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Introduction
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Chapter 1




“Get on the bed,” I say. 

My husband, Evan does it without asking which way or how. Shoes off first, then shirt, then jeans, the order he’s learned without being told, the kind of muscle memory you only get from repetition. 

He looks up at me and waits.

“This isn’t like last time,” I say.

He nods. I let it sit there until he realizes that wasn’t an instruction.

“What’s different,” he asks. "Sir." He adds just to be cheeky.

He'll pay for that later. I don’t answer right away. I cross the room, stop in front of him, tilt his chin up with two fingers. He’s already breathing shallow, which I file away without comment. “You don’t get to finish,” I say. “Not tonight. Not until I say you can.”

He swallows. “Okay.”

“That wasn’t a question,” I say.

“I know.”

I step back. “Say it.”

“I’m not allowed to cum unless you tell me to.”

“And.”

“And you’re not promising you will.”

“Good,” I nod.

I don’t touch him for a while after that. I take my time undoing my cuffs, folding them instead of dropping them on the chair, watching the way his thighs tense and relax when he realizes I’m not moving on his schedule. He shifts on the bed, stops himself, plants his hands again. He’s hard already. 

I circle him once, slow, close enough that he can feel me pass but not close enough to touch. “If you ask to cum,” I say, “the answer will be no.”

“Yes sir. I won't ask.”

“You always say that. Last time you begging.”

“I won’t this time.”

We’ll see.

I felt like we needed a little reset after my Birthday surprise. My husband had surprised my by arranging our friend from the guy to come over. They fucked. I watched. It was hot, but also a bit, unnerving. 

By him setting up the play time, it took me out of control. 

Now it was time to put him back in his place. 

I tell him to lie back, legs apart, arms over his head. He does it clean, spine flat, eyes on the ceiling because he knows I prefer it that way when I’m deciding what to do with him. I use my mouth first, he hates not knowing when I’ll stop. It's one of my favorite parts of sucking my husbands huge delicious cock.

His cock twitches against my tongue, already leaking as I take him deep, then pull back just enough to tease the head with my lips. I watch his stomach tighten, his fingers gripping the sheets—good, he’s trying so hard not to thrust up. But I know him. I know exactly how long it takes before his resolve cracks. I drag my teeth lightly along the underside, just enough to make him gasp, then back off completely, blowing cool air over the wetness I left behind. His hips jerk involuntarily, and I smirk. "Uh-uh," I chide, pressing a firm hand to his pelvis. "You move when I say you can move."

I let my fingertips trail down his chest, nails just barely scraping skin—enough to make him shiver but not enough to mark. His breath hitches when I reach his hips, circling the sharp bones there with deliberate slowness. "Look at you," I murmur, watching the way his cock twitches against his stomach, already slick with pre-cum. "So desperate and you haven't even been touched properly yet." He whines, low in his throat, and I dig my nails in suddenly, just above the crease of his thigh. "Hush, be good or this stops now." His whole body jerks, but he keeps his arms pinned above his head, fingers twisting in the sheets. "Good boy."










  
  
Chapter 2




Iwrap my fingers around the base of his cock, squeezing just enough to make his breath hitch. My thumb swipes over the head, spreading the wetness there in slow circles—too slow, too light to give him any real relief. His hips twitch upward, seeking more, and I tighten my grip in warning. "Still," I command, watching the way his stomach muscles flutter with the effort of holding back. His cock throbs in my hand, hot and heavy, and I can see the tension building in his thighs. 

I drag my tongue up the length of his inner thigh, slow and wet, pausing just short of where he wants me most. His breath stutters—sharp, ragged—and I smirk against his skin. "Legs up," I command, pressing one hand against the back of his knee. He obeys instantly, bending at the waist, exposing himself completely. Legs spread wide, big strong hands hooked under his knees. 

I love him like this. So exposed, so vulnerable.

The scent of him is thick in the air, sweat and musk and the faint tang of soap from his shower earlier. I don't hesitate. I lean in and lick a broad stripe over his hole, savoring the way his whole body jerks beneath me, the bitten-off moan he tries to swallow down.

He whimpers when my tongue presses inside—a broken, shuddering sound that makes my cock throb. I don’t let up, dragging the flat of my tongue over him in slow, deliberate strokes, relishing the way his thighs tremble when I pause to circle his rim with just the tip of my tongue. His fingers scramble against his own skin, clawing at his thighs as if he doesn’t know whether to push me away or pull me closer. "Fuck—" he chokes out, voice ragged, and I hum against him, the vibration wringing another desperate noise from his chest.









