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Chapter 1: Failing
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Once upon a time, she’d worn silk to bed. Little nightdresses that clung to her thighs, hiked up as she turned under the covers. Once – he stiffened every time he remembered – he’d come upstairs to find her waiting in just stockings and a sly half-smile, as she pounced him, riding him to exhaustion before he’d even had a chance to brush his teeth.

That had been years ago. Back when they were still students, before they were even engaged.

Now, Ellen wore flannel pyjamas: thick flannel, high-necked things that made her look half-asleep before she’d even switched off the light. She always turned away. Always pulled the duvet tight around her, rolling up in a softly armoured bundle because she said she overheated if he held her in his sleep. Her “Goodnight, George, dear,” was as automatic and routine as snapping off her bedside light, and he’d be left alone, trying to turn the pages of his own book as quietly as he could – and trying not to cry. 

They hadn’t had sex since his birthday in the spring, and even then he’d had the sense it was more of an obligation than anything else. A box ticked, a favour done. He hadn’t even come properly; he’d just made himself tense up, grunting “fuck,” and “thank you,” and then stopped, because he was terrified she wasn’t into it, that despite the way she clung to him she was somehow only doing it because she felt she had to. The second that thought had entered his head, he’d felt himself softening, and he’d faked his own orgasm in a panic. She hadn’t seemed to mind; she’d kissed his cheek and said she loved him too before she went for a shower – but they hadn’t had sex since, and he’d convinced himself it was because he’d shown another way to disappoint her.

Lately he’d been googling dead bedroom, and hating himself for it, because it felt like he was making his loneliness her problem. But he was desperate to find something that would fix it, and nearly all the advice all sounded so reasonable he’d clung to it in case it helped. 

Be thoughtful, people said; so he’d bought her wine and chocolates.

Be helpful round the house, a forum told him; so he’d taken care to always be the one to stack the dishwasher.

Be romantic, an agony aunt insisted; so he’d leaned in as Ellen stirred the curry last Friday and said, “You look really hot tonight.”

She hadn’t even looked up from the pan.

Now he lay there in the dark, tense with the effort of not sighing, painfully aware that she was once again lying with her back to him like a wall that he didn’t dare try and scale. He didn’t want to be angry. He didn’t want to be that guy. But it was hard not to feel like a ghost in his own marriage. Like she’d stopped seeing him. Not out of cruelty, but out of... exhaustion. Like she’d already given up, and somehow he was just the last one to notice.

And it wasn’t a surprise, not exactly – if anything, George had always been surprised that Ellen saw anything in him in the first place, and although his job as a software lead paid extremely well, he knew it wasn’t glamorous. He was in his 30s, but kept in trim; he was pretty sure that he at least looked... average. But the fire seemed to have gone and he was increasingly terrified that it might never come back. 

He still loved her. She was still the most beautiful and intelligent woman he’d ever known. He just didn’t know how to reach her anymore. He’d tried everything he could think of, and almost everything he could find online, and nothing seemed to work. George could feel their connection crumbling, and he could feel his heart break every time another attempt was rebuffed, because he was starting to believe Ellen no longer wanted to be reached.

He swallowed hard against the lump in his throat and closed his eyes, willing himself to sleep before his hope sank any lower.
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Ellen lay still in the darkness, her heart aching as she waited for her husband’s breathing to settle, until she felt the tension finally ebb out of his shoulders. Slowly, she heard his breathing slip into the peaceful soft snore she knew from long experience meant he was fast asleep, and unlikely to wake up for anything short of a major fire.

Then she rolled over in bed and gently, slowly reached an arm out, wrapping it across his sleeping chest as she held him close, wishing she could find the words to make him understand that she still loved him, that she didn’t mean to come across as cold. 

She just didn’t have the energy to pretend anymore.

She missed her old self. Or, no – it wasn’t about youth, or being in her 30s now – it was that she missed the automatic confidence that seemed to be built into her old self; the sense she could wear silk, and heels, and dark lipstick on a Tuesday just because, and never be questioned. She missed the part of herself that had wanted. That had felt hungry, and beautiful, and dangerous, and free to indulge her own urges without somehow betraying herself.

Now she just felt... grateful when the bins got put out on time. Grateful when George remembered to record Strictly. Grateful when he brought her a cup of tea at the weekends and said “You deserve a lie in” before he went outside to dutifully mow the front lawn, never quite realising that knowing he was getting on with housework while she lay in bed made it almost impossible for her to sleep.

She knew he was hurting.

And, to her shame, she knew he was trying anyway. That made it worse, somehow.

The wine and chocolates he’d bring her from the good supermarket on the other side of town, just because. The muted clattering of dishes as he carefully avoided making a show of loading the dishwasher, never mentioning or levering it for praise. His “you look really hot tonight,” delivered when she was cooking, sweating over the hob; a compliment she could tell he’d practiced in his head over and over – but which still left her acutely aware of how rarely she returned his compliments, because she didn’t want to get his hopes up, because she couldn’t bear feeling like she was leading him on when she knew she wouldn’t be able to will herself into the mood. 

It wasn’t wrong, any of it. God knew there were worse men out there, far worse; after building her career as a couple’s therapist, Ellen’s best friend Bethan could tell stories that made her feel sick – but somehow nothing George did seemed to touch her in the way she needed. 

It was like he was dancing at the edge of something, afraid to ask what was really broken. Like the thought of wanting her properly, messily, urgently, had been replaced with these polite rituals of husbandry.

He still loved her. She knew that, but love wasn’t enough when she didn’t feel seen. Not really. Not like before. She didn’t want chocolates. She wanted to be wanted, wanted with an urgency and a passion and a desperation that made her heart ache, that made her feel worshipped. And... maybe even feared, just a little.

She closed her eyes.

She hadn’t meant for things to turn out like this. She knew every time she turned away, it hurt him a little more. But she couldn’t find the words to explain what she wanted, even to herself, and even though it broke her heart, it felt kinder to turn away than to try and explain she loved him, and she wasn’t happy.

But even so, she could feel the pressure growing. Sooner or later, Ellen feared, something had to change. She couldn’t carry on like this. It wasn’t fair to him.
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Next morning was one of George’s days in the office instead of at home. Ellen kissed him in the hall, and winced internally at his grateful smile as he opened his mouth to speak – and then caught himself and mumbled something about the traffic.

She watched him reverse out of the drive, her hand half-raised to wave. And then she sighed, and got on with her morning. 

Almost all the women of Edge Close met up for coffee on Tuesdays – there was a lovely independent cafe just outside the estate, wedged improbably between the wine bar that used to be a bank and the pound shop that used to be a travel agents. The gaps between the tables were usually rammed with pushchairs, but the seats were comfy, the cakes were amazing, and the busy hum of background activity meant nobody could eavesdrop on anyone else – however much they were tempted. 

Ellen met Bethan outside, and they headed down together, making their way out of the immaculate Edge Close, down Hill Crescent, and through the rest of the estate to cross Boundary Way until the Executive Homes gave way to inter-war semis and then the older, taller Victorian and earlier buildings of the High Street. 

They chatted softly, Bethan’s faint Welsh lilt occasionally rising above the traffic, but it was all surface stuff; after years working as a therapist, Bethan could tell her Ellen wasn’t present in the moment, that something she’d sensed circling for some time was now preying on her mind. Her grey eyes sparkled with interest, a faint coil of professional instinct stirring alongside a far deeper concern for her closest friend. 

Marie was already seated when they arrived. A fixture on Edge Close, she’d been there for years when George and Ellen moved in and she’d always been the perfect neighbor. Her husband Will was rarely in the country – whatever he did it was something to do with oil that kept him off in the Gulf for months and months at a time – but she’d rapidly adopted Ellen and often popped over for a chat. Ellen trusted her almost as much as she trusted Bethan.

She waved as she saw Ellen and Bethan entering, summoning a waitress over to give their usual order on their behalf. Marie was always doing things like that, moving through her life with an effortless command that made Ellen ache with an envy she didn’t quite understand. 

“Ellen,” Marie smiled, standing up to kiss her friend on both cheeks, and then stepping back slightly to look at her thoughtfully “You’re out of sorts.”

“No, no,” Ellen protested “I’m well. It’s just... Well, let’s sit.”

Bethan said nothing. But she watched; watched the tension in Ellen’s shoulders, the way she curled in on herself when she sat. She glanced across at Marie and saw the older woman raise a perfect eyebrow as she began to chatter away as if she hadn’t felt the first cracks showing in their friend’s facade of perfect suburban bliss.
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Marie was talking about her daughter. Not bragging – Marie never bragged; it would never have occurred to her – but happily reporting, the way women do when everything goes exactly the way it should. Catherine was just starting her second year at Durham, reading English Literature, extremely happy with her new boyfriend, if Marie was any judge. They’d been on the phone for nearly an hour last night.

“She’s always loved the sound of her own voice,” Marie said fondly. “Takes after her father.”

“Will’s back soon, isn’t he?” Bethan asked, still watching Ellen from behind her teacup.

Marie shrugged, stirring slowly. “In theory. Dubai’s still hot. And expensive. Apparently there’s some logistics nonsense that’s keeping everyone at their desks.”

Bethan nodded. “And you’re bearing up.”

“I’m bearing up,” Marie agreed lightly. “And Catherine really does sound happy, which is the main thing.”

There was a pause. Marie looked at Ellen. So did Bethan.

Ellen hadn’t touched her coffee.

“You’re not quite here today, darling,” Marie said, with no particular judgement. “Is everything all right?”

Ellen hesitated a moment too long, and then smiled, a little too brightly. “I’m fine,” she said, “just didn’t sleep well. That’s all.”

Bethan tilted her head slightly. Her grey eyes sharpened with a sudden glimmer of purpose: she’d heard that tone in clients before, where women tried to convince themselves silence was safer than truth.

“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked gently, “you don’t have to, but... if you do.”

Ellen shook her head. Looked out the window, then down at the bowl of sugar sachets – and then finally at Bethan. Without even really meaning to, she said,

“I don’t think he sees me anymore.”

Marie didn’t speak. She just offered a sympathetic smile, and glanced at Bethan, who set her cup down, and shook her head. 

“In what way?” she asked, gently.

Ellen gave a helpless little laugh. “Just... in general. I know he’s trying. He’s not a bad man. It’s not that. I just... I could wear a bin bag to bed and he wouldn’t notice.”

Marie arched an eyebrow. “And if you didn’t wear anything?”

“He’d still be scared to do anything,” Ellen said. Then, more softly, she added, “...or say thank you.”

Bethan inhaled slowly. She didn’t rush, leaving Ellen a moment to understand her own feelings before she opened her mouth again.

“That sounds... very lonely,” she said.

Ellen nodded, staring into her untouched cup. “It is,” she admitted, “but I... I don’t even know how to want him any more. I do, but I... I just don’t feel-”

She broke off, blushing, and for a while, Bethan just waited, letting the weight of what Ellen was feeling settle amid the emptiness. Somewhere among the background sound of the cafe, a young mum laughed happily. Bethan glanced at Marie over her cup and let the silence stretch further and further until she saw Ellen draw breath to dismiss her own feelings – and then she spoke.

“Look, Ellen I... you’re not a client, I know. But There are... ways to rebalance that kind of dynamic. If it’s something you want.”

Marie said nothing, but she reached for her coffee, sipping slowly, with her eyes on Ellen. She had always made it a point to never interfere in Ellen and George’s relationship, but now her interest was subtle, but unmistakable.

“I... I don’t know,” Ellen mumbled, “I just... I want to be... seen. Not just... there. I... I want to want him, and I can’t without hurting him, so I don’t... I do want him but I... oh god. I must sound crazy. I know this makes no sense!”

Her hand spasmed on the table, snatching a sugar packet and tearing it into tiny strips as granules scattered across the cloth. Marie shifted closer, and placed a gentle hand on Ellen’s. 

“It makes perfect sense,” she said, and Ellen gazed at her gratefully, her fingers finally relaxing.

Bethan set her cup down carefully.

“I’d never normally interfere in a friend’s relationship,” she said “you know that.”

Ellen nodded.

“But Ellen believe me you’re not the first woman I’ve heard say something like that. You wouldn’t believe how common it is. Lovely men, polite men, men who try... and still leave their wives feeling like ghosts.”

She let that sit for a moment, too.

“I’ve worked with couples like that. Rebalanced them. Reconnected them. It just needs a little... training, that’s all. You must have heard people say that you have to always work on a relationship? It won’t be easy every day, right? I... know ways to make it easier. I know... structures that can help.”

Marie was still silent, but her gaze had shifted, no longer on Ellen, but on Bethan now, watching her speak with the faintest glint of amusement. She looked, if anything, curious.

Ellen let out a small breath. “It’s not that I don’t love him. I do. I just don’t think he knows how to... want me anymore. Not without asking more than I can give.”

Bethan tilted her head slightly. “And do you want to feel... wanted?”

Ellen looked up, then, and there was something in her face; a muted hesitation that was giving way to a hunger buried deep beneath the shame of not being the picture of domestic perfection.

“Yes,” she whispered. “God, yes. I want to feel... craved. Like I matter. Like I don’t need to...”
She didn’t finish the sentence.
Bethan nodded. Her voice remained calm and professional. Not soothing, but measured, practiced. 

“There are ways,” she said cautiously, “to shift the balance. To bring the focus back to you. Gentle, structured... very effective.”

Ellen blinked. “What kind of ways?”

Bethan gave the smallest of smiles. Neither indulgent nor cruel; just certain.

“What’s the most base, most basic desire a man has? What’s always at the forefront of any man’s mind when he takes a woman to bed?”

She answered before Ellen could even finish blushing: “For most of them it’s his own orgasm, right?”

Ellen nodded miserably. 

“That’s why it’s so unfair if I try to start something and-” she began, but Marie’s palm tightened against her hand, stilling her as Bethan continued,

“Right,” she nodded “so stop thinking about fair and think about want. If you want to refocus a man – if you want to train him safely, make his desires your desires, you just... control that urge. Control his orgasm.”

There was a silence. Not quite shocked; just surprised. Ellen’s eyes flicked nervously to the tables around them; and then nervously back to Bethan... and then she leaned in.

Marie chuckled, her voice soft, and rich, and entirely without malice.

“Oh, darling,” she said, reaching for her coffee, “now that is how you stop worrying about obligation.”

Ellen was blushing, staring at the wall rather than her friend. “You mean... wanking him off?!” she asked, almost as a squeak, and Bethan smiled.

“No,” she said, as if it was the most natural thing in the world, “I don’t. I mean instead of making him come, you make sure that he can’t. That there is zero expectation he will. Just you, and him if you still want. There are... devices. Chastity devices. They’re incredibly popular these days. You just... lock away his favourite toy and explain that if he wants to get off then he... I don’t know, has to take over vacuuming. Stop leaving the loo seat up. Whatever.”

“George doesn’t leave the seat up!” Ellen protested defensively “I don’t-”

“Sweetie,” Bethan soothed “What he does or doesn’t do is irrelevant because none of what he does or doesn’t is making you happy, is it? So. Let’s fix things. Let’s find ways that help ensure he does make you happy. That’s fair, isn’t it? You deserve happiness as much as any woman, don’t you?”

“You do,” Marie interjected, her fingers tightening around Ellen’s hand, her thumb brushing across the wedding ring on her finger “George is a lovely man, I’m sure he’s a good husband. But I agree with Bethan. I’d never want to interfere between you two, god knows but... I do think if you were both allowed to think about what you need, you’d both be happier.”

“But... making him wear a... I mean...” Ellen mumbled, biting hard at her lower lip, “I... I don’t think I could do that,” she said at last, awkwardly, “that sounds so... well, doesn’t it sound very extreme?”

Bethan didn’t flinch; she never did. She only nodded, as if Ellen had confirmed something she’d already suspected.

“Of course,” she said gently, “it does sound that way, at first.” She allowed herself the faintest smile, although it didn’t reach her eyes. “Do you know how many times I’ve heard that, in session? Or how many couples have come back, weeks later, stronger? They’re closer for it. They have better sex, and fewer fights. Even the husbands thank me for it.” 

She paused, her eyes sparkling as she added “...Eventually.”

“But George...” Ellen began, then faltered.

Bethan tilted her head.

“Yes?”

Ellen hesitated. “He’s just not like that. I don’t think he’d... respond well?”

Marie laughed, very softly.

“Oh, darling,” she murmured, “I think you’ll be surprised what George responds to. Especially when it’s you holding the key. When he can only find relief you decide you’re satisfied.”

That landed; Ellen’s cheeks flushed again, her mouth opening as she breathed a little harder, fidgeting in place. 

Bethan leaned in just a little, still composed.

“You wouldn’t be hurting him, Ellen. Quite the opposite. It’s not a punishment. It’s a tool. A way to remind him where his focus should be. You said yourself he’s kind. Dutiful. This just... clarifies where that duty belongs.”

“I don’t want to humiliate him,” Ellen protested.

“No one’s talking about humiliation,” Bethan said, smiling “Just about clarity. About creating a space where you can feel desired again. Not pitied. Not placated. Wanted. Every time he sees you, he’ll feel it. And he’ll learn – gently and gradually – that what he wants most... is for you to be happy.”

“But-” Ellen tried, and Marie shook her head, stirring her spoon slowly in the shallow dregs of her cup.

“Tell me honestly, Ellen,” she said, “Is George happy with how things are now? Is he satisfied with your bedroom?”

There was a long pause, and Ellen blinked rapidly, feeling the guilt clawing at her throat.

“No,” she whispered.

“Then, honey – you’re already denying him,” Marie said, very gently, “don’t you think it’s worth trying a form of denial that still lets him feel intimate?” 

Ellen’s mouth worked silently, as Marie added, “Besides, he’d probably enjoy it more than you think. George always struck me as the kind of man who wanted leading.”

That earned her a look from Ellen; partly incredulous, and yet partly fascinated.

Bethan, watching the flicker of conflict behind Ellen’s eyes, said nothing else – she knew she didn’t need to, not now the suggestion was planted. And she knew from long experience that it was better not to oversell the first dose.

“Just... think about it sweetie,” she said, “I won’t pressure you at all, but I can’t bear to think of you both feeling miserable and alone.”

Ellen hesitated, still frowning. 

And then she said, “I can’t bear feeling that either. But even so, I...”

“It’s up to you,” Marie said, “it’s your life. Just... experiment. Don’t go off the deep end. Try little steps, see if they feel right.”

Ellen opened her mouth to reply – and fell silent as the trio were joined by another of the women from Edge Close; Shikha Desai from Number 1.

“So sorry I’m late,” she said, slipping in beside Marie with an apologetic smile and a toss of her immaculate black braid “Client meeting overran. Would you believe, we’re half way through negotiating planning consent for this wretched supermarket development and the vendors tried to adjust the clawback clause and thought I wouldn’t notice? God my throat is absolutely raw from the effort of not telling him what I think. How are you all?”

The conversation never returned to Ellen and George’s relationship. But all three of the other women noticed that Ellen was speaking less and less, her eyes lost in a faraway vision as she thought something through. 

And Bethan, at least, noticed the tiny smile that kept tugging at the corner of Ellen’s mouth, and nodded to herself in satisfaction. 

She’d seen that look before. 

––––––––
[image: ]


George pulled into the drive at Number 4 Edge Close just before six that evening. The house was quiet when he entered, warm with the scent of rosemary and steam. For a moment, he stood in the hallway, setting down his laptop bag and hanging up his coat while he tried to work out whether to call out or just drift through to the kitchen like he usually did.

Then he heard Ellen, humming softly to herself in the kitchen. Something old, something wordless; he smiled without thinking, and immediately chastised himself for hoping. Yet the hope rose up in spite of his experience.

If she was humming, that was good, wasn’t it? She only hummed when she was in a good mood. Not that it mattered. He’d learned not to push his luck, but god, he missed the happiness that used to radiate off her.

Ellen was humming to herself, as she had most of the afternoon. The tune had risen up inside her as she’d gone about her day, thinking – and even sometimes smiling to herself.

She hadn’t been obsessing. Not plotting. Just... turning Bethan’s words over in her head, exploring possibilities; considering little steps she could take. The idea shouldn’t have stuck: she felt instinctively that such a lewd idea wasn’t something that should cause her so much excitement – but it had. She was feeling arousal for the first time in longer than she could remember, the soft warm heat of it nestled somewhere uncomfortably deep honest. And what was more disturbing: the longer she thought about it, the less extreme it felt.

She didn’t believe George was cruel. Or selfish. But maybe... maybe he needed a reminder that her body was something to earn, not just exist beside. That he didn’t get to stop wanting her just because he’d married her. And if that meant using the one thing he still clearly wanted, well... So be it.

She turned the heat down on the small hob so that the cold water would barely have time to simmer, and went through to meet him in the living room.

“Hi George,” she said, as his heart gave that little joyful flutter it always did when he looked at her, “welcome home, dear.”

The curtains were drawn, he noticed, and the side lamp was on. She was dressed up in a light dress, patterned with sunflowers, a deep V-neckline that showed off glimpses of her curves in a way that made his pulse race – and then she gestured for him to take a seat on the sofa, and that wasn’t their routine at all. His mouth felt suddenly dry, torn between anticipation and fear; he could sense a tension, combined with a spark in her eyes he almost couldn’t place.

His stomach dropped slightly. Was this a talk? Was it over?

He blinked rapidly, fighting for normality, and nodded towards the kitchen. “I-it smells good. Do you need me to...?”

She shook her head. “It’s fine for now,” she said, her heart pounding – and then, with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes, she added, “sit down, George.”

He blinked, swallowing hard, and shifted towards the sofa. She stood before him, giving his space as he settled back, his eyes wary, almost worried. 

I have all the power Ellen realised with a thrill, And he doesn’t even know why yet. 

She crossed back across the room, then, not looking at him as she twitched the curtains fully shut with a quiet, purposeful motion. George’s pulse quickened as she turned back towards him, pacing slowly, and slipped down onto the rug between his knees.

He blinked.

“Ellen...?”

She looked up at him, her expression calm; not seductive, faintly playful – and decided.

“Shh,” she said, resting her hands lightly on his thighs, “I’m... trying something new. Something to maybe get the spark back. But you need to trust me, OK? Just follow my lead, however this ends.”

He stared down at her, blinking as if he hadn’t heard correctly. She was kneeling on the rug. In front of him. He couldn’t believe the only interpretation that occurred to him: he didn’t deserve the only interpretation that occurred to him

“Ellen, y-you don’t have to-”

“I said shh.”

Her fingers moved to his belt.

There wasn’t any hunger in her face, nor any urgent need; instead, far more erotically, she adopted the same soft, steady expression she might wear when checking whether the pasta was ready, or when pouring wine or watching the rise on a loaf of bread. She wasn’t offering him pleasure, George realised with a thrill of confusion: she was assessing it.

He swallowed, his fingers twitching before he tightened them awkwardly against his own thighs.

His belt clinked as it came free, and she lowered his fly and gently reached into his trousers, her fingers twisting their way into his boxers with a slow, curious delight, like she was finally returning to a favourite book she hadn’t read in years.

He stiffened instantly, almost painfully, blood rushing to swell his thick shaft as if his body was terrified of missing the moment by responding too slowly

“God,” he whispered, “Ellen, what are you-ohhhh!”

She didn’t answer. She leaned forwards and kissed the head of his cock like it was something sacred.

He shuddered, his head lolling back at the first, slow, deliberate pass of her tongue. Beyond slow. Deliberate. She held him by the base with one hand, her heart pounding with excitement just from that noise, from that helpless little noise.

She began licking softly along the underside, just enough pressure to make his hips twitch before she pulled away again. Then she looked up at him, her ocean-blue eyes gleaming with the gathering storm he still couldn’t predict, her control absolute. And rising like a spring tide.

“You don’t know how much I missed feeling able to do this,” she said softly. Not as a compliment, but as a statement. George didn’t trust his voice to reply, but his cock twitched in her grasp.

She moved again, her lips brushing over him with the kind of unhurried care that made it unbearable. Not the hurried, messy sort of blowjob that had marked his birthday three years ago; the kind of blowjob he hadn’t even realised he still missed, layered levels of pleasure crafted to make him feel every single missed year. 

She could feel how close he was already, all thoughts about his day gone, all his apprehension at being broken from their usual rut gone, all self-control gone and handed instantly to her because right now she was his everything. 

Kneeling, Ellen felt his thighs twitching under her hands, sensed his breath grow ragged. He hadn’t been touched like this in months, maybe longer. Not properly. Not owned. Her own thighs clenched and she pressed a kiss to the tip of his cock again, slower this time, her lips parted just enough for him to feel the heat of her breath.

Then another. A third. Each exhallation soft and thoughtful, as if she were testing fruit for ripeness, deciding just how much sugar might be called for.

She looked up at him briefly. His eyes were already glazed, fixed on some distant place above her head, like a man praying or drowning.

She went lower.

Her mouth opened around him, but she didn’t move. She just held him there, her lips wet and hot around the head of his cock, tongue barely grazing the underside. No suction. No stroking. Just warmth. Presence.

He whimpered again and she smiled around him, shifting her weight and tilting her head to let her tongue swirl lazily around him once. Then again. Then slower.

She’d never been able to fully enjoy sucking him off before; however much he loved it, however much she loved him, still the act itself had always felt too degrading, too... submissive. 

It didn’t feel submissive any more.

She moved her left hand to the base of his shaft, circling it lightly with her fingers, offering barely enough pressure to even be called friction. She moved her other hand to his stomach, palm flat against the soft skin just above his waistband, to stop him from thrusting.

She knew his body. Knew with bitter regret how it would sometimes rushed; the disappointment of their intimacy on his last birthday still alive in the back of her mind. But tonight, rushing wouldn’t be allowed.

She began to move, inch by inch, letting her mouth engulf him with irresistible patience. Her lips stretched around him, deliberately, reverently as she took her time, letting him feel every wet millimetre of heat as she worked him in. Halfway. Then deeper. Then deeper still.

He gasped.

“Oh my god, Ellen! Please...”

She didn’t stop.

Her hand tightened slightly around the base to control depth. Her nostrils flared; her throat opened just enough for the tip to press softly against the back, not forcefully, not quite so far she’d choke, but enough to remind him how far he’d gone.

And then, as the heat ignited inside her, she chose to hold him there.

No motion. No suction. Just the feeling of his cock nestled in her mouth, the twitching of his thighs, the quiet, whimpering desperation in his chest.

Then she pulled back.

Slowly. Dragging her lips along the shaft like she was removing something, not returning it. His breath hitched at every centimeter.

When she reached the tip again, she kissed it. Gently.

“You taste better when you’re desperate,” she said, almost idly.

He moaned aloud, and she felt her own arousal snap into sharp focus. 
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