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Foreword
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This story was born from a deep love of exploring desire, trust, and the edges where pleasure and vulnerability meet. It is fiction—fantasy woven into words—and was written for the sake of entertainment, escape, and a touch of wicked indulgence.

The dynamics and scenes portrayed here are the product of imagination. They are not intended as advice, instruction, or a guide to real-world BDSM practice. While the characters you’ll meet may push boundaries and surrender control, everything they experience is grounded in the safety of mutual consent—a principle that must always be upheld outside the pages of a novel.

If you choose to explore these themes in your own life, do so with care, education, communication, and respect. Real submission is never about harm—it’s about trust. And real dominance is never about control without responsibility.

What you’re about to read is a fantasy. Treat it as such. And if it stirs something in you… you’re not alone.

I would love your feedback if you would be so kind as to leave a review on Amazon.

With heat and heart,

Dakota J. Thorne

dakotathorne44@gmail.com

Prologue:




Three months in…

A slow exhale shivered from Sarah’s lips. Her gaze dropped to Cole, tracing the tension carved into his body. She reached out, her fingers feathering along the sharp line of his jaw. His skin was hot beneath her touch.

“Crawl to me,” she ordered, her voice steady.

Cole didn’t hesitate. He moved with a raw, eager grace, crawling forward on strong arms, eyes locked onto her boots like a starving man chasing a meal.

Jim chuckled, a low sound rumbling from deep in his chest as he picked up his glass again. “That’s my girl.”

Sarah stood, the tight leather of her boots creaking softly as she towered over Cole. He knelt at her feet, head bowed, muscles trembling with anticipation.

Jim’s voice was a silk-covered knife. “You don’t just tell him what to do, sweetheart. You make him need to obey.”

A slow thrill licked down Sarah’s spine.

She curled her fingers beneath Cole’s chin, tilting his face up. His eyes were dark, desperate.

“Kiss my feet,” she said, the command slipping from her tongue like smoke.

Cole shuddered. His lips pressed reverently against the glossy leather, breath hot against her skin. The scent of worn leather and whiskey drifted around them, thickening the air.

Sarah bit her lip, her gaze flickering toward Jim.

His smirk deepened, amusement flickering in his eyes. “Now make him wait.”

She lifted her foot just as Cole leaned in for another kiss. He froze, tension radiating from him in palpable waves, breath ragged.

Jim hummed in approval. “Now edge him.”

Sarah stepped forward, her movements slow, predatory. She let her hand trail down Cole’s broad chest, feeling the heat and rapid thump of his heartbeat beneath her fingertips. Her hand slid lower, fingers curling around the hard length of his cock.

Cole’s groan was guttural, hips jerking into her grip before he caught himself, forcing stillness into his trembling frame.

Sarah smirked, savoring the weight of his need.

“Stay still,” she commanded, as she varied her strokes to bring him to the very edge of release.

He obeyed, but every muscle in his body quivered with restraint.

Jim chuckled, a dark ripple in the heavy air. “Good. Now take him to the brink, sweetheart. And don’t let him come.”

Sarah leaned in, her breath whispering over Cole’s flushed skin. She flicked her tongue across the leaking tip of his cock—a barely-there tease.

Cole whimpered; the sound torn from deep in his chest.

Jim’s voice was velvet-drenched command. “Again.”
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Chapter One: The Invitation

Friday


Day One minus 10

Sarah stared at the message on her screen, her pulse hammering in her throat.

Jim wrote: If you want to know what it means to be truly owned, come to me.

Her fingers trembled over the keyboard. She had spent months lurking on the kink site—reading, fantasizing, craving something she couldn’t quite name. It had started innocently enough—late-night curiosity and a thirst for something different. But what began as quiet exploration had grown into an obsession.

Then Jim had found her. Or maybe she had found him.

They’d talked for weeks—long, late-night messages filled with questions, fantasies, boundaries. He challenged her, teased her, made her think. He wasn’t like the others who messaged her with cheap come-ons and crude demands. Jim was deliberate. Strategic. His words carried weight. Power.

She hadn’t realized how deep she was falling until he told her to come.

His messages weren’t flowery or soft. They were commanding. No exclamation marks. No emojis. Just authority and clarity.

She hesitated.

Until he sent another message.

Jim wrote: I’ll give you until midnight. After that, don’t bother.

A simple order. A deadline.

Her stomach clenched. Heat pooled between her thighs, a reflexive pulse of arousal she couldn’t deny.

She whispered aloud, to no one but herself, "God... what am I doing?"

But her fingers were already moving, pulling up the airline website. Her breath was shallow. Her body felt too tight for her skin. It wasn’t just excitement—it was surrender.

She booked the flight to Tennessee before she could second-guess herself.


Day One - Sunday

The hours leading up to her arrival were a blur of nerves and need. Every mile she drove, every stretch of unfamiliar road, tightened the knot in her stomach. She played mental games with herself, vacillating between excitement and dread.

“What if he’s not who he says he is?” she murmured in the silence of the car.

A beat passed.

“Worse... what if he is?”

Her fingers gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles blanched, the silence in the car broken only by her shallow, measured breaths. Each breath felt like a countdown. Every turn on the country road brought her closer to the unknown.

The gravel crunched beneath her tires as she pulled up to the ranch. The sun was setting behind the rolling hills, casting the sky in shades of gold and deep crimson. The air was still. Almost reverent.

Then she saw him.

Jim stood near the barn, broad shoulders stretching beneath a fitted black T-shirt, jeans   low on his hips. He didn’t move, didn’t wave. Just watched her.

He watched her the way a wolf watches the tree line—calm, alert, ready. But beneath the stillness, memory stirred. He was twelve again, standing in a kitchen thick with tension, watching his mother tear into his father with words sharp enough to cut bone. His father had just taken it, over and over, shrinking smaller with each fight.

Jim had sworn, right then and there, he would never be that man.

No pleading. No quiet defeat. No woman would ever hold that kind of power over him. Not again. He’d lead, or leave. There was no middle ground. He had built his entire philosophy around that early vow—no woman would shrink him.

Sarah swallowed hard and stepped out of the car.

“Sarah,” he said, voice rough, deep.

She nodded. “Sir.”

She stepped out into the dust and silence.

He didn’t move.

She crossed the distance slowly, every step louder than it should have been. Her breath was shallow, and her chest felt tight.

“I, uh…” she started, her voice thin. “I wanted to let you know—I only have a week. I need to be back at work by Monday.”

Jim’s eyes flicked over her. Not unkind. Just assessing. He wasn’t disappointed—he was calculating.

“A week,” he repeated.

She nodded, heart pounding.

“That’ll be enough.”

A slow smirk curled at the corner of his lips. “Good girl for letting me know. It helps me to plan.”

The praise sent a shiver down her spine.

He moved toward her, each step deliberate, measured. When he reached her, he hooked one finger beneath her chin, tilting her face up until she was forced to meet his gaze. The other arm behind her in a warm and comforting grip.

“Tell me why you’re here.”

Her throat was dry. “Because I want this.”

He raised a brow. “Want what, Sarah?”

She hesitated. Then spoke, barely above a whisper. “To feel... to let go. To be owned.”

A beat passed. Then another. The silence between them stretched taut. Sarah’s pulse thundered in her ears as his gaze bore into her, unflinching. He hadn’t moved, hadn’t blinked. It was like being studied by something dangerous—something that already knew she’d say yes.

Her breath hitched. Her knees felt weak. Still, she didn’t look away.

His grip tightened, just enough to make her breath catch.

“Owned,” he echoed. “That’s not a word I use lightly. Are you sure you understand what it means?”

“I think so,” she said. “But I want to learn.”

His eyes narrowed slightly, not with suspicion, but with intent. “Then we start now,” he said, “but you need to understand something first—if you say your safe word, everything stops. No questions, no delay. Do you have one?”

She nodded, her voice soft but clear. “Red, Sir. Yellow if I’m unsure or overwhelmed. Green means I’m okay.”

Jim’s expression didn’t change, but something in his eyes warmed. He gave a short nod of approval. “Good. You’ve come prepared.” His voice was steady, firm, edged with something almost like respect. “That word is yours. Use it when you need it. I’ll listen. No punishment. No disappointment. Just truth. Understood?”

“Yes Sir.”

He nodded once more, slowly, eyes not leaving hers. “That’s the first promise. And the most important.”

He held her gaze for another beat.

“Now,” he said, voice lowering to something darker, more intimate, “let’s see if you’re ready to keep going.”

He eased back slightly, his hands trailing from her face to her shoulders, grounding her.

“You’ve taken the first step. But you don’t really know what you’re asking for yet. Not fully.”

He searched her eyes. “That’s not a judgment. That’s just truth. Most people come to this with fantasies. Few are ready for the reality.”

“I want to be,” she whispered.

Jim nodded. “Then come inside. Let’s take a little time to get to know each other. I know we’ve chatted and talked a good deal, but it changes when you meet someone in person.”

He didn’t wait for her to respond—he simply picked up her bag and turned toward the house.

Sarah followed, but her steps were hesitant. A cold fear gripped her chest. What if I’m not pretty enough? What if he doesn’t like my body? They had shared so much, laughed and pushed boundaries in their conversations, but she had half-expected him to take her the moment she arrived—to pin her against the car, to claim her.

Instead, he was calm. Controlled.

As if sensing her spiral, he stopped at the top step and turned to her.

“Just so you know,” he said, voice firm but warm, “I find you very attractive, Sarah. But a Dominant and submissive relationship runs much deeper than just physical attraction. What we’re building isn’t about instant gratification. We will start slow, with you having every opportunity to stop things at any time. Do you understand me?”

Her heart squeezed. “Yes Sir.”

Inside, the house was warm and quiet. All wood and leather. No frills, but comfortable. Lived-in. Dominant.

He led her into the living room and motioned for her to sit. She sank into a worn armchair as he took the couch across from her. The air between them still crackled, but the tension had shifted—no longer anticipatory, but intimate. Weighted.

“You have a beautiful home”, she said. “Have you lived here long?”

“Since not long after I left the military”, he said. “I grew up in the area”.

“After all the time we talked on line, there is still a lot that I don’t know about you. Do you work?”, She asked.

“Retired”, he said. “I made some good investments that keep me comfortable”.

“You’ve got that look,” Jim said, studying her. “A thousand questions and no idea where to begin.”

Sarah let out a shaky laugh. “Is it that obvious?”

“Very.” He smiled. “But that’s okay. Questions are welcome here. Doubt is natural. I don’t expect perfection. I expect honesty.”

She nodded, comforted by his words.

“Would you like something to drink?” he asked. “Nothing heavy. When I train someone, I keep my wits about me. For your sake and mine. I’ll have only one, and I think that’s a good rule for a submissive as well.”

“A glass of wine would be nice,” she replied.

He nodded and disappeared briefly into the kitchen, returning with a glass of red for her and a small shot of Jim Beam for himself. He handed her the wine and sat again, watching her over the rim of his glass.

“To the beginning,” he said simply.

She raised her glass and echoed, “To the beginning.”

They drank. The wine was dry, grounding. When she set the glass down, he leaned forward.

“Tell me why you’re really here,” he said. “Not the surface answer.”

Sarah hesitated. The words she had rehearsed in her head suddenly felt small. She looked down at her hands, then back at him.

“If I tell you the truth, you’ll see how messed up I really am.”

“Good,” Jim said. “The truth is the only thing worth building on.”

She took a breath. Then another. And then she started to speak.

About the safe, boring job she couldn’t stand. About how she kept people at arm’s length because it felt safer than being let down. About the ache she’d carried for years without knowing what it was. About the loneliness that no dating app, no casual hookup ever touched.

She paused. The next words came out harder.

“My mother was… controlling,” she said finally. “Always yelling. Always needing to be right. And my dad just… took it. He never stood up to her. Never pushed back.”

Her voice faltered, then sharpened. “I hated watching it. I wanted to scream at him to do something. To stop letting her run over him like that. But he’d just lower his eyes and take it—like it was normal. Like it was what a man was supposed to do.”

She looked down, voice barely audible. “It made me lose respect for him.”

Jim was silent, his gaze steady.

“I used to hide in my room and cover my ears,” she went on. “And I remember thinking… I will never end up with a man like that. I don’t want someone soft. I don’t want someone who disappears when things get hard. I want someone who can take the lead. Hold the line. Someone I can trust to be strong when I can’t be.”

She blinked, her throat thick. “And the night I found that kink site by accident… everything started to make sense. Like I’d been carrying this need for so long and finally had a name for it.”

She didn’t look at him. Couldn’t. Not until he stood and crossed to her, kneeling in front of her chair. He tilted her chin up with two fingers.

“You’ve been drifting,” he said. “Trying to find something that would make you feel alive. Something that would take the weight off your shoulders. Am I right?”

She nodded. “Yes Sir.”

“And you think submission will fix you?”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I don’t know. I just know I need it.”

Jim exhaled slowly and brushed a thumb beneath her eye.

“Then we start slow,” he said gently. “I’ll push you. But I’ll also catch you. This only works if I earn your trust every damn day.”

Something in her cracked open at those words.

“I want to learn,” she said.

“Good. Then you need to understand this—real submission isn’t just kneeling when I tell you to. It’s not just taking what I give you and saying ‘thank you.’ It’s surrendering control of your mind. Your choices. Piece by piece.”

That should have scared her. But it didn’t.

“I’m going to teach you how to give me everything,” he continued, voice low. “But I’m not going to break you in one night. That’s not how this works. You’re not a toy I want to use up. You’re something I’m going to shape. Test. Own. And in that process, you’ll discover what you react to—and I promise, there will be surprises.”

He leaned forward, voice dark and rich. “I want to teach you. Not just how to kneel or obey—but how to understand your body. What excites you. What frightens you in the best way. What turns you on, even when you’re afraid to admit it.”

His thumb grazed her collarbone.

“You’ve spent too long letting others define what’s too much, what’s not enough. I want you to feel everything. And I want you to know why.”

He paused, his gaze never leaving hers.

“I’m going to give you permission, Sarah. Permission to feel it all. The arousal. The need. The ache you’ve buried. I want you to understand that your desires don’t make you weak. They make you powerful. And I’ll be the one who helps you discover every inch of that power.”

Her breath caught. No one had ever said anything like that to her—not a partner, not a friend. It was always about performance. About doing enough to keep someone’s interest. But this—this was different.

Jim wasn’t asking her to perform. He wanted her raw. Honest. Responsive.

He tilted her chin again, softer now.

“Your pleasure matters to me. It’s not a reward. It’s not a trick. It’s the roadmap. If I know what you crave, I can take you further than you’ve ever gone. You won’t have to give me everything at once. But over time, you may open up and give me things you never thought you could—even the parts you’re ashamed of.”

Tears burned at the back of her throat. “Yes Sir,” she whispered. “I want that. I want to learn everything.”

Jim nodded, slow and deliberate.

“Do you remember what I said that night you asked me what submission really meant?”

Sarah’s lips parted. “You said it wasn’t about rules. Or positions. Or titles.”

He smiled, faint and quiet. “Right. I told you it’s about surrendering to someone you trust, without being forced. About handing someone the key to the part of yourself you never let anyone touch. Your doubt. Your fear. Your longing. Your reward for that will be to learn about yourself and what it takes to please and keep a man.”

She nodded, voice barely a whisper. “And I asked you if that kind of surrender was even real.”

“You did,” he murmured. “And I told you it’s rare. But it’s what I look for. Not just a woman’s body. I want her thoughts, her silences, the way her chest tightens when she is afraid to speak. That’s where the real trust lives.”

He leaned forward, his voice steady. “Most people think BDSM is about hurting or controlling someone. But that’s surface-level. What I do—what I want to teach you—is about creating a space so safe that you can let go. Completely. Submission isn’t weakness, Sarah. It’s courage. It’s choosing to trust someone enough to be fully seen, even when it’s messy or raw.”

He paused, letting that land.

“It’s not about me doing things to you. It’s about what we build together. The rules, the boundaries, the intensity—all of it comes from mutual respect. From consent. If you ever feel unsafe, we stop. If you ever feel unsure, we talk. That’s what this life really is—it’s communication, intimacy, and a bond deeper than most people ever allow themselves to reach.”

He sat back slightly, his tone softening. “Which brings me to something important. Something many couples in this lifestyle talk about early on.”

Sarah tilted her head slightly. “You mean… a contract?”

“Yes,” he said. “A BDSM contract.”

She nodded, nervous. “Should I… sign one? Do you want me to?”

Jim leaned back, expression thoughtful. “BDSM contracts have their place. They can be helpful in certain dynamics—especially when people meet in clubs or arrange short-term scenes. They set expectations. Spell out rules. But here, with me… I move slowly. I check in. I debrief. I read your responses, not just your words. I don’t need a piece of paper to know if something’s working—or if it’s not.”

She bit her lip. “So… no contract?”

“No written contract,” he confirmed. “Because here’s the truth—your safe word will always be enough. If you say ‘Red’ or even just ‘Please stop,’ everything ends. Immediately. I don’t hesitate. I don’t question it. That’s not a rule—it’s a promise.”

Sarah’s shoulders lowered slightly, tension easing out of her spine.

Jim smiled, just faintly. “What matters to me more than ink on paper is how you show up. Honestly. Willingly. Fully present. That’s the agreement I care about.”

“I understand,” she whispered. “That makes sense. I trust you more for saying that.”

“You should,” he said gently. “Because I take it seriously. This isn't about trapping you in something. It's about freeing you from what doesn't serve you anymore. And that only works if you believe I'm here to protect as well as lead.”

He rose out of his seat and offered his hand.

“Come with me. I’ll show you where you’ll sleep.”

Sarah took his hand, sliding out of her seat, legs shaking beneath her. He didn’t rush her. Just waited, steady and calm.

She followed him down the hall, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. Every step felt like a ceremony. The house was quiet but not cold—dimly lit, full of deep shadows and warm wood tones that felt timeless, deliberate. She caught glimpses of leather straps, books with titles she didn’t dare pause to read, and what looked like an antique Saint Andrew’s Cross bolted to the far wall of a side room.

Her stomach twisted with something between fear and longing.

Jim opened a door at the end of the hall and motioned her inside. The room was simple but inviting—a large bed with dark sheets, a low bench at its foot, and nothing on the walls except a single mirror. It wasn’t a dungeon. It was a place to rest. To submit.

“This is yours,” he said. “For now.”

She stepped inside, arms wrapped around her body. He didn’t follow, just stood in the doorway watching her absorb the space.

“You’ll learn to prepare this room the way I require,” he said. “You’ll make the bed every morning. You may wait for me at night, kneeling on that bench. But not tonight.”

She turned, surprised. “No?”

Jim shook his head. “Tonight, you sleep. No orders. No rules. Just rest.”

The unexpected kindness hit her harder than anything else he could have done. Her chest tightened as tears burned behind her eyes. She hadn’t realized how tired she was until that moment.

He stepped closer, lifting her chin. “Being mine doesn’t start with obedience. It starts with trust. Sleep now. We begin tomorrow.”

She nodded, her throat too tight to speak. He brushed his knuckles along her jaw, then turned and walked away, closing the door behind him.

She stood there for a long time, staring at the empty bed.

Then, slowly, she climbed in.

And for the first time in years, she slept like she belonged somewhere.


Chapter Two: Discipline

Monday


Day 2

The morning light spilled into the room, soft and golden, catching on the curve of the bedsheets and the faint outline of Sarah’s body beneath them. The air still smelled faintly of cedar and leather, grounding her in the memory of the night before. She blinked against the brightness, disoriented for a moment before it all came back—where she was. Why she was here.

Her heart beat faster.

She reached for the sheet to cover herself, then stopped.
He said we’d begin today.

She sat up slowly, the cool fabric sliding across her skin, goosebumps rising in its wake. She didn’t know what “training” would mean in his world, but she knew one thing:
She wanted to be ready.

A knock at the door.

Her spine straightened.
“Yes?” she said, voice tentative.

The door opened. Jim stepped inside, fully dressed—dark jeans, a charcoal henley, barefoot but composed. Calm. Controlled. Dominant. His presence changed the shape of the room.

“Morning,” he said. “Get up. You’ll shower and dress in the clothing I left for you. No makeup. No perfume. No jewelry.”

“Yes Sir.”

The words came easier this morning. They felt natural on her tongue—like a shape her mouth had always known how to form but had only just learned the purpose of.

He gestured toward the chair in the corner, where a neatly folded set of clothes waited: black leggings, a simple fitted T-shirt, soft cotton underwear. Not sexy. Not revealing. Just plain and functional.

She glanced at him, uncertain.

“You’re not dressing for attention,” he said. “You’re dressing to move. To follow instructions. Today is about discipline.”

“Yes Sir,” she repeated, quieter now. Her pulse quickened, anticipation blooming beneath her ribs.

“Be downstairs in ten minutes. Do not make me wait.”

He shut the door behind him. The sound of it closing was final, but not harsh. It marked the beginning.

She moved quickly. Efficiently. The shower was hot, nearly bracing, but she welcomed it. Steam wrapped around her like a cloak, washing away sleep and sharpening her focus. Her hands trembled slightly as she dressed, fingers fumbling with the shirt hem before she stilled them.

Ten minutes later, she walked into the kitchen.

Jim stood at the counter, pouring coffee into two mugs. His movements were precise, unhurried. He handed one to her without a word, then nodded toward the table.

“Sit.”

She obeyed, easing into the chair, the ceramic warm in her palms.

“You’ll eat,” he said. “Then we talk.”

Sarah wrapped her fingers around the mug, grounding herself in its heat. She met his eyes and nodded.
This wasn’t just breakfast.
This was the first test.

Jim watched her as she ate, his expression unreadable. He didn’t rush her, but the silence between them wasn’t idle. It was focused, expectant. Every move she made seemed magnified under the weight of his gaze.

When she finished and set her fork down, he leaned forward slightly.
“Tell me what you’re afraid of.”

Sarah blinked.
“Sir?”

“You heard me.” His voice was calm but firm. “What scares you about this?”

She swallowed hard, the question striking deeper than she expected. Her eyes dropped to the table.
“That I’ll fail. That I won’t be what you want.”

He nodded once, the motion deliberate.
“That’s honest. But failing is part of learning. You will mess up. You’ll forget things. You’ll hesitate. That’s expected. What I won’t tolerate is hiding.”

The words pressed against something tender inside her. She looked up at him again, throat tight.

“I want all of you, Sarah. Not just your obedience. Not just your body. I want the thoughts you bite back. The fears you pretend not to feel. That’s where the real submission starts. You give me the parts you keep locked up, and I give you structure, safety, and purpose in return. That’s the exchange.”

She sat very still, the words sinking into her like stones dropped into deep water, leaving ripples she couldn’t control. A knot tightened low in her stomach—not fear, not exactly. Readiness.

“Yes Sir,” she whispered, the words tasting heavy and real in her mouth.

Jim stood and circled the table, his footsteps slow, steady. As he passed behind her, she felt his presence like heat against her back, an invisible tether pulling her closer.

“You’ll learn to stand the way I like. To kneel when I say. To hold still when I touch you. But none of that matters if your heart’s not in it.”

He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, breath warm against her skin.
“I don’t want a puppet. I want a partner who chooses this—who craves it.”

Sarah’s breath caught in her throat, a shiver working down her spine.
“I do, Sir,” she said, her voice steadier. “I want that.”

“Good.” He straightened, his hand brushing briefly along her shoulder—a silent reward.
“Then we begin.”

She didn’t move at first. Her stomach fluttered—no more talk, no more theory. This was it. The start of something that felt less like stepping forward and more like falling open.

Then she rose.

He led her from the dining room, the transition marked by the soft click of a door opening and the hush of a different air. The room was spare but deliberate—the cross bolted to the wall, the low table, the wide mirror that reflected every angle of exposure. It smelled faintly of cedar and leather.

It wasn’t threatening.
It was intentional.
Curated.

“Strip,” Jim said.
“Fold your clothes and come back to me.”

She hesitated for half a breath—not out of doubt, but reverence.
Then she moved.

The command settled into her chest with surprising ease. She obeyed without hesitation, folding each piece of clothing with slow, careful precision before returning to stand before him—bare, vulnerable, ready.

“Stand in the center,” he said.

Sarah moved, her steps deliberate, the soft pad of her feet nearly silent against the wood floor. Every nerve felt exposed. She tried not to fidget.

“Hands behind your back. Feet shoulder-width apart. Eyes on mine.”

She obeyed, resisting the urge to glance at the mirror, to see how she looked. Instead, she locked her gaze on him—steady, open.

Jim circled her once, then twice, the air shifting with each pass. His gaze wasn’t leering. It was assessing. Measuring. Learning her body like a map he intended to explore slowly and thoroughly.

“This is neutral position,” he said. “You’ll return to this after every instruction unless told otherwise. I’m not asking you to be beautiful. I’m asking you to be here.”

“Yes Sir,” she answered, a thread of fierce pride woven through the words.

“Your hands behind your back allow me to inspect how well you’ve prepared your body for me. I want you always clean-shaven.”

He stepped behind her. She felt the shift before she heard his next words.

“Now I will teach you another position. This one is called Presentation Stance. It’s most often used when I’m seated. You’ll face away from me in neutral position, then bend forward from the waist so I may view the beauty of your feminine sex—prepared and shaved for me.”

He lowered into a squat behind her, his voice even.
“Presentation Stance for me.”

Sarah inhaled slowly. As she bent forward, a wave of emotion rolled over her. Embarrassment bloomed in her chest, but it was quickly swallowed by something else—arousal. Raw and immediate. The act of exposing herself this way, of offering her body to his eyes, ignited something deep and primal.

“Very nice,” he murmured.

He rose and stepped in close behind her, one hand settling on her shoulder to steady her. His other hand moved between her thighs, parting her folds with deliberate care, feeling the heat and wetness waiting for him—a silent, unmistakable answer to his command.

He was pleased.

“Neutral,” he said.

She straightened and returned to position with practiced ease, heart still pounding.

“When you stand like this, I see you. All of you. No masks. No defenses. That’s what submission means here. Not silence. Not compliance. Presence.”

Sarah’s heart thudded against her ribs—not in fear, but in recognition.

“Yes Sir,” she whispered, and this time it felt like a vow.

Her throat tightened. She hadn’t realized she was trembling until he brushed her wrist with the tips of his fingers.

“I will not harm you,” he said. “I will challenge you. I will stretch you. And if you ever doubt your place here, you use your words. Use your safe word. That is your shield, and I will always honor it.”

Her voice cracked, but she held steady.
“Yes Sir.”

“Color?” he asked.

“Green, Sir.”

He smiled.
“Good girl. That’s your first lesson. Hold position. I’ll be right back.”

As he turned and walked away, she felt a flicker of vulnerability—alone, exposed, seen. But beneath it, something deeper: trust.

And she had never felt more grounded in her life.

Minutes passed.
Or maybe hours. Sarah couldn’t tell. Her muscles ached—not from pain, but from the demand of stillness. Her breath slowed, deepened. Her mind wandered, then snapped back to focus every time she remembered: this was for him.

When the door finally opened, she startled—but didn’t move.

Jim stepped inside, eyes immediately locking on hers.

“You’re still,” he said, voice low. “Good.”

“Color?” he asked.

“Green, Sir.”

“Raise your hands over your head.”

She complied without a word, raising her arms as instructed. Jim moved with practiced ease, fastening soft cuffs around her wrists and attaching them to a rope that hung from a ceiling hook. The tension in the line held her upright, but not painfully so—just enough to remind her she was held.

Then came the blindfold.

The supple leather slid over her eyes like a second skin, and the world disappeared. In its place came sensation.

“Color?” he asked.

“Green, Sir.”

He let her stand there, suspended in darkness, her breath quiet but quick. With her vision gone, every sound sharpened—the creak of wood as he moved, the soft rustle of fabric as he removed his shirt, the faint thump of socks hitting the floor. Anticipation bloomed inside her like a storm gathering at the edges of calm.

From the wall, he selected a flogger. It was light, its black handle wrapped in braided leather, a safety loop encircling his wrist. From its core unfurled ninety-eight narrow straps, each precisely cut and twenty inches long. Flexible. Intentional.

“Color?” he asked again.

“Green, Sir.”

He stood behind her, silent for a moment. Then she heard it—the quiet swish of leather cutting the air as he twirled the flogger in a slow, figure-eight rhythm. It didn’t touch her, not yet. But she felt its presence, as though her skin could sense the air being displaced.

The first contact came gently—just the tips of the straps brushing her right hip. It was a whisper, like a towel dragged lazily across damp skin. Then another, mirrored on her left. Each stroke was a question, not a demand.

Then he changed his angle, brought the leather close, and let the strands fall in a cascade down her back—soft and scattered like warm rain. Her breath caught. Her body swayed slightly in the cuffs, not from pain, but from the flood of sensation.

He worked her slowly. Soft strokes first, teasing, coaxing. Then gradually firmer—sharp stings that licked across her back and thighs, edged toward pain and then retreated again. He painted her body with rhythm, shifting the tempo as though playing music only the two of them could hear.

She cried out once—raw, surprised—but never asked him to stop.

He moved with care and control, never striking too hard, never leaving her adrift. The flogger danced from her shoulders to her lower back, then to her buttocks, and finally to the sensitive front of her body. Breasts, thighs, belly—each one explored with alternating lashes of heat and soft, tantalizing strokes.

“Color?” he asked, voice low, near her ear.

“Green, Sir,” she moaned, her voice husky with need.

He took his time with her breasts, letting the leather brush and sting, circling her nipples until they peaked with sensitivity. Then, slowly, he moved lower, to the place between her legs.

“Spread,” he commanded gently.

She obeyed.

And then the flogger found her sex—light flicks at first, grazing her clit, her lips. The sensation was maddening: too soft to satisfy, too sharp to ignore. Pleasure twisted inside her, deep and spiraling, fed by pain and presence and the power of surrender.

“Color?” he asked again.

“Green, Sir,” she gasped, almost breathless.

Time blurred. She no longer knew how long she had been there, only that her body felt like fire and silk. She trembled, not in fear, but in release. Then, without warning, her body bowed in the cuffs, a deep, uncontrollable spasm overtaking her.

It wasn’t just an orgasm—it was a release.

Her entire body responded. First limp, then shaking, waves rippling through her in exquisite surrender. She cried out, wordless and primal, as she rode the edge into the center of something she had never felt before.

Jim caught her instantly.

The flogger fell to the floor with a soft thud. He unfastened her cuffs with one quick motion and swept her into his arms, carrying her to the bed as though she weighed nothing at all. She folded into him, small and trembling, her blindfold slipping free as she buried her face in his neck.

He laid her down gently and stripped off his jeans, then joined her, bare and warm against her naked skin. She curled into him, still riding the aftershocks, her moans soft, involuntary.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice rough with longing. “Please take me. Please… make me yours.”

He rolled her onto her back, positioned himself between her thighs, and brought the head of his cock to her entrance, parting her folds with deliberate slowness—but not entering. Not yet.

“What do you want?” he asked, holding her still.

She tensed with the need, hips rising instinctively, but he held her there—teasing, patient, maddening.

“I want your cock,” she breathed. “I want you to take me. Own me.”

“Look at me.”

She did. And in that moment, she saw him—not just the man who had trained and commanded her, but the man who had seen her. All of her.

He pushed deep into her in a single, claiming thrust.

“Cum for me,” he said.

She shattered.

The moan that tore from her throat was raw, elemental. She clutched at him, drawing him deeper, her body wet and wild with release. Need, surrender, and pleasure fused into something electric—something holy.

But he wasn’t done.

He varied his rhythm, teased her clit with slow thrusts, then filled her again and again, never breaking their gaze. Every time she got close, he gave her the space, the permission, the command.

“Cum for me,” he whispered.

And more often than not—she did.

She had never felt so free. So alive. So entirely herself.

“I’m close,” he warned, voice ragged with restraint.

That alone pushed her over again. Her pussy clenched around him, pulsing, drawing him in. She moaned as her climax returned—sharp, desperate, delicious.

“I want you to feel this,” he said, voice low and reverent. “Feel what you’ve earned.”

And with that, he came—deep, full, powerful. She felt every throb of it inside her, his release joining hers in perfect, breathless synchrony.

They lay tangled in the sheets, skin to skin, limbs knotted like roots. Their heartbeats slowly settled into rhythm.

He held her. She held him back.

And in that quiet, slipping toward sleep, they drifted together—spent, claimed, and whole.

Home.


Chapter Three: Pain and Pleasure

Tuesday


Day 3

The morning light in Tennessee was a different kind of soft. Not the aggressive blaze of city windows or the washed-out gray of suburbia—it was gold, gentle and deliberate. It stretched long over pine-plank floors and cast warmth into the weave of the wool blanket curled around Sarah’s legs.

She blinked slowly. For a moment, she didn’t know where she was.

Then the scent hit her—cedar, leather, lingering firewood.

Jim.

She sat up, hair tousled from sleep, eyes tracing the outline of the window where a deep orange halo bled across misty fields. The sunrise crested the ridge with quiet power, and she pressed her palm against the cold glass.

The cool bit into her skin, grounding her.

And then his voice echoed in her head—not the exact words, but the weight of them. The authority that had wrapped around her like a second skin the night before.

She had never felt so terrified.
She had never felt so safe.

She stood and slipped into the robe he’d left on the foot of the bed, cinching it at the waist. Her body ached—not from pain, but from awareness. Every part of her felt tuned, calibrated to silence and presence.

The door opened without a knock.
Of course it did.

Jim entered, barefoot and shirtless, a black mug in hand. His jeans hung low on his hips. His body was carved and quiet, not posed. Just real. Strong. Commanding without needing to posture.

He paused. Assessed. His gaze swept over her in a slow, practiced scan. Not hungry. Not soft. Just deliberate.

“You slept well,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes, Sir.”

He nodded once. Stepped into the room like it already belonged to him. Like she did.

“Come.”

The word sent a flush of heat down her spine.

She followed, heart thudding in her ribs—not from fear, but from readiness.

He led her into the main room. The fireplace had already been rebuilt, flames licking beneath thick logs like a ritual resumed. Beside the hearth sat a single cushion—deep red, round, perfectly centered on the floor like a meditation altar.

Her breath hitched.

“Kneel.”

No fanfare. No lead-in. Just command.

She obeyed.

Moved to the cushion. Sank down slowly, thighs parted, knees to the mat. Her hands rested palms-up on her legs. Her gaze dropped—not out of shame, but out of reverence.

Her body hummed. Her muscles remembered.

“You’re learning quickly,” Jim said.

Heat bloomed across her chest at the praise.

He began to pace behind her. Slow, even steps across the floor. She heard the whisper of his bare feet on the wood, felt every turn of his circle around her like the orbit of a sun she hadn’t known she needed.

“A huge part of success,” he began, “in anything—athletics, business, even relationships—is ritual and discipline. But most people don’t see it.”

His voice was steady. Measured. A lesson, not a lecture.

“They have rituals without knowing. A basketball player, for instance, once said he’d imagine perfect shots from every spot on the court before a game. Not to fantasize. But to prime his mind for success. He trained his body through repetition—and his mind through vision.”

He stopped behind her.

“A successful dynamic,” he continued, “is no different. It is built—not found. Rooted in discipline, not desire alone. Desire without structure is chaos.”

Sarah exhaled through her nose, spine tall.

“At the start of each morning and the end of each night,” he said, “you will kneel. Just like this. For two minutes. That’s all.”

He circled her again.

“In those two minutes, you will recall what I’ve taught you. What you’ve earned. And you will visualize our future together—not as fantasy, but as structure. As service. As worth. I want you to focus on what you are grateful for. This activates what I call the Law of Reflection—the psychological truth that gratitude opens you to receive more. Studies confirm it: those in a grateful state are more receptive to growth, pleasure, and change. At the same time, by visualizing your future, you engage the Law of Attraction—what you think about, you bring about.”

She swallowed hard, absorbing.

“I know your job requires travel,” he continued. “On-call hours. Flights. Interruptions. We will treat each travel cycle—no matter the time—as one day.”

He paused.

“You will kneel before you leave. Even the night before, if needed. And you will kneel when you return. That is the rhythm. It’s simple. Two minutes. Your first Law.”

He stopped in front of her.

“Do you understand this?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Her voice didn’t shake.

“Good.”

He began pacing again.

“I have Rules and I have Laws. Fewer than you think. But each one is crafted to shape you. To protect us. To give you something real to anchor to.”

She nodded.

“A Law governs the framework of our lives,” he said. “Like kneeling twice daily. A Rule governs training. For example—you don’t speak unless I ask. You don’t move unless I command. You don’t hide from me.”

He stopped again.

“But even within that training frame, there is another Law: if you need to speak your safeword, you do. You interrupt. That is not just allowed. That is required. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

A pause.

“Then give me your two minutes. And meet me in the kitchen.”

arah stayed kneeling even after Jim’s footsteps faded down the hall.
She didn’t count the seconds. She didn’t need to.

Two minutes was nothing.
Two minutes was everything.

It was stillness that became grounding.
Silence that became truth.

Her spine stayed tall. Her knees rested on the cushion. Her hands remained palms-up—open. Vulnerable. Accepting.

She breathed slowly, letting her thoughts settle like ash. She didn’t think about what was coming next. She thought about now. This.
This moment of obedience with no audience.
This offering with no reward.

And when the two minutes passed, she rose quietly and walked barefoot to the kitchen.

Jim was plating eggs and grilled bread. Nothing extravagant—simple fuel. But the care he took in each movement, the way he placed her plate without looking for approval, reminded her: everything mattered.

He gestured for her to sit.

She obeyed.

They ate in silence. Not avoidance—ritual. The quiet between them was steady. Intentional. Sacred.

It tasted better that way.

After several minutes, Jim spoke.

“How did your kneeling feel?”

Sarah swallowed. “At first I struggled. My thoughts were racing. But… I think over time, it’ll be beneficial.”

He nodded. “It will. The more you do it, the more your body learns the rhythm. Submission is like muscle memory. Repetition becomes revelation.”

She exhaled. “Yes, Sir.”

He set down his fork.

“Today, we begin Structure. Ritual. Routine. Without it, everything unravels.”

She nodded again, but this time slower. A weight behind it.

“There will be training blocks. Reflection periods. Quiet hours. Everything will serve a purpose—either to deepen your service or to refine your sense of self.”

Sarah bit her lip. The question bloomed before she could stop it.

Jim saw it.

“Speak.”

She hesitated. “What if I fail at something?”

He leaned back in his chair, his eyes holding hers.

“You will,” he said plainly. “Often. That’s not a flaw. It’s a feature.”

Her brow furrowed.

“The only real failure is hiding,” he continued. “Every mistake is an opportunity to strengthen discipline. To reinforce trust.”

Sarah let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding.

“You’re not here to be perfect,” Jim said. “You’re here to be present. To grow. To learn. What you’ve been before wasn’t wrong. It was just... less than what you were capable of, or will be capable of in the future.”

The words hit her like a chord struck low in her ribs. She blushed, nodded.

“I want to be better,” she said. “I want to learn everything.”

Jim smiled. A slow, proud curve of his lips. “Good.”

He stood and began to clear the plates.

“I’m going to give you the opportunity of everything,” he said over his shoulder. “One command at a time.”

She watched him rinse each dish, wondering how something so simple—so domestic—could feel so intimate. She stood halfway from her seat.

“Sir?”

He glanced over.

“Shouldn’t I be doing that? I thought… a submissive was supposed to serve.”

“In time, perhaps,” he said, turning the faucet off. “But right now, your focus is on learning to submit. Not perform service. Not check boxes. True submission isn’t chores. It’s presence. And I’m protective of that.”

Sarah tilted her head, thinking. “I can see how a submissive could get confused.”

“Oh, absolutely,” he said, drying his hands. “And to be fair, most Dominants don’t teach that. Some are content with a ‘fucktoy’ dynamic—obedient enough to please, easy enough to discard.”

His voice wasn’t mocking. It was factual. Surgical.

“If that’s what you want,” he added, “we can discuss it. But I’ve been operating under the belief that you want something deeper.”

“I do,” she said. “At least… I think I do. But something tells me that kind of depth is going to be demanding.”

Jim crossed the kitchen and leaned against the counter, arms folded.

“It’s more demanding at first,” he said. “But in the long run—it’s actually easier. You build something stable. Real. And that protects you when things get hard.”

He tilted his head, gauging her reaction.

“Let me give you an example.”

She nodded.

“Let’s say part of your protocol becomes making the bed every morning. And one day, you forget. Not maliciously. Just… oversight.”

“Okay.”

“That night, during your kneeling—your reflection—you acknowledge it. You think about what led to the lapse. You make a small internal adjustment. You course-correct.”

He stepped closer.

“That’s growth on two levels. One—you identified and solved the failure. Two—you followed the Law of reflection. You didn’t hide it. You owned it.”

She nodded slowly, processing it.

“True submission,” Jim said, “is not about punishment. It’s about discipline. And discipline isn’t harsh—it’s steady. Loving. Sharp when needed.”

A long pause. Then:

“What’s on the agenda for today, Sir? Or… is it wrong to ask?”

Jim smiled again, and this time it warmed his whole face.

“Not wrong at all,” he said. “This is a team effort. I may lead, but I don’t operate in silence.”

He stepped toward a drawer in the hallway, pulled out a folded sheet of paper, and unfolded it on the counter.

“Last night,” he said, “I revisited the BDSM checklist you submitted a few weeks ago.”

Her cheeks flushed. That checklist had felt half like a confession, half like fantasy.

“I noticed several items under pain and pleasure you marked as interested or curious. Today…” he tapped the paper. “We begin exploring that.”

Her breath caught.

“We’ll move slow. We’ll debrief after. We’re not testing pain thresholds for punishment. We’re discovering something I call The Edge—your personal line between pain and pleasure. The border where surrender becomes transformation.”

Sarah sat straighter.

“Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good.”

He extended his hand.

“Then follow me.”

The training room felt different today.

The fire burned low, casting long orange shadows across the floor. The Saint Andrew’s cross stood quiet in the corner, not ominous—just waiting. The ropes hung still. The mirror gleamed.

Sarah’s bare feet moved across the floor with reverence, not hesitation.
She wasn’t afraid. She was present.

Jim didn’t speak as he entered behind her. He didn’t need to.

“Strip,” he said. “Then stand neutral.”

She obeyed. Each motion slow. Conscious. Not because she doubted—but because she honored the command.

She folded her clothes with care and placed them beside the wall. When she returned to the center, her stance widened. Her hands folded behind her back. Her chest lifted. Her eyes found his.

Jim reached into the drawer near the wall and removed something small and dark. He held it up—a simple leather blindfold. Plain. Precise. Effective.

He didn’t approach yet.

“Color?” he asked.

Her eyes didn’t flinch.

“Green, Sir.”

He stepped forward and gently wrapped the blindfold around her head. The leather pressed soft and warm over her eyes. Darkness swallowed the world.

Her body lit up.

Every sound, every shift in air, became louder. Closer.

“You will not move,” he said. “Not when I touch you. Not when I stop. Especially not when I stop.”

Her breath quickened. “Yes, Sir.”

The silence that followed stretched taut.

She heard nothing.

He’s near me.

She could feel it—his presence. Like gravity. The way the room changed when he stood in it. The air carried him. She could smell his skin. Hear his breath, slow and even.

Then something touched her collarbone.

Not skin. Something else. A feather? Suede?

It dragged down her chest in a slow, spiraling trail. It circled one breast, then stopped. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t chase it.

Gone.

Silence.

Five seconds.

Ten.

Twenty.

The ache of waiting sank deeper than touch ever could.

Then it returned. But lower. Her inner thigh. Warm leather—soft strands brushing the sensitive skin just shy of her sex.

Then gone.

Silence again.

He was teaching her to wait.

The third contact was a hand. His palm. Hot, steady, resting at the side of her neck. Her breath stuttered, and a moan swelled in her throat.

But she swallowed it.
Held still.

“Good,” he said, close behind her ear.

His breath warmed her skin.

“Obedience is not just stillness,” he said. “It is faith. Trusting the silence. Trusting me through the unknown.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He stepped back. She felt it like a chill on her spine.

Then came the next sound.

A soft, sharp snap.

Her breath hitched.

“This,” he said calmly, “is a crop.”

He dragged its leather tongue gently across her lower back. Then between her thighs.

“We’re not chasing pain today. We’re finding your Edge.”

“The Edge is not where you scream,” he continued. “It’s where you transform. That narrow place between control and release. We find it with care.”

Then the first strike.

Soft. Measured. Across her thighs.

A sharp sting bloomed. She gasped—but didn’t move.

“Good.”

Another strike. Harder. Across her ass. A louder sound this time. The heat spread like fire.

“Don’t run from it. Feel it.”

A third. Then a fourth.

She stayed still. Barely.

Each strike carved sensation across her body. But it wasn’t cruelty—it was communication. Each lash said: Listen. Respond. Trust.

He circled her. The next one hit her breasts. She flinched.

“Breathe,” he said. “Surrender does not mean endure. It means allow.”

She let the air pour in through her nose. Out through her mouth.

Another lash. Right across her sternum. A place most men avoided. But he was watching—feeling her. Testing the line between pressure and panic.

Her knees trembled.

“Color?”

“Green, Sir,” she whispered.

Jim stepped in. His hand touched her again—palm on her lower belly.

“You’re wet,” he said. “Your body understands this.”

She whimpered.

Another strike. Her hip this time. Sharp. Deep. It cracked like a command across the silence.

Then: nothing.

Stillness.

The absence was louder than the crop.

Ten seconds.

Fifteen.

She wanted to cry. Scream. Move.

She didn’t.

The silence dragged on and she lost her sense of time. A touch of panic hit her, where was he, what was he doing, had he left her?

Then she broke.

“Yellow,” she whispered.

He was there instantly.

His hands cupped her face.

“Good girl,” he said.

The blindfold remained, but his touch was grounding. Soothing.

“I’m not here to break you,” he murmured. “I’m here to wake you.”

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped.

He pulled her close. His hands weren’t rough now. They cradled. They reminded her: You are held. Even in pain.

“You did perfectly,” he whispered. “Now I know where your edge lives.”

He didn’t unbind her immediately.
He stood behind her, his hands resting on her shoulders, his thumbs moving in slow, grounding circles along the edge of her collarbones.

“Breathe.”

She did. Shaky. Raw. But obedient.

He loosened the cuffs, and her arms drifted downward like petals on a pond. She swayed.

He caught her.

No rush. No urgency. Just presence.

He lifted her into his arms like she weighed nothing. Cradled her against his bare chest, carried her to the wide bed against the wall, and laid her down with reverence.

She felt it—not ownership like possession, but ownership like care.

He sat beside her, one hand on her belly, the other flat on her chest just below her collarbones. Not to tease. Not to arouse. To center.

“Your body is still learning,” he said. “Where tension hides. Where fear anchors. Where trust opens.”

She nodded, her eyes closed, her lashes damp.

His fingertips moved—slow circles along her hip, then her ribs. Not for him. For her.

“Pain is not the test,” he said softly. “Endurance is not the goal. The goal is reclamation. You’re not being hurt. You’re being healed.”

Tears escaped down her temples.

“I didn’t expect it to feel like that,” she whispered.

“Like what?”

“Intimate.”

He smiled. She didn’t see it—but she felt it.

“Because it is,” he said. “That’s the part people get wrong. Pain is the scalpel. But aftercare—that’s the suture.”

She turned into him, curling like something delicate, and for the first time in her life… didn’t feel small doing it.

She felt precious.

He wrapped a blanket around her, tucked it around her shoulders. She dozed in his arms, her body soft, her breath deep and even.

When she stirred, it was dark outside.

She blinked. The fire had burned low. A soft orange glow flickered over the ceiling beams. And he—he was still there. In the chair across the room.

“You stayed,” she whispered.

He smiled softly. “I told you I would.”

“How long?”

“Six hours.”

Her eyes widened.

“Well…” he said with a teasing lilt, “I had to pee once.”

She laughed—really laughed—for the first time since arriving.

Later, they ate again. Simple food. Shared warmth. Then a shower, quiet and slow, no sex, just gentle lathering and rinsing under warm water. A kind of baptism.

Afterward, they returned to the fire. She wore a soft cotton sleep shirt and nothing else. He wore sweats and a long-sleeved tee. The mood was quiet. Reverent.

She held a glass of wine. He sipped whiskey.

Jim looked over the rim of his glass.

“Tell me what you learned today.”

Sarah curled her legs beneath her. Thought.

“The pain wasn’t punishment,” she said. “It felt like permission.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“Like I didn’t have to hide how I reacted,” she explained. “Like I could feel everything, and you wouldn’t pull away.”

He nodded. “That’s what it’s for. Pain, when it’s chosen, when it’s given—not forced—clarifies. It pulls your edges into focus.”

She let that settle.

“I used to think pain meant I had to earn touch. That if I suffered, then I could be held.”

“And now?”

“Now… I don’t think I have to suffer to be held. But I understand the difference between pain and punishment.”

Jim leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

“That difference is sacred,” he said. “Punishment is correction. Pain—when explored consensually—is liberation.”

She set her wine down. Her chest ached—not from bruises, but from opening.

He stood. Extended a hand.

“Come.”

She took it without hesitation.

He led her to a narrow door in the hall she hadn’t noticed before.

When he opened it, her breath caught.

Books lined the walls. Not shelves of fiction or trophies—but notebooks. Journals. Bound in leather, fabric, paper. Some tattered. Some pristine.

And framed pages hung between them—handwritten letters, ink-smudged lists, sketches. All mounted with care.

Jim gestured inside.

“This is my Reflection Room,” he said. “Memories. Lessons. Journeys. Most good. Some not. But all real.”

She walked in slowly, fingertips brushing the spines.

He moved to a drawer and retrieved a blank notebook. Leather-bound. Black. Smooth.

He handed it to her.

“This is yours.”

She turned it over in her hands, reverent.

“You’ll write in it every day,” he said. “Not for me. For you. Everything you feel. Everything you fear. What arouses you. What unsettles you. What questions surface. What you still can’t name.”

She opened to the first page. Blank. Clean. Terrifying.

“Why writing?” she asked.

“Because the mind forgets what it fears,” he said. “The page remembers. The page doesn’t shame you.”

She swallowed.

“Will you read it?”

“Only what you choose to show me,” he said. “This journal is your sanctuary. Not a performance. A place you are never required to be pleasing. Only honest.”

She clutched the journal to her chest like it might disappear.

“Yesterday,” Jim said softly, “you gave me your body.”

She looked up at him.

“Today… I want something harder.”

She tilted her head. “What’s that?”

“Your fear.”

Sarah stood still, journal pressed to her chest. Her breath shallow. Her gaze locked on Jim.

“My fear?” she echoed.

He didn’t soften. Didn’t backtrack.

“I want to know what you’re afraid I’ll find if I keep digging.”

Her throat tightened. She looked down.

“That I’m not really submissive,” she said quietly. “That I’m pretending. That I’m just… performing again. Trying to be what someone wants.”

He said nothing. Let the silence stretch.

“I’ve spent years doing what men wanted,” she continued. “Smiling right. Fucking right. Shaping myself into what I thought would keep someone interested. And I don’t want this to be that. I want it to be mine. But I don’t know how to separate the two yet.”

She clenched the journal tighter. Like it might absorb her shame.

Jim crossed the room and stood in front of her.

“That’s exactly why I chose you,” he said.

She blinked. “What?”

“Because you don’t know. Because you’re asking.”

He reached out, brushed a stray curl behind her ear.

“True submission isn’t certainty,” he said. “It’s willingness. The moment someone thinks they know exactly how this is supposed to look, feel, unfold… they’re already lying to themselves. You questioning it tells me your intent is real.”

Tears welled in her eyes.

She swallowed hard. “And what about you, Sir?”

He raised a brow.

“What are you afraid of?”

He didn’t answer right away. When he did, it came low and steady.

“That I’ll fail you,” he said. “That I’ll misread your signals. That I’ll take you too far before you’re ready—and you won’t speak up. That you’ll give me everything because you think you have to, not because you want to.”

The silence that followed wasn’t empty.

It was full of something deeper. Respect.

She stepped forward and placed her hand over his heart.

“I don’t want to disappear into someone,” she whispered. “I want to be opened. Not erased.”

His jaw tensed. He nodded.

“Then that’s what we’ll build,” he said. “No scripts. No disappearing. Just truth. And trust.”

Her tears slipped quietly down her cheeks, but her smile broke through them.

“Sir?”

“Yes?”

“What word would you start me with?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Worth.”

Her throat clenched again. Of course it would be that.

“I don’t know what it means for me yet,” she admitted.

“You will,” he said. “And I’ll be here while you find it.”

She looked down at the journal.

“Read me one sentence,” he said.

She opened it. Flipped to the page she’d scribbled in that morning, after kneeling.

She cleared her throat.

“I wrote… ‘I want to belong to someone without losing myself.’”

Jim nodded. “That’s honest. And layered. What do you think it means?”

“I think it means I want to be held and challenged. I want to surrender—but only to someone who can see me. And won’t let me vanish.”

His hand found hers again.

“That’s not weakness,” he said. “That’s one of the most powerful desires you can have.”

He released her hand and reached behind her chair. Lifted something.

A linen scarf.

Soft. Pale gray. Clean and light as breath.

“You’ll wear this,” he said. “Only this.”

She swallowed.

“You’ll sit in the window. Where the light touches your skin. You’ll do nothing. Say nothing. You will exist.”

Her breath quickened. “For how long?”

“Until I say you’re done.”

She nodded slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

He placed the scarf in her lap.

“You are not your clothes,” he said. “You are not your posture. You are not your performance. You are you. And I want to see that.”

She stood.

Undressed slowly.

Each piece folded. Set aside. Ritual, not routine.

She wrapped the scarf around her shoulders. It draped over her breasts, hung loosely at her sides. Nothing was hidden. Not really. It wasn’t about concealment.

It was about choice.

She crossed to the wide window and sat on the bench. The wood was cool. The light poured in—soft and steady, golden and merciless.

She sat with her back straight, hands resting in her lap.

Jim said nothing.

He watched.

At first, she focused on stillness. Posture. Breath.

But then the deeper work began.

She thought about her body—its softness, its stretch marks, the curve of her thighs. The small scar at her hip. The places she’d called ugly. The places men had grabbed too hard. The places she’d offered for affection and received only transaction.

She thought about all the years she’d negotiated herself. Bit by bit. How much cleavage to show. How to fake an orgasm. How to survive touch she didn’t want.

She thought about how long it had been since she had simply existed in her own skin without apology.

A tear fell.

Then another.

She didn’t wipe them away.

Jim didn’t stop her.

He watched—not to judge. But to witness.

And when he finally stood, he crossed to her and knelt at her side.

He touched her jaw, gently.

“You’re doing the hardest thing there is,” he whispered. “You’re allowing yourself to be seen.”

She turned toward him, light catching the wetness on her cheeks.

“I don’t want to be afraid of being looked at anymore.”

“You don’t have to be,” he said. “Not here.”

She leaned into his hand.

He stroked her cheek. “Your strength isn’t in how much you take. It’s in how much you allow. How open you’re willing to be.”

He stood. Offered his hand again.

“Come with me.”

She took it.

He led her from the study, from the bench, from the light. But she carried it with her—not on her skin, but in it.

He smiled softly. “Rest now. We’ve only just begun.”

She let out a breath. Her shoulders dropped.

Later, in the quiet of her room, the scarf still loose around her body, she curled onto the bed. Not exhausted. Not broken.

Transformed.


Chapter Four: Claimed

Wednesday


Day 4

The bedroom smelled of leather, wax, and male intent. Heavy shadows danced along the walls as candlelight flickered, painting the space in warm gold and deep amber. There were no windows open, no breeze—just stillness, thick and anticipatory. Like breath held in the lungs of a storm.

Sarah stood in the center of it.

Barefoot. Bare-skinned beneath her clothes. Every inch of her alive with tension. Her heart thudded against her ribs like fists against a locked door.

Jim was already there.

He didn’t sit. Didn’t lounge. He stood barefoot on the hardwood floor, arms loose at his sides, clad only in a pair of worn jeans. No shirt. No pretense. The candlelight carved his body into sharp planes and deep shadows, muscle coiled beneath skin like potential waiting to be triggered.

He didn’t touch her.
He didn’t need to.

“Tonight is about foundation,” he said, his voice low and quiet—like the beginning of a sermon you didn’t realize you’d needed. “Not just sex. Not just obedience. Tonight I show you how I lead. How you follow. What it means to be mine.”

Sarah swallowed hard, nodding.

“This is control,” he continued. “Yes. But not the kind you’ve been shown before. It’s not about ownership for pleasure’s sake. It’s about teaching you to surrender… safely. Deliberately.”

The word wrapped around her ribs.

He took a single step closer. She could feel the heat of him now. The air thickened.

“I want to push you,” he said. “But you’ll never wonder where I’m pushing you to. That’s the difference. Obedience. Restraint. Patience. Pleasure—when earned.”

She nodded again, barely breathing. “Yes, Sir.”

His eyes darkened. “Tonight, I mark the beginning.”

Then he stepped back, arms crossing slowly over his chest. His voice dropped.

“Take off your clothes.”

The command struck like a bell in her skull—sharp, pure, inevitable.

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed. One button. Then the next. Each one louder than it should’ve been. Her blouse slipped from her shoulders and fell to the floor. Cool air met her skin.

Then the skirt. She pushed it down, letting it puddle at her feet.

Lace panties. Bra.

His eyes were fire. Controlled. Watchful. Not devouring—claiming.

“Everything,” he said, voice silk wrapped around steel.

She unclasped her bra, her breasts spilling free. Her nipples hardened under his gaze. Then came the last piece—her panties. She peeled them down, stepped out of them, and stood naked before him.

He approached slowly. No rush. Just gravity.

In his hand—a collar. Thick, black leather with a single silver ring. No ornaments. No padding. Just purpose.

Her breath caught.

“This is mine,” he said, brushing the leather against her collarbone, up her neck, over her throat. “And when I put it on you, you belong to me.”

Her pulse pounded in her ears. “Yes, Sir.”

He circled behind her. The leather kissed her neck. The buckle clicked softly. She felt the pressure—not tight, but present. Like a hand always at her throat, reminding her where she stood.

“This,” he said near her ear, “is a training collar.”

She shivered.

“It marks you as mine to guide. To correct. To mold. Not for show. For substance.”

His fingers lingered at the buckle.

“There are others,” he went on. “A day collar—discreet. A play collar—ornamental, scene-bound. And one day, if you earn it, a permanent collar. Not a gift. Not a prop. A bond.”

Sarah’s breath hitched.

“But this one?” He tapped the ring with a fingertip. “This is the beginning.”

She nodded slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

“On your knees.”

She dropped.

No hesitation. No fumbling.

Jim reached for his belt. Unbuckled it slowly. Let the leather slide through his belt loops with a low hiss. It hung from his hand—not as a threat, but a symbol. A promise.

He didn’t touch her yet. He circled her, each step silent on the floor.

“You want to be used,” he said. “But submission starts with patience. You’ll ache. You’ll crave. But you’ll learn restraint before you’re allowed release.”

Sarah’s breath hitched. “Yes, Sir.”

He stepped in front of her. His cock already full, thick, the head flushed a deep, demanding red. He didn’t offer it. He didn’t say a word.

He just… waited.

She kept her eyes low, but her mouth parted unconsciously. Her lips throbbed.

Finally, he said, “Look at me.”

She obeyed. Met his eyes.

Her mouth watered.

“Not yet.”

He stepped back.

She whimpered—soft, instinctive, involuntary.

Jim dragged a chair from the corner, sat slowly, and pushed his jeans down to his thighs. His cock sprang free, rigid and ready. He wrapped one hand around it and gave it a long, slow stroke.

“You’re going to watch me,” he said. “And you’re not going to touch yourself.”

The heat between her thighs pulsed. She clenched her fists behind her back, tension tightening every nerve.

“You’re going to learn what it means to want,” he said, voice calm, “and not take. To crave… and obey.”

He began stroking his cock with lazy precision. Every motion deliberate. His eyes locked on hers.

“Does this make you wet?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Does it make you want to please?”

“More than anything.”

He smirked.

“Good. That’s the hunger I want. Not performance. Not obligation. Need.”

His hand moved again, slow and firm.

“Maybe I’ll finish without you. Make you kneel and ache while I take myself exactly how I like. Would that frustrate you?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, thighs trembling. “But I’d watch. I’d stay still. I’d learn.”

He raised an eyebrow, pleased. “Good girl.”

Then he leaned forward slightly.

“Tell me what pleasing me does to you.”

“It makes my pussy wet,” she said, cheeks burning. “It fills something in me. A… need. It makes me feel confident when I do it right. It’s not just about being used—it’s about being chosen to serve.”

Jim exhaled, eyes darkening. “Very good.”

He stood.

Moved toward her.

His cock hovered near her mouth, glistening.

“Keep your hands behind your back.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Open.”

She opened her mouth, trembling slightly. Lips parted. Tongue out.

“Just the tongue,” he said.

She extended it, letting it glide along the underside of his shaft. Salty. Smooth. The weight of his arousal pressed against her tongue with silent promise.

She kissed it. Licked it. Worshipped without expectation.

“Look at me.”

She did.

He held her gaze, his face unreadable—but powerful.

“Study me,” he said. “Learn me.”

Her eyes locked on his, her tongue tracing the ridge of his cock with reverence.

And still… he didn’t give her more.

He pulled back.

She whimpered—desperate, obedient.

“You’re doing well,” he said.

She shuddered.

“Lie on the bed,” he ordered. “Arms above your head. No touching.”

She crawled onto the mattress. Laid flat. Stretched her arms out. Her nipples hardened against the cool sheet.

Jim stood at the foot of the bed, admiring her restraint.

“You’re soaked, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good.”

He climbed onto the bed, knelt between her thighs. But didn’t touch her yet.

He just… watched.

Her chest rose and fell in shallow waves.

Then he moved—kissed her inner thigh, slow and soft. Again. Closer to her center.

She moaned, hips lifting.

“Patience.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

When his mouth finally found her folds, she cried out—a high, raw sound. He licked her slowly, deeply. Then again. Firmer. Circling her clit, then pulling back.

She writhed. Begged in moans.

He built her up. Let her shake. Then stopped.

Every time she neared the edge, he dragged her back from it.

Until she was panting. Desperate. Trembling.

“Not yet,” he whispered against her skin. “You’ll come when I say.”

Jim rose above her, mouth slick with her taste, eyes dark and hooded, breath warm against her inner thighs. His voice dropped low, rough velvet scraping the edge of command.

“You think you’re desperate now?” he murmured.

Sarah couldn’t answer. Her body was trembling, thighs slick and quaking, skin flushed and hypersensitive. Her mouth hung open, lips parted around a breath she couldn’t release.

“You haven’t even begun, sweet girl.”

His hands slid under her hips, rough palms anchoring her, then he flipped her with a single motion.

Sarah gasped as the air shifted against her skin, her chest meeting the mattress, her cheek pressed to the cool sheets. Her ass lifted instinctively—offering. Exposed.

“Up on your knees. Arch your back.”

She obeyed blindly. The command settled deep into her spine, coaxing her upward until she was on hands and knees, back bowed, legs wide. Her cunt glistened, parted and wet, the scent of her arousal thick in the room.

She felt the blunt head of his cock nudge her entrance—thick, unrelenting.

And then he slammed into her.

One punishing thrust.
Deep.
Rooted.

Sarah cried out, hands fisting in the sheets as he filled her completely. The sudden fullness, the sharp stretch, the complete invasion—it snapped something in her brain like a switch thrown in a dark room.

Jim groaned low, gripping her hips.

“Fuck, that’s mine now.”

He ran one palm over her ass, admiring the round curve, the trembling surrender.

Then—crack.

His hand slapped down hard against her right cheek, the sound like a whip.

She yelped.

“Count.”

Her voice shook. “O-one, Sir.”

He drove into her again—deep, slow, grinding.

Another slap, this time to the left.

“Two, Sir.”

He set a rhythm—stroke, spank, command.

“Three, Sir.”
“Four, Sir.”
Her ass burned. Her pussy throbbed. Her thighs shook with the effort of holding still.

By the time she reached “Ten, Sir,” tears were sliding down her cheeks. Not from pain. From release. From the unraveling of restraint.

He gathered a fistful of her hair, yanked her back.

“I’m going to give you my cum now,” he growled into her ear. “You’re going to hold still. You’re going to thank me for using you.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpered, desperate, body breaking open.

His rhythm turned savage.

He rammed into her, hips slamming her forward. The slap of skin echoed in the candlelit dark. Her body rocked with every thrust, his cock driving deep, relentless, merciless.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours, Sir!”

“Again.”

“I’m yours!”

He snarled, voice guttural, primal. “You’re not allowed to cum. Not until I say. You hold it. You obey.”

Sarah sobbed, body shuddering, teetering on the edge of climax.

“Please, Sir, I—”

“Hold it.”

Her muscles spasmed. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy clamped down around him in desperate pulses, begging to break.

Then he reached around. Pinched her clit.

Hard.

Her body seized.

But she held.

Barely.

“Not yet.”

Tears streamed down her face. She was shaking uncontrollably, eyes squeezed shut.

“Please, Sir… please—”

“Now.”

She came like a scream turned inside out.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning through soaked earth—violent, raw, sacred. She sobbed into the mattress, body convulsing, every nerve alight.

Jim groaned behind her—deep, guttural. He slammed into her one last time and spilled inside, his cum hot and pulsing, hips grinding against her ass as he emptied himself completely.

They stayed like that for long moments—him buried inside her, her body slack and twitching.

Then slowly, he pulled out.

He gathered her. Scooped her up like something fragile and precious, cradled her against his chest. Her face tucked against his shoulder, body trembling.

He wrapped her in a blanket.

“You did so fucking well,” he whispered, kissing her hair. “I’m proud of you.”

He held her close, offering water to her lips.

She drank, dazed and grateful.

“I’m here,” he murmured. “You’re safe.”

She nodded into his chest. Her breath evened. Her tears dried.

Then, soft and small, she whispered, “Mine?”

Jim tilted her chin up, kissed her forehead.

“Mine,” he confirmed.

She clutched the collar around her throat like a lifeline.

Later, as Sarah lay wrapped in the cocoon of Jim’s arms, the storm in her body settling into soft shudders and sighs, her thoughts began to emerge again—slow and cautious, like animals stepping out after lightning.

She was warm. She was full. She was owned.

But her mind… it still ached to understand.

“Sir?” she asked softly.

Jim’s hand brushed lightly over her hair, smoothing it from her temple.

“Yes, little one?”

She hesitated. Vulnerability curled hot and sharp behind her ribs.

“May I ask something?”

“Always.”

She turned her face into his chest, cheek resting over his heartbeat.

“Earlier… when I was using my mouth on you… why didn’t you let me finish?”

She felt the pause in him—not defensive, not angry. Just deliberate.

“I wanted to,” she said quietly. “I wanted to show you that I… that I wanted to please you.”

He took a long breath, thumb still stroking her collarbone.

“Because,” he said slowly, “there are some gifts I won’t take. Not until the right time. Not until the trust runs deeper.”

Sarah looked up at him, confusion rippling across her brow.

“Satisfying me with your mouth,” Jim said, voice calm, “isn’t just physical. It’s an act of precision. Of devotion. And deep surrender. It’s not just about what you do. It’s about how well you listen. How well you feel.”

She blinked. The words landed in her belly like weight.

“Your mouth on me,” he continued, “shouldn’t be performance. It should be offering. And you’re close—but not there yet.”

Sarah swallowed. “Because I’m not ready?”

“Because you’re still learning yourself. Learning your responses. Your instincts. Your silence. Your fear.”

He touched her cheek, his voice softer now.

“I don’t need a submissive who can suck cock. That’s easy to find. I need one who knows me when she does. Who isn’t second-guessing. Who isn’t calculating her effect. I need you to give it without looking for reward. Without needing praise.”

She nodded slowly, understanding creeping in like sunlight beneath a closed door.

“But it’s not just about you,” Jim added, a subtle tension entering his jaw.

“It’s not?” she asked, surprised.

He looked down at her, then away—only for a moment.

“It’s also about me,” he admitted. “Letting go is harder than you think—for a man like me. For a Dominant who’s spent years building control like armor.”

Sarah listened, still and open.

“To let you bring me there—to climax in your mouth—is a kind of surrender. It’s trust. It means letting someone else… take me there. And that’s not easy.”

He smiled faintly. “Maybe I’m still learning too.”

Sarah reached for his hand, entwining her fingers with his.

“I want to earn that,” she whispered. “I want to make you feel that safe. That seen.”

Jim leaned down, kissed her slowly.

“You will,” he murmured. “We both will.”

She rested her head on his chest again, breath slow and even.

“Sir?”

“Yes?”

“May I learn? May I practice what you like—so that, when the time comes, I can serve you exactly the way you need?”

He chuckled softly, not mocking—touched.

“Yes, little one. You may learn. And I will teach you. With precision. With time.”

He paused.

“There’s one thing you can begin doing,” he said, voice low, almost a purr now. “Something simple. Something intimate.”

Her body stilled in attention.

“When we lie together… your hand should always be on my cock.”

Her breath hitched.

“Not to stroke. Not to tease. Just to hold. To feel.”

She exhaled, desire washing through her in a long, quiet wave.

“You’ll learn the way it reacts. How it softens. How it swells. How it throbs when your presence pleases me, even in stillness.”

Sarah closed her eyes, her hand already sliding down beneath the blanket.

“I would like that very much, Sir.”

“Good girl.”

He guided her fingers with his own until her palm settled over his length—thick and heavy, slowly swelling under her touch.

They lay that way in silence. Skin to skin. Heart to heart.

Until his body stirred again.

And hers followed.

Jim shifted beneath the covers, and Sarah felt his cock stir against her palm. It was growing—hardening slowly, purposefully, like a rising tide. She watched it come alive beneath her fingers, fascinated by the weight, the heat, the pulse.

He felt her breath quicken.

“Slide down my body,” he commanded, voice rough with restraint. “I want your mouth on me.”

She obeyed instantly.

She kissed her way down his chest, soft and slow. His skin was warm beneath her lips. Salt and smoke and power. By the time she reached his hips, he was fully hard—thick and firm and waiting.

She nestled between his thighs, her cheek brushing his lower abdomen.

His hand moved to her hair. Not controlling. Just resting there.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now wrap those pretty lips around me. Slow. Take your time.”

Sarah parted her mouth and took him in, her lips slipping over the swollen head of his cock. He hissed softly through his teeth.

“Use your tongue,” he instructed. “Lick the underside. Right there. Yes.”

Her tongue stroked the sensitive ridge, tracing a line up his shaft as she slowly sank deeper. She felt the pulse beneath the skin, the way he flexed when she did something right.

“Look at me,” he said.

She glanced up, eyes wide, mouth full.

“Keep your eyes on me. I want to see your face when I teach you.”

She moaned softly, the vibration traveling through his length. His eyes fluttered shut for a moment.

“Perfect.”

She continued working him carefully, her pace patient, her jaw relaxed, her tongue teasing the base. She felt him twitch and swell, and each sound he made fed her need—made her wetter.

Then his hand tightened in her hair.

“Stop,” he said.

She froze, her mouth slipping off him with a soft, wet pop.

Jim leaned forward, lifting her chin with two fingers.
“You’re doing well. You’re making progress. But tonight, I’m giving you a task. Something new.”

She swallowed hard.
“Yes, Sir.”

He leaned back again, pressing his heel flat against the mattress.

“Come up here. Straddle my leg.”

Confused but obedient, she lifted herself and moved, hovering over his thigh, the firm muscle beneath her promising tension and command.

“Rub that pretty little cunt on my thigh. Let it open you. Submit to me by enjoying this. Mind me by wanting it.”

Her breath hitched as she lowered herself fully onto him, hips rolling forward. The pressure was immediate, electric.
As she rode his thigh, her hands slid to her breasts, fingers pinching her nipples—drawing another wave of pleasure through her.

“Good girl,” he said.
“Now you’re learning to enjoy your pleasure as you give it.”

His voice dropped lower.

“Now slide down my leg and rub that soaked little pussy on my foot… while you suck me again.”

Her breath caught.

“Sir…?”

“You heard me.”

She hesitated—but only for a second—before shifting downward. Her body glided along his leg, the friction maddening. When her slick folds met the top of his foot, she gasped.

It was rough. Firm. Unrelenting.
The arch pressed directly against her clit.

She moaned—deep, involuntary—and began to rock her hips, slow at first… then harder. Hungrier.

“All while you suck my cock,” he added, voice thick, nearly a growl.

Sarah whimpered, then leaned forward and took him back into her mouth.

Now she moved—mouth working his shaft, hips grinding against his foot, every nerve alive with overwhelming sensation.
Controlled. Owned. Completely undone.

“Good girl,” Jim groaned. “Use me. Let yourself come while you serve me.”

The dual stimulation—the rough friction against her clit and the weight of his cock on her tongue—made her dizzy.

He guided her rhythm, a hand in her hair, his foot flexing slightly beneath her pussy, pressing in harder.

“Take what you need,” he murmured. “But stay present. Listen. Feel.”

She did.

Her orgasm built quickly this time—sharp, spiraling. She moaned around him, hips rocking harder, her body twitching as she crested.

Jim watched her closely, groaning as she came, her moan muffled around his cock, her thighs shaking.

“Enough,” he said, pulling her off with care.

She gasped, eyes wild and dazed.

He sat up, kissed her mouth fiercely.

“You’re not done.”

He pushed her onto her back. “Now show me.”

“Show you…?”

“Rub that pretty pussy for me. Let me see how you come for me. With your fingers. Eyes open. On command.”

She obeyed instantly, hand sliding between her legs, fingers finding her slick, throbbing clit. She looked at him, face flushed, lips parted.

Jim stroked himself slowly as he watched.

“That’s it. Let go for me. Let me see how wrecked I’ve made you.”

Sarah moaned louder, fingers moving faster, her body arching.

He jerked harder, his release imminent.

“Come for me.”

She cried out, thighs shaking as her second orgasm tore through her, her fingers soaked with arousal.

Jim groaned, cock twitching in his hand, and came with a growl, his cum painting her chest in thick, hot ropes.

He collapsed beside her, catching her with his arm before she could drift too far. He wiped her down with a soft cloth, murmuring praise into her hair.

“Good girl. Fucking beautiful. Every part of you.”

She curled into him, heart racing, body spent, soul anchored.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The air smelled of sex and sweat and skin.
The fire in the room had gone low, casting only faint golden flickers against the stone. But Sarah felt warm—everywhere. Her muscles still trembled. Her thighs were soaked, her breasts sticky with his release, and her cheek rested against his chest like she’d always belonged there.

Jim was still breathing heavy, but his arm hadn’t moved. It wrapped around her back, anchoring her to his side. His other hand was in her hair, fingertips threading gently through damp strands. She’d expected him to go still after—maybe even aloof. But he didn’t withdraw.

He held.

And for a woman like Sarah, that was the real undoing.

“Sir?” she whispered, unsure if the quiet would break something.

He didn’t open his eyes. But his thumb stroked her temple.

“Still with me, little one?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good.” A breath. “You’ve earned something tonight.”

She shifted against him, eyes fluttering closed again. “What is it?”

His voice dropped to a murmur. “I’m letting go of one more wall.”

Sarah lifted her head.

Jim opened his eyes and looked at her—really looked. No bravado. No intensity. Just a man, naked in more ways than one.

“When you took me in your mouth earlier,” he said, “you were… so close. And not just physically. Your instincts. Your focus. Your need to please without losing yourself. That’s what I watch for.”

Sarah waited, heart thudding.

He cupped her jaw.

“I want to show you how much I trust you now. I want you to take me again. But this time, I’m going to finish in your mouth.”

Her breath caught.

“Sir…”

“I want it to be yours. Not because I command it. But because you want it. Because you understand the difference now.”

Sarah’s heart felt like it might split wide open. She nodded, slowly. “I do want it. I want to give that to you.”

Jim kissed her—soft, slow. Then guided her down his body again.

She moved with reverence. She didn’t rush. She didn’t tease. She worshipped. Her lips glided over his shaft, tongue swirling slowly. She listened for every breath, every shift in his hips, every sound.

He watched her, eyes half-lidded.

“God, you’re good,” he breathed.

She moaned around him, taking more, her throat relaxing, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t yet manage. She felt him swell, pulse, his thighs tighten.

“I’m close,” he said.

She deepened the rhythm, lips soft, tongue working in sync.

“Keep going… keep going, that’s it… f-fuck, yes—”

He exploded with a groan, thick spurts of hot cum filling her mouth. She didn’t flinch. She swallowed, slow and clean, until nothing remained but his pulse and her breathing.

She pulled back slowly, licked her lips, looked up.

His eyes—dazed. Soft. Grateful.

He reached down, pulled her up into his arms, and kissed her with every ounce of what he’d just given.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

She blinked. “Sir?”

He smiled faintly.

“I needed that more than I knew.”

Sarah curled against his chest again, sated and filled in every sense.

After a while, he tucked the blanket tighter around her and kissed the top of her head.

“I’m going to ask something unusual now,” he murmured.

“Anything,” she whispered.

“When we’re together… and I’m asleep… I want you to keep one hand on me. On my chest. On my thigh. On my cock. Anywhere. Just touch me.”

“Always?”

“Always.”

She nodded without hesitation. “Yes, Sir.”

Jim exhaled, like a weight had slipped off his ribs.

“Then sleep,” he said.

She did.


Chapter Five: Lessons in Obedience

Thursday


Day 5

Sarah knelt in the center of the training room, naked but for the slim leather collar around her throat. The collar's weight was negligible, but its meaning was not. It held her spine straight, her gaze lowered, her soul anchored.

She had been there for ten minutes. Maybe twenty. She didn’t know anymore.

What she knew was this: she had tried to please him.

Around her, the room glowed with low candlelight. She had lit each flame herself, carefully—intentionally. She had laid out the implements he favored: the flogger, the belt, the blindfold, a neatly coiled length of rope. She had queued the music—ambient, unobtrusive, rhythmic. She had polished the floor where she would kneel. She had made everything perfect.

At least, that’s what she thought.

Until the door opened.

The sound was soft—just a quiet creak as the heavy wood swung inward—but it felt like thunder. Her heart jumped, and she sat straighter. Palms rested on her thighs. Back arched. Eyes down.

She waited for a word. A breath. Anything.

Nothing came.

Jim stepped inside. She felt him more than she saw him—his weight, his heat, his silence. He crossed the threshold and closed the door behind him with a quiet, final click.

He didn’t speak.

He moved slowly, deliberately, his boots whispering over the hardwood. He scanned the room—she could feel it. Every flicker of his gaze burned her skin like sunlight through glass.

Then his voice came.
Even. Cold. Measured.

“What instructions did I give you, little one?”

Sarah swallowed hard, her tongue suddenly thick in her mouth. “You told me to wait here, Sir. To stay still until you arrived.”

His silence was worse than shouting.

Then: “Did I tell you to light candles?”

Her stomach dropped. “No, Sir.”

“Did I tell you to arrange my toys?”

A whisper now. “No, Sir.”

She could feel the tension radiating from him—not rage. Not disappointment.
Control.
It wrapped around her, tight as rope.

Jim walked toward her slowly. When he crouched before her, the room seemed to shrink. His hand reached out, firm fingers gripping her chin, forcing her gaze up to meet his.

“You meant well,” he said, and the calm in his voice was worse than fury. “But meaning well does not excuse disobedience. You did not obey. You guessed. You assumed. You put what you thought I’d want… above what I told you to do.”

A tear escaped before she could stop it.

“I wanted to please you, Sir,” she whispered, ashamed at the pathetic sound of her own voice.

“You want to please me by obeying me,” he corrected. “Not by replacing my words with your imagination.”

He stood, towering now, his hand releasing her chin.

“Stand.”

She obeyed instantly. Her knees ached as she rose. Her hands went behind her neck, fingers lacing. Her breasts rose with each shallow breath, exposed, vulnerable. The room felt colder now.

Jim unbuckled his belt.

The sound—the metallic click, the slow hiss of leather sliding free—made Sarah’s knees threaten to buckle.

He folded it in his hands. Tested it once. The soft flex of it whispered through the air.

“You will take ten lashes,” he said simply. “You will count. You will thank me. You will not move unless I say.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

Her body clenched with fear—but it wasn’t the pain she feared. It was failing again. It was disappointing him. It was being unworthy of the structure he offered.

The first lash landed without warning.

CRACK.

The belt lashed across her ass, kissing her skin with fire. The sound echoed, brutal and final.

She gasped—air knocked from her lungs—but she didn’t fall.

“One,” she choked. “Thank you, Sir.”

Another blow.

CRACK.

Searing heat, just below the first stripe.

Her knees wobbled. Her vision blurred.

“Two… thank you, Sir.”

Jim said nothing.

The third strike was a whisper—a brush of leather across the top of her thigh. Barely a kiss.

She blinked. Confused. Her lips parted.

“Sir…?”

His voice came like a blade through silk.

“Count it.”

She froze. The air thickened.

“But—”

“Count it.”

Shame rose like heat. Her body trembled.

“Three,” she whispered. “Thank you, Sir.”

The room went still.

That moment broke something in her. Not her pride—it was already gone. Not her body—it was his.

It was her judgment.

The realization settled heavy on her chest: it didn’t matter if she understood. It didn’t matter if it made sense. The lesson wasn’t in the logic.

It was in the obedience.

The next lash was softer. A glancing touch across her lower back. The one after that barely kissed the backs of her thighs. But it didn’t matter.

She counted them all.

“Four… thank you, Sir.”
“Five… thank you, Sir.”
“Six…” Her voice cracked. “Thank you, Sir.”

By the seventh she was crying openly—not sobs. Just the silent, helpless tears of someone being reshaped.

“Eight… thank you, Sir.”

The ninth was harder again. A sharp, decisive crack just beneath her ribs. She didn’t flinch.

“Nine. Thank you, Sir.”

The tenth was a breath. A caress.

“Ten,” she whispered. “Thank you, Sir.”

Then silence.

Jim dropped the belt. The clatter of leather against wood echoed like judgment.

She was still standing. Barely.

He approached. Slow. Calm. He knelt before her again and cupped her cheeks with both hands.

His thumbs wiped her tears—not like erasing weakness, but like smoothing the edges of something raw and sacred.

“You know now,” he said quietly. “You know what I require.”

Sarah’s voice was small but sure. “Yes, Sir.”

Jim held her gaze a moment longer. Then stepped back and pointed to the floor between his feet.

“Come here,” he said. “Worship me.”

She dropped to her knees instantly.

Sarah crawled on trembling knees toward him, her thighs slick with arousal and shame, her heart pounding like a drumbeat inside a cathedral.

The space between them was no more than a few feet.

It felt like miles.

Jim stood tall, legs slightly spread, the dark line of his jeans slung low on his hips. The belt he’d used on her lay coiled at his feet—a discarded serpent, sleeping after it had bitten.

She knelt before him and didn’t look up.

She felt him. His presence. His heat. The weight of his silence. The subtle tension in his body as he looked down at her.

She reached up with reverent hands. Undid the button of his jeans. Slid the zipper down slow enough that the sound scraped across her nerves.

She peeled the denim back—inch by inch. Every new sliver of skin exposed was sacred. Her hands touched his hips, his thighs, the tight V of muscle that vanished beneath black briefs.

He was hard already.

Thick. Heavy.

Her breath caught.

She tugged the waistband down and freed him.

Jim’s cock stood tall between them—veins thick, head flushed dark with blood, already glistening at the tip. She swallowed hard. Her mouth watered, her whole body aching with the memory of punishment, the weight of his gaze, the need to be forgiven.

He didn’t move. He didn’t say a word.

His silence was the order.

Her lips brushed the base of his cock first—a kiss. Not sexual. Devotional. She kissed the shaft once, twice, then a third time before she dared to lick. When her tongue finally traced up the underside, it was slow. Careful. Like tasting power.

“Good girl,” Jim murmured above her, hand settling in her hair. “Show me how much you’ve learned.”

She opened her mouth wider and took him between her lips.

He groaned. Not loudly. Just a low sound—approval, ownership, the sound of something being restored.

Sarah sucked softly, swirling her tongue around the sensitive crown, and felt him pulse against her palate. She moaned, the vibration making him twitch.

“Don’t rush,” he said. “You’re not performing. You’re worshiping.”

She slowed.

Took more of him. One breath, then another, sliding him deeper, her lips parting, her throat opening.

He didn’t guide her. Didn’t push.

He let her choose the pace—but her body didn’t feel like it belonged to her anymore. It belonged to the rhythm of his breathing, to the tension in his hips, to the way his fingers curled tighter in her hair when she did something right.

She bobbed slowly, building pressure with each pass, spit slicking her chin, her tongue working the underside in slow, worshipful licks. She didn’t need praise. She craved surrender.

“Look up at me.”

She did.

Her eyes glistened, her cheeks wet. Her lips were stretched around his girth, the muscles of her jaw working, her expression completely unguarded.

Jim’s breath hitched.

“You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

She whimpered, the sound muffled by his cock, and sucked harder.

His legs tensed.

Then—he pulled back.

She gasped as he slipped free of her mouth, spit connecting them in a thin string. She blinked up at him, dazed, lips swollen, chest heaving.

“On your back,” he said. “Head hanging over the bed.”

She obeyed instantly.

He guided her until her head dangled over the edge, hair spilling to the floor, throat exposed.

Then he moved forward and placed his cock back to her lips.

“You’ll take all of it.”

She didn’t hesitate. She opened.

He slid in—slow at first—letting her adjust. Then deeper. Her throat resisted, then yielded. She gagged once, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t stop.

She relaxed her jaw. Breathed through her nose.

He fucked her mouth slowly, the angle giving him full control. His hands cradled her head, thumbs brushing her temples.

“Good girl… just like that…”

She moaned, and the sound made him hiss.

His thrusts stayed slow but relentless, gliding in and out of her throat, slick and obscene. Her throat fluttered around him, muscles clenching and releasing in perfect rhythm.

“You’ll take my edge like this one day,” he said. “I’ll use your mouth until I break. Until I empty everything into you, and you swallow it all.”

She whimpered around him.

But he stopped short. Again.

Withdrawing, panting. Sweat beading his brow.

“No,” he said. “Not yet.”

Sarah blinked, confused, trembling, her mouth empty and wet.

“I told you,” Jim said, crouching beside her. “This isn’t just about obedience. It’s about precision. Restraint. Your lesson tonight isn’t how to please me.”

He stroked her wet cheek.

“It’s how to hold back.”

She didn’t understand—not fully.

Then he pointed to the belt.

“Crawl to it,” he said. “Bring it to me in your mouth.”

She obeyed.

She knelt, crawled, teeth gently grasping the looped leather, and returned to him, laying it at his feet like an offering.

He picked it up and set it on the bed.

She nodded slowly.

He kissed her. Gentle. Full of promise.

Tonight… I’m going to fuck you until you forget what it means to think.”

She trembled.

“Do you want that?”

“Please, Sir.”

Jim stood. The belt still lay on the bed. The collar still hugged her throat. But Sarah’s entire body felt like it wore his touch already—inside and out. Her skin throbbed. Her throat was raw. Her pussy ached with a hunger that bordered on grief.

“Up,” he said. One word. Pure command.

She obeyed instantly, rising to her knees, breath caught in her throat.

Jim stripped.

No seduction. No performance. Just power—skin shedding cloth. Shirt gone. Pants kicked away. His cock, still hard, still slick from her mouth, jutted thick and angry from his groin. His chest glistened in the candlelight, muscles taut, his body carved and ready to take.

He stepped onto the bed. Stalked toward her like a storm.

“Lie back. Spread for me.”

She moved without thought, body fluid, offering herself completely. She lay down, thighs parting, the cool air kissing her slick folds. She felt open. Raw. Waiting.

He knelt between her legs and dragged the tip of his cock through her folds—slow, deliberate.

Her hips jerked. She gasped.

“Hold still.”

She bit her lip, whimpering.

He teased her entrance—barely pressing, not entering. Just letting her feel the threat of fullness. The pressure.

“Tell me what you are,” he growled.

“Yours,” she whispered.

“Say it louder.”

“I’m yours, Sir.”

He drove into her in one brutal thrust.

Sarah screamed.

Her hands clawed at the sheets as he filled her—completely, suddenly, thick and overwhelming. The stretch tore through her. Not pain—dominion.

He didn’t pause. He set a rhythm instantly—deep, rough, claiming.

He grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand. His other wrapped around her throat—not choking. Just owning.

Her body bent under him, moaning, trembling. Every thrust punched a new sound from her lungs. The bed shook. The candlelight stuttered against the walls.

“Is this what you need?” he snarled.

“Yes, Sir!”

“Why?”

“Because I failed!”

“And now?”

“Now I’m learning!”

He slammed into her harder.

“Say it again!”

“I’m learning! I’m learning, Sir! I swear!”

Jim released her throat and moved that hand between her legs, fingers finding her clit with punishing precision. He didn’t circle. He pressed. Rubbed. Commanded.

Her body locked.

“Don’t you dare cum yet.”

She whimpered. Cried out. Her back arched, muscles spasming.

“Hold it.”

“I—Sir, I—!”

“Fucking hold it.”

She bit down on her lip until she tasted blood, body shaking, pussy gripping him like a vice.

“Now.”

Her orgasm shattered her.

It tore through her with a violence she hadn’t known was possible—wracking sobs, shaking limbs, cries that weren’t words. She convulsed around him, choking on his name, clinging to him like he was the only thing keeping her from breaking.

He didn’t stop.

Jim flipped her, face down, dragging her hips up beneath him. He thrust back into her soaked, fluttering core, hands on her waist, pulling her back against him as he pounded her from behind.

She cried out again—overstimulation becoming something sacred.

“You think you’re done?” he growled.

“I—I can’t—”

“You can.”

He fucked her like a promise.

She felt him everywhere. Every inch of her body bent to his will. She wasn’t even sure she existed outside his hands, his cock, his breath against her spine.

When she came again—she didn’t even scream.

She went silent.

It was too big for sound.

Her body convulsed and collapsed beneath him, shaking violently, tears soaking the sheets.

Jim groaned and pulled out, stroking himself once, twice—

Then he came. Thick jets of cum splashing across her back, her ass, hot and claiming. He marked her with it, the rhythm of his groan matching the pulse of his release.

Then everything went still.

He dropped to his knees behind her, panting.

And then he moved.

Cleaned her. Dried her skin with a warm cloth. Lifted her into his arms like she weighed nothing.

He lay back on the bed with her on his chest, his arms wrapped tightly around her, one hand stroking her hair, the other over her heart.

Sarah clung to him.

Tears slipped free again—this time soft. Quiet. No longer from fear. No longer from pain.

She was clean.

She was his.

“You did so fucking well,” Jim whispered. “I pushed you tonight. And you didn’t run.”

“I didn’t want to,” she whispered, voice broken and small. “I just wanted to earn you back.”

He tilted her face up.

“You were never without me, little one. I correct what’s mine. I don’t discard it.”

She nodded, tears running down the bridge of her nose.

Jim kissed her—softly, deeply, slowly.

And then he held her as she drifted.


Chapter Six: The Collar

Saturday


Day 7

Saturday morning came wrapped in quiet.

The kind of quiet that felt deliberate.

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open to filtered sunlight and stillness—the kind that hummed beneath her skin, setting nerves alight without a single sound. She didn’t need to glance at the clock. She felt it.

Today wasn’t ordinary.

She reached for her collar before she even sat up.

It was already there. Waiting on the nightstand. Laid out on a folded cloth like a ceremonial blade.

The leather was supple. Black. A silver buckle, gleaming faintly. Inside, at the base, a line of embossed script only she and Jim knew how to read. A quote he’d chosen. A command wrapped in poetry.

She touched it with reverence. Fingertips grazing the edge. Just enough to feel the echo of yesterday’s tension.

She rose from bed in silence.

The air in the room was cool, kissed by early spring, and every part of her felt exposed despite the blanket still tangled around her hips. Her body still ached from the night before—not in sharp ways, but deep ones. The kind of ache that came from surrendering something you didn’t know you’d kept locked up.

She padded barefoot to the bathroom. The mirror over the sink greeted her with a version of herself she was still learning to recognize. Skin flushed. Eyes heavy. Lips a little swollen from gasping too hard into his hand.

She didn’t hate it.

She started the water.

Hot. Steaming. A rolling heat that turned the air to fog as she stepped beneath it, eyes closed, hands running over her limbs in slow, mindful passes. Not cleaning. Not scrubbing. Preparing.

She shaved.

Everywhere.

Even the spots she would’ve skipped before—because now they weren’t hers to leave unattended. Jim hadn’t said the words that morning, but she could still hear them from earlier days:

“You don’t shave for vanity. You shave because presentation is respect.”

By the time she stepped from the shower, the fog in the mirror was the only thing that masked her. She wiped it clear with her towel. And then she stood there, naked, still dripping, looking herself straight in the eye.

Then she reached for lotion.

She massaged it into her skin with reverent, slow hands. Knees. Thighs. Breasts. Neck. Every inch. Touch as ritual. Touch as submission.

Finally, she reached for the collar.

The click of the buckle behind her neck echoed like thunder in the quiet.

The weight settled immediately.

She exhaled.

It was real.

She was marked.

She didn’t dress.

She didn’t ask.

The collar was her clothing today. She knew that before Jim said it. She moved into the bedroom again, the full-length mirror across from the bed catching her in profile.

Her thighs trembled. Her nipples hardened. She crossed the room slowly and dropped to her knees in front of the mirror. Not out of discipline. Out of instinct.

She sat there, spine straight, hands on her thighs, looking into her own eyes. She didn’t like everything she saw. But she didn’t look away.

“Good,” came Jim’s voice behind her.

She gasped.

She hadn’t heard him enter.

His tone was smooth—low and satisfied. The voice of a man who already knew exactly what she’d done.

He stepped closer, barefoot, jeans riding low on his hips, shirtless, his hand cradling a steaming mug of coffee like a man admiring the sunrise.

“You knelt without being told.”

“I… yes, Sir.”

His fingers grazed the top of her head. Once. Softly.

“That’s how obedience becomes devotion.”

She closed her eyes.

“Look at yourself,” he said.

She did.

She kept her eyes on the mirror.

“You’re not covering yourself. That’s good.”

“I wanted to, Sir. At first.”

“And now?”

“I want you to see me.”

He knelt behind her, large hands settling on her hips, his breath warm against her spine. His reflection stared over her shoulder in the glass.

“Then I will.”

His fingers slid slowly down her waist, over the curve of her ass, between her thighs. Not touching. Just tracing the heat.

She bit her lip.

“No shame,” he said. “Not here. Look at how beautiful you are when you kneel for me.”

“I don’t always feel beautiful.”

“I know. That’s why I’m showing you.”

He cupped her breasts gently from behind, rolling her nipples between thumb and forefinger until her back arched instinctively.

He didn’t scold her.

He kissed the back of her neck.

“This is the only thing you wear when you’re mine,” he murmured. “Nothing else.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He didn’t let her move.

Not from the mirror.

Not from her reflection.

Not when his hand slid between her legs, and she gasped.

“Already soaked.”

“I… I didn’t mean to—”

“You did.”

He dragged two fingers through her folds and brought them to her lips.

“Suck.”

She obeyed.

She tasted herself. Salt and heat and want.

His cock pressed against her back, hard through his jeans.

She whimpered, her thighs trembling.

“Not yet,” he said. “Today’s about the collar. The discipline. The edge.”

He stood.

She remained kneeling.

Jim crossed to the drawer and returned with the soft black leather cuffs. Her stomach fluttered.

He bound her wrists behind her back.

Not tightly.

But enough.

He lifted her chin.

“I want you to see what obedience looks like.”

He shifted the mirror forward slightly so her reflection was bigger. Closer. The collar gleaming under the low light. The flush high in her cheeks.

“Hands behind your back.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He moved behind her again.

Knelt.

Parted her knees with his own.

And began to play.

Sarah’s legs were shaking before he even touched her again.

The cuffs forced her to keep her shoulders back, her breasts pushed forward, her knees spread. Her body was open, vulnerable, aching with anticipation. And Jim hadn't even begun.

He crouched behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat of his breath ghost over her skin. Not touching. Not yet.

“You see what this is?” he murmured, voice dark silk. “This reflection?”

Sarah blinked at the mirror. Her image swam before her—naked, restrained, collared, flushed.

“Yes, Sir.”

“You see what I see?”

She hesitated.

He reached around and ran two fingers down the line of her belly, stopping just short of her slit.

“Answer.”

“I see a woman trying her best to obey,” she whispered.

“Trying isn’t enough.”

His palm came down in a sharp slap between her thighs—not on her pussy, but just high enough to make her gasp.

“Do better.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Jim moved lower, kneeling now behind her. One hand slid between her legs, parting her folds. She flinched—but didn’t close. His other hand flattened against her stomach, holding her steady.

Then his mouth was on her.

And she forgot how to breathe.

His tongue traced her slowly. A single lick, long and deliberate, from her entrance to her clit. He didn’t rush. He didn’t dive in. He tasted. Like a connoisseur.

She moaned, but kept still.

He circled her clit once—twice—then pulled back.

She whimpered.

“You will not come until I say.”

“I understand, Sir.”

“No, you obey. You don’t move. You don’t beg. You hold the fuck still.”

Sarah swallowed hard. “Yes, Sir.”

The next lick was firmer. Then a kiss. Then his tongue traced lazy patterns across her, dipping into her slit, flicking the edges of her clit with featherlight precision.

Her thighs shook.

He gripped them tight.

“Don’t you fucking dare move.”

She gasped, biting back a sob. He worked her with his mouth like a puzzle, a weapon, a prayer. His tongue danced. Pressed. Flicked. Then withdrew.

Over and over again.

Every time her body started to tip—every time the orgasm began to build—he stopped.

Withdrew.

Waited.

Then began again.

Twice she whimpered his name.

Twice she caught herself before saying “Please.”

The third time she failed.

“Please, Sir—please, I need—”

His mouth vanished. His fingers gripped her chin, pulling her head back sharply.

“What did I say?”

Sarah’s heart pounded. “Not to beg. Not to move. Not to come.”

“And what did you do?”

“I… I begged, Sir.”

Jim stood.

Towered.

His cock jutted thick and angry from his open jeans, flushed and wet at the tip.

“I’m going to correct you now,” he said.

Her breath caught.

“Yes, Sir.”

He didn’t drag her to the bench. Didn’t spank her across his lap.

He stepped over her and sat in the chair behind her, spreading his legs wide. His hand wrapped around his shaft once, slow and firm, stroking to full hardness as he watched her.

“Crawl to me.”

Sarah moved awkwardly, knees sliding on the hardwood, wrists still cuffed behind her. She made it between his legs and knelt, head bowed.

“Open your mouth.”

She did.

He slid the tip of his cock between her lips and held it there.

Not fucking her mouth.

Just letting her feel the heat. The weight.

“You get no pleasure until I do,” he said. “You want forgiveness? Earn it.”

She nodded with his cock still in her mouth, lips wrapped soft and reverent around him.

He didn’t thrust.

She had to do all the work.

Her tongue circled the head slowly, tracing the ridge, tasting the salt of his precum. She hollowed her cheeks and took more, sucking him inch by inch until she gagged and had to pull back.

“Breathe,” he said.

She gasped in air through her nose and tried again.

And again.

Each time, deeper.

Each time, slower.

Her spit coated him. Her throat burned. Her knees ached.

He never moved. Never moaned. Just watched.

Silent. Unforgiving.

She worked his cock like worship, tears sliding silently down her cheeks as she tried to show him how sorry she was. Her lips were raw. Her jaw ached. But she never stopped.

Only when her arms began to tremble violently beneath her did he reach forward and undo the cuffs.

He lifted her chin.

“Back to the mirror.”

She crawled.

Knelt again.

Hands behind her back.

Breasts heaving.

Thighs soaked.

Jim stood behind her.

“You’re ready now,” he said.

He didn’t touch her with his hands.

He used his words.

“Breathe in.”

She obeyed.

“Hold.”

She held.

“Out—slow.”

She exhaled.

He stepped closer.

“You don’t come until I say.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Spread.”

She opened her knees wider, shame already burning. Her pussy was swollen, slick, flushed. Her clit peeked from between her lips, practically begging.

Jim crouched behind her.

His mouth returned.

But he didn’t tease this time.

He devoured.

His tongue flattened against her clit, then circled. Sucked. Flicked.

His fingers gripped her hips, pulling her back into his face.

She gasped, body jolting forward, hands clawing at the floor.

“Hold still,” he growled against her cunt.

“I’m trying, Sir—”

“Don’t try. Obey.”

She sobbed.

He sucked her clit hard—once—then backed off.

“Hold it.”

Her body convulsed, on the edge.

Tears streamed down her face.

She held.

He rewarded her with another long, slow lick.

“Hold it.”

“I can’t—Sir—”

“You will.”

Her legs buckled.

“Now.”

The orgasm detonated.

It was an explosion.

A detonation.

Sarah screamed, body slamming forward onto her elbows, thighs locking around his head as her climax ripped through her like a storm. Every nerve fired at once. Her pussy clamped and pulsed, fluid soaking her thighs.

Jim didn’t stop.

He fucked her with his tongue as she came, dragging every last wave from her, refusing to let her breathe, refusing to let her escape.

By the time he pulled back, she was sobbing—ragged, desperate sobs that shook her entire frame.

He caught her before she collapsed.

Lifted her into his arms.

Cradled her.

Held her.

“You’re safe now,” he murmured. “I’ve got you.”

He sat down on the bed with her in his lap, rocking her gently. One hand cupped her breast. The other stroked her hair.

“Breathe.”

She did.

Slow.

Unsteady.

Grateful.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “So good.”

The next afternoon, Sarah was still sore.

Not just between her legs—but in her soul.

Her thighs ached, her nipples were tender, and her jaw had a dull, constant throb from how deep she’d taken him. And yet… her body felt more hers than it had in years.

Because it wasn’t hers anymore.

Not completely.

It was marked. Owned. And about to be tested again.

Jim’s voice was calm when he called her into the bedroom, but his eyes told her everything. Dark. Intent. Commanding.

He held a small, black velvet box in one palm.

She came to stand before him, already barefoot, already stripped, already waiting.

“Today,” he said, “we take this out of the house.”

She blinked. “Sir?”

Jim opened the box.

Inside, a delicate silver necklace rested on a small satin pillow. Its chain was fine and almost fragile—but not feminine. Precise. The kind of piece no one would question, but everyone would notice.

At its center was a circular charm.

Simple.

Flat.

Etched with the same sigil that lined the inside of her leather collar.

Her breath caught.

“A public collar,” Jim said, stepping behind her. “It means you’re mine in every room. Not just the ones I fuck you in.”

She trembled.

He fastened it slowly, his fingers brushing her skin. Then he stepped back.

“Hands at your sides. Look at me.”

She did.

He studied her.

“Skirt. No panties. No bra. No makeup. Hair down.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Meet me by the door in ten.”

He left her standing there, heart pounding.

The drive into town was quiet.

Jim’s hand rested on her thigh the entire time. Not possessive. Not teasing. Just there. A weight. A constant reminder.

The necklace shifted every time she swallowed.

The absence of panties made her hyper-aware of every vibration in the road.

Every stoplight.

Every time his thumb moved—just an inch. Just enough.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

By the time they reached the café, her thighs were already slick.

The restaurant was dim and narrow, tucked inside a converted house off the main drag. Wood beams. Brick walls. A chalkboard menu.

They walked in side-by-side.

To the world, they looked like any other couple.

But only Sarah knew what she was doing.

No underwear.

No protection.

Jim held her chair out. She sat. He took the seat opposite her, gaze flicking to the silver at her throat.

“You’re flushed,” he said.

“I’m aware.”

He smirked. “You wet?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say it.”

“I’m wet under the table, Sir. Your girl’s dripping.”

“Good.”

Their waitress arrived before Sarah could recover. Blonde. Cute. Slightly distracted.

“What can I get you both?”

Jim ordered for them. Of course. Two coffees. A light lunch. Sarah barely heard the words.

As soon as the girl left, Jim leaned forward.

“You may not cross your legs.”

She obeyed instantly, knees parting just enough to drive her mad.

He continued, low and even:

“No touching the necklace. No adjusting your dress. If you feel your arousal leaking down your thighs, you may not ask to be excused. You sit in it. You live in it.”

Sarah nearly whimpered.

She ate with trembling hands.

Chewed slowly. Drank water. Nodded where appropriate.

But her eyes kept flicking to him.

To his hands. His lips. The bulge in his jeans that hadn’t gone down since they arrived.

He didn’t touch her again.

He didn’t need to.

Just his voice—low and casual—asking her simple questions about her week.

Her thoughts.

Her parents.

Her writing.

It was maddening.

Every time she answered, she felt the heat between her legs. Her arousal had soaked the inside of her thighs. Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her dress, desperate for friction.

And he was talking about childhood dreams.

She nearly screamed.

But she didn’t move.

Not once.

When the bill came, he stood and helped her out of the chair. His hand on her back was electric.

He leaned down and whispered:

“You obeyed perfectly.”

She nearly came.

They stopped at a bookstore next.

Independent.

Labyrinthine.

The kind of place where people got lost between philosophy and erotica without realizing it.

Sarah wandered near the poetry shelves, trying to calm her body down.

Jim stood behind her, browsing a table of leather-bound editions. He didn’t speak. Didn’t approach.

She reached for a volume by Rilke.

His voice came soft, low, quiet—but commanding.

“Don’t touch the spine.”

She froze.

He hadn’t moved.

“Stand still,” he added. “Look interested. But do not move your hands.”

Her pulse pounded.

She obeyed.

He came up behind her.

Brushed her hair aside.

His lips touched the back of her neck.

“Every man in this store sees a pretty girl looking at poetry,” he whispered. “But I see you trying not to drip down your fucking leg.”

She almost cried.

“I see how hard your nipples are. I see how tense your shoulders are from not squirming. I see a good girl doing exactly what she’s told. Wearing my collar. Leaking in public. And saying nothing.”

“Sir…” she breathed.

“Shh.”

He kissed her throat.

Then turned and walked away.

She barely remembered the drive back.

Only that the second the door closed behind them, he grabbed her wrist and shoved her against the wall.

His mouth crushed hers.

There was no finesse.

No slow build.

He tore the dress over her head.

His hands grabbed her ass, lifted her.

She wrapped her legs around him on instinct.

He carried her upstairs like a possession. Tossed her on the bed. Crawled over her like a storm.

“Hands above your head.”

She obeyed.

He dropped to his knees.

Licked her like he’d starved all day.

She screamed.

Sarah didn’t remember the orgasm.

Not in detail.

She remembered sound. Hers. His. The growl in his throat. The way her voice broke.

She remembered the moment right after—the stillness.

The quiver of her own thighs.

The pressure of his cock still deep inside her.

The sweat on his chest.

But the peak itself? That blurred into something holy.

By the time he eased out of her, her body felt like glass—shattered and fragile, light leaking through every crack. Her legs refused to close. Her nipples stung from the rough drag of his palms.

She couldn’t stop shaking.

And Jim saw it.

He always did.

Without a word, he lifted her into his arms, blanket and all, and carried her toward the bathroom.

The tub had already been filled.

Of course it had.

The water was steaming, scented faintly with lavender and vetiver. Two candles flickered on the tiled shelf beside the edge, casting everything in gold.

He set her down on a soft towel, unwrapped her slowly, then helped her into the water with reverent, careful hands.

She sank beneath the surface with a low sigh.

Every muscle groaned in gratitude.

Jim knelt beside the tub, sleeves rolled to the elbows, a soft washcloth in one hand. He soaked it. Wringed it. Then began to wash her.

Not rushed. Not sexual.

Ritual.

The way his thumb circled just below her collarbone.

The gentle way he soaped her thighs.

The care he took when wiping between her legs.

Not avoiding her.

Not teasing her.

Just… honoring her.

She blinked up at him.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t smile.

Just worked in silence, rinsing her skin with slow pours from a copper bowl.

When he finished, he reached for a towel and lifted her out of the water, wrapping her completely.

He sat on the bathroom bench and pulled her onto his lap, towel and all.

She curled into his chest, eyes closed.

“You obeyed,” he murmured after several long minutes.

“I did,” she whispered.

“You made me proud.”

Her throat closed.

“I wasn’t sure I could handle it,” she admitted, voice cracking. “Being in public like that. Walking around knowing you were… watching.”

“I wasn’t just watching,” he said. “I was claiming.”

Sarah swallowed hard.

Her fingers curled into the collar of his shirt.

“Sir?”

“Yes?”

“Can I ask you something?”

“You may ask anything.”

She took a deep breath.

Held it.

Released it slowly.

“Would you ever consider… giving me a permanent collar?”

Jim didn’t speak right away.

She felt his heartbeat change.

Not faster.

Just… deeper.

More deliberate.

His arms tightened around her.

He pressed his lips to her temple.

“Do you know what that means?” he asked quietly.

“I think so.”

“Say it.”

“It means I’m yours. Not just for scenes. Or days. Or training blocks. It means I don’t belong to myself anymore. It means you protect me, discipline me, grow me, keep me. And I give you everything. No safe words unless it’s an emergency. No scenes. Just life. All the time.”

He exhaled.

“I would never take away your safe word.”

“I know, Sir. But I wouldn’t need it. Not with you.”

Jim leaned his head back against the tile, staring up at the ceiling.

When he spoke again, his voice was different. Rougher.

“I’ve only ever given one permanent collar before.”

Her breath caught.

“What happened?”

“She couldn’t maintain the level of obedience I required. She needed praise, not structure. She wanted freedom. Not service.”

Sarah was silent.

“I don’t collar lightly,” he said. “It’s not about romance. Or ownership. It’s spiritual.”

“I want that,” she whispered. “With you.”

He looked down at her.

His eyes were heavy.

Searing.

“There will be no going back.”

“I don’t want to go back.”

He cupped her chin and tilted her face up.

“You will earn it,” he said. “Not today. Not this week. But if you continue to obey. If you continue to grow. If you continue to kneel with honesty and discipline—then yes.”

He paused.

“When I put that collar on you, it will never come off.”

Sarah’s eyes welled.

She nodded.

“I will serve,” she said, voice shaking. “With everything I am.”

Jim kissed her forehead.

“Good,” he said. “Then we begin the path.”


Chapter Seven: The Distance Between

Sunday


Day 8

The tension between them was nearly unbearable, coiled tight in the stillness of the breakfast table. Sarah sat across from Jim, a barely touched plate of eggs cooling in front of her, the toast forgotten. She couldn’t meet his eyes—not because she didn’t want to, but because every time she tried, her throat closed and her chest constricted like a fist was pressing against her sternum.

Jim, as always, was composed. He sipped his coffee slowly, gaze occasionally drifting toward the window, though Sarah could tell he was acutely aware of every shift in her posture, every sigh that left her lips.

Her plane was scheduled to leave at 4:00. The hours had begun to shrink the moment she’d opened her eyes that morning, and now they were suffocating her. She hadn’t expected this ache. She thought the week would scratch the itch, ease the need. Instead, it had rooted something deeper. Something terrifyingly permanent.

“Sir…” she whispered, the word more breath than sound.

He glanced up, raised a brow slightly in permission.

She gripped her coffee cup, as if its heat could lend her courage. “May I come back?”

He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he speared a bit of egg with his fork and brought it slowly to his mouth. Chewed. Swallowed. And then, in that maddening, unreadable voice of his, he said, “I’ll have to check my very busy schedule. You know I’ve got people lined up around the block waiting to get in here.”

Silence.

Her heart stopped. Her hand went still mid-air. A cold wave crashed through her body as she stared at him, stunned, unsure whether she’d heard him right or if this was some kind of cruel shift. She bit her bottom lip to keep it from trembling.

Then he smiled. Just barely. But it was there—the glint of amusement in his eye, the slight twitch at the corner of his mouth.

“Sarah,” he said, finally. “You know that’s a joke, right? Of course you can come back. You can come back anytime you want to.”

Relief hit her like a tidal wave. The breath she hadn’t realized she was holding rushed out in a trembling sob, and tears flooded her eyes instantly.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, wiping at her cheeks, failing to stop the tears. “I didn’t mean to— I just— I needed to hear it.”

Jim rose slowly and came around the table. He crouched beside her chair and reached for her hands, folding them into his. “I know, little one. I feel it too.”

“I don’t want to leave,” she said, voice shaking. “I can’t sleep right. I don’t breathe right.”

“You’ll come back. You’ll come home.” He squeezed her fingers. “Two weeks?”

She nodded, desperate. “I’ll move everything. I’ll clear the calendar. I’ll—"

He silenced her with a soft press of his thumb over her lips.

“Don’t make it desperate. Don’t offer your life like scraps.” His eyes searched hers, steady and slow. “Offer it with purpose. With grace. That’s what I want.”

She nodded again, more slowly this time. “Yes, Sir.”

Jim stood and pulled her gently to her feet. She rose with him, folding herself into his embrace, pressing her forehead against his chest. His arms locked around her.

“You never lost your place, Sarah. You’re not coming back to earn anything. You’re coming back to continue what we’ve begun.”

She breathed him in. The scent of cedar, soap, warmth, the thing that had clung to his sheets all week.

And she knew he was right. She wasn’t saying goodbye.

She was just stepping back—so she could kneel again, stronger.

Two weeks.

It sounded survivable when she'd said it. Logical. Sensible. Just fourteen days. She’d done worse for work. She’d survived worse in her past. But by the time Sarah closed her apartment door behind her, the silence felt like an offense. The space was too big again. Her body was too loud with emptiness.

She dropped her bag inside the door, stood for a moment in the dim light, and exhaled slowly.

There was no scent of cedar here. No gravel crunching under Jim’s boots. No leather collar waiting on the nightstand. Only her.

She went through the motions: unpacked, started laundry, scrubbed her face, stared at the cold mattress in her bedroom for far too long. Her body still ached—not from soreness, but from memory. From being touched, owned, seen.

Eventually she lay down, curled on her side, and closed her eyes.

Sleep didn’t come.

The dreams were worse.

By Monday morning, her fingers were twitching with purpose. She woke before her alarm, already in motion, like her body remembered something her mind was still reluctant to face. She made the bed with military precision, her sheets tight enough to bounce a coin. She dressed in clean athletic wear, slipped on her shoes, and stepped into the quiet living room.

She dropped to her knees without thinking. Palms rested on her thighs. Eyes closed.

Two minutes.

She whispered to herself, a ritual she wasn’t fully conscious of forming:
"You are his. You obey, even unseen. Your body is not yours today—it is his."

After the kneeling, she did her morning workout. Her quads screamed by the third set of lunges, but she didn’t stop. Not until she imagined Jim’s voice in her ear: “Again. Lower. For me.”

That voice followed her to the kitchen. She measured her portions. Ate with discipline. No shortcuts. No cheats. She whispered the word "service" under her breath as she cleaned the dishes and reset the counters.

At work, something had shifted. Colleagues noticed.

“You’re... glowing,” her assistant said on Tuesday. “Did you go to some spa in the mountains or something?”

Sarah smiled. “Something like that.”

What they didn’t see was the way her body remembered. When she sat in meetings, she adjusted her posture, thighs together, shoulders pulled back, eyes level. She took notes with precision. When she disagreed, she did so calmly, clearly, with no apology in her tone.

She didn’t fidget. She didn’t shrink.

She’d been made to kneel before power—and now she was power.

And yet, every night, she felt hollow.

The scent of his skin was fading from her pillow.

The taste of him lingered on her tongue like a ghost.

She refused to masturbate. Not once. Not until she had his permission again. And every ache between her thighs, every sharp pang of denied release, she offered up in silence like prayer.

On Thursday, she found herself opening her closet and reaching for the collar. She didn’t wear it publicly. But she buckled it around her throat every night after the door was locked, slipping into her bed with only that and his voice echoing in her head:

“You are mine. Every inch. Every breath.”

By Friday, she couldn’t take it anymore.

She sat on the edge of her bed, phone in her hand. The text app open. Her thumbs hovered.

She inhaled.

Sarah:
Sir. I’ve done everything you asked. I’ve trained. I’ve eaten clean. I’ve obeyed even when no one was watching.

She stared at the words, heart pounding.

Sarah:
May I come back to you?

The minutes crawled. She refused to check the screen. She left the phone on the bed, stood in position—knees apart, hands behind her back—and waited.

Ten minutes.

Fifteen.

The screen lit up.

Jim:
Have you earned it?

She swallowed. Her hands trembled.

Sarah:
I believe I have. But it’s not my place to say. It’s yours, Sir.

There was no hesitation in his reply this time.

Jim:
Pack light. You won’t need much. You belong here.

The breath left her in a sob.

She rose with purpose. Folded her clothes neatly. Packed with focus. At the very last moment, she slid the collar from her neck and tucked it carefully into the front pocket of her bag. Then she stopped.

No.

She took it back out, buckled it around her throat.

Not tight. Not for comfort.

But because she was already his again.

“I’m coming home, Sir,” she whispered to the empty room, then turned off the lights.
Her eyes were wet—but her hands were steady.


Chapter Eight: The Return

Friday


Day 24

The Tennessee air greeted her like a lover.

As Sarah turned off the highway and onto the narrow, winding gravel road that led to Jim’s house, her hands gripped the steering wheel tightly, not from fear—but from need. Her heart was racing. Her thighs clenched at every bump in the road. She was wet already. Just from being this close.

The trees blurred past, all dappled gold and green. But her mind wasn’t on the scenery. It was back in that training room. That kitchen. That bed.

By the time she pulled into the clearing and cut the engine, her hands were shaking.

She didn’t get out right away. She reached down and unzipped the front pocket of her duffel. The collar waited there like a heartbeat, warm from her skin.

She lifted it gently, holding it in both hands.

When the door opened and he stepped out onto the porch, she saw him—and nearly broke.

Jim was in jeans and a dark shirt, barefoot on the wood. He didn’t smile.

He didn’t need to.

He was dominance personified.

Sarah stepped out of the car slowly. She said nothing. Didn’t move closer.

She held out the collar.

Offered it.

Offered herself.

Jim descended the steps with slow, measured grace. Every inch of his approach made her chest tighten.

When he reached her, he didn’t speak. He took the collar from her hands. Studied her.

Then, finally, he said, “Kneel.”

Sarah dropped.

Gravel bit into her knees, but she welcomed it. She closed her eyes as he circled behind her and buckled the collar back into place. Not too tight. Not too soft. Just... right.

When he was done, he bent low, lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“You’re home,” he murmured.

She nodded, voice tight with emotion. “Yes, Sir.”

He helped her to her feet—then spun her and pushed her forward, gently but with purpose. Her body hit the hood of her car, warm from the sun, and she gasped. The heat of it seeped into her skin. Jim’s hand was already under her skirt.

“No panties?” he growled.

“No, Sir. You told me I wouldn’t need much.”

He chuckled, low and dangerous.

“Smart girl.”

His belt clinked. Her heart stuttered.

And then—

He was inside her. One thrust. Hard. Deep. Claiming.

She cried out, nails scraping the hood.

He fucked her like an animal. Like she was prey returned to its rightful cage. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. His cock drove into her, relentless, punishing.

“Say it,” he growled.

“I’m yours!” she cried.

He yanked on the collar, pulling her back into him.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours, Sir! Only yours!”

The orgasm slammed into her like a truck—violent, unexpected, devastating. She screamed his name, legs buckling, body convulsing.

Jim held her there, buried to the hilt, growling as he emptied himself inside her.

When he finally pulled out, she collapsed against the hood, panting.

He didn’t say a word. Just scooped her up like she weighed nothing, carrying her inside, through the door, up the stairs, into the master bathroom.

He set her down on the bench and turned on the shower.

She looked up at him, dazed. “I missed you.”

He knelt in front of her. Took her hands.

“I knew you’d come back.”

Then he helped her undress, and they stepped into the steam together.

They bathed in silence. He washed her hair. She washed his chest. Their eyes never left each other.

And when they emerged, skin still damp, he didn’t give her a towel.

He handed her a leash.

A black leather leash, coiled in his palm like a promise.

He clipped it to the collar.

“I’m not done with you yet,” he said.

She dropped her eyes.

“Yes, Sir.”

Then he led her—naked, leashed, dripping—into the den.

And the next lesson began.


Chapter Nine: Positions

Saturday


Day 25

The scent of brewed coffee lingered in the air, mingling with the subtle spice of cedarwood and something more elemental—sweat and womanhood. Sarah sat at the breakfast table, skin still warm from her morning workout. A thin sheen of exertion clung to her body beneath the loose tank and shorts Jim had laid out for her the night before.

He liked her disciplined. He liked her sore.
She had learned to enjoy that sore.

Jim stood across the room near the fireplace, his broad shoulders bare, coffee in hand, jeans slung low on his hips. He watched her with that quiet intensity she was beginning to recognize as the calm before a lesson. She’d come to understand that when he got like this—measured, silent—it meant something was about to change.

He took a sip, then set the mug aside. “Come here, sweetheart. Floor. Kneeling.”

Sarah rose without hesitation, her feet padding softly over the wood as she knelt at his feet—spine straight, thighs parted, hands resting gently on her knees. Her breathing slowed. Her submission, once shaky and tentative, had started to become muscle memory. Still, her pulse quickened when he stepped closer, towering above her.

“I want to talk to you about something important,” he said, voice low, firm. “Play between two people can be fluid. Responsive. Even messy. You read each other. You adjust. But when more people are involved—when things become more… public—it needs structure.”

She looked up at him, brow slightly furrowed.

“There’s no room for uncertainty when you’re being used in front of others. Awkward pauses kill the energy. Confusion breaks the mood. And I don’t intend for you to ever feel unsure about where to go or what to do next.”

She nodded slowly. “Yes, Master.”

“That’s why we’re introducing positions,” he continued. “Simple. Numbered. Named. You’ll memorize them. Practice them. Respond to them immediately when called. I want you graceful. Efficient. Beautiful in your obedience.”

He reached down and gently hooked two fingers beneath her chin, lifting her gaze.

“Understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl.”

He took a step back and gestured to the open floor beside her. “Let’s begin.”

He waited, calm but alert.

“Position One,” he said clearly.

Sarah lay back, arms flat, legs parted in the familiar shape of surrender. Vulnerable and open—her body a canvas waiting to be touched, to be taken.

Jim circled slowly.

“Position One: Standard missionary. You’ll use this when I—or anyone I approve—is above you. Back flat. Arms down unless told otherwise. Head turned to the side unless eye contact is required.”

He leaned in, brushed his knuckles over her inner thigh.

“It’s the foundation. The anchor.”

Her cheeks flushed. Her nipples tightened under the thin cotton. She swallowed.

“Position Two,” he said next, tone sharpening.

She rose smoothly, back to her knees, spine tall, shoulders soft—but this time, head bowed. Chin tucked. Eyes on the floor.

Jim moved to her side, crouching again.

“Position Two: Kneeling. Head bowed. Legs the base of the number ‘2.’ This is your waiting posture. It shows readiness. Reverence. You will use this to present yourself, to receive instructions, or to wait in silence.”

He ran a firm hand down her back, pausing between her shoulder blades.

“Hold.”

She stilled, breath measured.

“Position Three.”

She shifted without hesitation—hands planted behind her on the floor, fingers spread wide for balance. Knees bent, feet grounded. Pelvis tilted forward. Chest lifted.

Exposed. But not passive.

Jim’s eyes darkened.

“Position Three: Reverse cowgirl. Hands behind you. Feet grounded. You’re open—completely. Accessible. But proud in your utility. Erotic. Intentional.”

He let the praise simmer between them.

“Position Four. Left.”

Sarah rolled onto her left side, half on her stomach, half on her hip. Her right knee bent up, hips tilted for access. Left arm tucked under, right hand crossing her chest.

Jim crouched beside her again.

“Left Position Four: A resting pose. Quiet. One leg pulled up for access. One arm beneath to signal orientation. Right Position Four will mirror this, depending on placement in the room.”

He brushed her hair gently back.

“Beautiful. Responsive. Smart.”

Her body buzzed beneath the softness of the compliment.

He stood. “You’ll drill these until your body knows them better than your mind does. No hesitation. No second-guessing. This is how you serve me. And when others are present, this is how you make me proud.”

She whispered, breath shallow. “Yes, Master.”

He offered his hand. Pulled her to her feet.

“Tomorrow we’ll begin rehearsals. Today, we condition the body. Stretch. Hydrate. You’ll be sore later.”

He smirked.

“Earn it.”

Later That Night – The Training Room

Jim had swapped the previous mat for a softer one—thicker, meant for endurance. The lights were low, casting soft halos across the space. Expectation hung in the air like static.

Sarah stood barefoot in the center, freshly showered, muscles warm. Her breath was calm. Her limbs fluid.

Jim stood nearby, arms crossed in a fitted black t-shirt. His eyes sharp, patient.

“Tonight, we review. Then refine.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Strip.”

The robe slid off her body in a whisper. She folded it. Stepped barefoot onto the mat. Waiting.

“Show me Position Two.”

Knees. Bowed head. Breath held.

“Position Three.”

Hands behind. Hips forward. Chest proud.

He crouched again.

“Position Five,” he said next.

Sarah shifted, spine arching, chest pressing down toward her knees. Mouth open. Arms trembling to support her balance.

He leaned close.

“This is Position Five: Dual engagement. You ride while you give. Balance. Precision. Grace. You’ll build the strength to hold this. And when you do—it will be something to see.”

She moaned faintly, breath shuddering through her.

He helped her up.

“That’s enough for now. You did well.”

After – Stretching, Questions, Firelight

They sat near the fire. Her towel draped over her lap, hair still damp. He was shirtless again, relaxed in the way only he could be—like a storm held perfectly in the palm of his hand.

She looked over, hesitant.

“Sir… may I ask more about your past?”

Jim tilted his head. “You’re allowed to ask questions, sweetheart. Curiosity doesn’t threaten me.”

“What made you start… playing with more than one partner?”

His gaze drifted to the flames.

“I’d seen too much sadness growing up. My parents split, then reunited only after my father took charge. Not perfect, but revealing. It showed me something: sometimes strength repairs what weakness cannot.”

He sipped his drink.

“Years ago, I read a book by one of the great financial minds. He said: ‘Always invert.’ Look at a problem from the opposite angle. Ask what causes failure—and avoid it. That idea stuck.”

He glanced at her. “That’s how I started thinking about relationships. What kills desire? Kills trust? Boredom. Isolation. Resentment. So I eliminated them. Through openness. Through intentionality.”

Sarah sat quietly, listening, letting it all filter in.

“In my parents’ case, my mother eventually ran off with an old boyfriend,” he said. “She left the whole family behind. And I always wondered… what if she’d been allowed to go have that experience? And then return? Would the family have survived?”

He stared into the fire. “That question has lived in me for years.”

Sarah exhaled. “Have you trained many submissives to play with multiple people?”

“A few. Fewer who lasted. Even fewer who understood the beauty of it. The mindset. The devotion. The structure. It’s not for everyone.”

He paused, then reached out, brushing his thumb along her jaw.

“But you… you carry the potential. The grace. You listen. You reflect. That’s rare.”

He shifted. Softer now.

“To be clear—I’m training you for one man. Me. And for yourself. That’s where your focus stays. But yes, I’ve had long-term partners before. Swinging. Selective. Not about novelty—about longevity.”

He rubbed the back of his neck.

“One woman I was with—she’s still in my life. Not sexually. But she matters. She taught me laughter. She didn’t need structure. And I loved her enough to let her be herself.”

He met her gaze again.

“But you? You need the structure. And I need you inside it.”

He paused.

“And you, sweetheart—are being trained to hold all of that.”

She swallowed.

“Because I trust you to grow into it.”

Then his eyes twinkled.

“Or maybe I was just distracted and confused.”

She blinked—then laughed, the tension dissolving in an instant.

He joined her, chuckling low and warm. Humor settling into the space between them like a blanket.


Chapter Ten: Bound and Open

Sunday


Day 26

The late morning sunlight filtered through the kitchen windows, warming the wood floors as Sarah sat at the table, her journal open. Her pen moved slowly, deliberately, across the page. The ink captured thoughts she hadn’t been able to voice aloud—the rawness of surrender, the ache of obedience, the strange comfort she found in the boundaries Jim gave her.

He had left her alone to write after breakfast, quietly telling her, “I want your thoughts today. All of them. Unfiltered.”

So she wrote.

About waking up in his bed, her body sore and marked. About the rhythm of her new life—the early workouts, the precision meals, the ritual of submission. And about the anticipation that buzzed just beneath her skin, since he’d hinted at what was coming.

Lunch came and went with quiet purpose. A plate of grilled chicken and vegetables waited for her on the counter, alongside a handwritten note:

Hydrate. Cleanse. Prepare.

At precisely 1:00, she heard his steps behind her.

Jim entered the kitchen, dressed in fitted black slacks and a charcoal shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His presence had changed. Something more clinical, more deliberate. He carried a small, discreet box.

“It’s time,” he said. “Upstairs. Bathroom.”

She obeyed. Her heart thudded as she ascended the stairs.

Inside the box: an enema kit. A soft nozzle. A long tube. Sterile saline. She wasn’t unfamiliar with the tool—but this wasn’t her decision. It was his. It wasn’t just hygiene. It was preparation.

Jim’s voice was calm, detached, yet tender.

“You’ll do this twice. One now. One again in thirty minutes. Take your time. Make sure you’re completely clean.”

She nodded.

“And when you come downstairs...” He stepped closer, fingertips brushing her cheek, “…you’ll wear nothing but your collar.”

Her breath hitched. She nodded again. “Yes, Sir.”

The collar circled her throat snugly—familiar now, grounding.

She descended the stairs naked and trembling. The house was quiet except for the low hum of something instrumental and sensual. She followed the sound, every step deliberate.

The training room door stood open.

Jim waited beside the St. Andrew’s Cross, a pair of black gloves covering his hands. His expression was unreadable. Controlled. Centered.

“Come here.”

She stepped forward.

He turned her gently, guiding her into place. Leather cuffs embraced her wrists, her ankles. The final buckle snapped home, and she was held wide—offered.

He leaned in, his voice close. “Remind me of your safe words.”

“Yellow if I need to slow down. Green if I’m good.”

He paused. “And if you need it to stop?”

“Red.”

“Good girl.”

Then silence.

A feather traced down her spine.

Then: the first kiss of leather. Gentle at first—then firmer. A flogger. Then a paddle. Each strike precise. Every breath she took was a deeper descent into headspace.

Next: the plug.

Lubricated. Tapered. Teasing. She gasped as it pressed against her rim. Jim didn’t force it. He coaxed. Circled. Spoke.

“Tell me, sweetheart… what does this mean to you? Not just the stretch. Not the taboo. The act.”

She trembled. “It means… being owned. Not asked. Taken. Used. But safely. Yours.”

He brushed a kiss to her shoulder. “That’s exactly what I hoped you’d say.”

The plug slid into place. Full. Tight. Secure.

Jim stepped back, watching her settle. Watching her breathe through the sensation. She was stretched. Bound. Offered.

And ready.

His gloved hand traced down her back.

“I’m preparing you, sweetheart. Not just for me—but for what comes next.”

Her body tightened in the cuffs. Her breath hitched.

“There will come a day Daniel is here. And you’ll be presented. Offered. Filled. Not because you’re less. Because you’re trained. Ready. Owned.”

He removed the plug slowly, watching her writhe with the sensation. A gloved thumb followed—slick, gentle, but firm. Her body responded with instinctive pleasure.

“You like this,” he murmured. “I can feel it.”

And he could.

When he stepped back and unzipped his pants, she knew.

When she heard the soft click of the lubricant cap, she moaned.

When he pressed the hot, slick head of his cock to her ass, she cried out softly.

He didn’t rush.

He guided her open, whispering: “Breathe for me. Let me in.”

She did.

The burn. The stretch. The pressure.

She moaned as he filled her—inch by inch. Not fast. Not forceful. But inevitable.

“Show me how much you want it,” he said.

She pushed back. Not shy. Not careful. Greedy.

He groaned softly. “That’s it. That’s my girl.”

His hand slipped between her thighs. Wet. Dripping. Arousal soaked her.

“So wet for me,” he murmured. “Just from this.”

Every thrust deepened the truth inside her: she was his.

Taken in the most vulnerable place. Owned.

He began to move with rhythm—steady. Measured. Unforgiving.

Each thrust a statement.

Each gasp a reply.

She moaned, arched, begged silently. Then aloud.

“Don’t stop… oh God, don’t stop…”

He didn’t.

He gripped her hips and drove deeper, his pace relentless now. She was shattering. Breaking apart.

Then—

She came.

Not from touch.
Not from pressure.
From being taken.

Her orgasm tore through her, violent and primal. But he didn’t stop.

He kept moving, claiming, instructing her body to serve.

Another wave.

Then another.

She was gone. Lost in the rhythm. In the heat. In him.

She was cumming uncontrollably, soaked with need, muscles shaking violently in the restraints, head lolling forward.

And then—nothing.

The world went black.

She came back to warmth.

Jim’s arms held her, cradling her on the rug by the fire. A blanket covered her bare skin. Her collar still tight around her throat. Her head rested against his chest. His fingers stroked her hair.

“You’re safe,” he whispered. “You’re mine. You did beautifully.”

She couldn’t answer yet. She just curled into him, her body a ruin of ecstasy and trust.

Later, he carried her to the shower. Washed her. Held her under the warm spray. Cleaned every inch with tenderness.

He dried her. Dressed her in one of his shirts.

Then fed her—rice, fish, melon, electrolytes.

“You need salt and sugar,” he said. “And you need to eat everything.”

She obeyed, slowly regaining strength.

Dinner was richer—roasted chicken, potatoes, sautéed vegetables. A single piece of dark chocolate to end it. Jim sat at the head of the table, she at his feet.

He ran a hand through her hair.

“Saturday is coming.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You’ve already made me proud. But now… I’ll make you ready.”

After dinner, he led her to bed. She curled against him beneath the covers.

His hand rested gently on her collar.

“You’re mine.”

“Yes, Sir.”

And she slept, held in the arms of the man who had taken everything.

And given her everything back.


Chapter Eleven: Back and Forth

Monday


Day 27

The next morning marked the start of a new rhythm, but also the beginning of the end of Sarah’s stay. She was scheduled to fly home Sunday, just six days away. The knowledge lingered in both of their minds, unspoken for now.

After breakfast, as they sat sipping their coffee, Sarah finally broke the silence. “I’ll be flying out on Sunday… but if you’ll have me, I can come back in two weeks.”

Jim met her eyes, thoughtful, then nodded slowly. “We’ll see how this week goes. If it goes like I think it will… yes.”

The week unfolded in quiet, intentional layers. They took day trips together—small adventures that gave them space to laugh, explore, and talk deeply without pressure. At night, the connection turned warm, sensual, and grounding. They made love slowly, fully—sometimes with intensity, sometimes with reverence.

But more than anything, the focus was on building her habits. Twice a day, Sarah performed her kneeling protocol—once in the morning before journaling, and again before bed. She worked out with Jim, learning how to push herself with discipline and grace. And every day, Jim taught her how to prepare healthy meals—what to buy, how to season, how to balance.

It wasn’t glamorous. It wasn’t even erotic. But it was real. It was what it meant to build a life. And Sarah felt herself becoming something more—more than a submissive, more than a partner.

She was becoming his.

As the days progressed, Sarah found herself cherishing every small moment with Jim. Their morning walks became longer, their conversations deeper, weaving dreams and plans that reached beyond the immediate horizon. Jim guided her through every aspect of their shared routine—the kneeling rituals that framed their days, the healthy meals they prepared together, and the workouts that pushed her to new limits. Each activity was a lesson in discipline and devotion, each shared glance a reminder of the bond they were strengthening.

They explored nearby towns on day trips, finding joy in simple pleasures—a hidden café, a scenic overlook, or a quiet moment by a lake. These moments were punctuated by laughter and shared stories, their connection deepening with every passing hour.

At night, their intimacy was a slow dance of familiarity and discovery. The lovemaking was more than physical; it was an affirmation of their growing trust and the promises they made to each other. In those quiet hours, they spoke of the future, of how they would maintain their connection across the distance, and of the life they were building one day at a time.

As Sunday approached, the looming separation brought a mix of gratitude and sadness. But in that bittersweet space, they found a new kind of strength—a commitment to hold onto everything they’d built and to continue growing, no matter the miles that would soon separate them.

During those two weeks apart, Sarah and Jim found a rhythm that bridged the physical distance between them. They set aside time each night for FaceTime calls, where they would share not just the big events of their day, but the small details that made them feel closer. Jim would often guide her through her evening kneeling protocol remotely, a grounding ritual that kept her focused and connected to their dynamic.

They would often have virtual dinners together, propping their phones on the table as they ate and talked, turning mundane moments into shared experiences. Jim kept her accountable to the habits they’d established, gently nudging her if she missed a workout or needed encouragement to keep journaling. In turn, Sarah found creative ways to surprise him—sending thoughtful messages, sharing snippets of her day, and even planning small virtual surprises to keep the spark alive.

Through it all, they watched out for each other. Jim’s steady presence and Sarah’s growing confidence created a balance that not only maintained their bond but deepened it. The distance, while challenging, became a testament to their dedication and love.

As the second week drew to a close, Sarah felt a mix of excitement and a touch of anxiety about reuniting with Jim. But on the Friday before her scheduled return, her boss called her into the office with unexpected news.

“Sarah, you’ve been doing outstanding work,” her boss began, leaning forward with a smile. “We have an opportunity for you to take on a new role at a facility near Nashville. It’s just a few minutes away from where you’ve mentioned your… special someone lives. Would you be interested?”

Sarah’s heart skipped a beat. The possibility of being so close to Jim, of continuing their journey side by side, was more than she had dared to hope for.

“Yes, absolutely,” she replied, trying to contain her excitement. “That would be amazing.”

As she left the office, Sarah couldn’t wait to share the news with Jim. The thought of living so close to him, of turning their long-distance connection into something more tangible, filled her with a sense of hope and joy.

That night, their FaceTime call was filled with excitement and plans. Jim’s eyes lit up with pride and happiness as she shared the news. The prospect of a future together, no longer separated by miles, felt within reach.

Finally, the day arrived. Sarah’s heart raced as she boarded the plane, every mile bringing her closer to Jim. The anticipation was a heady mix of excitement and longing, a testament to the bond they had nurtured even from afar.

When she got off the plane and saw Jim waiting for her, the world seemed to snap back into focus. Their reunion was a blur of smiles, embraces, and a profound sense of homecoming.

Jim enveloped her in a tight embrace, holding her close as if to reassure them both that they were finally together again. “Welcome back,” he murmured into her hair, his voice filled with a warmth that made her heart flutter.

As they drove from the airport to Jim’s home, the familiar scenery passing by the car window felt like a promise of new beginnings. They talked about everything and nothing—their voices filling the space with easy, comfortable conversation.

When they arrived at Jim’s house, Sarah couldn’t help but feel a rush of excitement. This was no longer just a place she visited; it was becoming home. She knew that with her new job on the horizon, their time apart would soon be a thing of the past.

Jim led her inside, their hands intertwined. “I can’t believe how perfectly this worked out,” he said, his voice a mix of wonder and gratitude. “Having you here, close by, it’s like everything’s falling into place.”

Sarah smiled, squeezing his hand. “It feels like a dream. I’m so ready for this next chapter, with you.”

They spent the evening settling in, making plans for the weeks ahead, and basking in the simple joy of being together. For the first time in a long while, the future felt not just promising, but wonderfully tangible.

Dinner that night was Jim’s pot roast—tender, savory, and perfect in every way. It was the kind of welcoming, home-cooked meal that wrapped around Sarah like a warm embrace, making her feel as if she had never left.

They ate slowly, talking about the past two weeks. Sarah shared the unexpected opportunity that had come up—the chance to move closer—and they spoke quietly but excitedly about what that could mean. The air between them was rich with hope and the quiet gravity of new beginnings.

At one point, Jim set his fork down and looked at her with quiet sincerity. “How did it feel being apart?”

She paused, chewing thoughtfully, then set her napkin aside. “It was hard,” she admitted. “Work kept me busy, but I missed our rhythm. I missed kneeling. I missed you.”

He nodded. “And the rest? How did you do with the exercises? The eating?”

Sarah hesitated, then answered honestly. “Some days I didn’t want to work out. Some days I didn’t eat as well as I meant to. But I did it. I kept going. Because I told you I would. Because you’re watching. Because I belong to you.”

He reached across the table and took her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “That’s all I ask. Not perfection—just honesty and effort. And you gave me that.”

Sarah smiled faintly, her eyes soft with emotion. “It was hard to stay in the mode. Especially with food. Sometimes I didn’t want to work out, but I did it. I did it for you.”

Jim nodded, pleased. “I’m proud of you for that. What we’re building isn’t just about obedience—it’s about discipline and growth. And I saw that in you, even from afar.”

Sarah’s shoulders relaxed as the weight of her confession melted under his steady approval. She felt seen, not judged. Held, not measured.

After dinner, Jim leaned back in his chair and glanced toward the fireplace. “Let’s have a glass of wine and go sit by the fire,” he suggested. “Let’s talk—really talk—about what we want to get accomplished in the next couple of weeks. I know you have work to do, and you’re here to look for a place to put the new office. But we’ll have time for us too—and for exploring some of the ideas we’ve shared.”

Sarah smiled, her heart already warming with the glow of intention. When her wine was poured and Jim poured himself a modest glass of Jim Beam, they settled onto the couch near the fire, shoulders touching, bodies relaxed into one another.

They sat in quiet comfort for a few moments, letting the warmth settle around them, basking in a bond that few people ever truly know.

Jim spoke first. His voice was thoughtful, his gaze distant but present. “I’ve been thinking about some of the things we did last time you were here. The things we talked about you wanting to explore... the fantasies, the edges, the growth we both felt. There are opportunities in front of us—not just for play, but for building something strong.”

“I think you know me well enough that you know I don’t want to involve people that are not likely to be long-term friends,” he said.

Sarah turned to face him slightly, her fingers gently brushing his leg. “I’ve been thinking about it too. A lot. I want to go deeper with you—not just sexually, but in all of it. The service. The structure. The way we live. I truly feel that anything I do is all because of you, and you own that appreciation.”

He nodded slowly. “Then let’s keep building. Let’s make this next chapter the strongest one yet.”

She raised her glass. “To us. To what comes next.”

He clinked his glass softly against hers. “To us.”

“There’s something else we need to talk about,” he said. “Now that you’re here, and now that we’re planning for something more permanent... your discipline has to be consistent. That means your workouts, your food intake, your sleep schedule, your journaling, and your kneeling protocol. Every day. No exceptions.”

Sarah nodded slowly, taking it in, but he wasn’t done.

“It’s not about punishment,” he continued. “It’s about foundation. About who we are and what keeps us connected even when we’re apart. If you fall out of those habits while you're working, everything starts to erode. That can’t happen.”

She looked into the fire for a long moment, then turned back to him. “I understand, Sir. I don’t want to lose this… any of it. I’ll stay on track. I promise.”

Jim reached over and brushed a lock of hair from her cheek, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. “I know you will. And I’ll help make sure of it. We’ll build this structure into your daily life until it becomes as natural as breathing.”

She exhaled, feeling steadier with each word. “Yes, Master. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, my girl,” he said. “Now finish your wine. Tomorrow starts early.”


Chapter Twelve: Beltane

Monday


Day 38

It was late April, spring, a time of renewal. As they were walking the wooded trail behind Jim’s house, the air was warming, the scent of pine and blooming things rising from the earth. Sarah walked beside him, relaxed and curious.

Jim spoke quietly. “There’s something I’ve been thinking about for a while now. Something I’d like to propose.”

Sarah glanced over, her brow lifting. “Oh?”

“It has to do with Beltane,” he said. “That’s coming up. It’s always been a meaningful time for me. Renewal. Intention. It’s not about fire-jumping and fairy stories—not just that. It’s about choice. Rebirth.”

Sarah furrowed her brow. “What is Beltane?”

Jim smiled, his tone warm and instructive. “It’s one of the old Celtic fire festivals. Traditionally celebrated on May 1st. It marked the start of summer—fertility, abundance, connection. People lit bonfires to bless the land and their lives. Couples would jump over flames as a symbolic cleansing, a way of stepping into the next season with intention. But deeper than that, it’s about sacred renewal. Choosing. Reaffirming life.”

She listened attentively. “Okay… what are you thinking?”

Jim took a breath, then looked at her. “Marriage is what the world gives us to show commitment. A one-time thing, with rings and contracts and pressure. But I think there’s something more profound in choosing each other again and again. Every year. Intentionally. On purpose.”

Sarah slowed slightly, absorbing his words.

“I want to offer us something different,” he continued. “A yearly ritual. Each Beltane, we take time to look at each other—honestly—and ask, ‘Do I still choose this?’ And if we both say yes, we renew. With words. With touch. With meaning.”

“Not a wedding,” she said softly.

“No,” Jim agreed. “A covenant. A living one. One we reaffirm. Not because we have to—but because we want to.”

Sarah reached for his hand. “Tell me more. I want to understand.”

And he did. He explained everything—what it would look like, what it would mean. That was where it began.

Jim stood at the edge of the lake, the twilight sky mirrored in the still water. He watched the flickering of the torches he’d set earlier—six of them, spaced evenly around the water’s edge, forming a soft circle of firelight against the creeping dark. It was Beltane—May 1st—a night that had long held sacred meaning for him. A time for renewal. A time for choosing.

He heard Sarah’s footsteps before he turned to see her. She was barefoot, dressed in a simple white linen shift that skimmed her thighs. Her hair was down, moving with the wind, and her eyes shone with curiosity and quiet reverence.

“You look beautiful,” he said simply.

She smiled. “You asked me to dress simply. I didn’t know what you were planning.”

He guided her to a stone bench near the water, then sat beside her, his expression calm but intense.

“I know the world says marriage is the highest commitment. And I respect that. But what I want with you—it’s not a one-time promise at an altar. It’s a yearly choice. A conscious renewal. A reaffirmation of who we are and what we want to build.”

Sarah tilted her head slightly. “Like a ritual?”

“Yes,” Jim said. “A Beltane renewal. Not for legality. For truth. Every year, we look each other in the eye and ask, ‘Are you still choosing this?’ And if we are—then we renew. In body. In trust. In love. And in service.”

Her eyes welled slightly, emotion catching her breath. “You’ve been thinking about this?”

“For months,” he said. “Not because I doubt you. Because I revere you. Because you’re not mine by default—you’re mine because you choose to be. Every day. And I want to honor that by choosing you in return—every year.”

Sarah nodded slowly. “That’s… beautiful. It feels more real than anything I’ve ever heard.”

Jim reached into a leather pouch on the bench and pulled out a crimson ribbon. “This was my mother’s. She used to tie it in her hair every Beltane. She called it her ‘promise ribbon.’ I’d like us to use it tonight.”

He stood, offered her his hand again, and led her to the soft moss at the edge of the lake. The torches burned around them. The moon had risen now, silver and watching.

“Give me your hands,” he said.

She extended them. He took her right hand in his right, and her left in his left. Slowly, reverently, he began to wrap the ribbon around their joined hands—binding them together with gentle precision.

“Tonight,” Jim said, voice low and steady, “I choose you again. Not because I have to. But because I want to. I vow to protect you, guide you, honor your submission, and grow alongside you. I will correct you with love, discipline you with purpose, and cherish you with every fiber of my being.”

Sarah’s breath hitched. “I choose you too,” she whispered. “Not because I need to. But because I’m whole when I’m yours. I vow to serve you with my heart, my body, and my will. I will honor your leadership, delight in your pleasure, and be the reflection of the man you are. I will kneel not just in ritual, but in truth. Every day.”

They stood still, hands bound, breath mingling in the cool air.

Jim leaned in and kissed her softly. “Then let this be our first renewal. Not a contract. A covenant. We will revisit it every Beltane. We will never forget that love is chosen—not owned.”

She nodded, tears slipping down her cheeks. “Thank you for choosing me.”

“Always,” he said. “Now and next year, and every one after.”

The torches flickered. The ribbon held. And in the sacred quiet of Beltane, they stood not as master and submissive, not even as man and woman, but as soul to soul—reborn in choice, wrapped in firelight, sealed in devotion.

And the night carried them forward


Chapter Thirteen: The Offer

Friday


Day 43

Jim’s fingers paused in her hair.

"You trust me," he said, his voice low but steady.

"Yes, Sir."

"And that means I can ask you things I wouldn’t ask of someone else."

She turned slightly where she sat at his feet, sensing the shift in the air between them—something was coming. Something intentional.

"I want to introduce a new element," he said. "Not tonight. Not tomorrow. But soon."

She blinked. "What kind of element?"

Jim’s gaze held hers, calm and steady. "Additional people. In a scene. One I control. One you serve."

The fire popped quietly behind them, throwing slow-moving shadows along the floor. Sarah’s breath caught in her chest.

Jim continued, his voice even but edged with purpose. "This would be about you expanding your sexual experiences—under my control. It’s not about replacing me. It’s about entering a new phase of your growth. A new layer of obedience. Sharing what belongs to me, because I can. Because you’ve earned that. It would also be about you taking control as an Alpha female. Some call that a Warrior Princess."

He let the silence stretch, then added, his voice lower now, more intimate.

"There’s only so much I can do to deepen your sense of service through touch. Only so much flogging, edging, controlled stillness. For a female, there is also much to be learned from controlling a scene, guiding others to get what they need. Another pair of trusted hands in the room—with you blindfolded, as an example—two entities to kiss, to lick, to ultimately serve... that’s a deeper current. It should heighten your pleasure. Spike your endorphins. And more importantly—feed your need to serve me. Not in spite of that scene... but because of it. Because every sound you make, every part of your body that reacts, will be for me. Orchestrated by me. Owned by me."

Sarah stayed still, the words circling in her chest like a slow storm. Her pulse pounded, but it wasn’t fear.

It was consideration.

"I wouldn’t bring in anyone I didn’t trust completely," Jim said. "And I’d never let anyone touch you without precise boundaries. Clear rules. You would still be mine—every second."

Sarah’s voice came quiet. "Why did you say, ‘As a female’? Is there a difference—and why now?"

Jim studied her. "Because clinical studies have proven that most women are more flexible, more ‘plastic’ in their sexuality than men are. Allowing them to explore that without judgment helps free them up to have a happier life. I see what’s waking up in you. The part that craves to be seen. Not just by me—but by me through someone else’s eyes. The part that longs to be displayed. Stretched. Taken further. But only under my hand."

"You said women are more plastic in their sexuality. What about men?" she asked.

He replied, "There are no absolutes, but men tend to be happier picking a side and staying there. Dominant, submissive, either straight or gay. There are studies still ongoing, but it appears that the testosterone levels that men have impact that. Everyone’s different, but what matters is what you feel and what you desire."

Her stomach twisted—but not from dread. From anticipation. Possibility.

"I don’t know if I could handle two," she admitted. "I mean... I’ve never—"

Jim gave a small shake of his head. "It won’t be about handling two. It’ll be about serving me as I guide and support your growth and exploration. But it’ll go deeper. Last longer. Stretch you further. You’ll be exhausted and radiant by the end of it."

She was quiet, sitting with the image he’d painted.

"I’m not asking you for an answer now," Jim said. "I’m asking you to sit with it. Picture it. Picture the possibilities... Not just the pleasure—but the structure. The order. Me telling you when to kneel. When to spread. When to take, then eventually you telling another when to do the same for you."

Sarah flushed. Her eyes dropped, then lifted again slowly. "Would I still be yours?"

Jim’s voice was soft but unshakable. "Always. That’s the point. That’s part of the lesson. That no matter what’s done to you or what you do to others... you’re still mine. Especially then."

He leaned in, resting a hand at her neck—not gripping, just anchoring her.

"You wouldn’t be shared, Sarah. It’s all mine and always will be. You’d be displayed. Directed. Taken the way I choose. You’d be showing the world what I’ve trained. What I’ve built. What I own—and growing from the process."

She closed her eyes for a moment, her chest rising and falling with deliberate breath.

"It would be your show," she murmured.

"Exactly," Jim said. "My script. My timing. My rules."

She hesitated. "And if I panic?"

"Then you say 'Red,'" he said, his voice firm. "And it ends. No shame. No punishment. Just clarity. That word is yours. Always."

She exhaled, slow and shaky.

"Please give me some time to think about it," she said finally.

"Of course," he said, brushing her cheek with his knuckles.

He didn’t push. Didn’t crowd. Just gave her space.

"This wouldn’t be a free-for-all," he said after a beat. "It would be structured—every second. Every position. Every instruction. I wouldn’t give you away. I’d place you where I want you, and my intention would be simple: to let you receive as much pleasure as your body can hold... for as long as possible."

He paused.

"I would speak for you," he added. "Because I know your cues. I know your breathing. I know when you’re flying—and when you’re leaving yourself behind. That difference matters."

Jim looked into her eyes.

"This is about control. Precision. About shaping a submissive capable of bearing not just discipline—but service through pleasure. Watching you take more, not because you’re greedy, but because you’ve grown. Because I’ve trained you to withstand more—and crave it."

Sarah’s voice broke slightly. "I don’t want to be a toy. How would it begin?"

Jim shook his head. "You aren’t. And if you ever felt that way, I’d stop it cold." He went on, "Probably with a single female to start, just you guiding her under my supervision. Then, if that works, we can explore other options."

He tilted his head slightly. "Let me ask you something. Does this idea feel shameful? Does it touch anything old for you?"

She paused, considering. "Yes. It does. Not because I don’t want it—but because I’ve been judged for wanting things like this before. There’s still a little voice in my head that says this is 'wrong.' That it makes me dirty."

She looked down, then up again. "And I know if it were one man and two women, no one would blink."

"You’re right," Jim said. "Society loves to reward male indulgence—but punishes female desire."

She asked, "Is that something you want? Two women?"

He responded, "I am human. I like pleasure like any normal human, but I will tell you, I have had that, and it is not something, as it was done in my past, that I want again."

"Oh wow," she said. "I sense a story there."

He laughed. "We can discuss that some other time, but let’s just say, the porno flick Female, Male, Female is a little oversold. It sells to 30-year-old virgin males, but falls short of its promise to a man who really knows what intense sexual fulfillment is."

He took her hand.

"What I’m offering," he said, "is a safe way to want this. To own it. Under my control. As a reward for your service... and to deepen your submission. This isn’t shameful. It’s earned."

Sarah was quiet again. Then her voice returned, softer. "I have a condition."

Jim raised an eyebrow. "Yes, little one?"

She swallowed. "If we do this... if we take things deeper... I want permission to call you something else. Something more."

"What’s that?"

She looked up. "Master. I’ve been thinking about it. And I think what you’ve given me... what you’re building in me... deserves more than 'Sir.'"

Jim’s smile spread slowly. "Well of course, little one," he said. "If you feel ready to use that word, I’ll accept it."

She relaxed a little, leaning into him. His acceptance steadied her.

A long pause followed.

Then she asked, hesitantly, "Master... if we do this—what does it mean for us? As a couple?"

He didn’t hesitate.

"It means you start doing the dishes."

They both laughed, the tension breaking like a wave, warm and natural.

He pulled her into a loving embrace, kissing the top of her head.

"Whatever we do," he said into her hair, "we do it as us. With trust. With structure. And with me watching over you and protecting you every second."

And in that moment, she knew: whatever came next, she wouldn’t be doing it alone.

Morning

The kitchen was quiet, except for the soft sound of eggs sizzling and the kettle beginning to hum. Morning light filtered in through the windows, warming the wood-paneled walls and casting a golden sheen across the table.

Sarah sat at the counter, still barefoot, wrapped in a soft robe. Her journal was closed beside her. She hadn’t said anything about it, but Jim had glanced at it when he walked in—just enough to know she’d written. That was enough.

He set a plate of food in front of her, then poured coffee into her cup.

"You slept?" he asked, already knowing the answer.

"Eventually," she said.

Jim sat across from her, his cup cradled in one hand. His gaze was steady. "I’d like to talk through the structure. Not because I need an answer. But because I think it’ll help you picture the how, not just the what."

Sarah nodded slowly. "I want that."

"Good," he said. "Then listen."

He set his coffee down, his voice calm, almost clinical—but never cold.

"First, this would not be spontaneous. It would be a scene. Planned, scripted, agreed upon by all parties. I’d select the people. People I know or get to know. Someone I trust. Someone I either already know or vetted thoroughly. No gray areas. It may take months or years to find them."

He paused to make sure she was following. She was.

"You will talk to them as well. We would all meet socially, have a drink and talk, and if you are uncomfortable with something, we can call 'Red' and stop everything. We might do that on several separate occasions before we move forward."

Sarah nodded, tension low in her shoulders, but alert.

"When play starts, it will unfold in a way that we have already talked about," Jim continued. "From beginning to end. I want you fully focused on growth—not distraction."

She exhaled slowly, not quite realizing she’d been holding her breath.

He leaned forward slightly, forearms resting on the table.

Sarah bit her lip gently. She could already feel her heart shifting into that place where her body listened more closely.

He paused, then added with measured weight:

"There may be moments where you feel overwhelmed—we will work through that."

Sarah’s breath hitched, and Jim caught it immediately.

"Color?"

"Green," she said quietly. "Just… processing."

"Good girl."

His voice softened, but his gaze remained sharp.

She closed her eyes for a moment, trying to picture it, her thighs shifting subtly under the table.

He let the silence stretch for a moment, then added:

"There will be breaks. I will check your pulse. I will offer water. I will ask you for a color without prompting. If there’s anything off—even a whisper of discomfort—the scene ends. Full stop. No questions. No consequences."

Sarah nodded, her voice quiet but clear. "Yes, Master."

The word hung in the air between them again. No hesitation this time.

Jim reached across the table and touched her wrist.

He held her gaze. "I will finish what I began. You’ll end the night wrapped in me. In my voice. My hands. My body. You’ll fall asleep that night knowing exactly whose submissive you are."

Tears welled behind her eyes, not from fear—but from the sheer precision of it. The way he had thought through every detail. Not just to control her—but to protect her while pushing her further.

"I’m not saying yes yet," she whispered.

"I wouldn’t expect you to," Jim replied. "I don’t want a reflex. I want a decision."

She nodded.

"I’ll think about it. And maybe write."

"Good," he said.

Then he stood, came around the table, and kissed her forehead—tender, warm.

"If we do this," he murmured against her skin, "it’ll be beautiful. Because it’ll be yours. And mine. Nobody else’s."

And with that, he let her sit in silence. Processing. Preparing. Becoming.

She didn’t follow him right away when he left the room.

She sat there, still barefoot, staring at the cup in front of her like it could anchor her. But it couldn’t. Not this time. What he had just laid out wasn’t a fantasy. It wasn’t a hypothetical. It was a map. And she was being asked whether she was ready to follow it into uncharted territory.

Jim returned after a few minutes, barefoot, calm.

"I want you to take the next hour in the Reflection Room," he said simply.

Sarah looked up.

"You’ve been there before," he continued. "You know what it’s for. I don’t want your yes or no today. I want your truth. If it’s messy, good. If it contradicts itself, better. That’s what this moment deserves."

She nodded, already feeling the familiar pull of that space.

"You’ll write. One hour. No goal. No editing. Just empty yourself. When you’re done, if you want me to read it—leave the journal open. If not, leave it closed."

She stood, slowly. Her limbs felt heavy—not from reluctance, but from the weight of being truly seen.

As she walked down the hall, Jim added behind her, "You don’t have to be brave. Just be honest. That’s how we build this."

She paused at the door, touched the frame for a second, then entered.

The leather chair was cool beneath her as she sat. The light from the small window cut across the page. She flipped open her journal, placed the pen gently against the paper, and began to write.

The hour passed in silence.

Sarah let the ink run without filter. Her truth was no longer tangled in shame—it flowed in long, deliberate lines. By the time the timer buzzed softly beside her, she knew. Not everything. But enough.

She stared down at the final sentence: Maybe I’m ready to step over the edge.

Then she picked up her pen one more time and wrote beneath it:

No. Not maybe. I’m ready.

She closed the journal with both hands, held it against her chest for a breath, then stood.

The hallway felt longer than usual as she walked barefoot back to the kitchen, but her steps didn’t falter.

Jim was at the table, scrolling through something on his tablet, but when he saw her, he set it aside immediately. His focus locked on her like gravity.

She stopped in front of him and extended the closed journal.

"No need to read it," she said quietly. "I’ve made my decision."

He took the journal but didn’t open it. "Tell me."

Sarah dropped to her knees at his feet, just as she had the night before. Her eyes lifted to meet his.

"I’m ready to serve you this way. Under your voice. Under your rules. My Master," she said.

Jim’s jaw flexed slightly, but he said nothing for a moment. His eyes stayed locked on hers, reading every signal, every nuance of body and breath.

Then he reached forward, his hand cradling the side of her face—not as a reward, but as recognition.

"Good girl," he said.

Tears welled in Sarah’s eyes, not from fear or overwhelm—but from the quiet, steady relief of being understood.

"Thank you," she whispered.

Jim raised an eyebrow. "For what?"

"For holding the time long enough for me to choose," she said. "For not pushing. For making it safe to want this. For trusting me to be ready."

He leaned down, kissed the top of her head, then whispered near her ear:

"I will take you further—but never without care. What we build now will not just deepen your service. It will define it."

Sarah nodded against his chest, her hands resting lightly on his thighs, calm and grounded.

Jim spoke again, this time with purpose.

"Your training continues tomorrow. It will be deliberate. Structured. And slow. This is not about performance. It’s about presence."

"Yes, Master."

He stepped back just enough to look down at her fully.

"Stand. Bathe. Then come back to me for your first assignment."

Sarah rose smoothly, strength returning to her limbs with every step.

As she walked from the room, she didn’t feel like someone crossing a line.

She felt like someone stepping into the center of her own power.

.


Chapter Fourteen: Amara

Friday


Day 50

The fire crackled softly in the hearth, casting amber shadows along the wooden beams above. Sarah sat curled against Jim’s side on the couch, her head resting just beneath his shoulder, one hand gently tracing along his forearm. She felt the deep calm that only came from being close to him—present, held, grounded.

Jim shifted slightly and reached for his laptop on the side table. She stayed nestled against him, listening to the rhythmic clack of keys as he checked his messages. A few minutes passed in silence, until he spoke—his voice quiet, thoughtful.

“I got something interesting today,” he said.

Sarah lifted her head slightly, looking up at him. “Yeah?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he turned the screen slightly toward her and read aloud:

“Hi—I’m new to this site, and I’m looking for a safe space to explore submission to a female. I’ve read your profile and it seems like you know what you’re doing. I wondered if you know of any Lesbian Dominants who are sensual but firm—ideally someone experienced with women. Thanks for any advice you can give. —Amara”

Sarah blinked. “That’s… specific.”

Jim glanced at her, gauging her reaction. “It made me think of you.”

She looked up at him slowly. “Me?”

“I know you,” he said simply. “I know how you respond to softness. To beauty. To feminine surrender. And I know you’ve had that part of yourself tucked away.”

Sarah’s cheeks warmed. “I’ve told you… I had a girlfriend once. In college. It wasn’t serious but… it mattered.”

He nodded. “I remember.”

She sat up a little straighter. “You’d be okay with this? With me... exploring something like that?”

Jim met her eyes. His voice was steady, anchored. “I wouldn’t allow you to do it without me. But yes. I would guide it. Shape it. And protect you in it. Because I believe it’s something you need to feel—to own someone else’s surrender. To feel that power in your hands.”

Sarah looked down at her lap, heart racing. “I’ve never… taken someone. Not really. Not like that.”

Jim reached out, cupped her chin, made her look up again.

“You won’t be alone,” he said. “I’ll be there. But it’ll be your scene. Your control. Your voice she obeys. Make sure that no one gets hurt…”

A slow breath shivered out of her.

“She’s not into men?” Sarah asked, quiet.

“No,” he said. “Which is part of why I brought it to you. There’s no threat here. She’s not for me. She’s for you—if you want her.”

Sarah nodded slowly. “That means more to me than I can say. That you would… give me something like this.”

His thumb stroked along her jaw. “Don’t misunderstand, there is an element of selfishness here. It’s not a gift, sweetheart. It’s an extension of trust. Of everything we’re building but it also serves me to have you learn. The more you know of how a Dominant sees their submissive, the better a submissive it should make you.”

She swallowed, emotions churning in her chest. “I won’t betray it.”

“I know you won’t,” he said softly. “And just to be clear—this isn’t about you submitting. That doesn’t happen. Not with her. Not with anyone. You belong to me.”

She nodded. “Of course, Sir.”

“But,” he added, voice lowering, “I think you’re ready to know what it feels like when someone else calls you Ms.. And means it.”

That made her breath catch. She pressed her forehead to his chest, letting the weight of the moment settle deep in her bones.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For trusting me with this. For letting me grow this way—with you.”

He kissed the top of her head. “We’ll start slowly. Together. I’ll set the stage. But when it begins—she’ll be yours.”

Sarah looked up, her voice soft, reverent.

“Then I’ll make you proud.”

Later that evening, after their conversation had settled into thoughtful quiet, Jim handed Sarah a legal pad with his usual meticulous print near the top:

Checklist. Rules. Boundaries.

“You’ll need to go over this with her,” he said. “If she’s truly submissive—and not just curious—she’ll appreciate the structure.”

Sarah ran her fingers over the page, reading the prompts:

Hard limits / Soft limits

Experience with restraint? Impact play? Orgasm control?

Verbal protocol comfort? Honorifics?

Aftercare preferences

Public vs private boundaries

“And this?” she asked, flipping to the next page.

“A draft agreement. Not legally binding, of course,” Jim said, his voice low but firm. “But symbolic. Important. It clarifies intention. Consent. Dominance. Especially in female-led scenes. It shows you take responsibility for what you’re about to do.”

Sarah nodded slowly. “I understand.”

“And it protects you,” he added. “This isn’t a game. Once you make her kneel… she’ll remember it for the rest of her life.”

Sarah opened her laptop.

Private Messages – KinkSite Internal

From: SarahD // To: AmaraSweets

Hi Amara,
Jim shared your message with me, and I’d like to talk more. I understand you’re looking for a female Dominant—someone sensual but intentional. I don’t pretend to be a professional, but I take submission very seriously.

Before we go any further, I want to be clear: if we proceed, it will be with structure and mutual respect. I won’t demand photos or performative obedience. This won’t be about porn. It will be about surrender—yours—and how I hold that.

If that still interests you, I’d like to hear more. What you’re looking for. What you dream about. What you fear.

—Sarah

From: AmaraSweets // To: SarahD

Sarah,

Wow. That message… took my breath a little.

I am looking for something real. I’ve fantasized about serving a woman for years, but I’ve never done it. Not for real. I want to give. I want to kneel. But I need to feel safe doing it. I need someone who wants the responsibility.

I’m not into humiliation or pain. But I crave control. I fantasize about being told where to sit, what to wear, when I’m allowed to come. Being seen. Used. Loved, even if that love is fierce.

I’d like to keep talking. And if you want… I’m yours to guide.

—Amara

Sarah smiled softly, reading it twice. Then she brought the laptop over to Jim, sat on his lap, and read it to him aloud.

“She’s open,” she said. “Not just horny. Open.”

Jim nodded. “Then start building.”

First Email – Off Site Communication

From: sarah.davis@securemail.com
To: amara.smith@encryptedmail.net
Subject: Beginning

Amara—

Thank you for trusting me enough to continue this conversation. I’ve attached two documents: a basic submissive preferences checklist, and a very simple contract I’d like to walk through with you. Neither are demands. They’re starting points.

I want to be clear again: you are not mine yet. Not until you kneel for me in person. But until then, I expect honesty. I’ll be asking questions. And I’ll expect respect. You may call me “Ms.” from here on unless told otherwise.

If you’re comfortable, I’d like to schedule a call next week. We’ll talk. Voice to voice. Then—if we both agree—we’ll plan a meeting. I have access to a neutral location: a lodge in the hills, private and safe.

But we don’t rush. This only happens if we’re both ready.

—Sarah

Reply from Amara

Ms.,

I’ve read the checklist three times. I cried during some of it. Not because it was scary—but because I didn’t realize how seen I felt answering it. I’ve filled it out and attached it here. I’m ready to talk. Any night next week.

The contract... was beautiful. Even just reading it made me feel tethered. Protected. I’m not sure what I’m doing—but I want this. I want to trust you with my submission.

And I love the idea of the lodge. I want that space—just us. No distractions. No masks.

I’m nervous… but so ready.

Yours,

—Amara

Jim looked up from his place at the table, watching Sarah as she closed the laptop and sat back with a quiet, focused breath.

“How does that feel?” he asked.

“Right,” she said. “Heavy. But right.”

He reached over, brushed a thumb along her cheekbone. “Then she’s worth doing this slowly. Intentionally. Let her crave it for a while. Let the anticipation season her.”

Sarah nodded. “I’ll wait. But when I take her, Jim... I want you to see it.”

The Voice Between

The evening was still. No TV, no music. Just firelight and the quiet thrum of anticipation.

Sarah sat at the small writing desk near the window, her laptop closed beside her. She’d spent hours reading Amara’s responses—each question answered not just with clarity, but with heart. There was hesitation in a few of them, but also deep hunger.

She had poured herself a glass of wine, red and dry, to keep her grounded. The cordless phone lay on the table, speaker mode off, volume set low. She glanced once more at the screen. 8:58 p.m.

“Two minutes early,” she murmured, and then: “Good.”

Jim walked in silently behind her, barefoot, shirtless, the way he always seemed when she needed him calm and near.

“Talk,” he said simply. “Let her hear your voice. Let her fall into it.”

Sarah reached for the phone. Dialed.

It rang once. Then twice.

A click. Breathless on the other end. “Hello?”

Sarah waited a beat before responding. “Amara.”

The line trembled with quiet.

“Yes… Ms..”

The title sent a spark low in Sarah’s belly. It wasn’t sexual—not yet—but it was real. And it ignited something quiet and powerful in her chest.

“Thank you for answering on time,” Sarah said. “I expect punctuality. Always.”

“Yes, Ms.”

“Are you alone?”

“I am.”

“You won’t need to speak to anyone else for the next hour. You’re mine until I end the call. Understood?”

A pause. Then: “Yes, Ms.”

“Good girl.”

Amara’s breath hitched through the line.

Sarah leaned back, letting silence stretch for a few seconds, letting the weight settle in.

“I want you to tell me what it felt like, filling out that checklist.”

Amara swallowed audibly. “It was… intense. Not just the questions. But what they made me feel. Things I’ve never admitted, not even to myself.”

“Like what?”

“I thought I’d be afraid to tell someone I wanted to serve. To be controlled. But I wasn’t afraid, Ms.. I was relieved. Like it made sense of all the restlessness inside me.”

Sarah smiled. “Honesty is good. But service isn’t just about honesty. It’s about obedience. About devotion. You wrote that you’ve never been under female control before.”

“No, Ms.. Only fantasized.”

“And now?”

“I crave it.”

Sarah’s tone sharpened slightly. “Craving isn’t enough. What do you offer? What makes you worth owning?”

That pause was longer.

Amara’s voice was quiet. “I offer loyalty. I offer surrender. I offer all the parts of myself I’ve been too scared to show anyone. If I give them to you… you won’t have to ask twice.”

Sarah let out a soft breath, controlled. She wasn’t ready to give affection yet. Not praise. But inside, something tightened. Good. Very good.

“Jim read your message first,” she said calmly. “He knew it wasn’t for him. But he saw something in it worth giving to me. I don’t share lightly. He doesn’t either.”

“I’m honored, Ms..”

Sarah sipped her wine. Let her voice soften.

“There are rules. Not just during scenes. All the time. If we proceed, you’ll check in daily. You’ll follow simple rituals I assign—kneeling, journaling, greeting me properly. I will tell you when to speak and when to be still. And when we meet… you’ll offer your body without question.”

“Yes, Ms.”

“And I will decide what to do with it. I may use you. I may deny you. I may simply look at you and watch your need bloom. You won’t have say. That’s the point.”

Amara was breathing harder now. Sarah could hear her hand shifting—probably pressed tight against her thigh.

Sarah’s voice dipped. “Are you wet already, pet?”

Amara gasped. “Yes, Ms.”

“You don’t get to come tonight. But I want you to strip. Slowly. While I stay on the phone.”

There was the faint sound of fabric shifting. Breathing quickened. A soft sigh as a strap was eased off a shoulder.

“Describe it,” Sarah said.

“I’m… taking off my blouse. My bra. I’m bare now, Ms.. My nipples are hard. My skin feels… like fire.”

“Touch your inner thighs. Not your clit. Just your thighs. Spread them and stay that way.”

“Yes, Ms.”

Silence crackled. Breathless tension stretched across wires.

Sarah’s voice was velvet and stone. “Now listen to me carefully. The next time I see you, you’ll be kneeling on a sheepskin rug in a private lodge an hour from here. The fire will be lit. Jim will be present, but he will not interfere.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Amara whispered.

“You’ll be mine for the night. No safewords revoked. No surprises. But total obedience. If I tell you to lick my boots, you will. If I command you to beg for release and then deny it—ten times—you will thank me. Do you consent?”

A breathless pause. Then, trembling:

“Yes, Ms. I consent. Fully.”

Sarah exhaled slowly. Looked across the room. Jim stood in the doorway, arms folded, watching her like a man seeing a storm gather—and loving every drop.

Sarah pressed the phone close and whispered: “Good. In that case, Amara…”

“Yes, Ms.?”

“Tomorrow, you’ll receive a list. Rules. Protocol. You’ll memorize them. And when I call next, you’ll recite them back to me. Any mistake will be punished at our first meeting.”

“Yes, Ms.”

“You will not touch yourself tonight. At all.”

“Yes, Ms.”

“And when you hang up this call… you will whisper to the darkness that you are owned. Not because you’ve earned it. But because I allow it.”

Silence.

Then, reverently: “Yes, Ms.”

Sarah leaned forward, her voice a final kiss across the wire.

“Good night, pet. Sleep wet. But untouched.”

She clicked the call off.

Then turned.

Jim crossed the room slowly. Looked her up and down.

He didn’t say anything right away. He just reached for her hand. Lifted it to his lips. Kissed it once.

“You’re ready,” he murmured.

And for the first time, Sarah knew it.

His smile was proud and calm. “I’ll be there. Watching my girl make someone else break for the first time.”


Chapter Fifteen: The Mistress Within

Saturday


Day 65

Jim opened the door for Amara when she knocked at precisely 7:00 PM.

“You are punctual,” he said. “That’s a good sign.”

“Not being late would be disrespectful, Sir,” Amara replied.

Jim took her coat and asked, “Is your room okay?”

She nodded quickly. “Yes, Sir, it is. Thank you for being so thoughtful.”

He smiled as he noticed that Amara was dressed exactly as Sarah had instructed.

“Not at all,” he said. “We want to give you a safe place to unwind afterward, and you’ll have privacy to reflect—and we’re right here if you need anything. I’m only here to watch and make sure you’re both safe. My plan is to be invisible unless you need something. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, Sir. Of course. Ms. Sarah told me that.”

And with that, Jim retreated into a side room, leaving the door open behind him.

It was a windless night at the lodge, the kind that pressed silence against the windows and made candle flames burn steady and bold. The fire in the hearth was already lit, licking golden-orange against the stone. Shadows danced across the fur rugs and low furniture like specters of something waiting.

Sarah stood barefoot on the thick rug, her black silk robe open enough to reveal the curve of her breasts and the glint of metal at her navel. Her skin gleamed in the firelight—flushed, warm, owned. But tonight, she was not here to be taken.

Tonight, she was here to take.

Amara entered the room like something conjured—wrapped in wine-colored satin, her golden-brown skin radiant, her dark curls loose around her shoulders. Her gaze held curiosity, and something else. Hunger.

Sarah didn’t greet her with words.

She crossed the room slowly, letting the hem of her robe drift open just enough to tease. She reached out, fingertips brushing Amara’s collarbone, then slipping under the silk to graze one peaked nipple. Amara’s breath caught.

“You’re here for me tonight,” Sarah said softly. “You understand that?”

“Yes,” Amara whispered.

Sarah’s voice hardened. “Yes what?”

Amara swallowed. “Yes, Ms.”

Sarah leaned in, lips brushing Amara’s cheek, then lower, until her mouth hovered at the pulse in her throat.

“Take your clothes off. Slowly. I want to see everything I’m about to use.”

Amara obeyed. Her hands moved with an almost devotional grace as she slid the dress from her shoulders, letting it puddle at her feet. Her body was exquisite—curved, bare, already flushed with anticipation. She didn’t cover herself. She stood, offered.

Sarah walked behind her, trailing fingers across her spine, down the arch of her back to the softness of her hips. She let her hand linger there, then leaned in, her voice like velvet at Amara’s ear.

“Kneel.”

Amara sank to her knees with practiced grace.

“Wider,” Sarah said, nudging her thighs apart with her bare foot.

Then Sarah knelt in front of her, cupping Amara’s chin. Her eyes held steady power. “I’m going to show you what it feels like to be stripped open and worshiped. Not gently. Not sweetly. Completely.”

She kissed her.

It started slow—lips grazing, testing. But Amara opened under her quickly, mouth parting, tongue searching. The kiss deepened into something heady and wild. Sarah took her mouth like a promise, like a possession. One hand tangled in Amara’s hair, the other sliding down to grasp a breast, thumb flicking over the nipple until Amara gasped against her lips.

Sarah broke the kiss just long enough to whisper, “Crawl to the rug.”

Amara obeyed without question, crawling on hands and knees to the center of the floor, where the firelight fell strongest. Sarah followed, eyes locked on the sway of her hips. When Amara turned to face her, Sarah pushed her gently but firmly to her back.

She straddled her thighs and leaned down, letting her lips ghost over Amara’s stomach, her breasts, her throat—never giving quite enough. The anticipation built between them like a charge in the air.

“You want my mouth, don’t you?” Sarah murmured.

Amara nodded, breathless. “God, yes.”

Sarah’s smile was slow and wicked. “Then beg me.”

Amara’s voice trembled. “Please, Ms.… please use your mouth on me. I need it. I need you.”

Sarah rewarded the plea with a low hum of approval, dragging her nails lightly down Amara’s inner thighs. “Need,” she echoed. “That’s a good word. Say it again.”

“I need you, Ms..”

Sarah dipped her head and licked once—slowly, deliberately—along the seam of Amara’s pussy. The contact was electric. Amara cried out, hips bucking before she could stop herself.

Sarah gripped her thighs hard enough to still her. “No. You stay still. You take what I give.”

“Yes, Ms.,” Amara gasped, panting.

Sarah’s tongue moved again, this time pressing deeper, flicking rhythmically, slowly teasing her clit with soft strokes that barely gave enough friction to satisfy. It was maddening. Amara writhed under the control, eyes fluttering, her hands clutching at the rug.

“You taste like heat,” Sarah murmured. “Like surrender.”

She slid two fingers inside Amara without warning—deep and firm. Amara’s back arched, her moan drawn and raw.

“Don’t you dare come,” Sarah warned, her breath hot against slick skin. “Not until I say.”

“I—please, I’ll try, I’m so close—”

Sarah curved her fingers inside, grazing that perfect spot, her tongue moving faster now, but still keeping her just shy of release.

“Then you’ll hold it for me,” Sarah said, lifting her head just enough to meet her eyes. “You’ll beg for it. And when I say the word, you’ll let go like I’ve pulled it from your soul.”

Amara sobbed with restraint. “Please let me come. Please. I’m yours—do anything—just don’t stop.”

Sarah gave a wicked smile, lowered her mouth again—and kept her right at the edge for a long, torturous minute. Amara thrashed beneath her, incoherent, desperate.

Then Sarah whispered, “Come.”

Amara exploded. Her entire body seized, her thighs clamped, her cries wild and unfiltered as the orgasm tore through her like lightning. Sarah didn’t stop. She rode it, coaxed it, extended it until Amara collapsed, boneless and gasping.

Sarah rose slowly, straddling Amara’s thigh, her body flushed with need now. She didn’t hesitate. She ground down onto her slick skin, moaning low and guttural as she found her own rhythm.

“Watch me,” she ordered, breathless. “I’m going to come on your leg, and you’re going to feel what your service does to me.”

Amara’s glassy eyes stayed locked on her, reverent.

Sarah’s hips moved harder, faster, chasing her climax. Her hands slid up her own body, pinching her nipples, stroking down her belly as she rode Amara’s thigh. Her moans deepened, her movements jerking as she neared the edge.

Then with a cry—raw, guttural—Sarah came, trembling and flushed, pouring herself out with no restraint. She collapsed forward, gasping against Amara’s shoulder.

But she wasn’t finished.

Rising again, she walked to the side table and lifted a harness and silicone cock—black, thick, heavy in her hand. She strapped it on slowly, never breaking eye contact.

“Knees. Face the mirror,” she said.

Amara obeyed.

Sarah knelt behind her, guiding the tip of the strap-on along Amara’s wet pussy. The moan that escaped Amara’s lips was pure surrender.

“Feel that?” Sarah asked. “That’s mine. I’m going to fuck you with it now. And you’re going to scream for me.”

The first thrust was deep. Slow. Possessive.

Amara’s mouth dropped open, her back arching.

Sarah set a rhythm—steady, deliberate, each stroke grinding against her clit through the harness. She grabbed Amara’s hips and drove in deeper, the sound of slick heat meeting hips echoing in the firelit room.

Her pace increased, a cadence of dominance and hunger. With every thrust, the strap-on slid deeper, filling Amara completely. Her moans turned to pleas, then to cries.

“Tell me who’s using you.”

“You are, Ms.—fuck—it’s so good—please don’t stop.”

Sarah leaned forward, chest brushing Amara’s back, breath hot at her ear.

“I’ll stop when I’ve wrecked you,” she growled. “When your pussy forgets every other touch but mine.”

She slammed into her harder, hips snapping with precision. Amara shook, her thighs trembling, another orgasm building fast.

“Do you want to come again?”

“Yes, Ms.—please—please fuck me harder—please let me come.”

Sarah reached around and rubbed Amara’s clit, fast and relentless. “Then come for me. Now.”

Amara shattered with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clenching hard around the thick silicone cock. Sarah held her through it, fucking her slow now, milking every last tremor from her body.

Sarah whispered, “You’re mine now,” as she kept her deep, slow rhythm, every inch of the cock dragging against Amara’s soaked walls.

Then she pulled Amara close and pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. “Now turn around,” she murmured, helping Amara onto her back.

Sarah straddled her again, cock still slick with her arousal, and began thrusting once more, this time with her gaze locked to Amara’s.

“I want to see your face when I take you apart,” Sarah said, voice low and dominant.

She fucked her slowly, deliberately, making Amara feel every stroke, every inch. Amara's hands grabbed Sarah’s waist, holding on, surrendering completely. Her eyes filled with tears—not from pain, but from the overwhelming depth of submission and pleasure.

Sarah leaned down, whispering into her ear. “I own your pleasure now. And you love it.”

“I do,” Amara sobbed. “I love it. I love being yours.”

And Sarah kept moving, drawing it out, guiding Amara into another trembling climax, until finally, both collapsed into each other—sweat-soaked, breathless, wrapped in firelight and the knowledge of what had just passed between them.

And in that quiet moment, nothing else existed.

Just the echo of dominance, submission, and the bond that had formed between two women in the flames.

They didn’t leave the lodge that night.

After the fire died down and Amara had fallen asleep in the guest room, Jim and Sarah lay wrapped in the thick quilt of the main bed. Her body still thrummed from everything that had happened—the power she had claimed, the control she had held, and the way he had watched her with silent, steady pride.

Sarah turned into his chest, her fingers idly tracing along the line of his ribs. “You didn’t say much tonight.”

Jim kissed the top of her head. “I didn’t need to. You were magnificent.”

She breathed in slowly. “I kept thinking you would step in. That maybe I’d go too far, or not far enough. But you didn’t.”

“That was the point,” he said. “You didn’t need me to correct you. You needed space to lead. And I needed to see if you’d do it with the same respect and intentionality you’ve brought to your submission.”

Sarah pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. “And did I?”

“You exceeded every expectation.”

Her throat tightened. She rested her forehead against his. “Sir, I’ve never felt more… full. Like I gave something real, but also received something I didn’t know I was missing.”

Jim held her face gently. “What you gave Amara was a gift. But what you gave yourself tonight was even greater. You stepped into something powerful. And you never once stepped out of what we’ve built together.”

She nodded slowly. “I didn’t feel less yours. I felt more. Like I finally understand what it means to hold space for someone else, because you’ve held it for me for so long.”

Jim ran his thumb along her jaw. “That’s the foundation of what we do. Submission doesn’t make you small. It makes you strong enough to give.”

Later, as the night deepened and the wind moved through the pines outside, Sarah whispered, “I want to serve you more, Sir. Not just in scenes. In the quiet parts, too. The habits. The structure. The surrender that happens outside the bedroom.”

Jim wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her close. “Then we’ll build that together. Rituals. Routines. Respect. What happened tonight wasn’t a break from our path—it was a milestone on it.”

She sighed contentedly. “She said thank you. Not just for the pleasure. For the safety. The structure. For the feeling of being known.”

Jim kissed her temple. “You gave her what I’ve always tried to give you.”

Sarah’s eyes shimmered. “I want to be more for you. Because of you.”

He held her tighter. “You already are.”

And with those words, they drifted into sleep—his arm around her, her heart steadied by everything they had just discovered together.

Later that morning, the three of them gathered at a table in the lodge’s small restaurant, a quiet corner filled with sunlight and the aroma of fresh coffee and warm bread. Amara arrived wearing soft jeans and a sweater, her curls still slightly tousled. She looked peaceful. Content.

They ordered eggs, fruit, and strong coffee. Conversation flowed easily.

Amara broke the silence first. “I didn’t expect to feel so safe… or so seen.”

Jim smiled. “That’s the highest compliment you could give.”

Sarah reached over and squeezed Amara’s hand. “You gave me trust. That’s not easy. I’ll never take it lightly.”

Amara’s eyes shimmered. “I hope we can do it again. Maybe even… grow something there. It felt natural.”

Jim looked between them and nodded. “If you’re both interested, we’ll make that happen. But only with clarity, consent, and care.”

Both women nodded.

“Thank you,” Amara said, looking at Jim. “For making time for us, for holding space for it. For us.”

Jim lifted his coffee. “To trust, then. And friendship. And growth.”

They clinked glasses, and the lodge felt, for a moment, like the safest place in the world.

What had happened the night before wasn’t just a scene. It was the deepening of connection, of identity. And none of them would forget it.


Chapter Sixteen: Morning After

Sunday


Day 66

The ride home was mostly silent, filled with shared glances and quiet touches. There were no words needed. Her hand rested on his thigh as he drove. His fingers brushed against hers every so often, grounding her again and again. The silence wasn’t distance—it was peace.

She leaned her head against the window, and as the miles passed beneath them, Sarah let herself feel everything. And nothing. And most of all—his presence.

When they reached Jim's home, he told her to go on in, and that he would bring all the things in.
"Go inside and sit on the couch. Rest for a while," he said gently.

She nodded and obeyed without hesitation, her steps slow and her mind still humming from the night before. She was still deep in an endorphin rush, floating between memory and sensation, unsure of what to do next but comforted by his clear instruction.

She sat down on the couch and folded her legs beneath her, hands resting in her lap. The silence in the house wrapped around her like a familiar blanket.

Jim moved through the doorway again and again, carrying bags in quietly, methodically, putting things back in place.

When everything was put away, he walked into the living room and quickly built a fire. Then he looked at her. "Coffee?" he asked.

She looked up slowly and gave a small nod. It was all she could manage, but it was enough.

Jim returned soon with two steaming mugs of coffee, black and strong—just the way she liked it. He handed her one gently, his hand lingering for a moment on hers before he sat down beside her.

She brought the mug to her lips slowly, the warmth grounding her, the familiar scent pulling her back from the edges of her trance.

Still, her thoughts wandered. Her gaze drifted toward the fireplace, but her mind wasn’t in the room. She stared into the flickering light as if it could anchor her.

She was still floating, still wandering through her endorphin rush, the aftershocks of the night before echoing quietly through her limbs and her heart.

As her thoughts slowly drifted from the vividness of the night before and began to take on the shape of the future, there was one thing she knew with absolute clarity—something had changed in her. Something permanent. And it was good.

In the quiet moments of her contemplation, she felt the weight of her own vulnerability without him, but alongside it was something stronger—her power, her strength, amplified by his presence in her life. With him, she felt capable of anything. And in the same moment, she knew—she must keep him. Always.

That certainty sparked a new determination in her chest. She needed to make sure he knew. Not just once, not occasionally, but every day. With every fiber of his being, he had to feel it. He had to know that he was Master. Her Master.

As they sat quietly on the couch, enjoying their coffee, he looked to her and offered a one-word question. “Thoughts?”

She pondered for a long minute, then turned to him as if truly seeing him for the first time that morning. Her voice was steady but soft.
“I am deeply and profoundly in love with you. I can't imagine anything in my life without you. In this moment, I feel that you complete me. In the short time we've been together, you've grown me and made me stronger—more confident, more assured.”

She paused, eyes shimmering.
“At the same time, these thoughts are scary, because I wonder if I can ever repay what you've given me. I wonder if I’ll ever be enough for you—because you deserve everything. And there’s no way one person can give everything.”

She reached for his hand, her fingers closing around his with intention.
“Having said that, my Master, I promise you I will do everything within my power to be the woman you want me to be, and to serve you every day as your submissive. I will crawl for you. I will kiss your feet. I will honor you as my king. And I will never intentionally let you down.”

He paused for a long moment, then looked at her, his eyes thoughtful and steady.
“You’re right in your thinking. There’s no way anyone can be perfect for someone else.”

His voice was calm, reassuring.
“The good news is that I don’t expect you to be perfect. Nobody can be. But what I do expect is that you don’t run away. You don’t hide from me.”

He reached for her hand again, holding it between both of his.
“Realistically speaking, given the talents and the tools that each of us bring to the table, there’s probably nothing that we can’t do together. There’s probably nothing that any other couple on the planet could achieve that we can’t. We just have to make sure we both know that—and we both commit to that.”

She looked down at their hands, then back up into his eyes.
“How do we do that?” she asked quietly. “How do we make sure that we both know we’re committed?”

He took a breath, holding her gaze.
“Well,” he began, “I think this is a level I’ve never been at before. But I think it has to be through discipline.”

He gave her fingers a gentle squeeze.
“If we have agreements—and we follow through—then we both know we’re doing what we said we would. But if we have agreements and they aren’t kept… then I think, as your Master, it’s my responsibility to hold you accountable. Not cruelly. Not with harsh punishment. But with control. With guidance.”

He gave her a long look, then continued.
“There’s something else I want to talk about—something practical. It’s not about being displeased with you. It’s not punishment or critique. It’s about our health—yours and mine.”

She listened, eyes steady on his.

“I want us to create an eating plan,” he said. “Something sustainable. And a workout plan too—something we can both commit to. Not because I’m asking for a change in how you look. Not because there’s anything wrong with you. But because if we’re serious about this life, about our life together, then we need to be strong enough and healthy enough to live it for as long as we can.”

He reached up and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear.
“I’m not unrealistic. I know no one works out every day. I know family, work, life… it gets in the way sometimes. Things will slip. But together, we have to commit. To ourselves. To each other. And just like everything else—we’ll have to face discipline if we fall short.”

Her breath caught slightly, but she nodded slowly.

Jim leaned back slightly, his tone softening with affection.
I intend to still be active when we’re ninety. I don’t see a time in life when I’ll want you less. Or stop wanting to take you. But we have to work now so we still can then.”

Her chest rose with a deep breath, and a slow, heartfelt smile spread across her face.
“Then let’s make a plan,” she said softly. “Let’s do it together. Meals, workouts, goals—we’ll design it to fit our life. Not to punish ourselves, but to honor this connection. To honor the future we’re building.”

She leaned forward slightly, her hand covering his again.
“I’ll hold myself to it. And I’ll trust you to hold me accountable. Not just for the sake of obedience… but because I want to be strong for you. For us. I want to serve you with every part of me—my mind, my heart, my body.”

Her voice grew quiet but steady.
“I want to be the kind of woman who makes it to ninety and is still kneeling at your feet.”

Jim smiled at her then—soft, full of warmth, but with the unmistakable edge of dominance that always sent a thrill through her.

Jim smiled at her then—soft, full of warmth, but with the unmistakable edge of dominance that always sent a thrill through her. He leaned in and kissed her, slow and deep, then rested his forehead against hers.
“I believe you,” he said quietly. “And I’ll do my part too. I’ll lead us, guide us, push us when needed, and hold you when you need to fall apart. I’ll protect what we’re building. I’ll protect you.”

She exhaled slowly, overwhelmed but steady. The fire crackled softly nearby, its warmth brushing against their skin as they sat there—two people, one bond, forged in sweat, devotion, pain, and pleasure.

After a while, Jim stood and stretched. “We’ll sit down tonight and draft something simple. Nothing rigid, just a framework. Meals. Movement. Goals. And accountability, for both of us.”

Sarah nodded, still clutching her coffee. “Can we make a reward system too?”

Jim chuckled, his eyes darkening slightly. “Oh, sweetheart. You just gave me several ideas.”

Her smile turned mischievous.

The day lay ahead of them. The world outside was unchanged—but inside these walls, between them, something had evolved. And as they moved forward, they both knew: this wasn’t just play. This was the life they were building, one act of devotion at a time.

They talked throughout the afternoon, setting intentions and ideas into motion. They discussed a reward system—something tangible and motivating. Perhaps a trip together after reaching certain milestones, something they could look forward to and share as a celebration.

They agreed to a three-part evaluation system: weight would be one marker, but not the most important. More crucial would be their ratio of muscle mass to fat percentage, a clearer indicator of health and strength. The third metric would be consistency—sticking to their routine, showing up for themselves and each other, and maintaining emotional and physical discipline as part of their commitment.

What mattered most was that they did it together. For themselves. For each other. For the long, full life they wanted to build—both in and out of the bedroom.

As day fell into night, Jim rose and went to the kitchen to prepare a quick meal for the evening. Sarah followed and sat at the bar, watching him work. She admired the way he moved—efficient, focused, yet always aware of her presence.

After a time, she said softly, "You take such good care of me."

He looked up from slicing vegetables, a warm smile tugging at his mouth. "I love doing it."

She reached for his hand. “What I’d like... is more. More of that trust. More experiences that test my edges and deepen my service. Maybe not always so intense, but intentional. Ritualistic. Maybe even sacred. Because with you, it becomes something more than physical.”

He squeezed her fingers, his gaze unreadable but full.

“I want to keep growing,” she said, quieter now. “I want to learn what it means to truly belong to you—not just during play, but in the quiet moments too. I want to understand how to hold this energy every day. Not just in scenes, but in life.”

Jim let her words settle in the space between them, his thumb brushing lightly over the back of her hand. After a long pause, he asked gently, “What did you like the most about it? What was the biggest turn-on for you?”

Sarah took a deep breath, her eyes flickering with thought. “The parts I used to fantasize about… the things I’d only read in stories or seen in movies. The ones that turned me on so much it scared me. Those were the ones that made the biggest impact. Because they weren’t just fantasies anymore—they were real. Overpoweringly sexual. And I didn’t feel ashamed.”

She looked at him with a vulnerability she rarely voiced. “In my past, especially in the church, they always said if you started something like that, you’d never be able to stop. That you’d become addicted, that the devil would take over your life. That pleasure would ruin you.”

Jim said nothing, only held her hand tighter.

“But with you… I don’t feel afraid of that. I know you’ll always control me. I know you’ll always protect me. You’ll guide me back if I get too deep. And…” she hesitated, her voice soft, “I don’t want to do it with anyone else. Just you. Only you.”

Jim’s voice was low, steady. “Have you thought about what else you’d like to do?”

Sarah hesitated, cheeks flushing. “I have… but I feel like it’s too shameful to share.”

He leaned in slightly, his voice warm but commanding. “Imagine kneeling for me and telling me your deepest, darkest secrets. No shame. Just truth. Just us.”

Her lips parted. A beat passed before she whispered, “A long time ago, I became enthralled with thigh-high leather boots. I always wanted to find a man who would be as excited by them as I was. It was… something of a power trip for me. I’d imagine a man so turned on by them—or by me in them—that he’d come on my boots.”

She flushed even deeper, but her eyes didn’t look away.

Jim’s gaze darkened with curiosity and approval. “From what I know of that… it might be best to try it with a submissive male. Someone who craves the act of worship and the pleasure of pleasing a woman. That would give you the experience you’re imagining—but it would also mean taking on a different role.”

He let that sit before adding, “You’d need to become a Domme for him. Not outside of our relationship—never without my knowledge or structure—but under my guidance. Under my watchful eye. If I could set that up for you… would you want to try it?”

She swallowed and nodded. “Yes. I would.”

“Tell me how you see it,” Jim pressed gently. “Tell me all the details. What are you wearing?”

Her breath trembled as she answered. “Black garters. A cup-less bra. And… black thigh-high, high-heeled boots. Patent leather. My hair pinned up. My lips red. Standing tall. Powerful. Watching him kneel. Watching him stroke himself… until he comes for me.”

The confession made her cheeks burn, but she felt the thrum of arousal as well—the safety of voicing it in his presence, under his authority.

“And?” Jim asked.

“And I feel ashamed,” she admitted, “but it also turns me on. To submit to you this way—to tell you something I’ve never said aloud. That’s the real power trip. Being able to confess anything… and still be yours.”

Jim nodded slowly, pleased. “Then here’s the deal,” he said, his voice deepening slightly with authority. “I’m going to set up an eating plan and a workout routine for you. Something reasonable. Something structured. And I expect you to hold true to it. If you can’t—if something gets in the way—you come to me and tell me. We’ll make adjustments; or I’ll give you the motivation you need.”

He let his words settle before continuing. “If I see a consistent pattern of effort and devotion, then I’ll see what I can do about giving you this fantasy.” He leaned in, eyes fixed on hers. “Now… what are you going to do for me?”

Sarah’s lips curved slightly as she lowered her eyes in a show of submission. “The first thing, Master,” she said softly, “is that it seems you’ve told me I need to start washing the dishes.”

Jim laughed, the sound low and genuine.

“And the second,” she continued, her voice turning sultry, “is that I’d love nothing more than to take you to bed tonight, worship your cock with my mouth… and end the night with you feeding me.”

They finished the dishes quietly, the routine already beginning to settle into something comforting. Jim handed her a towel and followed her to the bathroom, where they stepped into the shower together. The hot water poured over them, steaming the glass and softening their bodies.

Jim reached for the soap, lathering it in his hands before smoothing it gently across her back, shoulders, and down her arms. His touch was both practical and reverent, his fingertips moving in slow, circling passes.

She flinched slightly when he moved lower—her inner thighs still sensitive from the night before. He paused, eyes meeting hers with quiet understanding.

"Tender?" he asked.

She nodded. "A little."

He adjusted his touch, careful now, cupping her gently as he rinsed her with care. She leaned into his touch, eyes fluttering closed, letting the water and his hands wash everything away.

As she turned to wash his chest, her hands wandered lower, stroking him softly. He began to grow hard in her grip. She smiled, eyes sparkling. "Let me help you get clean, Sir."

By the time they dried off, she was humming softly with energy again. She followed him to the bedroom, both of them wrapped in towels. The lights throughout the house still glowed in pockets of warm yellow.

Jim turned to her at the threshold. "Kneeling protocol."

She dropped instantly to her knees, back straight, eyes lowered, hands on her thighs. She remained still as he padded softly through the house, flipping off switches and locking doors.

When he returned, the room dimmed and secure, he stood in front of her. His voice was calm. "I recall there was something you had asked permission to do."

She raised her eyes slightly, reverent. "Yes, Master."

Without another word, Jim let the towel fall to the floor. His cock stood half-hard, waiting.

She leaned forward slowly, reverently, and took him into her mouth—tongue swirling, lips parting wider to welcome him in. Her hands braced against his thighs, her mouth warm and eager.

He moaned softly as she worked, drawing him to full hardness with her attention. When he was fully aroused, he reached down, tugged her up gently, and guided her onto the bed.

She crawled backward toward the pillows, her voice thick with need. "Lay back in the pillows, my King," she said, her gaze shining. "Let your slave please you with her mouth..."

Jim settled into the pillows, and she crawled between his legs, eyes never leaving his. She lowered herself again with practiced reverence, her mouth a worshipful offering, the sound of her soft moans filling the quiet room.

She began slowly—gentle licks along the underside of his shaft, teasing kisses over the sensitive head. Her tongue flicked lightly at first, tasting him, worshipping him with each stroke. He groaned, his fingers curling into the sheets, and she felt the heat of his pleasure pulse through her.

But soon her pace deepened. Her lips parted wider as she took him deeper into her mouth, letting the tip hit the back of her throat. Her body trembled each time he did—something between a flinch and a full-body orgasm, the kind that made her hips shudder and her core clench. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his length.

Jim’s eyes fluttered closed as he leaned back into the pillows, a quiet voice in his head telling him to let go. To surrender. He deserved this. He’d earned it.

As the rhythm built, her mouth growing more passionate, more demanding, he felt the rise of his climax begin to swell. He groaned and placed a hand gently on her head to pause her.

“Wait,” he said, breathless. “I want to build it for you. I want to hold it a little longer.”

She looked up at him, eyes full of submission and desire, and nodded before continuing.

This time, her mouth took him deeper—throat relaxing, lips sealing around him as her hands pressed into his thighs. She moaned again, and the sound tipped him over the edge.

Jim’s body tensed, hips lifting slightly off the bed as he exploded in her throat, pulse after pulse spilling into her mouth. She took every drop, swallowing with reverence, her mouth still wrapped tightly around him as he finished.

He groaned low and deep, his hand gently stroking her hair as he slowly came back to himself.

Her mouth stayed on him, gently sucking and licking every last trace of his release, her movements slowing with reverence and care. She loved the taste of him, the way he throbbed in her mouth even after he’d spent himself. The worship didn’t stop with the orgasm—this was about more than climax. It was about devotion, about her place, about what it meant to be his.

Sarah let her lips slide off him slowly, placing one last kiss on the tip of his softening cock. She rested her cheek against his thigh, breathing in the scent of his skin, eyes closed in a blissful sort of exhaustion.

Jim looked down at her, a warm wash of affection blooming across his chest. She had given herself to him so fully, without hesitation. Not just her body—but her spirit, her service, her will.

He reached down and coaxed her up beside him. She climbed into his arms, limbs soft and loose, her breath still catching now and then as the tremors of the scene faded.

“I love watching you like that,” he murmured, brushing a damp strand of hair from her face. “I love seeing what it does to you to please me.”

“It completes me, Master,” she whispered, her voice heavy with satisfaction. “I feel like… like I’m nothing and everything at the same time.”

Jim smiled. “That’s because you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”



Sarah hadn’t expected Amara to linger in her life. Scenes, after all, came and went. Bodies tangled, pleasure peaked, and people drifted. But Amara didn’t drift. She stayed. She messaged the next morning, and the next. Sometimes just to say hello. Sometimes to check on Sarah’s breathing, her hunger, her thoughts.

It was comforting. Grounding.

Their conversations moved from scenes to stories. From stories to truths. Amara spoke candidly—about dominance, femininity, the layered duality of being both wild and owned.

“You’re not learning power,” she’d texted one night.
“You’re remembering it.”

Sarah stared at that message for a long time. Not learning. Remembering.

Because it was true—when she’d stood above Amara, when she’d taken, it hadn’t felt foreign. It had felt inevitable.

And the more she talked to Amara, the more she began to realize something simple and terrifying and beautiful:
She didn’t want to try dominance.
She wanted to embody it.

Not every day. Not everywhere. But when she stepped into that space, she wanted to command without hesitation. And then… step out of it. Back into his arms. Back to Jim. Not because she was exhausted, not because she needed help—but because she chose to kneel again.

One night, curled on the couch, wrapped in one of Jim’s shirts, she brought it up.

“There’s something I want to try,” she said.

Jim didn’t flinch. He just looked at her and waited.

“I want to meet him. Cole.”

He raised a brow, curious but calm.

“The submissive?”

She nodded. “It’s not about curiosity anymore. I want to lead someone—to dominate a man. For real. Not to see if I can do it. But to see what I become inside it.”

Jim was quiet for a long time. Then he stood, poured a finger of whiskey, and returned to sit beside her.

“I’m willing,” he said. “To give you that space. To let you take. To let you command.”

Relief washed through her—but then his voice shifted, grounding her again.

“But understand something, Sarah. As you grow in your power—as you evolve into the alpha submissive I know you are—my expectation is that you never forget your place.”

Her breath caught.

“Your place is by my side. Under my control. And there will be moments, when you feel strong, when I’ll take control back from you. Not because you’ve failed. But because you belong to me. Especially when you shine.”

Her heart pulsed against her ribs, tight and aching in the best way.

“I don’t want your obedience from weakness,” Jim said. “I want it from strength.”

She looked at him, eyes glassy but clear.

“My place is with you, Sir. Even when I lead… I submit to you. I belong to you.”

He leaned in, kissed her forehead, and whispered:
“Good girl.”



The next morning, she texted Amara.

I’m doing it. I’m going to lead. He’ll kneel. And I’ll grow.

Amara replied with one line.

I know that when you grow, it’s for you.

Your growth adds to us all.

Sarah smiled, slipped the phone away, and stood in front of the mirror.
Black leather boots. A plan. No apologies.

It was time.


Chapter Seventeen: Cole

Sunday


Day 80

The rain had started just after sunset, a soft percussion against the high windows of the lounge. Jim and Sarah sat tucked into a corner booth of a quiet wine bar, candlelight flickering between them. The air carried that clean, metallic scent of wet pavement, and the low hum of conversation around them faded into a cocoon of privacy.

Sarah swirled her glass of Cabernet slowly, her fingers tracing the rim, but her eyes were focused. Intent. She had been quiet most of the evening—not withdrawn, just watchful. Holding space.

Jim’s phone buzzed once against the wood. He checked the screen briefly, then turned it face-down again.
“He’s here,” Jim said. “Waiting outside.”
Sarah looked up. “What’s he like?”
“Polite. Nervous. He asked to be useful. Said he’s not new, but still learning.”
She nodded. Her heartbeat picked up—not fear, but the hum of something unknown. Jim watched her closely.
“You don’t need to impress anyone,” he said. “This isn’t a test for you. It’s a tool. A mirror.”
“I know.”
He gave her a nod and stood. “Let’s bring him in. I’ll lead.”

They moved through the bar together, but this time, Jim walked ahead. Intentional. Sarah followed in step, calm but alert.

Outside, the city glowed wet and hushed under amber streetlamps. A man stood beneath the awning a few doors down—tall, late thirties, clean-cut but unassuming. He looked up as they approached.
“Cole?” Jim said.
“Yes, Sir.”
Jim looked him over once, then stepped aside slightly, letting Sarah enter Cole’s field of vision.
“This is Sarah,” Jim said. “You’ll address her as Ms. unless told otherwise. Understood?”
“Yes, Sir. Yes, Ms.”
Sarah met his eyes. “Have you served before?”
Cole’s voice was quiet but clear. “Yes, Ms. Twice. But never in a guided setting like this.”
Jim stepped in. “Let’s clarify a few things. I’m not bisexual. I’m not interested in you. This is about Sarah, about her learning to lead, to own that space. You’re here to help her explore that. That’s it.”
“Yes, Sir. Understood. I am glad—I am not bisexual either. I just like to serve women.”
Jim’s tone was firm. “This is just a meeting. A handshake. No scene. No service. We speak, we gauge alignment. If all feels right, we’ll move forward—carefully, deliberately.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Jim glanced at Sarah. “Let’s go inside.”

They turned and went back inside the bar together. The room was quiet, with low lighting, soft rugs, and a small sitting area designed for conversation.
Sarah gestured toward one of the armchairs. “Have a seat, Cole.”
“Thank you, Ms.,” he said, taking the chair with composed politeness.

Jim poured three glasses of water from the pitcher provided. No wine. No distractions. Everything measured.

They spoke for nearly forty minutes. Sarah asked questions. About boundaries. Experience. Motivation. Cole answered each one without defensiveness. He didn’t over-explain. He didn’t try to impress. He was simply present.

Jim occasionally interjected to clarify or reframe, but mostly watched. He was reading both of them.

When the conversation paused naturally, Jim stood. “That’s enough for tonight.”
Sarah looked at Cole. “Thank you for coming. We’ll reach out soon.”
“Yes, Ms. Thank you for your time.”
He stood, nodded to Jim, and left quietly.

Silence settled over the room after the door clicked shut. Jim looked at Sarah.
“Well?”
She let out a slow breath. “I liked his energy. He listened. He didn’t perform.”
Jim nodded. “Then we’ll give it a week or two. Let you make the first move.”



Two Weeks Later – Message from Sarah to Cole on the Kink Site:

Hello, Cole. I appreciated our time together and how respectfully you interacted that evening. If you're still interested, I’d like to arrange a first session under Jim’s supervision. This will be structured and slow, with clear expectations and aftercare built in. Let me know your availability in the coming weeks.
—Ms. Sarah

Cole responded in just a few minutes, and they agreed on a date soon that satisfied them all. Jim booked a room at a classy hotel in the city, near where they had met.



Dressing Room – Two Hours Before

The city outside her window pulsed in neon reflection, the rain streaking light like veins across glass. But inside, Sarah moved through stillness—a cathedral of intention, her bedroom dim and warm with lamplight. Her body was bare, cool air brushing her skin like a question.

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t shiver.
She was building herself.

She laid out the pieces on the bed like sacred armor, each one gleaming black—no gloss, no glitter. Just power. First the garter belt—black leather, wide around the hips with polished nickel hooks. She stepped into it, the weight of it grounding her. She fastened each strap with mechanical precision, like she’d been doing it for years. Every movement deliberate.

The stockings followed: sheer black, a whisper over thigh and calf, sliding up with that soft resistance that made her skin feel electric. The garters snapped into place one by one—click. Click. Click. Click. Final. Inevitable.

Next: the bra. Or rather, its absence. A black leather cup less harness, buckled tight beneath her breasts, leaving them completely bare—defiant. Designed not to lift or hide but to present. To demand attention, and punish the wrong kind of gaze.

Her nipples stiffened in the cool air, and she let them. She wanted Cole to see. To try not to.

The boots were next to last: thigh-high, sharp-heeled, black leather so dark it devoured the light. Six inches high. Laced up the back. She stepped into them slowly, zipping them up with a hiss of metal. They weren’t just shoes. They were declarations. Every step in them would echo.

She looked down at herself and smiled.

She added the choker last—a simple band of black velvet, snug around her throat. No ring. No emblem. Just a line across her neck like punctuation at the end of a sentence.

Tonight she acts for herself.

Over it all, she slipped into a black trench coat—tailored, long enough to graze her thighs when she walked. Closed, it was sleek professionalism. Open, it was command draped over sin.

She turned to the mirror.

There’d be no girlish blushing tonight. No waiting for permission.
If he wanted to serve, he’d serve her—as she was.

Sharp. Black. Absolute.



At 7:00 p.m., Cole knocked on the door. Jim opened it and ushered him in.
“Good to see you, Cole,” Jim said.
“Nice to see you as well, Sir,” said Cole.

Jim had Cole sit down. No sign of Sarah yet.
“Tonight, Sarah will lead—within the structure I set. You respond to her. You submit to her. But you belong to neither of us. Not yet. This is an evaluation, not a gift.”
Cole nodded. “Understood, Sir.”
Jim’s tone shifted slightly—lower, firmer. “What’s your safe word?”
“Red, Sir.”
“Use it if needed. You’re here by consent. You’ll leave the same way. Clear?”
“Yes, Sir.”

Jim got up, clicked on the stereo—Enigma – “Return to Innocence” began to softly play. He then walked to the bedroom door, knocked, and said, “We are ready when you are, Sarah.”

The door opened and Sarah strode into the room, powerful and strong in her black trench coat.
“Shoes off,” Sarah said. “Go kneel by the hearth. Hands on thighs. Eyes down.”
Cole obeyed immediately.

Jim remained by the door, arms crossed.

Sarah walked a slow circle around Cole, studying him—the line of his shoulders, the tension in his jaw. She crouched in front of him.
“What do you want to feel tonight?”
“Safe. Directed. Of service.”
She nodded.

Jim spoke next, voice quiet but firm. “And what do you think she wants?”
Cole swallowed. “To see me follow. To feel my submission. To be obeyed.”
Sarah leaned in, her voice soft.
“Correct.”
Jim gave a single approving nod.
“Then begin.”

Jim leaned back in his chair, sipping his whiskey as he watched Sarah kneel before him.
But tonight, she wasn’t alone.

Cole knelt beside her—broad shoulders tense, hands resting on his thighs, waiting.

Jim smirked. “You’ve learned what it means to submit, sweetheart. Now you’re going to learn what it means to own.”

Sarah’s breath caught.

Jim gestured to Cole. “He’s yours for the night. Train him.”

Sarah exhaled slowly, her gaze dropping to the man beside her. She reached out, brushing her fingers along his jaw, feeling the tension there.

She removed the coat and set it aside.
“Look up at me,” she said as she turned back to him. “Like what you see?”

“Yes, Ms.,” Cole said.
“Crawl to me,” she ordered.

Cole obeyed instantly.
Sarah stood over him, watching his body tense under her command.
A slow thrill ran through her.

She tilted Cole’s chin up. “Kiss my feet.”

Cole obeyed immediately, his lips brushing over the leather of her black thigh-high boots.
Sarah bit her lip, glancing at Jim.

She lifted her foot, stopping him just before he could press another kiss to her boot.
Cole froze, his breath uneven.
Jim hummed approvingly. “Now edge him.”

Sarah exhaled, shifting forward, letting her hand trail down Cole’s chest—lower—wrapping her fingers around his cock.
Cole groaned, his hips jerking into her grip.
Sarah smirked. “Stay still.”

He obeyed, trembling.

Sarah leaned down, her breath ghosting over Cole’s skin before flicking her tongue against the tip of his cock.
Cole whimpered.
Cole moaned, body tight with restraint.
Sarah’s smirk widened.

She wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him with slow, steady precision—just enough to push him to the edge.
Cole gasped, trembling.

Then she stopped.

Cole groaned, wrecked.
Sarah exhaled, body thrumming with control.

And she wasn’t done yet.

Cole was shaking. His cock flushed, throbbing, his whole body trembling from pleasure stolen again and again.

Jim watched, sipping his whiskey.

Sarah dragged her nails down Cole’s chest. “You’re so close, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Ms.,” Cole rasped.

Jim’s voice was smooth. “Take him there again.”

Sarah obeyed, hand working his cock, her lips teasing him just enough to push him to the brink again.

Cole moaned, thighs quivering.
Then she stopped.
Cole sobbed, his body clenching.

Sarah tilted Cole’s chin up. “Do you want to come?”
“Yes, Ms.,” he gasped.

She ran her tongue along his shaft—slow, deliberate.
Cole moaned, body tight with need.
Then she pulled away.

Cole whimpered, hands fisting at his sides.

Jim watched proudly.

Sarah exhaled, heat curling in her belly.
She owned him now.
And she wasn’t done making him suffer.

Cole was wrecked—body trembling, muscles locking, pleasure denied until his mind unraveled.

Sarah hovered over him, boots gleaming in the dim light, the scent of leather and desperation thick between them.

Jim sipped his whiskey, smirking. “I think he’s earned his release, sweetheart.”

Sarah exhaled, shifting her foot, pressing the arch of her boot just under Cole’s balls.

He groaned, cock throbbing, precum smearing against the leather as his hips jerked.

Sarah’s voice was smooth, teasing. “You want to come, don’t you?”
“Yes, Ms.,” Cole whimpered, breath ragged.

Sarah tilted her foot slightly, the arch cradling his balls while her hand stroked down his chest.

“Stroke yourself,” she ordered.

Cole obeyed instantly, stroking in desperate, shuddering strokes, grinding against her slick leather.

Sarah bit her lip, watching him unravel—body arching, thighs trembling, moans breaking apart with every gasp.

Sarah smirked.

She pressed down just enough to make Cole moan, just enough to make him tense.

His strokes faltered, breath catching.
“Please, Ms.,” he begged, barely a whisper. “Let me come.”

Sarah exhaled slowly, fingers trailing through his damp hair.

She glanced at Jim.
Jim nodded once.

Sarah arched her foot, applying perfect pressure. “Come on my boots.”

Cole gasped—body shuddering, release spilling hot and desperate against the ankle of her boot as he groaned her name.

He collapsed, spent.

Sarah smirked, lifting her boot, glancing at the mess he’d made.

Jim exhaled, satisfied.
“Perfect.”

Sarah leaned back on the leather couch, body still humming with power as she watched Cole catch his breath.

He lay sprawled, chest rising and falling, skin glistening with sweat. His hands twitched slightly, body still coming down.

Jim leaned forward, forearms on his knees, smirking.
“You still with us, boy?”

Cole swallowed hard. “Yes, Sir.” His voice was hoarse.

Sarah ran a hand through his damp hair.
“Good.”

Cole tilted his head up, dazed but warm.
“Thank you, Ms.”

Sarah smirked.
“Oh, sweetheart, I’m not done with you yet. Wipe up your mess. There are fresh towels in the bathroom.”

Cole immediately complied.

Cole groaned as he kneeled—but under it, something deeper flickered: satisfaction, reverence, need.

Jim leaned back, swirling his drink.
“She’s a natural, isn’t she?”
Cole exhaled slowly, a small smile curving his lips.
“Yes, Sir.”

Jim’s gaze shifted to Sarah.
“How does it feel? Having him completely at your mercy?”

Sarah’s stomach fluttered.
She traced the faint red marks on Cole’s skin.
“Powerful,” she murmured. “Addictive.”

Jim chuckled, voice rich with approval.
“Good, then take more.”

Sarah stood over Cole, watching his body tense.
Jim’s voice stayed smooth, coaxing.
“You don’t just tell him what to do, sweetheart. You make him need to obey.”

She tilted Cole’s chin up.
“Kiss my feet again.”

Cole obeyed instantly, lips brushing over the leather of her boots.
But Sarah wanted more than obedience—she wanted devotion.

Sarah moved to sit down on the couch so she could guide Cole better.

She nudged his cheek with her toe, guiding his lips along the leather, savoring his tremble.
“Lick them. You don’t have to lick the bottoms but lick the leather of my boots as if you were licking my pussy. Imagine you’re doing just that—my boots are an extension of my sexuality, an extension of my pussy... show Ms. Sarah how you want to serve her pussy.”

Sarah watched as Cole began to lick with a newfound passion, mind spinning. Inside, something clicked—he had never understood the mental connection between a woman’s attire and her sexuality so completely as he did now. He vowed never to forget that lesson.

His cock stiffened at the thought of pleasing her so thoroughly. He licked and lapped, his tongue tracing the seams of the leather, occasionally looking up to catch the glow of her approval, wondering if his work made her pussy wet.

“Good boy,” she murmured, gripping the back of his head. “You please me. Now worship me properly.”

She pulled him between her thighs, spreading them slowly, deliberately.
His breath hit the folds of her pussy—warm, reverent, hungry.
She heard the sharp inhale, the pause before his tongue slid out and tasted her.

Sarah exhaled, head tilting back, fingers tangling in his hair.
She rolled her hips, guiding him without words, using his mouth like an instrument.
His tongue traced her folds, slow and soaking, lapping up her arousal with desperate grace.

She moaned low, raw and steady. Her thighs pressed tight around his head.

“Fuck… yes…” she whispered, hips beginning to grind into his face.

Cole groaned as she rode his mouth, the scent of her everywhere, the taste consuming.
His tongue circled her clit—gentle, then hard, then teasing again.

Her breaths came in gasps.
“God, I’m close…” she moaned. Her voice dropped, a growl through her teeth. “Do you like pleasing me this way?”

“Yes, Ms., I love serving you,” he rasped, lips never leaving her heat.

That was the last thread.

Sarah snapped, pleasure crashing into her spine like a whip.
She cried out, hips seizing, legs shaking as the orgasm hit.
And Cole—bless him—kept going.

His tongue worked her through it, lapping and sucking, chasing every last tremor.
Another wave followed, then another.
Sarah gasped, grinding harder into his face, chasing echoes of her own scream, letting him drown in her.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed.

Cole’s breath was ragged, but he obeyed, tongue sliding slick over her soaked folds.
Her body arched—again, again. She shook, fingernails raking across his scalp.

When her final shudder passed, she sagged back slightly, breath catching on a laugh of disbelief.
Still tingling. Still throbbing. Still buzzing.

But she wasn’t done.

Not by a long shot.

Sarah lay back on the couch and guided Cole to sit still between her legs as she recovered. Cole sat sideways between her legs and against the couch, his head spinning in the desire that burned. His head lay on her leg, needing to be as close as possible.

Jim took it all in as they both recovered.

After a time, Sarah stirred.

She sat up straight and looked at Jim.
“I sense his need here, and I sense that he likes this,” she said.

Jim looked down to Cole and asked, “What about it, Cole? Having fun?”

Cole instantly replied, “With all due respect, Sir—fuck yes!”

They all laughed.

Sensing Cole’s need, Sarah dragged the toe of her boot along his thigh, resting it beneath his cock.

“Stroke yourself again,” she commanded.

Cole whimpered but obeyed, coming to his knees, his cock still throbbing. He stroked desperately, precum smearing across her leather.

Sarah urged him on, purring, “I don’t want you to think that Ms. Sarah is completely sadistic,” as she stroked his hair lovingly.

Cole looked at her, kneeling between her legs, moving closer, his eyes flicking over her slick, open pussy... her bare breasts... and, once, locking with hers. Every glance was a confession. A need unspoken.

He stroked his cock in trembling, reverent pulls, pausing to rub the head along the inside of her knee. Almost imperceptibly, Sarah shifted closer, letting his cock slide behind her bent knee—just enough friction to make him gasp.

His breath caught.

She saw the quake in his body, the breaking point behind his eyes.
Her left hand dropped to her pussy.

“Look in my eyes,” she said softly.

His breath caught again—deeper this time—when their eyes locked, and her voice came with a dark velvet command:

“Come on my thigh, Cole.”

At the sound of his name, Cole came hard—a copious spurt of semen hitting the black upper leather of her boot. It was hot, slick, and forceful—spattering across the boot before overshooting and landing thick on the soft flesh of her upper thigh.

She was already there.

With the middle two fingers of her left hand buried deep in her cunt, and her right-hand fingers wrapped tight in his hair, her orgasm detonated with his second spurt.

A raw, guttural moan ripped from her throat as her hips jerked forward, cunt pulsing hard around her fingers. She instinctively yanked him to her as she collapsed back onto the couch, her body convulsing.

Spurts three and four smeared wetly across the crease of her thigh and belly—in tribute to her—even as she dragged him into a deep, probing kiss that was all tongue and breath and tangled whimpers.

She was still coming, her core clenching, her pulse thudding through every nerve like fire through wire.

“You’ve been such a good boy,” she whispered against his lips.

He shuddered under her touch, the heat between them still sparking.

Sarah wrapped her fingers around his spent cock, stroking slow and teasing, letting him feel just enough to ache again.

Jim looked on in full compersion, glad to see his Sarah enjoying herself so much.

She had Cole sit on the couch beside her as they both recovered.

After a time, they separated, and Sarah dispatched Cole to bring another towel and clean her.
He returned, careful and thorough, his hands steady despite his trembling breath. When she was satisfied, she had him sit beside her on the couch, close but not clinging. His thigh brushed hers, grounding him.

Jim poured himself another inch of whiskey and leaned against the nearby dresser, arms folded casually. His eyes scanned them both—not as a judge, but as something deeper. A witness.

“While everyone’s recovering,” he said, voice calm, “let’s have a short debrief. No roles, no posture. Let’s just be three friends and talk about how this is going.”

He looked at Cole first.

“So,” Jim said, eyes sharp but not unkind, “tell me your thoughts on the scene so far. What’s working for you? What’s not?”

Cole swallowed, glancing from Jim to Sarah, his voice hoarse but clear. “It’s everything I hoped for… and more intense than I expected. The control, the intimacy. The way she sees me.” He looked down at Sarah’s boots, still damp with his release, then back up at her, breath catching slightly. “And that moment… when you told me your boots were an extension of your pussy—that broke something open in me.”

Sarah tilted her head, watching him closely.

Cole pressed on, his voice lower now, quieter. “I’ve never had a woman say that so directly. It flipped something in my head. I wasn’t just serving… I was serving you, your body, through what you chose to wear. And it was so fucking hot, Ms. It made it real. Not play. Not metaphor. Just... real.”

Jim raised a brow, impressed. “And now you’ll never look at boots the same again.”

Cole gave a breathless laugh. “No, Sir. Never.”

Sarah smiled slowly, her fingers resting lightly on his knee. “Good. They’re part of me. You lick them, you worship me. That’s what I meant.”

Cole nodded, eyes shining. “It landed, Ms. Right between my ribs.”

Jim gave a small nod, brow furrowed not with concern, but with interest. “Anything feel off to you? Anything that pushed you past where you were ready to go?”

Cole shook his head. “It was overwhelming. But never unsafe. Even when I was shaking, I felt—held. I wanted to be broken, and you did it right.”

Jim glanced to Sarah. “Your thoughts?”

Sarah sat up slightly, breath finally even. Her voice, when it came, was low and sure.

“I felt… powerful,” she said. “More than before. There was a moment I stopped thinking about doing it right and just did what felt good—for me. It wasn’t about performing. It was about owning.” She looked down at Cole again, then back to Jim. “He made it easy. He invited it.”

Jim smiled, slow and satisfied. “He did. You responded well. Controlled when needed. Cruel when it served. But never careless.”

Sarah’s eyes met Jim’s, her voice gaining a thread of curiosity. “And what about you? What did you see?”

Jim exhaled through his nose and smiled faintly, his gaze holding hers. “I saw my girl become a Mistress.”

Sarah’s lips curled at that—just the barest twitch, but unmistakable. Jim continued.

“You weren’t mimicking anyone. You didn’t channel me. You didn’t echo what you’ve seen. You moved like you. You used your voice, your instincts. You claimed.” He lifted his glass to her. “That’s the real threshold.”

The room held a beat of silence—charged, proud, and glowing.

Sarah nodded once, letting it settle in. “It felt different this time. Like I wasn’t just trying it on.”

Cole murmured, still soft, still stunned, “It didn’t feel like that either, Ms.”

She ran her fingers back through his hair again, slow and possessive.

“Good,” she said. “That’s exactly what I wanted.”

Jim took another sip of his drink and gave a low, approving sound.

“Then I’d say we’re exactly where we need to be.”

Jim sat back down and grew quiet, letting them grow together.

After a time, Sarah said, “Cole, do as I say…”

“Yes, Ms.,” he said.

Sarah slipped off the couch and crawled on all fours to Jim’s chair.

“Cole,” she said, “get behind me and rub my pussy with your soft cock until it gets hard—as I look at Jim. I want my Master to see what he has given his submissive.”

Cole moved quickly, breath shallow, his cock already starting to swell with anticipation. He knelt behind her, guiding his soft shaft along the slick seam of her folds. His cock, flushed and twitching, nestled against her, growing harder with every pass across her wet slit.

Sarah looked up at Jim, her eyes burning as she mouthed first, Thank you, then, I love you.

Jim’s voice was calm, proud. “You are welcome. And I love you too.”

“Fuck me,” she ordered, pressing her palms to Jim’s chair, arching her back.

Cole groaned, gripping her hips. He lined up with trembling control and slowly pushed inside her.

“Don’t stop. And don’t come until I tell you. Understand?” she commanded, her voice low and sharp.

“Yes, Ms.,” he said.

He began to move—deep, steady thrusts that sent pleasure blooming up her spine. Her head dropped between her shoulders, and she gasped at the sudden intensity. The stretch of him, the fullness, the friction—it all hit her faster than she expected. Raw and urgent.

Each thrust drove her closer. Pleasure built fast—not gentle, not slow. It slammed into her in waves.

Her body trembled, struggling to hold its posture under the rush.

Jim watched from above, one hand resting on his thigh, the other holding his glass, eyes narrowed in focused approval. He counted them. Measured her.

And then—white heat.

Her fourth orgasm ripped through her like a storm. This one wasn’t soft. It shattered her.

She cried out, legs buckling, hands gripping the arm of Jim’s chair like lifelines as her cunt clenched hard around Cole’s cock, spasming again and again.

Cole moaned in desperation, hips stuttering. He pulled out at the last second, unable to hold back, and came hot across her ass—thick ropes of cum streaking her skin.

Sarah smirked through her panting, trailing two fingers through his release, smearing it slowly over the curve of her ass, then lower. Possession in motion.

Jim chuckled, eyes glowing.
“Beautiful.”

Sarah pulled away from Cole and steadied herself, reaching back to brush his hair from his damp forehead.

“You did well,” she murmured, voice warm but final. “Now go home and rest.”

Cole nodded, kissed her wrist reverently, and stumbled toward the door—spent, glowing, undone.

Sarah sighed and stretched, lazy and sated like a cat.

Jim watched her, one brow raised, amused.
“You enjoyed that.”

She chuckled, slow and sultry.
“Of course, Master. He’s eager. Responsive. Desperate.”

Jim’s eyes gleamed.
“And you like making him beg.”

She ran a hand through her tousled hair, breasts still flushed from climax.
“I love it.”

Jim smiled wide.
“Good. He won’t forget tonight.”

Sarah stepped toward him, her movement liquid and slow, deliberate.
“But I know someone else who needs my attention now.”

She knelt gracefully between his knees, hands resting on his thighs. She unbuckled his belt with careful fingers, eyes never leaving his.

Jim’s voice lowered. “Does my Sarah need to be fed by her Master?”

She smirked, lips parted.
“Please, Master. Show me I’m yours.”

She freed his cock, already thick and hard, and wrapped her fingers around the base. She leaned forward, tongue flicking over the tip before sliding him into her mouth.

Jim groaned, hand sinking into her hair.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured. “Let’s see how well you can take all of me.”

She gasped around him, taking him deeper. Her throat opened for him, inch by inch, until the head of his cock was buried deep in the back of her throat.

And she came. Just like that.

A spontaneous, lightning-crack orgasm rolled through her—her knees shaking, her cunt clenching, body caught off guard as the taste and feel of him triggered something visceral and uncontrollable.

Jim held her steady, groaning deeper.
She took more. Deeper. Harder.

He couldn’t hold back.

His body tensed, and he spilled into her mouth, pulse after pulse of heat flooding her.

Sarah swallowed greedily, moaning softly around him until every last drop was claimed.

She pulled back, licking her lips, and looked up at him with a wicked smile curling her mouth.

“Thank you for tonight, Master.”

Jim’s smirk deepened.
"You’re welcome, Sarah."



In the following days they were inseparable, she clung to him, her appreciation for how he was allowing her to grow was immeasurable.

It was a quiet night.

Not scene night. Not power night. Just them. The soft rustle of sheets, the scent of leather lingering somewhere faint. Jim lay beside her, one arm tucked behind his head, the other tracing a lazy line across her hipbone.

Sarah was curled against his side, skin still warm, sated, and silent.

He was the first to speak.

“I’ve been thinking.”

She glanced up, already attuned to his tone.

“About what, Sir?”

Jim looked at the ceiling a moment before speaking again.

“About bringing in another male Dominant.”

She blinked. “Another Dom?”

His voice stayed calm. Matter-of-fact. “Not bisexual. Not interested in me. Just another man—a purely hetero Dominant, who’d play within my design.”

Sarah sat up slightly, watching his face.

“You want me to be dominated by another man?”

Jim’s eyes didn’t waver. “Possibly. Under my guidance and rules. Not just to push you—but to let you enjoy a deeper experience. I want to know how your submission holds when I take you deeper than I can take you alone. And more than that, I want to see how it returns to me.”

She didn’t speak for a few seconds. Then, carefully:

“Would that make you jealous?”

Jim exhaled through his nose. “It could.”

He reached out, touched her jaw gently.

“I’ve dealt with that before. Jealousy, for most people, comes down to fear. Fear of loss. Fear that what’s mine could be taken, or that something in your eyes could shift. That your obedience to me might dim because another voice pulled something new from you.”

Sarah’s brow furrowed. “That’s not how it would feel for me.”

“I know,” Jim said. “But knowing isn’t always enough. Which is why I’m saying this plainly.”

He shifted, leaning closer, his hand settling around the back of her neck.

“If we do this—and that’s still an if—you can help me with that fear. You can remind me where your devotion lives.”

Her breath caught.

“How?”

He held her gaze.

“By making sure I’m the one you thank. By being grateful to your Master for giving you access to that kind of experience. Knowing that a very few women ever get the experience that you can would have and enjoy.”

She nodded slowly, taking in the weight of the word.

“And,” Jim continued, voice firm now, “by understanding that if it happens again, it happens because I allow it. Not because you ask. Not because you want. Because I decide. That’s what keeps the order clear. He would understand these things as well.”

Sarah swallowed, heart thudding harder.
“Understood, Sir.”

He ran his thumb along her lower lip. “I know it would excite you. I want that. I’m not threatened by your pleasure, Sarah. I’m strengthened by your submission.”

She leaned forward, lips brushing his throat.
“I would make you proud, Sir.”

“You already do.”

He pulled her down to him, hand sliding to the nape of her neck.
“But you’ll make me even prouder when another man makes you whimper… and you look past him, and you know that every sensation, every orgasm no mater who helps bring it out of you, belongs to me.”

She shivered.

“Yes, Sir.”


Chapter Eighteen: Daniel

Tuesday – 6:45 p.m.


Day 114

The bar inside the local 5-star hotel was dim, warm, and expensive in the way only restraint could buy. Glass shelves glowed behind the marble counter, backlit bottles lined like soldiers. The air smelled faintly of citrus and clean linen. A low jazz track curled through the space like smoke.

Jim and Sarah arrived early.

She wore a black dress that hugged her modestly—clean lines, elegant, respectful. But beneath it, the protocol was present. She wore a bra—simple, lacy, approved by him—but no panties. It wasn’t about exposure. It was about access. She moved with awareness, each step a reminder of the space between her and full protection.

Her hair was pinned the way he liked. Her lipstick was deep crimson—his selection. Her eyes held focus. Not fear. Readiness.

Jim guided her to a pair of seats at the corner of the bar, private but not hidden. Enough visibility to feel real. Enough distance to stay contained.

When they sat, he placed his hand over hers.

“You know the rules,” he said softly. “Let me take the lead to see if he is going to be the right fit. If anything feels off, you squeeze my knee. Understood?”

She nodded, then corrected herself. “Yes, Master.”

He ordered for them both. A neat bourbon for him. Sparkling water with lime for her. No alcohol. She was there to observe, absorb, and reflect. Not to blur edges.

They sat in stillness, sipping, grounded.

Then at 7:00 sharp, Jim’s gaze shifted to the entrance.

Daniel had arrived...

He entered with quiet confidence—no arrogance, no flair. Navy blazer, clean lines, crisp white shirt without a tie. Understated, appropriate. The kind of man who didn’t need to prove anything.

He spotted Jim and Sarah immediately and approached with a calm, even gait.

Jim stood to greet him, and they shook hands—firm, respectful. Daniel offered a brief smile to Sarah.

“Thank you both for meeting me.”

Sarah returned the smile, controlled but sincere. “We appreciate your time, too.”

Daniel nodded and took the open seat beside Jim.

The bartender appeared. Jim glanced to Daniel. “You drinking?”

“Whiskey, neat.”

Jim ordered for them all, then leaned slightly back, his arm resting across the back of Sarah’s chair—casual, but grounding.

For the first few minutes, conversation stayed general. They touched on previous events, shared contacts in the scene, and a few brief anecdotes—light on detail, heavy on values. Consent, preparation, control. Mutual language.

Sarah didn’t dominate the conversation, but she wasn’t excluded from it either. When asked about her interests or limits, she answered clearly—measured, but not muted. Her voice had weight.

Daniel listened well. He didn’t interrupt. When he addressed Sarah directly, it was never flirtatious, never probing. Just curious. Respectful.

“So,” Daniel said after a pause, “can I ask what made you decide now was the right time to explore this dynamic?”

Jim didn’t speak first. He turned to Sarah.

She met Daniel’s eyes. “Because I trust Jim completely,” she said. “And I’ve grown into a version of myself that no longer sees submission as weakness. I see it as choice. And that means I’m finally in a place where being seen in it—under someone else’s eyes—doesn’t feel threatening. It feels earned.”

Daniel nodded, visibly impressed by the clarity. “Well said.”

Jim’s voice came low, steady. “She’s not performing. This is just who she is now.”

Then, after another sip of his drink, he shifted tone.

“Let’s be clear about something.”

The casual tone dropped an octave. The structure returned.

“This is for fun, yes. But it’s also a phase of growth for her. Which means it requires structure. I will control the scene. Timing, pacing, everything.”

Daniel nodded once.

“You don’t initiate touch,” Jim continued. “I’ll guide you. When to touch her. Where. You don’t speak to her without my direction. Not because she’s fragile—but because protocol protects everyone.”

“Understood,” Daniel said. “Absolutely.”

Jim studied him. His eyes held. No flicker. No bluff.

Sarah glanced at Daniel, then back to Jim. “I’d like to add something.”

Jim nodded slightly. “Go on.”

She turned toward Daniel just enough to make the moment direct, but not confrontational.

“I’m not looking to be impressed,” she said. “I’m looking to be safe enough to let go. I already have trust. What I need from you is respect for that trust. Don’t try to entertain me. Just follow him.”

Daniel nodded slowly. “That makes sense. I can do that.”

Jim checked his watch. Then drained the last sip from his glass.

“That’s all for tonight.”

Daniel stood without hesitation. “Thank you both. Truly.”

He gave a final, respectful glance to Sarah, then to Jim. And left.

Maison Grey – Still at the Bar

The door closed behind Daniel, and with it, the conversation faded into a more personal quiet.

Jim didn’t speak right away. He signaled to the bartender for another round—just a half pour for himself this time—and turned slightly toward Sarah.

She was still seated, posture intact, but her shoulders had softened. Her legs were crossed, her fingers lightly tracing the rim of her glass. She wasn’t wound tight. She was present.

He studied her for a moment before speaking.

“Well?” he asked, low.

Sarah let a breath go before answering. “I feel good. Solid. Seen.”

Jim nodded, waiting.

“I didn’t expect it to feel so… calm,” she said. “But he followed your lead, and that made it easy to stay in mine.”

“That’s the only way it works,” Jim replied. “If he can’t follow outside the bedroom, he’ll never follow when things get complex.”

She nodded, then glanced toward the entrance Daniel had just exited through.

“I liked that he didn’t try too hard,” she said. “He wasn’t overeager. He gave space.”

“And?”

“And I liked having a voice tonight,” she added, looking at him. “I liked knowing you allowed it, and that he recognized that permission wasn’t automatic—it was yours to give.”

Jim let the corners of his mouth lift slightly. Not a smile. Just approval.

“You represented the dynamic well,” he said. “You spoke clearly. With composure. You didn’t seek his reaction—you gave him your terms.”

Sarah let that sink in. That kind of praise meant more than any compliment on her dress or poise. It meant she hadn’t just followed instructions—she’d embodied them.

Jim reached for his drink and sipped once more. Then, setting it down:

“He passed the first gate. That’s all this was.”

“I know,” she said. “But it felt like more.”

He looked over at her. “Why?”

She shrugged slightly. “Because for the first time, I felt like I could be mine in public—while still being yours completely.”

Jim’s jaw flexed subtly. He didn’t need to say much more.

“I’m proud of you,” he said. “And if we continue with him, it will be because you’ve shown me that your submission doesn’t vanish when we leave the house. It gets stronger.”

She felt that hit somewhere deep in her chest. Steady. Warm.

After a quiet moment, Jim laid a folded bill on the bar and stood.

“Let’s go home,” he said, offering his hand.

She took it without question, sliding off the stool.

This time, she didn’t feel like they were leaving something behind.

She felt like they were bringing something home.

Later That Night – Home

The house was dark except for the low, amber glow of the bedroom lamp.

Jim stood at the foot of the bed, unbuttoning his shirt with the same slow precision he used for everything. Sarah stood nearby, barefoot now, makeup removed, her dress hung neatly in the closet.

She watched him in silence for a moment before speaking.

“Master?”

Jim looked up.

“May I write before I come to bed?”

He paused, shirt in hand, reading the intent in her eyes. She wasn’t asking to distance herself. She was asking to process—within the ritual, not outside it.

He nodded once. “Fifteen minutes. Then I want you naked, under the covers, next to me.”

“Yes, Master.”

She kissed his shoulder gently as she passed, then padded quietly down the hall to the Reflection Room.

Reflection Room – 11:23 p.m.

Sarah sat cross-legged on the cushion, journal open in her lap. The house was still. Her body was relaxed, but her thoughts were alive in the quiet.

She wrote:

Tuesday Night – Post-Meeting

I didn’t expect it to feel like that.

I thought it would feel like a test I had to pass, or a spotlight I had to withstand. But it didn’t. It felt… natural. Grounded. Like Jim had built a space around me where I could speak without defending, submit without shrinking, and exist without needing to perform.

And Daniel—he didn’t try to earn my approval. He focused on respecting Jim’s lead, which earned my attention more than anything else could have.

I never thought I’d sit at a bar across from two men and feel more centered than I do at most family dinners.

But I did.

I didn’t feel like a display. I felt like a statement.

And when Jim said, “You didn’t seek his reaction,” it landed somewhere deep. Because I didn’t. For the first time, I wasn’t measuring myself through someone else’s eyes.

I was representing us.

And that’s a shift I didn’t know I was ready for.

So yes, this next step still scares me. But tonight proved something: my submission doesn’t just live in private. It lives in me.

And it grows stronger when I am seen—and still owned.

She closed the journal gently, letting her hand rest on it for a moment.

Then she stood, turned off the light, and made her way back to the bedroom—ready to be held, not because she needed comfort…

…but because she had earned her rest.

Bedroom – Just After Midnight

When Sarah returned, the bedroom was quiet, the sheets pulled back, the light dimmed to a soft gold glow.

Jim was waiting, lying on his side, bare-chested, one hand tucked under his head. The room smelled like clean linen and something deeper—him.

She slipped off her robe, letting it fall in a whisper to the floor, then crawled into bed beside him—naked, warm, ready.

He pulled her in close without a word. His hand slid along her side, not groping—claiming. She melted into it, cheek resting against his chest.

After a few breaths, he spoke.

“I’m going to introduce you to something,” he said, voice low and steady.

She looked up at him, curious.

“I call it Story time,” he continued. “It’s not fantasy. It’s not a script. It’s a way for me to speak what’s in my head… while I touch you. While I gauge you. I’ll tell you a story—piece by piece. Something I once read, years ago.”

Her breath caught slightly, body already shifting closer.

“It’s about two men,” he went on. “And one very obedient, very stretched submissive woman.”

Sarah’s eyes darkened. She said nothing—but her body leaned in, barely perceptible.

“I’m going to tell it slowly,” Jim said, now brushing her inner thigh with his fingertips. “While I make love to you. And while I speak… I’ll be watching.”

She swallowed. “Watching for what?”

“For how much each part moves you. What makes your breath catch. What makes your hips roll. What makes you wet enough I can feel it without even looking.”

A soft moan escaped her lips.

Jim smiled. “Good girl. Now… listen.”

He shifted above her, slowly entering her with the same deliberate control he used for everything else. Her back arched, breath catching.

Then his voice returned, steady and close to her ear.

“In the story, the woman is kneeling, blindfolded. Just like I described to you. One man at each side. Not touching yet. Just waiting. For permission.”

He slipped into her—slow, deep.

She whimpered. Already her body was reacting.

“Jim…”

“Shh,” he whispered. “You’re in the story now.”

His pace remained slow. Controlled. His voice never left her ear.

“One of them is told to kneel in front of her. Unzip. She’s instructed to open her mouth. She doesn’t hesitate.”

He slid in deeper, his hand cupping the side of her face.

“She takes him in slowly. And while she does… the second man starts to trace his fingers along her back. Her thighs. Just enough to make her moan around the cock in her mouth.”

Sarah’s hands clutched the sheets. Her breathing was shallow now, mouth slightly open, hips lifting into every stroke.

Jim kissed her collarbone, then continued.

“Later… the first man moves behind her. The second steps in front. She’s told to straddle one. Ride. While she uses her mouth on the other. Every movement… directed. Controlled. Orchestrated by the one man not touching her at all.”

He watched her.

“Your nipples are hard,” he said. “Your thighs are shaking. That part got to you.”

She moaned, barely able to speak. “Yes, Master…”

He gripped her hips now, still slow, but firmer.

“Next,” he murmured, “they trade. She’s bent forward, hands pressed to the floor. One behind her. One in front. They move together. Opposite rhythms. In sync, but never rushed. And all she hears is the man’s voice—the one in charge—telling her how good she’s being. How used she looks.”

Sarah gasped. Her entire body tensed, teetering at the edge.

Jim slowed even further, his voice barely a whisper.

“In the end,” he said, “she’s on her back. Shaking. Used. One man holding her arms. One between her legs. But it’s the voice—the one in control—that she calls to when she comes.”

Sarah shattered beneath him—moaning his name, body convulsing, tears at the edges of her eyes. He held her tight, kissed her temple, stroked her hair as her body trembled under his.

When she could speak again, she whispered, “That story…”

Jim kissed her again. “Wasn’t fiction.”

She looked up at him, breathless.

He smiled. “It’s just rehearsal.”


Chapter Nineteen: The Dress

Friday


Day 131

Sarah woke to the scent of coffee and the faint feel of sunlight kissing her bare skin. She blinked slowly, stretching beneath the sheets, her muscles still tender from the day before—deliciously sore, owned in every way. Her collar remained fastened at her neck, a reassuring pressure she’d grown to crave.

Jim sat at the foot of the bed, already dressed in slate-gray slacks and a black henley. A steaming cup waited for her on the nightstand. He smiled when she stirred.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” he said, his voice low and warm.

“Good morning, Sir.”

He handed her the coffee, then reached to trail his fingers down her bare thigh. “Today, we tend to beauty. I want your focus on pleasure—not the kind that comes from pain or climax. The quiet kind. The kind that makes you feel... exquisite.”

She flushed beneath his gaze.

He leaned in, brushing a kiss to her forehead. “Finish your coffee, then shower. I’ve already set out what you’ll wear. We’re going out.”

After her shower, she found a silk wrap dress in pale ivory laid out neatly on the bed, along with nude heels and a matching lace thong. No bra.

Jim’s note lay beside it in his distinctive handwriting:
No makeup. No perfume. Just your skin and your obedience.

By the time she emerged, he was waiting with the car already warmed. He didn’t tell her where they were going, and she didn’t ask. Her trust was complete.

Their first stop was a private salon tucked in the back of an upscale spa. The staff greeted Jim by name, but spoke only to Sarah when addressing services. He watched closely as she was led to a quiet room with soft music and warm lighting.

The manicurist filed her nails to elegant, feminine ovals before painting them a deep, glossy red—at Jim’s instruction. Not pink. Not nude. Red.

Next came her pedicure—luxurious, slow, sensual. She reclined in the plush chair, eyes closed, letting the ritual of care sink into her bones.

When her nails were drying, Jim appeared beside her, crouching low to whisper into her ear. “You look edible.”

She flushed.

They moved next to the stylist, who guided her into a leather salon chair with a glass of sparkling water. Jim ran his fingers through her hair once before stepping aside. “Smooth. Soft. Let her neckline show.”

The stylist nodded, beginning to work.

By the time they returned home, it was late afternoon. Her hair gleamed like dark silk, framing her face and grazing her collarbones. Her nails shone with sinful promise. She looked polished. Elegant. Claimed.

And then came the final ritual.

The dress.

Jim led her into the bedroom, where a sleek black gown hung waiting. It was like nothing she had ever worn—cut low in the back, high on the thigh, and perfectly molded to the curves of her hips and breasts. A daring plunge down the front revealed just enough, but never too much.

She stared at it, breath catching.

“Put it on,” he said.

She obeyed, slipping into it slowly, reverently. The fabric clung to her skin, hugged her ass, kissed the swell of her breasts. She turned in the mirror, barely recognizing the woman reflected back.

He stepped behind her, his hands resting lightly on her hips. “You don’t dress this way for attention,” he said. “You dress this way for offering. For reverence. Because your body is mine to present as I choose.”

She trembled slightly. “Yes, Sir.”

He leaned in, kissing the nape of her neck, just above her collar. “You’re going to take their breath away.”

A pause. Then:

“And tomorrow, you’re going to be shared.”

Her breath stilled.

But she didn’t flinch.

She lifted her chin. “Yes, Sir.”

The house was quiet again.

The ritual of beauty was complete. Her hair was smooth and shining. Her nails glinted like lacquered temptation. The black dress now hung back on its hanger, waiting for tomorrow. And she—Sarah—sat curled on the edge of Jim’s bed wearing nothing but a long cotton sleep shirt and the weight of her thoughts.

The room was dim, lit only by the golden glow of a bedside lamp. Her journal lay open on her lap. The pen hesitated in her hand, poised above the page.

She took a deep breath and began to write.

Friday night. The night before everything changes.

Tomorrow, Jim will offer me. Not just touch me. Not just command me. But share me. With another man. Daniel.

Even writing that feels surreal.

There’s a part of me—maybe a small one—that’s scared. Not of pain. Not of Daniel. But of how much I might like it. Of what it will mean when someone else enters me while Jim watches. Or directs. Or does both.

Will I feel broken open? Or complete?

Maybe both.

I keep thinking about what Jim said—about being prepared. About every part of me being trained and known. And it’s strange, because I always thought submission was about giving up. But lately, it feels like I’m gaining something. Discipline. Intention. Sensation. Purpose.

There’s a strange kind of power in it. Not control... but clarity. Like when I kneel for him, I know exactly who I am.

Tomorrow, I won’t belong to myself. I’ll be offered. Used. Fucked—maybe by both of them. And yet I know, with a kind of terrifying certainty, that I’ll be okay. Because I’ll still be his.

Even when another man’s hands are on me, even when his cock is inside me... I’ll still be Jim’s. Every moan I make will be for him. Every orgasm will be under his command.

I wonder if Daniel will see that. If he’ll feel it.

I hope so.

I want to be good for them. I want to be desired. Taken. Praised. And maybe even ruined a little.

But most of all—I want to be worthy of being shared.

She stared at the last sentence for a long time, the weight of the words settling in her chest.

Then she closed the journal, slid it into the drawer beside the bed, and turned off the lamp.

Tomorrow, she would be beautiful.

Tomorrow, she would be offered.

And tonight, she would dream of what it meant to be truly ready.


Chapter Twenty: Adding Daniel

Saturday


Day 132

As the early afternoon sunlight filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, Jim and Sarah stepped into the luxurious suite. The spacious living area was elegantly furnished, and the panoramic view of the city skyline stretched out before them. Jim placed their bags down and did a quick survey of the suite, ensuring everything was perfect.

He turned to Sarah, his voice calm and steady. "I'm going to step out and get some refreshments for tonight. Use this time to prepare and follow the instructions I gave you. I’ll be back soon."

Sarah nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. As Jim left the suite, she took a deep breath and headed to the bathroom to start her preparation. The quiet of the suite surrounded her, allowing her to focus on each step, her thoughts a swirl of anticipation and determination.

As Sarah closed the bathroom door behind her, she took a moment to steady herself. The cool marble under her feet and the soft lighting in the bathroom contrasted with the warmth building inside her. She began to methodically follow Jim’s instructions, her hands steady even as her mind raced.

She thought about the journey that had led her here—the trust she had built with Jim, the boundaries she had pushed, and the freedom she found in surrender. The anticipation of Daniel’s arrival added a new layer of complexity—a mixture of curiosity, excitement, and a touch of anxiety.

She reminded herself why she was doing this—not just for Jim, but for her own growth, her own exploration of her limits and desires. Each step of preparation became a ritual, a reaffirmation of her commitment to this path of submission and discovery.

As Sarah completed her preparations, she carefully dressed in the outfit Jim had laid out for her. The sleek black dress hugged her curves, its hem just short enough to hint at the garters underneath. She wore no panties, just the smooth straps of the garters against her skin, heightening her awareness of every movement. The cupless bra framed her breasts, leaving her feeling exposed and ready, just as Jim had instructed. She slipped on a pair of high heels, the final touch that completed the look, adding height and elegance.

After adjusting her outfit, Sarah gathered her long black hair and tied it into a sleek ponytail. The simple act felt like a final touch, a symbol of her readiness and focus. The ponytail accentuated the line of her neck and shoulders, adding to the elegant yet provocative look Jim had envisioned.

As she stepped out of the bathroom, her hair neatly tied back, and her heels clicking softly against the floor, she felt a surge of confidence. She was ready, fully prepared for whatever awaited her.

Jim returned to the suite a short while later, carrying a bottle of Sarah’s favorite fine tequila and a bottle of fine bourbon for himself and Daniel. He found her standing near the window, her posture poised and her eyes reflecting a blend of anticipation and resolve.

He set the bottles on the table and poured them each a small measure of tequila—not a shot, but a sip meant to calm and center. Handing her the glass, Jim met her gaze, his voice steady and reassuring. “You’re ready for this, Sarah. Everything we’ve done has prepared you for tonight. Trust in yourself and in us.”

Sarah took a slow sip, feeling the warmth of the tequila spread through her, grounding her in the moment. They talked quietly about what lay ahead, Jim’s words reinforcing her confidence, and Sarah drawing strength from his calm assurance.

Jim leaned in slightly. “I’ve got everything planned out. Daniel doesn’t have much experience with BDSM. He told me his past relationships always started well but ended up feeling flat, like something important was missing. He’s wondering if this path might help him build something deeper, more lasting.”

Sarah nodded slowly. “I didn’t know all of that. It’s a good thing. I’d really like to help him—especially if he’s looking for something meaningful. He seems like a nice guy.”

Jim gave her a warm smile. “He is. And tonight, I’ll be more controlling than usual—not because I expect more from you, but because I want him to see how power and trust can really work together. There’s no pressure, sweetheart. I just want you to enjoy this and be yourself. But also, know that you’re showing him what’s possible.”

She paused for a moment, then asked quietly, “What if I start having feelings for him?”

Jim didn’t flinch. “That’s okay. It’s called polyamory—caring for more than one person. A former partner once told me it’s like a mother who has a second child. She doesn’t love the first any less—she just loves them both, each in their own way.”

Sarah’s eyes softened. “That makes a lot of sense. I hadn’t thought about it that way before, but it’s comforting. I think I can handle it.”

Then, after a pause, she looked up at him again. “I just want you to know how much I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. You’ve opened my horizons and shown me a life I never could have even dreamed of. Thank you, Jim.”

Jim’s expression melted into something softer, deeper. He reached out and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “Hearing that means a lot to me, Sarah. Watching you grow and embrace this journey has been incredible. I’m grateful to have you by my side.”

He leaned In and kissed her forehead, a silent promise of the trust and bond they shared

At precisely 7 p.m., a knock echoed through the suite. Jim moved to the door. When he opened it, Daniel stood there—well-dressed, composed, though his eyes held a flicker of nervous curiosity.

“Right on time,” Jim said, offering a firm handshake.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Daniel replied, stepping inside.

Just then, Sarah emerged from the bedroom. She wore the sleek black dress, heels, and her hair tied in a neat ponytail. Her face lit with a warm smile as she crossed the room.

“Hi, Daniel,” she said gently, wrapping her arms around him in a soft hug. “Thank you for coming.”

Daniel returned the hug, smiling. “It’s good to see you.”

Jim poured drinks—tequila for Sarah, bourbon for the men. They talked for a few minutes, the conversation casual and warm, just enough to ease Daniel into the space. Jim eventually leaned back, glass in hand, and looked at him thoughtfully. “I’ve been giving a lot of thought to how we’d handle tonight. I want you to get a real feel for what this can be—how trust and structure come together in a dynamic like ours. So I’ll be guiding Sarah, just as I always do. You’ll see it in action.”

Daniel nodded slowly. “That actually makes me feel a lot more comfortable. Watching it play out sounds… really helpful.”

Jim smiled. “Good. No pressure on you. Just take it in.”

Sarah listened and contributed with a soft grace, present but never dominant in the space.

Then Jim’s tone shifted slightly—still calm, but focused. He looked at Sarah. “Daniel asked if he could do something for you first tonight, and I completely agreed.”

She met his eyes without hesitation.

Jim continued, “And for the rest of the evening, you’ll refer to him as ‘Sir.’ Also, tonight, sweetheart, you may come as often as you like. As deeply as you need. I want you to enjoy every moment. I probably didn’t have to say that, but I don’t want there to be any doubt.”

A breath caught in her chest, and she nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Jim looked at Daniel and said, “I would never forbid my submissives from coming, but some Doms do. I just wanted you to know that is not how we play.”

Jim continued, “Sarah, go to the bedroom, take off the dress and the heels, and bring back your collar for me.”

A moment later, the bedroom door opened again. Sarah stepped out—barefoot now, the black dress gone. She wore only her cupless bra and garters, her posture composed. In her hands, she held her collar.

Without a word, she crossed the room, her steps light and deliberate. She lowered herself gracefully to her knees in front of Jim, head slightly bowed, collar resting in her upturned palms.

Jim looked down at her, calm but intense. He set his glass aside and leaned forward, taking the collar gently from her hands. His fingers brushed hers—deliberate, steady, in control.

He held the collar for a moment. “This is yours, and tonight is yours… you’ve earned it every day.”

Sarah’s breath caught slightly, but she remained still, her head tilted forward in submission.

Jim reached around her neck, fastening the collar slowly. The soft click of the buckle echoed in the quiet room. Once secured, he rested his hands briefly on her shoulders.

He tilted her chin up and kissed her—slow, deliberate, claiming.

“You’re mine,” he said softly.

Sarah’s voice was almost a whisper. “Yes, Sir.”

Jim brushed a strand of hair back from her face, then looked to Daniel. “This is where everything begins.”

Jim gave her a faint, approving smile. “Good. Go to him. Give him a kiss.”

Sarah rose and stepped barefoot toward Daniel. She stood in front of him, met his eyes, and with warmth said, “Thank you again for coming, Sir.” Then she leaned in and kissed him—soft, lingering, and full of quiet desire.

“Well,” Jim said, rising from his seat, “we might as well join her.”

Jim walked over to one of the nearby chairs and, without ceremony, began to undress—unbuttoning his shirt, then folding it neatly before placing it on the armrest. Daniel followed suit, mirroring Jim’s pace, carefully folding each item of clothing and setting it aside.

“Sarah,” Jim said, “fold our guest’s clothes for him.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said.

In a matter of moments, both men stood unclothed, the mood shifting yet again—less formal now, more intimate, more equalized.

Jim looked at Daniel, his voice steady. “No masks here. That’s the point.”

Daniel gave a short nod, exhaling slowly. “Right.”

They were ready.

With their clothes neatly folded and set aside, Jim and Daniel stood quietly for a moment, the energy in the room softer now—intimate, trusting. Jim glanced at Daniel, then turned to Sarah, who had just put away Daniel’s last article of clothing and turned to Jim with quiet focus.

“Sarah,” Jim said gently, “as I said earlier, Daniel and I have been talking. He asked if he could do something for you first tonight.”

He let that settle for a moment before continuing. “I told him yes.”

“Color?”

“Green, Sir,” she said.

He gestured softly. “Give him another kiss and let him guide you to what he wants to do.”

Sarah’s breath trembled slightly as she nodded. She turned toward Daniel, her body relaxed and open. She looked up into his face—searching, steady—then leaned in and kissed him again.

It was slow, unhurried, a kiss filled with softness and mutual exploration. Daniel responded with care, one hand rising tentatively to her waist, his touch gentle, respectful.

When they finally parted, Jim’s voice came again, warm and steady. “Now sit down on the couch, Sarah. Make yourself comfortable. Spread your legs for him.”

Sarah turned, moved to the couch, and sat down gracefully. She leaned back slightly and opened herself to him—physically, yes, but more than that. She invited him in, a gesture of trust and welcome.

Daniel knelt slowly before her, his movements careful and reverent. He placed his hands gently on her thighs, meeting her gaze once more for permission. She gave a small nod, her breath catching as his mouth began to explore her, his tongue soft and slow, discovering her with intention and care. The room was quiet except for the rhythm of breath, the energy pulsing steady and low—intimate, real, and entirely theirs.

Sarah’s breath deepened, her hands gripping the edge of the cushion as Daniel worked with steady focus. His mouth moved with reverence, not just to please, but to understand her, to read the language of her body. And she responded—not with urgency, but with openness, her legs trembling slightly as pleasure built slowly within her.

Jim remained seated nearby, watching with quiet intensity, his expression unreadable but deeply present. He didn’t interfere—he didn’t need to. This was part of the lesson, part of what Daniel had come here to feel for himself.

Sarah’s fingers found their way to Daniel’s hair, not to guide, but simply to anchor herself. Her breath came faster now, her hips gently lifting toward him. And still, Daniel moved with control, never rushing, as if he knew the weight of what had been given to him.

Finally, Sarah let out a soft, helpless sound—half a sigh, half a cry—as the wave overtook her. Her body trembled through the climax, her thighs clenching around his head, then falling open again as she slowly relaxed.

Daniel lingered, pressing a final, tender kiss to her inner thigh before lifting his head. His lips and chin were damp, but his eyes were calm, steady, almost in awe.

Sarah looked at him through hazy eyes, her voice breathless but clear. “Thank you, Sir.”

Daniel lifted his head slowly, lips damp, eyes wide and full of awe. “You’re welcome,” he said softly.

Jim, who had been watching quietly, finally spoke. “You pleased her well.”

Daniel glanced at him, still catching his breath. “She’s… incredible.”

Jim’s voice was calm. “And she’s just getting started.”

As Sarah’s breathing slowly returned to normal, she lay still for a moment, her skin flushed, body limp with satisfaction. Jim rose from his chair and moved to the couch, lowering himself with quiet authority.

“Daniel,” he said, his tone smooth but commanding, “come sit beside me and let’s give Sarah the chance to please both of us.”

Daniel nodded and took the seat next to him, a flicker of curiosity in his eyes as he settled in.

Jim looked down at Sarah, who was now watching them with quiet attentiveness. “Sweetheart,” he said, “come here. I want you to pleasure both of us now—back and forth.”

Sarah rose, her body moving on instinct now, graceful and eager. She knelt between them, her eyes flicking from Jim to Daniel and back again, awaiting her next instruction.

Jim glanced at Daniel, his voice even. “The intention is for both of us to enjoy this—but I’d like you to come if you can. That way, you’ll have more control when you’re inside her later.”

Daniel gave a small, knowing nod. “Understood.”

Jim turned his attention back to Sarah. “Start with me, and let Daniel see what he is in for.”

She nodded, leaned in, and took Jim into her mouth as she reached to softly stroke Daniel’s cock—slow, controlled, reverent. Her lips parted wide to take him in fully, her tongue working along the underside of his shaft in slow, teasing strokes. Jim exhaled sharply, his hand settling lightly on the back of her head.

After a few minutes, Jim tapped her gently. “Now Daniel.”

Sarah shifted without hesitation, turning to Daniel. Her hand wrapped around the base of his cock as she leaned in and slowly took him into her mouth. He groaned softly, his eyes closing as her lips slid down around him, warm and wet and steady.

Jim watched her work, proud and pleased, his voice low and certain. “Good girl. Take your time. Make it feel good for both of us.”

And she did—moving between them with rhythm and care, her mouth and hands attentive, giving them both the pleasure they desired.

Sarah moved between them in a slow, practiced rhythm—her breath hot, her lips slick, her body kneeling in perfect submission as she took her time on each man. With Jim, she was confident and steady, knowing just how he liked it. With Daniel, she explored more cautiously at first, adjusting to his size, to his sounds, to the way his hand tensed in her hair as she took him deeper.

She alternated between them, giving her full focus to one, then the other, but maintaining contact with at least one hand always on them both. She let her hands and mouth speak the language of service. Jim leaned back into the couch, eyes fixed on her, one hand resting on her shoulder each time she returned to him.

Daniel’s breathing grew heavier, more erratic. He looked at Jim as if to check in, but Jim just gave him a calm nod. “Let it happen if it needs to.”

Sarah returned to Daniel’s cock, her mouth wrapping around him with more hunger now. She felt him start to swell slightly, his hips twitching. She deepened her rhythm, moaning softly around him, letting the sound vibrate through him as her tongue pressed and flicked with intention.

With a low groan and a whispered “Fuck…,” Daniel came—gripping the edge of the couch, shuddering as he emptied into her mouth. Sarah held him there, swallowing without hesitation, her eyes fluttering closed as she finished him with care.

When he finally sagged back into the couch, breathless and wide-eyed, Sarah turned to Jim, her lips still wet, waiting.

Jim reached down and stroked her cheek. “Beautiful. You did that beautifully.”

He glanced over at Daniel, who let out a short breath and gave a quiet laugh. “That was… intense.”

“You’ll have more control when you fuck her now,” Jim said simply, then looked back down at Sarah. “She is a good girl, isn’t she?”

Daniel agreed, “She is a very good girl indeed.”

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Jim rose from the couch and walked toward the kitchenette, pouring glasses of water for all three of them. The room was quiet except for the sound of ice shifting gently in the glass as he returned. Daniel and Sarah now sat together on the couch, noticeably more relaxed, a subtle intimacy forming between them.

Jim handed each of them a glass and settled into a chair opposite them.

Daniel looked at Sarah, curiosity in his voice. “Can I ask you something personal?”

She nodded softly.

“What does it feel like? Submission, I mean. Especially with Jim. What goes through your mind?”

Sarah looked down for a moment, thoughtful. Then she smiled.

“When I wear the collar—or when Jim takes control of a room—it’s like a warmth settles over me. Like I’m finally allowed to breathe. Everything I don’t need just falls away. I don’t have to lead, think, anticipate. I just let go, and in that letting go, I feel everything more intensely. I feel wanted. Seen. Safe.”

Daniel nodded slowly, visibly absorbing her words.

After a beat, Jim’s voice broke the quiet. “Sarah,” he said firmly but gently, “crawl to me.”

Her eyes flicked to his. She set her glass down and slipped gracefully from the couch onto her hands and knees. Slowly, deliberately, she crawled to him—each movement sensual, her hips swaying as her knees padded softly against the carpet. When she reached him, she positioned herself between his legs and looked up at him.

Without needing another word, she leaned forward and took Jim’s cock into her mouth, her lips parting around him with reverent hunger. Her mouth moved with slow expertise, her tongue caressing every inch.

Jim groaned low in his throat and placed a hand gently on her head. Then he turned his attention to Daniel. “Come here.”

Daniel rose and walked over slowly, still naked, his breath already deepening.

Jim’s voice was calm but commanding. “Feel her pussy. Feel how wet she gets being used… being told what to do.”

Daniel knelt beside her and reached down, his fingers sliding between her thighs. She moaned around Jim’s cock, her body arching slightly at the touch.

“She’s soaked,” Daniel murmured in surprise.

Jim’s tone remained composed. “Now slip your cock into her pussy while she keeps sucking me.”

Daniel positioned himself behind her and pressed forward, guiding himself into her slick warmth. Sarah gasped around Jim’s cock as she was filled, her body clenching in response to the dual sensation.

Jim stroked her hair, watching the rhythm begin. “The key here is to work as a team on her. If you get too aggressive and she stops sucking me, I’ll have to ask you to slow down.”

Daniel nodded and adjusted his thrusts—slow, deep, and deliberate. The three of them moved in harmony: Sarah sandwiched between their bodies, held in a rhythm of pleasure and control.

She moaned again, muffled by Jim’s cock, as Daniel’s hands gripped her hips and Jim whispered praises to her, low and hot.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Take what we give you.”

The night, now unmistakably in motion, promised much more still to come.

Daniel continued fucking her, slowly, deliberately, watching the way her back arched with each stroke, the way her thighs trembled when he adjusted his angle. He listened—attentive to every moan, every gasp that escaped around Jim’s cock.

Her body writhed between them, surrounded by attention and controlled sensation. Jim occasionally spoke—words of guidance, words of pride. Daniel kept his rhythm, steady and deep, each movement designed to push her closer, to keep her grounded in pleasure.

Finally, Sarah tensed. Her fingers dug into Jim’s thighs, and her mouth paused around his cock for a moment as a guttural moan escaped her throat.

Then her whole body quaked—her climax crashing over her like a breaking wave. She came hard, deep, her entire frame shaking with the intensity. Daniel held her hips firmly as she rode out the orgasm, slowing only once her spasms began to ease.

Jim murmured softly to her, brushing her hair back, one hand on her shoulder anchoring her in the moment. “That’s my girl.”

As her climax slowly subdued, the rhythm between them deepened. Daniel began to move again—steadily, intentionally—pushing into her from behind with long, measured strokes. Each thrust rocked her forward slightly, and with every push, her lips slipped deeper over Jim’s cock.

They found a perfect sync. Daniel’s movements drove her forward, and she took Jim deeper, moaning softly with each surge. Over and over, Daniel pushed and she responded—sucking, gasping, groaning with abandon.

Her hands clutched Jim’s thighs, her breath rapid through her nose, every part of her caught between the twin forces of possession and devotion. And still, she kept going—sucking and moaning. Daniel kept going—fucking her again and again.

Together, they moved like a machine of desire, until none of them could remember how it began—only that it wasn’t close to ending yet.

The heat rose in her again, slowly at first, then faster as Daniel’s rhythm deepened. Her breath hitched around Jim’s cock, and her moans grew more insistent. Every nerve seemed to flare, every inch of her skin alive with sensation.

She started moving harder, her hips pressing back into Daniel with need, her mouth taking Jim deeper with each thrust. Her moans turned to whimpers, to groans, to full-throated surrender as the orgasm built again, deep and fierce.

Jim looked down at her, his voice low and certain. “Come for us.”

And she did. She came again—exploding around Daniel’s cock, her body spasming with pleasure as she cried out through Jim’s length, trembling uncontrollably between them.

Daniel grunted, fighting his own edge, holding steady as he fucked her through it, keeping the rhythm that sent her soaring.

She kept sucking. She kept moaning. And they didn’t stop.

Jim said, “Daniel, keep fucking her just like you are. But about every tenth stroke you make, give her a little swat on her ass and see how she reacts for you.”

He watched as Daniel nodded, gripping her hips a little firmer.

“I want you to be a part of being her Dominant tonight as well,” Jim continued. “It’s not just about pleasure. It’s about taking her over that edge with two Dominants.”

Daniel adjusted his grip, sliding his hands lower to cup her ass, then resumed his deep, steady thrusts. After a slow count, on the tenth stroke, he lifted his hand and gave her a light but firm swat across her right cheek.

Sarah jerked slightly, her entire body tightening around both men. A deep, unexpected moan escaped around Jim’s cock, her eyes fluttering shut. Her breath caught, and she stilled for a heartbeat as though the sensation had short-circuited her.

Then her hips rocked back against Daniel’s cock with renewed urgency.

Jim felt the change instantly. “That got her attention,” he said with a pleased murmur.

Daniel continued, thrusting again, slow and deliberate. As he neared another ten, he gave her another swat—this time slightly firmer. Sarah whimpered around Jim, her body trembling beneath the layered stimulation.

Each spank seemed to melt more of her resistance, shaking something loose inside her. Her rhythm faltered just for a moment before she surged forward again, taking Jim deeper into her throat with every push.

“Fuck,” Daniel muttered under his breath, watching the way her body responded—arching, tightening, shivering. “She likes it. She really likes it.”

Jim’s smile deepened. “I think you’re a natural. Can you see how much she’s giving you right now?”

Daniel gave her another slow thrust, followed by a sharp slap to her ass. Sarah let out a sound that was half gasp, half growl. Her thighs trembled, her fingers dug into Jim’s skin. Every nerve was lit, every breath ragged with pleasure.

“She’s close again,” Jim said. “Ride it out with her. Keep her there until she can’t hold it anymore.”

Daniel nodded, eyes fixed on the place where their bodies met. “Yes, Sir.”

He began teasing her—pulling his cock nearly all the way out, letting her body beg for it before slamming back in. Each time he spanked her, he followed with a deep, possessive thrust.

The combination drove her wild. Her cries vibrated around Jim’s cock as Daniel fucked her harder, then teased again, letting her body clench and whimper from the denial, only to be filled again, fully, roughly, completely.

Her arms shook. Her back arched. The tension was unbearable.

Another slap. Another plunge. And she broke.

The orgasm came out of nowhere, and it consumed her. Her body convulsed violently, her knees giving out as she collapsed forward off her hands, falling slightly to the side.

She cried out around Jim as her whole frame spasmed, her pussy pulsing uncontrollably around Daniel’s cock.

Daniel pulled out quickly, stroking himself twice before groaning and releasing—thick spurts of cum striping across her ass and lower back as she shuddered below him.

Both men moved without hesitation.

Jim gently guided her off his cock, then leaned in to cradle her head. Daniel reached to support her waist. Together, they lifted her trembling form and carried her carefully to the bedroom.

They laid her on the bed on her side, her body still twitching from aftershocks. Her eyes were dazed, unfocused, floating.

Daniel began to move behind her, but Jim placed a hand on his chest and shook his head.

“No,” Jim said softly. “I want her to see you. To kiss you. Stay in front of her. Hold her. Let her feel it all.”

Jim grabbed a nearby towel, warm and damp, and gently wiped Daniel’s release from her skin. Every movement was slow, careful, reverent.

Once she was clean, Jim climbed onto the bed behind her, spooning her from behind, one arm curled protectively over her waist.

Daniel nestled in front of her, face to face, his hands stroking her arms, her hair, her cheek. She blinked slowly, then leaned forward and kissed him softly, dreamlike.

Jim whispered into her ear, “That’s it, sweetheart. Float. You’re safe.”

Wrapped between them, their bodies warm and steady, Sarah finally let herself drift into a deep, peaceful sleep—held in the arms of the men who had taken her to the edge, and carried her back again.

After a time, Sarah stirred. Her body was sore and sated, but the sensation of warmth and closeness around her stirred something deeper. She could feel Jim behind her—his body solid, warm, his breath slow and even against her neck. She reached back with one hand, searching until her fingers found his cock. He was already half-hard. She began to stroke him gently, her touch soft and slow.

In front of her, Daniel shifted, sensing her movement. She leaned forward and kissed him—long, deep, and unhurried. There was a softness in it, but also heat rising again.

“Thank you,” she whispered against his lips. Then she turned her head slightly, looking over her shoulder. “And thank you, Sir… oh my God, that was incredible.”

Jim stirred, his arm tightening around her waist.

“You were incredible,” he said softly, his voice low and full of pride.

She let out a breathless laugh and wriggled slightly between them, overwhelmed by the sensation of being surrounded by them both. Her hands moved slowly—one down Jim’s body, the other sliding toward Daniel. She found both of their cocks and stroked them together, feeling them grow harder in her grip.

“I can’t get enough of you,” she said, her voice full of wonder and arousal. “My pussy is dripping for you both.”

She turned herself in the bed, slipping down between them. Her mouth found Daniel’s cock first—lips parting to take him in again, warm and eager. She moaned around him, the sound deep and hungry.

Then she turned, taking Jim into her mouth, her tongue swirling with practiced affection.

Back and forth she went, her hands caressing, stroking, touching both of them. Her body was still trembling from earlier, but her hunger had returned, fierce and open. She wanted them again. She wanted to be filled. To serve. To be taken.

And the night was far from over.

Jim watched her for a long, silent moment, then said calmly, “Crawl to the couch. Kneel there and wait for us.”

Sarah didn’t hesitate. She slipped out of the bed, dropped to her hands and knees, and began crawling toward the couch, her hips swaying, her movements slow and sensual. The soft thud of her knees on the floor matched the quiet intensity in the room.

Jim looked over at Daniel with a glint in his eyes. “I’ve got an idea. Something I’ve been thinking about for a while,” he said. “Maybe this will be fun. I think you’ll like it.”

He stood and walked over to a nearby bag, pulling out a bottle of lube. He went to the couch where Sarah was already kneeling, waiting. He sat down and opened the bottle, then drizzled a generous amount of lube onto his cock, working it in slowly with both hands.

Sarah looked at him, breath catching in her throat.

Jim met her eyes. “You know what this is for, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered.

“Good. Stand with your back to me, and slide your ass down onto my cock.”

She stood, turned around, and reached back to spread her cheeks, exposing herself completely. With a deep breath, she lowered herself onto him, feeling the thick, lubed length stretch her inch by inch. Her lips parted in a helpless gasp as she sank down until he was fully buried in her ass. She couldn’t help her self but to move up and down on him as she touched her pussy.

Jim groaned and wrapped his arms around her torso, pulling her close until her back was flush to his chest. He leaned in and kissed her neck as he pulled her knees up with both hands, opening her legs wide, her soaked pussy fully exposed.

He looked up at Daniel. “Now it’s yours to do with as you will. For as long as you like. Take her. Make her our fuck toy.”

Daniel didn’t wait. He dropped to his knees in front of her, eyes dark with hunger. He leaned in and began to lick her slowly, his tongue parting her slick folds, teasing her clit. Two fingers pushed into her tight pussy—tightened even more by the stretch of Jim’s cock in her ass.

Sarah cried out, trembling. Her head lolled back against Jim’s shoulder.

Jim moved one had to her throat, not to choke her but just for her to feel it there.

Daniel’s voice was low, rough. “Do you like being our little fuck toy?”

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped.

“Do you like being used?”

“Yes, Sir!”

“Do you like serving two Dominants—two Masters?”

She cried out again, the words alone enough to send her over the edge. Her body spasmed as she came, hard, her pussy clenching around Daniel’s fingers, her whole body vibrating against the twin sensations.

Daniel didn’t stop. He licked her again, teased her clit, made her come a second time, then a third—until she was whimpering, begging for mercy and more in the same breath.

Jim held her firmly, whispering praise in her ear. “Good girl. You take it so well. Let it happen. Let us have you.”

Finally, Daniel stood, stroking his cock as he looked down at her wrecked, beautiful body.

“I’m going to fuck your pussy now,” he said, voice low and commanding. “I’m going to show you what it feels like to have two men inside you at the same time. I’m going to make you scream. And you’re going to obey me—and you’re going to obey Jim. You’re going to be a good girl from now on. Do you understand?”

“Yes… please…” she moaned. “Please fuck my pussy while Jim fucks my ass. Please…”

Daniel positioned himself at her entrance and thrust in slowly, groaning as her tight, stretched pussy gripped him. Sarah screamed—pleasure, fullness, submission crashing into her all at once.

Jim shifted beneath her, rolling his hips to match Daniel’s rhythm. The motion rocked her between them, both men fucking her, filling her, owning her.

Her cries filled the room.

She belonged to them.

She slipped into an almost continuous orgasm, wave after wave breaking inside her as both men filled her, fucked her, used her. Her body moved on instinct now—trembling, writhing, gasping with every thrust. The sensation was endless, overwhelming, pure. The sound of their bodies meeting, their groans, the stretch and heat of them inside her—it was all too much, and not nearly enough.

They took her.

They owned her.

Her thoughts unraveled, her words vanished. She was incoherent now, babbling, crying out, whimpering into the space of the room as her mind dissolved into pure subspace. Everything was sensation. Everything was theirs.

Daniel felt it first—the tightening in his balls, the burn in his spine. His hands gripped her thighs tighter, his rhythm faltering slightly. “I’m close,” he groaned, eyes locked on her flushed, ruined body.

Behind her, Jim’s voice was low and sharp. “I am too.”

Sarah gasped, her hips jerking between them as the words hit her like a command. “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried.

Daniel’s face twisted in release as he came—hard, deep, his cock pulsing and spilling inside her. The sudden heat sent her into yet another orgasm, her entire body clamping down around him, sobbing with pleasure.

Jim felt Daniel’s pulses through the thin sheet of flesh that separated them, the realization of what they had brought about pushed him over and then Jim groaned behind her—deep and guttural—as he thrust up once, twice, then came with a hot rush, filling her ass completely. She screamed as she felt him explode inside her, the sensation pushing her over the edge one final time.

Her whole body gave out, and she collapsed forward onto Daniel’s chest, his arms catching her. Her fingers reached behind her, blindly, and found Jim’s hand—clutching it tight as she trembled.

One last orgasm tore through her, full-bodied and wild, a final cry of surrender.

And then she was still.

Held between them. Filled. Claimed. Owned.


































Recommended Books on Long-Term BDSM Relationships

1. The New Topping Book – Dossie Easton & Janet W. Hardy

Guidance for Dominants on navigating consensual power dynamics, emotional intimacy, and confident leadership.

2. The New Bottoming Book – Dossie Easton & Janet W. Hardy

Companion volume that dives deep into submission, obedience, surrender, and emotional labor in long-term D/s relationships.

3. SM 101: A Realistic Introduction – Jay Wiseman

A foundational manual covering consent, safety, contracts, play techniques, and emotional care in BDSM, useful for both beginners and veterans.

4. Playing Well With Others – Lee Harrington & Mollena Williams

Explores BDSM in community and poly contexts, with advice on etiquette, negotiation, and building lasting D/s dynamics in shared spaces.

5. When Someone You Love Is Kinky – Dossie Easton & Catherine A. Liszt

A guide for couples managing kink in loving, long-term relationships, with compassionate insights into communication and mutual respect.

6. The Loving Dominant – John Warren

A practical and romantic perspective on Dominance. Particularly useful for male Doms seeking to nurture, protect, and guide over the long haul.

7. The Ultimate Guide to Kink – Edited by Tristan Taormino

A diverse anthology of essays from kink educators and practitioners, including chapters on 24/7 D/s, training protocols, and relationship sustainability.

Recommended Readings on Sexual Fluidity & Erotic Plasticity

1. Lisa M. Diamond – Sexual Fluidity: Understanding Women’s Love and Desire (2008)

A decade-long longitudinal study of 100 nonheterosexual women. Diamond reveals that sexual attractions and identities can shift naturally over time, challenging static views of orientation.

2. Roy F. Baumeister – “Gender Differences in Erotic Plasticity: The Female Sex Drive as Socially Flexible and Responsive” (2000)

Introduces the concept of erotic plasticity, suggesting that women’s sexuality is more susceptible to cultural and social influences than men’s.

3. Janet Shibley Hyde & Amanda M. Durik – “Gender Differences in Erotic Plasticity: Evolutionary or Sociocultural Forces?” (2000)

Expands on Baumeister’s theory, emphasizing the role of education, religion, and social structures in shaping women's sexual attitudes and behaviors.

4. Meredith L. Chivers et al. – “A Brief Update on the Specificity of Sexual Arousal” (2010)

Finds that women’s physiological sexual arousal is less category-specific than men’s, offering empirical support for the concept of greater sexual fluidity in women.

5. Verywell Mind – “What Is Sexual Fluidity?” (2021)

A clear, lay-accessible overview that differentiates sexual fluidity from bisexuality, noting that sexual preferences may evolve with time and context.

Author’s Note

This story was written to explore the layered, vulnerable, and deeply intentional world of power exchange—particularly as it relates to female dominance, growth, and the quiet authority that comes from trust. It isn’t meant to glamorize kink or portray perfection. Instead, it’s about showing the slow burn of learning, the weight of choice, and the clarity that comes from service and structure.

Many of Sarah’s experiences were informed by real-life dynamics—through research, community listening, and conversations with those who live these roles with integrity. While the story is fictional, the emotional truths behind it are grounded in real people and real journeys.

This book is not a how-to. It’s a what-if. A what-if we listened closer? What if we trusted deeper? What if we didn’t shame the parts of ourselves that want structure, or surrender, or control?

If the story moved you, raised questions, or left you wanting more—I’d love to hear from you.

dakotathorne44@gmail.com

I would love your feedback if you would be so kind as to leave a review on Amazon.

DJT
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