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Prologue

There’s a kind of patient I recognize the moment they step through the door. Not the panicked ones, not the volatile ones. The quiet ones. The ones who sit too still, who shrink without being touched, who speak like every word is a trespass. They don’t want relief. They want permission.

Emily Reid is exactly that patient. Twenty-eight. No close family. Administrative job at a marketing firm. Never married. Few friends. No history of abuse, no substance dependence, no physical illness—just relentless, crushing anxiety. She calls it “floating,” but it’s not poetic. It’s unmoored. Panic at the grocery store. Tightness in the chest when the phone rings. Irrational spirals about choking, dying, going insane. Always on edge. Always apologizing. She wants to vanish and be held at the same time.

She’s been coming to me for eight months now. Every week, Thursdays at 3:00. Never late. Never reschedules. Always dressed in oversized knits and long pants, like she’s trying to blur herself out. She rarely makes eye contact unless I draw it from her. But she listens. More than that—she absorbs. My voice settles her. My questions shape her. She wants to be directed.

I started testing boundaries early. Subtly. A longer silence than usual. Sitting closer. Asking her to describe where she feels her fear in her body—not just point, but describe. Then asking her to close her eyes while she does it. Then guiding her breathing with mine.

Not once did she pull away.

She’s susceptible to structure. She thrives when told what to do. Not just thrives—transforms. And that’s why the conventional methods stopped feeling sufficient. She doesn’t need insight. She needs surrender.

The mouth is a powerful gateway. Oral fixation is common in anxious patients—nail-biting, lip-chewing, jaw-clenching, sucking. It calms the autonomic nervous system, initiates rhythmic breathing, stimulates the vagus nerve. In children, it’s self-soothing. In adults? Recontextualized.

There’s a technique I’ve considered. Not sanctioned, of course. Not published or peer-reviewed. But I’ve seen the results before. It demands absolute trust, absolute control, and an understanding that the therapeutic dynamic extends beyond language.

Tomorrow, I’ll bring it up to her.

Just the idea.

Just to gauge her response.


Chapter 1

She’s earlier than usual.

I sit down across from her, setting my tablet on the end table, not bothering to open it. I’ve memorized her rhythms. Week twenty-eight. Same perfume—barely perceptible, something like cedar and clean linen. Same eyes that try not to hold mine, but always fail by minute six.

“Rough morning?” I ask.

She nods, then exhales too fast. Her shoulders hitch, like her body’s always ready to bolt. “Didn’t sleep.”

I lean forward just slightly. “Dreams?”

“Just… the usual. Woke up panicking. Couldn’t catch my breath.”

I nod. Slow. Measured. “Did you try the breathing technique we practiced?”

Her hands twist in her lap. “I tried. It’s like… my chest locks up. I can’t do it unless—” she cuts herself off. Her lips press together.

“Unless what?”

Her eyes flick to mine, startled. Caught.

“Unless you’re guiding me.”

There it is.

I let the silence stretch. Silence is a scalpel. I watch the way she shifts in it. Not squirming—waiting. Expectant. Her gaze drops to my hands folded in my lap, then flickers away.

I lower my voice. “Emily, we’ve tried a lot of traditional interventions. Breathing, progressive relaxation, grounding exercises. Some have helped. But you’re still operating at a baseline of high sympathetic arousal. Your nervous system isn’t regulating on its own.”

“I know,” she whispers. “I feel like I’m just barely functioning. I wake up exhausted. I fall asleep exhausted. I don’t want to do anything. I don’t feel anything. Except this… hum in my chest. Like a motor I can’t shut off.”

I nod again. “I’ve been considering a technique. Something new.”

She looks up at that. Finally. Her eyes latch onto mine, wide, wary—but lit.

“Okay…”

“It’s somatic. Body-based. Not traditional, not widely practiced. But it leverages oral engagement to stimulate the parasympathetic nervous system. Breath regulation through suction. It redirects your cognitive panic loops through physical focus. A sucking motion, specifically, calms the vagus nerve.”

Her lips part. Slightly. Her hands go still.

“I’ve read about oral techniques,” she says carefully. “Like chewing gum, straws…”

I watch her. Let the moment hang. “That’s a surface-level variant. What I’m describing is more direct. More effective. It requires… a particular dynamic. One that’s already present here. Between us.”

Her pupils dilate. I can see her throat pulse. She doesn’t speak.

“I would never ask anything of you without your consent,” I say, my voice steady. Clinical. “But this technique involves a very specific focal point. The act itself is grounding. Anchoring. It’s been shown to quiet the overactive mind within minutes. And I believe you’re a good candidate.”

Silence.

Then—her voice, so faint it nearly disappears: “You mean… on you.”

I don’t blink. “Yes.”

She swallows hard. Her fingers press into her thighs, knuckles white.

“And it’s… therapy?”

My tone doesn’t shift. “It’s therapeutic. It can be. In this context. With trust. With consistency. And with rules.”

Her breath hitches again. I watch her closely.

“Would I have to…?”

“No. It’s an option. I’m only introducing it today. You’re free to take time, to think. There’s no pressure. But I believe it could help you. Profoundly.”

She nods, too quickly. Then steadies herself. “Can I… think about it?”

“Of course.”

But she won’t need long. I can already see the question burning behind her eyes. Not if—but when.

Friday

She’s standing outside the door again. Not knocking. Her silhouette behind the frosted glass—still, hesitant, hands pressed flat against her thighs. She’s not hiding that she’s nervous. She’s not hiding from me at all.

I watch her hesitate. I don’t open it for her. I wait. Let her choose.

After ten seconds, the knob turns slowly. She steps in, eyes already on mine. Wide. Flickering. But she closes the door herself this time. That matters.

“Hi,” she says. Voice small but steady.

“Emily.” I nod to her usual chair. “Come in. Make yourself comfortable.”

She doesn’t move right away. She stands just inside, glancing at the blinds—closed now, against the July sun—and then at my hands. She’s wearing a thinner sweater today. No scarf. Less armor.

I watch her quietly. Let her take the time she needs.

She moves to sit. Crosses her legs, then uncrosses them. Fingers twist into each other. I sit across from her, lean in slightly, forearms resting loosely on my knees.

“Did you think about our conversation yesterday?” I ask.

She nods. Breathes in like she might talk, then lets it out silent. Her lips part, close. She nods again. Slower.

I let the silence sit between us until she fills it.

“I did,” she finally says. “All night. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The way you said it. How calm you were. It made me… feel calm too.”

Her voice catches at the edges of the words. She’s scared, but she’s here.

I nod. “That’s very good, Emily. That’s exactly what I hoped to hear.”

Her shoulders drop a fraction at the praise. She notices it, too. Looks down at her lap.

“I want to try it,” she says, eyes still on her hands. “If you still think I’m… a good candidate.”

I keep my voice low. Grounded. “I do. I think this is exactly what your body needs. And more importantly—you’re ready for it. You’ve shown me that.”

That draws her eyes up again. Searching. Vulnerable.

“I trust you,” she says. The words land heavy. Heavier than she means to make them. She’s giving me something real.

“I know,” I say. “And I won’t let that trust go unanswered.”

She exhales. It’s shaky. But there’s no hesitation anymore.

I keep my gaze steady, my voice even.

“This isn’t about force. It’s about relief. I’ll give you instructions. You’ll follow them. You’ll stay grounded by listening to me. Feeling. Focusing. If anything ever feels overwhelming, you say ‘red,’ and we stop. Immediately. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“You’re not doing this to please me. You’re doing this because it centers you. Because your anxiety responds to rhythm, to focus, to obedience. And because your mouth will help quiet your mind.”

Her legs press tighter together. Her face flushes. She bites her lip, nods.

“You’re not wrong for needing this,” I say gently. “There’s nothing shameful in wanting to feel safe. You’ve done so well already. I’m proud of you.”

She swallows hard. Her eyes shine.

“Thank you.”

I stand, slow and quiet. She watches my movement like it steadies her.

“When I return, I want you on your knees. Hands resting in your lap. Eyes soft. Breath slow. You don’t need to be perfect—just open. Can you do that for me?”

Her “yes” is breathless, but sure.

I walk toward the cabinet. Behind me, the soft rustle of motion. Her boots slip off. The couch creaks. Fabric shifts against the floor.

I give her one full minute.

When I return, she’s kneeling.

Not perfectly. One shoulder’s higher than the other. Her fingers are twisted into her lap. She’s trembling. But her eyes are down. Her posture waiting.

Her fear isn’t stopping her.

It’s carrying her straight to me.

She’s kneeling. Beautifully uncertain. Her shoulders are tense, but her back is straight. She keeps her gaze low. I don’t move immediately—let her feel my presence towering, let the silence wrap around her until she softens into it.

Then, slowly, I kneel in front of her. Leather tightening at my knees. We’re eye level now, close. Her breath catches, but she doesn’t flinch. That’s what I watch for.

Her lips are parted slightly. Her pulse is quick, fluttering in her throat. I place my hand under her chin—gentle pressure, guiding her gaze up.

“There you are,” I say quietly. “Let me see you.”

Her eyes rise to mine, wide, uncertain—but lit. She’s trying to be good. Trying so hard not to tremble. I trace my thumb across her cheek. Her skin is warm.

“You’ve already done the hard part,” I tell her. “You showed up. You let yourself kneel. That’s everything.”

She nods, almost imperceptibly.

“I’m going to let you start slow,” I murmur, my hand still on her cheek. “Let your body learn this step by step. You’ll suck on my fingers first. Just like you’d suck on a straw or a pacifier. Calm. Gentle. We’ll breathe together. Understand?”

“Yes,” she breathes. Her eyes close for a second, as if the idea alone steadies her.

I bring my hand in front of her, let her see my fingers—two of them, index and middle. I touch her bottom lip lightly. Her mouth opens for me like instinct.

“Good girl,” I say.

Her breath stutters. Her pupils flare.

I slide my fingers into her mouth, slow, firm, past her lips and onto her tongue. Her mouth is hot, wet, trembling. She closes around me tentatively.

“Just like that,” I whisper. “Slow. Breathe through your nose.”

She inhales shakily. Her lips seal around the base of my fingers. Her tongue flexes uncertainly at first—then steadies. The first real suck pulls the air from her lungs like a grounding chord. I feel the shift in her body.

“That’s it. That’s beautiful.”

She sucks again. Slower. Deeper. Her lips drag softly on the withdrawal. She’s focused now. Her hands are still in her lap, trembling a little less.

“You feel that?” I murmur. “How still you’re getting? That’s your nervous system unwinding. You’re doing exactly what I need you to.”

She moans softly around my fingers—barely audible, but it’s there. Her eyes are closed now. Her jaw is relaxing. I move my free hand to her hair, cradle the base of her skull, letting her feel my control there. Not pushing. Just holding.

“You’re being so good for me, Emily,” I say, voice thick but measured. “Letting go so perfectly.”

Another deep suck, her breath timed with the rhythm. I feel her exhale through her nose, soft and steady now.

Her thighs are pressing together. She’s kneeling but restless, body humming like a harpstring.

“You’re safe. You’re doing everything right.”

I slide my fingers a little deeper. She doesn’t flinch. She welcomes it. Her tongue curls, mouth working around them now with more confidence, less fear.

I can feel it. The melt. The surrender. The part of her mind that’s always screaming has quieted, just for this moment. Just for me.

Her lips glide over my fingers like silk now, slow and steady, her jaw looser with every breath. She’s in rhythm. Every exhale, every suck, perfectly paced. Like a metronome calming the chaos in her head.

I move my other hand from her hair to her cheek, thumb grazing her temple.

“You’re doing so well,” I murmur. “You feel that? That quiet in your chest?”

She nods, eyes fluttering closed again.

“That’s what this is about,” I say. “This moment. That stillness.”

I slide my fingers from her mouth, slow and wet, the seal of her lips releasing with a soft pop. Her tongue chases the drag of them without thinking. She breathes through her nose—deep now. Focused.

I hold her gaze.

“I’m going to give you something better to focus on.”

Her breath stutters. Her lips part, anticipation spilling out in place of anxiety.

I rise, slowly, letting her eyes follow the line of my body up. I reach for my belt, eyes still on hers. Not a word. The buckle unclasps, the zipper sighs open. The sound alone makes her thighs tighten.

She’s breathing faster again. But not panic—no, this is something else. Heat and tension pulsing low and heavy in her belly. Her mouth opens before I even free myself.

“Good girl,” I murmur, pulling myself out, thick and hard and already flushed with the control I’ve kept coiled all session.

Her eyes widen. Just a flash. Then she leans in. I stop her with one hand on her chin.

“Eyes on me.”

She looks up, pupils blown wide, mouth trembling open.

“You’re not here to impress me,” I say, low and slow. “You’re here to relax. To let go. Every inch you take is a breath you don’t have to think about. Understand?”

She nods. “Yes.”

Her voice is wrecked, already breathless.

I guide her forward, my hand cradling the back of her head—not pushing, just holding her steady. I press the tip against her lips. She opens for me like she was made for it.

The first inch vanishes past her lips. Her tongue moves under me automatically. She moans soft—more breath than sound—and takes another inch.

“That’s it,” I say, thick and warm. “Take your time. Let your mouth do the work. Just breathe.”

She does. Her nose flares with each inhale, her jaw opening wider, the suction building as her lips stretch around me.

I don’t move. I let her pace it. Let her learn the shape of me. Let her calm herself in the act of giving.

“You’re doing perfect. Just like that. God, you look so good like this.”

Her hands stay in her lap at first, then slide to my thighs. Not gripping. Just anchoring. I feel the tremble in her fingers. Her eyes stay low. Focused.

Her mouth pulls back slightly, lips tight around the ridge. Then she sinks forward again—deeper, wetter. Her tongue drags under the length, slow and reverent.

“Good girl,” I say again, voice heavier now. “Every time you swallow me, you push that fear further away.”

She moans again, louder this time. The vibrations make my breath catch. She’s learning the rhythm—breath, suck, exhale, repeat. My cock disappears and reappears between her lips in perfect, controlled strokes.

I thread my fingers through her hair. Not pulling. Just there. Touching. Reminding her who she belongs to in this moment.

And she does. Completely.

Her lips stay soft, stretched and soaked around the base of my cock. She’s slow, reverent, eyes glassy now with pure, singular focus. No more shaking. No fidgeting. Her mind is quiet.

Every inhale through her nose hums against me. Every exhale warms the base. Her mouth isn’t tentative anymore—she’s starting to own it. That muscle memory’s forming already, and I can feel it in the rhythm of her suction. She’s memorizing me with her throat.

I press my hand gently at the back of her skull, not to force, not yet—but to hold her steady. Her lips glide halfway off, then she takes me back in, deeper, her tongue curling on instinct now.

“Good girl,” I murmur, low and close, voice dripping into her like warm honey. “You’re doing so fucking well for me.”

Her moan’s muffled, long and soft. It wraps around the head of my cock like silk. She’s trembling again, but not from fear. From grounding. From surrender. Her knees are pressing harder into the carpet, trying to hold herself steady in this new stillness.

“Let it soothe you, Emily,” I say. “Don’t overthink. Just suck. Use me like a pacifier.”

She reacts instantly, lips tightening, suck intensifying—slow, deep, rhythmic. Her whole body shifts forward with the pressure. Not a good-girl performance. Instinct.

“That’s it. That’s exactly what I want. You don’t need to think. Don’t need to speak. Just stay on your knees like this and breathe through my cock.”

Her pace deepens. No panic. No pause. She wants to be filled like this. Her tongue begins to move in little pulses, coaxing, worshipful.

“You feel how quiet your mind is?” I whisper, threading my fingers deeper into her hair. “This is where you come when the world’s too loud. You kneel. You open your mouth. You take me in.”

She shudders at that—her thighs shifting, breath stuttering as she moans again around me. I feel her suck harder, like she’s clinging to the praise, the words, the weight of meaning.

“You’re going to learn this so well,” I tell her. “It’ll become automatic. You’ll get anxious—and before you even realize it, you’ll be here. On your knees. Lips parted. Drooling around my cock.”

She moans, louder this time. I don’t stop. I press it in deeper.

“This will be your reset button. Your safety. Your cure.”

Her eyes flutter open. Teary, dazed. I meet them. I keep her there.

“You’ll start to crave it. Not just the feel, not just the taste. The order of it. The calm that floods in when your mouth is full and your thoughts go quiet.”

She sucks again, harder. More desperate now.

“You’ll stop needing pills. You won’t need breathing exercises. You’ll need me. My cock, your mouth. The rhythm of obedience.”

She whimpers around the base. I feel her jaw trying to take more. She gags—just a little—and holds it, doesn’t pull back.

I stroke her hair, slow, calming. “That’s it, sweetheart. That’s what good girls do. They gag and stay. They suck until their panic’s gone. Until they forget why they ever felt afraid.”

She’s panting now through her nose, flushed, soaked in focus. Her mouth works me wet and relentless, tongue curling with precision. She’s deep now, past shame, past doubt.

And she doesn’t want to stop.

She doesn’t stop. Her pace has gone from tentative to devoted, from careful to trained. Her lips are tight, dragging with suction that’s slow and constant, a pressure built from trust and need. Her tongue cradles me like worship. Her throat is wet silk.

Every breath she takes is through her nose, her face flushed, damp with the effort of staying in this space—this service. Her jaw trembles. Her cheeks are hollowing with every pull. And I feel it coming.

“Emily,” I murmur, thick and slow. “I’m going to cum in your mouth.”

She moans around me, sharp and guttural, her thighs clenching. Her whole body pulses at the words.

“I want you to swallow it. All of it.”

She nods while sucking, not pulling off, not slowing down.

“Good girl. That’s it. No panic. No hesitation. It’s not just about obedience—it’s about absorption. You take me into you. You let me settle inside.”

She moans again—deeper, louder. She’s sucking harder now. Like the words gave her permission to want it.

“This is good for you,” I say. “The taste, the weight, the heat. It will center you. Ground you. Fill you until nothing else matters.”

Her tongue flattens, drags perfectly under the base. My hips jerk forward involuntarily. Her lips tighten around the crown. I’m seconds away, throbbing in her throat, and she’s sucking through it like her life depends on it.

“And after,” I groan, “you’ll keep sucking. Don’t stop. No matter what.”

She nods again, jaw moving faster now, desperate. Her breath is hot against my skin. I grip her head tighter—not force, just to feel her locked in place.

“That’s it, baby. Just like that. Ready—good fucking girl—ready—”

I cum. Hard. Deep. My cock pulses in her mouth, the first rope shooting straight back against her throat. She jerks but doesn’t pull off. The second—hotter, thicker—makes her moan around me. I hear her swallow instinctively.

“That’s it. Keep going. Keep sucking.”

She does.

Even as I twitch inside her, even as my cum spills down her tongue, she keeps her mouth sealed around me, cheeks hollowing, rhythm unbroken. Her eyes flutter open—dazed, glassy, but focused. Her throat moves as she swallows again.

“Fuck, Emily,” I breathe. “You’re perfect. Perfect.”

She pulls back just slightly, tongue flicking against the underside, lips dragging slow and sweet around the head. Then she sinks forward again—deeper than before.

“You’re still anxious, aren’t you?” I whisper. “You need more. You need to finish calming down.”

She moans in agreement, full and raw. Her hands slide up my thighs. Not to hold me. Just to stay there. Just to feel anchored.

Her mouth works me in steady, post-orgasmic rhythm—too sensitive, too wet, too perfect. But I don’t stop her. I let her keep going. She wants to keep going. Because she knows—this isn’t about pleasure.

It’s about stillness.

And she’s finally found it.

She doesn’t pull off.

Her lips stay sealed around the head, slow steady suction still rolling from her mouth in pulses. Her cheeks no longer hollow with need—they work now like instinct. Her jaw isn’t trembling anymore. Her body is still. Quiet. Her hands rest lightly on my thighs, not gripping, just resting. Anchored.

I look down at her. She’s beautiful like this. Lips wet, jaw slack, eyes soft and distant—not dazed, but calm. And her mouth keeps moving.

I let the silence stretch, just breathing over her, feeling her draw from me in small, rhythmic sucks. Gentle. Pacifying. Like she doesn’t want the ritual to end.

“Good girl,” I say, voice velveted with afterglow. “You’re still sucking.”

She moans softly, lips tightening in response. I don’t twitch anymore, but her mouth doesn’t care. It’s not about pleasure now. It’s about presence.

“You feel how calm you are now?” I whisper, fingers back in her hair, stroking slow. “No spinning thoughts. No tight chest. Just this.”

She nods slightly, mouth still moving, soft little pulses around the base.

“This is what happens when you obey,” I murmur. “When you stay. When you let me be the thing that quiets your mind.”

Her breath is even. She’s not clenching anymore. She’s settled. Submerged in this moment like it’s the only place she exists.

“You’re learning,” I tell her. “Every time you do this, it’ll get easier. You won’t need to think. You’ll feel the anxiety coming and you’ll know—exactly what to do.”

She moans around me again. I press gently against the back of her head. Just weight. Just contact.

“You’ll drop to your knees the second you start to spiral. You’ll open your mouth without needing to be told. And you’ll take me like this—soft, slow, deep—until you’re quiet again.”

She sucks deeper. Lips stretching, breath pressing through her nose.

“You won’t need reminders. You won’t need pills. You’ll need me. My cock in your mouth. My hand in your hair. My voice telling you you’re safe.”

Her eyes flutter. She’s not blinking anymore.

“This is your medicine now,” I murmur. “You don’t have to ask. You don’t have to explain. You just kneel. And open.”

Her throat flexes around me. Not choking. Swallowing me again—what little is left. She’s not full, but she acts like she needs every drop.

“I’ll let you live this way,” I say, softer now. “Obedient. Open. Calm. You’ll train your nervous system to associate peace with my cock. And you’ll love that about yourself.”

She sucks harder. Moans deeper. It isn’t about climax. It’s about devotion. Continuity.

“You’re already changing,” I say. “Look at you.”

She does. Eyes rising. Drenched, wide, glowing.

“This is who you are now. A good girl who needs something in her mouth to keep the panic out.”

She sucks.

And sucks.

And doesn’t let go.

She starts to slow. Her lips loosen just slightly. The suction falters—not from fatigue, but from decision. Her jaw softens, and with a slow, wet slide, she pulls back. Her lips drag along the crown, delicate, reverent, until only the tip lingers between them—and then nothing. She releases me.

She looks up.

Her mouth is flushed, red and wet. Her lips shine. Her chin is damp. But her eyes—her eyes are wide, glassy, and clear. She’s not spinning anymore. She’s grounded. Quiet.

She breathes out. Slow. Controlled. Then:

“Um…”

I stay kneeling in front of her, hand still gently threaded through her hair. I say nothing. Just wait.

Her gaze flicks up to mine, then down. She swallows.

“Would…” her voice breaks off, then steadies again. “Would it help… if I used my mouth somewhere else too?”

My brows lift just slightly. I don’t interrupt.

Her cheeks flush. Her hands twist in her lap.

“I mean… your balls,” she whispers. “If I sucked them… would that help too?”

Her voice is soft. Unsure. Not playful. Genuine. Like she’s offering a service. A therapy. A deeper level of obedience that might steady her even more.

I exhale slowly, letting my hand cradle her jaw. I tilt her face toward mine.

“Emily,” I say, warm and low. “That is an excellent question.”

She sucks in a tiny breath. Her eyes dart to mine, cautious hope blooming behind them.

“Yes,” I continue. “It would help. The pressure. The focus. The way your tongue moves there—it would require even more attention from your body. More surrender. You’d have to stay gentle. Careful. Present. Just like with your breath.”

She shivers slightly. Her mouth parts again.

“Would you like to try?”

She nods. Not fast. Just once. Steady.

“I think you’re ready,” I tell her. “You’ve done so well already. You’ve earned the right to take more of me into your mouth.”

She moans—just a little, lips barely moving. Her hands slide forward now, resting on my thighs again, closer this time.

“Okay,” she breathes. “I want to.”

And I smile—genuine, quiet pride.

“Good girl.”

“Okay,” she whispers again, looking up at me with those soft, steady eyes, pink-cheeked, lip still swollen from where it stretched around me.

I guide her gently back down with a hand at the base of her skull—not pressure, just placement.

“Come closer. Get comfortable.”

She shifts on her knees, inching forward until she’s between my thighs. I open my stance slightly, letting her see. I’m soft now, heavy and glistening against the curve of my thigh, spent but sensitive, twitching from the heat of her breath.

Her eyes settle lower. I see her gaze soften, turn curious. She shifts her hands out of her lap, places them lightly on my thighs.

“Start slow,” I murmur. “Your tongue first. No rush.”

She leans in, cheeks still flushed, hair falling around her face in loose curls. Her breath is warm on my skin.

And then—delicate.

Her tongue presses flat and hot against the base of one ball, licking an upward stroke. It’s hesitant at first, more exploration than touch. I watch her shoulders. No tension. She’s learning again.

“Good,” I breathe. “That’s perfect. Just like that.”

She does it again—slightly firmer this time. Her lips press next, planting a soft kiss against the curve of skin. Her mouth opens, and she draws one into the heat of her mouth, slow, careful, reverent.

My breath catches.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Gentle now. They’re sensitive. You have to worship them.”

She hums softly around me. The vibration sends a small jolt up through my spine. She switches sides, tongue flicking between them, then mouth enveloping the other with the same caution, the same quiet need to do it right.

“Keep using your tongue,” I whisper. “Massage with it. Let it glide. Keep breathing through your nose.”

She obeys. Her tongue moves like silk now, wet and deliberate, curling as she sucks the weight of me into her mouth. Her hands grip my thighs tighter—not from tension, but from anchoring. She’s steady. She’s present. Her body wants to be used this way.

“You’re doing so fucking well,” I groan, letting my hand trail down her back.

She moans around the soft weight of me in her mouth—more a hum of pleasure than a sound of effort. She’s careful, delicate, lips dragging over sensitive skin like she’s kissing a wound she’s desperate to heal.

“You like this,” I whisper. “Helping me. Using your mouth like this.”

She nods. Doesn’t stop. Just sucks deeper, slower. Tongue moving in soft waves as she shifts back and forth, taking each one into her mouth with growing confidence.

Her lips are wet now, her chin shining again. Every motion’s soaked in obedience. She’s not doing this for approval. She’s doing it because it feels right. Because her mouth, her breath, her submission—calm her.

“You’re not thinking about anything else right now,” I murmur. “Just how I taste. How I feel. The way my skin moves on your tongue. This is all that matters.”

She moans again, louder. Her jaw opens wider. She takes both into her mouth now, tongue working between them.

And she stays there.

Still.

Worshiping.

Her lips glide over the skin beneath me like she’s in prayer. Her tongue cradles, flicks, rolls between them with slow, deliberate reverence. She takes both into her mouth again, sucks soft, holds, then releases with a wet pop, the heat of her breath ghosting over damp skin.

And I watch her—closely. Her eyes stay half-closed, her shoulders relaxed, her hands still gripping my thighs like they’re the only solid thing in the room.

She’s in deep.

And it’s time to take her deeper.

“Emily,” I say softly, hand settling on the back of her head. “Listen to me.”

She freezes—obedient, expectant, her lips still parted, tongue out just barely.

“I’m going to have you switch now,” I murmur. “Back and forth. Cock, balls, cock again. Slow. No rush. Just precision.”

She breathes out like she’s been waiting for this moment.

“It’s about obedience,” I say. “About knowing when to take. When to serve. When to move. You’ll learn to alternate without needing to be told.”

She nods, lips brushing my skin.

“Start with my cock.”

She lifts her head, mouth dragging a slow trail of spit up the base of my shaft. Her lips part wider, reverent again—but practiced now. She takes the tip in like it’s second nature. Her tongue swirls once around the crown, then she sinks lower.

“Good girl. Three sucks. Then switch.”

She does. One. Two. Three. Smooth, deep pulls. She doesn’t even break eye contact.

Then she releases me—licks down—low—and takes my balls into her mouth again without hesitation. One suck. A slow swirl of her tongue. Another.

“Beautiful,” I breathe. “Now back.”

She moves without a word. Slides up, mouth open, tongue dragging along the shaft, lips enveloping the tip again with a wet seal.

“Three.”

She sucks. Counts silently. One. Two. Three.

Then down again.

Her lips wrap around me, warm and slow, pressure gentle but sure.

Back to cock.

Up.

Three.

Back to balls.

Down.

Her rhythm is perfect. Measured. Controlled. Like a trained muscle, like a practiced ritual. No fumbling. No flinching. Just submission translated into technique.

I groan low, hips twitching slightly with the consistency of it. Her pace is flawless. Her eyes glaze deeper now. She’s somewhere else. Floating, anchored only by the weight of me in her mouth.

“Good fucking girl,” I murmur, hand cradling her jaw. “You’re learning exactly what I want. How to serve. How to follow. How to listen.”

She moans into my skin, the suction intensifying. She stays with it. One, two, three. Switch. Lick. Suck. Switch again.

I throb back into her mouth, cock twitching under her rhythm. I’m growing hard again—slowly, thickening inside her heat.

She doesn’t even flinch.

Just keeps sucking.

She’s still switching—cock, balls, cock again—like a pendulum made of obedience. The suction never breaks, the seal of her mouth tight and slick, tongue moving like it knows my shape better than her own thoughts. She’s moaning soft, deep, warm.

And I’m hard again.

Fully.

I feel the weight of myself throb against her lips, the skin flushed, sensitive, slick with her spit and memory.

She doesn’t comment. Doesn’t pull back. Just takes me deeper.

And I stop her.

Fingers curling in her hair. Holding her.

“Emily,” I say gently. “Look at me.”

She does. Her lips are flushed and swollen, her eyes glassy but present, soaking in my voice like it’s tethering her to the floor.

“You’re doing so well,” I say. “But now we go further.”

She breathes through her nose, steady.

“I’m going to teach you how to take all of me.”

Her breath hitches—half fear, half anticipation.

“This isn’t about forcing,” I continue. “It’s about control. Trust. Your throat is just another place you can quiet the noise. I’ll guide you. You won’t be alone.”

She nods, lips parting again as if she can’t stand the emptiness.

“Good girl.”

I place both hands at the sides of her head. Not holding her—just bracketing. She lowers her mouth over me again, tongue sliding along the underside. I groan at the contact, the heat.

“Take a breath,” I say. “Then slide down slow. Don’t rush. Don’t panic.”

She inhales through her nose.

And she sinks.

Inch by inch. Her lips glide lower. Her tongue flattens, then curls. She presses down—halfway, then past it. My cock disappears behind her lips. Her eyes close. Her body stills.

I feel her gag—just once. She pulls back, then steadies herself. Her hand finds my thigh again. Anchor.

“Breathe,” I whisper. “You’re okay.”

She nods, then pushes forward again.

Deeper.

Past the base of the head. Past the middle. Her lips stretch. Her throat tightens.

She gags again—wet and soft—but doesn’t retreat.

“Good. Stay there.”

She moans, lips trembling, throat spasming around me.

“Let it happen,” I say. “Let your throat learn me. Let it mold itself to my shape.”

She stays. Saliva spills down her chin. Her hands grip tighter, her jaw straining to hold me.

I stroke her hair, slow. “That’s it, Emily. That’s how a good girl takes it.”

She moans again—longer now, deeper. The gag fades. Her breath is erratic but present.

And she sinks again.

Until her lips are pressed to my pelvis.

Until my cock is buried in the heat of her throat.

Until I feel her hold me there—shaking, full, complete.

And she doesn’t move.

Not yet.

Not until I tell her to.

She’s fully down on me. Lips flushed against the root. Nose pressed to my skin. Throat stretched, working around the base, tight and wet and trying. She trembles, but she stays.

I rest my palms against the sides of her head, not pushing—just holding. Her muscles flutter around me, instinctively trying to swallow, to breathe through the blockage. And she moans, thick and soft, her voice muffled by the weight of me in her.

“Stay,” I say. “Don’t move.”

She jerks—just slightly—but obeys.

Her hands are locked on my thighs. Her whole body trembling. Her chest rising fast, sharp little huffs through her nose. She gags again, her throat clenching tight.

I stroke her hair, calm. “You’re okay. You’re doing exactly what I want.”

She whimpers, throat still locked tight around me.

“Let your body adjust. Let it learn. This is what submission feels like.”

She moans again, louder. Her eyes are glassy now, blurred and wet but holding on.

“You’ll get used to it,” I whisper, my fingers pressing a little firmer behind her ears. “This full. This deep. This helpless. You’ll start to crave it. The silence. The stretch. The stillness.”

She chokes again. Her throat spasms hard, then relaxes. She breathes sharp and fast through her nose, drool slipping past her lips, soaking her chin.

“Hold it. Just a little longer.”

She whimpers. But doesn’t move.

“You’re taking me so well,” I groan. “So fucking well. You’re going to remember this feeling every time you kneel. Every time you suck. Every time you breathe through the panic.”

Her body shifts again. Not retreat—just effort. She’s trying to hold. Gagging lightly, her throat fluttering. Her arms are shaking. But she stays.

“I’ve got you,” I say. “You don’t have to do anything but stay.”

She does. Her breath wheezes sharp through her nose. Her fingers clutch my thighs tighter. Her whole body is locked in service.

And I don’t let go.

Not yet.

She’s still down. Her throat tight and wet around me, fluttering with every panicked swallow. Her nose is pressed flush to my skin, drool spilling from her chin, her hands clutching my thighs like she’ll collapse without them. Her eyes are barely open now—glassy, distant. Somewhere else.

And I can feel it rising again.

Slow, thick, inevitable.

I grit my teeth and don’t tell her. Not this time.

No warning. No countdown. No mercy.

She gagged for me. She held me. She stayed.

Now she takes it.

My cock jerks in her throat—once, then again. She flinches. Her hands tighten. And then the first pulse hits. Hot. Heavy. Deep.

She moans—a broken little sound—but doesn’t pull back.

The second surge follows, flooding past her tongue. She swallows automatically, reflexively, her throat squeezing tighter.

And I groan, low and wrecked. “Fuck—good fucking girl—just like that.”

I hold her head still, fingers braced behind her skull, letting her feel every last twitch, every drop spilling straight down her throat.

She’s choking softly. But she stays.

Even when the pressure fades, even when I’ve finished, she doesn’t let go. Her throat is still working, slow little swallows as if she’s trying not to miss a single drop.

Her breath is ragged through her nose. Her lips twitch like she’s trying to keep me sealed inside her.

“Swallow,” I murmur. “All of it. You know what to do.”

She moans again, the sound soaked with heat and relief. Her throat works one last time—long, slow, swallowing everything.

I feel her exhale then. Through her nose. Shaky. Spent. Silent.

Still full of me.

I keep my hands on her head. Don’t pull her off. Don’t let her move. Not yet.

“You just took everything,” I say, voice barely above a whisper. “Down your throat. No hesitation. No fear. You let me finish inside you because you knew it was what you needed.”

She whimpers softly, still breathing heavy, jaw trembling from the strain.

“Good girl,” I breathe again. “You’re healing. One swallow at a time.”

Her lips are still wrapped around the base. Her throat is sore, working slower now, every breath a shudder through her nose. My cock is softening against her tongue, spent and still glistening with her spit and my release.

She hasn’t moved.

I stroke her hair once, then slide a hand beneath her jaw—warm, gentle, steady.

“You can come off now,” I say softly. “Slowly.”

She pulls back inch by inch. Not jerking, not gasping. Her lips glide up the shaft, slackening as she goes, until just the tip lingers between them—wet and flushed. Then it slips free.

Her mouth stays parted. Her breath comes fast, high in her chest. Her chin is slick, cheeks streaked with spit and tears. Her eyes are heavy, dazed, blinking slow.

I sink to one knee.

“Hey,” I whisper, reaching forward to cup her face in both hands. “Look at me.”

She does.

And fuck—she’s radiant.

Her mascara’s ruined, lashes clumped, strands of hair plastered to her forehead. Her mouth trembles open, red and sore. She looks utterly wrecked.

She looks exactly how I wanted her.

And still—she’s calm.

“You did so well,” I say, thumbing gently at the spit glistening on her lower lip. “I couldn’t ask for better.”

She closes her eyes, exhales through her nose like she’s finally releasing the last of the tension coiled inside her chest.

I tilt her chin. Kiss the corner of her mouth—soft, fleeting.

“You held me,” I murmur. “All the way. You let me cum down your throat. You didn’t flinch. You stayed. That’s something only a very good girl can do.”

Her breath catches again. Her hands lift and press against my forearms—not to push away. Just to feel me. To hold onto the grounding she’s earned.

I reach for the soft cloth on the table beside us—prepared, always. I lift it and begin to wipe the slick from her chin, the damp corners of her lips, the spit trailing down her throat. She doesn’t move. Just lets me tend to her.

“There’s no shame in needing this,” I say, voice still low. “Your body knew what it needed before your mind did. All I did was give it the permission.”

She looks up at me like I’ve told her she’s allowed to breathe.

“You’re calm now,” I whisper. “Aren’t you?”

She nods, slow. The motion barely there.

“Do you feel the panic?”

She shakes her head.

I brush the hair back from her face, tuck the strands behind her ears.

“You’re safe now,” I tell her. “You earned that safety. Every inch you took. Every second you stayed. Every swallow. That was you. That was real therapy.”

Her eyes shine—wet and raw. But no tears fall.

She’s not overwhelmed.

She’s still.

She’s still kneeling. Face damp, mouth parted, breath slow and shaky—but not unstable. Her eyes blink slowly, struggling to focus. The space around her feels like water. She’s floating now, not falling.

I sit back against the base of the couch, legs apart, posture open. I hold my arms out to her.

“Come here.”

She doesn’t hesitate. Not even for a second.

She crawls forward like a sleepwalker and folds into me. Her knees press to either side of my thigh, and she settles into my lap, curling into my chest like she belongs there. I wrap my arms around her immediately—one under her legs, one around her shoulders. My palm cradles the back of her head.

She exhales like she’s been holding that breath for years.

“That’s it,” I whisper, rocking her slightly. “I’ve got you.”

Her face presses into my neck, lips still damp. I feel her arms slide around me, fingers clutching the fabric of my shirt like she never wants to let go.

“You did so well,” I murmur again. “So, so well.”

She doesn’t speak at first. Just breathes. Her body is warm and soft and utterly loose in my arms. Her heart’s not racing anymore. It’s slow. Level. Her entire frame melts into mine, and I can feel the change in her—it’s not submission anymore.

It’s safety.

I rock her for a while. Say nothing. Stroke her hair. Let her return to herself on her own time.

Then—softly, into the curve of my neck:

“Can I come back tomorrow?”

I don’t answer immediately. I wait. Let her hear her own voice. Let her feel the truth of it.

She lifts her head slightly, blinking up at me. Her cheeks are streaked with spit and heat. Her lips are swollen, red. Her hair is a mess. And still—she looks more beautiful than ever.

“I mean,” she says, barely a whisper, “if that’s okay. I don’t want to go too far, or—”

“Shh.”

I press a finger gently to her lips. She freezes.

“You can come back tomorrow,” I say.

Her breath hitches. Her eyes flutter closed in relief.

“As long as you come for the same reason,” I add. “To surrender. To breathe. To be quiet.”

She nods. Her mouth brushes my collarbone.

“I’ll be ready,” she whispers.

“I know.”

I stroke her spine. Long, slow. Her entire body settles into mine again, and this time—it stays.

Tomorrow, we begin again.
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Therapy Made Her Mine: A Steamy, Obsessive Romance

Everyone said I was obsessed with her.

They weren’t wrong.

Bella married my dad when I was eighteen. I spent four years pretending I didn’t want her—watching, wanting, needing. And when I came home after college, that obsession wasn’t just still there… it was worse.

My dad wanted me out of the house.

Bella said therapy.

But the therapist?

He’s my friend.

And the plan he gave us?

Let me have her. For real. Share a bed. Play the role. Pretend I’m the man of the house—until the fantasy dies.

Except it didn’t.

Every kiss felt too right.

Every touch, too necessary.

Every moan from her lips… mine.

What started as a lie became something we couldn’t stop.

She was never supposed to be mine.

But I made her mine anyway.

Giving Her What She Needs: A Forbidden Romance of Control and Care

She’s my college best friend’s mom.

Nineteen years older. Newly divorced.

And for the last four years, I’ve been quietly obsessed with her.

When he asked me to stay with her while he was away, he had no idea what he was really giving me—

Access. Time. A chance to show her what she needs.

She’s anxious. Unsettled. Fractured in ways no one else sees.

But I do.

And I fix it—with my mouth, with my hands, and with the only kind of comfort her body truly responds to.

When she gets overwhelmed, she doesn’t reach for a pill. She drops to her knees and wraps her lips around me.

She sucks to stay sane.

She sucks to breathe.

She sucks because I trained her to.

And now?

She’s mine.

One bed. One routine. One mouth made to soothe.

This isn’t just a romance.

This is what happens when the line between comfort and control blurs, and a man gives the woman he loves exactly what her body craves most.

Perfect for readers who love:

Possessive, obsessive men
Mom’s best friend / age-gap taboo
Oral fixation / pacifier kink
Calm-down D/s dynamics
Fully male POV
No cheating. No breakups. Just soft, filthy obsession

The House He Claimed: One Man’s House. Another Man’s Claim. 

The House He Claimed

One man’s house. Another man’s claim.

He brought me into their home.

He thought I was part of a program.

Thought I was temporary.

He didn’t read the fine print.

I watched her for years before I ever crossed their threshold. I knew everything—her routine, her voice, the way she kissed him like she was pretending. And when I walked into their life with a smile and a stack of papers, I wasn’t just invited in.

I was claiming the whole house.

Now I take her when I want. On the kitchen table. In their bed. In front of him. She opens for me without hesitation, moans when I touch her, leans into every slow thrust like she was made to carry what I give her.

She was supposed to be his wife.

She’s not anymore.

And soon, even her womb will forget him.

What You’ll Find Inside:

Freeuse kink
Breeding obsession & multiple pregnancies
Cuckold husband dynamic
Sleep play & casual use
Ritualistic domination
Public possession & humiliation
Soft aftercare & complete control
Long-term power shift
No safewords. No apologies.

In Her Sleep: HE CLAIMED HER NIGHT AFTER NIGHT

A darkly obsessive, small-town breeding romance.

She came here to start over.

Quiet land. Quiet house. No one to bother her.

Except me.

From the moment I saw Willa James, I knew she was mine. Sweet little thing- soft-eyed, smelling like sunlight and honey. She didn’t see me. Not at first. But I saw her.

I waited. Watched. Wanted.

And when the lights went out, I took what I needed.

She thought it was just a dream.

She still does.

But her body knows the truth.

The way she moans for me in her sleep. The way her thighs part without thinking. The way her belly’s started to swell.

I’ve been filling her night after night—until she couldn’t take another drop without keeping it.

And now she’s waking up.

She’s not ready for how real I am.

But I’ve never been more sure of anything.

She’s mine.

And I’ll claim her again. In her sleep. In the light. Forever.

—

For readers who love:

primal obsession
somnophilia / sleep play
breeding & pregnancy
possessive heroes who worship one woman only
one-bed, no-escape intensity
small-town heat with a dark twist
feral forever-type love
No cliffhangers. No cheating. Just one dark cowboy, one dripping obsession, and the woman he fills—until she’s full of him in every way.
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