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Giving her what she needs


A forbidden romance of control and care 


Prologue

I met Sam Carter in a dorm hallway when I was eighteen and sleep-deprived, carrying two bags of laundry and a hangover. He offered me Tylenol and a Pop-Tart, and we’ve been best friends ever since.

But that’s not the important part.

The important part is that three weeks later, I followed him home for a long weekend and met his mom.

Holly.

She opened the front door wearing a tank top and denim cutoffs, a pencil stuck behind her ear, and a smudge of paint on her thigh. She was redoing her kitchen—alone—and asked if I could help carry tile boxes inside.

She smiled at me. Said, “Thanks, sweetheart.” Touched my arm when I passed her the tape measure.

I was fucking ruined.

I didn’t know women like her existed outside of movies—warm, sharp, a little chaotic, and beautiful in a way that made your teeth hurt. She wasn’t a mom in the way I’d ever pictured one. She was thirty-five. Too young. Too pretty. Too real.

And after that? I started following Sam home as often as I could.

Holidays. Weekends. Breaks. Laundry days.

Holly always welcomed me with a hug and a sarcastic comment. She called me kiddo even after I turned twenty-one. She let me raid the fridge, crash on the couch, stay longer than I should.

And I let her believe I was harmless.

I never so much as looked at her the wrong way. Not when she walked around in leggings. Not when she’d curl up beside me with a glass of wine and reruns. Not even when I heard her once—late at night, behind closed doors—touching herself.

I never told Sam.

I never made a move.

But I watched.

I watched her laugh. I watched her cry, the year her marriage finally fell apart. I watched her start to unravel, slowly, after the divorce. And I watched her rebuild.

And somewhere along the way, I stopped pretending it was just a crush.

I became obsessed.

Not the teenage kind. Not the kind you get over.

No—this was the kind of obsession that lingered in your bloodstream. That made you protective. That made you possessive of something you never even had.

Four years.

Four years of hiding it.

Four years of playing the good guy, the best friend, the harmless college kid.

And then Sam told me he was leaving.

“Six months,” he said, over beers. “Some startup program in Europe. I’m stoked, but I’m worried about my mom.”

He ran a hand through his hair, looked at me. “She’s not great alone, man. She doesn’t say it, but I know she gets lost in her own head. She’s moving to that tiny house in Maple Hollow next week, and it’s gonna be just her. New place. New town. No friends.”

I waited.

Then came the ask.

“You’re done with school now. No job lined up yet, right? Think you could maybe stay with her for a while? You’ve always been good at keeping her grounded.”

I didn’t answer right away.

Because I was too busy picturing it.

Just me.

Just her.

A house with one bedroom too many.

No Sam.

No one watching.

No one to stop me.

When I looked back up at him, I smiled. “Yeah,” I said. “Of course I’ll stay with her.”


Chapter 1

Maple Hollow looked like a town someone dreamed up after drinking too much chamomile tea.

Quiet streets. Porch swings. A hardware store that still hand-wrote receipts.

Holly’s new house sat on a hill just outside of town—small, white, with blue shutters and flower boxes that hadn’t been filled yet. The driveway was gravel, the porch freshly painted. It was quaint. Safe. Private.

No nosy neighbors.

I pulled up and killed the engine.

The air smelled like pine and summer. There were birds chirping. Wind chimes. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barked.

But all I could think about was her.

She was inside.

Alone.

I grabbed my bag, took the steps two at a time, and knocked once—more for formality than anything. She already knew I was coming.

When the door opened, I nearly forgot how to breathe.

She looked different.

Not like she had changed. But like she had shed something. Her hair was up, a few strands loose around her face. She wore a loose gray tee and black cotton shorts, the kind that clung to her hips and made my hands itch. No makeup. No smile.

Just those warm, brown eyes sweeping over me.

“Hey,” she said. Her voice was soft. “You found it.”

“Of course,” I said. “Would’ve driven all night if I had to.”

She rolled her eyes, but the corner of her mouth twitched. “You drove two hours, Jace. Calm down.”

I didn’t. Couldn’t.

Because she was barefoot, and the house behind her smelled like fresh paint and lemon, and for the first time since I’d met her, there wasn’t anyone else around.

Just me and Holly.

She stepped back to let me in.

“Hope you’re okay with boxes,” she said. “I haven’t unpacked everything yet.”

“Don’t mind,” I said, brushing past her.

Her shoulder grazed mine. Just lightly. Bare skin on bare skin.

My pulse spiked.

The living room was small but bright. Sunlight spilled across the hardwood floors. A blanket was draped over one end of the couch, a half-empty mug sat on the windowsill. Her world was soft, lived-in. And now it had me in it.

I set my bag down. “You sure about this?”

Her brow furrowed. “Sure about what?”

“Me staying.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine.

A beat of silence.

Then she said, “I wouldn’t have said yes if I didn’t want you here.”

The words hit low in my gut.

Want.

Not need, not don’t mind. She wanted me here.

I nodded slowly. “Alright.”

She turned, heading toward the kitchen. “You hungry? I was just about to make something.”

I didn’t move.

I just watched her walk away.

Watched the curve of her hips. The swing of her ponytail. The way her shirt slipped off one shoulder, revealing a line of sun-kissed skin I’d spent years fantasizing about.

I’d made it.

I was in her house.

And for the next six months, I was going to be the only man in her life.

Her son was gone.

And Holly Carter had no idea what she’d just let in the door.

At first, I thought it was part of a dream—some warped echo leaking through the walls.

But then I heard it again.

A choked sob. A sharp inhale, like she’d just come up from underwater.

I sat bolt upright in bed.

Holly.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I was already moving, bare feet hitting the floor, the hallway cold and too quiet. Her door was cracked open just enough to see flickering shadows on the walls.

I didn’t hesitate.

She was sitting upright in bed, one hand gripping the sheets, the other pressed to her chest. Her breath came in jagged gasps, and she was shaking—badly. Her whole body coiled like it couldn’t decide if it wanted to fight or fold.

“Holly,” I said quietly, stepping in.

Her head snapped toward me, eyes wide, pupils blown, but I could tell she wasn’t really seeing me.

She was somewhere else.

“No, no—shit—” She curled forward, arms wrapping around herself, voice cracking. “I—I can’t—”

I was next to her in two strides, sinking to my knees beside the bed. “Hey. It’s me. It’s Jace.”

She didn’t answer—just gasped again, panic clawing at her lungs.

Her hands fisted in the sheets. She looked like she was coming apart from the inside.

I reached for her—carefully, slowly—and touched her arm. “You’re okay. You’re safe. Can you hear me?”

Her head jerked like she wanted to nod, but her breathing hitched and broke again. Her chest rose and fell in rapid, uneven waves.

Fuck. This wasn’t just fear.

This was a full-blown panic attack.

I climbed onto the bed, close but not touching, my voice low and even. “You’re here. You’re not alone, okay? You’re not alone.”

She whimpered—just a small, desperate sound—and pressed both hands to her temples like she could hold her mind together.

I couldn’t stand it.

I leaned in, closer, letting my thigh brush hers. “Holly. Look at me.”

She blinked through tears, her gaze finally flickering to mine—but barely. Like she was struggling to anchor herself.

I brought a hand to her shoulder, grounding. “You’re having a panic attack. But it’s going to pass. Just breathe with me, alright?”

She shook her head. “I can’t—Jace—I can’t, I can’t—”

I moved in instinctively, wrapping an arm around her back. She was damp with sweat, tense as a wire, but she didn’t pull away.

“Then just listen to me,” I whispered. “Let me be here. Let me help you.”

Her hands found the front of my shirt—clutching hard, like she needed something to hold onto or she’d float off the bed and into pieces.

Her breath was still spiraling, raw and frantic.

I kept my tone soft. “You’re okay. You’re not alone. I’ve got you.”

And I did. I held her as she trembled, as her ribs fought for breath, as the panic burned through her like a fever.

And while every possessive instinct inside me roared to take over—to wrap her up, carry her into calm—I didn’t move.

I just held her there, in the dark, listening to every broken breath, every shiver, every tiny gasp.

Holly Carter was falling apart in my arms.

And I was going to be the one to put her back together.

She was still shaking.

Still clinging to my shirt like it was the only solid thing in the world.

Her breath wouldn’t settle. Her eyes were wild. I could feel her pulse hammering through her skin—hot and fast and terrified.

And fuck me, I’d never seen anything more beautiful.

Not because she was broken.

But because she was letting me see it.

Letting me hold her while she fell apart.

“Holly,” I murmured again, stroking her hair gently. “You’re still here. You’re safe.”

She whimpered, chest hitching.

It wasn’t getting better. Her mind was still spiraling, dragging her deeper. She wasn’t going to claw her way out on her own. Not like this.

She needed something else.

Something grounding. Soothing.

Something to suck.

It was a real thing—studied, written about. The act of sucking calmed the nervous system. Babies. Kids. Even adults. It gave the brain something to latch onto. A way to self-soothe, to regulate.

And what better to give her?

What better to feed her than me?

I slid a hand up her back, voice low and steady. “Holly. I’m going to ask you something, and I need you to really think before you answer, okay?”

She didn’t speak, but her grip on me tightened like she was listening.

I leaned close, forehead nearly touching hers. “Do you trust me?”

A long, ragged pause.

Then: “Yes.”

That single word landed like a match on dry tinder.

“Good,” I whispered, brushing a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “Then let me help. Don’t think. Don’t panic. Just… focus on this.”

I moved slowly, deliberately, shifting my hips on the bed so I was sitting back against the headboard, guiding her gently between my legs.

She followed, unthinking, caught in the haze.

My shorts were already loose. One tug and I was free.

Hard, aching, ready.

I cupped her jaw, tilting her face up toward mine.

“You’re still panicking,” I murmured, thumbing beneath her chin. “Your body’s in overdrive. But this?” I tapped her lips. “This can help. Just suck. That’s all I want. That’s all this is. Just something for you to hold onto.”

Her eyes were wide, tear-bright, but she didn’t pull away.

I guided her forward.

Let her feel the weight of me against her mouth.

And when her lips parted—hesitant, trembling—I didn’t groan. Didn’t thrust.

I just stroked her hair, calm and slow.

“That’s it,” I said softly. “Just take what you need. As much as you need. I’m right here.”

Her mouth closed around me.

And everything inside me went still.

She wasn’t performing. Wasn’t teasing.

She was desperate.

Her lips sucked greedily, rhythm uneven, breath still shaky around me.

And I just let her have it.

One hand in her hair, the other on her back, guiding her gently—not with force, but with permission.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Just like that. Let it settle you. Let it take the edge off.”

Because this wasn’t about me.

Not yet.

This was for her.

For the way her body slowly stopped trembling.

For the way her hands relaxed in my lap.

For the way her breathing finally began to smooth out, the panic draining from her inch by inch with every slow, sucking pull of her mouth.

She was calming.

Coming back down.

And I’d given her that.

My cock, her mouth, my permission.

And she didn’t even realize yet—she’d already started to give herself to me.

Her mouth was still on me.

Warm, wet, soft—sucking with uneven rhythm, like she didn’t even realize what she was doing. Like it wasn’t about me at all.

And it wasn’t.

Not yet.

This was hers.

Her body was still humming with adrenaline, her breath catching every few strokes. But she was coming down. Calming. Letting the motion lull her into something quieter.

I cradled the back of her head, slow and steady. Letting her work. Letting her breathe me in.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Just keep going.”

She whimpered softly around me, and fuck, I felt it all the way down.

“Feels better, doesn’t it?” I said, low and quiet, like I was reading her mind. “Your chest isn’t so tight. Your hands aren’t shaking anymore.”

Another slow suck.

She was listening.

Even if she didn’t realize it, she was already responding to me.

I stroked her hair, tender but possessive. “You did good tonight.”

She made a sound—barely audible, somewhere between relief and surrender.

“And next time?” I murmured. “You don’t wait.”

Her pace slowed, but she didn’t stop.

“You feel something creeping in,” I continued, “you find me.”

My thumb traced the shell of her ear, gentle. “You don’t ask. You don’t speak. You just get on your knees and put your mouth right here.” I nudged gently against her tongue. “Understand?”

She gave the faintest nod, the motion limited by how deep I already sat against her lips.

I smiled.

Didn’t move. Didn’t push.

Just fed her another inch.

“I don’t care where we are,” I whispered. “The kitchen. The backyard. My lap while I’m on the phone. You need to come down?” My fingers curled tighter in her hair. “Use me.”

She moaned around me.

A tiny, helpless sound that vibrated up my spine like she’d just handed me her soul.

I exhaled, deep and even.

“That’s it,” I said again, quieter now. “That’s my girl.”

She didn’t react—but she didn’t stop either.

And somewhere in the back of her fogged-up mind, I knew it was clicking into place.

Not as a command.

Not as control.

But as comfort.

As instinct.

From now on, when the world fell out from under her, she wouldn’t reach for a pill, or a drink, or a pillow to scream into.

She’d come to me.

Drop to her knees.

Open her mouth.

And suck.

No shame. No hesitation.

Just that soft, desperate need…

…and me, waiting to feed it.

She was so soft now.

Still on her knees, head bowed in my lap, mouth full of me—but peaceful. Her breathing had evened out. Her hands were resting lightly on my thighs, no longer gripping like she was falling.

And I could feel it.

The way she wasn’t just calming. She was settling.

Soothing herself with slow, lazy sucks, her tongue brushing under the head like her body had decided this was what safety tasted like.

I watched her.

Eyes half-lidded, chest warm and tight.

And I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

I stroked her hair, gentle. “I’m gonna cum, Holly.”

Her mouth stilled for a moment. Her lips stayed wrapped around me, but I felt the pause—the unspoken question in the way her eyes flicked up just enough to meet mine.

I leaned down, voice low and even.

“You can stop, if you want. But…” I dragged my thumb along her jaw, soft and slow. “It might actually help, if you don’t.”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t pull away.

Just… watched me.

I kept my tone calm. Casual. “It’s warmth. Pressure. A different kind of focus. Your body associates it with reward, with grounding.”

Her lips sucked again, instinctive now.

I smiled. “It’s good for you, sweetheart.”

Her eyelids fluttered.

She didn’t stop.

And when I let go—low groan in my throat, hands fisting in the sheets—she took it.

Every last drop.

Didn’t flinch. Didn’t gag. Didn’t pause.

Just sucked.

Swallowed.

And kept going.

Slow, steady drags of her mouth, like it was still part of the process. Like she needed the movement to finish coming down.

I felt the aftershocks all through her—her breath hitching once, then settling again. Her body relaxing even more now, her hands drifting up my thighs like she wanted to stay connected.

Then came the kisses.

Little ones.

Tiny, wet presses of her mouth along my length, then down lower—soft licks and nuzzles, her tongue slow and lazy, not seductive, not performative—just soothing.

Like she was calming herself with it.

Using me like a fix.

I brushed her hair off her cheek, watching the way she let her lips glide along my skin, the way her fingers circled lightly over my hip.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Just like that. You’re doing so good.”

She made a soft, content sound. Barely a hum.

And for a long moment, I just let her have me.

Let her kiss.

Let her lick.

Let her linger.

Because something had shifted tonight—and she felt it, too.

She wasn’t just giving in to panic anymore.

She was giving in to me.

She didn’t stop.

Even after I came, even after the edge dulled and my muscles softened under her, she kept me in her mouth.

Not sucking anymore. Just… holding.

Cradled between her lips like she needed it. Like it was comfort now. A tether.

Her eyes were closed. Her breathing was soft.

And every few minutes, I felt the tiniest shift—her tongue nudging, lips adjusting, like her body needed to keep me close even in sleep.

I brushed my hand down her back. She didn’t stir.

Her head rested in my lap, cheek against my thigh, arms curled in loosely like she’d melted into me without a second thought.

And my cock?

Still in her mouth.

Still wrapped in warmth.

Like she didn’t want to let it go.

Didn’t even think to.

I exhaled slowly, dragging my fingers through her hair.

This was the moment.

Not the blowjob. Not the swallowing. Not even the kisses.

This.

Her falling asleep like I was her favorite thing in the world.

Like I was something her body had claimed without asking her mind for permission.

I didn’t say a word.

I didn’t move.

I just sat there in the quiet, letting her use me.

Letting her rest.

Letting the bond settle in her nervous system like a trigger she’d come back to again and again.

From now on, panic wouldn’t mean pills or tears or isolation.

It would mean me.

My body. My cock. My presence.

I was her calm.

Her comfort.

Her pacifier.

And when she woke up tomorrow, lips still parted around me?

She wouldn’t know why she felt better.

She’d just know she needed me again.


Chapter 2

I woke up hard.

Which wasn’t new—not in this house, not with her in it.

But this was different.

There was warmth around me.

Wet, steady pressure. Gentle suction.

Her mouth.

My eyes opened slow, heavy with sleep, and there she was—curled up in my lap, same as last night, head resting against my thigh. Her arms were tucked beneath her, one hand curled lightly around the base of my cock.

And she was sucking.

Softly.

Sleepily.

Still asleep.

Her lips were parted just enough to hold me, her tongue brushing in slow, unconscious strokes. Not arousal. Not desire.

Instinct.

Like her body remembered.

Like it had decided, without her permission, this is what we do now.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t say a word.

Just watched.

Her hair spilled over her shoulder, messy and sweet. Her cheeks were flushed with sleep, breath low and even. And her mouth—God, her mouth was perfect around me. Gentle. Familiar.

Every few seconds, she’d shift—just slightly. Re-press her lips. Let her tongue flick lazily under the head, like she was adjusting for comfort.

She didn’t know what she was doing.

But her body did.

I exhaled, long and quiet, hand drifting to her hair. I stroked it slowly, rhythmically, like I was petting something precious.

And then—her lashes fluttered.

A little inhale.

She blinked.

Her mouth paused… but didn’t move away.

She looked up at me, confused. Still dreamy, still lost in that in-between state.

I said nothing.

Just watched her.

Let her realize where she was. What she was doing.

And she did.

I saw it click—the slow, dawning awareness.

But she didn’t pull back.

She just… blinked again. Brows pinching slightly, lips still around me.

Her tongue twitched.

Then sucked.

Soft.

Barely there.

Like her body was trying to self-soothe while her mind caught up.

I smiled—gentle, quiet, mine.

“You’re okay,” I said softly, brushing a knuckle across her cheek. “You’re just waking up.”

She swallowed, slowly.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Just stayed there.

Mouth on me.

Like part of her didn’t want to let go.

Like she didn’t know why she was there, but leaving it—leaving me—would be worse.

And I wasn’t about to stop her.

Because her body had learned something last night.

And this?

This was how it remembered peace.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Her lips stayed around me, soft and sweet, like maybe she wasn’t sure if she was awake—or if this was just another dream where she felt calm, safe, held.

I didn’t rush her.

Didn’t say a word.

I just kept stroking her hair, slow and steady, like I was rocking her through it.

And she stayed.

Her lashes were heavy, her breath slow, her tongue flicking in quiet, barely-there motions. Not trying to arouse. Not trying to please.

Just soothe.

Every so often, her mouth would shift—press deeper, suck a little harder, then fall back into that lazy rhythm.

She was using me again.

Just like I told her to.

And she didn’t even know it.

I leaned back against the headboard, legs stretched out, one arm behind my head. My other hand drifted to her neck, thumb brushing along her hairline.

She shivered—just faintly.

I dipped my fingers lower. Rubbed slow circles at the base of her skull.

She made a sound against me.

Not a moan.

Not pleasure.

Just… relief.

Like something inside her loosened.

“Good girl,” I whispered, barely above a breath.

She didn’t respond.

But she didn’t stop.

Her hand rested on my thigh now, fingers curled against the skin like she was afraid I might vanish if she let go.

And when I gently rocked my hips—just the smallest motion—she adjusted automatically.

Took me in deeper.

Held me there.

No shame. No hesitation. No thought.

Her body had made the choice.

And now her mind was just along for the ride.

I could’ve stayed like that for hours.

Her mouth on me, warm and open.

Her breath ghosting over my skin.

That sleepy weight of her head resting in my lap like it belonged there.

Because it did.

It belonged to me now.

And when her sucking slowed to a stop, lips soft and barely parted, she didn’t pull away.

She just let me rest inside her.

And drifted…

back to sleep.

Still curled around me.

Still connected.

Still mine.


Chapter 3

The sunlight was soft through Holly’s bedroom window—pale and warm, casting lazy shadows across the floor. Her room smelled like lemon wood polish and cotton sheets.

My things were already half unpacked.

I hadn’t told her yet.

Hadn’t asked.

But my duffel was on the floor beside her dresser. My folded shirts were going into her drawers. My phone charger was already coiled neatly by her nightstand.

I’d claimed her space.

Not in a rush. Not with a speech.

Just… quiet permanence.

Because she didn’t need to ask why I was here.

I was here for her.

And I wasn’t going anywhere.

My phone buzzed. I answered without checking. “Hey.”

Sam’s voice came through, bright and crackling. “You settle in alright?”

I smiled faintly, shifting a pile of socks into the top drawer. “Yeah. It’s nice. Quiet. She seems good.”

“Good,” he said. “Seriously, thanks again for this. I know it’s not exactly a party town.”

“I don’t mind quiet.”

Through the open door, I saw her.

Holly.

She was in the hallway—barefoot, hair messy, a box of towels in her arms.

But she’d stopped.

Just stood there.

Looking at me.

She said nothing.

Just watched.

Sam kept talking, something about his flight itinerary, but my focus narrowed to one thing: her eyes.

The way they lingered on the room.

On my bag.

On me.

I didn’t speak.

Didn’t beckon.

Didn’t even look directly at her.

I just let her decide.

And after a few long seconds—she did.

She stepped inside, slow and quiet, box forgotten. Walked to me like she was half-dreaming. The mattress dipped behind me as she lowered herself to her knees, fingers brushing my thigh.

And then her mouth was on me.

Warm.

Open.

Soothing.

I kept the phone to my ear, voice even.

“Yeah,” I murmured, watching the top of her head bob gently. “Jet lag’s gonna be rough. You should sleep on the plane if you can.”

She sucked slow. Lazy. Like she was easing herself into calm.

Sam didn’t notice a thing.

And why would he?

To him, I was just the best friend.

To her?

I was a lifeline.

Her rhythm was soft. Barely a pull, more like a pacifier than anything else. No urgency. No lust.

Just quiet, obedient need.

And I gave it to her.

Let her have it.

Because this was what she was learning.

Not in words.

In ritual.

Feel anxious? Find Jace.

Feel too much? Drop to your knees.

Need peace?

Put your mouth where it belongs.

“Alright,” I said into the phone, threading a hand through her hair like it was the most natural thing in the world. “I’ll tell her you called.”

She moaned softly around me—barely a sound.

Just a breath of relief.

And I smiled.

Because she hadn’t said a single word since walking in.

And she didn’t need to.

She already knew exactly what she was.

The call ended with a soft beep.

I dropped the phone behind me, barely glancing away.

Because she was still sucking.

Soft, slow, like a lullaby playing in the back of her mind. Her lips moved on me with lazy devotion, her body curled between my legs like it was her favorite place in the world.

And maybe it was.

She didn’t look up.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t ask.

Just kept going.

Like her body had decided—this was how she regulated now. This was what soothed her.

I let my fingers slide through her hair, gentle but steady.

“Still helping yourself,” I murmured. “Good girl.”

She moaned around me, barely a sound, more breath than voice.

My cock pulsed between her lips.

I was close.

And she was still sucking, slow and obedient, like she didn’t even notice how hard I was getting again.

Or maybe she did.

And she didn’t care.

My hand settled at the back of her head, not forcing—just holding.

“Gonna come,” I said softly, like I was telling her what time it was. “And you’re going to swallow every drop, baby.”

She didn’t stop.

Didn’t hesitate.

My voice dropped lower, rougher with need. “Because it’s good for you. You hear me?”

Another soft, rhythmic pull from her mouth.

“Full of protein,” I murmured, thumb stroking her cheek. “Warm. Grounding. You take it all, and you’ll feel better for the rest of the day.”

Her tongue licked under the head.

I groaned, hips tensing. “You don’t even have to think. Just let me give it to you.”

And then I came.

Hard.

Spilling down her throat, every pulse dragged out by the slow, hungry suction of her mouth.

And she swallowed.

All of it.

Like it was medicine.

Like it was mine to give and hers to take.

She kept sucking, even after—soft, calming motions, like she needed to milk the last of it just to feel whole.

I didn’t stop her.

Didn’t say a word.

I just let her do it.

Because this was what she was learning:

My cock was comfort.

My come was calm.

My body was hers to use whenever the world got too loud.

And hers?

Hers was mine to keep.

She was still sucking, slow and soft, lips slack like her whole world had narrowed down to the rhythm of it.

But I could feel her breathing shift. Just a little.

That edge of awareness creeping back in.

I wasn’t ready to let her come all the way up yet.

I didn’t want her thinking.

I wanted her relaxed. Warm. Floaty.

So I reached down and gently cupped her chin.

“Come here,” I murmured.

She let me guide her off with one last soft pull, mouth glossy, cheeks pink. Dazed.

I stood and bent down to her, hooking my hands under her arms. She didn’t resist as I lifted her off the floor, like her body knew mine would carry her wherever she needed to go.

I laid her on the bed, slow and careful, her head hitting the pillow like she was made to melt there.

Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted.

She looked like she wanted to ask why—what I was doing.

I didn’t give her the space to.

“You did so good,” I murmured, kneeling over her. “But you’re still holding a little tension.”

Her brows pulled slightly, like she didn’t want to admit it, even though we both knew it was true.

“That’s okay,” I whispered, brushing her hair off her forehead. “I’ve got you.”

My hands slid under the hem of her shirt.

She didn’t stop me.

Didn’t even blink.

I peeled it up slowly—soft, not rushed—exposing her inch by inch.

Smooth skin.

Bare belly.

No bra.

I exhaled softly through my nose.

Fuck, she was beautiful like this. Warm and flushed and open.

I tossed the shirt aside and lowered myself down, one hand sliding over her ribs.

She sucked in a tiny breath.

“You’re okay,” I murmured. “Just going to help you relax.”

And then I kissed her breast.

Not rough. Not greedy.

Just lips on soft skin.

Worshipful.

She made a soft sound—barely a breath, but it went straight to my spine.

I licked slowly over her nipple, then took it into my mouth and sucked.

Gentle.

Rhythmic.

The same way she’d been on me minutes before.

Her hand found the back of my head, fingers curling—but not to push me away.

To hold me there.

To keep it.

“Let me take care of you,” I whispered against her skin, voice rough now, reverent. “Let me be what calms you.”

I moved to the other breast, mouth closing around her nipple, sucking slowly while my hand circled and teased the one I’d left behind.

She whimpered—quiet and breathless.

Her thighs shifted.

Her back arched.

But she didn’t speak.

Didn’t stop me.

Because I wasn’t touching her like a man trying to take.

I was touching her like she was mine to protect.

To worship.

To ease.

And the deeper I pulled her nipple into my mouth, the more she melted.

Right there.

Under me.

Soft. Needy. Safe.

Her body was humming under me.

Not from arousal alone—though it was there, building, thick and low—but from something deeper.

Trust.

Her arms had gone lax above her head. Her fingers twitched against the sheets like she didn’t know what to hold onto. Her eyes fluttered every time I sucked her nipple into my mouth, and her thighs kept parting just a little more, her body aching for connection.

But I wasn’t rushing.

I wasn’t chasing anything.

I was giving.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I murmured, dragging my tongue slowly across her skin. “You just lie there. Let me take care of you.”

She whimpered, barely a sound, back arching into my mouth like her body believed me more than her mind could.

I took her breast deeper again—sucking, licking, teasing the tip with my tongue in soft flicks, slow circles, steady pulls.

And her breathing… God.

Every inhale was longer.

Every exhale softer.

Like I was rewiring her, one nerve at a time.

I switched to the other, giving it the same slow worship—kisses that lingered, tongue dragging along the sensitive edge before I wrapped my lips around her again.

Her skin tasted like sleep and sweat and her.

I could’ve stayed there all morning.

And I planned to.

My hand drifted up along her ribs, fingers splayed. No squeeze. No demand. Just warmth.

Touch.

Presence.

“I love how soft you get when you stop trying to hold it together,” I said softly, letting her nipple slip from my lips. “How your body just listens.”

Her chest rose in a shaky breath.

My mouth found her again, this time between her breasts, then lower—slow, not leaving a single inch untouched.

“You don’t need to explain it,” I whispered between kisses. “Why it works. Why this calms you.”

Another flick of my tongue across her nipple.

Another shiver.

“You don’t need words.”

She nodded faintly, lips parted, gaze hazy and wet.

“I already know,” I breathed, kissing over her heart. “And I’ll keep doing it. Whenever you need it. However long it takes.”

My hands cupped both breasts now, thumbs brushing her nipples in slow, rhythmic circles, while my mouth worked its way back and forth—lick, kiss, suck—never rushing.

Never demanding.

Just offering.

She moaned again, this time low and loose, like something deep inside her had finally let go.

Her legs shifted under me. Her hips lifted slightly, as if her body wanted more—but wasn’t sure what.

I stayed where I was.

Mouth on her skin.

Hands holding her gently in place.

Because she wasn’t ready for more.

She was ready for this.

For being touched like something sacred.

For being held through her unraveling.

And I wasn’t going to stop until her body stopped trembling.

Until she forgot how to hold herself up—

—because she finally knew I would do it for her.

Her breathing was different now.

Not panicked.

Not shaky.

Just… shallow. Unsteady in a new way.

Like her body had drifted out of the storm and landed in something warm. Safe. Wanting.

Her thighs shifted beneath me again—restless. Needy.

I lifted my head from her chest and looked up at her. Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted, skin glowing with that soft, flushed haze.

I could’ve kept worshipping her breasts for hours.

But I knew what she needed now.

What would empty the last of that noise still clinging to her.

What would replace it with heat, with stillness, with release.

I kissed down her belly—slow, open-mouthed presses that made her stomach jump under my lips.

She didn’t stop me.

Didn’t even ask where I was going.

She just breathed.

And let me.

When I reached the waistband of her shorts, I paused—my fingers resting on the fabric.

Her hips lifted, barely a motion.

That was all I needed.

I slid them down, slow and careful, revealing inch by inch. Skin. Heat. The soft swell of her inner thighs.

No panties.

My breath caught. Not from surprise.

From how ready she was.

Her folds were glistening. Spread just enough to see the slick sheen catching the light.

All that tension—

All that surrender—

Pooling between her legs.

I lowered myself between her thighs, hands spreading her open gently, reverently.

And I didn’t rush.

I just watched for a second.

Owned it.

Then I leaned in and gave her the first slow lick of my tongue.

She gasped.

Her hips jerked, just a little.

I pressed a hand over her lower belly to keep her grounded. “Shhh,” I whispered, kissing her inner thigh. “This is still part of it.”

Her breath stuttered.

I licked again—long and slow, from the bottom of her slit to the top, circling her clit without pressure, just enough to tease.

She whimpered.

My hands framed her hips now, holding her still as I buried my mouth deeper, tongue stroking through her folds in warm, wet passes. Not fast. Not hungry.

Just present.

My lips found her clit. I kissed it. Sucked it once, slow.

She gasped again—higher this time.

But still no words.

Just breath and sound.

I flicked my tongue against her clit in soft, steady pulses. The kind that built. The kind that broke down walls.

Her thighs trembled around my head.

I moaned against her, letting the sound vibrate through her body. She responded instantly—hips rising, hands gripping the sheets.

I didn’t stop.

I licked her again.

And again.

My tongue worked in smooth rhythm, lips soft around her, one hand drifting up to palm her breast, rubbing her nipple as I sucked her deeper into quiet chaos.

She was unraveling beneath me—slow, sweet, and so damn perfect.

I sucked harder now, faster. Still gentle. Still measured. But with purpose.

She gasped—louder. Her body lifted off the bed, every muscle coiling tight.

I didn’t let up.

Just kept licking. Kept kissing.

Until she cried out—a raw, broken sound—and came against my mouth, her whole body arching as her release took her over completely.

I held her through it.

Tongue still moving, soft now. Just enough to ease her down. To ride out every last shiver.

And when she went still beneath me—wrecked, chest heaving, hands open and slack on the sheets—I kissed her clit one more time.

And whispered, “That’s it.”

Because now?

She wasn’t just calm.

She was mine.

She lay there, glowing in the aftermath—skin flushed, chest rising and falling in soft waves, lips parted like the release had emptied her completely.

I stayed between her legs for a moment, watching the way her body twitched with the last traces of aftershock. Then I leaned up, kissed her thigh, and reached for the edge of the sheet.

She made a soft sound as I wiped her clean—slow, careful, like I was handling something breakable. She didn’t open her eyes. Just let me touch her, legs falling farther open in trust.

When I was done, I slid up the bed and pulled my shirt off, dropping it beside hers.

Now we were both naked.

No pretense. No barrier.

Just skin on skin.

I slipped under the sheet with her and opened my arms.

She hesitated.

Not from fear.

Just from that little flicker of uncertainty—am I allowed?

I didn’t speak.

I just waited.

And after a breath, she came to me.

Moved in slow, small shifts.

Her head found my chest. Her hand found my stomach.

Then she paused again—right there, between my legs.

I felt the moment she decided.

Her hand curled around my cock, soft and warm, and then her lips wrapped gently around the head.

No pressure. No lust.

Just a slow, quiet suck—like her body needed it to settle.

I exhaled.

Ran my fingers through her hair.

“That’s it,” I whispered, barely audible. “Just like that.”

She didn’t respond.

She just stayed there—curled between my legs, mouth holding me with the softest suction, like her favorite pacifier.

Like this was where she belonged.

The suction slowed even more.

We weren’t even touching in any obvious way now.

Just warmth.

Just skin.

Just her breath slowing into sleep.

Her mouth slackening just enough to keep me held there, not letting go.

I leaned back, head on the pillow, one arm around her shoulders.

And smiled.

Because she’d chosen this.

Again.

No words.

No questions.

Just instinct.

And when she finally slipped into sleep—mouth still wrapped around me, body nestled against mine like it belonged there—

—I knew:

She wouldn’t need to be told next time.

She’d come to me on her own.

Every time.


Chapter 4

The sun had shifted, long amber light casting soft shadows across the room.

She was still between my legs.

Still warm.

Still sucking.

Slow.

Rhythmic.

Like a dream she hadn’t woken from yet.

My hand rested in her hair, stroking gently, keeping her there without holding her down. I’d been awake for a while now, just watching her—feeling the soft drag of her tongue every few minutes, the lazy seal of her lips like she didn’t want to lose contact even in sleep.

She shifted slightly.

A slow inhale through her nose.

Then I felt it—awareness blooming behind her movements.

Her mouth stilled, but didn’t move away.

Her lashes fluttered against my skin.

Then, after a beat, she sucked again.

Soft. Just once.

Then another.

Not out of lust.

Not even out of confusion.

But comfort.

She nuzzled slightly against my thigh, and I watched her slowly come into herself—waking up with her mouth wrapped around my cock like it was normal.

Like it was hers.

I smiled.

“Hey,” I murmured, voice low and gentle.

She stilled again. Then pulled back just enough to look up at me.

Her eyes were sleep-heavy. Lips swollen. Confused, but calm.

“Jace,” she whispered, like it was a question and an answer all in one.

I brushed a thumb across her cheek. “You okay?”

She didn’t speak right away.

Her gaze flicked to where her hand was still curled loosely around me. Her brow furrowed—just a little. Processing.

Then she leaned back in.

Kissed the head.

Licked slowly along the underside.

Soft.

Deliberate.

Like she was testing the way it made her feel.

“I… don’t know why this helps,” she whispered, voice hoarse with sleep. “But it does.”

I kept stroking her hair. “It’s okay. You don’t have to explain it.”

She nodded faintly, then pressed another kiss to the tip.

Slow.

Lingering.

“I should be freaking out,” she murmured, another lick following the words. “Shouldn’t I?”

“No,” I said gently. “You should be doing exactly what feels good.”

She closed her eyes.

Sucked again—longer this time, like the words had settled something in her chest.

Then she pulled back just far enough to kiss the head again. Then her tongue traced a lazy circle, followed by another soft kiss to the shaft.

Like a lollipop.

Warm.

Sweet.

Grounding.

Her voice was smaller now. “I don’t understand it.”

“You don’t need to,” I murmured. “Your body gets it.”

She hummed—low and soft—and kissed me again. Then another kiss, lower this time, a slow, wet drag of her tongue.

I exhaled through my nose, staying still, letting her take.

Because this wasn’t about sex.

Not now.

This was therapy.

Her own personal ritual.

And I was going to give her as much of it as she wanted.

As often as she needed.

Because every time she wrapped her lips around me like this…

She gave me another piece of herself.

And she didn’t even know it.

She was still kissing along my cock.

Slow, wet kisses like she wasn’t ready to give it up—but she was curious now. Aware. Wanting.

I let her linger there, warm mouth nuzzling along the length, her breath coming softer with every pass.

But then I cupped her jaw, guiding her up, gentle but firm.

“C’mere,” I murmured. “I want your mouth somewhere else for a minute.”

She blinked up at me—cheeks flushed, lips pink, eyes still heavy from the nap—but didn’t question it.

She climbed into my lap, skin sliding over mine as she settled over my hips.

And when she straddled me, thighs spread, tits pressed to my chest?

I tilted her face to mine and said softly, “You know what else helps you?”

She blinked. “…What?”

“Kissing.”

She gave a faint, confused smile. “Kissing?”

I nodded. “Deep. Slow. Tongue. It settles your nervous system. Lowers cortisol. Brings your body into rhythm with mine.”

Her lips parted just slightly, her breath catching between us.

I leaned in, brushing my mouth against hers. “It’s therapy, baby. Just like everything else.”

Then I kissed her.

Not fast. Not hard.

Just full.

Tongue sliding slowly into her mouth, guiding hers into a rhythm—warm, wet, slow.

She melted into it almost immediately.

Her fingers curled against my shoulders. Her breath stuttered. But she didn’t pull back.

She kissed me like she’d been waiting for it without even knowing—like her body had needed this, too.

And while our tongues rolled together, I let my hands drift up.

Palmed her breasts.

Played with her nipples.

Soft at first—thumbs brushing, circling, teasing the hardened tips as our mouths moved in slow, slick unison.

She moaned into the kiss, hips shifting over me.

I rolled her nipples gently between my fingers, tugging just enough to make her squirm.

She gasped against my mouth.

But didn’t stop.

If anything, she kissed me deeper—sloppier, more needy.

And I gave it right back.

Tongue slow and steady.

Hands working her breasts like they were the only thing worth touching.

She whimpered softly, lips breaking from mine only to return again—messier now. Hotter.

And every time she started to get breathless, to break away, I just whispered:

“Keep going.”

“This helps, too.”

“You need this.”

And she believed me.

Because the longer I kissed her—

the deeper she let me tease her nipples—

the more calm she became.

The tension slipped off her one kiss at a time, until she was just rocking in my lap, mouth soft and open, hands fisted in my hair like she never wanted to stop.

She was learning something new again.

That she didn’t just need my cock.

She needed my kiss.

My hands.

My everything.

The little market on Main Street smelled like rosemary and citrus cleaner.

Wood floors. Handwritten chalk signs. Produce in baskets like we were in a damn Hallmark movie.

Holly pushed the cart in front of me, one hand loosely on the bar, the other brushing her hair behind her ear like she didn’t know what to do with herself.

She was stressed.

I could see it in the way her shoulders were tight, her steps too fast, her focus skimming over labels like they were written in another language.

It wasn’t big panic.

Not like last night.

Just a quiet hum in her system. Background noise.

But I wasn’t about to let it grow.

I stepped up behind her and wrapped an arm low around her waist.

She tensed for half a second—then melted.

My hand slid under her shirt, palm flat over her bare stomach. Warm. Grounding.

“You’re too tense,” I murmured near her ear.

She didn’t argue.

I leaned in and pressed a kiss to her temple. Then down to her jaw.

Then—when she turned to look at me with that soft, dazed question in her eyes—I kissed her on the mouth.

Slow.

Deep.

Right there between the onions and the out-of-season peaches.

She melted into it, one hand on my chest, lips soft and warm against mine. Her breathing changed. Slowed.

I pulled back and said, “That’s better.”

A woman pushing a stroller passed us, gave us a brief, curious look.

“You two are so cute,” she said with a smile. “Still in the honeymoon phase, huh?”

I smiled back, easy and warm. “Something like that.”

Holly blinked, lips still parted.

The woman moved on, none the wiser.

Holly’s voice was barely a whisper. “She thought we were married.”

I leaned close again, voice low. “Did you correct her?”

Her breath hitched.

“No.”

“Good.”

I kissed her again, soft and slow, my hand still spread across her stomach like it belonged there.

Because it did.

We walked the rest of the store like that.

Me behind her. Hand on her waist. Sometimes on her hip.

When she looked anxious, I kissed her.

When she hesitated too long in an aisle, I took the item from her hand and placed it in the cart.

She didn’t argue.

Didn’t pull away.

She just let me—like something in her had finally accepted that letting me lead made everything easier.

And I made damn sure everyone who saw us knew she was mine.

We were in the back corner of the store.

A narrow aisle lined with glass bottles of olive oil and vinegar, soft indie music playing from the ceiling speakers. No one else around—just the muted buzz of registers a few aisles away.

Holly stood in front of the shelf, staring blankly at three different brands of something I knew she didn’t care about.

She hadn’t said anything in minutes.

But I could feel it.

The way her fingers tapped the handle of the cart.

The way her breath came just a little faster.

The way her body shifted like it didn’t know what to do with itself.

She needed it.

Her nervous system had started to buzz again—too much light, too many choices, too many quiet looks from strangers.

She needed to suck.

I stepped in behind her, pressing a hand low on her back.

She didn’t flinch.

Just leaned back into me.

“Baby,” I murmured near her ear, voice calm and careful, “you’re spiraling.”

She gave a tiny nod.

Didn’t even try to hide it.

My fingers skimmed down to her waist. “You know what’ll help.”

Her breath caught.

I kissed her neck—slow and steady. “Go ahead.”

She turned her head slightly, not enough to meet my eyes. “Jace… we’re in public.”

I smiled, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “No one’s back here.”

She swallowed hard.

“You need it, don’t you?” I whispered. “I can see it. Feel it.”

She gave the softest nod.

“I want you to take what you need.”

Still, she hesitated.

So I added, “Don’t worry about being caught. I’ll keep you safe.”

Her fingers tightened on the cart.

I stepped back half a pace, just enough room.

And then she turned.

Dropped slowly to her knees.

The air went still.

Her eyes flicked up to mine once—just once—and then she reached for my fly.

Her hands were steady.

Her breathing wasn’t.

I stroked her hair gently as she pulled me out, glanced once down the aisle—

Still empty.

And then she wrapped her lips around me.

Right there.

In the grocery store.

Between the oils and the imported salt.

Her mouth was soft, slow, desperate.

I kept a hand on her head, not forcing. Just holding her there.

“Good girl,” I murmured, my voice barely a breath. “Just like that.”

She sucked gently, just enough to calm herself.

Not rushed. Not messy.

Just that quiet, instinctual rhythm she was learning belonged to her now.

To us.

I looked toward the end of the aisle again.

Still empty.

Still safe.

Her tongue dragged slowly beneath the head, her lips pressing tighter. A soft moan vibrated through me, and I shuddered—half from the risk, half from the sweetness of her submission.

“You’re doing so good,” I whispered. “This is what your body needs. Let it help.”

And she did.

Every suck slowed her breathing.

Every motion quieted her hands.

Every inch she held in her mouth grounded her deeper.

Until I felt the tension melt out of her shoulders, her grip loosening, her rhythm finding its calm.

My hand stroked down the back of her head again.

And I smiled.

Because she wasn’t even aware anymore that we were in public.

She was just doing what I told her.

What she needed.

She was still sucking.

Slow.

Steady.

Her mouth soft around me, tongue gliding in lazy strokes like she was chasing peace—not pleasure.

I kept my hand in her hair, fingers curled lightly at the base of her neck.

No pressure.

Just presence.

She pulled back slightly and kissed the head, then dragged her tongue along the underside like she’d forgotten we were in a store.

Or maybe she remembered—

—and didn’t care.

“You’re such a good girl,” I murmured, voice barely audible over the hum of the refrigerated cases. “You know exactly what helps you now.”

She moaned softly, just enough to vibrate through me.

“You don’t need pills,” I whispered, guiding her mouth back down with a soft tug to her hair. “You don’t need deep breathing or meditation.”

She took me in deeper.

Just for a second.

Then resumed her pace—wet, slow, obedient.

“You need my cock,” I breathed. “You need my cum.”

She whimpered around me, cheeks hollowing with a long, slow pull.

“I know what you need better than you do,” I said, stroking her jaw with my thumb. “You’re gonna swallow it, aren’t you?”

Another soft suck.

“You’re gonna take every drop,” I whispered, “because you know it helps. You know it calms you.”

She sucked again—just a little harder.

But then—

Footsteps.

At the far end of the aisle.

Someone turned the corner.

A man in a denim apron. Stocking shelves.

I stilled.

So did she.

His back was to us, fifteen feet away, focused on jars of something earthy and overpriced.

I kept my hand in her hair.

She looked up at me, eyes wide—but not scared.

Just waiting.

Trusting.

“Don’t move,” I whispered, calm and low. “Stay right where you are.”

She sucked again.

Quiet. Careful.

One long, gentle pull that made my eyes nearly roll back in my head.

She licked the head once, lips sealing around it like a kiss.

The man down the aisle grabbed a clipboard from the shelf and disappeared through a back door.

Gone.

Silence returned.

And she let out a soft, shaky breath through her nose.

I smiled.

“See?” I murmured. “Even your body knows now.”

She kissed me again, tongue tracing the tip like a promise.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Take what you need.”

She didn’t hesitate this time.

She sucked harder—still slow, still steady, but with purpose now.

And when I groaned—deep and low, hand tightening in her hair—

She kept going.

Because she knew what was coming.

What was hers.

What she’d earned.

And she was going to drink down every drop of it like the cure it had become.

Her mouth was perfect.

Warm, wet, willing.

She sucked slow but sure, like she wasn’t just chasing my release—she was preparing for it. Ready to take it. Craving it the way her body had been trained to.

And I was close.

Tight.

Heavy.

My hand slid gently over her cheek, thumb tracing the curve of her face. “Look at me.”

She did.

Her eyes lifted—glassy, wide, his.

“I’m gonna cum,” I whispered, low and steady. “And you’re gonna swallow all of it.”

She sucked deeper.

“Because it’s good for you,” I said. “Because it’s mine. And because you know it helps.”

Her lips sealed tighter. Her tongue flattened under me.

And I broke.

I came hard, spilling into her mouth in thick, pulsing waves.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t pull away.

She drank it—every drop—like she’d been waiting for it all day.

My fingers tightened in her hair as I groaned, hips barely twitching, everything inside me pouring into her. She moaned softly, like the taste was familiar now. Like her body recognized it as something safe.

I felt her throat work.

Swallow.

Then again.

She sucked once more—slow, just to catch the last of it—then let me slide gently from her mouth with a soft, wet kiss.

She stayed there.

Kneeling.

Looking up at me with flushed cheeks and glassy eyes, licking her lips like her favorite candy had just finished melting.

I reached down, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth.

“You okay?” I murmured.

She nodded.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

I helped her up slowly, guiding her back to her feet with a hand to her waist. She leaned into me like her knees weren’t all the way solid yet, forehead pressing lightly to my chest.

I kissed her temple.

“You did so fucking good.”

Her fingers curled into my shirt, still not speaking—but the look in her eyes said it all.

No shame.

No fear.

Just stillness.

Like she’d been wound too tight for days and now?

Now she’d finally let go.

I adjusted my zipper, smoothed her hair, and kissed her one last time—soft and full.

And when we walked out of that aisle and back into the normal rhythm of the store, no one looked twice.

To them?

We were just a couple finishing up their evening grocery run.

To her?

She’d just gotten exactly what she needed.

And to me?

She’d proven it again:

She didn’t just belong with me.

She belonged to me.


Chapter 5

The kitchen was warm with garlic and butter and the low sound of jazz humming from the speaker by the window.

The sun had dipped just below the treeline, throwing gold across the counters and floor. Outside, the town was quiet.

Inside, we were naked.

Because that’s how I wanted us.

No barriers. No distractions. Just skin and touch and the freedom of having her exactly how I needed her—bare and mine.

She didn’t question it anymore.

Didn’t fidget.

Didn’t reach for clothes when I stripped her.

She just moved with me.

Bare feet on tile.

A wine glass in one hand, the other stirring the pot I’d left simmering.

I stood behind her at the stove, flipping a pan of roasted vegetables. She leaned lightly against me, laughing as she told some story about the guy at the bakery who tried to sell her a cinnamon roll “the size of a toddler’s head.”

It was easy.

Simple.

Domestic.

And we were both completely naked.

Her nipples brushed my arm when she turned.

My cock swayed softly between us when I shifted.

But it wasn’t sexual.

Not in the way most people would think.

It was natural.

Because this was what worked.

No tension.

No hiding.

Just warmth.

Peace.

Us.

She moved to pour another splash of wine, still grinning. But something in her laugh faded as she set the bottle down.

She went quiet.

Shoulders just a little too still.

Breath just a little too shallow.

I didn’t even have to look.

I knew.

She was drifting.

Not spiraling—but close.

Too much stimulation. Too much air. A thought she didn’t catch fast enough before it started to take root.

I stayed at the stove, stirring.

And then—

I felt her at my side.

Not standing.

Kneeling.

She didn’t ask.

Didn’t say a word.

Just sank to the floor beside me, turned her face toward my hip, and slowly, quietly, wrapped her mouth around my cock.

Like it was instinct.

Like this was how she reset now.

I let out a breath through my nose and kept cooking.

Stirring.

Flipping.

Letting her take her time.

Her tongue dragged along the underside.

Her lips sealed softly.

Her hands rested lightly on my thighs—not gripping, not guiding. Just there. Touching.

I looked down once.

Her eyes were closed.

Like she was meditating.

Her head bobbed just slightly, a slow, soothing rhythm. The kind of motion that wasn’t about arousal—it was about peace.

“This helping?” I asked quietly.

She gave the faintest hum around me.

I smiled.

“Good girl.”

She sucked gently, like she’d needed it all day and didn’t even realize until now. Like her body had known the answer before her mind had the question.

I flipped the burner off.

Dinner could wait another minute.

Because my girl needed to breathe through me.

And I wasn’t going to take that from her.

Ever.

She kept sucking.

Slow, soft, mindless.

Her mouth moved like it wasn’t even hers anymore—like it belonged to the rhythm. To me.

And I let her stay there.

One hand on her head, fingers stroking her scalp in slow, even lines. The other rested casually on the counter, steadying myself as she licked and kissed and breathed through me.

Her lips pulled with quiet consistency, like she didn’t care about making me cum—she just needed something to hold onto.

And I was more than willing to give it to her.

My cock rested heavily on her tongue. She adjusted slightly, took me deeper, and I let out a soft breath. Her cheeks hollowed. Her lashes fluttered.

But she never broke pace.

Never looked up.

Just sucked.

Like she was pulling all the noise out of her head and replacing it with warmth.

With taste.

With me.

“You’re so good at this,” I whispered, stroking behind her ear. “You go quiet so fast.”

She moaned—soft and low. A pleased sound. A settled sound.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Just let go.”

She stayed there for another minute, then another. No pressure. No urgency. Just mouth on cock, like it belonged there.

And when I felt her breath start to deepen—her body relaxing more fully—I smiled.

Because now, she was ready.

I cupped her jaw, guiding her off me gently.

She didn’t protest.

Just let her lips slip free with a soft, wet sound, and rested her cheek against my thigh. Her hands still touched me. Still needed the contact.

I brushed her hair back.

“You feel better?”

She nodded faintly. “Mmhm.”

“You’re calm now?”

Another nod.

I crouched down, one hand framing her face. “Good. Because now that you’re clear, I want to try something new with you.”

Her eyes flicked to mine. Curious. Open.

Not afraid.

I kissed her forehead.

“It’s nothing bad,” I murmured. “It’s not even about sex. It’s just… something I think your body’s ready for. Something that might really help.”

She blinked, soft and pliant, still floating in that obedient haze.

“Okay,” she whispered. “What is it?”

I smiled.

Not wide.

Just warm.

Reassuring.

“I’ll show you,” I said, brushing my thumb over her lips. “But only if you trust me.”

Her mouth parted slightly.

And her voice came out soft, breathy.

“I do.”

She whispered “I do,” and that was all I needed.

I rose, lifting her with me—effortless, one hand beneath her thighs, the other steadying her back. She let out the faintest gasp but didn’t resist, arms curling around my neck as her legs wrapped instinctively around my waist.

Her skin was warm against mine.

Chest to chest.

Heart to heart.

And when I felt her shift in my arms, hips rolling just slightly?

I slid inside her.

Slow. Deep. Full.

Her breath hitched against my throat.

I groaned low in her ear. “Just like that, baby. Let me in.”

She clung tighter—not out of pain, not out of fear—but because it felt right.

Complete.

I turned with her still wrapped around me and moved to the chair by the kitchen table—wide, sturdy, waiting. I sat down, keeping her straddling me, letting her sink all the way down until our hips touched and we were fully joined.

She whimpered softly, resting her forehead against mine.

“Breathe,” I whispered, kissing the corner of her mouth. “You’re doing perfect.”

Her walls clenched around me, slow and rhythmic—like her body was learning this pace. No pounding. No frenzy.

Just pressure. Warmth. Presence.

I rocked my hips gently, setting a slow rhythm. Her body followed without hesitation.

Her hands gripped my shoulders, mouth open against my cheek. I kissed her—slow, deep, wet. Tongues rolling together as her body began to move with mine, gliding along my cock like she was easing herself deeper into peace.

“That’s it,” I murmured between kisses. “This is what I wanted to show you.”

She moaned into my mouth.

“This isn’t about fucking,” I breathed. “This is about grounding. Skin to skin. Cock to cunt. Nowhere to run, nothing to hold—just me. Just this.”

She gasped as her hips tilted again, finding a rhythm that matched mine.

Soft.

Wet.

Endless.

I held her there, kissing her slowly, one hand caressing her back, the other trailing down to cup her ass and guide her gently up and down.

“You feel how it calms you?” I whispered. “The way I fill you. The way you move.”

She nodded, breathless. “Yes… yes…”

I kissed her again.

Slower this time.

Letting our mouths work together while her hips rolled—slow fucking that didn’t feel like fucking at all.

It felt like belonging.

Like therapy.

Like the only thing keeping her upright was my cock buried deep inside her and the steady beat of my heart against hers.

And she kept riding.

Quiet.

Warmed.

Home.

She kept moving on me.

Slow, lazy thrusts—more rocking than riding. Just enough to feel the drag of my cock along her soaked walls. Just enough to keep us connected.

I kept her close, chest to chest, hand at the small of her back guiding her hips.

My mouth never left hers.

We kissed like we had all night.

No rush.

No mess.

Just deep, wet kisses, tongues sliding together over and over, tasting each other with every soft moan.

I sucked her tongue into my mouth, slow and possessive.

She whimpered.

Then I bit her bottom lip—just enough to feel her gasp—before soothing it with another kiss, one she melted into like butter in my hands.

Her hips rolled.

Mine followed.

Her breath hitched.

I groaned.

“You feel that?” I murmured against her lips. “How easy it is?”

She nodded, eyes glassy.

I kissed her again, open-mouthed, slow and slick, tongue rolling deep into her like I was fucking her with my mouth while I stayed buried in her pussy.

“You need this,” I whispered, voice low and steady. “Not just my cock. Me. My kiss. My body.”

She rocked again.

We both moaned.

“You get anxious, overwhelmed…” I kissed her harder, sucking her tongue again until she whimpered. “You don’t wait.”

Another kiss. Another lazy thrust.

“You come to me.”

I cupped her ass in both hands now, dragging her down slowly until her clit pressed against the base of me, her walls clenching with every full slide.

“Don’t care if I’m cooking,” I breathed into her mouth. “Don’t care if I’m on the phone, in a meeting, in bed—”

She moaned, deep and breathy, right into my throat.

“You just come to me,” I growled softly, biting her lip again. “And you sit. Right here.”

I thrust up gently.

She gasped.

“You sit on my cock like it’s your seat. Like you belong there. Like it’s the only thing keeping you from falling apart.”

She nodded frantically, her hands tightening in my hair as her hips sped up, still slow, still controlled—but needier now.

“And if you can’t sit?” I whispered, licking her lips, “then you suck.”

I kissed her again. Deep. Dirty.

“You wrap those lips around me and suck yourself quiet.”

She whimpered.

Ground down harder.

I sucked her tongue one more time—deep, possessive—and felt her tremble.

“Because I’m your calm,” I breathed. “I’m your fix.”

She gasped.

Her whole body tightened.

And I knew—

she was close.

And I was going to hold her right there, keep kissing her, keep fucking her, until she broke again…

in my arms.

Her body was starting to tremble.

Hips rolling with soft, desperate rhythm.

Mouth open against mine, letting me kiss her like it was the only thing keeping her heart beating.

I sucked her tongue again, slow and deep.

She moaned into my mouth, her walls clenching around me.

Her body knew.

She was close.

I kept thrusting—slow, steady. Not hard. Not rough. Just consistent, cock dragging deep, hot and heavy inside her.

My hands framed her hips.

Her nails scraped down my back.

I kissed her harder.

Bit her lip again—then soothed the sting with a lick and a whisper.

“You need it, don’t you?” I breathed, lips brushing hers. “Need my cum.”

She nodded frantically, gasping into my mouth.

“Say it.”

“I—” she choked, breath hitching, hips stuttering. “I need it.”

“Say what you need.”

Her forehead pressed to mine, eyes wide and wet.

“I need your cum.”

I groaned—low and rough.

“Fuck—good girl.”

Her thighs clenched around me, the rhythm breaking.

She was coming apart.

And I wouldn’t let her do it alone.

I gripped her tighter, thrusting deeper now, lazy but deliberate. Kissing her hard. Tongues sliding, teeth clashing softly.

She cried out against my mouth—tiny, broken.

And then she came.

Hard.

Right there on my cock, grinding down with a sob, clutching me like she couldn’t stand the space between our skin.

I caught her moan in my mouth, kissing her through it, letting her fall completely—

And then I came with her.

Deep.

Full.

All the way inside.

I held her down on me, filled her up with every thick, hot pulse until she was soaked in it, until she could feel it leaking from her the moment our hips stopped moving.

She whimpered against my lips.

I kissed her again.

Slow now.

Sweet.

“You needed that,” I whispered, brushing her hair back, mouth brushing her cheek. “You needed all of it.”

She nodded against me, dazed and breathless.

And I stayed inside her.

Still hard.

Still pulsing.

Still home.

Because she didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

She just stayed there, cock still buried deep, kissed raw, body full of cum.

And completely, utterly calm.

She stayed wrapped around me.

Limp.

Flushed.

Quiet.

My cock still buried deep inside her, her breath still trembling against my neck. She clung to me without speaking, her body too soft, too blissed-out to do anything but exist in my arms.

I kissed her temple.

Then her jaw.

Then her lips.

“Still with me?” I whispered, nuzzling her cheek.

She nodded. Barely.

“Good girl.”

I slid my hands beneath her thighs again and stood—lifting her effortlessly, keeping my cock inside her the whole way up.

She gasped softly but didn’t resist. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, legs tightening around my waist.

I carried her back to the stove.

One hand stirring the pan, the other holding her ass.

Her body rocked gently with every movement I made.

The slow shift of my hips as I moved.

The lazy stretch of her pussy around my cock, keeping me warm, filled, exactly where I belonged.

“You’re so calm like this,” I murmured, kissing her jaw again. “So soft. So good.”

She moaned faintly, pressing her forehead into my neck.

“I could keep you like this all day,” I whispered. “Just walking around with your body wrapped around my cock. So warm. So wet. Like you’re made for it.”

I kissed her again, mouth deep and slow.

She opened for me without thinking, letting me suck her tongue, letting me drink her down like she was still coming from the inside out.

“You feel it, don’t you?” I whispered. “The way this calms you. The way your body’s learning.”

She whimpered softly. Didn’t move.

“You’re being trained, baby,” I breathed, still rocking gently inside her. “Every time you take me, you get quieter. Slower. Better.”

I kissed her again, deeper this time.

“Soon you won’t be able to settle unless I’m inside you. Not just when you’re horny. Always. When you’re tired. When you’re stressed. When you’re scared.”

Another slow thrust of my hips, just enough to press deeper.

“You’ll come to me and sit on my cock, and I’ll keep you safe. Just like this.”

She moaned into my mouth.

I pulled back, kissed her cheek, then carried her to the table.

Sat down in the chair.

Still inside her.

She gasped softly at the shift—how deep it pushed.

How full she felt.

I wrapped one arm around her waist, keeping her snug against me, and used the other to reach for a plate.

Dinner was ready.

I forked a bite of roasted vegetables, held it up to her mouth.

She opened for me.

Chewed slowly.

I kissed her cheek.

Then her lips.

Then fed her another bite.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I whispered between soft kisses. “Just sit here. Let me feed you. Let me hold you. Let me keep you full.”

She swallowed, then kissed me again.

Still riding me.

Still warming me.

Still mine.

And I wasn’t letting her go.


Chapter 6

3 month’s later

The morning light spilled across the bed in lazy gold streaks, warming the sheets and the bare curve of her back.

Birds chirped softly outside the open window.

And her mouth was on my cock.

Just like always.

I blinked slow, one arm behind my head, the other resting against the small of her back where she was curled under the blanket, her body tangled against mine.

She was still asleep.

Eyes closed. Lips wrapped gently around the head of my cock. Tongue barely moving—just soft pressure, slow pulses, like her subconscious knew exactly what to do.

Like this was part of her breathing now.

Part of her regulation.

She stirred slightly.

Let out a soft sound.

Sucked again.

A lazy drag of her mouth that sent heat blooming low in my stomach.

I didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just lay there, watching the ceiling, feeling the quiet rhythm of her tongue as she suckled gently in her sleep.

Three months.

That’s how long it had been since Sam left.

Three months of her learning, inch by inch, exactly where she belonged.

She didn’t wake up tense anymore.

Didn’t drift at the edge of panic.

She woke up like this.

Mouth on me.

Settled. Soft. Safe.

I ran my fingers through her hair, stroking slow. “Good girl,” I murmured.

She made a sound—half sigh, half moan.

Then sucked again.

Longer this time.

Deeper.

I smiled.

Because she hadn’t opened her eyes yet.

But her body?

Her body knew exactly how to start the day.

She sucked deeper.

Her tongue rolled slowly beneath the head, lips sealed soft and perfect around me.

Still half-asleep.

Still completely instinctual.

Her breath warmed my skin, her lashes fluttering against my thigh as she began to stir. I watched the moment her consciousness started to catch up—not with panic, not with confusion, but with soft familiarity.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t stop.

She just gave another slow pull with her mouth, deeper this time, like her body was letting her brain know: this is where we start.

I smiled and ran my fingers through her hair, brushing it gently from her face.

“Good morning,” I murmured.

She hummed softly around me—a moan, low and sweet, the kind that vibrated through my cock like silk.

Then she sucked again.

Slow.

Surer.

Her hand came up to rest on my thigh, steadying herself as she shifted a little under the blanket, getting comfortable, never once pulling off.

“That’s it,” I whispered, hips barely lifting to meet her. “Start the day right, baby. Just like that.”

She moaned again, this time deeper.

Now she was waking up for real.

But instead of stopping, she pressed her lips tighter. Her tongue flattened beneath the shaft, slow strokes dragging with purpose.

She didn’t look up.

She didn’t need to.

She already knew what this was.

Her morning calm.

Her place.

I groaned softly, head tipping back against the pillow as her mouth worked with sleepy devotion.

“You’re perfect like this,” I breathed. “Mouth full of cock, barely awake, nothing else on your mind.”

She whimpered—not out of need. Out of relief.

Her hands were relaxed. Her shoulders loose.

She was settled.

I let her keep going, let her fall into that rhythm—her rhythm, slow and slick and made for me.

And when I felt that tight heat building, that low pressure crawling up my spine?

I didn’t stop her.

Didn’t warn her.

Just let her take it.

Because she already knew what was coming.

And she wanted it.

“Gonna feed you now,” I whispered, hand tightening gently in her hair. “Start your day right.”

She sucked harder.

Slower.

More focused.

My hips lifted once—

And I came.

Deep.

Thick.

Hot.

Right into her mouth.

And she swallowed—every drop, without hesitation, her lips still wrapped tight around me like her body couldn’t afford to let me go.

“Good girl,” I groaned, petting her slowly. “That’s my girl. Drink it all.”

She moaned around me, licking until there was nothing left.

And when she finally pulled off, lips wet and shining, she blinked up at me with heavy-lidded eyes.

Soft.

Safe.

And completely mine.

She looked up at me—lips swollen, eyes heavy, body humming from the inside out.

I reached down and brushed her hair back from her face.

“You did perfect,” I whispered. “My sweet girl.”

She didn’t say anything.

She didn’t have to.

She just climbed up the bed, slow and sleepy, and settled over my hips.

Her knees straddled me, hands planted lightly on my chest.

And without a word—

she sank down.

Took my cock inside her with one smooth, aching slide, inch by inch, until she was full.

I groaned low, hands finding her hips, not to guide—but to hold.

She wasn’t riding.

She wasn’t fucking.

She was warming.

Staying connected.

She let out a soft breath, her body still, only the slight flutter of her walls around me giving away how deeply she needed this.

And then she leaned forward.

Mouth to mine.

And kissed me.

Slow.

Open.

Wet.

Her tongue slid into my mouth with lazy, sensual intent. Not teasing. Not needy.

Just there.

Filling me.

Calming herself through contact.

I sucked her tongue into my mouth, kissed her deeper. My hands roamed slowly up her sides to her waist, her back, her ribs.

Her nipples brushed my chest, hard and sensitive.

She moaned into my mouth.

I kissed her harder.

Rolled my tongue against hers, tasting her like I hadn’t seen her in days—even though she’d just woken up in my arms, with her mouth on my cock.

She kissed me back like she was starving for it.

Tongues sliding.

Lips wet.

Breath hot.

Her hips never moved—but her body curled tighter against mine, my cock pulsing gently inside her, snug and perfect, made for her.

I nipped her bottom lip.

Sucked it.

She gasped softly, then did the same—sucked my tongue into her mouth, slow and sweet, like she was memorizing me with every lick.

I groaned into her mouth.

“You’re so fucking perfect like this,” I whispered between kisses. “Sitting on my cock, kissing me slow. Like your body knows where it’s supposed to be.”

She nodded against my mouth, breathing through her nose, still kissing me like it was the only language she spoke.

We stayed like that.

Connected.

Full.

Kissing.

Tongues rolling together, slow and soaking wet. Her pussy wrapped around me like a second heartbeat, keeping me warm as her body softened into mine, inch by inch.

And in that quiet, golden light, we didn’t need anything else.

Just skin.

Just breath.

Just us.

Her lips were still on mine.

Tongues sliding.

Mouths open, slow and wet.

My cock stayed buried inside her, throbbing, wrapped in the soft, clutching heat of her pussy.

And then—just a shift.

The smallest roll of her hips.

Barely a motion.

But I felt it.

Her need, bubbling just beneath the calm.

I kissed her deeper.

She moaned into my mouth.

Then rocked again.

Slow.

Lazy.

But unmistakable.

My hands slid down to her waist, holding her there, letting her move. Letting her ask.

Another roll.

And this time, I answered.

I rocked my hips upward, slow and deep, letting her feel every inch drag along her walls as I pulled almost all the way out—

Then slid back in.

Thick.

Full.

Deep.

She gasped against my mouth.

I kissed her harder.

She moved again, hips shifting with mine now, setting a slow, sticky rhythm that made her clit grind against my pubic bone every time I bottomed out.

I growled low in my chest.

“Lie back,” I murmured.

She did—immediately, her hair spilling over the pillows, breasts rising and falling with each breath, nipples flushed and tight.

I followed her down, cock never leaving her body.

And then I began to fuck her.

Deep.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Each thrust pushed the breath out of her lungs, replaced it with sound—soft whimpers, wet moans, my name.

I kissed her again.

Then moved to her neck.

Then lower.

I sucked her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue over the peak as I filled her again and again, each thrust hitting the spot that made her hips stutter under me.

“Needed this, didn’t you?” I murmured against her skin.

She nodded, breathless.

I rolled her nipple between my lips, then sucked hard—just once—before switching to the other.

“You were so calm,” I whispered. “But now your body’s asking for more.”

Her fingers clawed at my back.

Her legs wrapped around my waist.

And I gave it to her.

Fucked her deep.

Fucked her slow.

Fucked her like she belonged to no one else.

My mouth moved from one nipple to the other, kissing, sucking, nipping—until she was arching into my mouth, crying out softly as her pussy clenched around my cock.

I looked up at her, eyes locked on hers.

“You need to come, don’t you?”

She whimpered. “Yes…”

“You need me to fuck it out of you. Fill you up again. You need my cum to settle. To feel right.”

“Yes,” she gasped, voice shaking, tears in the corners of her eyes.

I kissed her lips—long and deep—while I fucked her through it.

And promised her everything.

Her legs tightened around my waist.

Her pussy gripped my cock—wet, desperate, pulsing in rhythm with every deep thrust.

She was close.

So was I.

I sucked her nipple hard, teeth dragging just enough to make her cry out. My hips rolled, thrusts long and smooth, the base of me grinding against her clit with each stroke.

“You feel that?” I growled into her skin. “How deep I am? How full you are?”

“Jace—fuck—yes, I—”

“Say it.”

“I need it,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Need to come. Need you to fill me—please—please—”

I kissed her hard, hips snapping once—twice—

Then buried myself all the way in.

She shattered.

Hard.

Her entire body arched, back bowing, mouth open in a silent scream as her pussy clamped down around me, soaking me, milking me for everything I had.

I held her tight.

Thrust once more.

And let go.

I came deep—hot, thick, endless.

Filling her.

Flooding her.

Holding her there as she spasmed around me, wrung out and crying into my mouth as I kissed her through it.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “That’s my girl. Take it. Take all of it.”

She nodded, barely coherent.

Her body collapsed beneath me, chest heaving, limbs loose and trembling.

But she wasn’t done.

And I knew it.

I kissed her one more time—slow, open, soft—then slowly, gently pulled out.

She whimpered at the loss, still fluttering around nothing.

I didn’t let her sit up.

Just guided her down.

Onto her knees.

Onto me.

She took my softening cock in her mouth without hesitation, lips wrapping around me like she’d done it a thousand times—because she had.

I groaned low, one hand in her hair.

She sucked slowly.

Tongue rolling gently under the shaft.

Mouth open, eyes closed, licking me clean.

Her own arousal and my cum coating her tongue as she moaned softly, bringing herself back down from the high.

I let her take her time.

Let her suck me soft and sweet, like she needed to feel every last trace of what we’d just done.

Like my cock was the anchor that would keep her tethered to the ground.

And when she finally pulled off, mouth glistening, chest rising and falling in soft waves?

She looked up at me with that calm.

That silence I’d trained into her.

That look that said: I’m yours.

I reached down.

Lifted her back into my arms.

And held her there.

Exactly where she belonged.

She was wearing my shirt.

Nothing else.

Just that worn, gray cotton hanging off one shoulder, brushing the tops of her thighs, bare legs moving across the kitchen tile like she hadn’t been wrecked in my lap hours ago.

I leaned against the counter in gray sweatpants, stirring scrambled eggs in the pan, still tasting her on my tongue.

She giggled behind me, barefoot and flushed, sipping from her coffee mug.

“What’s so funny?” I asked without turning.

“You still have a bite mark on your neck.”

I smirked. “Yeah? You wanna add another?”

She leaned in from behind and bit my shoulder—soft but sharp, just enough to make me grunt and grin.

“Brat,” I muttered.

“You love it.”

She wasn’t wrong.

I turned, egg-covered spatula still in my hand, and she pressed herself against me—hips against mine, thighs brushing my calves, her body all heat and softness wrapped in my damn shirt.

“I love you like this,” I said, dropping the spatula. “Loose. Warm. Mine.”

She flushed, eyes flicking to my mouth.

And then I kissed her.

Hard.

Deep.

One hand at her jaw, the other gripping her hip as I pulled her into me.

Her coffee mug clattered to the counter.

She moaned into my mouth, arms locking around my neck as I sucked her tongue and shoved her back against the fridge.

The kiss was wet. Hungry. Unstoppable.

Her legs spread instinctively, thighs brushing mine, and I pressed forward, grinding my cock—already hard through the thin fabric—against the heat between her legs.

She gasped, fingers clawing into my shoulders, and I kissed her again, open-mouthed, tongue pushing past her lips like I couldn’t breathe without her.

We didn’t hear the door.

Didn’t hear the keys.

Didn’t hear the footsteps crossing the threshold.

Not until—

“What the fuck?”

We froze.

My lips still on hers.

Her legs still parted.

My hips still flush against her.

We turned.

And there he was.

Sam.

Standing in the middle of the kitchen.

Bag still on his shoulder.

Eyes wide.

Face pale.

Looking at me.

Looking at his mother.

Looking at us.

And everything—

everything—

went still.

Sam just stood there.

Eyes wide. Mouth slack.

Like his brain was trying to catch up with what he was seeing.

Me.

Her.

My shirt half off her shoulder. Her lips swollen. My cock hard through my sweats.

Us locked together like a secret finally ripped into daylight.

He dropped his bag.

“What the fuck is this?”

I didn’t move.

Didn’t let go of her.

“She’s mine,” I said quietly.

His eyes snapped to me. “You’re kidding, right? Tell me this is some kind of joke.”

Holly made a soft sound—barely audible—something between a breath and a whimper.

Sam stepped forward. “You’ve been staying here. Living here. You were supposed to look out for her—not—Jesus, fuck, Jace—she’s my mother.”

“She’s more than that,” I said.

“You’re sick,” he spat. “You’ve been planning this, haven’t you? Since college. All those holidays, all those weekends—”

“Don’t,” I said, voice steady. “Don’t pretend you saw something you didn’t.”

“Don’t pretend you’re not fucking her now!”

He was shaking. Loud. Angry.

I didn’t blame him.

But I didn’t let go of her.

Because she was still in my arms.

Still warm.

Still quiet.

Until—

She pulled away.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

And dropped to her knees.

Right there.

In front of me.

In front of her son.

Sam’s voice caught in his throat. “What the fuck is she—”

I looked down at her, my hand already cradling her head as she reached for the waistband of my sweats.

“Holly,” I whispered. “Baby…”

Her hands trembled. Her lips parted.

She pulled me out and wrapped her mouth around my cock.

Not out of lust.

Not out of want.

Out of need.

Pure, trained instinct.

Chaos around her.

Yelling.

Emotion.

Pain.

And her body knew what calmed her.

What silenced the storm.

Her mouth on me.

Sucking.

Slow. Gentle. Steady.

Like a reflex.

Sam went white.

His voice cracked. “Are you serious? She’s—she’s sucking you off? Right now?! While I’m standing here?!”

I didn’t break eye contact with him.

“She’s anxious,” I said simply. “She knows what calms her.”

Sam looked like he might be sick.

“She needs help, not—”

“She has help,” I cut in. “I help her. Every day. Every night. I take care of her in ways you never could.”

“She’s my fucking mother.”

“She’s my girl.”

He made a strangled noise in the back of his throat, like he didn’t know whether to scream or cry.

Meanwhile, she sucked quietly.

Calming herself.

Kneeling between us like there was no other place in the world she felt safe.

I stroked her hair, slow and steady. “That’s it, baby. Just breathe. Don’t listen to him. Just focus on me.”

She moaned softly, mouth still full, tongue working me like her life depended on it.

Sam took a step back, eyes glassy.

He looked at her.

Then at me.

And I saw it click.

Not just what we were.

But what we had become.

What she had become.

He turned without a word and walked out the door.

Slamming it behind him.

The silence that followed was thick and electric.

I looked down at her.

Still on her knees.

Still sucking.

Still needing.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “You did exactly what you were supposed to do.”

And I let her keep going.

Because even after the storm—

She was still mine.


Epilogue

1 year later

The house was quiet.

The baby monitor hummed softly on the counter, green light steady. The white noise machine in the nursery played its looping lullaby, and the little body we’d made together was finally down for a nap.

Holly was curled into the corner of the dining bench, wearing one of my old hoodies and nothing underneath.

Because that’s how I liked her.

And because after a year of being mine—married, bonded, filled—she didn’t question those things anymore.

I sat at the table with a fork in my hand.

And across from me?

Sam.

His jaw was tight.

Eyes on his plate, like the roasted chicken and wild rice could somehow make this easier.

It couldn’t.

Not for him.

Not for her.

Not for any of us.

“You want more water?” Holly asked gently, reaching for the pitcher. Her voice was soft. Careful.

“No, I’m good,” Sam muttered without looking at her.

The silence afterward was thick enough to cut.

I didn’t say anything.

Not yet.

Just sat with my hand resting on her thigh beneath the table—quiet possession, the same way it had always been.

She didn’t move it.

Didn’t glance at me.

But I felt the way her muscles softened under my touch.

She needed it.

Even now.

Especially now.

It had been a year since he walked in and saw who we really were.

A year since we said fuck it and married in a quiet courthouse ceremony no one was invited to.

A month later, she was pregnant.

It hadn’t been planned.

She cried when the test came back positive. Not because she didn’t want it—because she thought it wasn’t possible.

And I held her through it, hands on her stomach, whispering, “Guess your body knew what it needed after all.”

Now we had a daughter.

Mine.

Ours.

And Sam had a half-sister whose father was his best friend.

Who now sat across from him at his childhood dining table, feeding his mother from his fork between calm, quiet kisses every night.

“You working tomorrow?” Holly asked softly.

“Yeah,” Sam muttered. “Early shift.”

Another stretch of silence.

The kind that didn’t come from lack of conversation.

The kind that came from everything that hadn’t been said.

I looked up finally, meeting his eyes.

He met mine.

Didn’t blink.

But didn’t speak either.

And Holly?

She just sat between us.

Caught in the eye of it.

My wife.

His mother.

Ours.

And no one said a word.

The silence settled in again like it had weight.

Sam picked at his food. Holly chewed slowly, eyes fixed on her plate.

I reached for my water, took a drink, and set the glass down with a soft clink.

“You’ve been quiet,” I said to him.

He didn’t look up. “What do you want me to say?”

“That you’re getting used to it.”

He scoffed. “Used to it?” He looked up now. “Used to watching my mother sit in your lap like a good little pet? Suck you off like it’s the fucking weather? That’s what you think this is?”

I didn’t answer.

Because I didn’t need to.

Instead, I slipped my hand higher beneath the table.

Holly shivered.

She still hadn’t spoken.

Still hadn’t looked at either of us.

She pushed her plate away gently. Her breathing changed.

And I saw the moment she cracked.

Her eyes glazed just a little, lips parting—and she slid from the bench without a word.

Down.

To her knees.

Right there beside the table.

Sam let out a sharp, disgusted breath. “Are you kidding me?”

Holly didn’t respond.

Didn’t ask permission.

Just pulled the waistband of my sweats down and took my cock into her mouth.

Slow. Gentle. Automatic.

Like she was shutting out the noise.

Resetting herself.

Sam pushed his plate away and leaned back in his chair, arms crossed.

“This is sick,” he muttered, more tired than angry now. “You really can’t help yourself, can you?”

“She’s anxious,” I said, stroking her hair. “This calms her.”

He shook his head. “No, this calms you.”

“No,” I said calmly. “This is care.”

Holly sucked slow, wet pulls with her eyes closed, tongue working me softly like a reflex.

Sam looked away.

But didn’t leave.

Didn’t stand.

Because this wasn’t new.

Not anymore.

He’d walked in on it too many times to count.

Her on her knees.

Me guiding her mouth.

The room thick with tension while she sucked herself quiet at the feet of the man she’d married.

His best friend.

Her husband.

Her calm.

“You don’t have to watch,” I said softly, brushing Holly’s cheek with the back of my hand as she moaned around me.

Sam didn’t answer.

Just stared out the window.

And Holly?

She kept going.

Because the room was loud.

And this was how she found silence.

Holly stayed on her knees.

Mouth warm and wet around my cock, sucking slow and steady like it was her only tether to reality.

Sam stared out the window, jaw locked, arms crossed.

I kept my voice light.

“So,” I said, fingers stroking through her hair, “how’s work been?”

He didn’t answer right away.

Another slow, dragging pull from her mouth made me groan softly. I bit back a breath, kept my tone even.

“Still on day shifts?”

Sam turned his head, gave me a look like he couldn’t believe I was trying to make small talk while his mother was sucking my cock under the table.

Still, he said, “Yeah.”

I nodded. “Good. More daylight. Better for your head.”

Another wet pull, her lips tightening around me, tongue pressing under the shaft like she knew exactly how close I was.

Sam scoffed. “You really expect me to sit here and pretend this is normal?”

I looked at him. Calm. Direct.

“I expect you to realize this is permanent.”

Holly moaned softly—barely a sound, but I felt it all the way down. Her rhythm never broke. Never hesitated.

Just slow, slick pulls as she settled deeper into her trance.

“Just ignore it,” I said, resting my hand on the back of her head. “You don’t have to look.”

Sam looked anyway.

His eyes flicked down—then snapped away again, face pale.

“She’s my mom,” he muttered.

“She’s my wife,” I said quietly. “And right now, she’s helping herself.”

Her hand slid up my thigh, soft and steady.

Her mouth sank deeper.

Fuck.

I exhaled through my nose, still watching Sam, voice even.

“She needs this,” I said. “It’s not about sex. It’s about peace.”

Another slow suck, her tongue working me with practiced precision.

“She’ll be quiet the rest of the day after this. Focused. Clear. You want that, don’t you?”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t leave either.

And I knew she was close to getting what she needed.

So I let her have it.

“Good girl,” I whispered, hips lifting slightly, cock twitching against her tongue. “Almost there.”

She moaned again.

Sucked harder.

And I came.

Slow.

Deep.

Right into her mouth.

She swallowed without a flinch, still sucking gently to catch the last of it.

Her breathing settled.

Her body went soft.

And finally—finally—she pulled back, licking her lips, resting her head against my thigh like she’d just come back to earth.

I rubbed her hair gently.

“Better now?” I asked.

She nodded without speaking.

Sam stood suddenly, muttering something under his breath.

I didn’t stop him.

Didn’t chase.

Because she was calm.

And that’s what mattered.

The door clicked shut behind Sam.

The silence he left behind was different than before.

Not awkward.

Not tense.

Just empty.

Holly was still on the floor, cheek resting against my thigh, her breathing soft, her fingers curled loosely around my knee.

I ran my hand through her hair.

“Come here, baby.”

She didn’t speak.

Just nodded.

Climbed into my lap.

She straddled me slowly, settling over my thighs, eyes still hazy with that deep, post-release calm.

I guided her hand to my cock—already hard again, already aching for the heat of her—and she lined us up without hesitation.

Then she sank down.

Slow.

Deep.

So fucking full.

We both moaned.

She pressed her forehead to mine, hands braced on my chest, body stilling when she was seated all the way down.

I cupped her hips, kissed her softly.

No urgency.

Just mouth to mouth, lips brushing, tongues rolling together like we had all the time in the world.

Because we did.

“Good girl,” I whispered, kissing her again. “So good for me.”

Her hips started to move.

Lazy, deep rolls.

Her walls clutched around me in slow pulses as we found that perfect rhythm again—not hard. Not fast. Just connection.

Just her body taking me in like it was meant to hold me there forever.

We kissed through it.

Long. Open. Wet.

Tongues sliding.

Lips sucking.

Breath sharing between us.

She moaned into my mouth.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I know,” I breathed back. “I feel it every time you fuck yourself calm around me.”

She whimpered softly, hips stuttering.

I held her tighter, fucking up into her slowly, meeting her thrust for thrust.

“You gonna come for me again, baby?”

She nodded against my lips.

“I’ve got you,” I whispered, kissing her harder. “We do this together.”

Her body started to tremble.

My cock twitched inside her.

And we came—

together.

Full.

Slow.

Deep.

She gasped, clung to me.

And I stayed inside her.

Held her close.

Kissed her until she was soft again.

Until her breath slowed.

Until her world made sense again.

Because this—

her body on mine, full of my cum, mouth on my tongue—

This was where she belonged.

Forever.
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