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"So, are you and Dean willing to come to the Dawat my family is

hosting?" Ayesha asked nearing the end of our call. I shi ed my

phone to the other side, wiping down the counter as Dean stood at

the stove mixing some produce. We're having a lazy weekend, neither

of us wanting to go out and so we've been stuck in our pyjamas since

we woke up. a3

"Hm, I don't know. I mean, I would love to go. It's been a while since

I've ever attended any Pakistani gatherings. Give me a sec and let me

ask him." I paused my movements, calling out his name and he broke

out of his trance, looking at me. "Ayesha's family is hosting a get

together. You wanna go?"

"Ask her when it is."

"He's asking when it is," I said to the phone, throwing the used paper

towel in the trash. I heaved myself up on said counter, swinging my

legs as my back pressed against the cabinets, watching Dean move

swi ly around the kitchen.

"This Saturday. I know school is ending for both of you and so the

homework load is heavy, but I thought this could be a nice break from

it. And, there's a ton of desi food."

I pried the phone away from my ear, commuting Dean the same

information and he shrugged. "If you wanna go, let's do it. I haven't

seen Ayehsa's family in a while and to be honest...I'm getting sick of

your cooking, Soph. Do we need to revisit those lessons again?" a3

I slipped a clean dish towel o  the rack and threw it at his laughing

face, pretending to be upset at him as I finished o  the conversation

with Ayesha.

"We would love to go. Though, you might wanna take Dean o  of your

invite list. It seems like he much rather have white people food."

Ayesha laughed, hearing this. "Yeah, I'll be sure to do so. I'm so

excited, I can't wait for you to come, Sophia! We'll have the best

time."

"Is everyone else coming as well?"

"Yeah, it seems so. Ah, I gotta go now. Zayn is calling. I'll talk to you

later?"

"Definitely. Bye, Ayesha."

"Bye, Sophia."

"You are such a jerk!" I exclaimed, setting my phone on the counter.

Dean still had an amused expression on his face, seeming

unbothered.

"I'm sorry, sweetheart. Your cooking is so good."

"You know, just because of that, you're not allowed to kiss me

anymore." Crossing my arms over my chest and getting ready to jump

down when Dean turned o  the stove, moving towards me and

stepping in between my legs so his chest was also pressed against

mine. My arms were still crossed, refusing to move down creating

some distance between us.

"Come on, Soph. Don't punish yourself now." a2

"I'm not. I'm punishing you until you appreciate me. You know, any

brown dude would love a woman who can cook and you're taking me

for granted. I am the perfect wife."

"You wanna be my wife?" He said lowly, hands on my thighs. His

words a ected me more than I wanted to let on, his wide spread

fingers over my skin making a shudder run up my spine yet I

remained in my desolate position.

I closed my eyes, not giving in. " Dean."

" Sophia." He said in the same tone, moving closer. "Come on, baby.

Open those eyes and let me get down on my knees and show you just

how sorry I am." a8

"Nope. You cannot persuade me. I am unpersuadable. In fact, I think

I've won the medal for least person to be persuaded." I ended on a

breathless note when his lips brushed my neck, my arms slightly

loosening.

"Open those eyes, Sophia." He repeats in a whisper. His hands move

up and down my thighs, resting at my hips as he starts to push up the

material. "I am so... so very sorry for what I've said, sweetheart." Every

word translates to a kiss, starting at my jaw and making his way down

the side of my throat. "Can you ever forgive me?"

"No..." My arms clutch his shirt, tugging him closer as I slant my head

to give him better access. "You need to do a better job at apologising,

pretty boy."

"You're right." He gathers me closer with one hand at the small of my

back and the other threading through my hair, bringing my mouth to

his. I let out a so  sigh, melting into him with nothing but need. He

tastes like Dean; clean, fresh, and with a hint of toothpaste. I wanna

drown in him sometimes, have him so wrapped around me that

there's nothing I can do or see without feeling and smelling him.

"What about now?" He asks against my lips. "Do you forgive me now,

baby?"

I shake my head and he tilts his, deepening the kiss. We makeout for

a few minutes longer, both of his hands now cradling my jaw before

he asks once more. "And now?"

"No." I tell him, eyes open and on his in a mere whisper.

"Well that just won't do now, will it? I have to make up with my future

wife, don't I?" He shi s both hands down to the centre of my back,

pulling me to the edge of the counter. "Wrap your legs around me,

Soph." a5

I do as told and he easily moves us into our bedroom.

"But your food..." I remember, looking over his shoulder at the

kitchen.

He shrugs, uncaring. "It can wait." But then he pauses, eyebrows

drawing in concern. "Unless you're hungry right now. Because then

we should go eat, Soph." a1

I roll my eyes, a smile bursting as I bury my face in his neck. "God, can

you stop being so caring all the time? Do you wanna kill me?"

"No...?"

I kiss his cheek, wrapping my limbs around him tighter. "Come on,

Dean. Start apologising to me."

I feel his smile against the top of my head as he carries me to his

bedroom. With a laugh, I'm dropped down on top of his comforter as

he stands looming over me, a smile blossoming on his own mouth.

"How does my future wife wanna forgive me?" a1

I cover my face with my hands, flushing. "Stop calling me your future

wife?"

"Why?" While I can't see him, I can hear the heavy amusement in his

tone as he sets one knee on his bed, the mattress dipping. "You like it

too much, Sophia?"

I can only nod, slowly removing my hands as I look up at him. "I can

do anything?"

He tilts his head in question. "Within reason."

"Okay." I sit up immediately, full of giddy. "Lay down on the bed." I

demand before pausing and adding, "Please."

He doesn't object, grinning at my politeness and rounds the bed to

do so but before he drops down, he turns to look at me. "You want

me to undress first, sweetheart?"

It isn't just his words but the way he says it has me blushing deeply,

nodding my head and I move to the edge of the bed on my knees to

watch him strip o  his t-shirt. His back muscles ripple under his

movements, the small patches of ink covering one of his arms making

an appearance making me lose my breath. Before going on any

further, his hands stop at his sweatpants, turning around to face me.

They sit low on his waist, the top band of his underwear peeking

through.

"Do you want to do the honours, Soph, or would you rather enjoy the

show?"

"Leave your boxers on." Is all I say, ignoring his question and he

complies with a small smile, doing as told. I crawl closer to him once

he's spread out comfortably on the bed, his back resting against his

headboard.

My first instinct is to let him take over, not feeling confident enough to

lead things but Dean has made me feel nothing but capable so I

swallow those fears, giving him a searing kiss before moving o  the

bed. I enter his closet, eyes wandering looking for something until I

see it, taking it o  the shelf and going back out to see Dean.

I stop, watching him on the bed. He looks so relaxed, so calm and

compliant and hot that I wanna give him everything he ever asks for.

His eyes narrow down at what's in my hand, a smirk turning the

corners of his lips.

"Baby, are you planning on tying me up?" a5

I go back on the bed to meet him, straddling one of his thighs. "Are

you okay with it?"

He nods, eyes looking hazy. "Yeah," he confirms in a so  voice. "I'm

okay with it."

I take le  hand first, tying it to the headboard and he stays silent,

watching me do my work. Before I move to the other one, however,

Dean yanks me close to kiss the fuck out of me, hand in my hair and I

get distracted for a moment, though I use this opportunity to finish

o  my task, quickly tying his other hand to the headboard.

"Safe word?" I ask, out of breath. My hands hold his face, running my

thumb over his cheekbones. a2

"Green."

I smile. "You want to share a safeword?"

"You are gonna be my future wife, aren't you? We're going to have to

share more eventually." a4

I say nothing to that but my smile does widen, and finally I look down

at his crotch seeing his bulging erection. I set my hand on top of his

clothed dick, curling my hands around it and squeezing so ly making

him let out a small moan. a4

With more confidence now, I shi  o  of his thigh and sit beside him

instead, still relatively close so I can watch his expression. He keeps

eye contact with me as I continue to tease him over the material, his

hips slightly bucking.

"Is this going to cost me a hair wash?" He teases, eyes heavy. To that I

squeeze him slightly harder making his head fall back, hitting the wall

in a groan as his eyes close. I can see it's taking him quite a bit of

e ort to stay down, his hands rolled into fists.

My lips press their way down his chest, tongue tracing over the

minimal ink present. Seeing it up close, being able to touch him so

freely— knowing he has allowed me to do this makes me happy.

I finally give him relief by pulling down his boxers, his sigh turning

into a small noise at the back of his throat as I wrap my hand around

his length.

"Is this okay?" I blink at him innocently, moving up a pace so I'm

comfortably jerk him o . His jaw clenches a considerable amount,

nodding his head at me.

"Sophia..." He moans out, body relaxing as I fasten my pace. "Fuck."

"I really like it when you say my name, Dean." I push up so I'm sitting

on my knees, leaning over him to press our lips together in a feather

light touch. "I love it when you moan it too."

"Are you gonna keep talking, sweetheart, or are you gonna make me

come?"

"I could do that..." I nod, the both of us looking down at my hand

working his dick. "Or I could edge you. I could bring you so close to

orgasm..." I whisper, speeding up causing his hips to buck against my

hand. "And then deny you all together." I stop all movements and he

lets out a noise of disapproval, breathless.

"No," He whimpers, just slightly.

"No?" I repeat, looking back at him. a1

" Please..." He adds, pushing into my hand. It hasn't even been that

long and he seems all strung out, eyes so hazy and body almost

melting into the mattress. a2

With eye contact still engaged, I lean down and start to suck on his

tip. That causes even more of a reaction, his pre-cum hitting my

tongue as I relax my throat and try and take as much of him as I can. a2

"That's it..." He encourages lowly. "You can take it, Sophia."

It's hard to do it alone, considering I haven't given someone a

blowjob in years and so I use my hand to make up for what I can't

swallow, starting to go faster again. He seems to enjoy my

movements, his sounds of approval only giving me the confidence to

keep going.

I clench my thighs together at the sound of him moaning my name,

like I'm his last hope. He says it so out of breath that it sounds like

he's underwater, gasping for air and I'm the one on his mind.

"Good girl," He says once I've gagged on it, his dick hitting the back of

my throat. He's so big that there's still a considerable amount le ,

and through glazed eyes I look at him. "You're doing so well, Sophia.

All the way down... that's it." a9

I try and go even deeper, massaging the rest of him and I can see him

restarting from jerking his hips, his hands pulling at the ties almost

angrily as I slow down to almost a stop.

"Fuck— fuck." Is all he can seem to say, and I fully pull o  of him,

heavily breathing to gather back some oxygen in my lungs. He seems

defeated when I look at him, eyes closed, mouth pulled down into a

frown, his face expressing utter disappointment and frustration.

"Sophia..." He murmurs, desperately.

"What is it, Dean?" I feign innocence. "What do you want?"

" Please."

I shake my head, sighing at his lack of response. "That doesn't tell me

anything, pretty boy."

"Make me come...please, make me come, baby. I can't— fuck." Dean

seems like he's lost for words, unable to conjure up a coherent

sentence in his pretty mind. a3

I go back to using my hand, not quite ready to swallow his cum yet

and he whimpers louder, this time in solace.

"Aw, Dean, are you trying to tell me something?"

He nods abscently, mouth slightly open and head tilted back to rest

against his headboard as he gives over everything to me. I've never

seen Dean this way, fully vulnerable, naked, so capable of handing

over his power.

It makes my chest warm up at the fact that he's being this way, in

front of me. He's allowing himself to get fully comfortable because he

trusts me enough to take care of him. For that, I reward him, no

longer wanting to drag out the insolence.

"Does that feel good, pretty boy?"

"Yes," He replies, so so  that I almost didn't hear him.

I allow it anyways, seeing him flexing against his ties and I dislodge

one of them, his hand automatically coming to rest at my waist,

giving me a squeeze as I work him.

I shi  closer, wanting to be near him as his face morphs into pure

pleasure.

"Are you gonna come, baby?" I loom down over him, my lips pressing

into his neck. He slants his head, allowing me more access and I nip,

lick, and suck at the skin, marking it as mine. He's down to only

sounds and movements, erratic under me and so I lean over to kiss

him, the hand that's at my waist tugging me to him to bring me

impossibly close.

His moans dissolve in my mouth, my hand working him from bottom

to top, hand squeezing just enough to finally bring him the release he

needs. I pull away, still hovering over him as I hear him let out a string

of curses, groans and whimpers shamelessly present as his hips buck

into my hand.

"Oh fuck... oh fuck. Sophia—" He buries his face in my neck as he

climaxes, body shuddering with release and I wrap one arm around

him in comfort as the other continues, working him through his

orgasm. It seems everlasting as he melts into me entirely, my hand

slowing to a stop as I whisper small praises to him, untying his other

hand and cupping his face so I can press kisses all over it.

I climb into his lap as he slumps down, gathering me to his chest with

heavy breaths.

"You did so well, Dean." I make sure to tell him because he has. We've

worked forever for us to get to this point, a point where he feels

comfortable enough to become entirely vulnerable and lets me take

care of his needs. It's something he preferred to do to me, and I was

glad I could reciprocate those very actions to show how much I

cherished him.

I continue on those kisses, wanting him to feel every ounce of

safeness and home he has given me, brushing his hair out of his face

as I pause to look down on him. His eyes are droopy yet he smiles

when he sees me, tilting his chin, a notion that he wants me to kiss

him.

I do as asked, making sure it's every bit sweet and perfect.

"How are you feeling?" I ask him, wanting to feel some reassurance

that I made him feel good. I li  up both hands, massaging his wrists

and also placing kisses there as apologies seeing his skin slightly red

from tugging at the ties.

"Like I can sleep peacefully for hours." He murmurs.

"You can't sleep now, silly. You still need to eat."

He frowns at that, securing his arm around my waist. "I just wanna

sleep with you."

"God, pretty boy!" I grin at him, playing with his hair. "You are

insatiable today. Where did my desolate loner boy go?"

"He wants you to lay down beside him and take a nap, sweetheart.

You wore me out." Dean lazily tugs back on his boxers once I move o

of his lap, fully laying down on the bed now and trying to tug me with

him.

I refuse though, swiping his hair out of his eyes as I kiss his forehead.

"Let me take care of you," I so ly say, my expression full of care. He

watches me for a few moments before nodding, and I press a chaste

kiss to his lips before slipping o  the bed and heading to the kitchen

to get him some water. His food was already made and knowing

Dean, he would sleep first before wanting to eat.

I quickly head back, climbing over the bed to hand him the glass and

he slightly li s up on his forearms to drink it down, only taking half

before giving the rest to me. I almost cry while finishing the water,

cuddling back up with Dean a er he sets the cup on the side table.

"Sophia..." I hear him call out a er a beat.

I trace circles on his chest, his abs flexing under my finger as his light

breaths past through me. a5

"Thank you."

I don't reply and instead, swing one leg over his body and bury my

face in his chest, breathing him in and savouring this moment. This

moment would definitely be one tucked close to my heart, the one

where I'd bring out on a sad day and needed comfort.
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