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For Virginia —

For the man whose body is a work of art

and the dog who shared his open road.

Ride free, baby.
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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, businesses, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

This work is intended for mature audiences (18+) only. It contains explicit sexual content, including consensual BDSM dynamics between adults. All characters depicted are eighteen years of age or older.

The relationships portrayed are consensual and negotiated. This book does not depict non-consensual behavior as acceptable or safe. Any power exchange described is fictional and based on mutual agreement between characters.

Reader discretion is advised.

Copyright © 2026 Rosa Michels
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He fixes what’s broken without asking for praise.

She decides to give him something better than “thank you.”

In a relationship built on trust, tension, and mutual control, appreciation becomes an act of devotion — expressed through touch, surrender, and deliberate power exchange.

But when the balance tips and control changes hands, one rule remains:

If you can’t wait... there will be consequences.

A standalone erotic short about switch dynamics, chastity play, and intentional intimacy.
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Chapter 1
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Micah slams the door when he comes home from work, drops his keys on the table, and walks straight back out.

“What the hell?” I mutter, moving to the window just in time to see him pulling away in my car.

I grab my phone and call him. “Where are you going with my car, Micah?”

There’s a beat of static before he answers. “Seriously? You were complaining this morning about it not running right. I need to drive it to figure out what’s wrong.”

The irritation drains out of me just as quickly as it flared. “Yeah... okay,” I sigh, hanging up.
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When he comes back an hour later, there’s grease on his hands and sweat darkening the collar of his shirt.

“Well?” I ask, softer this time. “Did you figure it out?”

He shrugs, already walking toward the sink. “Yeah. It’s fixed.”

He’s short. Tired. And he has every right to be. I was sharp with him this morning — frustrated and unfair.

I step into his space before he can disappear into the bathroom. I lift my hands to his jaw, guiding his face toward mine.

“Thank you, baby,” I say quietly, holding his gray-blue gaze. “I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

His expression softens just a fraction.

I let my hands slide down his arms, feeling the tension there, the solid warmth of him. He smells like sweat and motor oil — metallic and clean in a way that makes something deep in my stomach tighten.

“Come on,” I murmur, lacing my fingers with his. “Let me take care of you. Let me show you how much I appreciate you.”
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Chapter 2
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I guide him into the bathroom and turn on the shower, steam curling between us.

“I’m sorry for snapping this morning,” I tell him softly as I help him out of his shirt. “You’d already worked all day. You didn’t need to deal with my frustration on top of that.”

He studies me for a moment, then steps beneath the spray.

I follow him in.

The water runs hot over his shoulders, and I take my time washing him — slow, deliberate strokes of my hands over tired muscle. He doesn’t speak. He just stands there and lets me care for him, head tipping forward, tension easing beneath my palms.

I wash the grease from his hands. I press my lips to his shoulder. I trace the lines of his back.

By the time I turn off the water, his body is loose and heavy with relaxation.

I dry him carefully, lingering, then take his hand and lead him toward the bedroom.

“Lay on your stomach,” I murmur. “Tonight is about you.”

I warm the oil between my palms before working it into his neck and shoulders. His muscles give beneath my hands as I move slowly down his back, kneading out the last stubborn knots of tension.

When I reach his hips, my touch shifts — still gentle, still unhurried — but more intimate.

He exhales, eyes closing.

I kiss the small of his back. His spine. The curve of him.

I expose his hole and lower my mouth to it. I eat him out while I continue to massage his glutes and hamstrings. 

There’s no rush. No performance. Just care.

Once I’m finished, I press a soft kiss to his hole and guide his hips as I roll him onto his back.

When I turn him over, he looks dazed — relaxed in a way that feels like trust.

I continue the massage along his chest, letting my mouth follow where my hands have been. His breath deepens. His body responds, slowly awakening under mine.

“Patience,” I whisper when his hips lift toward me. “Let me take care of you.”

I move lower, taking my time, letting him feel wanted.

I kiss the art on his skin, the metal he chose to wear, saving the best for last — his dick, pierced through five times. I remember the way he’d wanted those piercings — the way he trusted me to arrange it. That memory alone makes my chest tighten. 

While massaging his balls, I lick the underside of his shaft, my tongue bumping along the three rings there. When I reach the tip, I tongue his slit — swirling my tongue around the ring there, then I close my lips around it and suckle gently. He tastes so good.

I lick back down his length until I get to his balls. They’re already drawing up tight as I suck one then the other into my mouth. 

When he finally begs, it isn’t desperation — it’s surrender.

“Please,” he begs. 

And I give him exactly what he needs.

I let his balls slip from my mouth and swallow every inch of him. When the head hits my throat, I gag — and he moans. I seal my lips tight and bob along his length, hands braced on his hips as I guide him to fuck my face. When he comes undone beneath me, it feels less like conquest and more like something sacred. Tears blur my vision as I swallow every drop he gives me, then lick him clean.

I stay with him afterward, hands smoothing over his skin as he melts into the mattress.

“I’ll make us something to eat,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to his lips. “Come find me when you’re ready.”
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As I spread mustard across the bread, I can still feel the warmth of him on my lips.

He never asks to be taken care of — never demands appreciation.

That’s why I give it freely.

He shows up for me in grease-stained hands and quiet solutions.

I show up for him in the ways I know how.
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