressing begin.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

Not rushed.
Not aggressive.

Piece by piece, the brunette removed the other woman’s clothing with careful hands, folding each item neatly onto a nearby chair instead of dropping them carelessly to the floor.

The vulnerability of it hit Sally harder than nudity itself.

The trust.

The stillness.

The woman being undressed wasn’t performing submission.
She was allowing herself to be seen inside it.

James’s hand tightened subtly against Sally’s lower back beside her.

Grounding.

The brunette reached toward a nearby shelf and picked up a soft black blindfold.

Again she paused.

Again the other woman nodded.

Only then did she tie it carefully over her eyes.

Sally watched the submissive’s breathing change immediately after the blindfold settled into place. Slower. Deeper. Her entire body seemed to soften as visual control disappeared.

Then came the restraints.

She turned her to face the cross…

First her wrists lifted above her head one at a time, leather cuffs buckled with slow deliberate precision.
Then her ankles—spread carefully and secured low against the cross.
No force.
No struggle.

Only surrender offered willingly, piece by piece.

The room remained hushed around them.

Not uncomfortable.

Reverent.

The brunette stepped back once the restraints were secured and simply looked at the woman for a long moment.

Studying her.

Admiring her.

Sally felt something strange move through her chest watching that look.

Not lust.

Recognition.

The emotional nakedness of it unsettled her more than the restraints ever could.

The brunette finally reached toward another shelf and picked up a soft suede flogger.

The first touch wasn’t harsh.

Barely more than a whisper.

The strands brushed lightly against the submissive’s calves, then drifted slowly upward along the backs of her thighs in smooth measured strokes.

The blindfolded woman exhaled shakily.

Sally realized she was holding her own breath.

Again the flogger moved.
Slow.
Controlled.
Sensual rather than punishing.

The brunette worked upward gradually across her partner’s body with practiced calm, pausing often between strokes to touch her skin gently with her free hand.

Connection before impact.

Attention before intensity.

Nothing about it felt violent.

If anything, it looked deeply intimate.

Like trust made visible.

Around the lodge, nobody interrupted.
Nobody mocked.
Nobody treated it casually.

People simply watched with quiet respect, understanding they were witnessing something emotionally vulnerable rather than merely erotic.

Beside her, James leaned slightly closer.

“Notice her breathing,” he murmured softly near Sally’s ear.

Sally swallowed.

The submissive’s entire body had changed.

The tension she’d carried initially was gone now, replaced by a visible softness that almost looked like relief.

“She’s letting go,” Sally whispered before she could stop herself.

James’s thumb brushed slowly across the small of her back.

“Yes,” he said quietly.

And somehow that single word carried far more weight than the scene itself.

The brunette eventually lowered the flogger and set it carefully back onto the shelf beside the cross.

The room stayed quiet.

Not tense.
Attentive.

The submissive remained restrained for another moment, chest rising and falling unevenly beneath the blindfold. Without the steady rhythm of sensation against her skin anymore, her uncertainty became visible almost immediately.

Small shifts of her hips.
A slight pull against the cuffs.
Tiny movements searching for information.

Sally felt it instantly.

Anticipation.

The vulnerable discomfort of not knowing what came next.

Beside her, James remained still, but she felt the subtle awareness in him sharpen.

The brunette stepped close again.

No rush.
No dramatic flourish.

She simply placed one steady hand against the blindfolded woman’s throat first—not gripping, just resting there gently enough to ground her.

The submissive visibly softened beneath the touch.

Then slowly, almost reverently, the brunette let her hand travel downward.

Along the curve of her shoulder.
Down the center of her back.
Across the small of her spine.

The room felt impossibly still now.

Sally realized everyone was watching the same thing:
not control—

trust.

The woman at the cross trembled faintly when the hand drifted lower, brushing across the curve of her hips before sliding softly over her backside.

Blindfolded.
Restrained.
Unable to predict what would happen next.

And yet visibly yielding to it.

The brunette leaned close then, her mouth near the submissive’s ear.

Whatever she whispered was too soft for the room to hear.

But the effect was immediate.

The blindfolded woman inhaled sharply.

Her body reacted before her mind seemed able to catch up—hips shifting instinctively, breath catching, knees weakening slightly against the restraints.

Sally’s pulse quickened.

Not because of the eroticism.

Because of the intimacy.

The brunette’s hand moved slowly between the woman’s thighs, deliberate and calm, while the submissive’s entire body began responding in waves—small helpless movements, soft sounds escaping her as anticipation overtook composure.

And suddenly Sally understood something important:

The orgasm wasn’t coming from physical sensation alone.

It was trust.
Exposure.
Surrender.
The emotional intensity of being fully known in that moment.

The brunette whispered something else.

The submissive broke.

Her body arched sharply against the restraints as the orgasm tore through her, sudden and overwhelming. A raw cry escaped her throat before she sagged trembling against the cross, breathing hard beneath the blindfold.

The brunette finally reached for the restraints.

One by one, she unfastened them slowly.

First the ankles.
Then the wrists.

The blindfold remained in place the entire time.

The submissive stood motionless after the final cuff released, breathing unevenly, her body still carrying the visible aftershocks of the orgasm. Without the restraints holding her upright anymore, there was something almost unbearably vulnerable in the way she remained still—waiting for guidance instead of immediately reclaiming herself.

The brunette stepped close.

Careful.
Intentional.

She lifted both hands and untied the blindfold slowly from behind the woman’s head.

The submissive blinked softly as her vision returned, eyes adjusting to the warm light of the lodge and the quiet attention of the room around her.

For a long moment, neither woman moved.

They simply stood there face to face.

Close enough to breathe the same air.

The brunette said something quietly—too soft for anyone else to hear.

The submissive’s expression changed instantly.

Not embarrassment.
Not humiliation.

Peace.

She nodded once.
Smiled faintly.
Then lowered her eyes.

Sally felt her chest tighten unexpectedly at the sight.

Because there was no coercion in it.

Only choice.

The brunette slipped one hand casually into the pocket of her jacket and withdrew a simple dark leather collar attached to a slender leash.

Again she paused.

Again the submissive lifted her chin in silent acceptance.

The brunette stepped forward and carefully fastened the collar around her neck with slow practiced hands.

Not ownership as spectacle.

Ritual.

Recognition.

Once it was secured, she slipped two fingers gently beneath the submissive’s chin and lifted her gaze.

The room had gone almost completely silent now.

Sally realized everyone was watching not because the act itself was shocking—

but because intimacy that honest was rare.

The brunette looked directly into the submissive’s eyes.

Then quietly said:

“Kneel for me.”

The woman lowered immediately.

Gracefully.
Without hesitation.

The movement itself carried an emotional weight Sally hadn’t expected.

Not weakness.

Devotion.

The brunette gathered the leash loosely into her hand.

“Crawl.”

Again the submissive obeyed.

Slowly crossing the timber floor on her hands and knees beside her mistress with quiet composure while the leash remained slack between them—not dragging, not forcing.

Guiding.

The brunette returned to the couch and sat down calmly, crossing one leg over the other while the submissive settled immediately beside her, then gently lowered her head into her mistress’s lap.

And there—

finally—

the entire energy of the room softened.

Because what had begun as tension and exposure had ended somewhere deeply human:

comfort.
Trust.
Belonging.

The brunette stroked slowly through the submissive’s hair while conversations throughout the lodge gradually resumed around them in low respectful voices.

Beside her, Sally remained completely still.

James leaned slightly closer.

“What are you feeling?” he asked quietly.

Sally swallowed.

“I thought this would feel degrading,” she admitted softly.

James watched her carefully.

“And?”

Her eyes remained fixed on the couple across the room.

“It doesn’t.”

That realization unsettled her more than anything else had all night.


Chapter 8

New Territory


The lodge had relaxed again after the scene ended.

Conversation returned in slow waves around the room, low and warm beneath the crackling fireplaces. Someone near the bar laughed softly. Glasses clinked. Rain whispered faintly against the high windows while the atmosphere settled into something almost intimate—not strangers performing for one another, but people existing honestly inside shared understanding.

Sally still felt emotionally exposed.

The scene she’d witnessed continued echoing somewhere deep inside her chest, not because of the restraints or the commands, but because of the tenderness woven through all of it.

The care.

The trust.

The deliberate attention.

James remained beside her near one of the leather couches, one hand resting loosely against the small of her back while they quietly observed the room around them.

“You’re thinking hard again,” he murmured.

Sally exhaled softly. “I didn’t expect any of this to feel so… normal.”

James’s mouth curved faintly. “Healthy dynamics usually do.”

Before she could answer, a warm voice interrupted gently beside them.

“I was wondering when I’d get the chance to say hello.”

They both turned.

The woman standing there looked somewhere in her late fifties, maybe early sixties, silver-blonde hair falling softly around her shoulders. She carried herself with the kind of calm confidence Sally was beginning to recognize tonight—not performative, not loud, just deeply comfortable in her own skin.

“Stella,” the woman said warmly, extending her hand first toward Sally. “Marcus and I have been friends for years.”

Sally shook her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“You too, sweetheart.”

Only then did Stella glance toward James and offer him the same courtesy.

James shook her hand politely. “James.”

“I know,” Stella said with an amused smile. “Marcus pointed you two out earlier.”

Sally felt herself tense slightly at that before Stella immediately redirected her attention back toward her.

“You doing alright tonight?” Stella asked gently.

The question was sincere.

Not invasive.

Sally nodded slowly. “I think so.”

“That usually means somebody’s having a lot of feelings,” Stella said knowingly.

All three of them laughed softly.

Stella settled comfortably into the chair across from them without imposing herself, crossing one leg over the other as she studied Sally carefully.

“So,” she asked, “what kinds of things are you into?”

The directness of the question made Sally blink.

Not because it felt inappropriate.

Oddly, it didn’t.

Just honest.

Sally glanced briefly toward James before answering.

“Well…” She smiled awkwardly. “I’m honestly not really sure yet.”

“That’s a perfectly respectable answer.”

“We’ve played some,” Sally continued carefully. “But it’s been a while since I’ve explored any of this seriously.”

Stella nodded encouragingly.

“I know I like being guided by James,” Sally admitted. “And I enjoy watching.” She hesitated, searching for the right word. “It’s very provocative.”

Stella’s expression softened with immediate understanding.

“Oh, watching is powerful,” she said calmly. “Especially for emotionally intuitive people.”

Then she glanced toward James.

“I want to be polite,” she said dryly, “but I don’t really have to ask what you like. I know how men are.”

James barked out a quiet laugh.

“Well,” he replied evenly, “I’m normal.”

Stella pointed lightly toward him. “Well, that answers a lot of questions.”

All three of them laughed again, and Sally felt some of the tightness inside her chest finally loosen.

There was no tension here.

No performance.

Just adults speaking honestly.

Wanting to return the openness, Sally tilted her head slightly.

“What about you?” she asked Stella. “What are you into?”

Stella smiled slowly at that.

“Well,” she said, “my partner’s older now. Health stuff mostly. He can’t really have sex the way we used to.”

There was no embarrassment in her tone.

Only acceptance.

“But he still enjoys making sure I have fun,” she continued warmly. “And honestly? He enjoys watching me have fun.”

Sally listened carefully.

“With women and men?” she asked gently.

“Oh yes,” Stella said with a laugh. “At this point in life, I’m not terribly picky about beauty.”

That earned another round of laughter.

Then Stella shrugged lightly.

“I suppose it sounds a little slutty when I say it out loud.”

The word startled Sally—not because Stella used it cruelly, but because she used it without shame.

“But I’m not going to lie,” Stella continued comfortably. “I absolutely love women.”

Something about the honesty in her voice made Sally lean in slightly without realizing it.

“Can I ask you something personal?” Sally asked carefully.

Stella smiled warmly. “At my age, sweetheart, almost nothing embarrasses me anymore.”

That earned a soft laugh from both Sally and James.

Sally hesitated briefly before continuing.

“I’ve played with women before,” she admitted carefully. “Mostly under James’s guidance. Situationally, I guess.”

James stayed silent beside her, letting the conversation belong entirely to the two women.

“And I enjoyed it,” Sally continued. “Very much. But I’ve never really thought of myself as bisexual.”

Stella nodded calmly, unsurprised.

“I think I’m trying to understand what women actually feel emotionally inside these dynamics,” Sally said. “How they reconcile it within themselves.”

The older woman’s expression softened immediately.

“That’s actually a very thoughtful question.”

Sally relaxed slightly at not being judged.

“You know,” Stella said, “it’s been years since the first time I was with a woman. Long enough now that I honestly hadn’t thought about the beginning of it in a very long time.”

Her eyes drifted thoughtfully toward the fireplace.

“But for me?” She smiled faintly. “Beautiful people are beautiful people.”

Something about the simplicity of that struck Sally deeply.

“The older I got,” Stella continued, “the less interested I became in categories. What matters to me now are people I feel emotionally drawn toward. People I want to care for. People I want to do things for.”

Sally listened intently.

“It’s not really about checking boxes anymore,” Stella said. “Male. Female. Bisexual. Straight. Those words matter for some people, and that’s perfectly fine.”

Her mouth curved softly.

“But for me, connection became more important than labels.”

She paused thoughtfully before continuing.

“I will admit, though, there’s something about a deeply masculine man that draws me in. That grounded, territorial energy. The confidence. The protectiveness. The intensity.” She smiled faintly over the rim of her wine glass. “In my personal experience, I just haven’t encountered that same kind of passion very often with the bisexual men I’ve known. That’s only my experience, of course—not a judgment. Just chemistry.”

James watched quietly while Sally absorbed every word.

“And honestly?” Stella laughed softly. “I’m very picky about who I involve myself with.”

“You don’t sound very picky,” Sally teased gently.

“Oh, emotionally I’m ruthless,” Stella replied with a grin.

James chuckled softly beside her.

“For safety reasons obviously,” Stella continued, “but honestly the emotional reasons matter even more now.”

Sally frowned gently. “How so?”

Stella exhaled slowly through her nose.

“The absolute worst experiences I’ve ever had weren’t bad scenes or awkward sex.” Her expression softened sadly. “It was the rare few times I became involved with couples who weren’t actually stable together.”

That quiet honesty settled heavily between them.

“And afterward,” Stella continued quietly, “you realize you may have contributed to emotional damage they were already carrying.”

Sally’s chest tightened unexpectedly.

“That sounds awful.”

“It’s heart-wrenching,” Stella admitted immediately. “Because emotionally healthy people don’t want to become the thing that hurts someone else.”

The fire cracked softly nearby.

Stella shook her head once.

“That’s just too much drama for me.”

Sally found herself nodding before she even realized it.

Because suddenly she understood something important:

Healthy people inside these dynamics were not chasing chaos.

They were avoiding it carefully.

“The best long-term connections I’ve had,” Stella continued, “have always been with people who were confident in themselves.”

Her eyes drifted meaningfully toward Sally.

“Not perfect physically,” she clarified. “That’s not what I mean.”

Sally remained very still.

“I mean people who understood they brought more to the table than just their bodies.”

That landed somewhere deep.

Especially after everything Sally had struggled with emotionally these past weeks.

Stella smiled warmly then, almost amused by the thought.

“It’s funny really,” she said. “I’ve seen it happen before.”

“What?” Sally asked quietly.

“When people start seeing themselves as whole.”

The word lingered.

Whole.

“When they stop viewing themselves as only physical entities,” Stella continued softly. “When they realize they’re the complete package—their intelligence, their kindness, their humor, their emotional depth, their scars, all of it…”

She smiled gently.

“Something changes.”

Sally barely breathed.

“Even their bodies begin changing,” Stella said. “They stand taller. Move differently. Become stronger somehow from the inside outward.”

Silence settled over the little group after that.

Reflective.

Warm.

Honest.

Finally Sally spoke quietly.

“That’s a beautiful way to look at transformation.”

Stella smiled softly.

Sally lowered her eyes briefly before adding:

“I think I’d like to become that whole someday.”

The older woman reached across the space between them and touched Sally’s hand gently.

“You’re already becoming that dear, just by coming here, you are choosing to grow, don’t underestimate that.”

The words hit harder than Sally expected.

Beside her, James remained silent.

But his hand settled quietly against the small of her back again.

Grounding.

Steady.

Present.

And for the first time that evening, Sally realized she no longer felt like she was standing outside this world looking in.

She was beginning to understand how she might belong inside it without losing herself in the process.

The conversation eventually softened back toward lighter things after that.

Stories.

Travel.

Bad first experiences.

Funny misunderstandings inside awkward scenes.

By the end of the night, the emotional tension had dissolved into something easier.

Something warm.

And when Stella finally glanced between them and smiled knowingly before saying:

“I didn’t mean to be overly forward earlier, but the two of you really do seem unusually grounded together.”

Sally no longer felt panic at the possibility hidden beneath the words.

Only curiosity.

James exchanged a brief glance with Sally before answering carefully.

“I think we’re both very honored by that.”

“And cautious enough to move slowly,” Sally added gently.

Stella’s smile widened immediately.

“Good answer.”

James pulled out his phone then.

“Maybe we exchange contact information,” he offered. “And see where friendship takes us.”

“I’d like that very much,” Stella replied.

As the three of them exchanged numbers beneath the warm glow of the lodge lights, Sally realized something surprising.

She wasn’t imagining replacement anymore.

For the first time—

she was imagining expansion.

They stayed until nearly eleven.

Long enough for the lodge to settle fully into itself.

The nervous edge Sally had carried when they first arrived gradually softened as the evening unfolded around her. Conversation ebbed and flowed naturally between the small groups scattered throughout the hall, and James remained steady beside her through all of it—never hovering possessively but never drifting far enough away that she felt untethered either.

That mattered more than she expected.

Every time someone approached them, James subtly included her first.

Every conversation opened through her.

Every interaction reinforced the same quiet truth:

You are not being left behind in this.

The emotional steadiness of that slowly changed the way her body moved through the room.

She relaxed enough to genuinely observe people instead of constantly monitoring herself.

And the people themselves fascinated her.

A younger couple from Memphis talked openly about rebuilding trust after an affair nearly ended their marriage. Another woman—an ER nurse from Knoxville—described submission less as sexuality and more as “finally getting to stop carrying everyone else for a few hours.”

That one stayed with Sally.

Because she understood it immediately.

Several more scenes unfolded quietly throughout the evening.

Not loud.

Not performative.

Intentional.

At one point, a tall athletic man submitted to a woman nearly a decade older than him. The dynamic between them was calm and affectionate, the woman controlling the interaction with patient confidence while he yielded openly beneath her direction.

Sally found it interesting.

Emotionally revealing.

But it didn’t stir her the same way the female submissives had.

James noticed that too, though he didn’t comment on it immediately.

Most of the room leaned toward dynamics more familiar to her instincts:

calm dominant men,

emotionally grounded leadership,

women surrendering visibly into safety and structure.

And the more she watched, the more she realized something surprising.

The submissive women did not seem weak.

If anything, they seemed emotionally brave.

That realization unsettled her in ways she still couldn’t fully articulate.

By the time they finally stepped back outside into the cool Tennessee night, the rain had completely stopped. The gravel lot shimmered beneath the amber lanterns, damp and reflective beneath the moonlight.

Sally exhaled deeply the moment they reached the truck.

“Tired?” James asked as he opened her door.

“A little,” she admitted. “Mostly overwhelmed.”

“That’s fair.”

The drive home unfolded quietly at first.

Dark roads.

Wet pavement.

Soft country music low beneath the hum of the tires.

Sally sat curled slightly toward the passenger window watching blurred reflections slide across the glass while her thoughts slowly untangled themselves.

Finally she spoke.

“I liked Stella.”

James glanced toward her briefly before returning his eyes to the road.

“I figured you might.”

Sally smiled faintly.

“She made me feel… safe, somehow.”

“That’s because she’s emotionally intelligent.”

The answer came immediately.

Not sexualized.

Not teasing.

Evaluative.

Sally turned slightly toward him.

“You trust her.”

“I do.”

The truck moved through another stretch of winding road before Sally spoke again.

“I kept waiting for her to make me uncomfortable,” she admitted quietly. “Or competitive.”

“And?”

“She didn’t.”

James nodded once.

“Healthy people usually don’t.”

That line sat with her for a moment.

Outside, dark trees rolled past beneath the headlights.

Then finally:

“I could maybe see myself playing with someone like her someday.”

The words surprised even Sally slightly once they were spoken aloud.

James stayed calm beside her.

No sudden excitement.

No pushing.

Just steady attention.

“What about that feels comfortable?” he asked quietly.

Sally thought about it carefully.

“She doesn’t feel threatening,” she admitted. “She feels… experienced. Grounded.” Her fingers traced absently along her jeans. “And honestly?” She laughed softly under her breath. “I think being with a woman might help me relax some of the fear.”

James glanced toward her again briefly.

“What fear?”

“The comparison.” She exhaled slowly. “The fear of disappointing you. Or not knowing what I’m doing.”

Her voice softened further.

“With Stella, it didn’t feel competitive. It felt collaborative.”

James was quiet for several seconds after that.

Then:

“That’s a very important distinction.”

Sally looked over at him.

James’s expression remained thoughtful as he drove.

“Good dynamics aren’t built around replacement,” he said calmly. “They’re built around expansion.”

The word settled into her chest.

Expansion.

Not loss.

Not scarcity.

Not being displaced.

Something widening instead of something being taken away.

Sally leaned back into the seat slowly, absorbing that.

“You know,” she murmured after a moment, “this whole night was a lot less sexual than I expected.”

James laughed softly.

“That’s because the emotional part comes first.”

She turned toward him fully then.

“And if the emotional part isn’t healthy?”

“Then eventually the sexual part collapses under it.”

The certainty in his voice told her he believed that completely.

And strangely enough—

that made her trust him even more.


Chapter 9

Invitations


Three weeks passed after the gathering before Stella finally reached out.

Not silence exactly.

There had been a few light exchanges between them:
a funny photo Stella sent of her old golden retriever asleep in front of a fireplace,
a short conversation about Nashville traffic,
a recipe Stella insisted Sally needed to try.

Nothing flirtatious.

Nothing emotionally loaded.

And somehow, that restraint made Sally trust her even more.

It was a Monday evening just after seven when Stella’s text arrived.

James and Sally stood side by side in the kitchen finishing the last of the dishes from dinner. Warm water ran over Sally’s hands while James dried plates beside her and stacked them neatly into the cabinet above the counter.

The house felt calm tonight.

Safe.

Zip slept near the back door, occasionally twitching in his dreams while soft blues music drifted quietly through the speakers in the living room.

Sally’s phone buzzed first against the countertop.

A second later, James’s vibrated in his pocket.

They both paused.

Sally dried her hands slowly on a towel before reaching for her phone.

The message was simple.

Bob and I are home alone this weekend. We wondered if you two might like to come have a quiet dinner with us and get to know us better.

Sally read it twice.

Then glanced toward James just as he looked up from his own screen.

Their eyes met across the kitchen.

James folded the dish towel once before setting it aside.

“What are your thoughts?” he asked calmly.

Sally didn’t answer immediately.

Instead she leaned one hip lightly against the counter and stared down at the phone in her hand while she sorted through the feelings moving quietly beneath her ribs.

Three weeks ago she would have panicked at the invitation.

Now…

now the feeling was different.

Still nervous.

Still uncertain.

But underneath the uncertainty lived something softer.

Interest.

Curiosity.

A desire to understand.

Finally she exhaled quietly.

“You know,” she said slowly, “I think I’d like to see their home.”

James stayed silent, listening.

“The way they live,” she continued thoughtfully. “The way they’ve adapted together as they’ve gotten older.”

Her eyes lifted toward him.

“There’s something graceful about them.”

James’s expression softened slightly.

“Yes,” he agreed. “There is.”

Sally looked back down at the message.

“I think I want to understand that better.”

The room settled into a comfortable silence after that.

Not tension.

Consideration.

James stepped closer and rested one hand lightly against the small of her back.

“Okay,” he said quietly. “Then respond to her.”

Sally looked up.

“Tell her we talked about it,” he continued. “Tell her we’d be happy to come.”

His thumb brushed once against her spine.

“And ask her what we should bring.”

The steadiness of his tone grounded her immediately.

No pressure.
No hidden expectation.
Just openness.

Sally nodded once and lowered her gaze back to the phone.

Her fingers moved carefully across the screen.

We talked about it and would love to come. Thank you for inviting us. What can we bring?

The response came less than two minutes later.

That’s wonderful. Don’t bring anything except yourselves. Let’s make it a relaxing Saturday afternoon.

Another message followed immediately after with the address attached.

About thirty minutes away.

Then one more:

Come early if you’d like—around 4 p.m. We can take our time showing you the house and getting to know each other before dinner.

Sally read the message slowly.

Something about the invitation felt deeply sincere.

Not seductive.

Welcoming.

James leaned slightly closer beside her to read the final text.

Then he smiled faintly.

“That sounds very Stella.”

Sally laughed softly under her breath.

“It does.”

James reached past her for the last glass beside the sink and dried it slowly while she continued staring at the address on her phone.

A home.

Not a lodge.
Not neutral territory.

Personal space.

Personal lives.

And strangely enough, that realization no longer frightened her the way it once might have.

If anything…

it made her more curious.


Chapter 10

Their World


Sally and James pulled into Stella and Bob’s driveway at exactly four o’clock on the appointed Saturday.

The house sat tucked gently into the rolling Tennessee hills, surrounded by old hardwood trees just beginning to flirt with autumn color. It wasn’t extravagant, but it was beautiful in the way homes became beautiful after years of care and memory. Wide porches. Stone flowerbeds. Wind chimes moving softly in the breeze.

Comfort lived here.

James shut off the truck and reached into the back seat for the bottle of Kendall-Jackson Cabernet they’d picked up on the drive over.

Then, as naturally as breathing, he stepped around the front of the truck and opened Sally’s door for her.

She placed one careful foot onto the gravel in light heels before standing fully beside him.

The soft sundress she wore moved gently in the evening breeze, pale blue fabric brushing against her thighs while her hair fell loose across her shoulders.

James looked at her for a long moment.

Not possessively.

Appreciatively.

“You look beautiful,” he said quietly.

Warmth immediately climbed into Sally’s cheeks.

“Thank you,” she murmured. Then, almost shyly: “I didn’t want to let you down.”

James’s expression softened instantly.

“There’s no way you could ever let me down.”

The certainty in his voice settled something nervous inside her chest.

He offered her his arm, and together they walked toward the front door.

James rang the bell.

A few seconds later the door opened, and Stella greeted them with an immediate smile.

She looked vibrant tonight.

Alive.

A flowing strapless sundress hugged her curves softly, the neckline showing the generous swell of her breasts without apology or self-consciousness. Her silver-blonde hair framed her shoulders beautifully, and the warmth in her eyes deepened immediately when she saw them standing there together.

“Well,” Stella said warmly, “look at the two of you.”

She hugged Sally first.

Then James.

“Please come in,” she said. “Let me introduce you to Bob.”

Her eyes dropped toward the wine bottle in James’s hand.

“Oh, you didn’t need to do that.”

James smiled easily. “We hated showing up empty-handed.”

“That’s because you were raised correctly,” Stella teased.

They stepped inside.

The house smelled faintly of cedar, coffee, and something savory simmering slowly somewhere deeper inside.

Warm lighting softened everything.

Family photographs lined the hallway walls—vacations, Christmas mornings, fishing trips, grandchildren.

A lived-in life.

Not staged.

Real.

Stella guided them into the living room where Bob sat in an older leather recliner near the fireplace.

He was dressed neatly in pressed jeans and a dark button-down shirt, silver hair combed back carefully. When he rose to greet them, Sally could immediately tell the movement wasn’t effortless.

Not dramatic.

But difficult.

He carried himself with dignity anyway.

Bob smiled warmly as he stepped forward.

“You must be Sally.”

Before she could fully answer, he wrapped her into a gentle hug that smelled faintly of aftershave and cedar soap.

Then he turned toward James and offered his hand.

The handshake was firm.

Strong.

A man who still carried pride in his grip.

“Good to finally meet you both,” Bob said warmly.

“You too,” James replied sincerely.

Bob eased himself carefully back into the recliner and motioned for them to sit.

James and Sally settled side by side onto the couch while Stella chose a chair across from Bob where everyone could see each other comfortably.

The arrangement felt intentional somehow.

Inclusive.

Conversation-friendly.

Bob folded his hands loosely across his stomach.

“We’re both really glad you came,” he said. “It’s good having people over now and again.” His eyes moved around the room fondly. “We enjoy showing our home off a little and spending time with good people.”

There was no desperation in it.

No loneliness disguised as hospitality.

Just sincerity.

Bob glanced toward James.

“Stella tells me you have a cattle ranch.”

James laughed softly.

“I don’t know that I’d call it a ranch exactly,” he said modestly. “We run about eighty head of mama cows. Raise calves through the year. Pays the taxes. Keeps a little meat in the freezer.”

Bob smiled immediately.

“That’s something I always wanted.”

James tilted his head slightly.

“The outdoor life,” Bob clarified. “Working with your hands. Being outside every day.”

His expression softened slightly after that.

“But years ago I was in a pretty bad car accident.” He patted one leg absently. “After that, walking got harder and harder. Kind of pushed old age onto me sooner than I’d planned.”

Sally noticed Stella watching him quietly from across the room.

Not pitying him.

Loving him.

Bob noticed it too and smiled faintly toward her.

“Don’t feel sorry for me,” he said warmly. “I still enjoy life.” His eyes drifted toward Stella again. “And she keeps me happy.”

The affection between them settled softly into the room.

Not dramatic passion.

Something steadier.

Enduring.

Bob finally clapped his hands lightly against the arms of the recliner.

“Honey,” he said toward Stella, “why don’t you take them on the nickel tour?”

Stella laughed immediately.

“Yes sir.”

Bob grinned.

“We’ve got five acres here,” he continued toward Sally and James. “Good neighbors, but enough space for privacy.”

“That matters more than people realize,” James said.

“It surely does.”

Stella stood and extended her hand toward Sally naturally.

“Come on,” she said warmly.

Sally took it without hesitation.

James followed behind them as Stella guided them first into the kitchen.

The smell hit them immediately.

Rich.
Savory.
Comforting.

James inhaled deeply.

“Wow,” he said. “That smells incredible.”

Stella waved one hand dismissively.

“Oh, it’s just something simple I threw together.”

Sally lifted an eyebrow playfully.

“Simple?”

Stella laughed.

“Beef stew,” she admitted. “I figured we could eat whenever we felt like it instead of worrying about schedules.”

The kitchen itself matched the rest of the house:
warm,
organized,
deeply lived in.

A home built around comfort rather than appearance.

Stella led them through the back door next.

A set of stone steps descended toward a beautifully maintained pool area tucked behind tall privacy hedges and flowering shrubs.

Soft wind stirred the surface of the water.

Stella spread her arms slightly.

“This,” she announced proudly, “is my area.”

Sally smiled immediately.

“It’s gorgeous.”

“I love it out here,” Stella admitted. “Private enough that I can lay out without worrying about neighbors peeking through the fence.”

James chuckled softly behind them.

Stella grinned shamelessly.

“Bob usually sits up there on the top steps and supervises me.” She pointed back toward the patio. “Sometimes he’ll get in if it’s warm enough. But cold water locks his joints up pretty badly.”

There was no sadness in the admission.

Just adaptation.

Life reshaped around reality instead of resentment.

Stella looked toward Sally.

“You swim?”

“Oh absolutely.”

“Well then,” Stella replied warmly, “you’ll have to come join me sometime when James stops keeping you all to himself.”

Sally laughed before she could stop herself, and even James smiled at that.

They wandered back inside afterward while Stella continued showing them the house.

Bathrooms.
Guest spaces.
Little details and stories attached to certain rooms.

Eventually she guided them upstairs.

“These stairs are getting harder for Bob these days,” she said softly as they climbed. “So he doesn’t come up much anymore.”

The upstairs held two modest but beautifully kept guest bedrooms beneath sloped ceilings with soft quilts folded neatly across the beds.

Stella paused near one doorway and looked back toward them.

“These are for special guests,” she said warmly. “So if our friendship ever develops into overnight visits…” Her smile turned playful but gentle. “There’s plenty of room for everybody to be comfortable and have privacy.”

The words carried possibility without pressure.

Sally noticed that immediately.

Everything Stella did seemed to work that way.

Invitation without expectation.

By the time the “nickel tour,” as Stella called it, finally wound back downstairs, Sally felt strangely at ease inside the home.

Not because it was luxurious.

Because it was honest.

Eventually they drifted back toward the living room where Bob waited patiently in his recliner.

Conversation picked back up naturally for another hour before Stella finally announced dinner was ready.

The meal itself was simple but deeply comforting:
thick beef stew,
fresh bread,
roasted vegetables,
and easy conversation stretching lazily across the dining table.

Nobody rushed.

Nobody performed.

And by the time they finally migrated back toward the living room afterward, the atmosphere had softened into something deeply familiar.

Comfortable.

Bob shifted slightly in his recliner and looked around the room with a small smile.
“Anybody interested in a drink?”

James leaned back comfortably beside Sally and grinned.
“I wouldn’t argue with that.”

Bob laughed warmly.
“That’s what I like to hear.”

Stella rose from her chair with an amused shake of her head.

“Come help me, Sally, before the men start telling exaggerated stories.”


Chapter 11

Better Together


In the kitchen, Stella opened two cabinet doors and revealed an impressive collection of spirits and wine bottles tucked neatly onto the shelves inside.

Not extravagant.

Curated.

The kind of collection built slowly over years of knowing what you actually enjoyed instead of buying labels for appearance.

Warm light from beneath the cabinets glowed softly across the glass.

Stella glanced toward Sally with a smile.

“So,” she asked, “what does James like?”

Sally studied the bottles for a moment before her eyes landed on a familiar square bottle near the back shelf.

She pointed lightly.

“That one,” she said. “Knob Creek Smoked Maple. On ice would probably make him very happy.”

Stella barked out a warm laugh immediately.

“Oh honey,” she said, reaching for the bottle, “that is exactly what Bob drinks too.”

There was something oddly comforting in that.

Shared tastes.
Shared rhythms.
Men softened by age and ritual and routine.

Stella filled two heavy tumblers with ice and poured generous servings for the men, the amber whiskey glinting gold beneath the kitchen lights.

Then she turned back toward Sally and leaned lightly against the counter.

“Well,” she asked playfully, “what’ll it be, sister?”

Sally laughed softly and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

“Oh, I don’t know.” She smiled sheepishly. “I’m honestly kind of a lightweight. Usually, I just stick with wine.”

Her eyes drifted briefly toward the living room where she could hear James and Bob already beginning to laugh about something.

“But…” She looked back toward Stella with a faint smile. “I’m feeling a little adventurous tonight.”

Stella’s expression shifted immediately into something mischievous.

She studied Sally for a second.

Then asked quietly:

“Do you trust me?”

The question landed with more weight than the words themselves should have carried.

Sally smiled without hesitation.

“Of course.”

Stella nodded once.

“Alright then.” She reached for a crystal decanter near the back of the cabinet. “I’m going to make us the same thing.”

She paused briefly.

“And if you hate it, I’ll happily swap yours out for Cabernet.”

Sally laughed softly.

“Fair enough.”

Stella filled two shorter tumblers with ice before pouring a rich amber liquid slowly over the cubes. The scent that rose from it was warm and smooth—not sharp like Sally expected.

Stella handed her one of the glasses.

“The ice melts pretty quickly,” she explained. “So there’s a fair amount of water in it by the time you really settle into drinking it.”

Sally lifted the glass cautiously and took a small sip.

Her eyes widened immediately.

“Oh my God.”

Stella grinned knowingly.

“What is this?” Sally asked, staring down into the glass. “That is dangerously smooth.”

Stella laughed softly.

“It’s actually just a blend of two moderately priced tequilas.” She lifted her own glass and took a sip. “Separate, they’re decent. Together, somehow, they become better than either one is alone.”

The words settled unexpectedly between them.

And Sally couldn’t help noticing the metaphor hidden inside them.

When everyone had settled back into the living room with their drinks, Bob raised his glass first with an easy smile.

“To good friends.”

The others lifted theirs immediately.

“To good friends.”

Ice clinked softly against crystal as they drank.

The conversation drifted naturally after that.

Current events.
Travel.
Funny stories about Nashville traffic.
Mutual acquaintances they nearly knew through overlapping circles.

Bob and James fell briefly into a conversation about old trucks and diesel engines while Stella and Sally exchanged amused glances over the men sounding increasingly alike.

The atmosphere softened further with every passing minute.

No pressure.

No seduction hanging heavily in the air.

Just warmth.

At one point Sally realized she had stopped monitoring herself entirely.

She was simply… enjoying being here.

Eventually the conversation slowed naturally into a comfortable silence.

The kind that only happened when people no longer felt the need to constantly perform around one another.

Stella swirled the melting ice gently in her glass before finally looking across the room toward James.

“James,” she said with a mischievous smile, “I’ve got a confession to make.”

James leaned back slightly into the couch.

“Alright,” he said easily. “What’s that?”

Stella grinned.

“Your girl was the cutest thing in the kitchen.”

Sally immediately lowered her eyes toward her drink, already feeling warmth rush into her cheeks.

Stella laughed softly.

“It was all I could do not to kiss her on the cheek while we were making drinks.”

James barked out a low laugh.

Then Stella tilted her head slightly.

“Would that have made you jealous?” she asked. “Or been a problem for you?”

James didn’t hesitate.

“No,” he said easily. Then he pointed lightly toward Sally beside him. “She’s the one you need to ask. Not me.”

That immediately earned another burst of laughter around the room.

Sally raised her glass and took another sip, trying unsuccessfully to hide behind it.

Stella’s eyes shifted warmly toward her.

“Well?” she asked playfully. “Would it have been a problem?”

Sally stared down into her drink for a second before finally shaking her head with a shy smile.

“No.”

Then she glanced up through her lashes.

“The only problem,” she admitted softly, “would’ve been if you felt like doing it and didn’t.”

The room erupted into warm surprised laughter.

And just like that, the last lingering thread of tension dissolved completely.

Bob leaned back in his recliner grinning broadly.

“Oh, I like her,” he announced.

James laughed beside Sally while she covered part of her face with one hand in embarrassment.

Stella slowly set her glass down onto the side table.

Then she stood.

The movement itself quieted the room gently.

Not dramatically.

Just attentively.

She crossed the short distance toward Sally and stopped directly in front of her.

Close enough now that Sally could smell the faint scent of vanilla and perfume lingering against her skin.

Stella bent slowly at the waist and placed two fingers lightly beneath Sally’s chin, tipping her face upward gently.

There was nothing aggressive in the gesture.

Nothing performative.

Only warmth.

Then Stella kissed her.

Soft at first.

Warm.

Lingering just long enough to feel intentional.

Sally’s breath caught immediately.

The kiss deepened only slightly for a moment before Stella finally pulled back, her eyes soft as she smiled down at her.

“Thank you for coming tonight,” she said quietly. “I really appreciate having you both here.”

Something emotional moved unexpectedly through Sally’s chest at the sincerity in Stella’s voice.

Without overthinking it this time, Sally reached upward gently, touching Stella’s arm before pulling her back down toward her.

And kissed her again.

Longer this time.

Not tentative anymore.

When they finally parted, Sally smiled softly up at her.

“Stella,” she murmured, “I think we’re both really enjoying being here.”

Across the room, Bob smiled quietly into his drink.

And beside her, James’s hand settled warmly against Sally’s thigh beneath the soft folds of her sundress—

steady,
grounding,
and unmistakably proud.

After the girls had sat down and everyone had another sip, Bob said, “James, I don't think I have to tell you this, but understand—it’s not just okay with me if you take control of this situation and these two girls. I would really appreciate it if you did, because Stella likes to be guided. I think Sally probably likes to be guided too, and I love to watch… just as long as I can take a second to get Stella to make me another drink.”

Stella popped to her feet, took Bob’s glass, and went to the kitchen.

Bob looked at both Sally and James and said, “I don't want to push you two into anything, but she’s ready for anything you want to give her.”

Sally looked at James and said, “I think I am too, Master. I think I would really like it if you took control and guided us both.”

James sat quietly for a second, then said, “I need to make sure Stella’s okay with that. But if she is, I can do that.”

Stella came back, set Bob’s drink down on the table, and returned to her place.

James looked at Stella and said, “Stella, I need to know what your safeword is.”

“Red,” Stella answered. “Yellow if I’m uncertain. Green if everything’s good.”

Then she added softly, “Thank you for asking, Sir.”

“Very good,” James said.

Then he continued, “Stella, stand up. Have Sally stand up and remove every article of clothing she has on.”

Sally’s breath caught at the thought of what was about to occur, but she gladly stood for Stella to disrobe her.

When Stella had completed her task, James instructed Sally to do the same to Stella, and soon they both stood in the room—beautifully naked and beautifully vulnerable.

James said, “Kiss each other.”

He watched as they embraced, looked into each other’s eyes, and became deeply lost in a probing, intimate kiss.

James knew enough to pause on giving directions and let the girls enjoy themselves.

They kissed for a long moment, and then, surprisingly, Sally began to take charge.

She wove her hands into Stella’s hair and pulled her face up to kiss her even deeper. With her left hand, she reached between Stella’s legs and started stroking her pussy as she spoke softly to her.

“Look at me. Look at the way I’m taking control of you. Look at the way I find you and see you.”

Stella gave in and came for her, gasping, “Yes, Sally… oh fuck, I’m cuming.”

Sally responded softly, “Very good. Such a good girl for me.”

Stella came again.

Sally pulled Stella gently by the hair toward the couch, pushed her back onto it, and dropped between her legs.

“Don’t let there be any doubt, Stella,” Sally said quietly. “You mind me. Understand?”

“Yes, Sally… yes.”

Sally looked at Stella’s pussy for a moment as Stella lay helpless beneath her. Then she slowly began licking her folds, teasing at first before finally bearing down to taste her in earnest.

Soon, Sally slipped one finger inside Stella’s pussy while finding her ass with another. Slowly, she moved them in and out, owning her, taking her, until Stella shattered again in orgasm.

As Stella settled, coming down from the pleasure, Sally moved beside her on the couch, continuing to softly stroke her folds.

Stella looked at her in awe, willing in that moment to do anything to please her.

Sally gave her one quiet command.

“Between my legs.”

Immediately, Stella moved.

“You will please me,” Sally said, “but put your pussy on my leg while you do it. You will be a good girl and cum on my leg… my foot.”

Stella immediately complied, rubbing her still-needy pussy against Sally’s foot as she licked her.

Sally felt the surge of endorphins rush through her. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she thought she could hear James’s voice:

“Enjoy. Take your pleasure.”

And she did.

A small orgasm slipped through her body—controlled, but intensely pleasurable nonetheless.

Then she felt it fully.

The power.
The control.

She pulled Stella harder against her pussy and whispered sharply:

“Cum on my foot, cunt.”

Stella exploded instantly, screaming through her orgasm as Sally came with her, bucking against Stella’s face again and again.


Chapter 12

New Beginnings


Sally gently pulled Stella up onto the couch beside her, guiding her into the curve of her body. Stella melted there immediately, flushed and trembling in the soft aftermath of everything she had just experienced. Their legs tangled naturally as Sally wrapped one arm around her waist and brushed damp strands of hair back from her face.

For several quiet moments, neither of them spoke.

They simply kissed.

Slowly.
Tenderly.

Nothing like the desperate hunger from before. These kisses were softer now—curious, affectionate, full of shared disbelief and emotional warmth. Stella let out small breaths against Sally’s lips while Sally stroked her thigh absentmindedly, grounding her.

Across the room, James and Bob stayed silent, giving the women space.

The two men watched quietly as muffled whispers passed between the girls, interrupted by lingering kisses and little smiles neither of them seemed capable of hiding.

Before long, Sally finally looked across the room toward them. There was a faint blush on her cheeks now, somewhere between embarrassment and a quiet need for reassurance.

“Enjoy the show?” she asked softly.

Bob chuckled under his breath. “Very much.”

James nodded once. “Yes. Very much.”

Stella turned her head toward Bob, still curled against Sally’s chest.

“Oh my God, honey… I have never had a woman do that to me before.” She shook her head slightly, almost laughing at herself. “Thank you for allowing me to experience that.”

Bob smiled warmly at her.

“I enjoyed seeing you let go like that.”

James spoke next, calm and grounded.

“It was beautiful watching the two of you surrender to the experience together.”

The compliment settled warmly over both women.

Stella looked back at Sally then, her expression softer now, more vulnerable.

“I never would have believed I’d react like that to you guiding me…” she admitted quietly. “But I did. And honestly… I can’t stop thinking about how much I want more of it.”

Her fingers traced lightly along Sally’s stomach before she asked softly,

“How did it feel to you, Sally?”

Sally exhaled slowly before answering honestly.

“It felt empowering.”

Her arm tightened slightly around Stella’s waist.

“It made my pussy wet when you surrendered yourself to me like that.”

Stella bit her lip gently, her thighs shifting together instinctively.

“It made my pussy wet too,” she whispered.

Stella’s voice dropped even softer then.

“Please, Mistress… more.”

Sally looked down at her and smiled faintly.

“Good girl. Follow my instructions.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Together they rose from the couch and crossed the room toward James.

Sally knelt first beside his chair, Stella immediately following her lead.

Looking up at him, Sally asked softly, “Please, Master… may I teach my new submissive how to pleasure your cock?”

James studied both women for a long moment before nodding once.

“Yes, Sally. You may.”

The permission visibly affected both women.

Sally and Stella stood together as James rose from the chair. Moving slowly and carefully in unison, they removed his clothes piece by piece, folding each item neatly before placing it on the arm of the chair.

The deliberate care of it felt strangely intimate.
Reverent.

Once finished, they guided him to the couch and sat him comfortably in the middle where they could both remain close to him.

Sally turned toward Stella.

“Mimic what I do and mind what I tell you,” she said quietly. “I’m going to teach you how to give him the pleasure he deserves.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sally rested one hand lightly against James’s thigh and looked up into his eyes as she softly grasped his growing cock.

“It makes my pussy wet to please my Master,” she admitted softly.

James reached down and brushed his fingers through her hair.

“And it pleases me knowing you want to please me,” he replied calmly. “Watching you grow and explore who you are is beautiful.”

The praise visibly affected Sally. Stella could see it immediately—the way Sally straightened subtly beneath his touch, the way her breathing deepened.

Watching them together stirred something powerful inside Stella.

The connection between them was intoxicating.

Not just dominance.
Not just submission.

Trust.

Sally slowly licked her Master’s growing cock from base to head, lingering over the tip as she looked into his eyes.

Sally turned back toward Stella and gently guided her closer until their thighs touched.

“Relax,” she whispered. “You don’t have to be perfect. You just have to listen. Now you try.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Stella repeated what Sally had done and drew praise from Sally.

“That’s my good girl.”

The praise hit Stella hard enough to make her inhale sharply.

Sally noticed immediately.

“You like that, don’t you?”

Stella blushed deeply but nodded.

“Yes… Mistress.”

Sally smiled knowingly before looking back toward James.

“She wants to please,” Sally said softly. “I can feel it. I bet her pussy is already getting wet again.”

James nodded once.

“Then teach her.”

The approval settled over both women like warmth.

Sally leaned close to Stella’s ear.

“Watch him,” she whispered. “Watch how he responds. Learn his breathing. Learn what makes his cock hard. Submission isn’t only obedience—it’s attention. Keep doing what you are doing.”

Stella nodded carefully, completely absorbed now.

“Now take him deeper, just a little more, then lick again.”

Stella realized something unexpected.

The power in the room wasn’t coming from control alone.

It was coming from being wanted.
Chosen.
Trusted enough to surrender.

That realization sent another pulse of heat through her body, her pussy aching with need as she knelt beside them, eager to learn, eager to please, and eager to lose herself a little further inside the safety they were offering her together.

James’s breathing had grown heavier by the minute as Stella followed Sally’s guidance. The combination of obedience, nervous excitement, and visible surrender was affecting him deeply, though he still remained composed and controlled beneath it all.

Finally, he reached forward and rested a firm hand against Stella’s hip.

“That’s enough for now,” he said calmly.

Both women immediately looked up at him.

James’s eyes stayed fixed on Stella.

“Climb onto the couch,” he instructed. “I want you to ride me.”

A visible shiver passed through her body.

“Yes, Sir.”

Stella moved carefully onto the couch, her pulse racing with anticipation and vulnerability. James guided her gently into position, keeping one steadying hand against her waist as she settled herself over him.

Sally watched closely from beside them, visibly affected by the trust unfolding in front of her.

James’s voice remained calm and grounding.

“Relax,” he told Stella quietly. “Feel me. Don’t rush.”

Stella nodded, breathing unevenly as she began to move slowly against him, her head falling back slightly as she adjusted to the intimacy and intensity of the moment.

Sally moved closer instinctively, drawn toward Stella’s reactions, toward the soft sounds escaping her, toward the helpless openness written across her face.

Unable to resist, Sally leaned in and kissed along Stella’s inner thigh before looking up at her.

“You’re beautiful like this,” she whispered.

The praise made Stella tremble.

James kept one hand at Stella’s waist while the other stroked slowly up her stomach, grounding her as she lost herself more fully in the moment.

Stella pulled her feet up carefully and rested them against James’s knees, opening herself more fully to the sensation of Sally’s tongue moving against her as she continued to ride James slowly.

The new angle sent a sharp wave of pleasure through her body.

Sally’s attention was patient and deliberate, each touch drawing more reactions from Stella as she struggled to hold onto any remaining composure.

James watched her closely, one hand steady against her hip.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “So beautiful like this. So open for us.”

The words hit Stella almost as hard as the physical sensations themselves.

“You look incredibly sexual surrendering to us like this,” he continued calmly.

The praise, the guidance, the feeling of being watched and wanted all at once—it overwhelmed her.

Stella suddenly felt herself let go completely.

Her body tightened sharply before her orgasm crashed through her in a rush so powerful it stole the breath from her lungs.

A long, helpless moan escaped her throat, low and animalistic, as wave after wave rolled through her body while she clung to the moment and to them.

James gently lifted Stella off of him and helped her stand, steadying her while the last waves of pleasure still moved through her body. She leaned into him instinctively, flushed and breathless, before he guided her toward the coffee table.

Facing Bob’s recliner, James positioned Stella carefully, spreading her legs slightly and placing her hands against the edge of the table.

“Stay here,” he instructed calmly.

“Yes, Sir.”

Then he guided Sally beside her in the same position.

The two women stood together on display before Bob—naked, vulnerable, and visibly affected by everything they had shared that night.

Bob sat quietly in his recliner, drink forgotten in his hand as he watched them.

James stepped behind the women and looked toward him.

“Bob,” he said evenly, “this night would not have happened without your permission.”

Bob nodded slowly.

James rested his hands against the women’s hips possessively as he continued.

“I want you to see them both submit in your home, in your castle. And I want them to thank you for your hospitality.”

The words visibly affected both women.

Stella lowered her head slightly while Sally inhaled slowly beside her, both of them feeling the weight of being seen and guided at the same time.

James let his hands drift lower, teasing along their inner thighs as both women trembled beneath his touch.

“Girls,” he said calmly from behind them, “I’m going to share pleasure between you tonight. You’ll stay connected to each other while you stay connected to me.”

“Yes, Sir,” they answered together.

James smiled faintly at their unified response.

“And while you surrender,” he continued, “you’ll thank Bob for welcoming you both into this experience.”

The atmosphere in the room deepened immediately after that—less frantic now, more ritualistic.

Bob watched silently as the women stood together before him, side by side, breathing unevenly beneath James’s steady guidance, both of them visibly aroused not only by the physical intensity of the moment, but by the feeling of shared surrender and approval surrounding them.

James moved behind them as they bent forward from the waist facing Bob, their inside legs crossing slightly so their hips stayed pressed together. The contact between them made both women shiver, their bodies already sensitized from everything they had shared.

They looked at each other for a long moment.

Then they kissed.

Softly at first.
Then deeper.

Bob watched the expressions on their faces closely—the vulnerability, the excitement, the surrender.

James rested his hands against Sally’s hips and guided her gently backward against him.

“Let’s catch Sally up a little,” he said calmly. “Remind her what this cock feels like…”

Sally gasped sharply as he slowly pushed inside her from behind, her lips parting against Stella’s as her body instinctively yielded to him.

“Oh God…” she breathed.

James held her hips firmly, moving slowly at first, letting her feel every inch and every movement as her body relaxed around him.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Good girl.”

The praise visibly affected her.

Stella stayed pressed against Sally’s side, kissing her softly while listening to the sounds escaping her throat grow less controlled with each slow thrust.

Bob could see the change happening in Sally’s face almost immediately—the way confidence and surrender blended together inside her, the way her body softened beneath James’s steady guidance.

Sally moaned again, lower this time, her head falling slightly forward as James continued to fuck her with calm, deliberate rhythm while Stella remained against her, kissing her, grounding her, sharing the moment with her completely.

James felt Sally tightening around the edge of release, her breathing becoming ragged as she tried desperately to hold herself together beneath his steady rhythm.

Then, just before she could fall over the edge, he withdrew completely.

The sudden emptiness made her cry out softly.

“Hold that tension,” James said calmly against her ear. “I’ll be back.”

Sally trembled, her body aching from being denied release, but she obeyed immediately.

“Yes, Master…”

James moved smoothly beside Stella, guiding her hips gently before pressing close against her. Stella inhaled sharply as he settled against her body, her hands tightening against the table as she surrendered to the feeling of him taking control again.

James’s voice remained low and steady.

“Tell Bob thank you while I give you pleasure,” he instructed. “Your submission to me is also submission to him.”

Stella gasped softly, overwhelmed by the intensity of the moment and by the feeling of being watched, guided, and accepted all at once.

“Thank you, Bob,” she breathed unevenly. “Thank you for allowing your submissive to enjoy this.”

Bob smiled warmly from the recliner.

“You’re welcome, my dear. Let James guide you. Submit fully to him.”

“Yes, Sir…” Stella rasped.

James continued his slow, deliberate rhythm, never rushing, never losing control. One hand rested against Stella’s hip while the other stroked lightly up her back, grounding her even as her body trembled harder beneath him.

“Stella,” he said calmly, “I could push you harder. I could overwhelm you physically if I wanted.”

She moaned softly, struggling to focus on his words through the haze building in her mind.

“But that’s not my goal.”

James leaned closer.

“My goal is to teach you to let go. To follow. To trust so completely that your body responds before your mind has time to question it.”

The words hit Stella almost harder than the physical sensations themselves.

“You understand me?”

“Yes, Sir…” she cried softly. “Oh fuck… yes, Sir…”

James kept his pace steady, controlled, patient.

And somehow that restraint undid her completely.

The tension broke through Stella all at once, her body shaking violently as pleasure crashed over her in powerful waves. A helpless cry tore from her throat as she lost herself entirely in the moment, surrendering fully beneath James’s calm guidance while Sally trembled beside her, still holding herself obediently at the edge exactly as she had been told.

James moved back beside Sally, resting one steadying hand against Stella’s trembling hip while Sally waited for him obediently, still suspended in the tension he had built inside her.

The moment he returned his attention to her, Sally let out a soft, broken sound of relief.

Her body welcomed him immediately.

James resumed slowly, deliberately, never rushing her release, his calm control making Sally tremble harder with every measured movement.

Beside them, Stella still shook with lingering aftershocks, breathing unevenly as she tried to recover while remaining present in the moment with them.

Sally could feel herself nearing the edge again almost immediately.

“Sir…” she whispered shakily. “I’m so close…”

James’s hand tightened gently against her hip.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Give it to me. Surrender and let go for me. You surrendering your orgasm is a gift to me.”

Sally tried to hold herself together, but the praise and permission visibly unraveled her.

Then James spoke again, calm and certain.

“Cum for me,” he said softly. “Cum for your Master.”

Something inside Sally finally broke loose.

A loud groan escaped her as pleasure rolled through her body in heavy waves, her knees trembling beneath her while James kept her steady through it.

“That’s it,” he praised quietly. “Such a good girl.”

Sally shuddered harder at the approval, completely undone now by both the orgasm and the emotional surrender wrapped inside it.

James stayed with her patiently, allowing her to ride out every aftershock instead of rushing her through it.

Only once her breathing began to settle did he ease back slightly.

Still trembling, Sally turned her head toward him.

“Please, Sir…” she asked softly. “May I turn around? May I watch your faces and kiss her while you finish?”

James glanced toward Bob briefly before answering.

“Stay to the side,” he said calmly. “Bob deserves to see her face.”

The command immediately settled the room again.

“Yes, Master,” Sally whispered obediently, moving carefully beside Stella while James remained calm, grounded, and completely in control of the emotional current flowing between all of them.

James kept one steady hand against Stella’s hip as his body moved carefully behind her, maintaining the same calm, deliberate rhythm that had guided the entire evening. Stella trembled beneath his touch, her breathing ragged now, her pussy still sensitive from the orgasms already pulled from her body.

Sally remained beside them as instructed, one hand resting supportively against Stella’s back while she watched the expressions moving across her face.

James leaned closer, his voice low and grounding against Stella’s ear.

“Stella,” he murmured, “are you ready to feel my cock completely? Ready to surrender to me again?”

A visible shiver ran through her.

“Yes, Sir…”

James continued slowly, letting anticipation build instead of simply taking what he wanted. That restraint—the control in it—was what kept unraveling Stella emotionally.

“You’re doing beautifully,” he praised softly.

The words made her moan quietly.

Bob watched from the recliner, completely absorbed by the sight of Stella slowly surrendering more deeply with every stroke of James’s cock.

Sally leaned close enough to kiss Stella’s shoulder gently.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Let yourself feel it.”

Stella’s eyes closed for a moment as she tried to steady herself, but the combination of James’s control, Sally’s praise, and Bob’s quiet approval overwhelmed her emotionally as much as physically.

Her body softened further beneath James’s hands.

James kept his movements slow and deliberate, never losing the calm control that had begun pulling Stella deeper and deeper into surrender. One hand rested firmly against her hip while the other moved slowly up her back, grounding her every time another tremor passed through her body.

“You feel that?” he asked quietly near her ear.

“Yes, Sir…” Stella whispered shakily.

“That’s trust,” he murmured. “That’s you learning to let go.”

Sally watched from beside them, visibly affected by the exchange. She could see the change in Stella now—the way her body no longer held tension defensively, the way she leaned back instinctively into James’s guidance instead of resisting it.

Bob remained silent in the recliner, completely absorbed by the emotional intensity unfolding in front of him.

James’s voice stayed low and steady.

“Submission isn’t weakness, Stella.”

Another slow movement.

“It’s choice.”

Stella moaned softly, her fingers tightening against the edge of the table.

“It’s trust,” he continued. “It’s allowing yourself to be guided because you feel safe enough to surrender.”

Sally moved closer, brushing her fingertips gently along Stella’s shoulder and down her arm.

“You’re doing beautifully,” she whispered again.

The praise visibly melted Stella further.

James watched the reaction carefully.

“You like hearing that, don’t you?”

“Yes…” Stella breathed.

“Then earn more of it by letting go.”

The command sent another visible shiver through her.

James remained patient, controlled, refusing to rush the emotional pacing of the moment even as Stella’s breathing grew increasingly uneven beneath him.

Beside her, Sally leaned in and kissed her softly.

“Good girl,” she whispered against her lips.

After Stella cried out and trembled through another overwhelming release, James slowed immediately, keeping one steady hand against her hip while her body shook beneath him. Her breathing came in uneven gasps now, her legs weakening as the intensity rolled through her in waves.

Sally stayed close beside her, stroking her hair gently, grounding her through the aftershocks while watching James carefully.

The atmosphere in the room had shifted again.

Less frantic now.
Heavier.
More emotional.

James’s control never disappeared, even as his own restraint began slipping.

“You’re doing beautifully,” he murmured softly to Stella. “Stay with me.”

Stella moaned weakly, completely undone by the mixture of praise, exhaustion, and surrender.

Bob watched silently from the recliner, captivated by the raw intimacy unfolding between all three of them.

James’s pace deepened slightly—not rough, but more deliberate now, more possessive. Stella’s sounds grew louder in response, her body reacting instinctively to every measured movement.

Sally kissed along Stella’s shoulder and whispered softly into her ear.

“Good girl. Let go for him.”

The praise broke through the last of Stella’s composure.

“I’m coming…” she cried helplessly.

James held her firmly through it, grounding her as another wave overtook her body completely. Her pussy clenched hard around his cock, pulsing in long, powerful contractions that drew a deep groan from him. The emotional intensity of the moment seemed to pull all three of them together at once—submission, praise, desire, and trust blending into something deeper than simple physical release.

As Stella sagged trembling against the table afterward, her legs shaking, Sally immediately wrapped herself around her protectively, kissing her softly while James steadied both women with calm hands and quiet reassurance.

For several long moments, nobody rushed to speak.

The room simply settled around them, heavy with aftercare, exhaustion, and the closeness that had formed between them over the course of the night. Sally stroked Stella’s hair with gentle fingers, murmuring soft words of praise against her temple. James remained buried inside her for a little longer, letting her feel the full weight of his presence, his hand smoothing slowly down her back.

“You were perfect,” he whispered to Stella, voice low and warm. “So open. So brave.”

Stella shuddered at the praise, a fresh wave of emotion washing through her. She felt seen. Held. Cherished in a way she had never known before.

James finally eased out of her with care, then helped both women straighten. Sally immediately pulled Stella into her arms again, their bodies pressing together in a tender, grounding embrace. James watched them with quiet satisfaction, one hand resting on each of their lower backs.

“Come here,” he said gently.

He guided them both to the couch, pulling them down with him so Stella was nestled between them. Sally curled against her side, one leg draped over hers, while James wrapped his arms around both women, holding them close against his chest.

The rain outside had eased into a soft, steady rhythm against the windows. Inside, the room felt safe. Sacred. The air still carried the scent of sex and sweat and something sweeter—connection.

Stella’s breathing slowly evened out. Her body was limp, sated, trembling with the last aftershocks. Sally pressed soft kisses along her shoulder and neck, whispering, “You were so beautiful for us. So good.”

James stroked Stella’s hair, his touch slow and soothing. “You don’t have to carry anything right now,” he murmured. “Just rest. Let us hold you.”

Stella closed her eyes, tears slipping silently down her cheeks—not from pain, but from the overwhelming sense of safety. Of being wanted exactly as she was. Of surrender that didn’t diminish her, but deepened her.

For the first time in a very long while, she felt truly held.


Chapter 13               Guided Surrender


After a few moments of quiet downtime, with the three of them curled together on the couch, James spoke up softly.

“Stella,” he said, his voice low and warm against the hush of the room, “what was the best part of all that for you?”

Stella lifted her head from where it rested against Sally’s shoulder. Her cheeks were still flushed, her body loose and sated. She thought for a moment, a small, shy smile curving her lips.

“I really enjoyed Sally telling me what to do,” she admitted quietly. “I was surprised by it. In the past I’ve more or less always taken the leadership role with women, but I really enjoyed giving up my control to her, and to you of course.”

James’s hand stroked slowly down her back. “That’s good. That’s something we can work with.”

He fell silent for a long moment, thinking. Then he continued, voice calm and deliberate.

“This time, Sally is only going to watch. She’s going to guide you with her words and teach you how to please me. This will also help Sally learn how it feels to give commands, and she can see how well her words translate into action.”

Sally’s breath caught slightly at the idea. The thought of directing Stella while remaining still sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

James went on, his tone measured but rich with intent. “Sally, imagine you are held down by an invisible force field. You can’t move. You can’t join. But Stella has to do everything you tell her to do—unless she gives you her safe word.”

Stella smiled, a spark of excitement lighting her eyes. “Oh, I think I will like this game.”

Sally’s voice was softer, thoughtful. “I think it’s going to be challenging… but I think I will enjoy this too.”

James looked at them both, his gaze warm with approval. “Well, I plan on enjoying it just as much myself.”

The air in the room shifted again—thick with anticipation, trust, and the quiet thrill of new boundaries being gently explored. Sally felt a deep pulse low in her belly at the thought of holding power through words alone. Stella’s cheeks flushed darker, her body already responding to the promise of surrender under Sally’s guidance.

James pulled them both closer for a moment, kissing each of them softly on the temple.

“Remember,” he murmured, “this is for all of us. Safety. Pleasure. Trust. If anything feels off, we stop. No questions. No hesitation.”

Both women nodded, the reassurance settling warmly over them.

Sally’s heart beat faster as she imagined the scene unfolding. Directing Stella’s hands, her mouth, her obedience—while remaining still, watching, feeling every reaction in her own body. It was new. Vulnerable. Intensely arousing.

Stella leaned into her, whispering against her neck, “I want to be good for you, Mistress.”

The words sent a shiver through Sally. She pressed a soft kiss to Stella’s hair. “You already are.”

James watched them with quiet satisfaction, the three of them wrapped in warmth and possibility as the rain continued its steady rhythm outside.
James rose slowly and moved to stand by the table they had used for support earlier. The movement was deliberate, unhurried, giving both women time to feel the shift in energy.

Sally didn’t waste any time. Her voice came soft but clear, carrying the quiet authority she was still learning to trust in herself.

“Down on your knees,” she told Stella. “Crawl to him.”

Stella’s breath caught with visible excitement. She lowered herself gracefully to the floor and began to crawl, her movements sensual and eager. The sight of her—naked, obedient, hips swaying with each motion—sent a deep throb through Sally’s core. She felt powerful. Desired. Deeply connected to both of them.

When Stella reached James, Sally continued, voice steady. “Come up on your knees. Take his cock in your mouth. Show him how you want to serve him—and serve both of us by doing so.”

Stella looked up at James with shining eyes, then glanced back at Sally for approval. She eagerly complied. In a moment, James’s thick cock was growing hard between her lips as she took him in, warm and wet and reverent. Her tongue swirled around the head, then slid slowly down the shaft, her gaze alternating between him and Sally.

James held his hands behind his back, allowing Stella to do all the work. He gave her his pleasure as freely and easily as he could ever imagine, his cock swelling fully in the heat of her mouth. A low groan escaped him as she sucked deeper, her cheeks hollowing with effort and devotion.

Sally watched, breath quickening. The sight of Stella on her knees, worshipping James under her direction, made her pussy ache with fresh heat. She felt the power of her words translating into action—the way Stella’s body responded instantly to every command. It was intoxicating. Empowering. Deeply arousing.

“Good girl,” Sally murmured, voice husky with approval. “Slower now. Take your time. Show him how much you want to please him.”

Stella moaned around James’s cock at the praise, the vibration drawing another deep sound from him. She obeyed perfectly, slowing her movements, savoring every inch of him with her tongue and lips. Her hands rested lightly on his thighs, not gripping, simply holding herself steady as she worshipped him.

James’s gaze flicked to Sally, dark with pleasure and pride. “She listens to you so well,” he said softly. “Look how eager she is to obey your voice.”

The words sent another rush of heat through Sally. She felt seen. Desired. Powerful in her submission to him even as she commanded Stella.

Stella’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, lost in the rhythm of service—pleasing James, pleasing Sally by doing so, losing herself in the safety of their guidance. Her pussy throbbed between her thighs, slick and aching, but she stayed focused on her task, determined to be good for both of them.

The room filled with soft, wet sounds and quiet moans. The three of them moved together in a new, intimate dance—words becoming action, surrender becoming pleasure, trust weaving them even closer. 
Sally continued to coach Stella with growing confidence, her voice soft but clear. “Slow down now,” she murmured. “Take your time. Feel every inch of him.” Then, a moment later: “Faster. Take him deeper. Show him how much you want this.”

Stella obeyed beautifully, her pace shifting exactly as Sally directed. Sally’s own excitement rose as she realized she held control in this moment—guiding Stella, pleasing James, weaving their pleasure together. The power felt intoxicating. Empowering. Deeply arousing.

As James grew closer, his breathing rougher, he beckoned to Sally. “Come here. Put your hands on her. Touch her. And make her come when I do.”

Sally acknowledged with a soft “Yes, Sir,” and moved closer. She knelt beside Stella, sliding her fingers between Stella’s spread thighs. Stella was soaked, her pussy hot and slick, clit swollen and throbbing. Sally’s touch was gentle at first, then firmer, circling her clit with practiced strokes while Stella continued sucking James with eager devotion.

After only a few seconds of Sally’s skilled touch, Stella’s moans vibrated around James’s cock. She was getting close. Sally could feel it in the way her thighs trembled, the way her hips rocked instinctively against her fingers.

Sally looked up at James, eyes shining with need and gratitude. “Thank you, Master, for giving me this opportunity to learn,” she whispered breathlessly around his cock. “I will be forever grateful. Please come for me. Please come for your loving slut.”

James felt himself slipping closer to the edge. He looked down at Stella—beautiful, eager, pleasing him so perfectly with her warm, wet mouth. Then at Sally—touching her, guiding her, giving him this gift of control and connection.

He stroked slower for a moment, savoring the sight, then pulled Stella deeper onto his cock. She accepted him greedily, taking him to the back of her throat as he came with a low, powerful roar of pleasure. Thick pulses of his release filled her mouth, and Stella swallowed every drop with reverent hunger, her own body trembling on the edge.

Sally’s fingers moved faster, pressing firmly against Stella’s clit. “Come for us,” she whispered. “Come for your Mistress and your Master.”

Stella shattered.

Her orgasm crashed through her with a muffled cry around James’s cock. Her pussy clenched hard around Sally’s fingers, waves of pleasure rolling through her body as she shook between them. Sally kept touching her gently through it, drawing out every tremor, while James stroked her hair with tender approval.

For a long moment the three of them stayed connected—Stella still kneeling, Sally’s hand between her thighs, James’s fingers tangled in her hair. The room was filled with soft, ragged breathing and the quiet intimacy of shared pleasure and trust.

Sally leaned in and kissed Stella’s temple. “Good girl,” she whispered. “You were perfect.”

James pulled them both closer, wrapping his arms around them. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “Both of you.”


Chapter 14               Objects of Desire


James pulled them both back to the couch, one on either side, and held them for long moments as they snuggled into him. The warmth of their bodies pressed close, the quiet rhythm of breathing filling the space between them. Sally rested her head against his chest, Stella curled into his side, both women still flushed and soft from everything they had shared.

First, he spoke to Sally, looking directly into her eyes. “You did a great job with the new experience,” he said softly. “You embraced it. You blossomed as a dominant, telling Stella exactly what to do. I’m proud of you.”

Sally’s cheeks warmed with quiet pleasure at the praise. She felt seen. Valued. Strong in her submission to him even as she guided another.

Then James turned his gaze to Stella. “How did you feel about the situation?”

Stella lifted her head, eyes shining with honesty. “I loved it,” she said quietly. “I’ve played as a Domme and as a submissive before, but I’ve never felt so open and so free as I did when both of you were guiding me.”

James pondered for a moment, his hand stroking slowly down her back. He glanced at Bob. “What did you think?”

Bob nodded, voice warm. “She was really opening up. Enjoying things she’d never experienced at that level before.”

James was quiet again, thoughtful. Then he looked at Stella. “Do you know anything about objectification and what it means?”

Stella nodded slowly. “I think I do. It’s where a submissive’s body parts—like her breasts—become the focus of attention. Where they’re used for pleasure, but also for stimulation to the submissive herself.”

James smiled faintly. “That’s partially true. You can have a situation where the submissive is totally objectified. Used as a fuck toy. As property. Commanded and used with the intent of making her feel totally free to serve and enjoy.”

Stella’s breath caught, a flicker of heat moving through her.

James continued gently. “I would never start with it in the beginning of a relationship. But I feel like you’ve embraced submission to a point where you might enjoy it. If you want to try it, I’d be happy to lead it—as long as you promise to use your safe word if you’re uncomfortable in any way.”

Stella looked at him, then at Sally, her voice soft but certain. “I’m very comfortable with both of you in any way. I’d enjoy trying the experience… as long as you won’t think badly of me if it’s something I don’t like.”

James patted her head tenderly. “Of course not. No one knows exactly what they’ll feel when they explore these things. But being open to exploration is an important part of learning what you like.”

Sally reached over and squeezed Stella’s hand, her touch reassuring. “We’ve got you,” she whispered. “You’re safe here.”

The room felt charged with possibility—trust, anticipation, and the quiet thrill of stepping further into surrender. Stella’s heart beat faster as she imagined what was coming. Being reduced to her body. Used. Objectified. The thought sent a deep, needy pulse between her thighs.

James held them both a little tighter, grounding them in the safety of his arms.
After a few moments of quiet closeness, James spoke.

“Let’s begin.”

He told Stella to find a pillow and make herself comfortable near the coffee table, but far enough away that he could work all around her.

Stella did as she was told. She was soon kneeling an arm’s length from the coffee table, turned ninety degrees to Bob so he could enjoy the full view of her body. James praised her softly. “Very good choice.”

He turned to Sally. “Sit on the couch and watch. You can touch yourself. Pleasure yourself. I will probably bring you into the scene later, but first I need to make sure Stella is fully immersed in understanding what this is and how it should feel.”

Sally nodded and settled onto the couch, her heart already beating faster with anticipation.

James moved in front of Stella, standing before her with his cock relaxed, not yet hard. He told her to look up at him.

“I’m going to take care of you,” he said, voice low and steady. “But I’m going to use your body solely for my pleasure. If you get pleasure from it—and you’re allowed to get pleasure from it—that’s okay. But this is about my pleasure as your Dominant. Do you understand me?”

Stella’s voice was soft, eager. “Yes, Sir.”

James asked her what her safe word was. “Red is my safe word,” she replied clearly.

He looked over at Sally on the couch. “What is your safe word?”

Sally, surprised but touched, answered, “Red, Sir.”

James held her gaze. “This can get intense for you as well. So I want to make sure you understand you can stop it at any time.”

Sally’s chest warmed. “Thank you, Sir. I appreciate that. I guess I never would have thought about that, but I’m sure you’re right.”

He nodded. “I know I’m right. And it’s okay if you need to stop this because it will be intense if it goes the way I think it will. It could be very enjoyable for everyone as long as we understand what this is about.”

James turned his attention back to Stella, his voice calm and intentional. “The intent of this is to further break down walls in your mind about sexuality. These are walls everyone has in different levels and in different ways. I’m going to show you a man taking his pleasure from your body. And the intent is that you will understand you are perfect for receiving and giving this pleasure just as you are. Every curve, every dimple, every part of your existence is perfect for giving a man pleasure—even in ways you never thought possible.”

Sally nodded from the couch. “Yes, Sir. I understand. I understand it will be intense.”

James smiled faintly. “Good. Very good.”

Then, in a moment of levity, he looked at Bob. “Bob, I just want to make sure you don’t need a safe word as well.”

Bob laughed. “No, man, I think I’m good. I am just looking forward to the show.”

They all laughed together, the shared humor easing the tension and deepening the trust in the room.

James looked down at Stella and gently took her chin in his hand, raising it until she was looking directly into his eyes.

“Stella,” he said softly, “you are a beautiful woman.”

He didn’t give her time to respond. His voice continued, low and steady, wrapping around her like a warm current.

“Giving yourself to a man you trust—to take his pleasure—is a beautiful thing. It’s the pinnacle of submission. And that’s what a Dominant wants from his submissive.”

Stella’s breath caught, her heart beating faster under his gaze.

James held her chin a little firmer, his thumb brushing gently across her lower lip. “Your Dominant wants to see the excitement in his submissive’s eyes. He wants to see her enjoying that she’s being used. He wants to see that she wants to give pleasure as much as she receives it. And understand that it’s okay for you to receive pleasure and even orgasm from this as well. Do you understand me?”

Stella’s voice was soft, eager, and full of trust. “Yes, Sir.”

The words settled warmly between them. James’s praise and clarity made her feel seen. Desired. Safe enough to let go completely. Her body already responding—nipples tightening, pussy growing slick with fresh arousal as the weight of his words sank in.

Sally watched from the couch, her own breath quickening at the intimacy unfolding before her. The tenderness in James’s voice, the way Stella melted under his steady gaze—it stirred something deep inside her. Pride. Arousal. A quiet longing to experience the same surrender.

James held Stella’s chin a moment longer, letting the moment stretch, letting her feel the full weight of his attention.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now we begin.”

James looked down at Stella with steady, commanding eyes.

“Put your hands behind your back and look up into my face.”

Stella promptly replied, “Yes, Sir,” and obeyed, clasping her hands behind her back. The position pushed her breasts forward, offering them fully to his gaze. Her heart beat faster as she lifted her eyes to meet his.

James took his right hand and slowly began to stroke his cock. “You realize I’ve already come today,” he said, voice low and deliberate. “So my cock is not going to respond as quickly as it normally would. Do you understand that?”

Stella’s voice was soft and eager. “Yes, Sir.”

James continued, stroking himself with slow, measured movements. “It might not respond at all because this is also a very intense experience for me. It is not easy for a man to draw out his pleasure in front of other people while trying to draw out your pleasure as well.”
 

Stella remained perfectly still, hands behind her back, breasts presented, eyes locked on his face. The vulnerability of the position made her pussy throb with need. She felt exposed. Desired. Utterly focused on serving him.

James held her gaze. “Focus on my face and I will focus on yours to reach our potential in this.”

Stella whispered, “Yes, Sir.”

The air between them grew thick with anticipation. James’s hand moved slowly along his cock, coaxing it back to life while Stella knelt obediently before him, offering her body for his pleasure. Sally watched from the couch, her own fingers resting lightly between her thighs, breathing quickening at the raw intimacy unfolding.

James’s voice remained calm, grounding. “Good girl. Just like that. Stay open for me.”

Stella felt a deep wave of surrender wash through her. Being watched. Being used. Being praised. In that moment, she felt more alive, more desired, and more free than she ever had before.

James took his left hand and stroked Stella’s hair for a moment, letting her relax into the touch, letting her feel his care, his power, his steady presence. The gentle caress grounded her even as it sent little shivers down her spine.

Then he reached down softly, touched his index finger to her lips, and said, “Suck on it.”

Stella looked into his eyes, opened her mouth, and began lovingly sucking on his finger. Her tongue swirled around it with slow, reverent devotion, her lips sealing warmly around the digit as she took it deeper. The simple act felt intimate. Submissive. A small surrender that made her pussy throb with fresh heat.

James watched her face closely, searching for the little telltale signs that told him she was slipping into subspace. The way her eyelids fluttered half-closed. The subtle change in her breathing—deeper, slower, more surrendered. He could tell she was relaxing, following his guidance completely, her body softening as she gave herself over to the moment.

“Good girl,” he murmured, voice low and warm with approval. “Just like that. Let everything else fall away.”

Stella moaned softly around his finger, the sound vibrating through her chest. Being watched so intently, being guided so carefully, made her feel utterly safe. Desired. Free to let go. Her mind quieted, the world narrowing to James’s voice, his touch, and the simple pleasure of obeying him.

Sally watched from the couch, her own breath quickening at the tender power exchange. The sight of Stella on her knees, sucking so lovingly, breasts presented, eyes soft with surrender, stirred something deep inside her. Pride. Arousal. A quiet longing to experience the same depth of trust.

James kept his finger in her mouth a little longer, letting the moment stretch, letting Stella sink deeper. “You are so beautiful like this,” he whispered. “Open. Obedient. Mine to use.”

Stella’s eyes fluttered with pleasure at the praise, her body responding with fresh wetness between her thighs. She was ready. Eager. Completely his in that moment.

James felt his cock hardening under Stella’s devoted attention. He looked down at her with steady command.

“Take your hands,” he said, voice low and deliberate, “pull your breasts together, and present your nipples for my pleasure.”

Stella moved quickly, cupping her full breasts in both hands. For a second she fumbled, adjusting them carefully, lifting and squeezing them together until her nipples stood just right and perfectly available. She made sure they were offered exactly as he wanted—presented, vulnerable, ready. Then she looked back up into his face, eyes shining with eager submission.

James’s gaze darkened with approval. “Good. Very good. You are such a good, good girl.”

Stella’s face softened instantly at the praise, pleasure and deep submission washing over her features. Her cheeks flushed a deeper pink, her breathing quickened, and a soft, needy sound escaped her lips. The words settled warmly in her chest, making her pussy throb with fresh heat. Being called a good girl while offering her body so openly made her feel desired. Cherished. Perfectly used.

James reached down and brushed his thumbs slowly across her hardened nipples, teasing them with light circles. “Look at these pretty breasts,” he murmured. “Made for my pleasure. So soft. So sensitive. So ready to be played with.”

Stella moaned softly, arching her back to push her breasts further into his hands. The praise made her feel beautiful. Wanted. Free to surrender completely.

Sally watched from the couch, her own fingers moving slowly between her thighs, breathing quick with shared arousal. The sight of Stella offering herself so openly, glowing under James’s praise, stirred something deep and powerful inside her.

James continued stroking Stella’s nipples, pinching them gently, rolling them between his fingers. “You’re doing so well,” he praised. “Keeping them presented for me like a good little toy. That’s exactly what I want.”

Stella trembled with pleasure, her eyes soft and glassy as she sank deeper into the feeling of being used. Of being seen. Of being his.

James continued to stroke his cock with slow, deliberate movements. A small, glistening dot of pre-cum rose on the slit. He rubbed the slick head against her left nipple, spreading the warm moisture in slow circles.

“I’m lubricating your nipple with my pre-cum,” he murmured, voice low and intimate.

Stella gasped, the words sending a sharp wave of pleasure through her. Her face showed the pure, overwhelming delight she was receiving from him—both mentally and physically. Being marked this way, used so deliberately, made her feel desired in the deepest parts of herself.

“Thank you, Sir,” she whispered breathlessly. “Thank you for honoring me with your pre-cum.”

She went on, voice soft and full of genuine gratitude. “I’m so glad I please you enough to bring out your pre-cum for me.”

James’s eyes darkened with approval as he continued rubbing the slick head of his cock across her nipple, coating it thoroughly. The warm, slippery sensation made her nipple harden even more, sending sparks of pleasure straight to her core. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, as she knelt there—hands still behind her back, breasts presented, body offered completely for his use.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised quietly. “Look at you. Taking my pre-cum on your pretty nipple like a good little toy. You were made for this.”

Stella moaned softly, the praise washing over her like warm honey. The objectification, the focused attention on her breasts, the feeling of being used for his pleasure—it all blended into a deep, freeing subspace. She felt seen. Wanted. Perfect exactly as she was.

Sally watched from the couch, her own fingers circling her clit slowly, breathing quick with shared arousal. The sight of Stella glowing under James’s words and touch stirred something powerful inside her—pride, desire, and a quiet longing to experience the same depth of surrender.

James kept stroking his cock, spreading more pre-cum across Stella’s other nipple, marking her. “Such beautiful breasts,” he murmured. “Made to be used. Made to please me.”

Stella trembled with pleasure, her eyes soft and glassy, completely lost in the feeling of being his object. His toy. His good girl.

James continued stroking his cock slowly, his gaze fixed on Stella with warm command.

“Stella,” he said, voice low and intimate, “you have honored me. You have honored me by presenting your breasts for my pleasure—both visually and sensually. I want to honor you by giving you my cum on your breasts. I want to honor you by covering your beautiful breasts with my cum. Will you accept that? Would you like that? Would you enjoy that?”

Stella clenched hard in her pussy and experienced a soft, rippling mini-orgasm just from his words, just from the deliberate slide of his cock against her breasts. The praise, the intent, the raw objectification sent a deep wave of pleasure through her.

Breathlessly, she gasped, “Master, please. Please honor me with your cum. Please honor this submissive with your cum on my breasts. Please… please… please.”

Her voice broke into a deep, helpless moan as a stronger orgasm rolled through her. James groaned and shot thick ropes of hot cum across her chest, painting her full breasts with pulse after pulse of his release. He continued stroking every last drop onto her glistening skin while she trembled beneath him.

Stella leaned forward, opened her mouth, and captured the last few drops on her tongue, savoring the taste with quiet reverence before collapsing down on her knees, jerking in pleasure.

James looked at Sally, voice steady. “Come to her. Connect with her.”

Sally moved quickly, pulling Stella into her arms. She held her face to face and embraced her in a long, deep kiss, sharing the warmth of James’s cum that coated Stella’s breasts. Their bodies pressed together, slick and warm, two women lost in the afterglow of shared surrender.

Sally stroked Stella’s hair tenderly, whispering soft words of praise against her lips. “You were so beautiful. So good. So open.”

Stella melted into the embrace, tears of release and joy slipping down her cheeks. In that moment, she felt completely used, completely cherished, and more free than she had ever known.

Two sisters in submission, loving what they were accomplishing and loving what they were learning together.


Chapter 15 Afterglow































The three of them settled back onto the couch after cleaning off with warm towels. James sat in the middle, holding both women close as they snuggled against his skin. The room felt warm, safe, and heavy with shared satisfaction.

James kissed Stella first, slow and tender. “You were perfect,” he murmured against her lips. “Absolutely perfect.”

Then he turned to Sally, kissing her deeply, longingly, pouring everything he felt into the connection. When he pulled back, he looked into her eyes.

“You are the perfect partner,” he said softly.

Sally blushed, a warm glow spreading across her face. She glanced at Stella and said, “I guess that’s what every woman wants to be.”

Stella smiled, her voice soft with contentment. “Exactly. And it may change in your life. But if you’re always wanting to be each other’s best partner, then there’s no stopping you. Thank you both for this experience. I hope we do it again and again.”

James laughed quietly, looking at both women with deep affection. “I think we can plan on that.”

Stella got up and went to climb into Bob’s lap, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Bob held her gently. “Thank you for the show. It was very beautiful. I love seeing you enjoy yourself like that.”

She smiled, a playful spark in her eyes. “Well, I hope you’re not above having some enjoyment tonight yourself.”

Bob laughed warmly. “Absolutely not.”

Then Bob looked over at James and Sally. “How do you two feel about coming back sometime?”

Sally looked up at James with a mischievous grin. “Absolutely, if you’ll have us.”

Bob chuckled. “I think any time.”

The room filled with soft laughter and easy warmth, the four of them wrapped in the afterglow of trust, pleasure, and new possibilities.

Over the next few days, the three of them kept in touch with daily text messages. Stella even called Sally once to ask about a recipe for rosemary roasted potatoes. The simple, everyday conversations — laughter over burnt cookies, shared stories about stubborn ranch animals, gentle teasing — made the connection feel natural. Growing. The four of them were becoming closer, woven together by small threads of ordinary life as much as the extraordinary nights.

At some point, James sent a message to the group: “Would everyone be okay with adding Bob to this chat?”

Stella replied almost immediately. “That’s a great idea. He probably won’t text a lot, but he enjoys hearing our conversations. Thank you for thinking of that.”

James thought about the relationship the four of them were building and how important it was that everyone felt included. By doing so, he felt he was being a good Dominant for the group — attentive, thoughtful, protective of the bond they were forming.

One morning Bob sent a direct message to James: “We’re very lucky to have found the two of you. You’re always taking everyone’s feelings into consideration. I know this will never be perfect — no relationship is — but I see that you two are trying to make sure everyone is included in everything.”

James replied: “I’m glad you feel that way. We’re pleased no one ever feels left out. Just bring it up if you do. Open communication is everything here.”

The next day in the group chat, James wrote: “How would you feel about us coming to your house again for the next playtime?”

Stella responded warmly: “That’s such a sweet gesture and I appreciate it, but it’s a little hard for Bob to travel. We’ve got this big house. We’d be happy to host anytime you two want to get together. Don’t be shy. Just let us know when you want to.”

James proposed: “Let’s try to put something together for next weekend. Think about what you enjoyed last time and what you might enjoy more this next time.”

The replies came quickly, full of gratitude. Stella texted: “Thank you for thinking of us like that. That’s a good idea.” Bob added a simple thumbs-up emoji.

The messages continued throughout the day — light, warm, full of anticipation and care. Sally felt a quiet thrill at how naturally the four of them were weaving together. James’s steady leadership made her feel safe. Cherished. Part of something real and growing.

Later that afternoon, Sally texted Stella privately: “What did you like most last time? What do you want more of?”

Stella thought for a few minutes, then replied softly: “I’d really like to explore the objectification more. I’ve never done anything like that, but it seemed so freeing to me. I didn’t have to think about anything. I just had to do what I was told.”

Sally’s reply warmed with understanding: “We can certainly do more of that. James and I will talk about it and come up with a game plan.”

James chimed in on the group chat a moment later, his tone thoughtful: “Have you explored playing with any pain in the past?”

Stella answered honestly: “Very little. Some nipple play. Some spanking. If it wasn’t too intense, I found that it relaxed me. Maybe a light spanking to begin would be something erotic.”

The honesty in her words hung warmly in the conversation. Sally felt a quiet thrill at Stella’s openness. The trust Stella was placing in them made her heart swell with tenderness and desire. James’s steady guidance made everything feel safe. Possible. Deeply intimate.

James replied calmly in the chat: “We’ll start slow and listen carefully. Your comfort comes first. Always.”

Stella’s response was soft and full of gratitude: “Thank you. I trust both of you.”

The four of them continued talking through text, building anticipation for the next time they would come together — exploring, learning, and deepening the connection that was growing between them.

On Thursday morning, James asked in the group chat: “Stella, what kind of outfit am I going to be greeted with on Saturday?”

Stella’s reply came with a playful, submissive tone: “Something that makes me feel pretty for you, Sir. Something easy to remove… or keep me on display if you want.”

Sally read the message with a quiet thrill running through her. James’s simple question carried weight — the promise of control, desire, and the deepening trust they shared.

James responded: “Something to keep you on display for me. I like the tease and anticipation of that.”

Stella answered promptly: “Yes, Sir. I will be ready.”

By Thursday afternoon Sally could hardly contain herself. Her passion had not distracted her at work, but it was always there — a warm, grounding presence beneath everything she did.

She had made plans to be home early, to be naked and kneeling by the bed when James came in from the fields.

She texted him before she left work: “Master, your conversation with Stella has made your submissive needy.”

He responded: “Good. That is what I want.”

On the drive home, however, she continued thinking about them walking through the door to see what Stella was wearing. The thought of trying to carry on a conversation with Stella while her delicious breasts were on display was intensely erotic. Watching James, her James, masterfully control the situation made her ache with desire.

Once home she stripped and showered quickly, then went to sit on the bed and wait. The minutes seemed like hours, but in time she heard him open the door. She slipped silently to the floor to wait for him, head bowed in honor of her Master.

James walked into the bedroom and stroked her hair, then kissed the top of her head. “I will shower. Get on the bed on your back and wait for me. Touch your pussy and edge for me while you wait.”

As he walked to the bathroom she quickly complied, eager to touch herself and think about what excited her so much.

As she gently touched her pussy, she thought about watching James take control of Stella. How he brought out her natural submission and desire to please. She thought about how proud she was to serve such a man and how honored she was that he chose her to make a full-time life with. As she neared her edge, she stopped, just on the brink of cuming, holding it back for him.

James finished showering and returned to the bedroom, towel low on his hips. He stood at the foot of the bed, watching Sally edge herself with slow, obedient strokes.

Her fingers circled her clit gently, breath shallow, body trembling on the brink. She looked up at him with soft, needy eyes.

“Good girl,” he murmured, dropping the towel. “Keep going. Don’t come yet.”

Sally moaned softly, obeying, her pussy slick and aching as she held herself right at the edge for him. The anticipation of Saturday, of watching Stella surrender again, made every touch more intense.

James climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her spread thighs. He replaced her hand with his own, stroking her slowly, teasingly, keeping her right there.

“You’re thinking about her, aren’t you?” he said, voice low. “About her breasts on display. About me using her while you watch.”

Sally nodded, hips lifting into his touch. “Yes, Sir.”

He leaned down, kissing her deeply as his fingers continued their torment. “Good. I want you soaked with it. Ready for everything we’re going to do.”

He kept her on the edge for long minutes, praising her obedience, her wetness, her perfect submission, until she was shaking with need. Just when she thought she couldn’t hold back any longer, he slid two thick fingers deep inside her, curling them against that perfect spot while his thumb worked her clit.

“Come for me once, sweetheart,” he growled softly. “Let go.”

Sally shattered instantly. Her back arched hard off the bed, a raw cry tearing from her throat as the first powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around his fingers, flooding his hand as wave after wave crashed over her. James worked her through every pulse, murmuring praise against her neck until she finally sagged, gasping.

But he didn’t stop.

He withdrew his fingers, positioned his thick cock at her entrance, and sank into her in one slow, claiming thrust. Sally moaned again, still fluttering from the first release.

“Hold the next one for me,” he whispered against her ear. “You’re mine. I’m keeping you. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir… Yes, Sir,” she panted desperately. “Please… may I cum again? Please…”

He fucked her with perfect control — deep, steady strokes that kept her right on the razor’s edge. Her fists clenched the sheets. Her thighs trembled around his hips. She fought the rising wave with everything she had, eyes locked on his, surrendering completely.

Finally, he leaned down close, voice rough with pleasure. “Cum for me… cum on your Master’s cock like a good girl.”

Sally exploded a second time. The orgasm was even deeper, more shattering than the first. A deep, animalistic moan escaped her as her pussy clamped down hard around him in powerful, rhythmic pulses. Wave after wave crashed through her body while James held her tight, thrusting through every contraction until she was limp and trembling beneath him.

Only then did he let himself follow, burying himself deep and groaning her name as he filled her.

James held her through the long, floating aftershocks, stroking her hair, kissing her forehead, murmuring soft praise. “That’s my good girl. So beautiful when you let go for me… twice.”

He continued holding her close, his voice low and gentle against her ear. “I know sometimes it’s frustrating when I make you wait… when I control exactly when you’re allowed to come. I don’t do it just to tease you or feed my own ego. I do it because there will be times when you’re tired, stressed, or carrying the weight of the world, and you’ll need release but your body won’t cooperate easily. Practicing this — learning to let me guide even that most intimate part of you — will help you let go when you really need it.”

He brushed a tear from her cheek with his thumb, his eyes warm and steady. “And on the nights I’m not here, you’ll still have my permission… but you’ll also have the trust we’ve built. That’s what I want for you, Sally. To know you’re safe enough to surrender completely, even when I’m not in the room.”

Sally clung to him, tears of release slipping down her cheeks. In that moment she felt utterly owned. Cherished. Safe in the arms of the man who knew exactly how to break her open and put her back together.


Chapter 16   Second Visit


Saturday afternoon arrived warm and golden, the late September sun painting the rolling Tennessee hills in soft amber light. James and Sally pulled into Stella and Bob’s driveway a few minutes after four. James carried a bottle of the same Kendall-Jackson Cabernet they’d brought last time, while Sally held a tin of fresh-baked chocolate chip cookies she’d made that morning.

They walked up the porch steps together. Before James could even knock, the door opened.

Stella stood there in the doorway, breathtaking in her submission. A sleek black leather harness framed her body beautifully — thin straps that lifted and accentuated her full breasts, leaving them almost completely exposed, while a narrow strip of leather barely covered her pussy. The rest of her was bare, every curve on display. She kept her head respectfully bowed, silver-blonde hair falling forward over her shoulders.

“I hope my appearance pleases my Master and Mistress this evening,” she said softly, voice warm with genuine desire to please.

Sally’s breath caught. She glanced at James, a delighted little smile tugging at her lips. James’s eyes darkened with appreciation as he took in the sight.

He reached out and gently lifted Stella’s chin so she could look at him. “I am very pleased, Stella. You are a very good girl.”

Stella’s cheeks flushed with quiet pride, but she remained still, waiting.

James continued, his tone calm and caring. “For the next few minutes we’re going to talk normally. When I want to put you back into submissive mode, I will say ‘Stella, submit to me.’ Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir. I do,” Stella replied, her voice soft but clear. She smiled warmly at both of them. “And thank you very much for coming. Thank you also for the gifts you brought into this house.”

Sally stepped forward and pulled Stella into a gentle hug, mindful of the harness. “You look absolutely stunning,” she whispered. “I love how brave you are.”

James handed Stella the bottle of wine with a small smile. “Shall we go inside?”

Stella accepted the wine and the tin of cookies with obvious pleasure. “Bob’s waiting in the living room. He’s been looking forward to this all day.”

As they stepped inside, the familiar scent of cedar, coffee, and something savory simmering welcomed them. Bob rose carefully from his recliner, smiling broadly.

“Well now,” he said, eyes twinkling as he took in Stella’s outfit. “You’ve outdone yourself, honey.”

The atmosphere felt warm and charged at the same time — comfortable familiarity mixed with clear anticipation. James kept one hand lightly on the small of Sally’s back as they settled onto the couch, while Stella moved with graceful confidence despite her revealing attire.

James looked at Stella with quiet approval. “You’ve made us feel very welcome already.”

Stella’s eyes sparkled. For the moment, the four of them simply sat together, conversation flowing easily — catching up on the week, complimenting Sally’s cookies, and sharing light laughter. But beneath it all hummed the knowledge of what was coming.

James caught Stella’s eye after a few minutes and spoke the words they had agreed upon.

“Stella… submit to me.”
““Yes, Master,” Stella replied softly, her voice dropping into that deeper register of submission.

James took note in his mind of how Stella sometimes called him “Sir” and sometimes “Master.” He understood the difference — it was her way of rewarding him as a Dominant, offering that extra layer of respect when the moment felt especially meaningful. She really is a very good submissive, he thought to himself, a quiet warmth of appreciation settling in his chest.

He gave her a small, approving nod. “Good girl.”

James went on, his tone calm and natural. “Stella, go fix us all a drink. The same thing we had last time.”

Stella stood up immediately. “Yes, Master. As you wish.”

As she left the room, Sally started to rise to help, but James placed a gentle hand on her thigh, guiding her to stay seated. He looked over at Bob.

“Bob, this is a discussion point I wanted the three of us to have. How do you feel about me giving her domestic-type directions in your house?”

Bob nodded thoughtfully. “I appreciate you asking. I’m fine with it. Especially if it helps her get into the right headspace so she can enjoy herself.”

James nodded. “Yes, that’s exactly what I want. Nothing else.” He glanced toward the kitchen, then back to Bob. “Not telling you what to do, but it will probably help her when she returns if you compliment her in some way and tell her she’s being a good girl. Something like this can help deepen the submission… but it can also cause conflict if they don’t receive good feedback that validates their service.”

He continued, voice steady and sincere. “Let’s be honest about everything. Submission is always a choice. And we want to make sure that choice feels right to them. If a Dominant is abusive or takes advantage, they’ll eventually question whether submission is safe for them. My complete goal is to always give positive experiences that allow the submissive to relax, enjoy, and feel safe — both physically and emotionally. So I want to make sure she knows everything’s okay with you.”

Bob listened carefully, then gave a respectful nod. “That’s a very good nuance I really never thought about. I appreciate you bringing it up.”

When Stella walked back into the room carrying the drinks, Bob took his glass and then gently caught her hand. He looked up at her with open affection.

“I’m very proud of you,” he said warmly. “You’re being a very, very good girl. I am very pleased.”

Stella blushed deeply, then broke into a delighted grin. “Thank you, Sir. I appreciate you telling me that.”

After Stella sat down and she and Sally had taken a sip of their tequila, while James and Bob enjoyed their Knob Creek Smoked Maple, James looked over at Stella with a calm, steady gaze.

“Stella, while you were out of the room, Bob and I had a discussion about you also receiving domestic-type guidance from me when we are here. I wanted it to help you deepen your submission, but in no way to disrespect Bob or his house. Do you understand that?”

Stella met his eyes, her expression open and trusting. “Yes, Master, I understand.” She glanced lovingly at Bob for a moment before continuing. “Bob and I talked before you got here, and he made sure that I knew — in the context of my submission tonight, any submission to you, he considers submission to him.”

James gave a slow nod of approval, clearly pleased by the clarity and care between them. “Good. That’s exactly how it should be.”

He took another slow sip of his whiskey, letting the moment settle, then set the glass down. His voice remained warm but carried that unmistakable note of command.

“Stella, come here.”

Stella rose immediately and crossed the short distance to stand in front of him. The leather harness shifted beautifully with her movement, the narrow strip between her legs already showing a hint of wetness. James studied her openly for a long moment, his gaze appreciative.

“Turn slowly for us,” he said. “Let us see all of you.”

Stella obeyed without hesitation, turning in a slow, graceful circle. The harness framed her full breasts perfectly, lifting them, while the thin leather strip disappeared between her cheeks and barely covered her pussy. Sally’s eyes followed every curve, her own thighs pressing together.

James reached out and ran a single finger along the edge of the leather strap that framed Stella’s left breast. “Very good. You chose this to please us. I can already tell how much effort you put in.”

Stella’s breathing quickened at the praise. “Thank you, Master.”

James glanced at Sally, then back to Stella. “Sally, what do you think of our girl tonight?”

Sally smiled, warmth and hunger in her eyes. “She looks beautiful. So open and brave for us.” She reached out and lightly traced the underside of one of Stella’s breasts. “These look especially lovely in this harness.”

James nodded. “I agree.” He looked up at Stella again. “You may speak freely for a moment. How are you feeling right now?”

Stella’s voice was soft but honest. “Exposed… excited… and very safe. I want to be good for both of you tonight.”

James’s expression softened with approval. “You already are.” He let the silence stretch for a heartbeat, then gave the clear command:

“Stella, submit to me.”

Stella’s posture shifted instantly — shoulders back, head slightly lowered, breasts presented. “Yes, Master.”

James stood, towering over her in that calm, grounded way of his. “Kneel in the center of the room, facing Bob. Show him how pretty you look on your knees.”

Stella moved gracefully, lowering herself to the floor in the open space. The position pushed her breasts forward even more. James stepped behind her and rested one hand lightly on her shoulder, grounding her.

“Bob,” James said respectfully, “she’s yours to enjoy watching tonight, just as she’s ours to guide.”

Bob smiled, clearly moved by the consideration. “Thank you. She looks incredible.”

James kept one hand on Stella’s shoulder while he addressed both women. “Sally, come sit beside me on the couch. I want you close while I begin with her.”

Sally moved to his side, her hand resting on his thigh. James looked down at Stella with quiet intensity.

“Tonight we’re going to build on what you enjoyed last time. More objectification. A little light spanking. And plenty of praise when you’re good for us. If anything feels off, you use your words. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” Stella whispered, already sinking deeper.

James smiled faintly. “Good girl. Now… present those beautiful breasts for me.”

Stella obeyed instantly, cupping her full breasts in both hands and lifting them, pressing them together as she offered them up. The leather harness framed them perfectly, making them look even fuller and more inviting. Her nipples were already tight with anticipation.

James stood in front of her, slowly unbuckling his belt. “These are going to be my toys tonight. I’m going to use them however I like. You will keep them presented for me unless I tell you otherwise. Understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Stella breathed, her voice already softening into subspace.

James freed his thick cock, already half-hard. He stepped closer and rubbed the heavy head slowly across one nipple, then the other, spreading the first bead of pre-cum. Stella shivered visibly.

Sally watched from the couch, her hand tightening on James’s thigh. The sight of Stella on her knees, breasts offered so willingly, sent a warm rush between her own legs.

James glanced at Sally. “What do you think, sweetheart? Should we start by fucking these pretty tits?”

Sally’s voice was husky. “Yes, Sir. I want to watch you use her.”

James nodded. “Then tell her how to hold them.”

Sally leaned forward slightly. “Push them tighter together, Stella. Make a nice, warm valley for Master’s cock. Show him how much you want to please him.”

Stella squeezed her breasts more firmly around James’s thickening shaft, creating a perfect, soft channel. James groaned low in approval and began to rock his hips, sliding slowly between them. The head of his cock bumped against Stella’s chin with each forward thrust.

“Good girl,” he praised, voice deep and steady. “Look at you… using those beautiful tits to serve me.”

Stella’s breathing grew ragged. James kept one hand lightly on the back of her head, guiding her gently while he fucked her breasts with slow, deliberate strokes. Sally reached out and pinched one of Stella’s nipples, rolling it between her fingers the way she knew James liked.

“Does that feel good?” Sally asked softly.

“Yes… Mistress,” Stella moaned, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

James kept the pace controlled, savoring the sight. After several minutes he pulled back, his cock now fully hard and glistening. He rubbed the wet head across both of Stella’s nipples again, coating them thoroughly.

“Such good toys,” he murmured. “Now thank Bob for letting you serve like this.”

Stella turned her head toward Bob, cheeks flushed. “Thank you, Sir… for letting me be used like this. It makes me so wet.”

Bob’s voice was warm with affection. “You’re doing beautifully, honey. Keep being a good girl.”

James rested a hand on Stella’s shoulder. “On all fours now. Face down, ass up. Show us everything.”

Stella moved into position gracefully, lowering her upper body to the floor while keeping her knees spread and her ass raised high. The thin leather strip between her legs was visibly soaked. James ran a hand slowly over her exposed ass, then delivered a light, warm smack.

Stella gasped softly.

“Too hard?” James asked immediately.

“No, Master. It feels good.”

He gave her another slightly firmer smack on the other cheek, then soothed the skin with his palm. “Good girl. We’re going to warm you up nice and slow tonight.”

Sally slid off the couch and knelt beside Stella, running her fingers gently down her back. “You look so beautiful like this,” she whispered. “So open for us.”

James continued with slow, rhythmic spanks — never too hard, always followed by soothing touches and praise. Between each set, he would tease his fingers along the soaked leather strip covering Stella’s pussy, making her whimper with need.

After several minutes, Stella was trembling, her ass glowing a soft pink.

James knelt behind her and pulled the thin leather strip aside, exposing her completely.

“Such a pretty, wet pussy,” he said, voice low with approval. “Sally… would you like to taste her first?”

Sally’s eyes lit up with hunger. “Yes, Sir.”

She moved behind Stella, gently spreading her cheeks and lowering her mouth. The first long, slow lick drew a deep moan from Stella. Sally took her time — licking broad and slow, then focusing on her swollen clit with gentle suction. Stella’s thighs trembled as she fought to stay in position.

James watched with dark satisfaction, one hand slowly stroking his cock. “That’s it. Make her feel good. She’s earned it.”

Stella’s breathing grew ragged. “Thank you… Mistress… oh God…”

James reached under Stella and cupped one of her heavy breasts, pinching the nipple firmly. “Don’t come yet. Hold it for us.”

Sally continued licking and sucking, occasionally sliding two fingers inside Stella’s soaked pussy, curling them against her g-spot. Stella was shaking with the effort of holding back, soft desperate sounds falling from her lips.

After several minutes, James gave the command. “Sally, make her come.”

Sally doubled her efforts — sucking firmly on Stella’s clit while fucking her steadily with two fingers. Stella shattered within seconds. A long, broken cry tore from her throat as her first orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched hard around Sally’s fingers, thighs shaking violently as wave after wave rolled through her body.

Sally kept licking her gently through the aftershocks until Stella was whimpering with overstimulation.

James helped Stella up onto her knees again, holding her steady as she caught her breath. He kissed her forehead tenderly. “Very good girl. Your first one of the night.”

Stella leaned into him, flushed and glowing. “Thank you, Master… thank you, Mistress.”

James looked at Sally, pride clear in his eyes. “Come here, sweetheart.”

Sally moved to his side. He kissed her deeply, tasting Stella on her lips, then guided her to sit on the couch. Turning back to Stella, his voice dropped into that commanding register again.

“Crawl to Sally. Put your face between her legs and thank her properly for making you come.”

Stella moved eagerly on all fours, positioning herself between Sally’s spread thighs. She looked up at Sally with lust-drunk eyes. “May I please you, Mistress?”

Sally threaded her fingers through Stella’s silver hair. “Yes. Make me feel good.”

Stella dove in with reverent hunger, licking and sucking Sally’s clit while sliding two fingers inside her. Sally moaned, head falling back against the couch. James sat beside her, one arm around her shoulders, the other hand playing with her breasts as he watched.

“Look at how well she serves you,” he murmured against Sally’s ear. “She’s so eager to please her Mistress.”

Sally’s hips rocked against Stella’s mouth. James kept praising both women softly, his hand occasionally reaching down to stroke Stella’s hair or pinch one of her nipples. The room filled with wet sounds and soft moans.

It didn’t take long. Between Stella’s talented mouth and James’s deep kisses and nipple play, Sally came hard — crying out as her second orgasm of the evening rolled through her. Stella kept licking gently until Sally finally sagged back, panting.

James pulled Stella up and kissed her deeply, tasting Sally on her tongue. “You’ve been such a good girl for both of us.”

He guided both women onto the couch with him, one on each side, holding them close while they caught their breath. His hands stroked their backs and thighs soothingly.

“How are you both feeling?” he asked quietly, checking in.

Stella nuzzled into his chest. “Wonderful, Master… safe and wanted.”

Sally smiled, still a little breathless. “Perfect.”

James kissed each of them on the forehead. “Good. We’re just getting started tonight.”

He let them rest against him for a few more moments, stroking their hair and backs, giving them time to come down and reconnect. Then his voice took on that calm, commanding tone again.

“Stella, stand up. Present yourself in front of us.”

Stella rose on slightly shaky legs and stood before them, shoulders back, breasts thrust forward, legs slightly parted. The leather harness gleamed under the warm lamplight, her pussy visibly glistening.

James ran his hand slowly up the inside of her thigh, stopping just short of where she needed him most. “Such a beautiful, needy girl. You’re going to come one more time before I fuck you. Sally, help her.”

Sally smiled and slid off the couch. She knelt in front of Stella, gently spreading her legs a little wider. Without hesitation, she leaned in and began licking her again — slow, firm strokes of her tongue mixed with gentle suction on her clit. James stood behind Stella, wrapping one strong arm around her waist to steady her while his other hand cupped and squeezed her breast.

“Look at me,” he told Stella softly.

Stella’s eyes met his, glassy with pleasure. James pinched her nipple firmly, rolling it between his fingers as Sally worked her clit with increasing intensity.

“You don’t come until I say,” he reminded her. “This one is for us. Show us how well you can hold it.”

Stella whimpered but nodded, her hips rocking helplessly against Sally’s mouth. James kept up the steady stimulation on her breasts, alternating between gentle caresses and sharp pinches, whispering praise against her ear.

“Good girl… you’re doing so well… letting us use you like this… so wet and open for us…”

Sally slid two fingers deep inside Stella, curling them perfectly while sucking harder on her clit. Stella’s legs began to shake violently.

James’s voice stayed low and steady. “Now, Stella. Come for us.”

Stella came with a broken cry, her second orgasm of the night crashing through her even harder than the first. Her knees buckled, but James held her upright, supporting her as wave after wave rolled through her body. Sally kept licking and fingering her gently through it until Stella was trembling and gasping.

James lifted Stella carefully and laid her on the couch on her back, legs spread wide. He looked down at her with dark hunger and deep affection.

“You’ve been so good,” he murmured. “Now I’m going to fuck you while Sally kisses you.”

Sally moved up beside Stella’s head, leaning down to kiss her deeply. James knelt between Stella’s thighs, rubbed his thick cock against her soaked entrance, and slowly pushed inside her in one long, deep stroke.

Stella moaned into Sally’s mouth as he filled her completely.

James set a steady, controlled rhythm — deep and possessive. “That’s it… take all of me.” He reached down and rubbed Stella’s clit in firm circles while he fucked her. “You’re going to come one more time on my cock.”

Sally kept kissing her, whispering praise between kisses. “You feel so good… you’re taking him so well… such a good girl for us…”

The combination of James’s thick cock stretching her, his fingers on her clit, and Sally’s kisses and praise quickly pushed Stella toward the edge again. Her third orgasm hit her hard — her pussy clamping down around James as she cried out into Sally’s mouth, body arching beautifully.

James groaned at the tight squeeze but kept his pace steady, fucking her through every pulse. Only when Stella started to come down did he pull out, breathing hard.

He turned to Sally, eyes dark with need. “Your turn, sweetheart. On your hands and knees beside her.”

Sally eagerly got into position next to Stella. James moved behind her and thrust into her soaked pussy in one smooth stroke. Sally moaned loudly, pushing back against him.

While he fucked Sally with deep, powerful strokes, he reached over and slid two fingers into Stella, keeping her stimulated.

Both women were moaning, kissing each other between gasps as James took them in turn — switching between them every few minutes, always making sure both were cared for and praised.

Finally, after Sally came hard on his cock (her second orgasm of the night), James pulled out and stroked himself quickly. “Both of you… on your knees in front of me.”

They knelt side by side, looking up at him with flushed, eager faces. James groaned deeply as he came, thick ropes of cum painting both of their breasts and faces. The women leaned in, kissing each other and licking his release from one another’s skin.

James dropped to his knees and pulled both women into his arms, holding them tightly against his chest as they all came down together. Their bodies were warm, slick with sweat and cum, hearts still racing. He wrapped them in a strong, protective embrace, one arm around each.

“You were both so perfect tonight,” he murmured, voice low and full of genuine pride. “So beautiful. So good for me.”

He kissed Stella’s temple first, then Sally’s. His hands moved slowly over their backs and sides in long, soothing strokes, grounding them. Stella nuzzled deeper into his chest with a contented sigh, while Sally pressed soft kisses against his shoulder.

For several long minutes, none of them spoke. The only sounds were quiet breathing and the occasional soft murmur of affection. James reached for a nearby throw blanket and pulled it over all three of them, cocooning them in warmth.

Stella was the first to speak, her voice soft and a little shy. “I… I’ve never felt quite like that before. So completely taken care of while being used. It was overwhelming… in the best way.”

James tightened his hold on her gently. “I’m glad. That’s exactly what I want for you — to feel safe enough to let go completely.” He tilted her chin up so he could look into her eyes. “How are you feeling now? Any soreness? Any emotions coming up?”

Stella smiled softly. “A little sore in the best places. And… happy. Really happy. Thank you for checking on me.”

He kissed her forehead again. “Always. That’s my job.”

Sally nestled closer on his other side, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his chest. “I loved watching you with her,” she whispered. “And being part of it with you… it feels right. Like we’re building something real.”

James turned and kissed her deeply, slow and tender. When he pulled back, his gaze was warm and full of love. “It is real. And I’m so proud of how open you’ve both been. This only works because of the trust we’re all choosing to give each other.”

Bob had been watching quietly from his recliner, a gentle smile on his face. He spoke up softly. “You three look beautiful together. I’m really glad we’re doing this.”

James glanced over at him with respect. “Thank you for trusting us with her, Bob. That means a lot.”

The four of them settled into a comfortable, relaxed quiet. James kept both women tucked against him, occasionally pressing kisses to their hair or murmuring soft praise. Stella and Sally occasionally shared gentle kisses with each other, their hands intertwined across James’s chest.

After a while, Stella looked up at James with a small, playful smile. “May I get us all some water, Master?”

James chuckled softly and kissed the top of her head. “Yes, you may. And when you come back, you can curl up right here again.”

Stella rose carefully, still beautifully naked except for the harness, and padded toward the kitchen. James watched her go with quiet affection, then turned to Sally.

“You okay, sweetheart?” he asked, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

Sally nodded, eyes shining. “Better than okay. I feel… connected. To both of you. And safe with you leading us.”

“That’s all I want,” he said simply, pulling her closer.

When Stella returned with glasses of water, she handed them out and then happily rejoined them under the blanket. The three of them stayed tangled together — warm, sated, and quietly happy — while Bob watched over them all with a peaceful smile.

The evening had only just begun, but already it felt like something deeper was growing between the four of them.

The three of them stayed curled together under the blanket for a long, peaceful stretch of time. Soft touches, quiet kisses, and gentle praise flowed easily between them. James kept both women tucked close, his hands never stopping their slow, soothing strokes along their backs and thighs.

Eventually, Bob cleared his throat gently from his recliner, his voice warm and considerate.

“How about we take a little break?” he suggested. “You three look like you could use a shower and a chance to freshen up. I’ll put the pot roast in the oven so it’ll be ready in a bit. Then we can reconvene, have a nice dinner, and talk.”

James lifted his head and gave Bob a grateful nod. “That sounds perfect. Thank you, Bob.”

Stella nuzzled closer to James for one more moment before sitting up. “I’ll show you where everything is.”

The three of them rose slowly. James helped both women to their feet, steadying them with gentle hands. Stella led them upstairs to the large guest bathroom, which had a spacious walk-in shower with multiple heads.

James turned the water on, adjusting it to a perfect warm temperature. The three of them stepped in together under the soothing spray. There was nothing rushed about it — James washed Stella’s body with slow, reverent hands, then Sally’s, while they took turns washing him. Soft kisses and quiet laughter filled the shower as soap suds slid over skin and harness straps.

Once they were clean and dried, Stella lent Sally a soft robe, and the three of them made their way back downstairs feeling refreshed and relaxed.

Bob had the pot roast in the oven, filling the house with a rich, savory aroma of beef, carrots, potatoes, and herbs. The table was already set simply but warmly.

They gathered around the dining table. Bob carved generous portions of the tender roast while Stella brought out fresh bread and a bottle of red wine. Conversation flowed easily as they ate — light at first, then deeper.

James looked across the table at Bob. “This is excellent. Thank you for cooking for us.”

Bob smiled. “My pleasure. I don’t get to do it as often as I’d like anymore, so nights like this are special.”

Sally took a bite and hummed appreciatively. “It’s wonderful. Everything tonight has been… really wonderful.”

Stella reached over and squeezed Sally’s hand. “I feel the same. I was nervous the first time, but tonight feels even more natural. Like we’re really finding our rhythm together.”

James nodded thoughtfully, setting his fork down for a moment. “That’s what I’m hoping for. This only works if everyone feels safe, respected, and cared for.” He looked between Stella and Bob. “If at any point something doesn’t feel right — for any of us — we speak up. No hesitation.”

Bob raised his glass. “To honest communication and good people.”

They all clinked glasses, the mood warm and content.

As dinner continued, the conversation drifted comfortably — stories from the ranch, memories from Stella and Bob’s travels, and gentle teasing about how much Sally and Stella had clearly enjoyed themselves earlier. Laughter came easily.

James kept one hand resting on Sally’s thigh under the table, a quiet anchor, while occasionally glancing at Stella with quiet affection.

The evening felt full — not just of passion, but of genuine connection.

As they enjoyed the tender pot roast, carrots, and potatoes, the conversation naturally deepened. Bob set his fork down for a moment and looked around the table with a gentle, thoughtful expression.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said warmly, “about how nice tonight has been. Not just the… excitement. But all of it. The way we’re talking, the way everyone is checking on each other. It feels good. Really good.”

He glanced at Stella, then at James and Sally. “I’d like us to spend more time together. Not just play nights. Real time. Dinners like this, maybe some weekends where you two stay over. We’ve got the guest rooms upstairs. Plenty of space, and it would mean a lot to us if you felt comfortable enough to stay the night sometimes.”

Stella smiled softly, reaching over to rest her hand on Bob’s. “I’d love that. Waking up together, having coffee in the morning… it feels like we could build something real here.”

James nodded slowly, his hand still resting comfortably on Sally’s thigh under the table. “We’d like that too,” he said honestly. “Sally and I have talked about it. We don’t want this to only be about scenes. We want real connection. If staying over feels right, we’re open to it.”

Sally added with a warm smile, “I’d love waking up here. Having breakfast together, talking about normal things… it makes everything feel more balanced. More like a real relationship instead of just stolen nights.”

Bob looked visibly pleased. “Good. That’s what I was hoping you’d say. I know my mobility isn’t what it used to be, so having you both here more often would mean the world to Stella and me. We don’t want you to feel like guests who have to leave at a certain time. You’re welcome to stay whenever it feels right.”

Stella leaned forward a little, excitement in her eyes. “We could do lazy Sunday mornings. I make a mean pancake breakfast. And there’s a beautiful trail just behind the property if you two ever want to take a walk together in the morning.”

James chuckled softly. “I’d like that. There’s something grounding about waking up in a different place with people you trust. As long as everyone stays comfortable with the pace, I think it would be good for all of us.”

Sally nodded in agreement. “I agree. Slow and steady. We build trust first, then see where it naturally goes.”

Bob raised his glass again with a contented smile. “To building something real — at whatever pace feels right.”

They all clinked glasses once more. The rest of dinner passed with lighter conversation — stories about James’s ranch, Sally’s work as a lawyer, and some of Stella and Bob’s favorite memories from years past. Laughter came easily, and the warmth in the room felt genuine and promising.

By the time they finished eating, the idea of occasional overnight stays had settled comfortably between the four of them — not as pressure, but as a natural next step in the relationship they were carefully nurturing.
After dinner, the four of them moved back into the living room, each carrying a fresh drink. James and Bob settled into their seats with their Knob Creek, while Sally and Stella curled up on the couch with their tequila. The conversation remained light and comfortable for a while — more stories, gentle teasing, and easy laughter.

Eventually, James set his glass down and looked at Stella with that calm, steady gaze.

“Stella… submit to me.”

The shift in her was immediate. Stella’s posture changed — shoulders back, eyes lowering respectfully as she slipped deeper into subspace.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered.

James studied her for a moment, his voice warm but commanding. “Good girl. Now submit to me by telling me truthfully what you want done to you right now.”

Stella hesitated, her cheeks flushing deeply. She shifted slightly on the couch, clearly wrestling with the vulnerability of the request. After a long moment she spoke, her voice soft but honest.

“Wow… this is really hard for me to say out loud,” she admitted, “but since I’m choosing to be a good submissive here, I must submit and answer truthfully.” She took a small breath. “I think I have a strong need tonight for you to either fuck my throat or fuck my ass, Sir. Whichever you wish to take. Both are yours for the taking… and I won’t use my safe word because of how safe and wanted you’ve made me feel tonight.”

The room grew quiet for a heartbeat. James’s expression remained steady and full of approval, though his eyes darkened with desire.

He reached out and gently stroked her cheek. “Thank you for being honest. That took courage, and I’m very proud of you.” He glanced at Sally, then back to Stella. “We’ll go slow and check in often. You tell me the moment anything doesn’t feel right.”

Stella nodded, visibly relieved and excited by his response. “Yes, Master.”

James looked at Bob respectfully. “Is this okay with you?”

Bob gave a warm nod. “More than okay. I love seeing her this open.”

James turned his full attention back to Stella. “On your knees in front of me. We’ll start with that pretty throat tonight. Sally, I want you right beside her — kissing her, touching her, helping her stay relaxed.”

Sally moved eagerly to kneel beside Stella. James stood, freeing his thick cock once more. He cupped Stella’s chin gently.

“Open for me, beautiful. Nice and slow at first.”

Stella parted her lips obediently. James slid the head of his cock into her warm mouth, letting her get used to him before gradually going deeper. Sally stayed close, kissing along Stella’s neck and shoulders, occasionally leaning in to lick the side of James’s shaft when he pulled back.

James kept one hand lightly in Stella’s hair, guiding her but never forcing. “Good girl… just like that. Breathe through your nose. You’re doing so well.”

Stella moaned around him, eyes watering slightly but filled with eager submission. Sally whispered praise against her ear. “You look so beautiful taking him… such a good girl for our Master.”

James’s pace remained controlled and caring, never pushing past her limits. He watched Stella’s reactions closely, checking in with soft words and gentle touches.

After several minutes, he pulled out slowly, stroking her cheek. “Breathe. Tell me how you’re doing.”

Stella gasped softly, lips swollen. “Green, Master… I want more.”

James smiled with quiet pride. “Good girl. Then let’s take care of that other need.”

He helped her up and guided her to bend over the arm of the couch, ass presented beautifully. Sally stayed close, kissing Stella and playing with her breasts while James slowly worked a well-lubed finger, then two, into her tight ass, preparing her carefully.

When she was ready and begging softly, James positioned himself behind her and pressed the head of his cock against her entrance.

“Relax for me,” he murmured. “You tell me when to stop or slow down.”

Stella pushed back gently, taking him inch by inch with a long, deep moan. James went very slowly, praising her the entire time.

“That’s it… such a good girl taking my cock in your ass… so tight and perfect for me…”

Sally continued kissing and touching her, helping her stay relaxed and aroused. James built a slow, steady rhythm, one hand on Stella’s hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit.

It wasn’t long before Stella came hard again — her third orgasm of the night — crying out as her body shook. James held her through it, then finally allowed himself to finish deep inside her with a low groan.

Afterward, he carefully pulled out, cleaned her gently with a warm cloth, and pulled both women back into his arms on the couch.

The aftercare was long and tender — blankets, water, soft praise, and quiet conversation as the three of them came down together.


Chapter 17 

An Uncommon Life


The morning light filtered softly through the kitchen windows back at the farm. James stood at the stove flipping pancakes while Sally sat at the table with a mug of coffee, her hair still tousled from sleep. The house was quiet except for the occasional sizzle from the pan and the distant sound of birds outside.

It had been a long, beautiful night.

James slid two golden pancakes onto a plate and set it in front of Sally, then leaned down to kiss the top of her head. “Morning, sweetheart.”

Sally smiled up at him, pulling him in for a proper kiss. “Morning, Master… thank you for last night.”

He chuckled warmly and sat down across from her with his own plate. For a few minutes they ate in comfortable silence, simply enjoying the quiet peace after an intense night.

Eventually Sally spoke, her voice thoughtful. “Last night was… a lot. In the best way. I keep thinking about how different our life feels now compared to a year ago.”

James nodded, taking a sip of coffee. “It is different. We’ve built something uncommon. Most people would never understand it, but it feels right for us.”

Sally reached across the table and took his hand. “I like our uncommon life. I really do. I’m enjoying expanding our horizons… not just sexually, but emotionally. Learning to trust more deeply. Learning that love doesn’t have to be limited or scarce.”

James squeezed her hand, his expression warm and serious. “That’s what I’ve been hoping you’d feel. I don’t want superficial relationships. I’ve never been interested in swinging just for the sake of new bodies or cheap thrills. That kind of thing always felt empty to me.”

He leaned back slightly, gathering his thoughts. “There’s a big difference between swinging and what we’re building with polyamory. Swinging is usually about the experience — trading partners for a night, keeping things light and physical. No real emotional attachment. And that’s fine for some people. But for me… I need connection. I need to know the people we invite in. I need to know they respect you, respect us, and that there’s real trust and care flowing between everyone.”

Sally listened intently, nodding. “I feel the same way. With Stella and Bob, it doesn’t feel like we’re just playing. It feels like we’re actually building something. Like we’re adding real friends and lovers to our life instead of just bodies.”

“Exactly,” James said. “That’s why I move slowly. Why I check in constantly. Why I want everyone to feel safe and seen. I don’t want temporary excitement that leaves people feeling used or discarded. I want relationships where everyone grows — where submission feels like freedom, not pressure. Where love expands instead of competing.”

Sally smiled softly, her eyes shining. “I love that about you. You’re such a good leader… not because you want control for its own sake, but because you want everyone to feel safe enough to truly let go.”

James reached out and brushed his thumb across her knuckles. “And I love watching you bloom in all of this. You’ve opened up so much. You’re stronger, more confident, and somehow even more mine than before.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, eating and simply being together.

Sally finally spoke again, a playful note in her voice. “So… do you think we’ll be spending more nights there?”

James grinned. “I think so. As long as it feels good for everyone. Slow and steady. We keep communicating. We keep choosing each other first.”

Sally raised her coffee mug in a small toast. “To our uncommon life.”

James clinked his mug against hers, eyes full of love and quiet certainty. “To our uncommon life… and to all the beautiful chapters still ahead.”
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Dakota J. Thorne writes dark romantic suspense where power is earned, trust is tested, and love is forged through courage, sacrifice, and choice. These novels explore the emotional complexities of dominance and submission, focusing on deeply developed characters, unwavering consent, and relationships built on loyalty, respect, and devotion.

Drawing on decades of leadership experience, Dakota brings authenticity to stories of strength, responsibility, and personal transformation. The characters are flawed but determined, discovering that true authority is inseparable from compassion and that surrender, when freely given, can become the greatest expression of trust.

Dakota is the author of the James Steele novels, including Terms of Surrender, Submission: Sally's Beginning, Submission: Sarah's Awakening, Submission: Sarah's Surrender, and Submission: Sarah's Ascension. Each novel blends emotional romance, suspense, and character-driven storytelling with realistic relationship dynamics.

Believing that love can take many forms, Dakota is especially drawn to stories featuring thoughtfully developed polyamorous relationships. Rather than treating them as fantasy or novelty, these relationships are portrayed with emotional depth, mutual respect, honest communication, and enduring commitment. Every bond is built on trust, choice, and the belief that authentic connection—whether between two people or more—deserves the same care, complexity, and emotional realism.


About the Publisher

Ghost Writers Publishing is dedicated to bringing forward stories that carry weight, truth, and a strong sense of place.

We work with authors who value disciplined storytelling, grounded characters, and narratives that reflect both the complexity and endurance of the human experience.

Our focus includes historical fiction, character-driven narratives, and works that explore the American past with clarity and restraint.


Publishing Information

This is a work of fiction. While certain events, settings, and references are grounded in real life, the characters, dialogue, and specific incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission from the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly work.


From the Publisher

Thank you for spending your time with this story.

As an independent publisher, we rely on readers like you. Your feedback, whether brief or detailed, helps us guide the work ahead and allows others to discover these books.

If you feel inclined, we would be grateful for a review—particularly on Amazon—or a note on your experience.

You are also welcome to reach out directly at:
dakotathorne44@gmail.com

Each word of feedback matters.
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