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Author’s Note

Hey, and Happy New Year—2026 already!

First off, thank you so much for reading, supporting, and just being here . I can’t say this enough: your messages, reviews, and even the quiet support mean the world to me. What started as stories for myself has turned into something way bigger, and honestly, I’m just grateful you’re along for the ride.

This book is a bit of a shift for me. It’s definitely a slow-burn at the start, so if you’re looking for instant fireworks, stick with it. The heat and spice are coming, just in a way that (I hope) feels extra real and earned. 


And heads up: no big feminization themes in this series (at least, not right away!). I do  plan to bring in some of that energy later, but it’ll be a whole new kind of approach, way more subtle, slower, and, honestly, different from anything I’ve done before. For now, this is a story about a romance… a real, everyday couple, with a sweet, gentle domme and her submissive guy just figuring it out together. It’s the kind of relationship I genuinely crave.

I’m not gonna lie: this is the most personal thing I’ve ever published. Marc isn’t just a character—I am  him in so many ways. And if you’re reading this and you see yourself in Sophie… if you’re out there and want a guy like Marc in your life, seriously, please don’t be shy, leave that to me, my Reddit DMs  are open (link’s in the About the Author section at the end). I’d truly love to fall in, be in, and serve for love.

If you enjoyed the story, it would make my day if you left a rating, and maybe a quick review too. I read all of them, and I love hearing what you think about Marc, Sophie, and their journey.

Here’s to a new year, to finding what we crave, and to stories that feel a little bit like coming home.

With gratitude, 
S Joey


Prologue: 
Sophie

Five years of marriage, and I still wake up hungry, craving every inch of my husband. Desperate to make him squirm for me, to tease him until he’s begging and aching to have him all to myself.

Marc is sprawled out beneath me, covers tangled at his hips, his morning wood pressing against my thigh, his lips parted in the soft, trusting sleep of a man who knows he belongs to me.

I don’t waste a second. My hand slides under the sheet, curling around his cock. He stirs, groans—half-asleep, half-hard, all mine.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” I whisper, nuzzling his ear, tracing slow, lazy circles over the head of his cock with my thumb. “Miss me in your dreams?”

He squirms, already blushing. He’ll never stop being shy for me, even after all this time. That’s my favorite thing about him. That, and the way he melts the second I take charge.

“Mm,” he manages. His voice is all sleepy velvet. “You’re insatiable.”

I drag my nails down his chest, savoring the way his abs clench under my touch. I let my fingers find his nipples, circling and teasing, flicking them until they pebble tight. He shudders, arching into my touch, the sweetest gasp breaking from his lips. I can feel his hands moving up the backs of my thighs, greedy and worshipful, squeezing my ass as if he needs to remind himself I’m real.

I kiss my way across his chest, nibbling at his collarbone, then down his sternum, tasting the salt of his skin. I bite gently at his ribs, licking away the sting, covering every inch of him with my mouth and tongue. Sometimes I think about how no one else has ever gotten to do this to him—how every part of this beautiful body is mine and only mine, how he’s let me have it all, again and again, trusting me to take care of him, to claim him, to love him like nobody else ever has. My hands never stop moving—one teasing his nipple, the other drifting down to stroke his cock, feeling him throb under my palm. His hands drift from my thighs upward, cupping my bare breasts—tight and supple in his palms, thumbs stroking over my nipples. He kneads me gently, his touch is greedy and shy at the same time, like he’s still learning my body, even though I’m his, and that I’m right here and not going anywhere.

I could spend all morning just teasing him—drawing it out until he’s begging. But today, I don't know, I woke up feeling more playful than usual, and I want him needy before he’s even fully awake. I want him desperate for me before I let him have a single thing.

“You know the rules,” I murmur, pressing kisses down his jaw. “You don’t get to cum until I say so.”

He shivers, biting his lip. “Yes, ma’am.”

I stroke him slowly, torturously. I let my hair fall forward, tickling his skin, making sure he can smell me—reminding him exactly who’s in control. He’s hard as a rock, leaking for me, hips twitching every time I squeeze just a little tighter.

I could ride him now. I could let him finish in me, claim him all over again. But where’s the fun in that?

Instead, I let go of his cock, sliding down the bed to nuzzle the soft skin at the crease of his thigh. I kiss my boy’s cock, my favorite thing in the world, the one he’s only ever given to me—my cock, all mine—lavishing it with slow, possessive kisses until he can barely breathe, letting him feel just how much I treasure every inch. His hands grip the sheets, knuckles white, hips twitching just a little, like he's holding himself back from begging.

“Turn over,” I command, my voice gentle but unyielding. He obeys instantly—he always does for me—rolling onto his stomach without a word, hips lifting just slightly like his body already knows what’s coming.

I take my time. I reach for the small bottle on my nightstand and let the pause stretch, watching him squirm, watching the way his breathing changes when he hears the cap twist open. I warm the lube between my palms, slow and deliberate, then let my fingers slide over him first—teasing, spreading, making him ache before I even touch where he needs it.

“Relax for me,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to his lower back. “I’ve got you.”

I circle him gently, letting the slick glide over sensitive skin, letting him feel every second of it. When I finally press the plug against his entrance, I don’t rush. I ease it in a little at a time, letting him adjust, letting his body open for me the way it always does. He trembles, a soft, broken sound falling from his throat as the stretch settles deep and slow.

“There you go,” I whisper, biting his hip just hard enough to make him gasp, kissing the mark right after. “So good for me.”

He glances back at me, eyes glazed, lips parted in anticipation. “Please, Sophie…”

I grin and lean close, whispering against his ear. “Not yet, baby. You’ve got breakfast to make me first. And if you’re a good boy—if you do it just right—I’ll let you cum inside me tonight.”

He groans, needy and wrecked, but he smiles—because he knows I always keep my promises.

He pulls on a robe and heads for the kitchen, the little plug making him walk just the tiniest bit funny. I watch him go, my heart swelling with love and want and pride.

Five years of this, and I still can’t get enough.


Chapter 1: 
Sophie

I first noticed Marc in the break room, standing by the window with a mug of coffee he probably hadn’t realized had gone cold. He looked out of place among the noise and chatter—too quiet, too neat, his shirt tucked in like he’d been raised to follow rules even when nobody was watching.

It was my third week at the agency, and I was still learning who belonged where. The creative team was a circus of loud, brilliant personalities.

Most days, the office sounded like a cross between a brainstorming session and a low-grade riot—music leaking from someone’s headphones, people shouting lunch orders over cubicle walls, the copywriter arguing with the art director about fonts. Marc always seemed untouched by the chaos. I’d catch glimpses of him navigating it all with this unassuming steadiness, never flustered, never loud. When someone from IT needed a hand with spreadsheets, Marc was there. When the intern panicked over payroll, Marc fixed it without making her feel stupid. He didn’t gossip. He didn’t hover at the edge of conversations, waiting for a chance to jump in. He just… helped, and then went back to whatever he was doing, invisible again.

His desk was a little fortress of neatness—pens lined up, mug always in the same spot, not a single sticky note out of place. I wondered if he organized his whole life that way, if he’d color-coded his closet, alphabetized his books. There was something calming about it. A little oasis of order in the middle of all our creative mess.

Sometimes I’d find myself watching him just to see what he’d do next—which, more often than not, was nothing at all. He’d nod at people in the hallway but never stop to chat. He’d sit in meetings, eyes lowered, listening so intently you could almost see him turning over every word. The others probably thought he was shy or just boring, but I recognized the type: quiet didn’t mean empty. Sometimes, it meant there was a whole world inside, waiting for someone to knock on the door.

Maybe that’s why I was starting to notice men like him—the ones who didn’t take up space just to fill it, who watched and listened and sometimes tried to disappear. The ones who flinched a little when you smiled at them, like they hadn’t decided yet if you were safe. After my last relationship, I’d learned to appreciate men who didn’t need the whole room to revolve around them. Suddenly, quiet was starting to look a lot more appealing.

There was a time when I would’ve rolled my eyes at a guy like Marc—too quiet, too careful, the sort you barely noticed unless you needed something fixed. But after my last boyfriend—the sort of man who could command a bar just by walking in, who needed every spotlight, every ounce of attention—I’d found myself craving something else. I wanted a man who listened more than he talked. Someone who remembered the things I said in passing, who let me have my own moments without trying to steal them for himself.

Sometimes I wondered if it was a weakness, this new preference for gentleness. My friends teased me for it—told me I was just burned out from dating narcissists and show-offs. Maybe they were right, but standing in that noisy office, watching Marc quietly restore order to the chaos, I realized I wanted gentleness. I wanted soft hands, focused attention, someone who found satisfaction in the small things. And maybe—just maybe—I wanted to be the only person who got to see what was underneath all that reserve.

There was something about Marc that made me want to press a little harder, to see how deep his stillness ran. Maybe it was the way his jaw flexed when he thought no one was looking, or the way he fiddled with the corner of a notebook in meetings, or how careful he was not to interrupt anyone, ever. I started looking for those moments—waiting for them, treasuring them. I caught myself wondering if he’d notice me back, if he could handle a woman who sometimes still felt like a hurricane.

I caught him watching me once during a meeting—a glance, quickly buried in paperwork, cheeks pink. I smiled. He ducked his head, fiddling with a pen like it might save him from being noticed. Cute, I thought. Ridiculously   cute .

Fittingly, it was office machinery that brought us together for our first chat. If it hadn’t been for that printer, maybe we never would’ve spoken—maybe we would’ve spent years just orbiting each other, never actually touching.

The first real conversation begins with me muttering at the machine, half-ready to kick it, when he showed up beside me, hovering close, almost too polite to interrupt.

He kneels, careful and methodical with the printer. "Uh, let me… I can help, if you want. This one always jams. I think the rollers are old."

I try to keep my tone light, teasing, but not overwhelming. "You might be my new hero."

He shrugs, face a little pink, focusing on the printer. He gets the page free and hands it to me, our fingers brushing.

Just as I’m about to say something else, a woman from HR—Sarah, I think—walks in holding a stack of forms. She pauses, eyebrows raised as she spots us both hovering by the printer.

“Hey, Marc, saving the day again?” she says, grinning at him, then glancing at me in that friendly, office-gossip way.

Marc shrugs, suddenly even shyer. “Just lucky timing, I guess.”

Sarah drops her forms into the tray, still smiling. “If you ever need anything fixed around here, Sophie, Marc’s the one to ask. He’s basically our unofficial tech support.”

I laugh, trying not to make it obvious how much I agree.

Once Sarah leaves, the room feels smaller, like it’s just the two of us again.

"Thanks for rescuing me. I’m Sophie, by the way—I just started with the creative team."

He glances to the floor, a little startled by the directness, but then quickly gets back to looking up as he offers a small, genuine smile. "I’m Marc. I’m, uh, mostly accounting stuff. Nice to meet you."

There’s a silence that could get awkward, but he fills it, voice barely above a whisper:

"If it happens again, you can just message me. I’m usually around," he adds, almost whispering, not quite sure how to continue holding the eye contact. I see a faint dimple when he lets himself smile, just for a second.

"Well, Marc, if you keep saving me from office disasters, you might end up my favorite person here."

He looks down, not sure if he should stay or leave, but he doesn’t move away too fast. I like that. I like the way his uncertainty makes him honest, unable to play games. When our eyes meet, even for a heartbeat, something electric snaps between us.

He wants me. He doesn’t know what to do with it, but he wants me. I can see it in the way he holds himself tight, like he’s afraid to move, afraid to let something show. I wonder how long it’s been since anyone made him feel that way.

That night, I send him a message—just a quiet “Hey, thanks again for saving me from the printer. Hope I didn’t scare you off with my muttering.” It feels a little bold, DM’ing him directly, but it’s after hours, and anyway, it’s just a thank you… I think.

He replies within a minute. Every sentence is neat, every word careful, even through chat.

Marc: No worries. Happens to everyone. You were pretty tame compared to Sarah from HR last week.

Sophie: You mean you rescue everyone, not just new hires? I’m disappointed. I thought I was special.

I smile at my phone. For a second, I wonder if this counts as flirting. Maybe it does.

There’s a pause long enough for me to overthink it, then—

Marc: You are.

I have to read it twice. My stomach does a little flip.

Marc: I mean, uh, you’re the first person who actually thanked me. Most people just complain.

That settles the flutter. I want to see how far this can go.

Sophie: Well, if you ever want to complain about the chaos on my side of the office, I owe you a coffee.

Marc: I’d like that.

I lock my phone, still smiling. I haven’t felt like this about anyone in a long time.

I lie in bed, phone still in hand, replaying the exchange and imagining how he must have looked—nervous, proud, maybe even a little hopeful. I wonder if he’s thinking about me too. The office feels different in the quiet darkness of my bedroom, softer around the edges, full of possibility. I let my mind wander—what his hands would feel like if he ever really touched me, if he’d let himself get lost in me the way I already want to get lost in him. My stomach twists in the best way.

Tomorrow, I promise myself, I’ll see how much more I can make him blush.


Chapter 2: 
Marc

I can’t stop thinking about her.

Sophie. Even just her name loops through my brain while I’m supposed to be focusing on invoices and expense reports. She’s only been at the agency for a few weeks, but I’ve never met anyone who could unsettle the rhythm of my days like this. Every time I glance up from my screen, I half expect to see her watching me, smirking, like she’s already caught me in the act.

There’s no way a woman like her should even notice a guy like me. I’m not trying to be self-pitying. It’s just math. She’s loud in the best way, and I’m… well, not. I keep my head down. Do my job. I’m not bad-looking, I guess—lean from the gym, tidy enough. But I don’t turn heads in the office, and I never know what to say in group conversations. I’ve always been more comfortable with spreadsheets than small talk.

The last time I let myself catch feelings for someone was three years ago. My only real relationship, if you can call it that. We were together for just under three months, and at the end, she said I was “too passive.” I can still remember that conversation—her voice soft, almost apologetic, while she picked at the fraying edge of her sleeve instead of looking me in the eye. “I just need someone who can meet me halfway, Marc. Someone who takes charge sometimes.” She meant well, but I still heard it for what it was: I wasn’t enough.

After she left, I spent a lot of nights lying on my back in the dark, staring at the ceiling, replaying everything I’d said wrong, every chance I didn’t take. I remember thinking maybe I was just built differently. Maybe the things people wanted from men—being bold, assertive, making the first move—just weren’t in my wiring. I started shrinking into my routines, trying to keep my head down, just do my job, and not hope for more than that. Work. Gym. Groceries. Sleep. Repeat. It was safer that way. If I didn’t reach out, no one could pull away.

Somewhere along the line, I got used to the idea that being alone was simpler. No expectations to disappoint. No risk of letting anyone down by being too quiet, or too careful, or not enough of whatever it is that makes people want to stay. I told myself I was okay with it—that it was better than pretending to be something I’m not. And for a while, I believed it.

But then Sophie smiled at me by the printer. Like I was worth talking to. And when she messaged me last night, I had to read it twice. My chest felt like someone had knocked the wind out of me, but in a good way. I couldn’t stop grinning, like an idiot, staring at her words lit up on my phone.

Today, she finds me at the coffee machine before I’ve even had a chance to finish fixing the filter. I hear her before I see her—the soft click of her shoes on the tile, the faint scent of her perfume cutting through the burnt-coffee smell of the break room. My shoulders tense without meaning to, like my body recognizes her faster than my brain does.

“Hey, hero,” she says, leaning against the counter like she belongs there, like she’s not even a little bit worried about whether she’s intruding on my space. She smiles at me—wide and easy—and something in my chest loosens and tightens at the same time.

I laugh, awkward and a little breathless, suddenly very aware of my hands, of the way I’m holding the coffee filter like it might save me from saying something stupid. “I don’t know about hero,” I say. My voice sounds steadier than I feel. “This thing beats me at least once a week.” She fills the space with her own laughter—a warm, unselfconscious sound that somehow makes the fluorescent lights seem less harsh.

We talk about work—about how the creative team’s big project is behind schedule, about the upcoming audit I have to prep for, about the world’s slowest printer. She leans in when she talks, elbows resting on the counter, her fingers wrapped around her mug. I notice stupid things, like the way her nails are painted a muted red, the way she tilts her head when she listens, like she’s genuinely curious instead of just being polite.

I keep expecting the conversation to stall, for there to be that familiar drop where I don’t know what to say next. But it doesn’t happen. She asks questions. Real ones. What made me get into accounting. Whether I actually like it or just fell into it. I answer honestly, surprised by myself. I tell her I like order, that numbers make sense when people don’t always. She laughs—not at me, but with me—and says, “That actually makes a lot of sense.”

Something about the way she says it makes my throat tighten. Like she’s not just humoring me, but actually seeing me. I feel myself relax, my shoulders dropping as I talk. I ramble a little about supply orders and the office’s weird allergy to decaf, and instead of zoning out, she grins and says, “You really do keep this place running, don’t you?” She makes everything lighter, less heavy. I realize, at some point, I’m not worrying about what I’m supposed to say. I just talk. And she listens. She really listens, even when I’m rambling about supply orders and the office’s weird allergy to decaf.

After that, it becomes a thing. Our thing. Coffee breaks, every day, like clockwork. But it’s never quite the same twice.

The first morning, I show up early—way too early, if I’m honest. I check the break room three times before she actually walks in, mug in hand, hair a little messy in the back like she’s been fighting with her headphones. I try to look casual, leaning against the counter, but my heart’s in my throat. When she grins at me, my pulse speeds up for no good reason. We end up talking about the new payroll software, and I keep overthinking every answer, but she never seems bored. Instead, she stands close—close enough that I can see the faintest freckles on her nose. When she finally leaves, I spend the rest of the morning replaying every line, convinced I sounded like a dork.

A few days later, she brings me a pastry from the bakery down the street. “You look like a cinnamon-roll guy,” she teases, setting it on the table next to my laptop. I don’t know what to do with my hands. For a second, I fumble the wrapper, nearly dropping it. She laughs, and I feel my face go hot. But I eat it anyway, and it’s so good I end up with cinnamon on my lip. She wipes it away with her thumb, and my brain shorts out completely.

Another time, we’re just settling in when one of the account managers, Ben, walks by and raises his eyebrows. “You two are making this a daily ritual, huh? Should we be jealous?” Sophie just grins and says, “Maybe you should start bringing better coffee.” Ben shakes his head, but he winks at me on the way out. I try to laugh it off, but inside, I can’t stop wondering what everyone thinks. I wonder if Sophie notices how much it matters to me—how much I want to impress her, to be the guy she keeps choosing for her ten-minute breaks.

Some days, I try to have her favorite mug clean and ready before she arrives. Once, I leave a little note taped to the handle: "Warning: contents may cause creative genius." She snorts when she sees it, but she keeps the note tucked in her planner anyway.

I find myself looking forward to these moments, planning my day around them. If I don’t see her by noon, I get antsy. I watch her in meetings—trying not to be obvious about it, but probably failing. She doesn’t just show up; she changes the energy in the whole room. Last week, the creative team was floundering with a big pitch—everyone talking over each other, the client getting visibly tense. Sophie stepped in, didn’t raise her voice, just cracked a quick joke about the "circus" we run here, and somehow everyone started breathing again. Then she laid out her idea so confidently that nobody could poke a hole in it. She made the client laugh, then had the art director actually nodding along.

Watching her command a room makes me feel a strange mix of awe and something close to envy. I could never do that—not in a million years. My job is quiet, invisible. Hers is to take up space and own it, and she does, without ever making it look forced. Sometimes I catch myself wondering what it would feel like to be that sure of myself.

Once, in the middle of a tense meeting, I look up and realize she’s looking straight at me. For a second, nobody else in the room exists. She smiles—a small, private thing—and my heart stutters. It’s like she’s letting me in on a secret only the two of us know. Then the moment’s gone, but I can’t stop replaying it for hours after.

I still don’t understand why. But every day, I hope she doesn’t stop being who she is.

On Thursday, as I’m packing up my bag, my phone buzzes on the desk. It’s her.

Sophie: Want to grab a drink after work?

For a second, my stomach drops. Then it flutters. I stare at the message, thumb hovering over the reply.

Me: Yeah. I’d like that.

I hit send before I can overthink it. And just like that, the rest of my day feels different. Brighter. Maybe this is what it’s supposed to feel like when you let yourself fall again.


Chapter 3: 
Sophie

I start getting ready way too early, the kind of nerves I haven’t felt since my first real date back in college. There’s something about Marc that makes me want to do this right. I open my closet and hesitate longer than usual—should I go flirty, casual, or a little bold? In the end, I pick a simple black skirt, a silky blouse, and boots that add just enough height to feel powerful but not untouchable. I want him to see me as I am—confident, but inviting. As I do my makeup, I pay extra attention to my lips and eyes, thinking about what Marc will notice first. I imagine him trying not to stare, getting flustered if I catch him looking. That’s what I want tonight: to keep him off-balance in all the best ways, to make him feel wanted, to let him know he’s not just another work crush.

Before I leave, I take a deep breath at the mirror. I look good, and I want to feel it—feel him seeing it. My phone buzzes with a message from him (“Leaving now. See you soon!”), And I grin at my reflection. I hope he’s as nervous as I am. Maybe more.

I arrive at the bar five minutes early, just to feel the fizz of anticipation. Marc said yes. I reread his message twice this afternoon, catching myself smiling at my phone. He’s on his way—nervous, probably overthinking, but I know he’ll show up because he said he would. And Marc always does what he says.

The place is dim and cozy, booths along the walls and low lights strung above the bar, the kind of spot that makes everyone feel a little braver than usual. I pick a table tucked away from the main crowd. I want to see him in this space, away from the office, away from routines and the carefulness he wears like a second skin.

I keep my eyes on the door, feeling my pulse tick up every time it opens. When he finally steps in, I see him before he spots me—hesitant at first, scanning the crowd, his posture a little stiff in that endearing, “I don’t go out much” way. But the second our eyes meet, everything softens. I see his face light up, that shy but utterly genuine smile he has no idea he’s wearing. He’s put effort in tonight—his hair is still damp from a shower, his shirt is a deep blue that brings out the color in his eyes, sleeves rolled up, and forearms tense. He looks both nervous and hopeful, like he’s stepping out of his usual orbit just for me.

For a second, I just watch him, letting myself feel the full thrill of being seen—being chosen. I feel a little greedy. I want all his attention tonight.

“Hey,” I say as he slides into the booth across from me. "You made it."

“I said I would.”

I like the way he says it—soft, almost stubborn. I tease him with a look. “You clean up nice, Marc.”

He blushes, fidgeting with the menu. “I, uh, wasn’t sure what to wear.”

“You did great,” I say, and I mean it. “Blue looks good on you.” I let my gaze linger a little longer than necessary, just to see how deep the blush goes.

He’s quiet for a moment, and I let it breathe. I’m used to filling silences, but with Marc, sometimes the best moments are the ones we don’t rush. When he finally speaks, his voice is steadier.

“Thanks for inviting me. I don’t usually… do this.”

I grin. “What, socialize? Or drinks with dangerous women?”

He laughs—a short, surprised sound that makes me want to hear it again. "Mostly both."

Marc tries to return the compliment, stumbling a little as he says, “You look… really good tonight. I mean, you always do, but, uh—tonight especially.” I catch the nervous way he tugs at his sleeve and let myself beam at him, warmth curling through my chest. “Thank you. That’s sweet.” He seems to let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding.

I decide to open up a little about myself. I tell him about a few of my own infamous bad dates—guys who monologued about crypto, men who tried too hard to impress. “I got tired of the alpha act, honestly. I want something real now. Someone who can actually listen.” I let the words hang, meeting his eyes so he understands this is a compliment too, one aimed directly at him. I see the hope bloom in his shy, careful smile.

We order drinks, and I steer the conversation, gentle but playful. I ask about his family. He tells me about his mom’s obsession with puzzles, how his dad used to tape Jeopardy and make him guess the answers, and how quiet their house always was. He describes childhood summers alphabetizing his books, and I tease him for it, loving how embarrassed he gets but still admits it.

He opens up about his favorite movies—turns out he’s a die-hard for old thrillers, the kind you find in dusty DVD bins. I joke that he’s secretly eighty years old inside, and he laughs, loosening up. When I ask what he’d do if he could drop everything for a year, he says he’d learn the piano and see the world, but admits he’d probably just keep working because "that’s what I do."

We wander through stories—bad office pranks, the one time he got lost in a new city, the best place he’s ever been (his answer is embarrassingly earnest: the public library, alone on a rainy day). I lean in closer, resting my chin in my palm, genuinely curious and caught up in how easy this feels between us. Every time he gets a little flustered, I can feel myself grinning wider, more drawn in.

Then, he tells me his most embarrassing karaoke memory—Billy Joel, at a company holiday party, the mic squealing as he tried to hit the high notes, half the room howling with laughter. I can picture him: earnest, mortified, but sticking with it anyway. I counter with my own disaster—a bachelorette party, three cocktails in, singing Lana Del Ray with a plastic tiara sliding down my forehead. “There’s video evidence,” I admit, lowering my voice, “but you’ll have to be very, very good to see it.”

His eyes go wide for a second, then he laughs, shaking his head, the tension melting for a moment. “Guess I’ll have to be on my best behavior, then.”

He laughs, head shaking, the tension melting for a moment. I like how easily we move between embarrassment and comfort. As I grin and file that away for later. Something about the way he says it makes a shiver run through me. He really does try so hard to please—always careful, always attentive. The kind of man you want to praise. Maybe even reward. I let the thought linger in the back of my mind, a little secret just for me.

When I ask about his bucket list, he admits he’s always wanted to learn the piano and maybe see Paris, though he doubts he’ll ever actually go. I lean in, teasing: “Maybe we’ll open a bookstore in Italy together. You can play background music for my customers while I recommend trashy romance novels to unsuspecting tourists.”

He’s blushing again, but this time, he teases back: “Only if I get to pick the soundtracks. And you have to wear the tiara.”

It feels easy—easier than it should, maybe. But I like that. I like him. I want him to know it.

About halfway through my drink, I let my heel nudge his shoe under the table—soft at first, playful. He glances down, then up at me, and I smile, taking my time before making any other move. I let my knee graze his, slow and deliberate, loving the way his breath catches just from that hint of contact. I tease myself as much as him, trailing my nails up the inside seam of his jeans for a second before pulling away for another sip, savoring the way he tries not to squirm or blush too obviously.

I lean forward and compliment his shirt again—lightly, my voice just a little lower than before. "Seriously, that shirt? It’s perfect on you." While he’s distracted, I slip my hand under the table, brushing my fingers along his thigh. Not too high, just enough for him to feel the promise there.

He freezes for a second, eyes darting to mine. His breath hitches. For a split second, he looks like he might combust. “Sophie…”

I squeeze his thigh gently, thumb circling small, lazy patterns. “You’re okay,” I murmur. “Relax. We’re just talking.”

He stammers something—maybe my name, maybe a thank you, I can’t quite tell. I love the way he tries so hard to hold onto his composure. There’s something so sweet about how he responds to every bit of guidance—how eager he is to do what I want, to earn my touch, my approval. I’ve never felt this urge with anyone before. In every relationship I’ve had, I was always the one being called good, being coaxed or reassured, or praised. With Marc, it’s the opposite. He makes me want to reward, to praise, to claim. I catch myself almost saying something soft and possessive, something I’ve never let myself say before, but I hold it back. Not yet. Soon. I let my hand linger for a moment longer, then pull back and take a slow sip of my drink, letting the tension settle in between us.

He’s watching me differently now—hungrier, more focused, like I’m a puzzle he suddenly wants to solve. The rest of the night flows: stories about college, work mishaps, and the best vacation we’ve ever taken. I laugh loud and easy, making sure he knows it’s safe to let go with me. Every time he says something self-deprecating, I correct him—firm, but gentle. "You’re not awkward. You’re real. That’s rare, Marc."

He gives me this look—soft, grateful, like I’ve handed him something valuable and unexpected. I want to reach across the table and kiss him, but I wait. I want the anticipation to burn.

Eventually, last call comes, and the bar starts to empty. I finish my drink, feeling a steady thrum beneath my skin, and gather my things as Marc pays the tab—fumbling with his wallet but insistent, almost proud. We step outside into the city night. The air is cooler, the traffic a low hum in the background, neon and streetlight painting his features in sharp, gentle gold.

We walk slowly, side by side. For a few blocks, neither of us says much. I let my shoulder brush his, sometimes leaning in just enough to make him wonder if I’ll take his hand. The tension is soft, electric, unspoken, but everywhere.

I sneak a glance at him as we pause under the bar’s sign. He’s still flushed, eyes shining and hopeful, lips parted like he wants to say something but doesn’t dare. I want to let him linger in this feeling, in the way the world seems to shrink down to just us and the glow of the streetlamp.

Before he can find his courage, I turn to him, closing the small distance between us. I tilt my head up, press my lips to his cheek—soft and slow, letting it linger just a moment longer than polite. I smell his skin, feel him hold his breath. I pull back, brushing my lips by his ear, and whisper, “Good boy.”

His eyes go wide—then melt, pure and open, as if he’s finally letting himself believe he deserves this. I squeeze his hand, feeling his fingers tremble just a little against mine. For a heartbeat, neither of us moves.

A cab pulls up. I let go and turn toward it, tossing a last look over my shoulder. I see him watching me, dazed, fingers still pressed to the place I kissed him. The city feels alive, everything buzzing and sharp, like I’ve just discovered a secret I want to keep all to myself.

In the cab, I let myself sink back, grinning. I replay his stunned smile, the way his thigh tensed under my touch, the little flicker of hope when I told him he was rare. My phone lights up with a message—just a thank you, nothing more, but I can picture him lying awake, heart pounding, wondering what comes next.

So am I.


Chapter 4: 
Marc

The city’s still awake, but I’m not. Not really. Not after what happened tonight.

I walk home from the bar in a daze, barely noticing the rush of late-night cabs or the glow of neon on rain-dark pavement. Everything feels sharper, more alive… the air was cooler now against my skin, the distant city noise fading beneath the sound of my own pulse. Every block, I keep replaying Sophie’s kiss, the way her lips lingered on my cheek, the words she left behind: “Good boy.” It echoes inside me, soft and possessive, like a secret only we share.

I try to slow my steps, just to hold onto the moment a little longer. The streetlights throw my shadow across the sidewalk, and for once, I feel… different. Seen. I catch my reflection in a darkened shop window, my hair messy and cheeks still flushed. I can still feel the ghost of her touch under the table, her fingers dragging up my thigh, the way she looked at me like I was the only person in the world. I almost want to touch my own face, just to make sure I’m still real.

By the time I climb the stairs to my apartment, my heart is pounding like I’ve run a marathon. I fumble with my keys, the metal cold and unfamiliar in my hand, and let myself inside. For a second, I just stand there in the half-dark, jacket still on, bag slipping off my shoulder, listening to the hush of my own place. Everything smells the same, looks the same, but I’m not. I’m buzzing, jittery, full of her… her voice, her scent, the heat of her lips near my ear. I lean back against the wall, eyes closed, and try to catch my breath, but it’s useless. Every time I inhale, it’s like I’m breathing her in.

The shirt I wore still holds the faintest trace of her perfume—something floral and warm. I press my face into the fabric, grinning like an idiot, letting myself sink into it for a second. My fingers brush over the pocket where I slipped her handwritten note earlier in the week—the silly coffee mug joke. I fish it out, read it again, and suddenly all the nerves from the night twist tight in my stomach, but it’s not fear. It’s want. It’s hope.

I toss my keys on the counter, peel off my clothes, and flop onto my bed. But there’s no sleep coming… not with everything inside me humming like this. I stare at the ceiling, tracing invisible shapes with my fingertip, my thoughts looping back to her, her hand on my thigh, the promise in her eyes, the weight of being called good. I’ve never had that before. Not from someone I wanted so badly to please.

My cock is so hard it almost hurts, pressed tight against my boxers, every beat of my heart making it twitch. I can’t stop thinking about the way her fingers moved under the table, the way her voice dropped when she called me good boy, how her lips hovered by my ear, her breath warm and full of secrets. Every tiny moment is sharp now, burned into my memory.

I let myself drift into it, replaying how it could’ve gone if I’d been braver. If I’d leaned in, let her kiss me properly, let her take me home… would she have pushed me down on her bed, whispered what she wanted, told me to keep my hands at my sides, just listen, just feel? I imagine her straddling me, gripping my jaw, using me with that same gentle command. Her voice in my head is firm and tender: “You’re mine now. My good boy. You do as I say.”

I turn onto my side, restless, the ache between my legs growing almost unbearable. My hand slips under the waistband of my boxers, fingers brushing the length of my cock, already slick at the tip just from thinking about her. I want to stroke myself, to let go and just come for her — God, I want it so bad — but I force myself to stop. I hear her voice again: “Wait. Not yet. You only get to come when I say so.” The thought of obeying, of saving everything for her, makes me even harder.

I lie there for ages, hips shifting against the sheets, teeth clenched, trying not to whimper at how badly I need her. My free hand grabs at the pillow, knuckles tight. I want to be good. I want to earn it. I want to be told when I can finally let go.

Eventually, exhaustion starts to win out. My cock is still rock hard, every nerve lit up, but I refuse to give in. I keep my hand away, determined to hold out for her, to do what she’d want. Sometime after two, I finally drift off, still aching for her.

***

The next morning, I wake up groggy and a little embarrassed by how wound up I still am. The sheets are twisted around my legs, my body heavy with sleep and want. For a few seconds, I forget where I am; and then it all rushes back. The kiss. The word. My cock is already hard again, thick and insistent, like it never really softened at all.

I drag myself into the shower, hoping the heat will knock some sense into me. It doesn’t. The water hits my shoulders and runs down my chest, and all it does is make me think of her hands, how they might feel there, steady and sure. I brace my palms against the tile, eyes closed, breathing slow, trying not to touch myself. I don’t want to. Not without her. I let the water run until the edge dulls just enough to function, then step out, towel wrapped tight around my waist, still half-hard and flushed.

Getting dressed takes longer than it should. I change shirts twice, like it matters, like she’s going to see me through the screen somehow. I check my phone again. Nothing. I tell myself it’s barely morning. I tell myself not to be stupid. I check it anyway.

At work, my routines fall apart. Numbers blur. I catch myself staring at my screen without actually reading anything, Sophie’s voice slipping into my head at the worst possible moments. When the phone on my desk rings, my heart jumps like it’s her, even though it never is. I fumble a formula I’ve done a hundred times before and have to start over, jaw clenched in frustration. Once, I write her name in the margin of a report without realizing it. When I notice, my face goes hot, and I flip the page like someone might see.

A coworker asks if I’m feeling okay. I nod too fast, mumble something about not sleeping well. It’s not a lie. Coffee barely touches me. All I can think about is whether she’s replaying last night too… whether that kiss meant as much to her as it did to me, whether calling me good was instinct or intention. I want to hear it again. I want to know what it feels like when she says it slowly, deliberately, like she’s choosing me.

At lunch, I duck out for a walk. I need the air, need to move, need to get out from under the weight of wanting her so much. The sun is bright, almost too bright, so I keep to the shade, eyes half-closed, head down. I replay last night again… her voice, her touch, the command in the way she looked at me. My body still aches with it, my cock stubborn and needy, but what surprises me most is how much I want the rest of it. Not just the heat. The surrender.

I pass by shop windows, catching glimpses of myself, mixing in with strangers rushing by. There’s a little voice in my head, one I’ve always ignored, but today I listen. I want her to take control. I want to be guided. I want to be told what to do, to have her mark me out as hers, to know I’m pleasing her. It isn’t just about the sex—not really. It’s the feeling that with her, it would be safe to let go. To be myself, all the way, without shame. I imagine her hand on the back of my neck, her lips at my ear, telling me how proud she is. The fantasy knots itself inside me, sharp and sweet and impossible to shake.

Back at my desk, I force myself to work, but every number, every line of code, just dissolves into daydreams. I keep reaching for my phone, then putting it down, checking my email like that’s where she’d contact me. At one point, I even open our last DM, rehearing her “good boy” in my head, just to see the words again.

Then, finally, my phone vibrates… a single, sharp buzz against my thigh. My whole body goes tense. I almost don’t want to look, afraid it’ll be nothing, or worse, someone else. But it’s her. Sophie. I make myself wait a beat before opening it, my heart thudding so loud I swear the people in the next cubicle can hear.

Sophie: Dinner at mine tonight?

Five words. That’s all it takes. My chest goes light, my hands start to shake. I fumble the phone, nearly dropping it, trying to play it cool. I start to type, delete it, type again. What do I even say? I want to sound relaxed, like I’m not already burning up from just the thought of being alone with her. I settle on, “I’d love that,” then hit send before I can overthink it.

She replies almost instantly: “Seven. Bring your appetite.”

For a minute, I just stare at the screen, grinning like a fool. The anticipation crawls under my skin. For the rest of the afternoon, I can’t think straight. Every email, every phone call, every office noise just blurs together. I check the time every few minutes, willing the clock to move faster.

By five, I’m useless. I tidy my desk three times, double-check my bag, then duck into the bathroom to try and calm down. I splash water on my face, rehearse what I’ll say if she asks how my day was, what I’ll do if she kisses me again. In the mirror, I try on a few different smiles, shake my head at myself, then settle for the nervous one that feels most real.

Back at my desk, I pack up slowly, checking for my keys, my wallet, my phone, anything to keep my hands busy. I almost text her to ask if I should bring anything, but I don’t want to seem overeager. Instead, I make sure my shirt is neat, my breath is fresh, and then I leave, heart pounding with every step closer to her.

I can’t think straight. I’m counting down the hours. Tonight, I tell myself.

Tonight I’ll let her lead.

Tonight, maybe, I’ll finally get to be her good boy.


Chapter 5: 
Sophie

I always clean when I’m nervous. Tonight, it’s not just nerves; it’s anticipation humming under my skin. My apartment is already spotless, but I straighten the books on the coffee table, fluff the pillows, light two candles on the kitchen counter. The overhead lights are off—just the low lamp in the corner and the flicker of the candles, warm and golden, softening every edge. I pick a playlist that’s more atmosphere than lyrics, a slow undercurrent of piano and synth that wraps around the room like a hush. Everything in here feels intentional, curated, as if I can craft the kind of night I want for him.

By six-fifty, I’m pacing. I check my phone again. The lasagna’s keeping warm in the oven, salad already dressed, plates set for two. I fuss with my hair, then let it down again. I want him to feel welcome, comfortable. Desired. Maybe a little overwhelmed, but in the best way. I catch my reflection and remind myself: I know what I want tonight—to guide him, to show him he’s safe with me, to make him feel chosen in every sense of the word.

The knock comes at exactly seven. I take a steadying breath and open the door. Marc stands there, shoulders stiff in a navy button-down and perfectly pressed slacks, looking like he’s come straight from a job interview. His eyes are wide, nervous, hopeful. He’s holding a bottle of red—something mid-range and thoughtful, the kind of bottle you pick after scrolling reviews and still second-guess as you ring the doorbell. I can picture him at the shop, turning it over in his hands, wanting to get it just right for tonight. I can’t help but smile.

“Hey,” I say, softer than I mean to. “You look… perfect.”

He blushes, gaze dropping as he hands me the wine. “I, uh, wasn’t sure if this was too much.”

I let my hand rest on his for a second longer than necessary. “It’s just right. Come in.”

He steps inside, taking in the low light and music, shoulders relaxing a notch. He smells faintly of aftershave and nerves. I close the door behind him and let my hand brush his lower back as I guide him toward the kitchen.

“Dinner’s almost ready,” I say, gesturing for him to sit. “You want a drink first?”

He nods, shifting in his seat, trying not to fidget. I open the bottle he’d brought, let it breathe for a few seconds as I see him across the kitchen island, sitting at the table, looking around the apartment, letting every little detail of my home sink in, I presume… The bottle must’ve had enough time to breathe, I guess. It’s time for him and me to breathe now. I pour him a glass of wine, one for myself, and set the bottle on the counter. For a minute, we just listen to the music, letting the quiet settle around us. I watch his jaw unclench, see the tension slowly melt from his posture.

“Smells amazing,” he finally says, his voice a little rough. “Did you make all this?”

I grin. “Wouldn’t have invited you over if I didn’t have at least one trick up my sleeve.”

He laughs, softer now, and I see his shoulders drop. I cross to the oven, plate the lasagna, and serve him myself—a small ritual that feels intimate, almost ceremonial. He looks surprised, then grateful, murmuring thanks as I set the plate in front of him. I sit close, watching him take the first bite, searching his face for any sign of doubt or discomfort.

"That’s my grandma’s recipe," I say, pouring a little more wine into his glass. "She taught me how to make it when I was thirteen. Swore by her own tomato sauce, all day on the stove, and the tiniest pinch of cinnamon. She’d say it keeps the men in line." I wink, and he blushes, ducking his head, but he smiles into his fork, that nervous tension breaking up in waves.

He takes another bite, savoring it, and asks about my family—if I still cook with my mom, if I ever tried to change the recipe. I tell him no one messes with grandma’s lasagna and tease that tonight, he’s the first man I’ve ever served it to outside family. It’s only partly a joke. I want him to feel the weight of being chosen, the pleasure of being taken care of. I’m not sure why that feels so important with him, only that it does—always.

We trade stories about disastrous dinners, more family recipes, and the worst meals we’ve ever choked down just to be polite. In between, I drop in little things I’ve noticed about him: the way he always straightens the coffee mugs in the break room, how he rereads a text twice before replying, the way his face lights up when he talks about books.

I tell him I admire how thoughtful he is, how he listens and notices things most people don’t. All the while, I keep an eye on him: how he waits for my cue to start eating, how carefully he mimics my pace, how his nervousness is right there on the surface, but it makes him sweeter, more open. Each time I refill his glass or nudge the bread basket closer, I feel the dynamic tilting—me quietly taking charge, him allowing it, welcoming it. It’s subtle, but it’s enough to make my heart race.

After plates are cleared, I bring out dessert—chocolate tart, homemade, and maybe a little over-the-top. He looks at it like it’s a miracle. I watch his lips as he takes the first bite, wanting to memorize every shiver, every slow smile.

“God, this is incredible,” he murmurs, voice hushed like he doesn’t want to break the spell. I grin, pleased, and tease, “I hope you’re ready for seconds. No one leaves my table hungry.”

Marc laughs softly, and a crumb clings to his bottom lip. Before he can notice, I lean in and gently brush it away with my thumb, letting my fingers linger for half a heartbeat. His eyes flick to mine, wide, and I see that same blush rise in his cheeks—the one that always makes me want to coax him further.

I pour us each a little more wine, making a show of refilling his glass. “You make a very good guest, you know,” I say. “Attentive, grateful, even helped clear the table. I might have to invite you more often.”

He grins, ducking his head, and mumbles, “I’d like that.” He’s still a little awkward, but it’s endearing, makes me want to praise him more. I rest my hand lightly on his wrist as I pass him his glass, a touch that could be nothing—but means everything, if you know how to look for it.

As we devour the tarts, our conversation drifts to old crushes, first dates, the kind that go wrong for every possible reason. Marc admits to one clumsy middle-school dance, sweaty palms and all, and I laugh, telling him about a disastrous blind date in college—where the guy spent the entire meal talking about cryptocurrency and never once asked me a question. We trade stories, poking fun at our own teenage selves.

Then it turns quieter. I find myself admitting, “I don’t think I’ve ever really wanted to impress anyone this much before. I keep fussing over every detail tonight—maybe it’s silly.”

He looks up, surprised. “You… you wanted to impress me?”

“Of course I did.” I smile, soft and honest. “I’m not used to caring if someone likes the food, or if the candles are right, or if the playlist is too moody. But with you, it just… matters.”

He goes quiet, but his eyes are shining. For a moment, we sit in the hush, the chocolate tart barely touched, the wine sweet and dark between us. I let the tension stretch, loving the way he seems to soak up every small act of care, every word of affirmation.

I brush my fingers over the back of his hand, tracing gentle circles as I ask, “Is this okay? Am I making you nervous, or…?”

He shakes his head, swallowing. “No. I like it. I just… I’ve never had anyone do this before. Any of it.”

When the dishes are done, I rinse my hands, then grab two fresh wine glasses from the cabinet, filling them with a new pour and bringing them back to the living room—one for each of us. I set his on the coffee table within reach, hand him the other, then dim the lights a little more and join him on the sofa, close but not quite touching. The playlist has shifted into something softer, almost a lull. Marc is sitting perfectly upright, hands clasped in his lap, as if he’s afraid to move. I reach over, threading my fingers through his, feeling the way he startles and then leans in just a fraction.

“I’m glad you came,” I say, voice low. “Really.”

He swallows, nods, then manages a smile. “Me too. I was also…nervous. Still am.”

I squeeze his hand. “You don’t have to be.” I let the moment linger, watching his eyes search mine for something—reassurance, permission, maybe just a reason to believe this is really happening.

The room is quiet except for the soft music and our breathing. For a second, I just look at him, my own heart racing in my chest. I wonder if he can hear it—if he feels this trembling pull between us. My thumb strokes across his knuckles, and I see his lips part, nervous, waiting. I realize I’m nervous too, but it’s the good kind—the kind that comes right before something new.

I lean in slowly, letting him see it coming. He doesn’t move, just draws in a shaky breath, his lashes fluttering. My lips brush over his—barely a touch, just enough to taste the wine and chocolate lingering on his mouth. He’s so still, almost holding his breath, but when I press a little closer, I feel the tiniest shiver run through him.

The kiss deepens—still gentle, still slow. I let my hand slide up to cup the back of his neck, fingers curling in the softness of his hair. His mouth opens to me, cautious, a little clumsy, but so eager it almost breaks my heart. He clings to me, hands flexing against his thighs, then reaching tentatively for my waist, as if asking for permission with every movement.

I tilt my head, pressing closer, letting him feel my warmth, the drag of my lipstick against his mouth, the texture of my breath as I whisper his name between kisses. The stubble along his jaw grazes my fingers, the heat of his skin sending sparks up my arm. I control the pace, letting the kiss swell, then slow, teasing out every little gasp, every sigh, every tremble.

He tastes like chocolate and wine and nervous hope. I can feel his pulse racing, his body tensing, then melting by inches as I guide him. His fingers finally find my wrist, holding on just enough to let me know he doesn’t want this to stop.

When I finally pull back, I’m a little breathless myself. Marc’s eyes are dark, his cheeks flushed, his lips pink and slightly parted. I cup his cheek, letting my thumb trace the edge of his jaw. He looks stunned—like he’s just landed somewhere entirely new and isn’t sure his feet will hold him.

I smile, brushing a bit of hair back from his forehead. “You haven’t been kissed like that before, have you?” My voice is soft, just enough tease to keep it gentle.

He tries to laugh, but it comes out breathless. “I’ve… kissed before, yeah. Once. A long time ago. But it wasn’t—it wasn’t anything like this. Just… a little peck. I didn’t really know what I was doing then, either. And nothing ever happened after that.” His voice falters, and he looks away, as if afraid to meet my eyes. “I haven’t done any of this, Sophie. Not really. Not beyond… just that.”

I squeeze his hand, thumbing the pulse in his wrist. “That’s perfect, Marc.”

He swallows, his shoulders stiff. “I’m sorry, I just—what’s happening here… it feels so different. It feels like it’s not going to stop with just a kiss. And I want it. I want you. I just—I don’t know what I’m doing. At all.”

My heart aches at how much he wants to get this right, how much trust he’s offering me. I keep him close, stroking his cheek. “You don’t need to know anything, sweetheart. That’s the whole point. I want to take care of you. Let me guide you. Let’s take it slow. Tonight is about you.”

His lips tremble, eyes glassy. I press my forehead to his, breathing him in. “You’re safe with me, Marc. I promise. Let me explore you, show you how good it can feel.”

He nods, barely able to get words out of his still wine and my lipstick streaked lips.


Chapter 6: 
Marc

I’m still catching my breath when she pulls back.

My lips feel warm, a little swollen, like they’ve been rewired. I’m sitting there on her couch, heart pounding so loud I swear she can hear it, when Sophie lifts her hand and gently brushes her thumb over my mouth.

“Hold still,” she says softly.

I freeze instantly.

She smiles when she notices. Not teasing—fond. Her thumb sweeps across my lower lip again, slow and careful.

“You’ve got some lipstick on you,” she murmurs. “I’m not gonna lie… You looked really cute there.”

I let out a breath that turns into a laugh before I can stop it. She laughs too, light and warm, and something in my chest loosens just a little. The tension doesn’t disappear—it just shifts, turns into something brighter, more electric.

Cute.

No one’s ever called me that after kissing me before.

Her hand drops, but she doesn’t move away. She just looks at me for a second longer than necessary, like she’s checking in. Like she’s making sure I’m still with her.

I am. Completely.

“Come here,” she says.

She stands first, still holding my hand, and the moment stretches between us—one of those quiet ones where I could probably say no if I wanted to.

I don’t.

I follow her.

We leave the wine glasses behind on the coffee table, forgotten. She leads me down the short hallway, her fingers laced through mine like it’s the most natural thing in the world. My heart is racing now for a different reason. The apartment feels quieter, the air thicker, like everything is narrowing down to this one choice I’m making with every step.

Her bedroom door is already open.

I hesitate at the threshold—not because I don’t want to go in, but because it feels… sacred. This isn’t a bar. This isn’t flirting over coffee. This is her space. Her bed. The place she sleeps, dreams, wakes up.

She notices the pause.

“It’s okay,” she says gently. “You’re welcome here.”

That does it.

I step inside.

The room is dim, lit by a bedside lamp that throws everything in soft gold. Her bed is neatly made, but not staged—pillows stacked just right, sheets turned down slightly like she’d already imagined this. The scent of her is everywhere now, faint perfume mixed with clean linen and something warmer underneath.

I’m suddenly hyperaware of myself. My hands. My breathing. The way my body feels too big and too small at the same time.

She turns to face me, still holding my hand.

“Hey,” she says quietly. “You okay?”

I nod. “Yeah. I’m just… nervous.”

“I know,” she says. “You’re doing really well.”

Praise. Already.

She leans in and kisses me again, slower this time. Less exploratory. More certain. I melt into it, my hands hovering, unsure, until she gently reaches down and takes them in hers. She brings my hands to her waist, fingers curling over mine, slow but playful. Guiding, not directing—she lets me feel the dip of her waist, then glides my palms down, settling them on her hips. I follow her lead, squeezing lightly, and she hums approval into my mouth. I feel the curve of her body through the soft fabric, her skin so warm it makes me shiver. She doesn’t stop there; she brings my hands up to her back, then glides them around to cup her ass, pressing my fingers into the softness. Her mouth finds mine again, deeper now, her hands still wrapped around mine, showing me every place she wants me to touch. She moves my hands up her sides, up to the slope of her breasts, letting my fingers trace their shape over her dress. Only then does she let go, leaving my hands free to explore her on my own. I do... cautiously at first, then with growing need, feeling her body, her curves, every place she offers. Her hands move to my own back, exploring me in return, until there’s nothing between us but breath and heat.

She breaks the kiss and rests her forehead against mine.

“Can I?” she asks, fingers now already at the buttons of my shirt.

“Yes,” I breathe.

She smiles and starts undoing them one by one, taking her time. With every button, she presses small, damp kisses along my jaw, then down my neck, her lips lingering so long my breath stutters. Her mouth grazes my collarbone as she pulls the shirt open, then slides it off my shoulders. Each kiss is a spark, every inch she reveals feeling more intimate, more wanted.

Her hands move lower, hooking into my waistband, pausing just long enough for me to nod. She kneels on the bed, pressing her mouth to my stomach, my hip, then slowly peels my pants down over my hips and thighs. I lift for her, awkward and eager, and she helps me out of them completely, leaving me in nothing but my underwear. She sits back for a second, letting her eyes wander over all of me—her smile so warm it makes my skin prickle. I feel exposed but not judged, nervous but safe. Her fingers skim along the waistband one more time, but she lets me keep that last barrier for now, just so I can catch my breath. She trails her hand up my chest, her touch reassuring, until I’m trembling and open beneath her gaze.

“You’re beautiful,” she says simply.

I swallow hard. No one’s ever said it like that before. No qualifier. No joke.

She dips her head, kissing along my hips and then my inner thighs—slow, teasing, everywhere but where I’m throbbing and desperate under the fabric. Her breath ghosts over me through the thin cotton, making me shudder, but she never gives in, never touches my cock, just lets me burn with anticipation as her lips move along my skin. Only when I’m squirming and aching does she finally straighten again and step back.

“Lie down for me,” she says.

The words send a jolt through me.

I obey.

The bed is softer than I expect. I prop myself up on my elbows, watching her like I can’t quite believe this is real. She stands at the foot of the bed for a moment, letting me look.

She looks… unreal.

Her outfit suddenly feels sharper in the low light—the way the dark colored fabric hugs her hips, the way her confidence fills the room. She moves like she knows exactly what effect she’s having on me, but she never once makes me feel small for it.

“Eyes on me,” she murmurs.

They already are.

She undresses slowly. Not performative. Not rushed. Each movement feels like it’s just for me—every button, every slide of fabric over her skin unspooling in real time. She never breaks eye contact, her mouth curved in the softest, most inviting smile. I realize, somewhere in the blur, that this is the first time in my life a woman has stripped for me. Not on a stage, not in a dark club with my friends hooting beside me—this is just Sophie, just us, in the hush of her bedroom.

She slides her dress off her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet, and stands there in just her bra and panties, the light painting gold over the curve of her waist, the soft strength of her thighs. My throat goes tight. She could be in anything, or nothing at all, and she’d still leave me speechless. She unhooks her bra and lets it fall away, baring her breasts for me—full and perfect, nipples hardened, and I know not just just because of the cool air. She doesn’t rush the last bit either, pushing her lacy panties down over her hips with a slow, teasing roll. For a second, she just stands there, naked, letting me look my fill.

Twenty-eight years. I never thought I’d get this moment—not like this, not with someone who makes me feel wanted. My friends always used to joke that I’d be a late bloomer, that I needed to just get laid by simply hiring someone so that I can finally loosen up. But nothing about those ideas really stuck with me, even when I'd seriously contemplated their ideas. This? This will be burned in my memory forever. I can barely breathe. When she finally steps out of the last piece of clothing, my breath catches so hard it almost hurts.

She’s stunning. Not just her body—though God, her body—but the way she stands there, calm and sure and completely present.

She notices my reaction, especially my throbbing, untouched member down there, and smiles softly.

“I’m proud of you,” she says. “For being this open with me.”

Something tight in my chest gives way.

She climbs onto the bed and gently pushes me back until I’m flat on the mattress. Then she straddles me, her knees on either side of my hips, her weight grounding and real.

She kisses my chest—soft, open-mouthed, lingering. Then her mouth drifts to my nipple. She circles it with her tongue, teasing at first, then flicks it gently, sucking until I gasp. I never knew how sensitive I was there—never had anyone touch me like this. She hums, pleased, and her fingers trail up to the other, pinching and rolling, making my back arch off the bed. She alternates, mouth and hand, until I’m squirming, breathless, lost in the sparks shooting straight to my cock.

Her kisses move up to my neck, biting down just enough to make me shiver. Her tongue follows, soothing the spot, then she goes back for another kiss, wetter, messier, leaving a line of heat all the way up to my jaw. I’m trembling beneath her, hands restless at her sides, breath stuttering every time her lips find my skin. She presses her body close, her warmth sinking into me everywhere we touch.

When she finally lifts her head and looks straight into my eyes, my whole body is buzzing.

“I want to feel you inside me tonight, baby,” she says quietly. “Only if you’re ready. I want to be the first place you ever go. And I want it to be perfect.”

My heart feels like it might explode.

“I want that,” I say, my voice shaking. “I’m just… nervous.”

“I know,” she says again. “You don’t have to do anything, sweetheart. I’ll guide you. Just feel me. Let me take care of you.”

She shifts her hips, moving so slow I ache, then finally curls her fingers into the waistband of my underwear. Her eyes flick to mine for permission. I nod, lips parted, and she draws the fabric down, exposing me fully for the first time. My cock springs free, flushed and thick, already leaking for her.

"God, Marc," she breathes, a genuine, hungry smile lighting up her face. "You're perfect."

Her hands are so gentle and sure, fingers wrapping around the base, then sliding up, thumb brushing over the slick at the tip. She strokes me just enough to make me jerk in her hand, smearing my precum along the length, painting me with it. She coos softly, voice low and filthy, "You’re so hard for me, sweetheart. I love how much you want this."

She doesn’t rush to mount me—she takes her time, running her palm over the head, circling, letting me feel every inch of her attention.

“Look at you,” she whispers. “So hard for me. My good boy.”

The words hit me like a wave.

When she finally straddles my hips, she guides my cock with her hand, rubbing her soaked folds up and down my length, spreading her wetness and my slick together until everything’s hot and slippery, her breath hitching each time she grinds over the tip. Then she sinks down.

The sensation is overwhelming. She’s soaked—wet enough that I can feel it coat every inch of me, her pussy gripping and welcoming, hot and silky and impossibly tight. The heat is wild, slippery, slicker than I’d ever imagined, and every slow inch she takes feels like she’s pulling me deeper into her, making me part of her. It hits me that I’ve made her this wet—she’s as excited as I am, and knowing it turns me inside out with need. Her hips circle and rock, and the way she clenches around me has my vision going fuzzy. Heat. Pressure. A closeness I’ve never felt before. I gasp, hands gripping the sheets, my whole body going tight.

She stops halfway, hands on my chest.

“Breathe,” she murmurs.

I do. Shaky, but I do.

She leans down and kisses my chest, slow and grounding.

“You’re inside me now,” she says softly. “This is your first time. And I’m going to make sure it’s unforgettable.”

She settles fully, and I swear my brain blanks out.

She takes my hands in hers and starts to move, guiding the rhythm, watching my face the entire time. Every time I tense, she slows. Every time I relax, she rewards me with another roll of her hips.

“You feel incredible,” she murmurs. “So perfect for me.”

I don’t know what I’m doing, but somehow it doesn’t matter. She’s doing everything. Leading. Holding me steady.

“I feel like I’m floating,” I whisper.

She smiles and kisses me deeply, her tongue slow and sure.

“I’ve got you,” she says.

The pressure builds, slow and relentless, the heat between us deepening with every roll of her hips. She never hurries, just keeps moving, riding me with a sweet, steady grind, whispering praise into my ear—telling me how good I feel inside her, how lucky she is to be my first, how proud she is of me. Her hands tangle with mine, pinning them above my head, and then sliding down my chest, her touch everywhere at once. I look up at her, at the flush high on her cheeks and the way her mouth falls open as she rides me harder. It hits me all over again—this is real, this is Sophie, I’m inside her, and she wants me.

Her movements grow more desperate, her moans higher, and I realize she’s close—so close—grinding down on me, her thighs squeezing tight. She gasps my name, her nails digging into my chest, and I feel her shudder around me. Sophie cums first, clenching and trembling, her cries barely muffled against my mouth as she kisses me hard. The feeling—the heat, the pressure, her body wrapped around mine—is too much, and I start to fall apart. She feels it, feels me throb inside her, and she slows just enough to keep me right at the edge, her eyes locked on mine.

"You can cum for me now, baby," she whispers, brushing my hair back, voice shaky and warm. "Let go. Let it all go in me."

I do. My whole world narrows to the feeling of her, the slick, perfect heat, the way she holds me and rocks me through it. I can feel myself cumming so much, it’s almost unreal—a desperate, helpless rush that seems to go on and on. For as long as I can remember, I’ve only ever finished alone, in the dark, hand wrapped tight around myself, never once imagining it could feel like this—her body squeezing every last drop from me, her hands holding me, her voice grounding me. I cry out, body shaking, breath breaking apart as I lose myself inside her. Tears sting my eyes, and I can’t stop whispering, "Thank you. Thank you. Thank you." Over and over, like a prayer.

She holds me tight, chest to chest, rocking me gently as I come back down, both of us tangled and breathless and new. 
Afterward, she’s still there for me—never rushing, never letting the mood break. She finds a soft cloth and cleans me up gently, her hands lingering with care, as if she’s savoring every second of tending to me. When she’s done, she slips under the covers and pulls me into her arms, our bare bodies pressed close in the hush of her bedroom.

I feel tears slip out before I can stop them—embarrassed, overwhelmed, not sad but cracked wide open with something huge and new.

We’re both naked, tangled up in the sheets, and she settles onto her back so I can curl against her, my face nuzzled into the softness of her bare breasts, arms wrapped around her waist. Her skin is so warm, her scent everywhere, and the steady thump of her heart under my cheek makes me feel small and safe in a way I’ve never known.

She holds me, strokes my hair, letting me breathe, letting me come back to myself. I can feel her heartbeat under my ear, strong and steady. For a long time, neither of us talks. She just lets me stay there, my arms around her waist, her skin warm against my cheek, both of us safe and unhurried in the dark.

“My sweet boy,” she murmurs, brushing her fingers through my hair.

I sniffle, cheeks hot, a little shaky. “Was it okay?”

She smiles, kisses my forehead, and cradles my face so I have to look up at her. “It was everything I wanted. Everything you deserved. And I hope it was everything you hoped your first time would be?!”

"It was even more than that..."

We lie there, breathing together, my head tucked under her chin, her arms all the way around me. I can feel the need in my chest—the wanting to stay like this, to be hers, to belong to someone for real. I whisper, quietly, almost afraid to break the spell, “I want to be yours, Sophie. I want this.”

She squeezes me tighter, lips in my hair, her own voice suddenly thick. “You already are. You’re mine now. My beautiful boy, I’ve got you.”

And for the first time in a long, long time, that feels like the safest place in the world.


Chapter 7: 
Sophie

It’s Sunday morning. Marc is sprawled across my bed, bare skin tangled in my sheets, still lost somewhere between sleep and whatever afterglow we managed to create last night. The city’s soft light is sliding through the curtains, washing us in that slow, golden hour where nothing urgent exists. I watch him breathe, watch the way his hair falls over his forehead, his face softer here than I ever see it anywhere else. He looks peaceful in a way that still startles me.

Sometimes I wake before him just to look at him like this, to remember that this is real, that he’s mine, that I get to keep him—at least for a little while, or maybe longer, if I’m lucky. I never used to believe in luck, not when it came to men, but Marc… Marc is different. I’ve struck gold. I know it every time I see his lips part in sleep, or the way he reaches for me in the night, arms instinctively wrapping around my waist like I belong to him just as much as he does to me.

It’s been a few weeks since our first night together. We’ve had more nights like it since then, and often. Each time, the nerves fade a little, the trust thickens, the sex gets wilder and softer and more honest. The memory of our first time is precious, something I tuck away in my heart—a golden thread running through every day since. But what I never expected was how quickly Marc would open up, how hungry he’d be for everything I wanted to share with him. For all his inexperience, he’s fearless where it counts, eager to please, eager to try, eager to learn.

He gave me his firsts, one by one, and I gave him mine. I remember the first time I slipped down between his thighs, his legs tensing as I settled between them, his eyes wide and dark—equal parts shock, hunger, and worship. I teased him with my lips, letting my breath tickle the head, watching him twitch and gasp, his cock heavy and pulsing in my hand. When I finally took him in my mouth, slow and deep, I felt him shudder all the way through. I licked the length of him, my tongue swirling around the tip, then swallowed him down again, hollowing my cheeks and using just the right pressure, letting my mouth and hands work him with long, messy strokes.

His fingers found my hair, not to push, just to anchor himself, his knuckles white with restraint. I loved making him lose control. His thighs started to shake, his breathing ragged, hips rolling up in tiny, desperate pulses. I looked up at him, loving the way his eyes never left mine, like he couldn't believe this was happening. When he finally came, it was hard and helpless, a full-body quake, the sound of his moans almost pleading as he sobbed my name. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste, holding him in my mouth as he trembled, then kissed my way up his stomach, all the way to his lips, and held him tight until his breath finally slowed. No one had ever done that for him before. No one ever got to see him like that. The pride I felt in that moment—it still lives in my chest, hot and bright as ever.

And the first time he went down on me? God. I was already soaked for him, throbbing and desperate for his tongue, but nothing could have prepared me for how natural he was at it. He started slow, tentative, almost reverent, kissing the inside of my thighs, tracing lazy circles up and up until I was trembling, clutching at the sheets. When his mouth finally touched me, he groaned like he’d been starved for this his whole life. The first time, he was careful, a little shy—his eyes kept flicking up to meet mine, silently asking if he was doing it right. Every time I gasped or moaned, his tongue grew more confident, lapping and teasing, learning exactly what I loved.

The second time, he was hungry. Bold. He buried his face between my legs, licking and sucking like a man on a mission, hands strong on my thighs, holding me open, fingers exploring and circling until I couldn’t stay quiet for him if I tried. I praised him—soft at first, then rougher, grabbing his hair and telling him, "Good boy, just like that, fuck, don’t stop."

Now? I don’t even have to ask. He’ll nudge my knees apart the minute I sprawl out lazy or look the least bit bored, sliding down between my legs, eyes locked on mine, wearing that crooked little smirk that says he knows exactly what he’s about to do to me. He eats me like he’s starving, like it’s his favorite thing in the world, licking me until I break apart on his tongue. Sometimes, if I’m feeling wicked, I’ll hold him there and tell him to keep going, to show me how much he loves making me cum, and he’ll moan, nodding, never even thinking of stopping. He’s just a natural eater—so eager, so obsessed, I swear it turns me on twice as much. It’s like he was made to have his mouth between my legs, and he never gets tired of it. Every time he comes up for air with his face glistening and his eyes shining with pride, I think: I’ve struck absolute gold. That’s my boyfriend—god, did I just call him that? We haven’t even talked about labels yet, but the way he looks at me, the way we are together, I know we both already feel it. And lucky doesn’t even begin to cover it.

I stretch, arms overhead, feeling the soreness in my thighs, the lingering ache of being truly, thoroughly fucked and worshipped and kept up half the night by a man with something to prove. I glance over at him—he’s awake now, looking at me, a little dazed, hair wild, cock half-hard under the sheets. I smile, reach out, brush my fingers over his cheek. "Good morning, handsome."

He blushes, ducking his head, but smiles back. "Morning, ma’am."

Ma’am. He started that after the second or third night, and I haven’t let him stop. Sometimes he says it as a joke, sometimes with awe, sometimes with a hunger that makes me want to roll him over and ruin him all over again. I love that word in his mouth.

“Go make me coffee?” I say, grinning as I tug the sheets up over my chest, putting on my best command.

He nods, slips out of bed, naked and obedient, padding off to the kitchen like he was born to serve. I watch his ass as he leaves, appreciating the view. When he comes back, he hands me my favorite mug, still steaming. I take a slow sip, eyes on him the whole time.

“Perfect,” I purr, leaning up to kiss him, letting him taste the coffee on my lips. “Good boy.”

He beams, pride coloring his cheeks. It’s such a small thing, but I see the way it lights him up. Domestic dominance—the best kind. I pull him back into bed with me, letting the coffee cool while I savor him.

Later, after breakfast, we shower together, steam curling around us as the water pours over our skin. Marc pins me gently to the tiled wall and sinks to his knees, spreading me open under the spray, tongue everywhere—hungry and happy. He eats me out right there in the shower, the hot water pouring down my back, my thighs trembling around his face as I cum for him, fingers tangled in his wet hair.

When I finally drag him up, breathless and laughing, I reach for the soap. I wash him slowly, tender but a little possessive, my palms gliding over every inch of him—his chest, arms, stomach, then all the way down. I make sure not a single part of him is neglected, sliding soapy fingers between his ass cheeks, cleaning him thoroughly while he shivers, blushing, loving every second of my attention. When we’re done, I towel him off, pulling him close for a kiss before we head to the living room, clean and loose and so utterly at ease with each other.

We curl up on the couch, and I press my body against his, tracing circles over his thigh. He sighs, content, trusting. I love this part—this lazy, indulgent ease.

I nuzzle his ear. "Remember that thing we tried last night?" I whisper. His body tenses immediately, a sharp little inhale like he already knows what I’m talking about. I can feel the memory ripple through him—excitement chasing nerves, heat pooling low in his belly. "You liked that, didn’t you?"

He nods, cheeks burning. "Yeah. I never thought… I mean, I didn’t think I’d like it that much." His voice drops, embarrassed and amazed all at once.

I smile, remembering it clearly. The way he’d been laid back against the pillows, cock heavy in my mouth, my hands cupping his balls, my lips busy there—exactly where he thought all my attention was. The way he’d gone mellow with it, trusting, melting, until I let my mouth wander lower. Just a little at first. A teasing brush of my tongue, slow and deliberate, circling somewhere he definitely wasn’t expecting.

The sound he made—God. A sharp gasp, almost a whine. His hips had jerked, thighs tensing like he wasn’t sure whether to pull away or beg for more. I remember smiling against him, loving that split second where his body reacted before his mind could catch up. Then I flattened my tongue directly over his ass, slow and warm, licking his hole, letting him feel it properly, letting him realize exactly what I was doing.

He’d gone still, breath shaky. "Sophie—" he’d started, unsure.

I’d just hummed around him and kept going, one hand firm on his thigh, grounding him. "It’s okay," I’d murmured. "Just feel it. You can tell me to stop anytime."

He hadn’t. Instead, he’d gone pliant beneath me, breathing ragged, cock twitching in my palms every time my tongue pressed or teased. By the time I brought my lips back to his balls, he was trembling, overstimulated, undone in the sweetest way.

I grin now, wicked. "I liked it too," I tell him softly. "That was a first for me, you know. Rimming a man."

His eyes widen. "Really?"

"Really," I say, kissing the tip of his nose. "You’re special. You make me want to try new things."

He blushes... God, he's so cute.

I give him a sly smile and murmur, “Do you wanna try something new now with me?”

When he nods, I get up from the couch, feeling his eyes glued to me. I know exactly what he’s watching—the way my long t-shirt barely covers my ass, the soft peek of my cheeks, and the black lace of my thong hugging between them. That’s all I’m wearing as I saunter to my bedroom, loving the heat in his stare.

From my bedside drawer, I pull out a small, sleek plug and a little bottle of lube. I let him see it as I walk back, rolling it in my palm, watching his eyes widen in curiosity and awe. “You want to try this with me?”

He bites his lip, then nods, shy but curious. "If you want."

I cup his cheek, thumb stroking his jaw. "Only if you want, baby. No rush."

He nods again, eyes dark and wide. "I trust you."

That trust—it makes me ache. I kiss him hard, rolling him onto his back, straddling his hips. "Let me show you how good it can feel."

I kiss my way down his body, slow and greedy, until I’m kneeling between his thighs. My mouth finds his cock, licking up the length, teasing the tip until he’s gasping. But I don’t stay there long—I want more of him, all of him. I drag my tongue along his shaft, then down to his balls, sucking one into my mouth, rolling it on my tongue, watching him shiver.

His legs part for me, obedient and trusting. I press a kiss to the crease of his thigh, then move lower, licking further down, until my mouth is right at his ass. I take a slow, deliberate breath and flatten my tongue against his hole, licking it open. The taste is clean, fresh, undeniably Marc. I moan into him, loving the way his thighs tense, his hips rolling helplessly.

"Oh—Sophie—" he gasps, head thrown back. I give him a filthy little hum, circling his rim with my tongue, lapping at him until he’s moaning openly, his cock twitching for me. Only when he’s panting and loose do I reach for the lube, coat my fingers, and press them gently against his hole.

"Relax for me, my pretty boy. Let me in."

He does—slowly, breath shaky, but he trusts me. I work my finger inside, teasing, opening him up as my mouth returns to his cock. I suck him deep, fingers working his ass, and he starts to lose himself, hips rocking, his cries getting rougher, desperate.

Once he’s open, I show him the plug—just a little one—and kiss his thigh. "Ready?"

He nods, wide-eyed, lost to everything but the feel of me. I take my time, slicking the plug with extra lube, then tracing the tip around his still-tight hole. He’s never had anything in there before—his whole body tenses, breath held, and I whisper soft praise as I press gently, letting his rim open for me a little at a time. I keep my eyes on his face as I work it in, slow and patient, twisting and rocking so he can feel every stretch. He moans, hips lifting, thighs trembling as the plug finally pops inside, the base settling snug against him. He lets out a shuddery, guttural moan, shaking all over from the shock and fullness. "Oh fuck—Sophie," he groans, voice cracking as the plug slides home. "God, it feels so weird—full, stretched, so much—" His hands clutch the cushion, fingers digging in tight, but there’s a wild, desperate pleasure on his face. He can’t stop moaning, hips rocking as he tries to process the pressure, the newness, the raw intensity. "It’s so much, but it’s so good. Please, don’t stop."

"Such a good boy for me," I whisper, stroking his thigh. I take him in my mouth again, sucking hard, feeling him start to tremble. It doesn’t take long—he cums for me, hard and loud, his whole body shaking as he fills my mouth. I swallow, savoring him, and crawl back up to hold him, brushing the hair from his eyes.

He’s so spent he can barely move, still catching his breath as I gather him up and cradle his head against my chest. When he finally looks up at me, there’s this sleepy, satisfied grin that’s all his—soft and a little shy, just for me. For a split second, I want to freeze time and keep him here with me, wrapped up in this warmth and softness, never letting him go.

“My darling,” I whisper, proud and gentle, kissing his temple as the sunlight creeps higher across the room. “You’re mine.”

I stroke his hip and murmur, “Keep the plug in for me a little longer, baby. Let yourself feel it.”

He leans in, pressing a lingering kiss to my lips—soft, grateful, and a little shy. Then he nods, still catching his breath, voice low and warm. “Yes... Sophie.”


Chapter 8: 
Marc

There’s a kind of peace that’s settled into my bones these last few weeks—a sense of safety and being seen that’s so new it almost feels like another life. I don’t know how to explain it. Since that night at Sophie’s place, something in me has been rewired, like I finally fit somewhere. Like I finally belong.

I never imagined this is how love could feel. Not just the sex, though God, the sex still floors me. It’s everything around it. Waking up in her bed, feeling the weight of her arm slung heavy and possessive over my chest. Making coffee side by side, stealing glances while she pretends not to notice. I get a little less nervous each morning. Somehow, every day she finds a new way to pull me deeper under her spell.

The part that surprises me most? It’s how much I love being cared for. How much I crave it. There’s no fear here. No edge. She looks at me, and I feel… held. Like nothing about me needs to change. She teases, she pushes, but it’s all rooted in this quiet, steady kind of devotion. Sometimes I still wonder if it’s real, if I deserve this. But then she smiles at me—soft, proud, like I’m the most precious thing she’s ever claimed—and the doubts go quiet.

This afternoon, I’m folding her laundry on the kitchen counter while she watches from the sofa in the living room of the apartment, legs tucked under her, mug in hand. The sun’s pouring in through the windows, making everything warm and golden. The TV’s on in the background—muted, just for company—but it’s the rhythm of the chore that grounds me: shirt, pants, socks, the faint scent of her fabric softener on my fingertips.

It’s oddly intimate, handling her things like this. I never did laundry for my parents growing up; my mom was too territorial about it, and my dad barely noticed if his shirts were wrinkled. In college, laundry was a solo mission—crumpled in a basket, dumped on my bed, folded half-heartedly at two in the morning. I never minded it, but I never thought of it as love. Even with my only ex, we kept our things separate—her mess, my mess, and never the two would meet.

But this is different. Sophie's clothes still hold the shape of her body—her work blouses with the faint perfume at the collar, the soft cotton sleep shorts I’ve seen riding up her thighs on lazy weekends. Her bras, delicate and lacy, the kind of thing I wouldn’t dare touch if she hadn’t tossed them in the basket herself. And then there’s her panties: bright colors, little bows, slinky lace. Just folding them makes my face go hot. It’s impossible not to imagine her in every one.

Sophie’s eyes track my hands as I smooth the lace on a pair of turquoise panties, folding them into a neat square. "You’re so precise, baby," she says, voice teasing. "I don’t think anyone’s ever folded my panties with this much care."

I glance up, cheeks burning. "I just… want to do it right." My fingers fumble with the lace, and I have to start again, lining up the edges. "Is there, like, a special method? Or is this… okay?"

She laughs, low and wicked. "That depends. Can you do this one?" She tosses me something out of the basket—a lacy thong, hopelessly tiny, all ribbons and mesh. I stare at it, bewildered.

"This is a trick, right?" I ask, holding it up for inspection. "There’s no way this folds."

"Oh, it does," she says, chin propped on her hand. "But I like watching you figure it out."

I try, awkwardly folding it in half, then thirds, and it just flops back open. She grins. "Ten out of ten for effort, sweetheart. Maybe you need a demonstration."

Before I can answer, she stands, walks over, and stands beside me on the kitchen island. She takes the thong from my hands and, with a few practiced motions, has it folded into something the size of a matchbox. She leans her head on my shoulder, all soft hair and warm skin, and hands it back. "See? Easy when you know how."

I let out a shaky laugh, suddenly aware of how close she is. Her scent fills my head, a mix of shampoo and something deeper. I look down at the basket—still half-full—and wish for a moment that this could be every weekend for the rest of my life. Just her and me, sunlight, laundry, and the quiet hum of belonging.

She’s still pressed to my side when she murmurs, "Thank you, Marc." Her voice is soft, content. "No man has ever taken care of me like this before."

My throat goes tight. I want to say, me neither, but it gets stuck there, so I just nod, letting her warmth soak into my skin, making a silent promise to do this for her as many times as she’ll let me. She puts down her mug, and for a moment, her gaze goes dark—playful, hungry, but gentle in that way only she can pull off. The air seems to shift as she rises, her body uncoiling with slow intent. I feel her eyes on me as she crosses the short space, her walk unhurried, almost feline, each step a silent promise.

When she gets behind me, I feel her heat before I feel her hands—palms settling on my hips, then lower, squeezing my ass through my jeans. Her fingers spread, possessive, kneading until I can’t breathe right. It’s not just groping; it’s a claim. My body stiffens, heart pounding so loud I swear she can hear it. Every part of me goes electric, the shirt half-folded in my hands suddenly weightless and forgotten.

She leans in, mouth near my ear, her breath hot. "Look at you, taking care of your girl," she purrs, the words wrapping around me. Her hands slip around to the front, and I feel her fingers graze my cock through the denim, slow and deliberate. I bite down on a gasp, my whole body strung tight between wanting to lean back into her and needing to stand still and be good. My cock’s already thick and aching, straining against my jeans. She strokes me, light but firm, her touch lazy and patient, making me feel every second of it.

Does she know what she does to me? How just her hands—her voice, her scent—can unravel me this fast? I wonder if she can feel how hard I am, if she likes knowing she can do this with so little effort. I never knew I could get this turned on just by being handled, clothed, and in the middle of the day. With other women, things always felt rushed—like sex was a race, a performance, a thing to get through before someone lost interest. Here, it’s different. With Sophie, it’s slow, hot, endless. It’s about belonging. About being wanted, all the way through.

She lets her palm press harder over my cock, grinding slow little circles, her body flush against mine. I feel the heat of her, the softness of her stomach, and the press of her breasts, and I want to melt into her—become hers in every way. Every muscle in my body aches for her to keep going, but I hold myself steady, breath shallow, dizzy with want.

She leans in even closer, lips brushing my ear. "Tonight," she whispers, her voice rough and dangerous. "You’re not going to get a single minute of sleep, baby. I’m going to ride you until you beg."

A bolt of heat flashes through me, all the way to my toes. I clench my hands on the counter, fighting the urge to drop everything and pull her against me. My pulse is racing, blood pounding everywhere she touches me.

"You like this?" she asks, her tone a little softer now, thumb teasing the edge of my zipper. I nod, helpless.

"Yeah," I breathe, voice barely more than a whisper. I can feel how hard I am already, just from her touch, just from being watched and wanted like this. It’s almost too much—this raw, constant ache to be hers.

She gives my ass one last squeeze, then steps away, leaving me flustered, aching, a little dizzy. I watch her pick up the basket, her smile wicked as she leans in, pressing a kiss to my cheek—her lips lingering just a second too long. "Finish up, sweetheart. You’re not done until it’s all folded."

She winks and walks away, hips swaying, leaving me with a head full of her scent and a body straining for her touch. I obey, of course—how could I not? There’s no part of me that doesn’t want to please her.

That night, we end up tangled in her sheets, the city lights painting her bare skin gold. My heart pounds as she straddles my chest, knees planted on either side of my head, her hands threading through my hair. There’s a confidence in the way she takes her place above me—a kind of claiming I’ve only ever dreamed about, a certainty that makes my entire body thrum.

She lingers, hovering, her heat radiating down, and I’m left breathless with anticipation. I’m hungry for her, but nerves flutter in my stomach too. I feel exposed beneath her, but safe—so safe I ache with it.

She looks down, eyes gleaming in the half-light. “Hands at your sides, baby,” she whispers. “Just let me use you.” Her voice is low, velvet-dark. I obey, fists clenching in the sheets, chest rising with each shaky breath. She strokes my hair back, then slowly, deliberately lowers herself until her thighs bracket my face and her scent—thick, musky, sweet—fills my senses.

For a heartbeat, I just breathe her in, dizzy with how much I want her. Then I start to lick, slow and reverent, tasting the salt and heat of her. My tongue finds her clit, circles it, then dips lower, teasing, learning what makes her tremble. She’s already soaked for me, and when I moan into her, she shudders, hips giving a needy little grind.

She begins to move, rocking gently at first, using me, controlling the rhythm. Her hands tighten in my hair, her voice rich and filthy above me: “You love this, don’t you, baby? My sweet boy, lick me just like that… oh, fuck, yes. You don't know how fucking precious you are, baby...”

I’m lost in her, every sense overwhelmed. Her thighs clamp around my head, skin so soft against my cheeks, the taste of her slick and perfect on my tongue. I let her guide me, tongue and lips working, desperate to give her everything she wants. The bed creaks beneath us; outside, a siren wails, distant and irrelevant. All that matters is the heat of her, the wet slide, the slick sounds, her cries growing sharper as she grinds herself against my mouth.

She’s merciless—riding my face, praising and taunting me all at once: “Don’t you dare stop, baby. Good boy. My good fucking boy. Oh, Marc—just like that—don’t you dare stop for anything.” Her thighs squeeze, hips rolling, her cunt gliding over my mouth, down my chin. She’s everywhere—her taste, her scent, her need—all of it claiming me, drowning me, making me hers.

I lose track of time, of everything but her pleasure. I feel helpless, pinned beneath her, but it’s the safest I’ve ever felt. She uses me, and I want nothing more than to be used like this—to serve, to please, to give her everything. My cock aches, untouched and dripping, but I barely notice. I’m high on her praise, her grip, her wetness.

When she finally cums, it’s fierce—her body going tense, thighs trembling around my ears, her cries echoing off the walls as she rides my tongue through the peak. I swallow everything she gives me, heart thundering. She slumps forward, gasping, hips still twitching as the aftershocks run through her.

Sophie sinks down beside me, chest heaving, face flushed, and hair wild. She pulls me close, her thigh hooking over mine, her fingers tracing slow, lazy circles through my sweat-soaked hair. For a while, neither of us speaks. She just holds me, stroking and soothing, letting me come down slow.

She kisses my forehead, voice soft as a secret. “My beautiful boy, you’re perfect for me. I hope you know that.”

All I can do is nod, lips tingling, body humming, so full of her I don’t think I’ll ever get enough.

But what really sticks with me—what I keep replaying—is the first time I went down on her. I remember every heartbeat. It was a couple weeks ago, the first Sunday morning I ever spent at her place. We’d stayed up late the night before, tangled and sweaty, and by sunrise, my muscles were sore in the best way. She lay on her back, sheets low on her hips, the golden morning painting her skin. I couldn’t stop looking at her. Couldn’t stop wanting her. Couldn’t believe she actually wanted me.

I’d never done it before... never even come close. I’d watched porn, heard guys in locker rooms turn it into a joke—like going down on a girl was something to be embarrassed about—read enough online to know there were a million ways to get it wrong. My heart was hammering in my chest as I kissed down her stomach, hands shaking, mouth dry and eager and terrified. What if she hated it? What if I was terrible at it? What if I was too slow, too fast, too awkward?

She must have seen the nerves in my eyes because she reached down and cupped my cheek, thumb tracing the hinge of my jaw. “Breathe, baby,” she whispered, so gentle it almost broke me. “Let me show you. Just listen to me. Start slow.”

She parted her thighs, guiding me between them. Her scent hit me—sweet, musky, dizzying, nothing like what I’d expected, everything better. I let my hands settle on her hips, but they were trembling, so I pressed my palms to her thighs, anchoring myself to her warmth.

I started with a tentative lick, tasting her slick, the salt and heat, her softness. My tongue circled her clit, gentle, then broad and flat, letting her guide my rhythm. Every gasp, every shift of her hips was a lesson. “That’s it, Marc. Right there. Good boy… slow, just like that.” Her voice was thick, edged with need, her fingers weaving into my hair, stroking and then tugging me closer.

The more she praised me, the braver I got. Her thighs squeezed my head, her hips started to roll. I let myself sink into it—her taste, her heat, the wet, sticky mess of it, the way she moaned for me, not for anyone else. My tongue lapped and flicked, exploring everywhere, greedy for every drop she gave me. It was worship—raw, messy, perfect.

At some point, I lost myself. All I could feel was her—her hands in my hair, her thighs trembling around my face, the slick warmth of her cunt, the way she gasped and begged, “Don’t stop, baby. Fuck, Marc, just like that, you’re making me lose my mind—don’t you dare stop, oh my God—”

I felt her body tense, thighs locking around my ears as she came, hips grinding against my mouth, her cries sharp and high. I kept licking, desperate to make her orgasm last, to drink every drop. I didn’t notice my own hips moving, didn’t feel my cock throbbing, my boxers soaked. Only when I felt myself tense, a lightning bolt firing down my spine, did I realize—fuck, I was cumming. I hadn’t touched myself, hadn’t even meant to, but I was spilling, helpless, moaning into her, coming so hard it made my whole body shudder.

Panic hit for a second. Embarrassment. I froze, mouth still buried between her thighs, tasting her orgasm, trembling and afraid I’d ruined it, been too needy, too much.

But when I looked up, Sophie was staring at me, eyes shining, mouth open in shock and delight. “Did my baby just cum for me without a single touch?” she breathed, then started laughing—bright, happy, completely unbothered. She pulled me up, her hands sticky with her own slick as she cradled my face, dragging me up to straddle her lap.

I could barely look at her. “I’m sorry, I didn’t—”

She cut me off with a filthy, grateful kiss, licking her taste from my lips. “You have no idea how special that is. Marc, you’re magic. You just made me feel… God, I can’t even describe it.”

She kissed me again, deep and slow, tangling our legs together, her arms holding me tight as if she never wanted to let me go. I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathless, bodies sticky and tangled in sweat and come.

She held me like that for ages, fingers stroking my hair, her lips moving in my ear. “I want to try everything with you, baby. Anything you want. Will you let me?”

All I could do was nod, my forehead pressed to hers, heart split wide open. “I want everything—with you.”

Now, weeks later, I still mean it. Every day with Sophie is another first, another chance to give myself over, to trust her with everything I am. And I keep finding new ways I want to serve her, care for her, belong to her. It’s not just the sex, or even the way she takes control when we’re alone. It’s this deeper current—this desire to do the quiet things for her, to prove it in small, steady acts.

I want to be the man who always folds her laundry, who remembers how she likes her coffee, who leaves the bathroom warm for her after a shower. I want to worship her body, sure—but more than that, I want to be the arms she falls asleep in, the one who remembers which wine makes her smile, the one who learns her every mood and finds joy in every chore if it means serving her.

Sometimes, when I’m getting dressed in the morning or stepping out of the shower, I catch a glimpse of the little marks she’s left on my body—tiny half-moons from her teeth on my inner thigh, a fading bruise high on my hip, a love bite just beneath my collar where only she knows it’s there. Instead of shame, I feel nothing but pride. I love that I carry her touch in my skin. I love that I can walk through my day with her mark hidden beneath my clothes, a secret proof that I belong to someone who wants every part of me.

I used to think love was all about striving, about never measuring up, about chasing after someone’s approval and waiting for the day it was taken away. But now? Now it’s this: folding her underwear with trembling hands, drinking her in with every sense, letting her lead me, keep me, nurture me, call me her good boy, and hold me close. Wanting to be hers in every possible way, over and over.

I don’t know where we’re going, but I know I never want it to stop. Because with her, I’m not just loved. I’m known. I’m claimed. I’m home.


Chapter 9: 
Sophie

It’s the kind of morning that feels endless, sun leaking through my curtains, the air warm and lazy, the world outside muffled and far away. The day after July Fourth is always a lull—this time, though, it is luckily a Saturday, the city just a little quieter, half the neighborhood sleeping off barbecue and too much beer. I hear the distant thud of someone’s garbage truck, birds arguing in the trees, and beside me, Marc’s steady breathing, slow and deep, his face half-buried in the pillow I let him steal last night.

I watch him for a while, sprawled in the sheets, skin gold in the sun. We were up too late—too many drinks at my best friend Ashley’s backyard barbecue, then hours tangled in my bed, desperate, giggly, greedy for each other. We’re coming up on five weeks now. A little over a month since that first night. It’s still a secret at work, which makes it hotter—stolen glances in the break room, my hand brushing his wrist under the table, him biting back a smile when someone from HR wanders by. I wonder if anyone’s guessed yet. We haven’t been careful with our friends outside of work—his old roommate knows, Ashley knows, and I suspect at least one of his college buddies caught the way he blushed when I called him baby over the phone. But at work, it’s ours alone. Private. Sacred, in a way.

Marc stirs, rolling onto his back, mouth slack and peaceful. He looks younger like this. Softer. I run my fingers over his chest, slow and idle, feeling the steady rise and fall, the soft curls of hair beneath my palm. He’s all mine. That thought makes me ache. I still haven’t told him how much this means to me—how I’ve never felt so safe, so seen, so entirely wanted. I don’t know if he’d believe me if I did.

He blinks awake, eyes squinting in the sun. “Morning,” he mumbles, voice raw.

I lean over, kiss his cheek. “Stay in bed. I’ll make breakfast.”

He groans in protest, reaching for me. I slip out from under the covers, shivering in the cool air, and tug on a pair of pale-pink panties—the only thing I bother to wear. My dress from yesterday is still on the floor, but I leave it. Let him watch. Let him want.

I pad out to the kitchen, hips swaying, feeling his gaze follow me. The apartment still smells like smoke, grilled corn, beer, and sex from last night, and I smile as I set about making pancakes and coffee. I take my time—sifting the mix, whisking eggs, adding a little extra sugar because Marc likes them sweet. I hear him moving in the bedroom, a lazy thump of the headboard, the sound of him stretching, and it sends a warm rush through me. God, I love this domestic ease—the quiet, the ritual, the small ways I get to take care of him.

I move around the kitchen, thinking of Marc’s little habits. He always straightens the sheets when he gets up, tucking them at the corners the way his mom taught him. There’ll be a glass of water at my bedside before he leaves for work, or a folded towel ready when I shower. Sometimes, when he thinks I’m not looking, he lines up my shoes in the hall so they’re all facing the same way. I think about how easy it is, letting him see me in the morning, messy hair, no makeup, oversized sleep shirt—how it’s never made me self-conscious, just safe. Just wanted.

I find myself humming as I flip pancakes, catching my reflection in the window. I look happy. A little wild. I wonder if he knows how much I look forward to these mornings—how the anticipation of bringing him breakfast, of climbing back into bed and feeding him, makes my whole body hum. It’s normal, but it’s a kind of magic too. A life I never let myself want before.

When the pancakes are done, I stack them on a plate, pour two mugs of coffee, and carry everything back to the bedroom. He’s sitting up now, still no clothes on him, sheets pooled around his waist, hair wild, eyes hungry and soft. I pause in the doorway, letting him take me in—bare legs, pink panties, nipples hard in the morning air. I like the way he looks at me, reverent and a little dazed, like I’m something precious. It makes me bold. I saunter over, setting the tray on the nightstand, then crawl onto the bed, straddling his lap.

“Breakfast is served,” I purr, handing him a fork.

He grins, eyes trailing over my body, hands settling at my hips. “I could get used to this.”

I feed him a bite, then steal one for myself. We eat slowly, syrup sticky on our fingers, the world outside the bedroom fading to nothing. He leans in, licking sugar from my lips, and I kiss him back, slow and deep, savoring the taste of sweet and sleep and Marc.

The rest of the morning dissolves into touches and laughter. I lean across him, trying to clean syrup from his chest with my tongue, only to yelp as he suddenly flips me onto my back, pinning my wrists above my head with one hand. He grins down at me, mock-serious, fork in his other hand like a prize. I twist, laughing, trying to wriggle free, but he’s stronger than he looks—at least until I slip a foot behind his knee and flip us again, landing on top, both of us breathless and giddy.

“Careful, Marc,” I tease, hovering over him, hair falling in his face. “You’re not so tough outside those Excel sheets.”

He smirks, running his hands up my thighs. “I don’t know, I feel pretty powerful right now. Maybe I should start calling you Ma’am in front of everyone.”

My heart does a little flutter. “Don’t you dare. You almost slipped the other day.”

He blushes, remembering. “It was close. I think I called you ‘Sophie, Ma—’ right when Sarah walked by.”

I snort, rolling off him. “If you do, we’re both in for it.”

He grins, settling beside me, our legs tangled. There’s a sweet, secret comfort in knowing we share something no one else at work suspects. Every look, every whispered joke, every accidental brush of hands at meetings—all of it part of our private story.

We play like this for a long time. Tickling, wrestling, trading inside jokes about spreadsheets and printer jams, until we’re both breathless, flushed, happy in a way that feels utterly new. It’s slow-burn and safe, nothing to prove, nothing to hide, but the thrill of being each other’s favorite secret.

Eventually, I slip out of his hold, reaching into the nightstand. I pull out the little bottle of lube and the heavier, thicker plug—definitely not the same one from our first time. We’ve both moved up in size over the last few weeks, playing with each other, teasing, exploring what we can take. Marc’s eyes go wide, but he doesn’t flinch. He trusts me. He always does.

I let the plug rest against his entrance for a while, just tracing slow circles, teasing him. I can see the shiver run through his thighs, the way his breath stutters. He’s already hard, cock twitching against his belly, and it turns me on so much—how needy he gets for me, how willing he is to open up and let me in. There’s a power in this, but it’s gentle, reverent. I savor it.

“Hands above your head,” I tell him, voice low and deliberate. He obeys instantly, muscles taut, pupils blown, lips parted. God, he looks beautiful like this—his hair mussed, skin flushed, chest rising and falling with every shallow breath. All mine.

I slick the plug, making a show of it—twisting it in the light, letting him see how wet and ready it is. I press it to him again, firmer this time. He moans, hips rolling up for more. “Please, Sophie… I need it. Please, Ma’am.”

I keep teasing him, letting just the tip slip inside, then pulling it back. “Patience, sweetheart,” I murmur. “You can take it. Show me how good you are for me.”

Marc’s begging now, voice cracking with need. “Please, please, I love this, I need you to fill me… I want to be your good boy. Let me.”

Finally, I push the plug in—slow, relentless, twisting gently, stretching him until he’s gasping, thighs trembling, cock leaking all over my hand. He looks so fucking gorgeous like this, strung out and open, face naked with trust. No one’s ever given me this before—this surrender, this beauty. It makes me want to ruin him, and take care of him, and keep him safe all at once.

I stroke him, slow at first, then faster, feeling him tense. My other hand keeps the plug moving, working it in gentle, steady circles. He cries out, so close, begging for release. I let him teeter there, right at the brink, my voice soft and commanding in his ear.

“My sweet sweet boy,” I whisper, twisting the plug a little deeper. “Hold it for me. You can take more, can’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whimpers, desperate, hips stuttering under my touch.

I watch every reaction—his eyes fluttering closed, mouth open, chest heaving, muscles straining with the effort to obey. He’s so beautiful like this. I never knew submission could look like this on a man—never knew how much I’d crave it, or how natural it would feel to guide him, praise him, make him mine.

We’ve been here before, him and me. Since that first time I put a plug in him, it’s become our secret routine—sometimes I wear one too, letting him watch as I work it in, feeling my own walls clench and flutter as I move. Sometimes, late in the week when Marc isn’t over, I find myself thinking about him as I reach for my own plug. The first time, it was pure curiosity—stretching out on my stomach, working it in slow, feeling that new fullness, thinking about what it would be like if he watched. The pressure was sharper, the sensation so foreign, and I caught myself moaning into my pillow, hips rocking as I imagined his hands on me, his hungry gaze, the words he’d whisper if he could see me like this. 
Last Wednesday, I even snapped a quick selfie, the plug snug and shining, my thighs trembling, and sent it to him with a simple, thinking of you, babe . The thrill in his response—just a string of desperate, needy words—made me want him all over again.

He’s played with my ass a few times now, fingers working me open, testing what I can take, making me ache to be his first, his only. But mostly it’s Marc who gets to surrender. Mostly it’s Marc who takes this, open and trembling, giving me all his trust. I’ve never had anything back there before, not even a finger—never wanted it with anyone. But with Marc? I want to give him everything. I want him to be my first when I’m ready. I want to make him mine in every way that matters. He doesn’t know yet. He doesn’t know how much I crave giving him that gift. But first, I’ll take his. First, I’ll make him mine.

I kiss my way down his chest, mouth hot and wet, licking a line from his nipple to his belly. My hands stay busy, stroking him, twisting the plug, coaxing him higher. I let the tension build, let him beg a little, his voice ragged and desperate, my name a prayer on his lips.

“You know you make me so proud, don’t you?” I whisper.

He’s shaking now, so close. I slow my hand, keep him right on the edge, watching the need in his eyes.

When he finally cums, it’s hard and messy, his whole body shaking, cock pulsing in my fist as I milk every last drop from him. I don’t let up—I keep stroking, keep praising, keep the plug deep inside until he’s whimpering, oversensitive, clinging to me like he’ll never let go.

After, I cradle him, nuzzling his cheek, fingers tracing lazy circles over his stomach. We lie there, tangled and quiet, hearts thumping in sync, sunlight spilling across the sheets.

I stroke his hair back from his forehead, pressing gentle kisses to his temple, his jaw, the bridge of his nose. “You did so well for me,” I murmur, my voice softer than I mean it to be. “You always do. Thank you for trusting me with everything.” I ease the plug out slowly, careful and patient, watching him sigh with relief and satisfaction. I grab a warm washcloth from the bathroom and clean him up, taking my time, making it a ritual. He watches me through heavy-lidded eyes, lips curved in the smallest, sweetest smile.

For a long moment, we just breathe together, wrapped up in each other, the world outside the sheets a distant memory. I tell him quietly how much I love this—how much I love him —and he squeezes my hand, his fingers lacing with mine, a silent promise for everything still to come.

He’s still soft, utterly limp with pleasure, when I reach back, twisting the plug gently one more time. He gasps, eyes wide, but there’s no fear. Only trust. Only need.

I grin, voice soft and teasing, “You’ll be ready to take more soon, won’t you?”

He moans, surrendering, “Yes, Ma’am.”


Chapter 10 
Marc

There’s a moment after the first rush of waking—before Sophie rolls over, before the world finds its noise—where everything feels still and possible. I lie there in the faint morning light, my arm curled around her waist, her back pressed warm and steady to my chest, and I think: This is my life now. This is us. Not a dream, not a phase. It’s real, and it’s mine.

She stirs, lets out a half-asleep sigh, and nudges back into me, her hair wild against my mouth. I love how she always seems to sense me before she’s fully awake, her body finding mine like it belongs there. When her hand slides over mine, she gives my fingers a gentle squeeze, a silent command to stay close. Sometimes I wonder if she knows how often I wake up early just to watch her—how long I lie there, breathing her in, quietly hoping the day won’t start until she says so. I want to keep her here in this hush, but Sophie is never still for long. Even sleep can’t hold her when she’s ready to take on the world.

Lately, it feels like almost all my mornings start here in her bed. I still have my own place, but Sophie’s apartment—cozy, bright, all her—is becoming more and more like home. She lives alone, the place a quiet gift from her parents when she moved down for uni. They’re not loaded, not some rich family, but definitely more comfortable than mine ever was. Her folks bought her the apartment outright, and you can feel it in the bones of the place—the kind of warmth that comes from never worrying about a landlord or roommates or someone eating the last of your cereal. My own apartment is smaller, always a little crowded with my two housemates’ noise, the kitchen full of leftover takeout, and someone else’s shoes in the hallway. Here, though, it’s just us. Just Sophie’s half-organized, half-chaotic charm, her stacks of books, the scatter of candles, the clean scent of her sheets.

I never planned to start leaving things here, but over the past couple months, my stuff has crept in—first a toothbrush, then a shirt, a bottle of shampoo, my brand of cereal in the cupboard. Now there’s a whole drawer in her dresser with my clothes. A pair of sneakers by the door. My razor on the bathroom shelf next to her perfume. It’s not official—no moving boxes, no serious conversation—but I’m here at least three nights a week, not counting the weekends. Every Sunday night, I swear I’ll sleep at my place for a change, and then I end up here again, her arms pulling me back into bed, her voice mumbling something soft and teasing about how I belong right here. And she’s right. On weekends, there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

Sometimes, when the apartment is quiet, and Sophie’s gone to make coffee or is singing off-key in the shower, I catch myself thinking about how far I’ve come just to end up here. I used to wonder if I’d ever have a place like this—not the apartment, but the feeling. There was one girl, years back, the only relationship I’d had before Sophie, and even calling it that feels like a reach. We lasted a few months, long enough for me to realize how easy it was to disappear in someone else’s life. I never said the right thing. I never asked for what I wanted, barely admitted to myself that I wanted anything at all. She never really saw me. She liked my quiet, but it wasn’t love, just convenience. Before that, every crush I had went nowhere. I’d be the friend, the guy who made them laugh in class, the one who never confessed. Always on the outside, watching other people get chosen. I’d convinced myself I wasn’t meant for more—that someone like me, soft and uncertain, would never be worth that kind of wanting.

But with Sophie, it’s different. She doesn’t just see me. She pulls me into her world, insists I take up space, wants every part of me—even the awkward, scared parts. She makes me feel wanted, chosen, not just accepted but celebrated. Sometimes I’m still afraid it’ll disappear, that I’ll wake up and find out I dreamed her. But she never lets me forget. She claims me, over and over, in a thousand little ways.

The alarm hums, and Sophie’s already turning toward me, grinning. "Up, sweet boy," she murmurs, tugging me by the wrist, her voice warm and bossy in the softest way. I love how easy it is for her to take charge, how good it feels to let her. She’s always the first one out of bed, dragging me into the shower or out to breakfast with the kind of authority that’s half-joke, half-real.

But this morning, she pauses, looking me over with a little smile. "Let me shave you," she says, and for a second, I just stare at her, blinking.

She laughs at my expression. "Sit. Trust me."

I settle on the closed toilet lid, towel around my waist, while she finds her razor, warm water, and a brush. There’s something quietly electric about it—me exposed, her in control. She lathers up the shaving cream with practiced, unhurried motions and spreads it over my jaw, her touch gentle but thorough. She teases me for squirming, tilting my chin where she wants it, wiping the edge of my lip with her thumb. Her voice is low, teasing, telling me to hold still or she’ll "nick my pretty face." I obey. Eyes closed, I surrender to her hands and the slow scrape of the blade. Each stroke is intimate, her breath warm on my cheek, her laughter soft when I tense. When she finishes, she leans in, kisses the tip of my nose, and wipes away the last of the soap with a warm cloth. "See? Perfect. Good boy." My skin tingles. I feel claimed in a way I never have—cared for and wanted and a little weak in the knees from letting her do this for me.

After, we head for the shower. I step under the spray, eyes closed, letting the hot water rinse away the last traces of soap. Sophie slips in behind me—always a little too quick, a little too eager. She runs her soapy hands over my back and chest, massaging my shoulders until I’m loose and smiling. When I try to take the soap from her, she laughs, bats my hand away, and starts washing my hair for me, her fingers scratching my scalp, humming off-key. It’s playful, unhurried—she splashes water down my back and pins me with her hips when I try to turn around. "Hopeless," she teases, grinning, "let me do it."

When I try to wriggle away, she tickles my ribs, holding me in place until I’m laughing and squirming, pinned against the cold tile. She rinses the shampoo from my hair with slow, steady hands, then leans in to kiss my neck, soft and lingering. Her mouth is hot, her hands everywhere, and the air between us thickens with something hungry and electric. By the time we step out, we’re both flushed and breathless. She wraps a towel around my waist, rubs me dry with slow, confident hands, then pecks my cheek. "That’s better. Good boy."

We spend the morning lazy, sunlight stretching over the kitchen. Sophie bosses me around the counter with a smirk, tells me exactly how to make her coffee—just the way she likes it. When I get it right, she grins and pats my hip, and something in me glows. Toast and coffee become a slow dance of little orders and private smiles: "Sit, let me," or "Pass me your plate, baby." She scrolls her phone and reads me bad headlines, dares me to catch crumbs on my tongue. Sometimes she just sits and watches me, her gaze steady, and I feel a quiet thrill at being her focus—her project, her partner, her pleasure.

Later, we head out into the city, the weekend slow and bright. Sophie laces her fingers through mine and leads the way, always a step ahead, tugging me this direction or that, pulling me into little shops with a look that says don’t argue, just follow. I feel a private heat every time she claims me like that. In public, her dominance is all in the details: a hand on my back as we cross the street, her thumb circling my wrist when she wants me to pause, the soft but certain way she asks, "You trust me?" as she drags me toward some ridiculous new store or insists on picking my ice cream flavor for me. It’s not about control for control’s sake—it’s how she cares, how she shows me I matter enough to be guided.

We get called a cute couple more than once—by a barista, by a little old lady outside the park, by a passing friend from Sophie’s old job. She laughs and pulls me closer every time, lets her hand rest on my chest, fingers curling just enough to remind me I’m hers. Sometimes I catch her watching me when she thinks I’m not looking—her gaze all proud, half-teasing. I feel it down to my bones, the way she likes showing me off, the way she makes it safe for me to relax and follow her lead.

At lunch, she orders for both of us—just asks what I want with her eyes, then says it out loud for the waiter, no hesitation. It never feels like she’s talking over me. It feels like she’s making things easy, giving me space to just be present, to enjoy. When I thank her, she bumps my knee under the table, says, "Of course, sweetheart. You know I love taking care of you."

We wander home through the park, her arm slung around my waist, her hand sometimes sliding into my back pocket, claiming me in a way that’s playful and a little possessive. She tells stories about her childhood, about climbing trees, about always being the ringleader, and I listen with a kind of reverence. I realize I want to remember everything she says, every little piece of her she gives me.

Somewhere on the path, she goes quiet. We sit together on a sun-warmed bench, the city muffled and slow around us. Sophie fidgets with my fingers, twisting our hands together, and for a moment, her smile slips.

“Can I tell you something?” she asks, voice lower than before. I nod, my chest tight with a mix of anticipation and worry.

“I’ve never really said this out loud,” she begins, staring at a spot between her shoes. “I always act like I’m unshakeable—like I don’t care if people stay or go, like I don’t need anyone. But that’s a lie. I think I’ve always been afraid I’d be too much for someone. Too intense, too bossy, too… me.” She glances up, searching my face. “I used to think love meant dialing it down, playing it cool. But with you, I don’t have to. I can be all the way myself, and you don’t run.”

Her confession feels like an offering—raw and precious. I squeeze her hand, and the look in her eyes makes me ache. I realize it’s not just me who’s learning how to be loved here. We’re both finding out, together.

Back at her apartment—home, really, though neither of us says it out loud—we collapse on the sofa, and she drops her feet in my lap without asking. It’s not a demand—it’s an invitation. I start rubbing lazy circles on her ankle, and she lets out a soft, contented sigh, wriggling her toes and calling me her "perfect boy." I feel light, useful, needed. The quiet between us is warm, not awkward. Sophie takes her comfort from me the same way I take mine from her, both of us fitting together in new, easy shapes.

At some point, I drift off with my head in Sophie’s lap, her fingers moving slowly through my hair. It’s the safest place I know. Every so often, I wake to her soft voice, asking if I’m asleep, telling me stories about trips she wants to take, dreams she hasn’t dared say out loud—what it’d be like to travel somewhere just us, no plan except to be together, or how she sometimes thinks about adopting a dog when life is less chaotic. I let her talk and only hum in reply, letting her words wrap around me like a second blanket. We laugh about what our kids would be like (too stubborn, too clever by half) and trade silly bets about who’d crack first if we tried to go vegan. All the big, scary things about the future feel smaller here, less threatening, just ideas to play with in the quiet afternoon.

After a while, she bumps my leg with her toes and grins. "Help me with dinner?" We drift into the kitchen, and Sophie immediately takes charge—hands me a knife, tells me exactly how she wants the peppers sliced, teases me for going too slow. I pretend to mess up, just to see her roll her eyes and nudge me out of the way. She slides in behind me to show how it’s done, her arms around my waist, her voice close to my ear. "See? Like this, sweet boy." She’s patient, bossy, quick with laughter. When I try to swipe a piece of cheese, she smacks my hand and then slips it into my mouth herself, watching me chew with a mock-serious nod.

The kitchen is warm with steam and music, and by the time we’re done, there’s a mess of flour on my shirt and a streak of sauce on Sophie’s cheek. I reach over to wipe it away, but she catches my wrist, grins, and pulls me in for a kiss that tastes like basil and something sweeter—her.

As we plate up dinner, Sophie ducks into the cupboard and comes back with a package. She sets it in front of me, a little shy. "Found these at the shop the other day. Figured you’d want them for dessert."

It’s a box of those little lemon cookies I used to get as a kid, the kind I once mentioned missing in a throwaway story weeks ago. I blink, surprised, and for a second, I don’t know what to say. Sophie shrugs, all nonchalance, but I can tell it matters to her. "You always look so happy when you talk about them. Figured you should have some more of that."

I’m grinning, heart too big for my chest. She remembers everything. She pays attention, all the way down to the smallest things that make me me. I take her hand, squeeze, and for a long moment, there’s nothing between us but the glow of being known.

Night comes, and with it, a different kind of closeness. Sophie gets us ready for bed—turns down the sheets, points at my side of the mattress, makes sure I’m tucked in before she is. When I stand by the bed, she comes up behind me, her hands sliding under my shirt, fingers splayed against my ribs. She kisses the nape of my neck, slow and warm, and then helps me pull the shirt over my head. Her mouth finds my collarbone, my chest, trailing gentle kisses over my skin. She whispers, "Beautiful boy," and lets her lips graze my nipple, making me shiver. Her hands roam my body with an ease that still stuns me—mapping every inch, praising every awkward part until I feel both stripped bare and completely safe. When she undresses herself, it’s unhurried, confident, like she trusts I’ll watch every second, which I do. We climb under the covers together, bodies pressed close, her palm resting on my heart. Everything about it feels sexy and soft, urgent and slow—a quiet, nightly claiming I never knew I needed.

She pulls her glasses on and starts reading, but every few pages, she’ll reach out and thread her fingers through my hair, absently scratching my scalp. She always knows how to make me soft for her, how to take whatever tension I have left and dissolve it with a touch. When she sets her book aside, I watch her for a long minute, wanting to say something big and true but scared of ruining the quiet magic.

I reach over, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. "You know you’re my girl, right?" My voice is barely a whisper, but I mean every word.

She smiles at me—soft, wide, nothing held back. "And you’re my sweet boy," she says, tugging me into her arms, wrapping herself around me. In her hold, I feel cherished, kept, and so fucking safe. I let my body go boneless, let her arms lock me down, let myself belong to her all over again.

We lie like that for a long time, breathing in sync. I listen to her heart, the way she sighs, the little murmur of praise she gives me even as she drifts toward sleep—things like, "You’re perfect for me," or "I love how you let me take care of you." Every word seeps into my skin, fills up the parts of me that used to feel too small or too much.

I want to say more, to name what’s blooming inside me, but it catches in my throat. Still, Sophie makes it easy—makes everything  feel easy. I take a deep breath, swallow my nerves, and let it spill out: "I think I’m falling in love with you."

She’s quiet for a beat. Then she leans in, presses a gentle kiss to my forehead, her fingers stroking the back of my neck. "Good," she whispers, her voice fierce and soft. "Because I already have."

My heart stutters, then soars. I close my eyes and let myself believe it—let myself belong. And as I drift toward sleep, Sophie’s arms warm and certain around me, I know I never want to wake up to anything less than this.

***

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!


“Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

The Feminized Cuckold Collection !
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/k1V9Y 


THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND !
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Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other. 

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions. 

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend. 

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/9OkmT 


Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/toJoeJV 


Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 
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Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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