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Justin

Everyone depends on me. They expect me to act in control, like a man in charge, from the moment my eyes open in the morning until I close them at night, but they don’t know how out of control I feel. They don’t see how much I wish I could just let go. Rid myself of responsibility.

I’m pulling into my driveway when my phone rings. It’s my assistant, Edward. I don’t know what I’d do without his help.

“What’s up?”

“There’s a problem at one of the laundromats. Some crazy person came in and started smashing machines. They arrested him, but there’s a lot of damage. I would go, but my wife has something special planned for us tonight.”

I curse under my breath. I glance out my car window and see my daughters, Gloria and Katie, staring at me from the window. They’re frowning, like they know I’ll have to leave to take care of business.

“Don’t worry about it, Edward. I’m going to say hi to my daughters, and then I’ll head over to the laundromat. Enjoy your night with Latanya.”

“Thanks, boss.”

Edward ends the call and sends me an email with the information I will need to handle the emergency at the laundromat. Sometimes I hate all the responsibility on my lap. I have around a thousand employees depending on me. The stress makes me want to curl into a ball and hide in a corner, but I can’t because I’m the man with all the power.

People have called me spoiled my entire life because my parents had money. They left me a dynasty. A chain of grocery stores, laundromats, and rental properties scattered throughout the city. Money has never an issue.

Nobody sees the darkness of my inheritance. The lack of choice. The forced destiny. It was never my dream to run the family dynasty, but what choice does one have when there’s a company so large and powerful at their fingertips?

I take a deep breath and step out of my car. My girls run to the door and throw it open.

“Daddy! Daddy!”

They’re the only joy in my life. My wife, Judy, and I have our issues, but I’ll never regret having the girls. They embrace me when I’m in the foyer before I can even take off my shoes, making me smile for the first time that day.

I ask them about their days. They tell me how their classes went, excited how they can finally see their friends again after winter break. Katie goes to the middle school, and Gloria still has a couple years left in elementary school.

Judy rounds the corner, taking us in with an expressionless face. I don’t know what to think about my wife. Sometimes, I think she loves me. Other days, I wonder what she does while I’m at work.

Laughter erupts in the background.

“Mommy has her friends over,” Gloria says.

“How was work, Justin?” Judy asks.

“It was fine, but Edward just called me about an emergency. Someone caused havoc at one of the laundromats.”

Judy frowns. I hate how much I work, but there’s always something I need to do. She spends her days watching after the kids, cleaning our enormous house, or she’s out having her nails done. Judy is crazy if she thinks I don’t notice how often the color changes. Not that I comment on the changes. Not anymore.

She used to love when I noticed her changes, but then it became a question of how much she was spending. She throws guilt on me like dirt, so I stopped commenting.

“I have dinner for you in the oven.”

“Did you guys already eat?”

My daughters nod. Gloria says they had pasta, and that it was delicious, and that she helped her mom cook.

“You’re such an amazing helper, Gloria. I wish I could eat, but I have to run.”

“Don’t be rude. Say hello to my friends while you’re here.”

Katie runs to her mother, but Gloria stays by my side as we head deeper into our massive home. The ceilings in the main room are sky high. Carol and Linda are sitting on the sofa with glasses of wine in their hands. They worked with Judy when she was a nurse. She quit after having Gloria to spend more time with the girls, which I completely supported.

Carol’s eyes lock on mine. She’s never been a fan of me for whatever reason, but I’m much too busy to worry about what my wife’s friends think.

“Good evening, ladies. How are you?”

“Fine,” Carol says with a venomous purr.

“Doing well, Justin. How are you?” Linda asks. She’s much kinder. More reserved. She also has kids, which might be the reason, but I don’t think so. I think Carol just enjoys being a bitch.

“I’ve had better days. Some maniac smashed machines at one of my laundromats. If you’ll excuse me, I have to run to check out what happened.”

“No worries,” Linda says.

Judy takes a seat next to her. The girls run off to their bedrooms after telling me goodnight. They usually leave when the conversations turn serious, or when they’re too disappointed to see me leave. I know they hate it.

“You’re always rushing out the door. How do we even know there’s an emergency? What if you’re just making it up?”

My jaw clenches at Carol’s comments. She’s always stirring the pot. “You can ride along to the laundromat if you don’t believe me.”

Carol and I stare at each other, narrowing our eyes. Judy never does anything to stop her friend from making disparaging comments, and I hate it.

“Come on, guys. I’m sure he’s telling the truth, Carol. Don’t worry.”

I growl, but what can I say? There’s no time for me to fall into Carol’s web of drama. I have to find out what happened at the laundromat and make sure my employees are okay.

“Goodnight, ladies.” I turn and leave without another word. They are back to laughing like they don’t have a care in the world before I even get out of the door. I get in my car, turn the engine, and speed across town to the laundromat.

It’s a mess when I arrive. The police are still there with the perpetrator in their backseat. My employees are fine, but they’re shaken. The criminal had a psychotic break, according to the police. The insurance people are coming out in the morning, but I’ll have to close the laundromat for a few days. I’ll make sure my employees get paid.

I stop at a drive-thru on my way home. I order tacos and a soda, not caring what they’ll do to my growing midsection. It’s dark outside. Lights from the parking lot flood my car as I bite into a taco. Sauce drips onto my pants, and I curse. My daughters would make me apologize.

Maybe they’ll want to take over what my parents built, but I don’t want to force them. Not like my parents forced me.

I clean myself with a napkin and finish my food, disposing of the evidence in a trashcan before pulling out of the parking lot. Judy would criticize me for eating tacos when she has pasta at home, but it has been a stressful day.

Cars pass me on my drive home, but I barely register them. By the time I get home, I don’t remember stopping at stop lights or even which turns I made. Thoughts of the laundromat consume me. I wish I could help the man who snapped. Maybe he was asking for help through his actions. They’ll probably just throw him in a cell.

“What took you so long?” Judy helps me with my coat when I enter the house, but I can hear the scolding in her tone.

“There was a lot of damage.”

“Did you want the pasta? I can heat it up for you.”

“Sure,” I say. It’s easier to agree to the food than answer questions about what I might have eaten.

Judy turns on the lights, lowering them with the dimmer. She asks me about the incident. I tell her what I know. She’s thrilled the man who did it will end up in jail.

I say nothing as she lifts a bowl of steaming pasta from the microwave. Judy had the entire house renovated, even though it’d been in perfect condition when we bought the place. I said nothing when the thousands disappeared from our account. She never asked for my input. Judy gushes to her friends about the work she arranged every chance she gets.

“Pepper?” Judy places the bowl of pasta on the counter. I deny her offer and grab the fork she stuck into the noodles. Judy stares at me as I twirl pasta around my fork. “Why were you so rude to Carol today?”

I slurp the noodles without replying. Without making eye contact. I knew she was going to say something. Judy can’t help herself.

“Justin, did you hear me?”

“Yes, I heard you.” I take another bite of the food that tastes much worse than the tacos I just had. The only delicious part about the pasta is knowing that my daughter helped make it.

Judy crosses her arms over her chest, giving me a look that I’ve seen a million times. The look says I’m worthless. That I do nothing right. Doesn’t she know how stressful my day was? Sometimes I want to drive away from the city and keep going. To where? I don’t know.

The look disappears as quickly as it came. Judy smiles as she steps closer to me. I’m sitting on a stool at the island she paid thousands upon thousands to buy.

She places her hand on my shoulder, and her eyes shine like when we were younger. “I’m sorry, Justin. I know you’ve had a difficult day, but my friends are important. Would you mind trying a little harder to treat them with respect?”

“I’ll do my best.”

Judy smiles, taking my glass to fill it with more water. She places it on the counter. “I’m going to take a shower. Do you mind cleaning up?”

“No.”

“See you in bed.” Judy touches my shoulder as she leaves the kitchen. I take my time eating the pasta and reading news articles on my phone. The words are more of a blur than information, but it’s something to distract me from the laundromat and my meeting with the insurance company in the morning.

I put my plate in the dishwasher before heading upstairs. Judy is reading a book in bed. I don’t look at her as I go to the shower.

My dick looks limp and shriveled in the mirror. I used to love my penis. I used to give it all the attention in the world, but not anymore. These days, I hardly even masturbate. My dick is nothing more than an extension of my exhausted body.

Water runs over my naked frame. I lather myself with soap, going through the motions. My responsibilities play in the background of my mind. I ignore them, but they eat away at me like rust on an old vehicle.

Judy drops her book when I step out of the bathroom wearing shorts and a t-shirt. She watches me as I move through the room. I climb into bed and turn away from her, but I know she wants something. I know whatever she wants, I can’t escape.

Judy throws the blanket off her. She pulls me to my back. I lie there as she straddles my legs. Her dyed blonde hair falls in her face as she searches for my dick, but it’s soft.

“Aw, don’t tell me you don’t want this.” Judy pushes her panties down. She rubs her warm pussy against my dick, but I feel nothing.

Well, not nothing. A man can’t help how his blood flows, but my heart isn’t in my growing erection.

Judy lifts her hips and sinks her warm pussy onto my dick, making me moan. She rocks her hips. I close my eyes to enjoy the sensation, pretending that she’s a toy. Judy moans as she rides my cock. I know she’s doing the same. Pretending.

Every few months, we have sex like this. She rides my cock and touches her clit. I end up finishing with my hand, and then we turn away from each other to sleep. We never even say goodnight.

Tonight is no different. It’s almost a relief when it’s over.

***

Carol

My body shakes as I walk away from the hospital where I work as a physician’s assistant. It’s been nearly twelve hours since I started my shift, and I have had nothing to eat except a few carrots and string cheese. My best friend, Beatrice, and I are meeting for dinner. I can’t wait to get something in my stomach, but I still have to drive.

Beatrice is waiting when I enter the restaurant. It’s only five minutes from the hospital. Beatrice is a real-estate agent with her broker’s license. She’s a boss. She sells more houses than almost anyone else in the city, and she’s the best in our suburb. Her husband, Vincent, stays at home with the kids because she is so busy.

I met Beatrice when she sold me a townhouse. I was debating between a condo and a single-family home. Beatrice showed me I could have both in a townhouse, and I’m forever indebted to her for that revelation.

“Beatrice, how are you doing?” Everyone turns and looks at me because I’m screaming across the restaurant, but I don’t care. I haven’t seen Beatrice in like a month, and I miss her. We text each other, but it’s not the same as sitting down to talk.

Beatrice stands from the high-top table and gives me a smothering hug. I rock our bodies from side to side. Beatrice smells like flowery perfume and looks like money. She’s wearing a blouse tucked into a pencil skirt. There’s a gorgeous coat hanging off her chair. I still have on my scrubs and feel like shit, but Beatrice would never judge.

“How are you doing at the hospital, girl? I don’t know how you do it.”

“I love helping people, but it’s tiring sometimes. The hardest part is delivering bad news.”

We say nothing for a few beats, so I flag down the server to take our order. Sometimes my job stresses me out, and I want to quit, but I push through the bullshit. There’s no other job I could imagine doing when I sit down to think about alternatives.

“How’s Vincent?”

“He’s fine. He gives the occasional piano lesson, books the occasional show, and spends most of his time dealing with the kids.”

I don’t have kids, and I’m not sure I want them. I’m already thirty-five, don’t have a steady boyfriend, and my job consumes a lot of my time. That doesn’t stop me from having romanticized visions about Beatrice and her stay-at-home husband.

“Vincent seems like such the perfect husband.”

Beatrice grunts. “Everyone thinks that. You should see how the moms at school buzz around him like bees looking for pollen. It’s disgusting.”

“Do you trust him?”

The server returns with our drinks and a spinach-artichoke dip I ordered. They always have it out within a few minutes, and I’m starving. Beatrice shrugs to answer my question and takes a bite of the dip after I dump half of it onto a small saucer.

“Some days I trust Vincent. Other days, I’m not sure. He has so much female attention, and I’m never at home. After we eat, I’m going to show two houses. I work from morning to night, so he has plenty of time to cheat without getting caught.”

“You don’t think he’d do that, do you?”

“If I had the female attention Vincent had, I’m not sure I’d be able to keep it in my pants. It’s not like we have sex.”

Beatrice and I laugh, but I worry. I love Vincent, but I would kill him if he cheated on Beatrice. She is the sweetest woman in the world. There’s a sassy side to her, but who wants a woman without a little spice? The server comes back around with our main courses. I have a hamburger, and Beatrice has a dainty salad.

“How are you going to survive off that little salad?”

“I had a huge lunch, and the spinach dip didn’t help.”

“I haven’t had anything to eat except carrots and cheese.”

“You need that hamburger then,” Beatrice says.

I smirk as I squeeze the buns, juices dripping down to the plate below. I bite into the burger, and it’s everything I needed.

Beatrice and I eat in silence. Country music is playing over the speakers, and I love it. Beatrice doesn’t. She tells me to stop singing along, but I can’t help myself. I don’t stop until she throws a piece of lettuce at me. It doesn’t hit me, but it’s enough to distract me from the song.

I pick up the piece of rogue lettuce from my plate and hold it in the air. “Did you mean to hit me?”

“I told you to stop singing,” Beatrice groans.

“Then you have to distract me. Preferably with something besides lettuce,” I say and toss the lettuce back.

“What about you, Carol? Are you dating anyone?”

“There’s nobody in my life,” I say.

“You haven’t really dated anyone since Kevin. When are you going to find someone?”

“I date.”

Beatrice arches her eyebrow at me before we both fall into a fit of laughter. I have sex more than I date, but even that isn’t entertaining. I don’t know why I can’t open myself up to more experiences with men. Something is holding me back, but I don’t know what.

“We both know that’s a lie.”

“What do you want me to say? When the right man comes along, I might give him a chance. I might not.”

Beatrice opens her cell phone, curses, and raises her arm. The server runs over to us. Beatrice requests our bills because she is in a hurry to her showing.

“Open your heart, Carol. You’re a catch.”

“Thanks, B.” I box up the second half of my hamburger to eat after I take a bath. They gave me far too many fries, but I ate all of them, minus the few that Beatrice stole off my plate.

I soak in the tub for an hour while watching television on a tablet, propped away from the water. Maybe there’ll be a man in my life. Maybe there won’t. I have a career, my townhouse, and money in savings.

Isn’t that the dream?
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Justin

I spend my morning going between grocery stores I own, wondering if my life will ever change, or will it keep repeating itself?

The insurance workers visited the damaged laundromat a few days ago, and they’re only planning to cover seventy percent of the damages. It’s a chuck of money, but everything else will have to come out of my pocket, and it’s costing extra to have the project expedited. My people need to get back to work. The residents in the neighborhood need to wash their clothes.

Everyone is depending on me to make things happen, but that’s nothing new.

My life is an endless circle of people asking me to help put out fires. I wish my parents were still around to help me with the monster they built. The monster I was excited to run in my twenties.

I try to remember the excitement I felt when I first started working for my parents after college. They were still around then. They made me get an accounting degree before they let me work with them in management. I bagged groceries and stocked shelves throughout high school and college, and I have never been prouder than that first day my parents accepted me as an equal upon graduation.

I would do anything to turn back time to tell them not to leave for their trip, but they were so happy when they left. They had no idea someone was going to smash into their car, throwing them off the side of a cliff. It could have happened to anyone. I rest easier knowing the man who hit them is sitting in jail, but that will never bring back my parents.

They used to help manage the business that is drowning now me, nearly ten years after their untimely death. No one seems to notice how much I’m suffering. They don’t see the numbers. The hemorrhaging money. My wife’s spending habits. The prices we pay for the girls’ activities. Our massive house, and it’s equally large mortgage.

Not even Judy seems to notice the stress I feel. I wonder if she ignores it. Buries her head in the sand. I want to grab her shoulders and shake her, but I won’t. I’m weak. Pathetic.

“Daddy! Daddy!”

My girls greet me when I walk up the steps. Katie runs back to her mother as Gloria waits for me to take off my coat. The frosty January air lingers in the foyer. I can hear Judy cooking.

“What’s mommy making?”

“Tacos!” Gloria does a dance, bringing a smile to my face. Some days, she is the only thing that makes me smile.

“They smell incredible,” I say.

Gloria takes my hand and pulls me further into the house. I wonder how much money it took to furnish every space. I never used to think about Judy’s spending habits. Now I’m seeing dollar signs on each piece of furniture I pass. The laundromat renovation is putting a dent in our accounts, and I’m not sure how much more we can take.

There are so many employees. So many lives depending on my financial health.

“Gloria said you’re making tacos.”

“That’s right,” Judy says. She looks up from the skillet, where she’s stirring meat and beans covered in taco seasoning. Katie is sitting near her with her arms crossed over her chest, becoming more like her mother with each passing day.

Judy puts everything on large plates so we can make our own tacos. We sit at the dining-room table together. It’s the first time I don’t have a fire to put out in the evening in weeks. Katie ignores my presence, but Gloria can’t hide her excitement at having me with them at the table. She gushes about her day at school and spends many minutes talking about a project she was making in art class.

“What about you, Katie? How was school?”

“Fine,” she says. “Just like every other day.”

Judy interjects and explains how Katie got a high grade on an exam. Katie blushes. I compliment her success, wishing she were as open with me as she is with her mother, but I’m too busy with work to repair our relationship. It’s a lame excuse, but I’m already home as much as possible.

The girls flee to their bedrooms to finish homework when the tacos disappear. I help Judy clean. The darkness outside grows as we work in silence. I wonder what’s on Judy’s mind, but she says nothing as she loads the dishwasher. I clean the dining-room table.

“Would you mind having a glass of wine with me?”

“Not at all,” I say.

“Let’s sit in the formal living room. We never use it.”

I withhold a snort. There are so many spaces in our home that we never use. I don't know what Judy has on her mind, but we need to talk. We need to discuss our finances. I can’t keep avoiding the topic. If I do, the reality will blow up in our faces, and we’ll have nothing.

Judy pours us two glasses of white wine, and we take them to the formal living room, which is decorated with expensive furniture. I’m not sure how much the pieces cost, but they didn’t come from a discount store.

Judy sips her wine like she doesn’t have a care in the world. I’m not a huge drinker, but I need something to loosen up for this conversation.

“How are things at the laundromat?” Judy asks.

“They’re okay. The insurance company won’t cover everything though, and a decent chuck of the renovation has to come out of pocket.”

Judy scoffs. “You’re kidding.”

“I wish I were, but it’ll be at least ten thousand dollars.”

Judy gulps her wine, drowning half the glass in one swig. I sip mine.

“What will we do?”

I take a deep breath. “We need to spend less money. We might have to sell this house and buy a smaller one.”

Judy shakes her head and waves her hands in the air. “Tell me you’re lying. You know I can’t live in a tiny house.”

“I’m not saying we would buy a tiny house. Forget it, Judy. We’re fine, but could you please stop spending money when it’s not necessary?”

“I’ll look at the budget and see where I can cut back,” she says. There’s a hint of worry in her eye.

I know I should warn her we’re bleeding money, but I can’t bring myself to douse her with disappointment. “Why did you want to talk? I’m guessing it wasn’t about the laundromat.”

Judy sighs. “I know things haven’t been as passionate with us as they once were. I’ve been thinking of ideas to help.”

“Like what?”

“What if we renewed our vows?”

“You want to renew our vows?”

Judy nods and takes a sip of her wine, staring at me as she tilts the glass back. A shiver runs down my spine, but I don’t have the spine to stand up to her. If Judy has something on her mind, she’ll get it.

“When did you think of this?”

“Last week, and the idea really stuck. Renewing our vows is just what we need. My parents can watch the kids, and we can take a second honeymoon.”

“Have you already asked them?”

“Yes,” she says. “I was thinking we could have the ceremony when the weather warms.”

“You aren’t going to get on one knee to propose?”

Judy chuckles, but my question is serious. How can she just tell me we’re renewing our vows when I had to go through such a spectacle? I resist the urge to point to the floor and command Judy to her knees, but she’d never listen.

She doesn’t listen. She doesn’t care about anything except her happiness. The vow renewal is about her and has nothing to do with me. I could be replaced by a cardboard cutout, and I’m not sure Judy would notice.

She continues talking about her plans for a spring wedding and a vacation in the Caribbean, but I don’t listen. I can’t. I want to shake her and scream that we’re drowning. That I need her to support me, but I know she won’t. She will reject my needs as she has many other times in the past.

“What do you think, Justin?”

“It sounds expensive,” I say.

Judy sighs. “Why are you complaining about money? We have so much of it! We own a chain of grocery stores, rental properties, and laundromats. You’re worrying about nothing, Justin. People will always need food.”

“Food goes bad,” I say under my breath. Judy frowns. We’re silent for a beat. My ears ring. I cup my hands over them and place my head in my lap. Judy is already talking about her wedding plans, and they sound expensive. When she says flowers, I see dollar signs. The venue. Another dress. Outfits for the girls. Hair. Makeup.

Has Judy lost her mind?

I stand from the couch and head to our shower. I turn on the hot water, and it runs over me. It scolds me. My skin is red like paprika, but I don’t feel the burn. I feel nothing except water filling my lungs.

Judy is reading in bed when I step out of the bathroom. Steam billows into the bedroom behind me. Judy studies me with a concerned expression. “Is everything okay?”

You don’t listen. You live in a fairytale where businesses don’t fail. Come back to reality.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I say. “I’m a little worried about the price of this second wedding, but we’ll figure it out.”

“We always figure it out,” Judy says. She stands on her knees and moves to the edge of the bed. I let her wrap her arms around me. She kisses me. I squeeze her sides, making her moan into my mouth. She pulls me to the bed, and I don’t resist. My dick is growing. It’s hungry for the warmth of her pussy, even though I’m upset about her spending more money on an event we don’t need.

Judy wraps her legs around me. I’m wearing shorts. She has on panties, but I rub my dick against the outline of her pussy. She stares at me, brushing her hand through my hair.

My heart isn’t in it. I’m not sure hers is either, but we still have sex. She pushes down my shorts, and I take off her panties. Judy moans when I slide into her, closing her eyes. She lifts her hips and fucks herself with my dick. I watch her as she bites her lip, seemingly losing herself in the movements.

I love how her pussy feels around my dick, but there’s something different about Judy. She isn’t the woman I married. She isn’t the woman I met in college. We used to have so much fun. I used to rub her clit in public places. She’s sucked my dick in some. We used to have an adventurous sex life, but now we don’t even look at each other when we make love.

“Oh… Justin.” Judy says and opens her eyes, looking at me as though I’m a monster. The heat vanishes from her body. She’s like an ice sculpture above me, and I suddenly feel weird for fucking her. My wife.

There was a pause before she said my name, as though she was going to say someone else’s name.

“Is everything okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine,” Judy says. She grabs my hips and slowly fucks herself with my dick, but it’s not the same. She isn’t gushing like she was a second ago. “Let’s keep going.” Judy closes her eyes and holds my sides as she fucks herself. I’m letting her do what she wants with my cock.

Judy reaches down and touches her clit. Her back arches, pushing her pussy lips further along my cock. I let her use me. She cums without opening her eyes. I slide out of her without climaxing, and I don’t even want to touch myself. Judy rolls over without looking at me, and all I see is her back.

I feel used, like my wife was imagining me as another man. I climb out of bed and wash my dick in the sink to get Judy off me. When I step back into the bedroom, Judy is propped up in bed on her cell phone, looking like we never had sex. There’s a goofy smile on her face.

“What?” I ask. I don’t want to feel jealous. It’s a terrible trait to have, but Judy is hiding something. I’ve felt it in my gut for months, and she’s smiling like a woman freshly in love.

“I told Carol about the wedding, and she said something funny.”

Conflict rips at my heart. I climb into bed, feeling pathetic for even thinking about the question on the tip of my tongue, but I have to ask it. “Judy, do you love me?”

“Of course I love you. Why else would I want to renew our vows?”

“I love you, Judy. Things have been stressful at work, but I don’t want to lose you.”

“You have me, Justin. Don’t worry.”

Judy kisses me on the lips and turns her back to me, switching off her light. I turn my back to her and do the same. The room goes dark. We don’t cuddle. We don’t touch each other, but I have to believe her words.

My life isn’t perfect, but I don’t know if I can cope with it falling apart.
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Carol

“I can’t believe you’re renewing your vows,” I say to Judy. Her kids are at school, and it’s my day off. We spent the morning looking at wedding dresses. Judy wants something simple. Not that simple will keep her from spending a fortune. The dresses we saw cost thousands.

“Don’t judge.”

“How can you stay married to a guy like Justin? He’s so boring.”

Judy sighs, but I mean it. Justin is more boring than watching an infomercial. In fact, I’d rather spend all day watching an endless stream of infomercials than converse with boring Justin. He’s dreadful. All he does is work, talk about work, and walk around like he has storm clouds above his head.

“Justin and I are renewing our vows, whether you like it or not, Carol.”

“Weren’t you talking about leaving him like a month ago? What changed?”

Judy casts her eyes to the window. We’re sitting in a bustling café. I pick up my mug, placing the hot latte to my lips. Judy twists her wedding ring as she stares out the window. I can’t read her mind, but I’ve already stated my opinion. Renewing her vows won’t save her from the obvious problems she and boring Justin have.

“I don’t want to give up on what we have. The kids. The business.” Judy taps her water glass. Her knuckles are white as she clutches it. Her eyes move from the window to me. I can’t read what she’s thinking, but Judy looks sad.

I reach out to touch her hand, but she pulls away. Her movement makes water spill from her glass. Judy grabs a napkin with flustered hands to clean up the mess.

“I’m sorry for prying, Judy. I just want you to be happy.”

“What do you know about happiness, Carol? You’re still single.”

I bite my tongue to hold down the nasty words at the base of my throat. I hold the chair to stop myself from launching across the table at her. What does Judy know about happiness? She looks worse every time I see her, but I’m too nice of a friend to tell her the truth.

“I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that.”

“Sorry,” Judy says. She waves a hand in her air before checking the time on her phone. Her eyes never meet mine. I stare at her, but it’s like I’m not there. “I have to run. See you soon.”

Judy stands and takes off before I can say anything to stop her, but I’m so pissed at her that I don’t even care. How could she talk to me like that when I spent my morning off helping her pick out wedding dresses? I don’t know what Judy’s problem is, but I hope she works it out soon because my time is precious. I don’t need her wasting it.


4

Judy

I stand in front of a house close to my own. It isn’t the first time I’ve been here, and it probably won’t be the last. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help myself. Justin doesn’t touch me like he used to. He doesn’t kiss me. Every ounce of romance has vanished from our relationship, and I don’t know how to get it back.

He agreed to renew our vows, but I know it won’t help. I’m thinking of canceling the wedding. I haven’t sent out the cards. Few know about the vow renewal, but then what happens?

Will I lose the house? Will I have to go back to working at the hospital? I don’t know if an alimony payment would give me the lifestyle I desire, but it might be worth trying.

My heart has escaped.

It belongs to another man.

The door in front of me opens. My stomach flips when my lover’s eyes meet mine. It’s during the school day. Our kids are busy. We’re alone. Our spouses are making the money, and we’re up to no good, but we love it.

“You made it,” he says. His voice is as sweet as the notes he plays on the piano. He’s written me several songs, and each one produces a flood between my thighs.

“I always come,” I say.

Vincent grins, smirking like a madman. “That you do. Come in before the neighbors see you.”

I nod and step through the entry. The neighbors have seen me before, but our secret persists. Nobody wants to dirty their hands by revealing our afternoon meetings.

Vincent closes the door behind me and slams me against it. His hardness presses into me through the fabric of our clothes as he smothers my body with his lips. Justin never touches me like he needs me. Vincent clings to my body like it gives him oxygen to breathe.

Vincent lifts my arms above my head. He presses his teeth into my neck, careful not to leave a mark. The sensation of his teeth gnawing against my skin has my pussy throbbing. I spent the morning shopping for a wedding dress for one man while I’m about to give my body to another.

I gasp when Vincent reaches his hand into my pants and presses against my pussy. I scream. He covers my mouth and tells me to shut up. I moan into his hand as he slips a finger into me. My hands are still above my head where Vincent left them.

“Your pussy is so fucking wet for me. It’s so hot. So soft.” My eyes roll around as Vincent fingers me, adding two more fingers to my stretched hole. It hurts, but there’s no pain that I want more. It’s so wrong to sleep with a school dad. I know his wife would kill me if she found out, but he tells me they never have sex.

We have needs. Vincent and I are only human. We found each other when we were desperate. It all started so innocently. Flirting at school events. Innocent texting in the evenings. Coffee when the kids were at school.

The first time Vincent and I made love was the best sex of my life, though. He went slowly. Passionately. His dick felt so new and different from Justin’s. His touch melted me. It hooked me. I was an addict after the first time we made love. We haven’t been able to stop.

Vincent turns me to the door. He unbuttons my jeans and pulls them down to my knees.

“How much do you love my dick?”

“I love your dick, Vincent.”

“Tell me you need it.” He slaps his bare cock against my ass. My pussy feels empty. Desperate.

“I need your dick.”

Vincent growls. He picks me up and carries me to the basement. I refuse to make love in the bed he shares with his wife, so he always sets up a bed of blankets on the cold basement floor.

He places me on the pile of blankets and takes off my clothes, leaving me naked. I watch him strip. He has condoms on the floor, ready for us.

“Open your legs,” he says.

I never argue with Vincent’s commands. He moves in to lick my pussy. Justin never eats my pussy. He never touches me. Vincent talks to my pussy. He kisses it. He loves it.

Vincent and I fuck for the next hour, making a mess of the blankets. They’re in the washing machine before I’m out the door, leaving the house as though I was never there.

“See you next time,” Vincent says. He hovers over me at the front door. I always feel a tinge of guilt from all the family photos they have hanging within a few feet of the front door, but that guilt never stops me from returning to see Vincent.

We’re addicted, and we can’t set ourselves free.

“Bye, Vincent.”

He kisses me. I slip out of the door, careful not to touch my lips as I walk to my car parked on the street.


5

Carol

The weather seems to get colder by the day, even though the sun is staying out longer. I have the evening off work. I can’t wait to soak in the bathtub. Not before pleasing myself, though. A woman has to take care of her needs.

I lie in my bed. My legs spread. A towel is beneath me. I rub a vibrator against my clit, fantasizing about my pussy moving up and down a thick shaft. I’ve also been imagining the mystery man tied up to a chair, giving me complete control of his body. The second part is new.

Ever since my last relationship ended, there has been a silent beast growing within me. One I haven’t let free, but I won’t be able to keep its shackles bolted forever. I want to know the powerful woman buried within me, even though I’m afraid to meet her.

I feel her every time I touch myself. Any time I’ve been with a man since Kevin, she’s lingering in the background. I’ll be on my back, and it’s as though she’s sitting in a chair in front of me. A whip in her hand. My hand. Pitying me.

I shake the fantasy from my mind. It’s ludicrous. Why would I want to whip a man? I like dick. I liked the few times Kevin caught his rhythm and really gave it to me.

My thoughts float back to those few times Kevin fucked me right, and my clit begs me to touch it. Stoke it. Slap it. I press my vibrator against my throbbing clit, and my pussy feels empty.

I use my favorite dildo to slide into my desperate hole. It’s long, thick, and veiny. I have a dildo with a clit vibrator, but I love using two toys. Teasing my clit. Lifting the vibrator. Sinking the cock deep into my hole. My pussy lips hug the dildo. My back arches as I return the vibrator to my clit.

Mental visions of a man tied to a chair invade my mind. I’m riding his member and holding the vibrator against my clit. He thrashes from the pleasure my womanhood provides, but he can’t move. He’s mine to control.

I bite my lip and close my eyes as the fantasy takes over. It’s one I’ve had before, but one I’ll never have the courage to perform. How could I? What man would let me tie him up? What man would let me control him to such an extent?

I don’t know, but I’m cumming in the fantasy. I cum in real life. My body convulses. I gasp and ride the first orgasm into a second. In my mind, I’m climbing off the man’s member and getting to my knees in front of him.

He looks down at me as I wrap my hand around the base of his cock. He tells me it’s too sensitive. The man begs me to stop, but I can’t. I won’t. I have to make him shoot his load, so I stroke his dick. It’s wet with my juices. He’s thrashing in the chair with each movement of my hand. I laugh when cum erupts from his dick, oozing all over my hand.

The man in my fantasy fades as I pull the dildo from my cave. I take deep breaths to steady myself. It takes a minute, but I finally pick myself up to go to the bathroom.

I’m soaking in the bath twenty-five minutes later when someone bangs on my door. There’s an application on my phone that lets me see who is outside, and Beatrice is standing there. It’s dark, and she looks like she’s freezing. I call her.

“Carol, are you home?”

“Yeah, I’m in the bath. What’s wrong?”

“Oh, it’s nothing.” Beatrice says, but it sounds like she’s been crying. “I didn’t know you were taking a bath. I’ll come back another time.”

“Nonsense,” I say. “Give me a second, and I’ll come open the door.”

“Thank you,” Beatrice says and ends the call. I lift myself out of the bathtub and dry my body as quickly as I can. I put on a robe and run to the front door. Beatrice falls inside when I open it. Tears are streaming down her face. I wrap my arms around her. “He’s cheating, Carol. I caught him.”

“Vincent?”

“Yes,” Beatrice says. Her voice reaches a pitch I’ve never heard leave her mouth. I guide Beatrice to the sofa and grab a few napkins from the kitchen. She takes them from me and blows her nose. “Vincent is a dirty, dirty cheater. Doesn’t he know how much I do to support our family? Doesn’t he know how hard I work every fucking day?”

I rub Beatrice’s back, even though I know it does little to help. Her breathing is uneven. I’m worried she might explode. “You’re an incredible mother, Beatrice. Vincent is crazy to cheat on you.”

Beatrice nods, sucking in a sharp breath. “Yeah, he’s crazy. I’m going to make sure he ends up with nothing. Does anyone actually think he makes a living as a pianist?” Beatrice laughs like a woman scorned, like a woman with a vengeful heart.

“I know you make the big bucks. How did you find out? What happened?”

Beatrice meets my eyes. They’re red and swollen. I want to drive over to her house and yell at Vincent for destroying my image of the perfect husband. I want to hurt him for making my best friend cry these tears. “There was the faintest smell of pussy in the air when I went to the basement for a paper in one of my filing cabinets. I thought I was going crazy until I looked around. It didn’t take long until I found used condoms buried at the bottom of the trashcan next to the laundry machine. Then, I found blankets in the dryer. Vincent confessed to everything when I confronted him.”

“Do you know who the woman is?”

Beatrice bites her lip and nods. Her expression teases me.

“Who is she?”

“I shouldn’t say,” Beatrice says.

“Why the hell not? Do I know her?”

“She’s a mom at the school. She used to work with you at the hospital.”

I cover my mouth. Beatrice's eyes tell me the name I need to know. “Judy?”

“I wish it weren’t true. I know she’s your friend.”

“Not anymore,” I say. Beatrice smiles and rests her head on my shoulder. I hug her, but I’m raging inside. How could Judy have sex with Vincent? I’m angry with both of them, but Judy’s actions break my heart more. She knows Beatrice is my friend. We’re not a trio, but they could pick each other out of a crowd.

Beatrice tries to push away her pain. I support her, but anger flows through me. We’ll make Judy pay for what she did, one way or another.
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Justin

My phone rings after dinner, and I know it can’t be good news because Edward is the one calling.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

“Several freezers failed at one store, and nobody can figure out how to get them back online. I even had an electrician check, but she’ll need more time.”

“Is the food going to go bad?”

“We moved some of it, but we’re looking at thousands of dollars in lost product,” Edward says.

I groan, but there’s nothing I can do. The buildings we occupy are old. They were old when my parents bought them. We’ve done renovations, but we’ve never closed long enough to fix every problem.

“Do I need to go to the store?”

“I can handle it, boss. Don’t worry. I just wanted to tell you what to expect.”

“Okay,” I say. “Have the manager on duty log the losses. Tell the employees they can take some stuff with them if we’re just going to throw it out.”

Edward agrees, and I kill the call. The girls are already in their bedrooms for the night, but Judy is running around, like she’s been doing ever since I got home.

“What happened? That sounded important,” she says. Her eyes dart in every direction, making me wonder if she’s taken drugs. I don’t ask, but I’ve never seen Judy look so nervous and on edge. She normally has her shit together.

“A freezer went out at one of the stores. We’re going to lose thousands in product.”

Judy frowns, but she doesn’t stop moving. She has random papers in her hand, moving them from one place to the next. She grabs glasses the girls left out in the living room and places them in the dishwasher, slamming the door shut.

“What’s wrong, Judy?”

“I don’t know.” Judy clutches the counter and drops her head. Her hair falls in her face. “Maybe we shouldn’t renew our vows.”

“Is that what has you worked up tonight?” I ask. Judy nods, but she doesn’t meet my eyes. “If you’re worried about the money, we could close out a CD. There might be a penalty, but we have a few that could cover wedding costs.”

“No,” she says. “We can’t have the wedding, Justin.”

“Why not? You were so excited to renew our vows. It’s all you’ve been talking about.”

Judy screams into her folded lips. I’ve never seen her so distraught, but I can’t ask her what’s wrong because a banging on the door interrupts us. Judy lifts her head and stares at the door. Tears are in her eyes.

“Do you know who it is?”

“No. You aren’t expecting anyone?”

I shake my head. Judy watches me, waiting for me to go see who might be on the other side. I swallow my fear and stand to check.

Carol is standing there. Her eyes are red, and they land right on Judy. She points her finger and charges past me.

“You,” Carol says with a clenched jaw.

Judy falls to the couch, cowering. “Don’t hit me.”

“I should hit you, but I’m not going to because I’m better than that. I won’t stoop to your level. You’re disgusting, Judy. You know that?”

“Carol!” I race across the room. “I don’t know what’s happening, but you need to lower your voice. My children are here.”

Carol takes a deep breath. Her shoulders relax, but rage burns in her eyes. She looks at me like she wants to speak, but then she shakes her head. Carol points her finger in Judy’s face. “You need to tell your husband what you did. I’m not leaving until you do.”

“Judy, what is she talking about?” I ask.

“Nothing that is her business. Carol, I think you should leave.”

Carol balls her hands into fists. Her body shakes. “No, Judy. You made this my business by involving my friend. You had no right to do what you did.”

“Lower your voice, or I’ll come over there and make you lower it.”

“You think I’m afraid of you? If you didn’t have kids here, I would have hurt you already.”

“I’d like to see you try,” Judy says.

I look at my wife and her friend, not understanding why they’re so intense. “Please, both of you. Stop.”

Carol crosses her arms over her chest and takes a step back. My wife turns her body away from Carol, but she doesn’t rise from the couch.

“Judy, what’s going on? What is Carol talking about?”

“Nothing, Justin. I’ll tell you before bed. Carol, I think you should leave. You had no right to come here and disrupt my home the way you have. I will tell my husband tonight, but you can’t be here.”

“If you don’t tell him tonight, I’ll tell him tomorrow. If she tries to play games, Justin, you tell me. I’ll let you know everything she’s hiding,” Carol says. Her eyes tell me she isn’t lying. There’s something serious happening, and I’m nothing but a dunce without his hat.

Carol leaves, slamming the door on her way out. A tension lingers in the air, but Judy rises from the sofa as though nothing happened and goes to our bedroom.

I follow her. She slams the door in my face. She locks it, even though she knows I have a key.

Judy can take whatever time she needs. The wedding is off. My freezer goods are nothing but trash. It’s been a shit day, and I can wait for my night to become even shittier.

I sit on the couch. The TV is on, but I’m not watching it. Images flash across the screen, but all I see are the spoiled freezer goods. Terrible thoughts about whatever my wife might have done, but I know what she did. I’ve been sensing her pulling away from me for months. Those times she holds her phone with a wild smile, like she’s texting a lover. A lover she wants more than me.

It takes Judy over an hour to come out of the bedroom, but I’ve been numb to the passing time. There’s so much weight on my shoulders, it’s crushing me. Suffocating me. Whatever Judy offers will be another brick on the heavy load.

“Justin,” she says. Her voice is soft. It projects an innocence she doesn’t deserve.

“Should I turn off the TV?”

“Keep it on,” she says. Judy glances over her shoulders to where the girls sleep. “I don’t want the girls to hear.”

“What did you do, Judy?”

Judy sighs. There’s no hiding anymore, and I can see the sadness on her face. I’m not prepared for what she tells me. Judy spews the entire history of her affair with Vincent, and I’m too stunned to stop her. I knew that guy was trouble since the first time I saw him talking with school moms, but I never thought my wife would fall into his trap.

“I’m so sorry, Justin. You have to understand. Our relationship doesn’t have the passion it once had. Don’t you remember how much fun we used to have?”

“You mean before my parents died? Before I had to take over a company I wasn’t prepared to manage? Do you know how hard it is for me to keep my shit together, and what are you doing? You’re out running around with some washed-up pianist.”

Judy shrieks. She tries to hug me, but I push her away. I can’t stand her smell. I want to throw her to the floor. Rage fills my body. It’s a terrible, disgusting feeling. It’s a feeling I can’t control. I stand. I pace around the living room, but it brings no peace.

“Justin, please don’t tell people. I wouldn’t want anyone to know.”

I scoff. “All you care about is your reputation. What people think about you. You don’t care about me or what I do to give you this big house. You don’t care about how hard I work to pay the credit card bill you rack up every month.”

Judy stares at the floor. I pound my fist against the wall, hating myself. Judy ruined everything we ever had by sleeping with Vincent. I can’t ever forgive her. I won’t ever be able to touch her without imagining his slimy hands all over her body.

“Don’t wake the girls, Justin. Try to keep it together.”

“You should’ve tried to keep your legs closed. How could you do this to me? You destroyed our family, Judy.”

She shakes her head and stands from the sofa for the first time. She comes over to me, but I move away before she can put her hands on me. If she touches me, I might hit her. I hate her, but I never want to hit her.

“Don’t touch me, Judy. I can barely control myself right now.”

Judy takes a step back from me, providing the gulf between us I need. Judy drops to her knees and clasps her hands together. “Justin, you can’t do this to us. I’ll never see him again. I promise. You can trust me.”

I spit on the floor and growl. “How can you say that? I can never trust you again. It’s over, Judy. We can split custody of the girls. I’ll give you money every month to keep them safe, but it won’t provide this lifestyle. I’m done breaking my back for you. You’re nothing but a dirty, filthy whore. You don’t care about me.”

“I love you, Justin.”

“No.” My voice rattles the windows. I can’t hear another word, so I grab my coat. I take my keys and head into the cold night with no idea where to go. A few minutes of driving later, I realize I’m heading toward the grocery store. They’re still open, but nobody is in the office. It’s the place that’ll center me. It’s my home away from home. Nobody will question me for sleeping there, so I continue, stopping for tacos and a soda on the way. I can shower at a hotel in the morning. Whatever I need to do to avoid Judy for a couple of days to cool off.
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Carol

It’s wrong, but I have to check on Justin. Beatrice is still a mess. She moved into a hotel room, leaving Vincent with the kids. She contacted a divorce lawyer. Beatrice doesn’t care what money she loses. She just wants to rid herself of the cheating bastard.

I wish I could change the past for Justin and Beatrice, but their spouses did them wrong. I lost a friend. They lost love and trust. Nobody wins from what Judy and Vincent did.

I step out of my car. I’m wearing heels, a tight-fitted wool dress, and red lipstick. A coat covers my body, but I’ll open it the second I step through the grocery store doors.

A young man greets me.

“Do you know where I can find Mr. Ramsay?”

“He’s upstairs in his office.”

“Do you mind if I go up there?”

The man takes a walkie talkie from his pocket. He asks for permission to send me upstairs, and someone grants it. I follow him to a staircase and feel like I’m getting an exclusive look at how a grocery store functions as I climb the steps.

Justin appears from around a corner when I reach the top. There are windows upstairs that look out to the grocery store. I stare, looking at the people buzzing through the aisles like ants, in awe of their movements.

“Carol,” Justin says with a shocked expression on his face. “I wasn’t expecting to see you here today.”

“I went to the grocery store by the hospital to check if you were there, and they said you normally work here.”

“Yeah,” he says. “This is the office I always came to as a kid. The one where my parents worked. Did you want to sit for a second? Water? Tea?”

“I’ll have a glass of water. Thank you,” I say. Shelves packed with paper dot the hallway. There are several offices, and a break area in the middle, where I’m waiting for Justin as he fills two glasses of water.

“Follow me,” he says and leads me to the one office with a view of the store.

“You spend your days here?”

“Yeah.” Justin sits in his chair, which faces the glass wall. I sit across from him with my back to the windows. Justin’s dark brown eyes fall on me, and it’s like I’m seeing him for the first time. He was always Judy’s boring husband, but he’s already becoming something different. “I’ve been coming to this office since I was a kid.”

“It’s a lovely office.”

“You work at the hospital, but I don’t know what you do there.”

“I’m a physician’s assistant. It’s more demanding than you might think.”

“I never said I thought it was light work.”

Justin’s eyes on me are making me nervous. What does he see when he looks at me? Does he notice my strawberry blonde hair? Does he notice my blue eyes? My short stature? I want to ask him if he likes what he sees, but that’d be pathetic. Humiliating.

“Why are you here, Carol?”

I suck in a breath, but it does nothing to steady my nerves. “I wanted to see if you were okay. Did Judy tell you?”

Justin’s face hardens. “Yes, she told me all about Vincent. How did you know?”

“Vincent’s wife is one of my best friends. I love her, and she cried in my arms. It was one of the saddest things I’ve ever seen. It made me want to kill that bastard.”

“You and me both,” Justin says with a chuckle. “We can’t react with violence, though. That’d make them the winners.”

“I know you’re right, but I hate them for what they did to you. To Beatrice. I’ve never seen her so distraught in my life.”

“You’re a good friend to care about Beatrice that much. I can’t believe you came here to see if I’m okay. You didn’t have to spend your time worrying about me,” he says.

A smile crosses Justin’s face, and it warms me. It makes my knees click. My center aches. I want to reach out and touch Justin’s hair, which is surprisingly thick for his age. How have I never noticed how handsome he is?

“Everything okay, Carol?”

I shake my head to stop fantasizing about Justin as the man inside the ropes on my chair. I bet he’d look so good naked, but I can’t let the dirty thoughts infiltrate my mind.

“Things are perfect. I was thinking about work.”

“You must be busy with everything going on. I appreciate your concern, but I’ll get through the pain. Things were on the rocks with Judy and me, anyway. Maybe it’s best this happened. Now everyone knows the truth, and there’s no hiding.”

I don’t know how to take Justin’s words. If I were in his shoes, I’d be a mess. I wouldn’t be at work. Clothes would have burned. Maybe a house or two. I offered to light everything Vincent owns on fire, but Beatrice declined my offer. Who knows if she’s even been home since checking in at the hotel?

“You’re right, but I’m always so mean to you. I wanted you to know that I care, Justin. That I feel terrible for what Judy did.”

“If only we had something to turn back time to stop Judy from falling into Vincent’s arms.”

“If people had time machines, they’d never live in the present. They’d always be trying to make things better in the past, and there’s no guarantee that would happen.”

Justin nods at my words. Our gaze lingers. I can’t believe my attraction to this man I’ve despised for so long is growing at such a rapid speed. I reach into my pocket and pull out a business card.

“I should get going, but if you have any medical needs, you know who to call. I promise not to charge.”

Justin takes my card, and I can see in his eyes how happy he is to have it. The look on his face brings the fantasy back to my mind, but now Justin is on his hands and knees, looking over his shoulder. I’m behind him, like I’m about to fuck him.

“You’ll be the first person I call if something happens,” he says.

I stand and look out the window behind me. People are bustling around, unaware of Justin and me above them.

“Take care, Justin.”

Justin stands and hugs me. I catch a whiff of the deodorant he’s wearing, and I have to steady myself. I want to rip the clothes from his body, but I’m not that type of lady. Justin releases me and sees me to the door.

I’m outside within a minute, but I feel like part of me is still inside with Justin. Did he feel what I felt, or was it in my mind? I pull out of the parking lot and go about my day, but Justin and his handsome smile linger in my mind.
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Justin

Workers have nearly finished the laundromat repairs, and the freezers are working again at the grocery store that was having issues. My work life has been calm since we had to throw away thousands of dollars’ worth of food, but my personal life is falling apart. Judy and I can’t make it through an evening together without fighting.

I’m driving home now, and I don’t want to face her. I love my girls, but Judy is making it impossible to spend time at home. If it were up to me, I would have moved out, but she won’t let me because of how it’d look to the girls.

Katie and Gloria hear us fighting every night. There’s no way they can’t. Our house is massive, and the doors are thick, but the girls would need much more to block out the screaming matches Judy and I have.

Judy thinks we can work past her transgressions, but I’m not sure. I don’t know if I can. We don’t even sleep in the same bedroom anymore, and the thought of sleeping next to Judy sickens me. How could I lie next to her at night? How could I ever hold her again?

Gloria is waiting by the door when I get home. Katie isn’t.

“Daddy! How was work today?”

“It was okay, but nothing compares to seeing you.”

Gloria smiles, and it angers me how Judy is ruining our family with her actions. We can’t live together forever, which means I can’t come home to Gloria’s beautiful smile every day after work. Gloria waits for me to remove my coat, telling me about her day at school. She takes my hand and leads me to the kitchen, where Judy and Katie are sitting around the island.

Katie crosses her arms over her chest. “Hi, dad.”

“How was school today?” I ask.

Katie scoffs. “Like you actually care. You just ask that because you feel obligated.”

Gloria gasps. I glance at Judy and see a hint of a smile. She turns her lips to a frown when her eyes meet mine. “Katie, don’t speak to your father like that.”

Katie glares at Judy. She sighs and stomps out of the room.

“Come back in twenty minutes for dinner,” Judy calls after Katie. Katie throws her hand in the air as a response.

“Guess someone is growing up quickly,” I say.

“Why did Katie say that? I don’t like when Katie is mean,” Gloria says.

I squat to be at eye level with Gloria. “Honey, sometimes people get mean when they’re growing up and going through changes. Your sister is still the same Katie she’s always been. I promise.” I say the words, even though I’m not sure if they are true. Katie has been changing, gravitating toward her mother, ever since the truth came out about Vincent.

“I don’t want to get mean when I go to middle school,” Gloria says.

“You can always choose to be nice,” I say. Gloria nods. I glance past her at Judy. She’s watching us with a flat smile. “Why don’t you go back upstairs? We’ll call you for dinner.”

Gloria runs out of the room, leaving Judy and me alone. Tension is thick in the air, like smog in a polluted city. I have nothing to say. Nothing to add to the numerous fights we’ve already had. I step away from the kitchen, but Judy speaks.

“We can’t sell the house,” she says.

My muscles tense. My hands ball into fists. We’ve had this conversation ten, twenty times before. It’s all we can talk about, but our separation is on the horizon. We can’t avoid the inevitable forever. How can Judy expect me to trust her? I’m dying at work, and she’s running around with other men.

“I’m not having this conversation, Judy.”

“You can’t make us leave. We’ve raised the kids here. We brought Gloria home from the hospital to this house.”

“I loved you, Judy.”

“Why are you saying that in the past tense? Why are you giving up on us, Justin?” Judy’s voice drops to a whisper. “I haven’t even spoken to Vincent. It’s been weeks. Sleep in our bed tonight.”

All the energy leaves my body. Nothing I say will make this conversation better. Even if I agreed, Judy would find something to complain about within a week, and I would never be able to live with myself.

“I can’t, Judy. Let go of this idea that we can make things better.”

“Don’t you remember how in love we were in college? We used to have so much fun.”

“I’ll always remember those days, but they’re over. We’re broken, and I have to leave us that way. For me.”

Judy groans. She drops her head and takes several deep breaths. She doesn’t look at me as she moves around the kitchen, banging cabinet doors and placing dishes much too firmly on the counter. Judy makes four plates for everyone. Chicken cutlets with a panko breading next to piles of steamed vegetables.

“Will you help me set the table?”

“Okay,” I say. Judy and I don’t speak as we set the table. I focus on drinks and napkins. She grabs silverware for the plates. We call the girls to eat. A shallow conversation about teachers from the girls’ schools fills the time. The girls finish their meals and promise to complete their homework before jetting back to their rooms.

I help Judy clean the kitchen, trying to be as kind as I can. There’s something I haven’t told her, and I know she won’t react well, but we can’t have another screaming match. Isn’t it better for the girls for us to be happy and apart rather than miserable and together?

“Do you mind if we talk?” I ask.

Judy smirks. “Will I need a drink?”

“Perhaps,” I say.

“Should I pour us brandies?”

“Sure.”

Judy and I sit at the dining-room table with our brandies on the rocks. I swirl mine to let the ice melt and blend with the alcohol. Judy takes a gulp of hers. I know she feels guilty about her actions. I wish I were strong enough to forgive her and start fresh because I haven’t been perfect either, but I can’t.

“What did you want to say?” she asks. She sounds like she’s ready for the worst, so I don’t hold back.

“I want my own apartment, and I can’t afford it without selling this house. You’ll also have to live in something much more modest if you expect me to pay the bills.”

Judy nods, taking another gulp of brandy. She stands and grabs the bottle from the kitchen counter. She takes a handful of ice from the freezer too before returning to the dining-room table.

“Getting drunk won’t change the reality of the situation,” I say.

“I know. How modest are we talking?”

“Three bedrooms and two bathrooms, I guess. A townhouse or a house. We can rent something for you and the girls.”

Judy takes a gulp of her brandy. “I’m going to have to work at the hospital again.”

“If you want something nicer than what you’ll get with an alimony payment, then yes, you will. Wasn’t it your plan to return after Gloria started elementary school, anyway? That was a few years ago.”

“Don’t chastise me, Justin. You have no idea what it’s like.”

“I don’t?”

“No, you don’t.” Judy takes another drink of her brandy, and I’ve barely touched mine. The ice has yet to melt just how I like it. “Why can’t you even give us another try?”

This conversation has been our most civil in weeks. It’s the first time we haven’t ended up in a yelling match. “If I forgave you, I’d never be able to look at myself in the mirror. I was angry, but I’m less so every day. I just want to move on with my life.”

Judy wipes her dry eyes. “I understand. I wish I could change your mind, but it’s clear I can’t.”

“What are you sadder about, losing me or the lifestyle?”

Judy looks at me, and I know her answer. She isn’t upset about losing me. She doesn’t want to give up her house. Judy twists the diamond ring on her finger. It’s worth tens of thousands.

“You can keep the ring. I don’t want a difficult divorce. I’ll be fair, but don’t make this harder than necessary.”

Judy bites her lip, staring at me for several beats, but then she nods. “This was my fault. You’re an incredible man for taking care of me after what I did. You treat your daughters like princesses. What was I thinking when I put everything we had at risk?”

“I’m sure you can find a man with money, if that’s what you want.”

Judy clenches her jaw, but she doesn’t speak. We have nothing to say. We both know she could work and earn plenty of money, but she doesn’t want to work. I wonder if she ever wanted me for me, or has it all been a front? Has Judy been after the riches my parents produced from the beginning?

They’re questions I’ll never have answers for, and they’ll haunt me forever, but I’ll have my girls no matter what happens. That’s all that matters.
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Carol

Justin hasn’t reached out since I left him my number, and weeks have passed. I wish I could get him out of my mind, but I can’t. Those dark brown eyes. His handsome smile. I want to wring Judy’s neck for treating him the way she did. I haven’t spoken to her since the day I went over to their house, but Linda told me they’re putting the house on the market.

Linda still talks to Judy. She’s terrible for spending time with an adulteress, but I don’t share my opinion. Linda knows what happened, and she has to live with her choice of associating with a home wrecker. I only hope karma spares Linda for her crimes.

Beatrice is still a mess, but she’s coming around to the idea of living as a single woman. We’re out for a quick snack before she shows a few houses in the evening.

“Vincent and I are selling the house. My coworker is going to handle it. I don’t think I could stomach the showings, especially if I had to show the house to a happy couple. Vincent and I were on top of the world when we bought that house.”

“He’ll live to regret his actions.”

Beatrice shrugs. “Who knows? I doubt he’ll think much about it with how many women lust after him.”

“Stop it,” I say. “No woman will ever compare to what you two shared.”

Beatrice runs the cloth napkin on her lap through her hands, looking around the restaurant. Glancing at everything except me. “There are days I think the same, but I know the truth. He’ll find someone else, and I’ll be too busy working to date.”

“Who cares about men when you have such a fantastic career? I’m so tired of women equating their relationship status with happiness. I’ve been single for ages, and you don’t see me complaining.”

Beatrice looks like she’ll cry, but then she shakes her head. She forces a smile and takes a sip of her iced tea. “You’re right, Carol. I need to stop feeling sorry for myself and consider this a blessing.”

“That’s right!” I snap my fingers for a dramatic effect. “You’re a strong, powerful woman. No man can bring you down. Say it!”

“No man can bring me down,” Beatrice shouts. I reach out my hand, and she laces her fingers with mine. We fall into a fit of laughter, but the words linger in my mind. I hope they stay in hers.

***

Carol

I drive home from the restaurant just as the last slivers of light disappear from the sky. Justin is on my mind. I imagine his soft lips against my skin.

It’s wrong to fantasize about him, but I can’t stop myself. My mind has been running wild ever since going to his office at the grocery store. Visions of our lovemaking strangle my common sense. I hate myself for liking my friend’s husband, but she hurt him. She doesn’t deserve him. If Judy hadn’t been such a slut, I wouldn’t let my thoughts roam.

I have nothing better to do after dinner with Beatrice, so I walk to my bedroom. Justin is with me in my thoughts. He’s following behind me. I’m pulling on his tie. My body tingles as the ghost of Justin places his hand on my side. I close my eyes and gasp.

“Touch me,” I say.

His hand moves from my side to the front. He puts pressure against my pelvic region, releasing my flood gates. I turn to him, my eyes still closed.

“There’s something I want, but I don’t know how to tell you.”

“You can tell me anything,” he says.

Justin isn’t there, but he’s in my soul. I know he wanted me that day I went to his office. I don’t know why he hasn’t called, but I don’t let doubt cloud my vision of him stripping naked in my bedroom.

I throw myself onto the bed and take off my shirt. He’s taking off his pants, and I do the same. I don’t know what his dick looks like, and I don’t care how big it is. There’s something I want more than a well-endowed man.

The longer I stay single, the more I realize I don’t like alpha men like most other women. I want a man who will listen when I speak. I want a man to get to his knees beneath me. Not that I won’t love him, but I want him to submit to me. I want a man who won’t question my power.

For so long I thought I was supposed to be with an alpha man, but I’ve realized I need a sissy. I need a man who will let me tie him up and spank him when he’s bad. A man who will let me play games, surrendering to my rules, even when I change them on a whim.

I pretend Justin can hear my thoughts as I touch myself, rubbing my nub with closed eyes.

“Will you submit to me, Justin?”

“I’ll do anything,” he says.

I purr, hungry for his dick. I want him to fuck me, but he has to learn who is in charge.

“Do you want my wet pussy?”

My vision of Justin grins and nods. He’s standing by the bed.

“What are you going to do to earn my pussy?”

“Anything you wish,” he says.

My body is an inferno. I’m so close to cumming that my eyes are rolling around in my head, and I can barely hold myself together.

“Be careful, Justin. I might give you more than you can ever handle. I’m feeling pretty wild.”

“Push me as far as you can,” he says.

“Get to your knees and shut up.”

Justin nods and drops to his knees. I turn my body toward him, spreading my legs so he has a direct view of my pussy. If he were in the room, he’d be drinking me like a milkshake on a hot summer day. I would have him between my legs, fingering me and rubbing my clit. I’d bend him over my lap and spank his ass if he disobeyed my command.

Spanking sounds are ringing in my mind. My pussy is hot and desperate against my fingers. I won’t last long. I can’t. Justin is beating his dick, and I’m rubbing my clit. We’re on the verge of climaxing together, and we haven’t even touched. It’s the hottest sex I’ve ever had, and it isn’t even real.

I scream when the pressure becomes too much, imagining Justin’s face against my pussy. He’s catching everything I give, licking up my juices like dessert. I make him cum in his hand.

I hate that it’s not real when my body relaxes. Justin hasn’t called me, and it’s making me crazy. I’m driving myself wild thinking about him every morning. Every night. I can’t keep pretending we have something. I can’t pretend there’s a future between us when I know that won’t ever be possible.

Judy was my friend, and I can never take her husband, no matter how wrong her actions were. I need to leave my fantasies in the past. I can’t stoop to Judy’s level.

Justin is off-limits, no matter how badly I want him to submit to my every desire.
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Justin

My new apartment is terrible. It’s near my office, but I hate how lonely it feels. The girls are with Judy, and the old house is on the market. It’s only been on the market for a week, but it already has a lot of interest. I know Judy will hate to leave the house behind, but it’s necessary for us to move forward. I can’t afford my rent and that mortgage.

Her rental budget will be less than half of what we paid for the mortgage every month, but we’ll be able to find a modest house in the same school district. Judy has begged me to reconsider since our conversation when I told her I was leaving, but she seems to have mostly given up on any hope of a reconciliation. I wish life had dealt us a different hand, but there’s no way Judy and I can continue.

The new apartment is lonely without the girls. They only come on Sundays. I have dinner with them two nights a week, but I’ve already had to cancel once because of an emergency at a rental unit. A pipe burst from the cold weather, but we stopped the water before it caused too much damage.

I’m driving to the old house now to pick up the girls for dinner, praying nothing will interrupt me before I can get them.

Gloria runs outside when I pull into the driveway. She’s wearing a coat and a thick hat. Katie follows behind Gloria with a sulky face. Spring is around the corner, but it’s still freezing outside.

“Daddy! I’m so glad you didn’t have to cancel tonight,” Gloria says as she hugs me.

“Yeah, how exciting,” Katie says under her breath.

Gloria ignores her and climbs into the backseat. Judy steps outside in a sweater and a scarf. I see a few boxes behind her, but I don’t want to go inside. I already got everything I needed from the house for my apartment. The rest is Judy’s mess to manage.

“Nice to see you, Katie.”

“Let’s go,” she says and walks around me toward the car.

“I’ll be right there.”

Judy doesn’t leave the doorway. A sadness fills her eyes, but there are no words to say about our relationship. We went from planning a vow renewal ceremony to separate houses. I walk toward Judy, and she closes the door to hide the stack of boxes.

“How are you, Justin?”

I shrug. “We got the pipe at the rental unit fixed, but there always seems to be some kind of problem these days.”

“That sucks. I hope it didn’t cost too much to fix.”

“Every expense cuts into the bottom line, but I always have to expect the unexpected. It’s the only way I’ve been able to get through how you blindsided me.”

“Don’t stay out too late. The girls have school in the morning,” Judy says.

“I’ll have them home right after dinner.”

Judy gives a curt nod. She waves to the girls in my car before sliding back inside. My comment was rude, but sometimes I get angry when Judy is around, and I can’t control myself. I shake off the ill feelings and get in my car.

We drive to an Indian restaurant a few miles from the old house. It’s one of Katie’s favorites, but she is less than excited.

“Indian?” she groans. “Why can’t we go to a fast-food restaurant?”

“They have fast service here, and it’s much healthier.”

“Why do we even have these stupid dinners? They’re a waste of time. You already canceled once. It’s just a matter of time until you cancel every dinner. Why not just skip ahead to that?” Katie says. She stares out the window as she speaks, avoiding my eyes.

Katie is hurting, but I hate how she attacks me. I hate how she pushes me away more each time we are together. Katie is my daughter. I don’t want to lose the relationship we have. She needs time to process the move, but if her behavior continues, we’ll have to seek professional help.

We order as soon as we sit. We always get the same dishes when we come to the Indian restaurant.

“Dad, why are you and mommy getting a divorce?” Gloria asks. Her innocent voice rips a hole in my chest.

“Your mommy and I still love each other, but we think we’ll be happier apart.”

Gloria frowns. Katie pulls out her cell phone and scrolls, ignoring my comment.

“You’ll be happier together,” Gloria says. “I don’t want you guys to live in different houses. I hate it.”

“They’re better apart, Gloria. Trust me,” Katie says. “If they stay together, they’ll keep fighting, and we’ll all be miserable.”

“You two know that none of this is your fault, right?”

“Yeah,” Katie says. “I’m not going to let you guys depress me with your problems.”

“Promise it’s not my fault?” Gloria asks, a quiver of panic in her voice.

I wrap my hands around hers. “Gloria, this could never be your fault. We’ll still see each other all the time.”

“Okay,” Gloria says. The food comes, and our conversation turns to less serious topics. We discuss our hopes for spring. We contemplate ideas for a summer vacation without Judy. It’d be my first vacation alone with the girls, and it sounds delightful.

I drive them home after dinner. Judy doesn’t come outside, and I don’t walk to the door. I wait until the girls are inside, and then I leave. Guilt fills me for ruining any perfect ideals my kids might have had about our family, but they will learn to live with the divorce. I know it in my heart.

***

Justin

My apartment is bare. There is no artwork on the walls. My furniture came with the place, and it’s void of personality. There are some pictures of the girls around the apartment. Everything else is impersonal, and it dampens my mood.

I feel alone. The feeling is always strongest at night. It wrecks me. Some nights I can’t sleep. I’ve never told anyone, but I question if I’ve made a mistake leaving Judy on those nights. The bed I used to share with Judy was always warm. Sometimes she would wake me up and ride my dick. The romance between us was dying, but her pussy always felt incredible around my dick.

Many weeks have passed since Judy’s friend Carol came to my office, but she’s on my mind as I sit alone in my apartment. I haven’t used her number, but I have her card in a safe place.

It’s in my kitchen drawer, buried beneath a few takeout menus. I keep it there because the girls never look at the menus. They always want me to read them the options. I indulge them because of the suffocating guilt I feel for separating from their mother and breaking up our home.

I hold Carol’s number in my hand, wondering if I should use it or forget that she ever gave it to me. I’ve been here before, twirling Carol’s card between my fingers. Contemplating my options. Judy will kill me if I associate with Carol, but she was so kind to me that day. If I’m not mistaken, she might have been flirting.

Does she want me like I want her? Can we cross an unforgivable line? I’m in the middle of a separation. We haven’t even filed the divorce papers, and an affair with Judy’s friend wouldn’t look good for my case.

I take a deep breath and tell myself to relax. Carol and I don’t have a relationship. She’s friends with the other victim of Judy’s affair, so she felt obligated to check on me. I shouldn’t read in to the situation. I shouldn’t think too much about her card.

I put away the business card in the drawer in the kitchen, going on with my night. The television plays in the background as I clean around the house. The apartment is spotless, but I still find specks of dirt to wipe away, as though they were never there.

When I bore of cleaning, I open my computer to check the security cameras from the businesses I own. They’re all on the same network, so I can see hundreds of cameras from one application on my computer. My parents never got to experience the convenience of the connected surveillance system, but it’s a great way to pass time when I have nothing to do.

I catch someone stealing within the first few minutes. He takes a pack of batteries. Slip them right into his pocket, whistling like nobody saw. I don’t call the store. I follow the man, waiting to see what else he does. He grabs a bag of chips and a soda, paying for those, and then he’s gone.

My eyes fog when a vision of Carol clouds my mind. I see her in my office, sitting across from me. She’s watching me with her intent eyes. She used to drive me crazy. I would always get angry with her when she talked down to me, but now I want her more than I ever thought possible.

If only I had the time and energy to date. Women want a man who can shower them with attention. A man who can command the situation. Pick out dates. Buy gifts. I can’t do any of that for a woman, no matter how much I like her.

I go to my bedroom and close the door, choosing to sleep over making a fool of myself. Texting Carol would be a mistake, and I can’t afford any mistakes in my divorce.
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Carol

I’m officially a stalker. I’ve hit my rock bottom. Please come save me because I’m literally sitting in my car outside of Justin’s place of work, like a private investigator. He will never want me if he finds me like this. I tried to stop myself. I hid my keys, smacked my hand when I touched the doorknob, and I even turned around once on my drive over here, yet here I am.

What is wrong with me? I can find a man. Someone must have put something in my water.

I don’t get out of the car, at least, but a pair of handsome brown eyes land on me when I start the engine to leave.

Justin.

He waves and walks over to my car. Mortification eats away at my soul. If I could teleport, I’d be in a different country. I’d be as far away from this awkward situation as possible.

Justin comes up to my car and knocks on the window. “Hey, Carol.”

I roll down my window. My body is tight. I feel like I could shatter into a million little pieces if I moved the wrong way. “Hey, Justin.”

“What are you doing here? Did you come to see me?”

“I was going to do some grocery shopping. My friend lives over here, and I just left her house. It’s easier to stop here than the store by my house.”

Justin nods, accepting my lie. “I hate to say it, but I’m happy to see you.”

“Why do you hate to say it?”

Justin shrugs, but I can see what he wants to say. Justin is as interested in me as I am in him. I wonder if he’d still be interested if he knew the dirty thoughts that were crossing my mind. Images of Justin tied to a chair. His dick locked in a cage that only I can open.

“I don’t know. I wish you weren’t Judy’s friend.”

“Former friend,” I say.

“So, are you getting out to go grocery shopping?”

The lie I told had already left my mind with Justin’s eyes on me. He is so handsome, and the sunlight is hitting his face in the most perfect way. Justin stares at me, and I stare back, unashamed for looking at him like I want to eat him.

“Grocery shopping can wait. Any way you can sneak away for a coffee?”

“I could manage that,” Justin says. He walks over to my passenger’s side door. He opens it and slides into the car. “Can we go now?”

We look at each other, and there’s a spark. I can’t move. Justin’s eyes train on me, like he’s been waiting for this moment as much as I have. We’re lost looking at each other. Neither of us breaks eye contact. We have a staring contest without trying.

“Didn’t you say something about coffee?” he asks.

I blink. He blinks too. “Yeah, coffee. Let’s go.” I start the car and pull out of the parking lot. We’re driving, stealing glances of each other along the way. My pussy is wet just from looking at him. I can’t believe the effect he has on me. I can’t ignore it, even if it makes me a bad person.

“We’re here,” he says. Anxiety laces his voice.

“Are we crazy for getting coffee? This is crazy, isn’t it?”

Justin shrugs. “I’ve been thinking a lot about you, Carol.” He turns his body toward me, making me melt when his eyes land on mine. I want to rip the clothes from his body, but I still have the car running. We can still make a quick getaway. Stop while we’re ahead.

“We shouldn’t think about each other. We shouldn’t be here. Are we really going to stoop to Judy and Vincent’s level?”

“I’m separated. I have my own place. There’s no future for Judy and me, but we don’t have to get out of this car. We don’t have to go inside. It’s up to you, Carol.”

My heart races. If we leave this car and go inside the café, we’re opening ourselves to the possibility of a future. We’re opening ourselves to an affair. I now understand how Judy might have gotten sucked in by the temptation of a handsome man, despite her marriage to another.

“What will it be, Carol? Should we get out of the car?”

“I want to get out of the car, but you can’t tell a soul.”

“Who do I have to tell? My life is nothing but work and my kids. I also spend a lot of time thinking about you, but I can multitask.”

Blush rushes to my cheeks. A heat fills me. Justin’s words only make my pussy wetter. More desperate. I want to tie Justin up and sink his manhood into my pussy, but we have to take this step first. We can’t have one without another, so I open my car door.

“Let’s go inside.”

“I would like that,” Justin says. We walk to the café’s door, and he holds it open for me.

Three hours pass. We don’t look at our phones. We don’t talk about Judy or Vincent. Not until a call from Justin’s assistant, Edward, interrupts us.

“What’s the problem? Talk to me.” Justin puts up his finger as he stands. I love to watch him leave. His backside is just as sexy as the front. He’s not in perfect shape, but he has a juicy butt.

Our conversation has been smooth, even when we get to dicey topics like politics and religion. We don’t agree on everything, but we’re also not the same person. Our differences give us something to argue about and discuss.

“What’s wrong?”

“There’s a problem at a store. Would you mind taking me back to my car?”

“Not at all,” I say. “I should get to the gym. I was supposed to be there an hour ago.”

“Will that throw off your schedule?”

“It was worth it. Justin, just so you know, I didn’t visit a friend before you caught me in the parking lot.”

“Oh, so you’re a liar?” he asks, but there is a smirk on his face. “I thought your story sounded a little suspicious.”

“Do you forgive me?”

“Yeah. I’m glad I found you when I did. Were you going to come inside to say hello?”

“Probably not,” I say. “I was in a fight with myself when you found me, but you saved me from that nonsense.”

“Can we see each other again? I know you were Judy’s friend, but I really like you.”

“We’ll see. I need to sleep on it.”

Justin frowns, but he doesn’t argue. “I’ll be waiting for your answer, Carol. Why does there always have to be a problem at the stores?”

“Sounds like it comes with the territory of being the owner.”

“Yeah,” he says. Justin’s soft smile makes me weak. I want to tell him we should see each other that night or the next day, but that’s too desperate. He can’t know how badly I want him. Need him. “If I had nothing to do, I’d want to spend all day with you.”

“Too bad we both have things to do,” I say and stand. “Let’s go.” I lead the way, and Justin follows me out the door.
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Carol

Days have passed since coffee with Justin, and I have yet to text him. I want to message him, but he’s the last man in the world that I should pursue. He is married to my former friend Judy. They’re separated, but they haven’t even made it through the divorce, and I’m chasing after her husband like a lizard on the hunt for insects.

There’s also my best friend. Will Beatrice ever be able to accept my relationship if I fall in love with Justin? I’m already dangerously close to teetering over the edge, falling into the pits of madness. Our three-hour conversation was still giving me butterflies days later.

I learned about his childhood, growing up in the grocery stores. He told me about his parents, who had unfortunately died in an accident, but sometimes he feels grateful that they died together. They were probably holding hands when they fell from the cliff. Justin romanticizes the situation so he can live with it. No matter if they were holding hands or not, they’re gone from Justin’s life, and they left him a massive operation to manage.

The relationship that Justin and I are forming is deeper than any sex we could have, but I don’t know if anyone else would believe it. There’s also the chance Justin will run for the hills when he discovers my true desires.

My desires to lead. To control. To watch him submit.

I’ve been back and forth with myself, but there’s no stopping me when I pick up my phone. It rings in my ear.

“Hello,” Justin says. His voice sounds even sexier on the phone.

“Justin, it’s me. Carol.”

His voice softens, and I’ve never heard a man sound so happy to hear from me. “Carol, you called.”

“I did. What are you doing? I’m hungry.”

The rustling of papers fills the background. “I’m in my office, but I could eat something. What were you thinking?”

“How about I order some food, and we can eat at my house? Can you be here in an hour?”

“Sure, what are we eating?”

“It’s a surprise. Any allergies?”

“Perfect. I like surprises, and I don’t have any allergies,” Justin says.

“See you in an hour. I’ll text you the address.”

“I’ll be there.”

We end the call, and my heart is racing. I clutch my chest, but it does little to steady me. I stand and grab the takeout menus I have buried in a drawer in my kitchen. There are several restaurants in the area that deliver. I’m feeling like Middle Eastern food, so I order some hummus and wraps for us. He can pick whichever is his favorite.

Justin arrives on time, not a minute late. I kiss him on the cheek when he steps inside, bringing in a rush of cold air behind him.

“You smell nice,” he says.

I’m wearing my favorite perfume, and it sends a rush down my spine that he notices. Justin holds me a few beats too long, but his touch erases my senses. It cripples my ability to stay strong, but I must. Justin can’t guide what’s mine to steer.

“I ordered us hummus and shawarma sandwiches. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Won’t we have garlic breath?” he asks.

“Does that matter? It’s not like we’re going to do anything.”

Justin smirks. “Garlic breath doesn’t bother me. I was just curious if you’d thought about that.”

“Of course I did. I think about everything,” I say. “Let’s eat.”

We arrange the food on the dining-room table, and I pull up my laptop to have something to watch while we eat. Our conversation was amazing at the café, but Justin can’t know how interested I am. He has to think we’re friends. Not lovers.

“How was work today? Any emergencies?”

“Not yet, but I’m just waiting for a phone call.”

“Doesn’t that ever stress you out?”

“Yeah, but not as much as this TV. Can we turn it off? I want to talk to you, Carol.”

“Why? This part is great.” I laugh and point at the screen, commenting on a line from the show.

“Please,” he says.

The plea in his voice turns me on, and I want to hear him say the word again. “What did you say?”

“Please.”

I bite my lip and turn off the show, closing my laptop. “How’s the food?”

“It’s fantastic,” he says.

We have a conversation that is even better than the last, and two hours pass before I’m fighting away yawns. I tell Justin he has to leave so I can sleep, and he doesn’t disobey my request.

“Can I see you again?” Justin asks as he stands.

“I’d like that. Text me?”

“I’ll send you a message when I get home.”

I walk Justin to the door. We linger in the doorway, tempting each other to kiss, but neither of us takes the leap. I watch as Justin walks to his car, ignoring the frigid air hitting my legs. He waves, and then he is gone, leaving me with nothing but my imagination and a box of toys.
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Justin

Carol and I have been texting each other like wild animals. Our budding relationship is wrong on many levels, but we can’t ignore each other. We tried. We took a few days where we promised not to message the other, and I was the first to cave, but Carol replied within minutes.

We’ve been texting somewhat nonstop since that afternoon, and my guilt is fading. Desire quickly replaces it.

Me: What are you doing tonight? I’m bored at the office and thinking about you. I don’t want to eat dinner alone.

Carol doesn’t respond right away, so I close my phone and turn it upside-down. I distract myself with papers, waiting for my phone to vibrate. Minutes pass, and I wonder what Carol is doing. When she’s working, she takes a lot longer to reply.

Hours pass, and I’m about to explode from anxiety when my phone finally vibrates.

Carol: Can you wait until I’m off work to eat? My place or yours?

Me: Your place is good. Tell me when to arrive, and I can pick up food on the way.

Carol: I’ll call in an order for us and text you later. Busy day.

I know she won’t respond to anything I send until after she clocks out and leaves the hospital, which brings a little relief. I won’t have to spend my time worried about why she isn’t messaging me. Time passes, and I catch up on a mountain of paperwork.

Judy has the girls tonight, so I’m a free man. We’ve had several offers on the house since putting it on the market, and it’s already under escrow. There were a lot of tears when Judy and the girls packed their boxes to move to the rental last week, but I’m confident they’ll adjust. They’re still going to the same schools. The only difference is that they live in a house nearly half the size of their old one, but even the new house costs a pretty penny.

Judy is adjusting. I’ve heard from Carol who heard from Linda that Judy is talking about returning to the hospital. I’ve already told Judy I will help with the girls however I can if she gets a job, but her working would also mean lower payments from me, so I’m not sure what she’ll do.

I don’t really care, either.

Carol has been at the forefront of my thoughts since we let our guards down and told one another how we felt. My daughters are the most important women in my life, but Carol fills a hole in my heart they never could. One Judy left vacant years ago.

Judy and I loved each other once, but our love was fading long before Carol entered the picture. Judy only rode my dick when she wanted. She used to push me away when I tried to initiate our lovemaking. She would tell me she was tired or cramping or had a tough day. There was an endless list of excuses to avoid me, but there’d be a price to pay if I rejected her.

Things are different with Carol. There’s no way she’d treat me like Judy had. Carol is extraordinary. She listens when I speak, but she also knows how to give direction. Judy used to force me to plan everything we did, and then she’d complain during the date.

Carol and I don’t fret over the small stuff. She and I discuss the world. She challenges me, and I do the same for her, and there are never hard feelings. My soul becomes warmer when she’s nearby.

Carol: Meet me at 8. I’ll call an order for us at the Chinese place by my house. Pick it up on your way?

Me: Yeah, don’t worry. See you then.

The rest of the afternoon passes slowly, but I fill the time by video calling my daughters. Katie only says a few words, but seeing her face is enough to bring a smile to mine. Gloria shares everything she did during the day until Judy comes into the frame to say that dinner is ready.

“Hey, Judy.”

“How are you, Justin?”

I can’t tell Judy how I’m dating her friend, so I say a few boring lines about the grocery stores. Nothing much has happened since the frozen pipe incident at a rental. I also can’t mention how I heard Judy is thinking about returning to the hospital through Carol. She’d get too curious. She’d ask questions.

“That’s great, Justin.”

“How are you guys adjusting to the new house?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“Yeah, that’s why I’m asking.” I force myself to withhold an eye roll, but Judy’s voice grates my nerves. She doesn’t appreciate how much I do for her and the kids. I’m not a deadbeat. There are plenty of those out there. Men who run out on their kids. It would kill her to appreciate how much I care about their wellbeing.

“The house is fine, Justin. Katie is settling in very well because one of her best friends lives down the street. Gloria also enjoys the house. She actually asked if you could come inside the next time you pick them up for dinner to see her newly decorated room.”

“That sounds wonderful. What did you tell her?”

Judy smirks. “I told her you probably wouldn’t want to get out of your car.”

“Nice, Judy. You know I’m going to see her room when I’m there, don’t you?”

“I suppose,” she says. “The girls have a lot of homework. We’ll call you tomorrow.”

“I’ll pick them up for dinner tomorrow, and I don’t want any drama when I check out Gloria’s bedroom.”

“Can’t make any promises,” Judy says and ends the call. My application closes. My phone remains in my hand. I’m staring at it, wondering what Judy might have planned, but I can’t ponder about her craziness for long because it’s time for me to meet Carol.

I gather my things and head out the door. The grocery store is bustling with people, and nobody seems to notice as I slip outside. The order is ready at the Chinese restaurant. Carol picked out everything, and it all sounds delicious. I love how she takes control. How she gives me more bandwidth to concentrate on other things.

She always orders for me, and I love everything she chooses. I tell her my limits, and she works within them.

Carol opens the door when I arrive. She’s wearing heels and a dress. A floral perfume fills the air. When I hug Carol, I whiff the shampoo scent that saturates her strawberry blonde hair.

“You look incredible,” I say. “I should have changed.”

“Close the door. You’re letting all the cold air in.”

I shut the door and step further into Carol’s townhouse. It’s decorated with original artwork, and her furniture is tasteful.

Carol crosses her arms over her chest and frowns. “Why didn’t you shower before coming here? Are you such a workaholic that you can’t take time to make yourself look presentable for me?”

I feel pathetic. Humiliated. Idiotic. How could I not shower for Carol before coming to her house? Don’t I even want to get laid? We haven’t had sex yet. I was hoping tonight would be our night, but my hopes have since flown out the window.

“You’re right. I’m so sorry. I wasn’t even thinking.”

“No, you weren’t. I don’t know who you think I am, but I don’t want to date a dirty man.”

I’m holding the bag of Chinese food, struggling to settle my racing thoughts. Everything Carol says is right. I shouldn’t have arrived at her house in my work clothes. I’ve spent all day in a grocery store, surrounded by the germs of strangers.

“You have every right to be angry, Carol. I’m sorry.”

“Stop apologizing. It’s pathetic,” she says.

I drop my head, ashamed and unsure of how to continue. I need Carol’s direction.

“Aren’t you going to say something?” she asks.

I lift my head enough to see Carol standing there with a hand on her hip, cocked to the side. “You told me to stop apologizing, and I don’t know what else to say.”

Carol throws back her head and laughs, but I find nothing about this situation funny. She just humiliated me and dumped a pile of guilt on my consciousness.

“You can’t think of anything to say?”

Carol steps closer until her body is inches from mine. Her breasts are practically touching my chest, and her scent envelopes me. If she smells this incredible, I must smell terrible.

“There’s no reason I couldn’t have gone home to shower before coming here.”

“That’s right. What else could you have done?”

“I should have put on a fresh shirt. Fresh pants.”

Carol runs her finger down my chest. My dick stirs. Maybe I’ll get lucky after all, and tonight will be our first time. “Are you wearing fresh underwear?”

I fold my lips. It’s the most humiliating question I’ve been asked in ages, but we both know the answer. I shake my head. Carol pouts.

“You didn’t even clean your dick, and I bet you thought you’d get laid tonight.”

My cheeks flush. My body heats to a boiling temperature, and I could faint. I would curl up into a ball and disappear if it were possible.

“I’m sorry, Carol. Please forgive me. I don’t know what I was thinking. You look so incredible. You smell fantastic. If you want me to leave, tell me. I don’t want to go, but I will.”

“Stop apologizing,” Carol says. Her voices cracks like a whip in the air. I stop, feeling helpless. Carol looks at me, and her eyes could kill. They tear into my heart, cut me open, and watch me bleed. “Do you always act so carelessly, Justin?”

“I don’t know.”

“How do you manage to run such a major business?”

It’s like Carol can see into the darkest parts of my mind. I ask myself the same question every day. If it weren’t for my parents leaving me the empire, there’s no way I could handle it. There’s no way I could have envisioned creating the large monster I have.

“I don’t know.”

Carol chuckles. She grabs the bag of food from my grip. “Wash your hands, and we’ll eat.”

“Okay,” I say. I walk to the sink, wondering if Carol could see the real me. If she could see the man hiding beneath the shell.

Carol sets the table. I ask how I can help. She tells me to sit, so I do. I watch as she puts out plates and grabs a spoon for every container.

“Would you like anything besides water?”

“I’ll have whatever you’re having,” I say.

“I’m having red wine. Is that okay?”

I nod, and Carol pours us two glasses. She sits at the table, and within seconds, her foot is on my leg. I suck in a sharp breath, trying to keep my cool. I’ve already been pathetic enough for one night. My mind is telling me to apologize again for showing up at her house without showering, but I stop myself from saying the words.

“How are your daughters doing?”

“They’re fine. I spoke to them this afternoon. Picking them up for dinner tomorrow.”

“That’s sweet. They must love having you as a father.”

“My eldest is turning on me, but hopefully she comes back around in a few years.”

“Teenager?”

“Turning thirteen soon.”

“I used to rebel against my father. He hated it,” Carol says. Her smile is infectious. I take a mental snapshot of this moment, guarding it for the inevitable lonely nights in my future.

“Do you two get along now?”

“Yes,” she says. “We talk all the time. I have dinner with my parents once or twice a month, at least.”

“That’s nice,” I say. Nothing can stop a frown from crossing my face as memories of my parents flash through my mind.

“It must have been so hard losing your parents. My heart broke when Judy first told me the story.”

“Yeah, the pain never disappears.”

Silence fills the room. A lot of time has passed since my parents died, but no amount of time will completely heal the wound their deaths left in my heart. Their memories surround me every day though, and I’ll never regret taking over the company, no matter how insecure I feel operating it.

“How’s the food?”

“Delicious,” I say. “Sorry for going quiet. I was thinking about working with my parents at the grocery store.”

“What were they like?”

“My mother was the visionary, and my father was the perfect man to execute her plans. They worked day and night. I used to hate them for how much time I had to spend at the stores, but they left me a legacy. I don’t think I’ll pawn the stores off on my girls, but they can certainly take over one day if they like.”

“You’re kind to let them choose their paths. Do you wish you had done something different?”

“No,” I say. I’m surprised by how quickly the answer comes. There was a time near the end of high school when I wanted to study history or psychology or anything that wasn’t accounting to avoid taking over the family operation, but those uncertainties came from fear. Fear of failure. Fear of disappointing my parents. The truth has never been clearer. “I’m happy with the cards I was dealt. You?”

“My parents only cared that I stayed out of trouble, which I mostly accomplished.”

Carol’s devilish laugh sends a chill down my spine. There’s a naughty side emerging from Carol, and I’m excited to see it. “Were you a troublemaker?”

“Hardly, but I had a few wild years during college.”

“Didn’t we all?” I ask.

“You should take a shower when you’re finished eating.”

“I don’t have any clothes.”

Carol laughs. She taps her finger against her lips. “Hmm, what should we do about that, Justin?”

The look on Carol’s face tells me I should have an answer. “Do you have something I could wear?” Carol grins, and I know I’m in trouble. “Do you have a towel I could use?”

“Stay right here. I’ll grab everything you need,” she says.

I nod and sit there as she leaves the room. When she comes back, she’s holding a folded towel and an opaque bag.

“What’s in the bag?” I ask.

“Wait until after you shower to open it. Scrub yourself from head to toe with soap. I want that grocery store smell you’re wearing gone. I can’t stand it.”

Carol holds out her arms, and I take the towel and black bag from her. She tells me to hustle, so I run to the bathroom. My run is more of a skip. I hope Carol doesn’t see how pathetic it looks. My heart is pounding when I press my back against the bathroom door.

“Don’t take too long,” Carol calls.

It’s as though she’s watching. I glance around the room, but I don’t see a camera.

“I don’t hear the shower running.”

My body tingles as her voice runs through my body. I love how she’s monitoring me. I love how she tells me to shower. Commands it. I wonder what else I would do if she asked. Nasty thoughts run through my mind.

It’s not the first time I’ve thought about a woman taking charge. Judy loved to bitch and complain, but she never wanted to take charge. She thinks it’s a man’s job to run the relationship, especially the romantic side of it.

I race to turn on the shower. Scorching water falls from the showerhead, and I step into it. I turn the knob to lower the temperature of the water, grabbing the bar of soap from the insert in the wall. I lather my body, taking time to clean every speck of dirt. Carol has shampoo, which I squirt into my hand to lather my hair.

Thoughts of Carol occupy my mind. She’s waiting for me on the other side of the door, and I have yet to discover what’s inside the bag Carol left me above the towel.

I hurry with my shower, smelling myself after I dry off. I smell much better. Carol had every right to make me shower.

I stand in front of the bag, naked except for the towel around my waist. My breath is uneven as I pick up the bag, taking my time to part the drawstrings. What I find inside leaves me shocked to the core. Carol packed me a pair of short shorts and a skimpy t-shirt. There’s no way I’ll fit into them. I’ll look ridiculous.

“Carol,” I holler. “I can’t wear these clothes. Maybe I should just put on what I was wearing.”

Footsteps sound in the hallway, quickly approaching. I swallow as Carol turns the knob and throws open the bathroom door. “What did you say?”

I open my mouth to speak, but Carol’s eyes tell me to stop. “These clothes. They’re…”

“They’re what, Justin?”

“You can’t expect me to wear those. They’re so… short.” The last word comes out as a whisper. I don’t want to disappoint Carol, but there’s no way I can wear those short shorts around her house. That t-shirt will ride up to my bellybutton. “Please, don’t you have anything else?”

“If I go back to my closet, you’ll regret it.”

My mouth falls open. How can I reply to what Carol said? I glance at the shorts, and then back at her. Carol is serious. I swallow and pick up the bag with the shorts and t-shirt.

“While we’re at it. Why don’t you drop your towel?”

My dick is tiny right now. It looks much better when it’s stiff. “Can’t we wait until I’m hard?”

“No, Justin. I said I want to see it, so show me. Unless you want to leave?”

“Really?”

“I don’t care if your dick is soft. I want to see it.”

The whine in Carol’s voice is killing me. I want to give in to her demands, but showing her my soft dick is embarrassing.

“Don’t you want to make me happy, Justin?”

“Yes,” I say.

“I’m waiting,” Carol says. I drop the towel, and Carol giggles softly while she studies my soft dick.

“Put on the shorts and join me in the living room. I want to watch TV.” Carol turns on her heel and leaves me alone in the bathroom.

I’m powerless, but I know Carol won’t judge me. She wouldn’t have given me these clothes unless she wanted me to wear them. I take the short shorts out of the bag. They have a slanderous word written across the backside. My body shakes with nerves, but I pull the shorts up my legs.

Carol didn’t give me underwear, so my dick nearly hangs out the side, but maybe that’ll make Carol want it. These shorts are much more revealing than I expected, but my dick is growing. It’s swollen and excited by the possibilities of the night.

The t-shirt is as ridiculous as expected, but I don’t care. It smells like Carol. I wonder when the last time she wore it was. I love wearing her shirt.

“Don’t laugh.”

“Can’t make any promises,” she says.

I’m standing at the end of the hallway, nervous to round the corner, but I can’t stand here forever. Carol comes to me before I find the courage to step into the living room. Laughter fills the air when she sees me.

“What’s so funny?”

“Have you looked at yourself in a mirror?”

“I saw myself,” I say. My jaw tightens. I hate the sound of Carol laughing at me, but I hate how it’s making me hard even more.

“Your legs look sexy in those short shorts,” Carol says. “If you bend over, your dick might pop out.”

“That’s funny to you? Fine,” I say. I turn so that my backside is to Carol and bend over in front of her. My dick catches air. She gasps, but I don’t regret the action. I pop upright and turn to face Carol. Her angry expression frightens me. I’ve never been with a woman like Carol. She’s so confident and sure of what she says. It unnerves me.

“You’re going to regret doing that, Justin. You have two choices. Drop to your hands and knees, or you can leave my house.”

“I don’t want to leave.”

“Drop to the floor.”

My body shakes as I lower myself to the floor, shifting to my hands and knees. Carol kneels next to me. Rage fills her eyes.

“You were just a very bad boy, Justin. Do you know what I do to bad boys?”

I can’t believe what is happening to me, and I can’t believe how hard my dick is growing as I process the situation. Carol wants me to be bad. She wants to punish me, and I’ve never wanted anything more.

“What do you do to bad boys, Carol?” I ask in the most innocent voice I can muster. I sound like a pussy, but I don’t care. I’ve never been this turned on in my life. The skimpy t-shirt rides up my body, revealing my back and the space above my ass.

Carol pulls down my short shorts. She runs her hand along my ass, brushing the hair on it. Her touch tickles me. I laugh, which angers her.

“Why are you laughing, Justin? You’ve been a terrible, terrible boy. You flashed your penis at me, and now you must pay. Right?”

“Yes,” I say. Guilt peppers my voice, but I’m anything but guilty. I’d flash her a million times over if it put me in this position again.

Carol raises her hand in the air and brings it down against my ass. I moan, which makes her smack my ass harder. It stings, but I’ve never felt a pain so stimulating. A pain that brought me so much pleasure. It’s the first time I discover the sissy hiding within me, and my need to release him grows stronger with each smack of Carol’s hand.

“Stop, Carol.” My ass is burning. I know it’s going to bruise, but I don’t care. She got me so close to cumming just by spanking my sissy ass. “Please. I promise to do better.”

“You better do better. To think I was going to let you fuck me tonight.”

“You were?”

“Not anymore. We’ve had enough fun for one night. Pull up your shorts and get out of here.”

Her words stun me. Air is still hitting my bare, stinging ass. I’m motionless on my hands and knees.

“Get out of here. Now!” Carol yells.

Her voice rattles my ears. I’m quick to move, gathering my dirty clothes. She doesn’t give me time to put them on before she is pushing me toward the door. “What if your neighbors see me?”

“Then you can explain to them why you’re wearing my short shorts, and why you’re rock hard in them.” Carol reaches down and touches my hard dick. “You loved me spanking you. You’re one dirty boy, Justin. Did you know that?”

“Not before tonight,” I muster.

Carol opens the door. “You better run if you don’t want anyone to see you.”

It’s humiliating, but I don’t protest. I race across the parking lot to my car, struggling to open the door. Someone is walking toward me with their dog, and I wonder if they saw my legs. I tell myself men wear shorts this length all the time to run, but those shorts don’t have a word written across the ass.

I open the car door before the woman with her dog reaches me. She glances as she passes, but she doesn’t look concerned. I’m pulling out of the parking space when a pair of eyes distract me. Carol is watching me from her window.

It will take me days, maybe weeks, to process this evening, but I already know that I want so much more.
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Carol

I’m dying to tell Beatrice about my night with Justin, but she’d never understand. Justin is too close to her situation. She’s at my place now, waiting for me to return from the kitchen with glasses of water, and I’m struggling to keep a smile from spreading across my face.

Every time I stop doing anything, the evening with Justin overtakes me. I hear my hand hitting his ass. I see the reddening of his cheeks. The hard dick hanging between his thighs. The short shorts around his ankles. It was my first time spanking a man, and I don’t regret it.

Justin has already messaged me begging for more, but I’m playing hard to get. He has to work for his pleasure. I’m not giving him anything for free.

“Everything okay in there?” Beatrice calls.

I’ve been standing in front of my open cabinet for over a minute, thinking about Justin and everything I want to do to him. Our games have barely begun.

“Yeah, everything is fine. I just threw out some moldy food in the fridge.”

“Gross,” Beatrice says.

I grab glasses and fill them with a pitcher I have in the fridge. Beatrice is on her phone when I return to her living room, but she places it upside-down on the coffee table.

“So, what’s been going on? We haven’t been able to see each other in weeks, and texts are not the same.”

“No, they’re not. I don’t even know where to begin. Life is so hectic these days. Between showing houses and trying to find two places for Vincent and me, I want to just throw in the towel and give up.”

“You can’t give up,” I say. My lips flatten to a straight line, and I place a hand on Beatrice’s thigh. She looks at me, and there are tears in her eyes.

“I won’t give up because I have a kid who depends on me selling houses, but I hate how much I have to give Vincent. I spoke with a divorce lawyer, and Vincent’s trying to take me for everything I have. He’s being vicious.”

Beatrice bursts into tears. She hasn’t mentioned any of these problems over text messages. “What has Vincent been doing?”

“He wants me to pay his rent and watch Whitney half the time. I love my daughter, but there’s no way I can work, pay his bills, and split custody with him.”

“Why can’t he get a job and pay his own bills? That doesn’t seem fair.”

“It’s not fair,” she says. Beatrice is balling, and she doesn’t even have a tissue. I run to the powder room to grab her tissues. Beatrice dirties on within seconds. She apologizes, but I tell her not to worry. “Vincent doesn’t even seem to care how much he’s hurting me. He was all smiles the last time I went to drop off Whitney, acting like he didn’t have his lawyer send mine the most vicious letter I’ve ever read.”

“There’s no way the judge will give him everything he wants.”

“I don’t know.” Beatrice shrugs. “My lawyer thinks it could go either way. Vincent has been a present father, so that counts for something. I know it does, but what he wants is insane. I can’t live with myself paying his bills while he is out running around town screwing every mom in the school.”

“You deserve better than what he’s doing to you,” I say. Beatrice dirties a second tissue, and I run to grab the tiny trash can from the powder room. “Whitney deserves better. Doesn’t he know how she’ll look at him when she grows up and finds out the truth?”

Beatrice shakes her head. “No, I don’t want to ruin what they have. Whitney loves her father, and I shouldn’t take that away from her, no matter how much of an asshole he is.”

I nod, unsure of what to say. Beatrice is a better woman than me because I would have buried Vincent when I discovered the affair, or maybe I would have spanked him. Bent him over my knee to show him who was in charge. The thought sends me back to my night with Justin.

“Why are you smiling?” Beatrice asks.

I fold my lips. “It’s nothing.”

Beatrice moves her body away from me. Her eyebrows arch. “How can you seriously find my situation funny?”

“No, B. It’s not like that. You know I love you.”

“Then what is? Did you get a promotion?”

“It’s not about work, either.” Part of me wants to blurt everything out about Justin, but I can’t. Nobody can know about us, not even my best friend. “I was thinking about a guy I’m seeing and the night we had. It’s nothing serious, though.”

Beatrice’s face brightens. “Tell me about him. Please, I need to hear that love isn’t dead. Give me some hope,” she says.

I take a deep breath, brimming with excitement about my night. I discovered something about myself when I was spanking Justin, and I don’t intend to hide the woman begging to break free.

“You wouldn’t believe it if I told you.”

Beatrice’s eyes widen. “What in the world are you talking about? You look like a madwoman.”

“I spanked my date with my bare hand.” Beatrice falls into a fit of laughter, but there’s nothing funny about what I said. “Why is that funny?”

“How is it not funny? You spanked your date!” Beatrice hoots.

“Yeah, and it was the hottest thing I’ve ever done,” I say. I don’t know if it my tone or something else, but Beatrice falls quiet. “He was right there on his hands and knees,” I say and point to the floor. I want to continue and tell Beatrice how Justin was wearing my shorts and how I was punishing him for showing up at my house without having showered, but I stop myself.

“Wow,” Beatrice says. “What man let you spank him?”

“Maybe you can meet him one day.”

“You better let me meet him, Carol. Don’t play games.”

“I’m hoping to play many games with my new man,” I say. Beatrice laughs and places her head on my shoulder. I rest my head on hers. “Have you ever been dominant with a man? I’ve never felt such an intense rush in my life.”

“No, but it sounds like it could be fun. Vincent was all about having control in the bedroom. He loved to flip me around and fuck me in whatever position he wanted until he started fucking women like Judy. Thanks for not being her friend, by the way. It means a lot. I know you two were close.”

“Don’t worry about it. I can’t be friends with a woman who would sleep with a married man.” The words have a tinge of hypocrisy, but I’m able to hide them behind a sullen tone. Plus, Justin is technically separated.

“Me neither. You new man isn’t married, is he?”

“No,” I say. “He’s available, and I’m planning to make him mine.”

“You’re terrible,” Beatrice says. We laugh and steer the conversation to lighter subjects. Beatrice tells me about some of her clients. I talk about my days at the hospital. She’s on her way out the door within an hour, and I hug her tighter than I ever have before, reminding her to stay strong. She’s a force. A powerful woman no man, including Vincent, should count out.

***

Carol

Me: What are you doing? How does your ass feel?

I have the day off, but Justin doesn’t know that. He’s probably sitting in his office thinking about me. Wishing my hand was still reddening his ass. It’s been over a week since he came over. We’re texting a lot, but sometimes I take all day to reply to his message. I like to keep him on his toes.

My phone vibrates. Not even a minute has passed since I sent my message. I’ll wait at least five minutes to pick up my phone and read the message. Maybe I’ll wait even longer to reply. Depends on what he says. How I feel.

If only Justin could see me now. I’m lying on my bed, wearing nothing except an open robe. A vibrator is lying by my side. My nipples have been throbbing and stiff all day, much like my pussy. I’m on my fourth orgasm, and I hope to have many more.

After my last boyfriend, I spent a lot of time alone. Exploring myself. Using toys and watching videos. I decided I never wanted to rely on a man to bring me pleasure because the vast majority are simply terrible at pleasing women. To them, sex is as simple as sticking a dick in a pussy, but there’s so much more to lovemaking than that.

There are exceptions to the rule, but the rule is, most men need a lot of help. My last boyfriend, Kevin, couldn’t find my clit to save his life. Even if he could, I doubt he would have known what to do with it.

I feel I’ve made Justin wait long enough, so I pick up my phone to read his message.

Justin: My ass just stopped hurting yesterday, but you already know I want more.

Justin: I’m at work thinking about you. Wishing you would let me come see you. I don’t care how pathetic it sounds, but I need you, Carol.

I turn my phone upside-down on the bed and grab my vibrator, thinking about everything I could do to Justin as I rub the vibrating tip against my clit. I slip a finger into my pussy, wishing it were Justin’s hairless hole. He’s going to love when I put on a strap and fuck him like the sissy he is.

I’m moaning. My phone vibrates again, but I ignore it. My eyes are closed, and Justin is here with me. He’s licking my pussy while I play with my vibrator, and I’m on the verge of cumming for the fifth time. I’m not sure how much more my body can give, but I need his mouth. My vibrator has never felt so incredible as I imagine Justin lapping up my wet juices.

I scream when I cum, not caring who hears. There are neighbors on each side of me, but they’ve never complained about noise. That could change if I get Justin how I want him.

Will he scream if I push him to his limits? Will he beg me for more? My eyes open, and I’m desperate to find out, so I pick up my phone to check who messaged me. No surprises. It was Justin.

Justin: Can I see you soon? Please?

I sigh.

Me: If you keep begging, I won’t ever let you see me.

Justin: I’m sorry, Carol. I’m going crazy without you. Going crazy about having another night like we had.

I climb off my bed and head to my bathroom. Justin needs to wait before I’ll reply, so I take a shower. The water refreshes me, and I turn off the shower halfway to get out and pee. My phone is open, so I check it. Justin hasn’t sent another message. Maybe he’s learning who is in charge. I want to see Justin as bad as he wants to see me, but we can’t act like fools. We’re adults.

I take my time lathering myself with soap, turning the shower on and off to rinse my hair and body. I run my fingers along my smooth skin. I shave any spots that don’t feel perfectly smooth, letting the minutes pass without worrying about how crazy Justin might feel. Teasing him is the best game I’ve ever played.

It's not until I’m dried off and changed with all my toys cleaned and stored that I finally pick up my phone to reply to Justin. He still hasn’t messaged me, but I know he’s waiting. He’s anxious for an invitation.

Me: Are you free tonight?

Justin: Yes!

Me: Bring something delicious to eat. Arrive at 7. Don’t be late, and there’s no guarantee I’ll let you inside. When I say I want delicious food, I mean it. No Chinese. Understand?

Justin: I’ll make it happen.

I lock my phone and smile to myself. I have no concrete plans, but Justin has already begged. Hopefully he’s ready for the games we’re going to play.
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Justin

I leave the office early, telling Edward I won’t be reachable for the rest of the night. He agrees to stay on call, and I agree to pay him if any emergency presents itself. Edward knows he can trust me, and whatever cost will be worth spending the evening with Carol.

It's been too long since the evening we spent together. My ass doesn’t even sting when I sit anymore. I don’t know if Carol will spank me again, but there’s nothing more I want than to feel the sting of her hand smacking my bare ass.

My apartment is a mess when I step through the door. There are empty takeout containers on my counter. The short shorts Carol lent me are on my living room floor. I only have a few hours until I’m supposed to show up at Carol’s, but I can’t arrive how I did the last time. Her clothes are dirty. I need to wash and return them.

I run through the house, start a load of laundry, and clean my disgusting kitchen. My apartment is in better shape after thirty minutes, but there is still so much to do before I go to Carol’s, and I can’t arrive even a minute late.

She spanked me for showing up dirty last time, so there’s no way I can leave my apartment without taking a shower. I wait for the clothes to finish in the washer, switch them to the dryer, and run to the shower. I’m careful to wash every speck of dirt from my body. The short shorts and skimpy t-shirt cross my mind as I dry myself, and an idea takes hold within me.

The dryer is about done when I check it. Instead of putting on underwear, I walk around the apartment naked, scrolling through my cell phone to find us something to eat. If I were skilled in the kitchen and had more time, I’d cook a meal myself, but whatever I make would taste terrible.

There’s a French restaurant on the way to Carol’s house. There’s Italian. Middle Eastern. I don’t know what to order, so I choose a few items from each place. There’ll be many leftovers, but I can’t handle rejection. If Carol pushes me away, I’ll break like a splintered piece of wood.

The dryer buzzes just as I finish ordering food, scheduling the orders to be ready thirty minutes before I’m supposed to arrive at Carol’s. If all goes well, I’ll be able to pick up each of the orders and make it to her place with five minutes to spare.

I open the dryer and pull out the short shorts and skimpy t-shirt, reveling in the memory of how Carol made me wear them. I wonder what clothes she would have put on me had I denied the short shorts and t-shirt. Carol told me I would have regretted not choosing them, and now I regret not seeing how far she would push me on our first night. The short shorts had been humiliating, but they also made me realize how much I love being humiliated by Carol. How much I love when she takes control.

It drives me crazy when she doesn’t respond to my messages right away, but it would drive me crazy if she was sending me nonstop messages. Constantly worried about my whereabouts or what I’m doing. Carol doesn’t ask me any of those questions. She has me hanging by a thread, and I love it.

Instead of wearing underwear, I pull the short shorts up my legs. It’s still cold outside, so they’re perfect for underwear. I put on jeans over them. Nobody will know the difference. I wear the skimpy t-shirt under a long-sleeve thermal shirt. Carol will have no idea until I underdress for her, and I can’t wait for her to see what I’m wearing.

I spray myself with cologne and brush my teeth for five minutes instead of the recommended two. I floss and use mouthwash. Another mist of cologne covers my body. There’s still an hour until I have to be at Carol’s, but I leave to beat any traffic, arriving at the first restaurant ten minutes before I requested for the order to be ready.

The staff inside the French restaurant is friendly, and I hear one of them yell to the kitchen to make my order faster. I pay, and I’m out of there with plenty of time to pick up the other two orders. The second order goes as smoothly as the first, but a train blocks my path on the way to the third.

It's not a quick passenger train, either. It has tons of cargo. Train car after train car passes, but there’s no way for me to leave the traffic. I can’t turn around, and there’s no viable alternative to reach the restaurant because it’s just on the other side of the tracks.

By the time the train finally disappears, I only have fifteen minutes to pick up the order and get to Carol’s. To make matters worse, they don’t even have my order ready when I get inside. The Italian restaurant needs to get their act together, and I hope the service doesn’t reflect the food. They finally get my order, and I’m out the door with five minutes to spare, but Carol lives eight minutes from the restaurant.

I make the first few stoplights, feeling grateful. Then, like turds falling from the sky, I get hit with five red lights in a row. I’m ten minutes late by the time I make it to Carol’s.

Carol doesn’t answer the door when I ring the doorbell. It’s freezing outside, which does nothing to help the food. The food from the French restaurant might need reheating. “Carol, open the door. The food is getting cold.”

I hear footsteps, and I already know I’m in trouble. It’s fifteen minutes past seven. Carol isn’t one to respond lightly to tardiness.

“You’re late,” she says when she opens the door.

“I’m sorry, Carol. There was a train. I left on time. I promise.”

“Didn’t I tell you to stop apologizing? It’s not sexy.”

I raise the bags of takeout in the air. “We have food. Should we eat?”

Carol takes the bags. “Let me check what you got first. Wait here while I look.” Carol closes the door in my face.

I glance around the complex of townhomes, humiliated for standing in the cold like a delivery driver waiting for their payment when I should be inside hugging and kissing Carol. Telling her how much I missed her, but she and I don’t have that type of relationship.

This is what I want but don’t know how to ask for.

Cold winds swirl around me. I’m desperate to get out of the cold, but I can’t rush whatever Carol is doing beyond the closed door. I must stand here, silent and without complaint. Carol will open the door when she’s ready.

The time inches past, and the cold grows more intense the longer I stand outside, but I don’t dare move from the patch of concrete in front of Carol’s door.

“Did you bring drinks?” Carol says through the closed door. “How am I supposed to eat all of this delicious food without a beverage?”

My heart sinks to the pits of my stomach. How could I have forgotten wine? Beer? I was only thinking about food when I should have been thinking of a complete meal. I didn’t even order dessert.

“No,” I say in a weak voice.

“Dessert?”

“No,” I say again. My voice is even more pathetic the second time. How is this woman making me feel guilty after everything I did to prepare for tonight? “I got us a lot to choose from, though.”

Laughter echoes off the closed door. “Do you think you did enough to come inside?”

“Yes. Please, Carol. I tried my best.”

“Do you think your best was good enough?”

“No. I’ll do better next time. Please let me come inside. It’s freezing out here.”

“You’re lucky I like you,” Carol says before opening the door. She’s wearing a red dress that hugs her body like a glove. She has on the prettiest heels. They’re red with a white underside and almost look like they’re covered in a dusting of shimmering gold that’s only visible when they hit the light. The shoes accent well with her gold jewelry, and she smells incredible, as does her house. “Come here.”

I step inside, and Carol hugs me. She kisses me, thrusting her tongue into my mouth. I let her dominate. Control the kiss. She taught me to think more about a complete meal, and I’ll do better next time, but none of that matters now that I have her mouth against mine. We kiss. Her hands run wild in my hair.

There are candles burning on the side tables, coating the room with a delicious smell. It’s warm against the wintry weather outside. Carol made me stand outside for a long time, but I’m not angry. She tests me and pushes me. She betters me.

“You smell nice tonight,” Carol says. “You showered?”

“Yes. I didn’t want to disappoint you.”

“You’re learning.”

“I want to be the best version of myself for you. I’m sorry I forgot drinks and dessert.”

Carol puts her hand into my hair. Her fingers tantalize me under she grips my hair and pulls on my head, exposing my neck. Carol steps closer. “If you apologize again, I’m going to redden that ass of yours.”

I swallow. As bad as I want Carol to spank me, I must follow her commands. She’ll never discipline me if she knows how badly I crave her hand smacking my ass. “No, Carol. Please. I won’t apologize again. I’ll do better. You’re the best teacher I’ve ever had.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Tell me how to do better, and I’ll listen.”

“Drop to your knees and kiss my feet. Tell me how much you like my pedicure.”

My body trembles. The masculine and submissive sides of my mind clash. If I kiss Carol’s feet, that’ll make me pathetic. It will forever change the dynamic between us. Have I shown my cards too soon? Should I have fought harder to gain power in our dynamic? “You can’t expect me to kiss your feet.”

“You will do as I say if you want to eat with me. Otherwise, you’ll be nothing more than my delivery driver. I have plenty of cash to pay you for the food. Do you want to cut your losses and leave? The choice is yours, Justin.”

I hate Carol’s ultimatums. They’re unfair. I want to drop to my knees and kiss her feet, but I fear what doors it might open. My body is moving before I can stop myself. My knees bend, and I’m moving toward the ground. Carol is laughing, and I have never felt more pathetic in my life.

“What do you think of my pedicure, Justin?”

Her nails are painted red, and I smell the scent of flowers on her feet from inches away. Her legs shine from whatever moisturizer she applied before I arrived. I reach out to touch her toes, rubbing my fingertips against the thick polish. “Your pedicure looks incredible. Your toes are beautiful.”

“They’re dying to feel your lips. Will you indulge me?”

“Your wish is my command.” Whatever shame I felt moments ago has fled my body. Her toes are hypnotizing, and I’m not trying to escape their pull. I pucker my lips and lower them to Carol’s gorgeous toes. I kiss each toe, and she moans with each brush of my lips.

My dick is rock hard by the time I get through with her second foot. When I look up at Carol, she’s staring down at me with an intensity I’ve never seen.

“Do you like when I kiss your toes, Carol?”

Carol purrs. “I love when you kiss my toes. I was going to send you to the grocery store for wine, but I have plenty here. Let’s eat.”

My submission has earned me more time with Carol. I would kiss her feet all night if it meant I got to breathe the same air as her. Share her space.

“Heat the food. Put everything on plates. Tell me when you’re ready. I’ll be watching TV.”

I nod and get to work, making sure all the food is hot. The Italian food looks the worst, which doesn’t surprise me. I add a little extra milk to the sauce to thin it out after looking up how to fix a thick sauce on the internet. It’s not perfect. I hope Carol doesn’t get angry about the Italian food, but there’s nothing else I can do.

“Dinner’s ready.”

Carol turns off the TV and comes over to her dining room, where I have everything waiting on the table. “It looks beautiful. Would you grab us some wine? There’s a bottle of white in the fridge.”

I find the wine and open it while Carol fills her plate with food. I pour two glasses of wine and put the bottle in a bucket with ice. Carol approves of my actions, and we have a conversation about the weather. Spring is around the corner, but winter is holding strong. Spring will most likely surprise us and appear out of nowhere.

“Too bad we don’t have dessert,” Carol says as we finish our meal.

“I can order something if you like.”

“No, it’s okay. We should skip the sweets. It’s better for our bodies if we do.”

“You can eat dessert every day, and you’ll still look incredible.”

Carol blushes and throws her hand in the air. “Don’t tempt me. Clear away the dishes. We’re finished.”

I pick up the dishes. Carol stands as I’m cleaning, turning the TV on as she leaves the dining room. I reflect on kissing her feet. Their floral scent tasted incredible. I would have more than enough dessert if she let me suck on her toes. It’s not something I’ve ever craved, but with Carol, I want to spend all night licking the spaces between each toe. I could spend the rest of the evening kissing every square millimeter of her feet.

Carol returns as I’m finishing with the dishes. She’s hiding something behind her back. I’m nervous yet excited to find out what it is.

“What do you have?”

“Your dessert.”

My dick springs to attention at her words. “What’s my dessert?”

Carol returns to the dining-room table, moving the object from behind her back. It’s an opaque bag, like the one she gave me with the short shorts and t-shirt I’m wearing beneath my clothes. “You’ll find out what I have for you when you finish the dishes. Hurry.”

I move at lightning speed to load the dishwasher. Carol laughs at my movements, but I’m not embarrassed. I need to know what’s inside the bag. I need Carol to release me from my worries.

“Finished. What’s in the bag.”

“Come over here,” Carol says, patting the seat next to her.

My movements slow to a snail’s speed. My nerves overtake my excitement, and I’m worried about what Carol might have planned. I sit next to her. My body quivers as she opens the bag, careful to keep it at a position where I can’t see.

Carol pulls out a blindfold and dangles it in the air. “Is that for me?” I ask.

“Do you trust me?”

If I agree, I surrender myself to Carol. I put myself in her arms. It’s what I’ve craved for so long, but I’m nervous. Putting on the blindfold would be surrendering myself to Carol. It would be a first for me to give complete control to a woman, but I’m ready. Carol is the woman I’ve been eager to meet. The woman I’ve been eager to love, but we can move at her pace.

“I trust you,” I say.

Carol smiles as she moves the blindfold over my eyes. The room goes dark. I can’t see, but I can hear. Smell. Touch. The chair squeaks when Carol sits. The bag rustles as she digs through it. Carol stands again. Her hand wraps around my wrist.

“Come,” she says.

I stand, hitting my knees on the table. Carol guides me up the stairs. A door opens, and I assume we’re in her bedroom, but I can’t see anything. The room smells like her, though. There’s a hint of the perfume she’s wearing in the air, as though she sprayed it in here before I arrived.

“Down on your knees. Why were you a bad boy today?”

“I forgot drinks and a dessert.”

Carol’s heel presses into my side. I groan, but the pain isn’t intense. Not until Carol pushes deeper. “Why did you forget those things? Don’t you know how to create a complete meal?”

“I’m learning. You’re teaching me to do better.”

Carol laughs and drops her foot. “Perhaps, but you have yet to learn your lesson.”

I clench the carpet beneath me, nervous about how Carol plans to discipline me. My nerves spike when tresses glide along my back. I’ve only seen one porn, but I know Carol is holding a flogger. She moves the tresses to my ass cheeks, and my butt involuntarily moves in the air. I shake it from side to side.

“You love it when I spanked you last time, but this is going to sting more than my hand. I’m holding a flogger. If the pain ever becomes too intense, all you have to do is tell me to stop. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Carol. Punish me for my wrongdoings. I deserve it. I’ve been bad. Terrible.”

Carol brings the flogger down against my ass. I wince and lurch forward. Carol grabs my hips and pulls me back. I can’t escape her, no matter how hard I try. My jeans won’t protect me. She spanks my other cheek. She beats my ass cheeks until they’re raw, stinging worse than any sunburn I’ve ever had, but it’s a pain I need. It’s one I crave.

Carol drops the flogger. My ass hurts, but I never once told her to stop. I clenched my jaw. I screamed, but I didn’t tell her to stop.

“You’re one naughty boy, Justin. You love it when I spank your ass. Too much. I must think of a different punishment. What to do? What to do?” Carol asks.

I should have cried. I should have begged her to stop. My ass hurts, and I don’t know if I can handle any more pain tonight. There’s no way I’ll deny Carol’s wishes, but I should have been thinking about her satisfaction as much as mine. She wants me to act weak. She wants me to show her that I’m learning a lesson and not enjoying myself.

“I have the perfect idea. Take off your blindfold and get on my bed.”

I take off my blindfold, and the light from Carol’s room blinds my eyes. She’s still wearing her red dress, except she has it pulled down past her breasts, exposing two perfect nipples. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen them, and I wish I could suck on them, but she told me to climb onto the bed.

I do as Carol asked. She stands at the end of the bed and stares at me like she wants to eat me.

“Close your eyes, and don’t open them. If I catch you peeking, you’re going to regret it.”

I’m still wearing all my clothing, and my dick is rock hard. Precum is leaking out of my dick to the point I can feel a wetness in the shorts beneath my jeans. Carol is walking around the room, but I don’t dare open my eyes. Not even a crack.

“Open your eyes.” I do, and Carol is holding the bag she had at the dining-room table. “I have a surprise for you, but you have to take off your clothes first. Have you ever stripped?”

“No,” I say.

“Entertain me. Don’t be boring,” Carol says. She grabs her phone from the bag and connects it to a speaker in her room. Sensual music fills the air. Carol has a vanity in her room. She takes the chair from it and puts it in the open space, sitting. “Dance.”

I rush off the bed and stand in front of Carol, moving my hips from side to side to the beat. She encourages me with a soft purr. I gain confidence and turn my backside to her. She slaps my ass. I dip to the ground and shake my ass in her face. She smacks my sore ass, but the sting only makes my hard dick throb.

I pop up and turn to face Carol. I pull the thermal shirt off, revealing the skimpy t-shirt she gave me the last time I was here.

“Ooh, looks like someone loved wearing my shirt. You look so sexy in it,” Carol says. Her voice is a purr. Carol hikes up her dress as she stares at me, and I realize she isn’t wearing any underwear. Her pussy is glistening with wetness. I’m desperate to place my lips against her lips. To coat my mouth with her juices. Feel her warmth against my tongue. I want to hear her moan at my touch.

I’m dancing, but Carol’s pussy is distracting me. I’m staring at it like a fool in front of a pile of gold. She knows the power it has over me, and she’s not afraid to use her power. She doesn’t care if I’m weak.

“Aren’t you going to take off your pants?”

I swallow and move my hands down to the button on my pants, nervous to reveal the short shorts. They must be covered in precum. I’ve been leaking ever since Carol first brought the flogger down against my ass. I move my hips to the music as I unbutton my pants. Carol stares, waiting for me to reveal my member. Her hand is mindlessly touching her pussy.

Carol laughs when I push the jeans over my hips. She stops touching herself. “You wore the shorts too?”

Heat flashes across my face. Why do I have to be so obvious? I could have left the shorts at home. I could have given them to Carol in a bag how I’d planned from the beginning. “Yes, I wore the shorts.”

“Don’t be shy, handsome. Take off your pants.” I drop my pants to the floor. Carol returns her hand to her flower. She bites her lip and stares at me with an intensity I’ve grown to love. I crave having her eyes on me. “Do you like it when I touch myself?”

“Yes. Very much.”

“Do you like it when I spank you?”

My dick is throbbing. She knows how much I love her spanking me. I’d do anything for her to redden my ass a little more. “There’s nothing better than when you spank me.”

“Careful what you say, Justin. What if there’s something you’d like even more than a spanking?”

“What could that be?”

“A blowjob?”

My body shakes as Carol licks her lips and stares at me, looking at me like a slice of cake. “A blowjob might be better.”

Carol stands. “Take off my dress.”

I race to Carol to complete her command. I unzip her dress, straining to keep my hardening dick under control. Carol grabs it through my shorts as I work her dress toward the ground. I moan, delighted by her touch and the sight of her supple breasts. I want to take one in my hand. Put it in my mouth. Her nipples are perfect. Hard like ice.

“These short shorts do nothing to hide your dick.” Carol reaches under my shorts and grips the tip of my dick. She pinches it, and her touch could make me cum. I pull my hips away from her, but Carol’s voice stops me. “Stay still.”

How can I refuse her command? I move my hips forward, and Carol wraps her hand around my cock. I struggle not to shoot my load in her hand, but I’ll fight to cum with her, no matter how hard it is.

Carol’s dress falls around her feet with one last push. She steps out of it, releasing my cock. I take a deep breath. Carol’s wearing nothing but her red heels and gold jewelry, and she looks incredible. Breathtaking.

“Lie on the bed.”

I jump on the bed. There’s a tent in my short shorts, and I’m still wearing the skimpy t-shirt. They’re Carol’s clothes, which only make me feel closer to her.

Carol climbs on the bed, grabbing her black bag as she does. She opens it and pulls out a dildo. It’s about the size of my cock, which isn’t huge. But it’s not small either. Six inches and moderately thick. I’m thinking she’s going to use it on herself while she sucks my dick until she speaks.

“We can start you out with this little guy,” she says.

“Me?”

“Yeah. I’m going to shove it up your ass while I suck your dick. Do you have a problem with that?”

I swallow. I’ve never had a cock up my ass, but at least it’ll be a dildo. There’s no way I can refuse the prospect of Carol’s lips around my cock. Nobody else will know she’s using a dildo in my ass while she does it.

“No. No problem.”

“Good,” she says. Carol pulls out a bottle of lube and covers the dildo. She presses her lubricated fingers against my asshole. They’re cold to the touch, but I’m ready to take whatever Carol wants to give me. The more she plays with my ass, the more excited I become.

“You like that?” she asks.

She’s rubbing her lubricated fingers against my hole. Massaging it. “It feels incredible,” I say.

“What about this?”

I yelp as Carol slips two fingers into my ass. They stretch me. It burns, but the pain quickly fades. “It’s okay,” I say.

“Do you like this?”

I don’t know what Carol’s doing until she pulls my dick out the side of my shorts and wraps her lips around it. The heat of her mouth. The tightness of her lips. Her fingers in my ass don’t help me resist a budding orgasm. The sensations are too intense. Too new. I can’t endure how incredible her fingers feel in my ass as she sucks my dick.

Carol lifts her mouth. A popping sound fills the room. “I asked you a question, Justin.”

“I love it, Carol. Love it.”

Carol grins, staring down at me. Her breasts sway as she slides her fingers in and out of my hole. She has her hand wrapped around my dick, holding it. She must know I’ll cum if she strokes it.

Carol pulls her fingers out of me. I feel empty. She holds up the dildo, and I’m suddenly eager to have it inside of me. “Time for the big boy.”

“No. Please,” I say.

Carol chuckles. “I know you want this big dick in your sissy ass. I see it in your eyes.”

“Only because you’re holding that big dick. I never thought I would like this, but you’re teaching me so much about myself.”

“You have much to learn,” Carol says. She lowers the dildo to my ass, pushing its tip against my hole. I stare at her gorgeous face. Her exquisite body. Her nipples. “Lift your legs.”

My legs shoot into the air. Carol pushes the tip into my ass. It’s much bigger than her fingers. It’s stretching me to my limits, but I want Carol to use my body how she wishes.

“You like that?” Carol asks, sinking the dildo deeper into my ass.

“It feels good.” I moan as Carol hits my spot with the dildo. An explosion of ecstasy overtakes my body. Carol fucking me with her dildo is better than any high I’ve ever felt. I’m flying in the sky, on edge. Ready to bust my load, but I want Carol to command it.

“I’m surprised you’ve lasted this long without cumming.”

“You’re in charge of my orgasms. You’re in charge of my cock.”

“Fuck, I love when you talk like that.” Carol leans back and sits. “Sit up.”

I do as Carol says. Her legs are over mine. We’re facing each other. She has the dildo deep in my ass and her hand on my cock. Carol takes the back of my head and guides it to her nipple. I latch on. Carol moans and throws her head back. I suck her nipple as she fucks my ass with her toy.

Carol’s moans grow louder. “Touch my pussy.” I reach down to touch her pussy. It’s so wet and warm. It’s the most delectable experience my fingers have ever had. She coats me in her juices as I slip a finger into her hungry hole. I fuck her with my fingers while she fucks my ass with a thick dildo.

I’m so close to cumming I could cry, but we must cum together.

Carol vibrates when I hook my thumb to play with her clit. I rub her nub, watching with joy as her eyelids flutter.

She screams, covering my hand with her cum. Carol reaches forward and grabs my dick to steady herself, but her touch tilts me over my edge. I fall, and Carol is there to catch me. She holds my dick and points it toward my body as stream after stream erupts from my cock.

My ass pushes the dildo out as its pressure becomes too intense. We’re panting as our bodies calm.

“Fuck. That was hot,” I say.

Carol reaches forward and cups her hand around my ear. Her eyes are heavy. She looks as spent as I feel. “You have no idea. I can’t wait to train your hole.”

My body tingles, and goosebumps break out across my skin. My asshole is sore, and my cheeks are tender. “You want to train my hole?”

“Don’t you like when I play with it?”

“Yeah,” I say. “It’s just hard to think about doing more right now.”

Carol reaches down and slips two fingers into my wet, loosened hole. Cum covers my stomach and the base of my cock. The space beneath Carol is wetter than spilled soup.

“We can relax for tonight. We’ll have plenty of time to fool around,” Carol says.
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Carol

“Let’s go for breakfast,” I say. Justin and I are still in bed. A sheet is loosely covering our naked bodies. I might dominate him in the bedroom, but I still like being cuddled. He has his arm wrapped around me, and I’m tucked under his shoulder.

“What if someone sees us? I don’t want anyone finding out about us. Not yet,” he says.

I understand his concern. He’s going through a divorce, and it wouldn’t look good to be out with another woman. We live in a big city, but our suburb can feel small. It’s not uncommon to bump into nurses from the hospital, and Justin has already told me once that he sees fellow parents out all the time.

“Can we go to somewhere in the city? Away from the hospital and school?” I ask.

“That could work, but we can’t go too far. I want to get to the office before noon.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t take up too much of your time, but what are you going to wear? Do you have clothes here?”

“Yeah, I packed a change of clothes. Call it hopeful, but I was hoping I would wake up like this today.”

His words warm me. I squeeze his side. He’s a little hairy for my taste, but I have plans to fix that. He’s been so cooperative. I only hope his humiliated masculinity doesn’t materialize. He took my dick so well last night. I’ve finally found someone who can fulfill my dreams of fucking a man.

“Last night was incredible.” I reach out to touch Justin. His dick grows under the sheets. I snake my hand down his body and wrap my fingers around his cock. I mindlessly stroke it. “You loved when I had a dildo up your ass.”

Justin’s body stiffens. “Your point?”

“I thought it was hot. Watching you take my dick like that. Then how you were touching my clit. Fuck,” I say. Justin’s dick is rock hard in my hand. I stroke it until he’s curling his toes and his breathing slows. I release his cock before he cums.

He grabs his dick. A frustrated sigh leaves his lips.

“Don’t cum.”

“What?” he asks.

“Don’t cum. I stopped touching your dick for a reason. Let’s go. We need to eat breakfast, and you have to get to your office by noon. Haven’t we wasted enough time in bed?”

I throw the sheet from our bodies, and I hop out of bed. I run to the shower before Justin even registers what happened, but I know he’ll follow my command. He won’t cum until I tell him. I’ve read about women taking charge in a relationship, but I never knew how fun it could be.

There was something about Justin when I went to his office to offer my emotional support that triggered this side of me to blossom. A side of myself I’ve been hiding, but I’m so glad I let her free. It’s as though Justin and I are discovering our truest selves together.

He's waiting on the bed when I step out of the shower. A towel wrapped around my breasts, hanging down past my waist.

“Your turn,” I say.

Justin disappears into the bathroom as I dry myself and dress. I put on a sweater and jeans. Justin steps out minutes later. I command him to dress in front of me. He moves his hips like a stripper. I laugh until a loud snort sends snot flying from my nose. I run to the bathroom for a tissue, and Justin is the one laughing when I return.

“It’s your fault,” I say.

Justin throws up his hands. “Don’t blame me. You’re the one who likes me to dance like a stripper.”

“I do.”

Justin finishes dressing. He’s wearing slacks and a button-up shirt. We put on our coats and drive separately to a restaurant in the city about fifteen minutes from when I live in the suburbs.

Justin holds the door open, and I step inside the establishment. It’s an upscale café with counter service. Justin and I walk to the counter together. I order a sandwich on a baguette with a coffee. I’ll add a splash of milk and sugar to it at the table. Justin requests the steak and eggs dish with a latte. He refuses to let me pay, but I’m happy to accept his offer.

Justin finishes the transaction while I find us a table by the window. The place is brimming with people, but I somehow snag a table with an incredible view of the park across the street. I watch a young mother playing with her toddler as I wait for Justin.

“Great choice. Nobody will find us here,” he says.

“Knock on wood, or you’ll jinx us.” I laugh. Justin knocks on the table. I reach out and place my hand over his. “Last night was special, Justin.”

“I know. I hope we can do it again.”

“Me too. Many, many times.”

The server comes by moments later and drops off our food. He takes the number they gave Justin and disappears. Justin and I are eating, lost in our magical world, when a familiar voice sends chills down my spine.

“What do you mean they didn’t clean? I’m showing that house in an hour. Tell them it’ll never sell if they don’t clean.” The voice is loud, and it’s unmistakable. It drops to a tone I barely register as she orders a latte at the counter.

Beatrice.

I’m too nervous to glance over my shoulder. If she sees me here with Justin, she will kill us. He won’t make it to his office, and I will never see another patient in the hospital again. I’ll become one.

“What’s wrong?” Justin asks. His goofy smile grates my nerves. He has no idea the danger we’re in.

“My friend is here. Vincent’s wife,” I whisper.

Every ounce of life leaves Justin’s face, but he still turns to look at her. I wave my hand at him to stop.

“Justin? Justin Ramsay?” Beatrice calls.

Justin turns back to look at me, but it’s too late. We’re busted. “Yeah,” he says. He tries to act like he doesn’t recognize Beatrice, which he probably wouldn’t have noticed her had I not said something, but she’s walking toward us.

“Yeah,” he says before a long pause. “Sorry, who are you again?”

“I’m Whitney’s mom. She’s Gloria’s friend.”

“Right.” He snaps his finger. “Beatrice. That makes you Vincent’s wife. Our situation is pretty fucked up, isn’t it?”

I’m hiding my face, willing Beatrice not to look at me, but I feel her trying to steal glances. My walls crumble around me, and I could vomit.

“Yeah, it’s messed up. Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“No worries,” Justin says. He glances at me. I know Beatrice is waiting for him to introduce me, which distracts me enough to drop my phone. It falls from my grip to the floor. I curse.

Beatrice recognizes my voice. “Carol? I thought that was you. Why are you hiding from me?”

I turn to face Beatrice for the first time. Her face is hurt. Disappointed. “You don’t understand. This didn’t start until after Justin was separated. Until after everything came out about Judy and Vincent.”

Beatrice’s mouth opens and closes. She looks at me and Justin, shaking her head. Then realization lights her eyes. “Wait, is this the man you saw? The one…?” Her voice trails off to nothing, but I know what she’s asking.

“Beatrice, please. Let me explain.”

“No,” she says. Her eyes are watery. People in the café are watching us. I’m horrified. Humiliated. Seeing Justin while he’s separated is wrong, but we don’t know how to be right. His divorce is as good as final, but my best friend’s husband cheated with Justin’s estranged wife. It’s a web of complications, and I’m trapped like spider food.

I stand, but Beatrice backs away from me.

“No, Carol. You crossed a line. He’s Judy’s husband. Judy! How could you do this? I’m about to cry and ruin my makeup before a showing. I can’t deal with this right now, Carol.”

Beatrice turns and races toward the door. I run after her. She doesn’t turn as I try to stop her. It’s not until we’re outside that she detonates.

“Don’t follow me, Carol! You were supposed to be my friend. Now you’re sleeping with my enemy’s husband! You knew what this would do to me. You knew how this would hurt me if I found out.”

“That’s why we came out here for breakfast, Beatrice. We were trying to avoid this.”

“I work everywhere, Carol. I sell houses all around the city, especially around here. You know that.”

I bow my head. “Yeah, but you can’t leave like this. We’re friends, B.”

Beatrice wipes her eye, smearing her makeup. “Fuck,” she says. “Look at me. I can’t do this right now, Carol.”

If I continue, I’ll be messing with her money, and that isn’t fair. “Just know I never wanted to hurt you. I hope your showing goes well.”

Beatrice stares at me for a few beats before turning to her car. She opens the door, and I retreat to the walkway by the café’s entrance. Beatrice doesn’t look at me as she leaves. She might forgive me one day, but she’ll never hold me in the same light.

How could she?

Justin runs outside with our things. I take my purse and coat. We both know the breakfast needs to end, and there’s a chance we might have to throw in the towel on our budding relationship.

“That was crazy,” he says.

It’s freezing, and I don’t have the energy to rehash the troubling events with Justin. “I need to go. Bye,” I say.

Justin doesn’t stop me as I walk to my car. No kisses. No hugs. My soul feels bare as I start my car to leave. I don’t even wave goodbye, and neither does Justin.
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Justin

Carol won’t answer my messages. She claims she has picked up more shifts at the hospital, but I know she’s avoiding me. I’ve been getting the cold shoulder ever since Beatrice found us at the coffee shop, and that was when the weather was freezing.

It has since warmed tremendously, as though the weather skipped right over spring and went straight to summer. People are in t-shirts, shorts, and skirts. They’re playing in parks, rejoicing in the warmer weather.

I only wish I could join them. With Carol. I’m lost without her. She was opening a door for me, and I only got a peek inside before she shut it without warning. I fantasize about another night with her dick up my ass, but I fear I’ll never have more than the memory of our one night.

I go through the motions at work, but my heart isn’t in it. Even Edward has noticed. He pulled me aside a few days ago and asked what was wrong, but I told him it was nothing.

He stopped questioning me, but I see concern on his face every time I look at it, so I’ve been sending him on tons of errands to keep him far from my office.

Errands don’t stop Judy from barging into my office halfway through the workday. By the look on her face, I’m guessing she found out about Carol and me. It’s been a few weeks since the incident with Beatrice, and I’ve been dreading this moment.

“You have some nerve,” Judy says and juts her finger in the air. “I’m going to take you for everything you’re worth. Now I’m not the only cheater.”

“We’re legally separated.”

“I don’t know that we were when you started your little affair. Vincent told me everything. He said you ran into his wife at a coffee shop or something, and you were with her. Carol! His wife’s best friend.”

“There are records of you cheating long before Carol and I did anything.”

Judy walks across the room until she is inches from me. “I’m going to make you pay for sleeping with my friend.”

I’m over Judy’s threats. She has been nothing but trouble for years. The longer we’re apart, the happier I am. I hope she doesn’t rain her toxicity on the girls when I’m not around, but I don’t deserve this. Judy has crossed a line coming here today. After everything I’ve done for her and the girls, I will not be treated like trash.

I stand, towering over Judy. She’s nothing to me now that I have Carol in my life. Judy ruined anything she ever had when she opened her legs to that loser, Vincent.

“Try all you want, but you won’t get to me. I’m done with your games, Judy. You had your fun, and I’ve had mine. The judge will make the final decision. You better leave, or I’ll pull the tapes of you threatening me. That wouldn’t look good for your case.”

Judy’s face loses color. She looks around the room and notices a camera in the hallway, pointed directly at my door. She never closed it behind her when she stormed into the room, so it caught everything.

“You wouldn’t,” she says in a low voice.

“Why not? You’re the one threatening me at my workplace when we should speak through my lawyers. I never wanted a nasty divorce, Judy, but you’re making it incredibly difficult.”

Judy squeezes her purse close to her body. She points at me as she backs toward the door. She looks frustrated, and her lips quiver like she wants to say something, but she doesn’t. Judy disappears and leaves me alone.

I feel victorious. I want to call Carol to tell her what just happened, but I know she won’t answer. The gulf between us depresses me. I plop into my chair and watch the people in the grocery store below, lost and numb anew, like I was before Judy’s surprise visit.
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Carol

Ignoring Justin is stupid. It’s childish. It’s been weeks, and I haven’t replied to a single message of his. He and I have a connection. It isn’t fair that he’s my former friend’s ex-husband. Their divorce isn’t final, but their hearts aren’t connected. The romance they might have had in the past is forever gone. I wish he had been a stranger when I met him. When I pushed myself to explore my deepest desires, but we both knew the danger we were in by consorting.

Beatrice hasn’t talked to me since we saw her at the café. We thought we were so smart driving to the city for breakfast, but Beatrice caught us. I see her face when I close my eyes. The disappointment. I betrayed her, and there’s nothing I can do to rewrite the past.

She won’t return my calls. She won’t respond to my messages. I’ve tried sending flowers. Everything, but none of it works. We haven’t gone this long without speaking since we met, and I hate not having my friend. I hate not having Justin.

Work is my only distraction, and I have the day off. I’m sitting at home, stewing in the regret and guilt that has consumed me since I heard Beatrice’s voice yelling into the phone. I wish I could convert myself into a robot to work nonstop. Spend night and day at the hospital, too busy to worry about my relationship issues.

A knock on the door jolts me. I stand, hoping it isn’t Justin. I’m not strong enough to face him. He doesn’t know how much I want him. How much I crave him when I’m in bed alone at night. I wish his arms were around me, but I can’t have that. Not until my relationship with Beatrice is repaired.

When I open the door, a neighbor is standing on the other side. Erin. She lives in the townhouse next door, and it isn’t the first time she’s come to ask me if I have an egg to spare, but it’s been several months.

“Sure,” I say. “Come inside.”

The weather isn’t cold, and I don’t want to let the emerging insects into my home. They’ve been coming out of nowhere. Erin talks about the weather and bugs as I grab a couple of eggs from the fridge.

“You’re the best, Carol.”

I’m not feeling up for much, but I manage a smile for Erin. She shouldn’t have to bear my burdens. “No problem, Erin. What are you making?”

“I got a craving for cookies and have everything except eggs. You want me to bring you some when I finish baking?”

“That’d be nice. Thanks.”

“Super. See you soon,” Erin says and speeds toward the door.

I help her so she doesn’t drop her eggs. I’m glad she is holding them because I would have dropped them. Beatrice is standing in the parking lot right outside my door. My heart races. Erin says something, but I don’t hear. She’s nearly in her house, anyway.

Beatrice waves, leaning against her car. I can’t read the expression on her face.

“B, I’m so happy to see you.” I run to my friend. She accepts my hug. There’s tension in her body, but I ignore it. After a few beats, I release her and take a step back.

“I had a showing in the complex and was thinking about ringing your doorbell when you came outside.”

My body deflates. I should have assumed she hadn’t come to see me. “Oh.”

Beatrice flips her hair with the flick of a hand. “I want to forgive you, Carol, but I’m so fragile. I thought you had my back. You were the friend I was leaning on the most, but—”

“No, B. Don’t say whatever you’re about to say. Don’t damage our friendship more than I already have. You’re better than that, and we both know I’m better than what I did to you. If I could have resisted it, I would have. Justin came into my life like a tornado. I used to hate him, but I don’t know…”

“You were sleeping with a married man. There’s no changing that,” Beatrice says.

Her words cut me like a sharp blade. “You wouldn’t say these things if it were any other man. Can’t you at least consider what I’m saying is true? I wouldn’t judge you if you were in my shoes.”

Beatrice snorts. We’re standing in the parking lot, and I wouldn’t be surprised if my neighbors are watching. Peeking out their windows, staring down at us like figurines in an art museum. “You can’t say that until you’ve been in my shoes.”

“I haven’t even seen Justin since that day at the coffee shop. You’re not giving me a chance, and I thought our friendship meant more than that. I felt guilty for falling in love with Justin, but I thought you’d understand. I guess I was mistaken. You’re probably busy. I should leave.”

I turn to leave. Beatrice sighs. “Carol, stop.”

“You already said everything you needed to say.” Tears are burning to fall from my eyes. I feel like I’ve lost everything I held so close not even a month ago. If I turn to face Beatrice, tears will fall from my eyes, and I can’t give her the satisfaction, so I walk away.

Beatrice calls after me, but I don’t turn. I can’t.

I put my hand on the doorknob, and a tug stops me. Beatrice is standing behind me. I’m crying. A mess of tears.

“Get away from me, B. I don’t want to talk anymore.”

“Carol, please. Let me come inside for a second. I have time before my next showing.”

“Fine,” I say. I step inside, and Beatrice follows, but I don’t look at her. Beatrice sits on my coach. I retreat to the powder room. My face is a mess. My eyes are red and puffy. I’m angry with Beatrice for making me feel how I do, even though she has a right to be angry.

Beatrice knocks softly on the bathroom door. “Are you okay?”

“No, I’m not.” My voice is harsh. Unapologetic.

“Open the door, Carol. I’m over whatever I was feeling. Can we talk for real?”

I unlock the bathroom door, and Beatrice opens it a second later. She wraps her arms around me. I sob, but my crying is under control. “I hate myself for crying like this.”

“Don’t beat yourself up. Let me make tea. I’m sorry for being a bitch.”

I wipe my eyes. Luckily, I wasn’t wearing makeup while sitting around my house. I follow Beatrice to the kitchen. She knows where I keep my tea and drops two tea bags into mugs. She puts a kettle on the stove and sits next to me at the dining-room table.

“Tell me everything. How did you and Justin start talking? When?”

I simmer in my memories for a moment before telling Beatrice how I went to his office to make sure he was okay after the fight I witnessed between him and Judy. She nods along as I continue to tell her about how Justin and I slowly broke down our barriers, unable to resist each other.

“We both knew it was wrong from the start, but it’s like the universe brought us together. Call me crazy, but I think we were meant to be.”

“You’re crazy, but I need to learn to forgive you. Part of me just wanted to hurt somebody, and I’m sorry it was you.”

Her honesty is refreshing. “Don’t worry. I won’t hold it against you.”

The kettle screeches as steam billows from its spout. Beatrice stands to take care of it, pouring hot water into our mugs. She walks the mugs over to the dining-room table.

“How are things with Vincent?” I ask.

“He’s an asshole. I hate him so much,” Beatrice says. “I never thought he’d do this to me when we got married.”

I reach out to touch Beatrice, and she doesn’t withdraw. “You deserve better than him, B. You know that, right?”

“I can’t even think about dating other men. Vincent has ruined men for me. I’ll never be able to date again.”

“Come on,” I say. “Don’t talk like that. Maybe we shouldn’t worry about dating yet, but you can’t let him have you sad like this. What does your lawyer say? A lot has probably happened in three weeks.”

“Vincent is winning. The judge assigned to our case has a soft spot for fathers, according to his record. My lawyer tried to get a different judge, but the effort was futile.”

“I’m so sorry, Beatrice. Don’t do this alone, though. I’m here for you. If you ever want a home-cooked meal, I’ll look up a recipe and make it. We can have a girl’s night. A sleepover. Paint our nails. Watch movies with hot, shirtless guys.”

Beatrice smiles. She puts her free hand on top of mine, making a sandwich of hands. “Your friendship means more than whatever grievances I have about you and Justin dating.”

“I missed you more than I missed him,” I say.

“You don’t have to lie to me. We’re friends again,” she says. We laugh. Beatrice squeezes my hand, and it’s like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders.

“Promise to answer the phone next time we fight?” I ask and hold up my pinkie.

“I’ll do my best,” she says. We wrap our pinkies together. Beatrice checks her phone a few moments later and rushes out the door to her next showing. I clean up from our tea, feeling relaxed for the first time in weeks. I no longer want to spend my days at the hospital. I want to spend them with Justin.

The phone rings in my ear as I call Justin for the first time since leaving him at the coffee shop. He hasn’t answered by the third ring, so I prepare myself to leave a message, but then he answers.

“Carol? Is that you?”

“Yeah, it’s me. What are you doing?”

“Sitting in my office thinking about how much I miss you. Why haven’t you answered any of my messages?”

“Guilt,” I say. “Beatrice is my best friend, and I betrayed her. I’m sorry for any pain my silence caused.”

“It’s okay,” he says. His calm voice tells me he means what he says. “Your worth however long I need to wait.”

“Can you come over tonight?”

“Yeah, it’s not my night to watch the girls. Should I pick up something to eat?”

“No,” I say. “I’ll cook. See you tonight, Justin.”

“Can’t wait. Thanks for calling,” he says. “I missed you more than you know.”

“I can imagine. You were missed as well.”

We both linger before hanging up. I wonder if he wants to say the same words that are on the tip of my tongue. Three dangerous words. Neither of us say them. We hang up after a rushed goodbye.

***

Justin

Carol is cooking, so I grab flowers from the store to avoid showing up empty-handed as I rush to leave work. I haven’t seen Carol in weeks. I’ve been going crazy without her in my life. My cum has swirled down the drain more times than I can count, but I would have waited much longer than a few weeks to have her again. To have the chance at another night with her commanding me. Dominating me.

I’ve accepted that I’m not the dominant alpha most women want, and Carol has accepted me for my submissive tendencies. She wants to take charge. Carol is the woman of my dreams, and I’ll do anything to please her.

I walk into my apartment and put the flowers into a cup of water as I run to the shower. I need to clean myself. Part of me is tempted to show up dirty to receive a punishment from Carol, but we’ve gone too long without seeing each other.

I lather myself with soap and rinse off. I move as quickly as I can, shutting off the water and grabbing a towel after just a few minutes. My body smells good enough after checking. I put on lotion and spray myself with cologne.

If I had Carol’s clothes, I’d wear her shorts. Or a skimpy t-shirt, but I have nothing at my house except boring button-up shirts, manly shorts, and ugly pants. A desire to wear short shorts with a pretty top overtakes me, but I have nothing in my closet to fulfill that desire.

I grab slacks and a button-up shirt. I check myself in the mirror, satisfied with what I see. Maybe Carol will spoil me at her house. Maybe she’ll put me into a pair of her short shorts if I dirty my pants. I grab my keys and leave.

Carol opens the door moments after I knock. She’s wearing an apron over a gorgeous white dress with matching heels. She has on silver jewelry, and I can’t take my eyes off her. There are incredible smells hitting my nose, but they don’t compare to Carol’s beauty.

“Good evening, Justin.”

I pull my hand from behind my back to reveal the flowers I’m holding. Carol covers her mouth.

“Don’t hide that beautiful smile.”

Carol drops her hand and pulls me close for a kiss. Her hand wraps around the back of my neck. My lips melt against hers. Carol places her hand on my ass. She squeezes it as she pulls me inside. She shuts the door and throws me against it, pressing her lips hard against mine.

I’m hungry for her hand on my ass. I want her to whip me with her flogger, but more than anything, I want her touch. Her kiss. Her love.

Carol pulls away from me, and I can’t stop myself from saying the words. “I love you, Carol. These last few weeks have been hell without you. I don’t want to lose you again. Ever.”

Carol touches my face, staring into my eyes. I run my fingers through her strawberry blonde hair. Her blue eyes entrance me. Her smile wraps me in its warmth. “I love you too, Justin, and I hope we never have to go through that drama again.”

“There might be more drama, but I want you by my side if there is.”

“Deal,” Carol says.

I stroke her hair, mesmerized by her beauty. Captivated by my reality. With her. Carol. The woman I love. The woman I want to master every curve of my body. Every fault of my personality. We’re not perfect, but we’re perfect together. I can’t wait to accept the good. The bad. The ugly. Nothing will stop me from loving Carol.

“What did you cook? The place smells incredible.”

“Shrimp scampi. I hope seafood is okay.”

“It’s perfect.”

I follow Carol to the dining-room table. She tells me to pour white wine. I listen, filling two glasses. We eat and play footsie under the table. I oscillate between hard and soft, desperate to abandon my clothing. Eager to see Carol’s body beneath her tight-fitting white dress.

Dinner is gone, but our conversation lasts hours. As much as I want sex, I want to hear about Carol’s weeks without me more. I want to hear her opinion on recent news stories. We discuss whatever comes to mind, which only has me craving Carol more.

“You ready for dessert?” Carol asks.

I nod. Carol stands and takes my hand. I thought she was grabbing something from the kitchen, but I quickly understand dessert will be eaten in another room.

“Take off my dress,” Carol says as we’re standing in her room. I walk behind Carol and unzip her dress. She moans as the fabric peels from her skin. I unhook her silver necklace and place it on her vanity. She’s wearing nothing except a strapless bra, a thong, and her heels. All white.

“You’re beautiful,” I say. I stroke Carol’s shoulder with the back of my hand.

“Get to your knees and take off my thong.”

“Whatever you wish,” I say and sink to my knees. I hook my fingers in the waistline of her thong, pulling down on it until it’s around her ankles. Carol has the most gorgeous manicured bush of hair above her pussy, and it’s right in my face. It’s the best dessert I could have asked for.

“Don’t be shy, baby. Show me how much you missed it.”

I moan. I press my lips against hers. She’s wet for me, feeding me her cream. Flooding my mouth, but I’m ready for her. I lick her pussy as she presses her womanhood against my face. I move my lips to her clit and suck on her nub. She’s moaning, screaming the longer I suck on her button.

“Fuck,” she says and pushes my head off her clit. “Get on the bed.”

I climb on the bed. Carol removes the clothes from my body within seconds. I’m naked. My hard dick is standing at attention. Carol takes off her bra and tosses it to the floor. She moves over to her closet and grabs a few goodies.

A condom, lubrication, and a butt plug.

“I’m going to put this up your ass and ride your dick.”

“Yes,” I say. My cock throbs, and my hole twitches. I need her pussy, and I need her to stretch my hole. I’ve tried fingering myself in the weeks we were apart, but it wasn’t the same. It could never be the same.

Carol climbs on the bed. She holds the butt plug in one hand and the lube in her other. She covers the plug until it’s slick and ready for my ass.

“Lift your legs.”

I throw my legs into the air and hook my arms behind my knees. Carol lubricates my hole with her fingers. I moan at her touch, moving my hips up and down. Ready for her plug. Ready for her to sit on my dick.

Carol pushes the plug into my ass. It isn’t a small one. It’s really stretching my hole. I move my hips.

“Stay still. I’m not even halfway in.”

I bite my lip and nod. Carol pushes the plug deeper, which propels me closer to my edge.

“You like that?”

“I love it,” I say. “My hole is yours to stretch.”

“Fuck yeah it is,” she says. Carol pushes the thickest part of the plug into my hole, stuffing me to the brim. My ass squeezes around the thin base before the flat bottom. Carol climbs on me and straddles my legs. She rips the condom open with her mouth. She rolls a condom over my dick.

Carol lifts her hips and swallows my cock. I moan at the warmth of her walls hugging my manhood. She’s slick, and I could cum any second. The plug is pushing against my spot, and Carol is milking my dick with her pussy.

I grip the sheets beneath me, but it does nothing to balance me. I’m teetering over the edge. Carol throws her head back and digs her nails into my chest as she rides my dick, clearly using it for her pleasure.

“Touch my clit,” Carol says. She grabs my hand and puts it on her button.

I rub her clit as commanded. Carol picks up speed as she rides my dick. I rub her nub with gentle strokes. My fingers wet from her juices.

“Fuck,” she screams. “I’m about to cum. Don’t stop touching me.”

Carol’s fingernails dig deeper into my skin as she moves her hips up and down on my dick. I’m on the edge with her, watching her. Stroking her clit with my slick fingertips.

Carol screams. Her body tenses, telling me she’s cumming. I cum with her. We both pant and moan as our bodies jolt, releasing the last waves of our shared climax.

Carol lifts herself off my dick and collapses by my side. I take off the condom and toss it to the floor. I wrap my body over hers. She places her hand on my chest. If we never moved from this position for the rest of our lives, that would just fine.


19

Justin

Judy is sitting across from me with her lawyer. My lawyer is by my side. After an endless back and forth, we’ve finally come to an agreement. Carol has told me about all the problems Beatrice is having with Vincent. Compared to theirs, our divorce has been a cakewalk, but there has still been plenty of drama.

My lawyer passes me a stack of papers, pointing out where to sign. We’ve gone over the details more times than I can count. Judy is returning to the hospital, so her payments will reduce over time, but she’ll be getting money from me until the girls turn eighteen.

We’ve agreed to split custody, but Judy will have the girls a bit more than me. Four days a week. I’ll have three. We can adjust the schedule as needed. Either way, I’m moving from the apartment I have now to a three-bedroom, two-bathroom condo. I’m in escrow, and it should only be about thirty days until I’m moved in there.

Judy will probably rent the house she’s in now for a year or two until she can save up to buy something of her own. I’m sure she’ll be doing fine once she starts working at the hospital again.

“So, this is it?” I ask after signing the last page.

“This is it,” my lawyer says.

“I’m sorry it ended this way, but I’m glad we can still be cordial for the girls.”

Judy grunts and says nothing. She has already signed her part. We’re both just ready to leave. We’ve barely spoken since she found out about Carol and me. I don’t blame her for feeling angry. She wouldn’t understand what Carol and I have, and we don’t have to explain our love to anyone as long as we’re happy.

Assistants run out of the room to make copies for everyone while Judy and I sit in an uncomfortable silence. It doesn’t take long for the assistants to have the copies ready. They give Judy and me envelopes with everything we need.

I shake my lawyer’s hand and leave. I’ve never felt freer in my life than when I step outside of those doors with my divorce papers signed and filed.
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Carol

I have my flogger in hand, reddening Justin’s ass. My Justin. He’s officially divorced, and we’re celebrating.

“Tell me you love me,” I say and bring the flogger down on his bare ass. I have his legs tied together with the belt he was wearing. He’s bent over an ottoman, naked from head to toe.

“I love you, Carol.”

“Tell me I’m the best you’ve ever had.”

“You’re the best. Better than the best,” Justin says.

I smack his ass with my flogger again. He hollers, but we both know how much he loves the pain. He’s never once asked me to stop when I spank him.

“Do you want me to stick a dildo up your ass?”

“I need it,” he says.

His needy voice soaks my thong. I’m wearing a bra and panties, and I’ve been rubbing my clad thong against his face for the past hour. Teasing him with the outline of my pussy. Stroking his dick. Edging him. I’m trying to make tonight count before I give Justin his big surprise.

“Go to my room and grab the dildo. I left it on my bed.”

Justin runs out of the room. He comes back holding the dildo, lubrication, a condom, and a small box with a bow. “What’s this?” he asks, holding the wrapped box in the air.

“That’s your present. I’ll give it to you later.”

Justin grins. “I can’t wait.”

I love how much he trusts me. How he gives himself to me completely and without question. I grab a chair from the dining-room table and place it in the middle of the living room. I sit on it and spread my legs.

“Take off my thong,” I say.

Justin drops to his knees and moves forward to perform my command. He pulls down my panties. I push his mouth against my cunt, savoring his tongue against my womanhood. He’s learning my spots. He listens to my moans. His tongue glides over my lips. His lips suck on my clit.

I’m lost in his touch until he brings me to my first orgasm. It comes quick. It comes strong. I hold him against me as I cum all over his face, but he loves it.

Justin falls back and licks his lips. I take a moment to catch my breath. Justin rests his head against my thigh as he waits for me.

“Your turn,” I say after a while.

Justin looks up at me with an eager expression. “Tell me how you want it.”

“Give me the dildo,” I say. Justin crawls across the room to the dildo and brings it back to me. It has a suction on the bottom. I stick it to the chair and cover it with lube. “Sit on the dildo.”

Justin stares at it with wide eyes. “It’s so big, Carol. I don’t know if I can.”

“You can and you will if you want any pussy tonight. Otherwise, we can skip straight to your present.” I already came, so I’m fine if he doesn’t want to feel my hot, wet pussy. His mouth was plenty.

“No, it’s okay. I’ll try.”

“That’s what I thought.”

Justin squats over the dildo. It’s bigger than any he’s taken, but I know he’s ready. He closes his eyes as he pushes the tip into his ass. His breath is quick. Shallow. He lowers himself down the cock slowly, fucking himself as more of the dildo disappears into his ass.

Watching him is making me wet. My hand lowers to the warmth between my legs. I play with myself as Justin buries the dildo in his hole, moaning like crazy. His dick is hard and dripping precum all over the chair, but I don’t care. It’ll wipe up fine, and we’re about to make an even bigger mess.

Justin lifts his face when the dildo vanishes into his hole. “I did it,” he says with pride.

“That you did.” I step closer to him, wet and ready. My legs are burning to use Justin’s dick. I open a condom and roll it over Justin’s cock. He moans as I wipe my pussy and stroke his dick. The dildo is stuffed inside him. Judging by his face, he won’t last long.

“Enjoy my pussy while you can,” I warn.

Justin nods, but I know he didn’t register my words. I turn my back to him and sink my pussy onto his dick. He hollers and wraps his arms around my body. I place my hands behind me on his legs, gliding my hole along his cock.

“Put your hand on my clit.”

Justin does as I say. One hand rubs my clit, and the other squeezes my side. “I won’t last long,” he says.

I fuck him harder with my pussy, moving my hips as quick as I can. His fingers on my clit have me on the verge of a second orgasm. I’m using his dick, savoring it while it’s free. I reach behind me and wrap my hand around the back of Justin’s neck.

We’re both close. I bite my lip as I focus on the feeling of Justin pleasing my pussy.

“Shit,” I say in a whimper as my body releases the floodgates of ecstasy. Justin pushes deeper into me, and we’re cumming together. I rock my hips on his dick until the sensation becomes too much for either of us to handle.

I push his hand off my clit and collapse to the floor. He moves his ass off the dildo and does the same. We curl into a ball of intertwined limps. “Let’s take a shower,” I say.

Justin nods. I take his hand, and we frolic to the bathroom. We wash each other with soap. We dry each other with plush towels.

“Are you ready for your present?”

“Yeah. I’m excited to see what you got me.”

We go back to the living room and sit on the couch. Justin holds the box, pulling the bow loose. It falls to the floor. He lifts the lid from the box, and surprise drenches his face. He holds up a plastic cage that’s the shape of a dick.

“What’s this?” he asks.

“It’s a cage for your dick. I want to claim it. I want to know your dick is mine, and mine alone. You’re free to say no, but it’s what I want. I want to take our relationship to the next level. The choice is yours.”

“So, you would lock up my dick and hold the key?”

“That’s right,” I say.

Justin stands, letting his towel fall to the floor. He’s clean, and his dick is soft. He hands me the chastity cage. “I want to wear it for you.”

“Are you sure? This will forever change our relationship,” I say. Once I own his dick, there’ll be no turning back. He will be mine.

“Yes, I’m sure. I love you, Carol, and I want to be yours. Yours alone.”

I take the chastity cage, sitting on the edge of the couch. I pull Justin closer by the back of his thigh. He moans as I slide the plastic cage around his soft dick. I lock it just before his member grows too large.

“Fuck, that’s weird,” Justin says as his dick presses up against the cage.

“You better get used to it. Close your eyes while I put the key in a safe place.” Justin closes his eyes, and I run to my bedroom. I place the key in a little box at the bottom of my top drawer along with my passport and some cash I keep, just in case.

Justin still has his eyes closed when I return to the living room. He’s sitting on the floor with his legs folded under his bottom.

“Open your eyes, handsome. Let’s watch a movie.”

“Can I pick something?”

“Just this once,” I say and pass Justin the remote. We cuddle under a blanket as he scrolls through the choices. I’ve never felt more at peace. I’ve never felt more in love, and I have a feeling the bond Justin and I share will only grow stronger the longer we’re together.

There’s no fakeness between us.

What we have is real.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Under Her Command.

Carol and Justin haven’t finished yet. If anything, they’ve only begun their new relationship.

Carol has Justin locked up in his cage and has a lot more planned for him. Each story of the series will feature Carol and Justin, but someone else just might fall in love and discover her dominance in book 2!
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Justin

Over a month has passed since Carol first locked me in my chastity cage. I can’t believe how quickly the time flies, or how my love grows deeper for Carol with each passing day. She’s the woman of my dreams. She protects me. Cuddles me at night and makes me feel safe during the day. If I send her a message, I know she’ll reply. She cares about my feelings. I’d do anything for her.

I’m standing naked in front of my bathroom mirror. I swear my penis has shriveled over the past month, growing smaller the longer I stay locked in this cage, to which only Carol has a key.

The key is at her house. She keeps it in her chest of drawers, near her passport. I told her she should keep it somewhere thieves won’t look if they break into her house, but she lives in one of the safest neighborhoods in the city. She lives in a townhouse, and the complex has had no major issues with crime for as long as she’s lived there.

Carol tells me I’m overreacting, but I don’t want her to lose the key to the cage around my dick. It’s one of my biggest fears, so she made a copy and says it’s in a place thieves will never look.

She spoils me. She might be in control of what we do in the bedroom, but she’ll never hurt me. Carol will never betray my trust. My life is full of responsibility, but Carol eliminates my need to worry when we’re together. I don’t need to think. I only have to live.

Before Carol, I was in a loveless marriage. My wife was cheating on me with a dad from our daughter’s school. We are divorced now, but I put on a lot of weight during the process. I used to sneak tacos, eating them in fast food parking lots.

Carol is helping me lose the weight I put on by eating to cope with the stress in my life. She has me on a diet and an exercise plan. The only tacos I’m eating now have black beans and don’t come from a drive thru. Carol is teaching me to cook healthy meals, simple stuff I can prepare myself before a busy day at work.

I’m the owner of several grocery stores, laundromats, and have rental properties scattered throughout the city. My parents built the business and mentored me to take over. They died much younger than any of us expected when their car was hit and thrown from a cliff. Their premature death threw me into running the businesses full time.

I wish they were around to help me every day, but they aren’t, so I’ve had to learn how to manage the empire without them. It’s been hard, and I never would have been able to succeed without a formidable team. My assistant, Edward, helps me in every aspect of my life, but our businesses would be nothing without the employees who show up to work every day.

My phone rings.

It’s Carol.

I glance at my naked body in the mirror. My dick is in the cage Carol fastened. She hasn’t taken it off in over a week except to let me wash my dick at her place. Carol watches me when she takes off my cage to make sure I don’t touch myself, controlling my orgasm.

“Carol, how’s it going?”

“I’m in a closet at work, excited to see you tonight. Will you be there when I get home?”

“Yeah,” I say. Carol gave me a key to her place, and she has a key to mine. “Did you want me to pick up anything on the way?”

“I put in an order at the French restaurant by my house. Pick it up on the way?”

“Of course,” I say. “How’s work?”

“One of my favorite patients left, but I got to meet her family. They’re sweet.”

“That’s good.”

“Don’t forget to ride your bike. The weather is nice,” she says.

“I won’t.”

“What’s that echo? Are you in the bathroom?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Standing in front of the mirror looking at how much smaller my cock is than a month ago. What are you doing to me?”

“Nothing you don’t love,” she says.

I can’t argue, but I need to hustle if I’m going to bike to her house and pick up the food. It’s almost the end of Carol’s shift, and she’ll beat me to her house if I don’t leave in the next few minutes. That wouldn’t be good.

“You’re right. I love everything you do to me.”

“See you tonight, Justin. Don’t be late.”

Carol hangs up. My dick is pushing against its cage thinking about her, but it knows it’ll never break free unless Carol releases it. Never in my life would I have imagined ending up here, under the complete control of a gorgeous woman with strawberry blonde hair and hourglass curves. Yet I love it. I can’t get enough.

Carol spanks me. She sits on my face. She even sucks my cock when I’ve earned it, but it takes longer to earn a blowjob each time she gives one.

I slip on a pair of trunk briefs. Carol bought me all new underwear. I told her I wanted to wear panties, but she refused. I have to wear men’s underwear because she knows how much I want to wear a thong. Her thongs. She caught me trying on her underwear once and bent me over her knee, reddening my ass with a paddle.

Maybe Carol will change her mind soon and let me wear lingerie, but I stopped holding my breath. The trunk briefs will have to do until Carol grants me permission.

I put on jeans and a t-shirt, feeling manly and boring. I look just like any other man with brown hair and brown eyes. Nobody would ever know my dick is in a cage under my jeans. They wouldn’t know I have a woman excited to slip dildos into my hungry ass.

The weather is perfect for biking, but there are a lot of clouds in the sky. I hope it won’t rain as I pedal to the French restaurant. They’re punctual and have my order waiting by the counter when I walk through the door. Carol and I get food from them often, so they recognize me, but they know nothing about the cage around my dick.

Carol isn’t home when I make it to her house. It takes over half an hour to bike to her place, but the rides are whipping me into the best shape of my life. I can already feel my muscles hardening. My stomach looks flatter when I glance at myself in the mirror.

I fluff Carol’s pillows and wash the dishes in the sink from her breakfast. Carol walks through the door just as I’m finishing.

“Hey, handsome.” Carol comes up and wraps her arms around me from behind. I love when Carol’s behind me, especially when she has a dildo in her hand.

“How are you doing, beautiful?” I ask.

“Better now that I’m home with you. Thanks for washing my dishes. I was in a rush this morning.”

“I’m happy to clean.”

“You’re the best. I’m going to shower, and then we can eat.”

Carol disappears from the room. The shower starts, and I spend my time placing dishes for the food on the dining-room table. Carol comes back downstairs wearing nothing except a lacey white thong and a transparent white robe. Her perfect nipples are on full display.

Her gorgeous body has my sissy dick pressing against its cage.

“Damn, you look good.”

“Why don’t you lick my nipple as a starter?”

I put the fork I’m holding on the dining-room table and step toward my woman. I part my lips, putting her hard nipple into my mouth. Carol runs her fingers through my hair and moans as I suck on her nipple. She grabs my hand and presses it against her thong. She’s dripping wet for me. Teasing me. Driving my dick wild. I slip two fingers into her and press my thumb against her clit.

Carol moans. Screams.

She pushes me off her. “That’s enough,” she says. “We need to eat.”

I want to eat her. If I had to choose between food and her pussy, I would choose her pussy every day of the week. It drives me wild. I love how she teases me with it.

We sit at the table. I don’t wash my hands. I smell Carol on my fingers each time I lift a bite of food to my mouth, and Carol is looking at me like she knows it. Like it was her idea to drive me wild.

The games she plays. I hate them. I love them. A life without them wouldn’t be living.

“What did you do today?” Carol asks.

“I spent the morning at the office, but everything has been super chill since I gave Edward more responsibility.” Edward has been taking a lot off my plate, and I’ve been paying him more. He even has his own assistant now. It was all Carol’s idea.

“I told you, Justin. All you needed was more help. You were trying to do too much with no one helping you.”

I lean forward. Carol does too. We kiss over our plates. I place my hand on her thigh. “Do you know how much I hate that you’re always right?”

“What would you do without me?”

“I’d be lost without you,” I say.

***

Carol

Many people might not understand our relationship, but Justin is my everything. He’s the man of my dreams. The love we share is pure. I love how Justin is soft. That he needs me to protect him. Guide him. I’m an independent woman, and I can’t have a man telling me what to do. I need the control, and Justin gives me that.

Girls obsess about finding guys with big dicks. They’re misguided. I can find any size dick I want on the internet, made of silicone, and ready to ship.

What I want and found in Justin is a man who can submit. A man who knows how to take orders. A man who relinquishes control of his life in the bedroom.

“Take off your pants,” I say.

Justin and I are standing in my living room. He’s just finished cleaning up from dinner, and I want his mouth on my pussy. I love how he licks up my pussy juices and sucks on my clit. It’s the only dessert he’ll get tonight.

Justin pulls down his pants and underwear, revealing his cage. I let him wash his cock a couple days ago, and he’ll need to again today.

He’s straining to break free.

I step forward and run my finger along his chastity cage. My skin touches his. He’s breathing like a fool lost in a haunted house.

“You want me to let you free?”

“Yes,” Justin says in a breath of a voice.

“Should I let you cum?”

“I need to cum. I’ve been waiting for you like a good boy.”

“Is that so?” I ask. I have the key in my thong and pull it out. It’s on a piece of string. I lift the key to Justin’s cage, dangling it in his face. Teasing him. “What if I only let you wash your dick?”

“You did that last time. Please let me cum, Carol. I’ve been good.”

“You sound pathetic, begging me to cum. Don’t you know that?”

“I love you controlling my orgasms,” Justin says.

Fuck, he’s making me wet. My pussy is throbbing for a dick, but Justin’s dick has grown so small over the past month, I’m not even sure I want it anymore. At least I have a collection of toys to satisfy my needs.

“Wait here,” I say. “On your knees.”

Justin sinks to his knees, and I leave to grab a dildo from my bedroom. When I return, Justin looks at me with puppy eyes. He has his hands clasped in his lap. His dick is still in its cage, begging to come free.

I walk up to Justin and stick the dildo in his face. He’s looking at it with hungry eyes. His sissy hole loves penetration, but the dildo is for me tonight.

“I’ll let you out of your cage, but you have to play by my rules. Understand?”

“Yes,” he says. “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Stand.”

Justin stands in front of me. I place the key into the lock, turning it to set him free. He exhales as the cage falls from his dick. He’s rock hard within seconds, oozing precum all over the floor, but I don’t care. It’s hot how hard he gets when I let his dick free.

“Lie on the floor.”

Justin does as I say. I get on the floor with him, straddling his face. I have a knee next to each of his cheeks. He moans as I lower my pussy to his lips and smother him with my cunt. He touches his dick, but I hiss. “Don’t touch your dick unless I say you can.”

Justin drops his arms to his sides and moans into my pussy. I grab his hair and ride his face, flowing like a river over his mouth, but Justin doesn’t care. He’s drinking me like water from a fountain.

I ride Justin’s face until I’m seconds from cumming, but I don’t cum. I climb off his face and sit next to him.

“Put the dick in me. Now,” I say. Justin gets to his knees, looking eager. He moves forward, like he’s about to fuck me, but I stop him. “Not your dick. The dildo.”

Justin frowns, but he rushes to grab the dildo. He puts the fat head near my hole.

“Push it in,” I command.

Justin thrusts the massive cock into my hole. I close my eyes and moan as he sinks the thick dildo deeper into my pussy. I moan as he slides the cock in and out of my swollen, desperate hole. Justin puts his thumb on my clit, and my worlds spins out of control. I bite my lip, but I can’t stop the inevitable.

My walls squeeze the thick cock that’s deep in my hole. I grab Justin’s wrist, but he doesn’t stop rubbing my clit. He even smacks it lightly, just like I taught him.

The first orgasm rolls into a second, and my body is aching from the pleasure.

“Take it out,” I say.

Justin pulls the thick cock out of my wet pussy. His sissy dick is still rock hard when I regain focus, but there’s no way my spent hole can handle another dick.

“You want to cum, baby?” I ask.

“More than anything,” he says.

I grab his hand and rub it against my wet pussy. “Come over here and cum on me.”

“Really?”

“Don’t ask again, or I’ll reconsider.”

Justin stands on his knees and crawls between my legs. He strokes his dick slowly, edging himself. It doesn’t take long until he sprays a huge load all over my stomach and breasts, covering me with his warm milk. I moan as my body twists.

“Aren’t you going to clean up your mess?”

“Forgive me,” Justin says. He kisses my body, licking up every drop of his ejected seed. I pull him close when he finishes, telling him over and over how much I love him as we lie there on the floor.
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Beatrice is waiting for Carol when someone bumps into her table and knocks over her drink, covering her journal in liquid.

“Shit, I’m so sorry.” The voice is deep. Manly. If it were any other situation, Beatrice might even find him cute, but her papers are ruined. She screams and picks up her journal, desperately trying to free the pages of the iced tea she was drinking.

The man runs away. Beatrice’s eyes follow him. She hates how she notices the firm ass beneath his pants, but it’s impossible to ignore. The man returns with a handful of paper towels. Beatrice has already used all the napkins she had at her table.

Beatrice snatches the paper towels from the man, using them to dry what she can, but her journal is ruined. At the bare minimum, she’ll have to transfer all the essential information to a new one. There are details too sensitive for even her assistant to see.

“Can I apologize again? How much do those journals cost? Can I buy you a new one?”

Beatrice calms for the first time since watching her journal get drenched. She registers the man for the first time. He has salt and pepper hair, thick eyebrows, and a square jaw. There’s a hint of facial hair on his face, like he shaves every morning because it grows so quickly.

“They cost like thirty dollars,” Beatrice says.

The man pulls out his wallet and hands Beatrice two twenty-dollar bills. She accepts them. “My name is Simon,” he says.

“Beatrice,” she says. They shake hands. “Thank you for buying me a new journal.”

“It’s the least I can do. You look like you were busy, and then I came around and ruined your day.”

“My day is hardly ruined. This money is more than enough, Simon. More than most would do.”

“People have no class,” Simon says. He pulls out his wallet again and hands Beatrice a business card.

“You’re a dentist?” Beatrice asks after examining his card.

“Yeah,” he says. “Call me if you have any dental needs.”

Beatrice chuckles. She stares into Simon’s eyes a few beats too long, but it’s not uncomfortable. She grabs her purse to retrieve a business card for Simon. He takes it without hesitation. “Call me if you have any real estate needs,” she says.

“I was actually thinking about looking for a condo. I’m tired of renting. Maybe you could show me a few options.”

“It’d be my pleasure,” Beatrice says. She and Simon stand there a few seconds longer until Simon tells Beatrice he should get going. “Bye,” she says. Beatrice waves and watches Simon leave.

Carol walks through the door while Beatrice is still standing. She notices how Beatrice is watching the man leave. Beatrice snaps out of her trance and tries to play it cool, but Carol already caught her.

“Who was that?” Carol asks.

“Nobody. Just a man who knocked over my tea,” Beatrice says. She kisses Carol on the cheek. Carol notices the mess on the table and Beatrice’s ruined notebook. Beatrice explains everything that happened right before Carol arrived.

“Ooh. Someone is going to have a boyfriend.”

Beatrice’s face reddens. She doesn’t have time for men. She’s too busy working to pay her bills and an alimony to her ex-husband, Vincent. The man who cheated on her with Carol’s boyfriend’s ex-wife, Judy. Vincent is a piano virtuoso, but he’s too lazy to teach classes or get a job.

“Please, I don’t have time for men. I’m not sure I’ll even be able to trust another one in my life.”

Carol frowns. “Don’t say that. Just because Vincent is an asshole doesn’t mean you shouldn’t trust men. Why not go on a date? I’ll watch Whitney if that’s what you need.”

“No, it’s okay.” Beatrice says with a warm smile. “Thanks for the offer, but my heart is too fragile. I know Vincent is out there screwing other moms while collecting my hard-earned money. I hope Judy doesn’t expect a future with him. There are at least three other moms that I’ve learned about him fucking.”

Carol’s eyes widen. “Really?”

“Yeah. I looked through his phone when I was over at his place a couple of weeks ago. He uses his pin number as the password.”

“Idiot,” Carol says.

“Those were the messages I had time to read. He probably has a lot more. Probably women outside of the school. I got tested and don’t have anything, though.”

“That’s a relief,” Carol says. She puts out her hand to touch Beatrice. “Vincent is a pig, and you’re better off without him, but you shouldn’t close yourself off to the world.”

“Can’t a girl have some time?” Beatrice asks. The dentist is handsome, but she isn’t ready to date. She wants to focus on growing her business. Earn more money.

“All you do is work, B. I worry about you. Go out and have some fun. What was that man’s name?”

“Simon.”

“Simon, the dentist,” Carol says with a big grin.

“I’ll think about it. How about you? How are you and Justin doing?”

Carol smirks. Beatrice was angry about Carol’s relationship with Justin when she first found out about it. Carol used to feel conflicted, too. She started dating Justin after he separated from Judy, but Judy was Carol’s friend at the time. It was a messy, secret situation, but they’re in an amazing place now. Everyone, except Judy, has accepted their relationship, but nobody cares what Judy thinks because Judy slept with a married man. Vincent. Beatrice’s horrendous ex-husband.

“Justin and I are fantastic. I can’t get enough of him.”

“Are you still spanking him?”

Carol hasn’t told Beatrice about Justin’s cage, but she can no longer keep the secret. They haven’t had time to get together over the past few weeks, and a lot has happened in Carol’s relationship. She wants everyone to know how she keeps her handsome boyfriend locked up and under control.

“I’m doing a lot more than spanking him.”

Beatrice grins. “You’re terrible. Like what?”

Carol looks around the café, but nobody is paying them any attention. Carol leans forward to whisper into Beatrice’s ear. “I have Justin locked up in a chastity cage, and I’m the only one with a key.”

“What?” Beatrice has so many questions. She can’t imagine Justin wearing a cage around his dick, but she knows Carol isn’t lying. “How does that work?”

Carol gives Beatrice a quick rundown of how she controls Justin’s dick. How she tells him when he can and can’t orgasm.

Beatrice is at a loss for words. “He likes that?”

“Loves it,” Carol says. “You should have seen him the other night. I let his little sissy dick loose, but I wouldn’t let him fuck me. I made him fuck me with a big dildo instead. You want to know the craziest part?”

Beatrice bites her lip. She and Carol have always talked about sex, but she’s never gotten wet during their conversations. Imagining replicating what Carol did to a man has her gushing. It’s making her feel really weird about herself, but she wants to know the craziest part of Carol’s story.

“What happened?”

Carol whispers. “He came all over me, and then he licked it up.”

“Holy shit, Carol. You guys are crazy.”

“You’d be surprised what you can make a man do,” Carol says.

Carol turns the conversation to her townhouse, asking Beatrice questions about how to make her HOA do something for the landscaping. Beatrice listens and offers Carol advice, but her mind is elsewhere. She’s imagining what Simon might look like on his hands and knees, executing her orders.

Maybe she’ll call him after all.
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Carol

I crack my flogger in the air, following Justin through his condo. It was in a deplorable state when I arrived. He says he cleaned, but I found a million dirty spots upon closer inspection.

“Your daughters will be here in three hours. You expect them to eat dinner at this filthy table?” I lift my finger into the air. There are specks of dust on my fingertip.

Justin bends over the table, and I spank him with my flogger. Each smack against his ass and back gets me wetter. I’m wearing nothing except a thong and heels. They’re both black. Justin is naked, wearing nothing except the cage around his dick.

Justin gives the table a deep clean after I spank him.

“What about these pillows? You haven’t properly fluffed them,” I say. “Bend over the couch.”

“No, don’t spank me.” Justin’s voice is so fake. He bends over the sofa seconds later, wagging his ass in the air. “How could I have missed the pillows? I’m so sorry, Carol. I’ve been a bad boy.”

“Don’t apologize. Do better,” I say and whip his ass.

Justin is rock hard, pressing against the cage. I want to let him free. I want to ride his dick. It’s been weeks since I’ve let him feel my warm pussy, and I’m dying to have him inside of me. I’m dying to watch his face morph when he feels my warmth.

I reach between Justin’s thighs and grab his dick. He moans as I stroke his dick through the cage.

“You could cum like this, couldn’t you?”

“Fuck, yes. It feels so good,” Justin says.

I press my finger against his asshole. “You’d like it even more with my dick up your ass, wouldn’t you?”

“Use my hole, Carol. It’s yours.”

“You never fluffed the pillows, and you want me to fuck you?” I ask. I spank Justin with my bare hand, taking my fingers off his hole.

He runs around to the other side of the couch to fluff the pillows.

“You need to spray some air freshener and light a candle. Then I’ll need to see you in the bedroom.”

Justin makes quick work of following my order, finding me in his bedroom when he finishes. I’m sprawled out on his bed. I kick off my heels when he walks into the room. Justin doesn’t bother closing the door.

I touch my pussy as I stare into Justin’s brown eyes. “You want to feel my pussy?”

“You know I do,” he says.

I drive him crazy, teasing him with my pussy, but I’m feeling generous. I pull his key out from behind my back and dangle it in the air. “Come over here, and I’ll let you out of your cage.”

Justin groans, stepping closer to the bed. I unlock his cage. It falls to the floor. He’s hard seconds later, moaning as I stroke his cock.

“You’re going to make me cum,” he says.

“Don’t cum if you want my pussy.” I grab his hand and move it down to my clad thong. He presses his palm against my womanhood, making me moan. I stroke his cock gently. I don’t want to make him cum, but I can’t stop touching his member. It’s warm and thick in my hand. I trace my finger around his sticky tip, wet with precum.

“I won’t cum,” he says.

We both went together and got tested. I’m on birth control. This will be my first time taking him without a condom, but I’m ready.

Almost.

“You can only fuck me with a plug up your ass.”

“As long as you put it there,” he says.

His hand is still on my pussy. My thong is soaked. Pussy juices run down my legs as Justin moves my thong to the side to finger me gently. I moan and thrash as he pushes his fingers deeper into my hole.

I push Justin off me before I cum. If I cum, he won’t get my pussy. “Lie on the bed.”

Justin hops onto the bed. He lies on his back, his dick standing at attention. I follow him after grabbing a butt plug and some lube from his closet. I straddle his hips, ready to sink his dick into my pussy, but he needs the plug in his ass first.

Justin lifts his hips. I sink the plug into his accepting hole.

“Fuck, you love getting your hole stretched.”

Justin bites his lip and nods. “You know just how I like it.”

I dig my nails into Justin’s chest as I lift my hips and swallow his dick with my pussy. It’s the first time he’s felt my pussy walls in weeks, and I can see it all over his face.

“You like that?” I ask as I lift and drop my hips.

“It feels amazing,” Justin says. His voice is shaky. He has his eyes closed, squinting, like he might cum if he does anything else.

“Touch my clit. Don’t cum without me.”

“Fuck, I’m close.”

Justin struggles to raise his arm, but I lose all control when his fingers finally find my clit. He knows just how to touch me. I squeeze his chest as my walls tighten. My body tenses. Justin pushes into me, and I fuck him with my hole.

We’re both seconds from cumming. Sweating like we’re running a marathon.

“Shit,” I say. My walls crumble, and my pussy contracts around Justin’s dick.

He moans, and I lift my hips as I cum, holding Justin’s hand against my pussy.

Cum sprays from Justin’s slick dick. I watch in awe as stream after stream fly from his cock, covering my back and his stomach with cum.

“You want me to lick you clean?” he asks. He’s smiling like a fool.

I lie on my stomach and kick my feet. “I’m waiting, honey.” Justin smirks and gets to work cleaning up the mess he made.

We shower and race around the house to make sure it’s spotless before his daughters arrive. We have an hour to spare when we finish, so we drink flavored sparkling water and watch an episode of a show we’ve been watching.

Halfway through the show, I shout. “I almost forgot about your cage.”

“I was hoping you’d forget.”

I pause the show. “Nonsense. Straight to the bedroom, mister.”

***

Justin

The cage is tight around my dick, but I love knowing Carol is the one holding my key. I’m still in the clouds from having her pussy. From feeling her raw for the first time. It was the best sex of my life. Worth every second I’ve had to spend in the cage.

My penis has learned to appreciate every second that it’s free, but it also loves Carol’s control over it.

I don’t know what I would do without Carol. Without the cage or her holding the key. My life would feel so empty. I’ve gained so much since Carol entered the picture.

She’s sitting next to me on the couch. We’re watching TV, and I have my hand wrapped around her shoulder. She loves curling up against my chest, like a cat on a chilly day.

A knock on the door startles us, but I relax when I hear my daughter’s voice on the other side of the door.

“Daddy! Open the door!”

It’s Gloria. My youngest. She still loves to visit. My oldest, Katie, is a different story. She acts like it’s a chore to see her father. It crushes me sometimes, but I’m hopeful she’ll come around in the future.

I open the door. Judy, my ex-wife, is standing behind the girls. She glances past me at Carol. Her gaze hardens.

“She’s here,” Judy says.

“My girlfriend, yes.” I try to play it cool, but there’ll always be tension. Carol was Judy’s friend before she was my girlfriend, but we can’t help that we fell in love. We can’t help that the relationship we share is more intimate and deeper than anyone would ever suspect.

The cage around my dick is more than sexual. It represents trust. It represents love. The cage connects Carol and me at a level most couples only dream of experiencing. I’ve given myself to her, but she’s also given herself to me.

“You knew Carol was going to be here, Judy. Please don’t act surprised,” I say.

Carol stands and comes up behind me. “Hi, Judy. Hi, girls. How is everyone today?” Carol’s voice is sugary sweet, but that doesn’t change the scowl on Judy’s face.

“I’m fine. Can this be any more awkward, though?” Katie asks. A sigh seasons her voice. Katie pushes past everyone and flops onto the couch.

“I’ve had a fun day, Carol. Dad, can I go inside with Katie?” Gloria asks.

“Yes, of course.” I rub Gloria’s head as she walks past me into the condo. “Judy, you have done your share of bad deeds. Can’t we just wipe our hands of the past and move forward?”

Judy sighs. “I’ll never accept this, but I guess there’s nothing I can do to stop you two sinners.”

Carol steps forward and leans in, speaking in a voice so quiet that I barely register what she says. “If you keep acting like a bitch, everyone will hate you. You’re the one who opened your legs and ruined your marriage. Don’t hate me for scooping up what you threw out.”

Judy huffs and hikes up her purse. She looks past us at our girls on the couch, flipping through streaming services. “Bye, girls. See you tomorrow.”

“Bye, mom.” They speak in unison.

Judy glances at each of us before turning on her heel and disappearing down the hall. I say nothing to Carol, but our smiles say everything. I wrap my arm around her shoulder, and we step inside.

We all go out for dinner after Gloria and Katie place everything in their rooms. They each have their own bedroom at the condo, but they share a bathroom. I’m happy as long as I don’t have to share with them, which I don’t because there’s a bathroom attached to my bedroom.

It's just about summer vacation at their schools, and we’re talking about taking a vacation. Carol, the girls, and me.

“Where should we go?”

“Europe,” Gloria says.

I chuckle. “That sounds like an expensive trip. Are you paying for the tickets?”

“Are you going to give me a job at the grocery store?” Gloria asks.

“Gross,” Katie says. “Why would you want to work at one of the grocery stores?”

“What’s wrong with the grocery stores?” I ask Katie.

“No offense, dad, but I don’t want to run them when I’m older.”

Carol glances at me, searching. Katie has been getting sassier by the day, and she’s still on the cusp of thirteen. I wonder how long the dark years will last.

“You don’t have to run the family business. Gloria sounds like she wants to, right?”

“Yeah, dad. Let me take over the business,” Gloria says. She’s still in elementary school, but there’s a fire in her eyes. Maybe she inherited that drive from my mother.

“You have to do well in school first. Deal?” I ask.

“Deal,” Gloria says.

I wrap my pinkie around hers to seal the deal. “What if we did something more local? Camping near a lake? We could go fishing or kayaking.”

Katie lights up for the first time that night. “Sure, dad. That sounds cool.”

Gloria puts up her thumb. She’s busy shoveling fries into her mouth.

I turn to Carol. “What about you? How’s camping?”

“Like in a tent? Or glamping in a cabin?”

“Girls? Do you want a tent or a cabin?”

“Cabin,” they both say.

“I’ll go if there’s a cabin and running water,” Carol says.

“Glamping in a cabin it is then.” I raise my water glass in the air, and everyone mimics my action. We clink our glasses together, cementing the plan.
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Beatrice paces the living room of her listing, nervous for her date with Simon. She called him yesterday and asked him to meet her for dinner after she finished showing houses for the evening. A lot of buyers only have time to check out properties after work, so Beatrice shows houses a few evenings every week.

Beatrice pulls out her phone and calls Carol.

“What’s up?” Carol asks. It sounds like she’s pan frying something in the background.

“I asked that dentist out on a date, and I don’t think I can go through with it.”

“B, why wouldn’t you want to go on the date? I only caught a glimpse of the man, but he looked handsome. Plus, he’s a dentist.”

“I know. He’s a catch, but that’s what I thought about Vincent in the beginning. He used to woo me with flowers and candies, but now I hate him. What if this turns out like that?”

“You don’t know where this date will lead,” Carol says. “Don’t take it so seriously. I’m sure the dentist has skeletons in his closet. What’s his name again?”

“Simon,” Beatrice says. She thinks about his handsome smile. His salt and pepper hair. “I hate how nervous I am, Carol. I haven’t been on a date since meeting Vincent.”

“Don’t let your experience with Vincent frighten you. Simon will bring out a side of you Vincent never could. He’s not the same man. Give him a chance. Give yourself a chance.”

Beatrice wipes a hand over her face. She wants to give love a chance. Simon hasn’t done anything to hurt her, except ruin her journal, but he gave her more than enough to replace it. She already has a new one. It’s like nothing ever happened.

“You’re right, Carol. I’ll text you to tell you how the date went. Thanks for listening to me ramble.”

“My pleasure,” Carol says.

Beatrice says goodbye and ends the call. She leaves the house she just showed before she loses her nerve. Beatrice drives a few miles to the restaurant where she’s meeting Simon. He’s already there, looking a little gloom, but his face lights up when he sees Beatrice enter the room. He waves.

Beatrice blushes, feeling the space between her thighs stir for the first time in months. Years, maybe. Excluding when she got a little wet listening to Carol talk about dominating Justin.

Could she have something similar with Simon?

The thought runs through her mind as she approaches Simon. He looks soft. Gentle. He asks to hug Beatrice with his eyes. He doesn’t take her. Maybe he has what it takes to be her sissy. Beatrice isn’t sure she can ever give control to another man in the way she did to Vincent. She never wants to feel used again.

Simon hugs Beatrice. “You look beautiful,” he says.

“Stop it,” she says. “How can you say that when I just got off work?”

“I wouldn’t have noticed.”

“Have you ordered?” Beatrice asks and glances at the table.

“Not yet,” he says. “I was waiting for you.”

“A classic gentleman.”

“So, you were showing a house?”

“Yeah,” Beatrice says and tells Simon details about her showing. Her client is a single man, and he keeps going back and forth about how big of a house he wants, driving Beatrice crazy.

“A single man?”

“Is that the only part you heard from my story? Jealousy is a nasty trait to have.”

Simon grins. “Sorry, it’s hard not to be jealous about any man who gets to spend time with you.”

Beatrice loves the words Simon is saying, but she’s more guarded. When she met Vincent, it was like sliding down rainbows. Every date they had was like magic. The sex was explosive, but Beatrice won’t be fooled a second time. She likes Simon, but she won’t fall in love like a rock plunging into a lake. She’s smarter. More patient.

“What about you? How was your day?” Beatrice rocks the glass in her hand, lifting it to her lips to sip the cocktail she’d ordered halfway through her story about the showing.

“My day was fine until my ex-wife came barging into my workplace.”

“What did she want?”

Simon shines his perfect teeth. “Money. She always wants money.”

“Do you give it to her?”

Simon drops his head. “Yeah. She cheated on me, and I still have to take care of her. I wish she would get a job. I can’t wait until our son turns eighteen.”

“I didn’t know you had a son.”

“Yeah, George. He’s thirteen.”

“We’re in the same situation. I have to pay my ex-husband's alimony until he earns more or until our daughter turns eighteen, but she’s only eight now.”

“You’ll have to wait longer than me. I’m sorry. What’s your daughter’s name?”

“Whitney,” Beatrice says. Her guards drop the longer she and Simon sit in the restaurant. Food comes. Their server refills their drinks. Tables next to them come and go as they lose themselves in conversation.

Hours pass. Beatrice doesn’t realize how late it has become until she yawns and glances around the empty restaurant. They’re the last table. Beatrice opens her phone to check the time.

“Shit,” she says. “Did you want to split this? It’s late, and I have an early morning tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of the bill. You can leave. My first appointment isn’t until after lunch tomorrow.”

Beatrice beams. She stands and walks over to Simon’s side of the table, kissing him on the cheek. “Tonight was incredible. Let’s do it again.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Simon says and watches Beatrice as she leaves.
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Justin

Insects chirp in the background. Heat radiates in the air, and we’re having a fantastic time. There’s no air conditioning in the cabin, but that makes the entire experience more rustic. There are ceiling fans and mosquito nets on the windows, so we’re plenty protected from nature.

The girls and Carol have really been bonding during this trip. My heart melts every time I catch Carol teaching the girls a nature skill or having a private conversation with them. Carol makes me fall more in love with each passing day.

Katie has been smiling more than I’ve seen her smile in the past few years.

We’re sitting on a dock near the cabin with our fishing lines in the water. Katie screams and stands, reeling her catch to the surface. A small fish flies out of the water. Katie jumps for joy. Carol stands to help her take the fish off the hook and throw it back into the water.

“Did you see that, guys? I caught a fish,” Katie says. She does a little dance.

Gloria scowls at her older sister, moving her line like she’s desperate to catch a fish herself. Carol leans down next to Gloria and pats her shoulder, saying, “You already caught two fish today, and that was Katie’s first. Don’t you think you should congratulate her?”

Gloria exhales. “Good job, Katie.”

“Thanks, sis. You’ll get another one. I know it,” Katie says.

Nobody else catches any fish, and we’re all hungry within fifteen minutes of Katie’s success. We head back inside to cook dinner together. The sun it still high in the sky, but it won’t be long until it descends, and stars fill the sky. The number of stars out here in the country eclipses what we see in the city.

“We should roast marshmallows,” Carol says.

The girls holler. Katie grabs a bag of marshmallows from the cabinet and we head outside. Carol builds a fire. The girls help. They won’t let me lift a finger, but I’m not complaining.

We hold marshmallows over the roaring flames. They catch fire. We blow them out. Everyone laughs under the stars. The girls ask questions about Carol’s past and her work at the hospital. Katie announces she wants to become a doctor.

“That’d be incredible,” I say.

“I’m going to run the stores, and Katie will be a doctor, so she can help anyone who has an accident.”

“That’s right,” Carol says. “If anyone gets hurt at the family business, you’ll be able to send them to Katie.”

Katie is grinning wider than I’ve seen in years. It’s infectious. I love how well Carol gets along with the girls. We sit under the stars until the bugs bother us.

Carol and I are lying in bed together after putting the girls to sleep. They have their bedroom, and we have ours. I push my fingers through Carol’s hair. Her blue eyes twinkle in the dimly lit room.

“You’re incredible with the girls,” I say.

“Thanks. You raised them well. They’re no trouble.”

“I love you, Carol.”

Carol reaches under the blanket and grabs my cock, covered by its cage. She holds it as she stares at me. “I love you too, Justin.”

We don’t make love, but we’re covered in it. I hold Carol as she drifts to sleep. I know she’s sleeping when her breathing evens to a slow, shallow beat.

***

Carol

“I had so much fun on this trip,” I say to Katie and Gloria. We’re standing in the living room of Justin’s condo.

“Don’t leave,” Katie groans.

I frown. She and I have grown a lot closer since we left for the camping trip. I love how she asks me questions about college and the world, like she’s ready to take it on herself. Katie still has a lot to learn, but she’s a fantastic kid. They both are.

“I don’t want to leave, but my friend is waiting for me. We’re having lunch.”

Gloria steps in front of her sister. She is younger, but her personality is larger. Katie is shy, but Gloria isn’t afraid to say what’s on her mind. “I had a lot of fun with you, Carol. I like you being dad’s girlfriend.”

“Me too,” Katie says.

I open my arms, and the girls step forward to give me a hug.

A tapping sound on the window breaks us up.

It’s Judy.

She’s staring at me with death in her eyes. I step back from the girls. Gloria notices her mother and runs to the door. She throws it open. Judy nearly runs her daughter over trying to enter the condo.

Judy points her finger in my face, snarling like a dog. “I don’t want you hugging my daughters. No.”

Gloria looks confused. Katie mortified. “Mom, chill,” she says. Katie doesn’t know everything that happened, but it wouldn’t surprise me if she has learned about Judy’s unfaithful ways.

“They were telling me how they didn’t want me to leave. Sorry, Judy. I was really hoping to be gone before you arrived.”

“You should have planned better.”

Justin steps between us. I hate how Judy is causing a scene in front of her daughters. She was the one who cheated on Justin. I didn’t even like him before he was separated, but then we quickly became inseparable. I can’t control fate’s cruel twist of the knife.

“Judy, please. Can’t we be the adults in the room?”

Judy tugs on her shirt and stands more erect, but anger emanates from her body. “She shouldn’t be hugging the girls, Justin.”

“Mom, you’re acting psycho. We wanted to hug Carol. She’s nice,” Katie says.

Judy looks like she might choke Katie, but she takes a deep breath, and her face changes. It’s like nothing has even happened. She’s a crazy bitch, and losing her friendship was a small price to pay for everything I’ve gained by having Justin as a boyfriend.

“I’m sorry, Carol. It was nice seeing you. Would you excuse me while I use the restroom? Justin, do you mind?”

“No, go ahead. It’s right over there,” Justin says and points to the girls’ bathroom.

Justin shakes his head and steps forward to kiss me. “I’m sorry about her.”

“Don’t apologize. It’s okay.” I turn to the girls. “I had so much fun at the cabin with you two. We have to do it again. Okay?”

“Yes,” they say. Katie and Gloria each give me a hug. I kiss Justin softly on the lips, and I’m out the door.
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Beatrice and Carol sip their margaritas. They ordered a pitcher to share, along with a huge plate of nachos. Beatrice doesn’t have any showings, and Carol has the day off work. She works three or four days a week and lives her best life on her free days. Those twelve-hour shifts are killer, and Carol deserves to let loose.

Beatrice works around the clock, but she’s been taking more time for herself as of late. Giving me responsibilities to the junior agents. She can’t run like a machine forever.

“We deserve these,” Carol says. She takes a swig of her margarita. She’s drinking much faster than Beatrice, but she walked from her townhouse. Driving isn’t a concern.

“How was camping with Justin?”

“Great,” Carol says. “His girls are adorable, and they really like me now. Seems to be driving Judy crazy.”

“You saw her again?”

Carol nods. “She showed up early to pick up the girls. I know she did it on purpose to make a scene, but then her daughter defended me.”

Beatrice’s jaw drops. “You’re kidding.”

“I wish I were. Katie, the eldest. We bonded a lot over the weekend, and she’s not stupid. I’m pretty sure she knows what Judy did.”

“Have you talked about it in front of her?”

“Not at all,” Carol says. “I would never, but you know how kids are. I was nosey when I was her age, sneaking to listen to all the conversations my mom and dad had.”

Beatrice laughs. “I didn’t. My dad would have beat me with a belt if he caught me listening to ‘grown folk talk’.” Beatrice bends her fingers to form air quotes.

“What about you, B? How was your date with Simon? You never gave me any specifics.”

Beatrice grins and sips her margarita, thinking back to her memories of the night. The endless conversation. She thought she would have woken up tired the next morning because of how late she went to sleep, but she woke up fresher than she’d felt in years. Rejuvenated.

“It was an incredible date. We talked for hours. We were the last table to leave the restaurant.”

“Seriously?” Carol asks. “Aren’t you happy you went?”

“Yes,” Beatrice says. She falls quiet. She’s been wanting to ask Carol more about her dominance. It’s an idea she can’t shake. “Carol, I’ve been thinking.”

“What have you been thinking, B?”

“I want Simon to listen to my every command. I want to take charge of our relationship.”

Carol coughs on her drink, but she swallows most of it. A tad falls from her mouth to the table. “Oops,” Carol says, wiping up her spill with a napkin. “That came out of nowhere. You should try it, Beatrice. There’s nothing sexier than watching a man on his knees.”

Their server arrives at their table that very second. He’s a man. He coughs, having heard what Carol said. “Excuse me, would you all like anything besides the nachos?”

Carol lifts her eyebrow, teasing their male server. “I could think of a few things, but I’m fine without more food.”

Beatrice blushes. “Maybe a side of guacamole?”

“Coming right up,” he says and runs away from the table before Carol can say anything else to make him uncomfortable.

“You’re terrible. Did you see how that man blushed?” Beatrice asks.

“If you want a man to do what you wish, it might require making him a bit uncomfortable.”

“Our server would have gotten us guacamole either way,” Beatrice says.

“That’s true, but what about Simon? Do you want to take charge from the beginning, or do you want to wait? Some men are alphas, but most are pliable. Willing to do whatever you request for a little pussy.”

The server coughs, standing over their table with the side of guac. He places it on the table, blushing. “Here you are. Anything else?”

Beatrice takes the guacamole. Carol is staring at their server, willing him to look at her, but his eyes are trained on the ground.

“Nothing else. Thanks.” The server bolts toward the kitchen. Beatrice dips her chip into the guac, wondering what Simon might do for her pussy. Wondering if he would like to be placed under her control. Beatrice would care for him. She’d be gentle. Loving, but she’d also be in charge.

“I bet he wants some lady to lock up his dick. Probably us, but we’re taken. He’ll have to look elsewhere.”

“You’re terrible.”

“I know what I want and go after it. What’s terrible about that? I’m telling you, B. My sex life has never been better. I know Justin loves it, too. He gets so hard when I let him out of his cage. You should see it. It’s the craziest mix of pathetic and sexy you’ll ever see.”

Beatrice squeezes her legs together. She’s happy Carol can’t see her twitching under the table. She got wet the last time Carol was talking about using Justin, and today is no different.

“That’s hot,” Beatrice says.

“You should try it with Simon. He might reject you, but it’s worth a shot. You can spend the next year having boring, vanilla sex. Missionary. Pretending like it’ll make you cum, or you can tell Simon just how you like it. Make him fuck you with toys.”

“My goodness, Carol.” Beatrice waves a hand in her face. “Let’s talk about this at your house one night. You can coach me. If you don’t stop now, I won’t be able to move with the puddle forming in my panties.”

“Shit,” Carol says. She laughs. “We can talk about it at my place. Promise, but the first thing you should do is spank him. Control the evening but stay sexy while you’re doing. Don’t bark orders. Seduce him.”

“How?” Beatrice asks.

“The first night I spanked Justin, I humiliated him for showing up at my house without showering.”

“You’re cruel.”

“I am,” Carol says with a wild grin. “Simon will love whatever you come up with, but don’t forget to take control from the first time you have sex. Never give him the upper hand. If you want him to submit, he needs to know from the beginning.”

Beatrice nods, unsure if she has the power within her to dominate Simon, but she wants to try. She wants to make him hers. Maybe lock his dick in a cage and hold the key.

Beatrice craves power over a man, but she has yet to learn how much she must sacrifice to control a man.

***

Beatrice and Simon are walking back to their cars after another magical date. Beatrice feels like she’s floating on air. Soaring through clouds of dating ecstasy. For the first time in a long time, she isn’t angry about what Vincent did to her. She’s almost thankful he set her free, or she wouldn’t be here with Simon.

“I like you,” Simon says.

“It’s refreshing to spend time with a man who knows how to have a conversation.” Beatrice places her hands over Simon’s. They’re in front of her car. She doesn’t want the night to end, but she’s nervous inviting Simon back to her place would turn him off for being too promiscuous.

If she were younger, she would listen to her cowardly voice, but she’s grown.

Beatrice wants more of Simon, and she won’t let fear stop her.

“Would you like to follow me home?”

Simon grins. He squeezes Beatrice’s side. She wraps her hand around his wrist. “I was hoping you’d ask that.”

“Let’s go before it gets too late,” Beatrice says. “I’ll text you my address in case you get lost or stuck at a light.” Simon leans in, but Beatrice withholds a kiss. “I’ll kiss you at my place.”

Simon growls and groans like he needed the kiss, but his reaction teaches her how much power she gains by withholding the goodies. She was going to give him the goods tonight, but his reaction has changed her mind.

“See you at my place,” she says.

***

“You’re being a tease,” Simon says. They’re sitting on Beatrice’s couch. They’ve had a few glasses of wine, and Simon isn’t wrong. Beatrice knows she’s being a tease and plans to continue how she’s acting. “I thought we were going to have some fun tonight.”

Beatrice lets Simon paw her. She moans when his lips touch her neck. He’s even making her wet, but there’s no way he’s getting her pussy tonight. She’s closed to him. He won’t be getting anything except a hand on his ass.

“Are we not having fun, Simon?”

Simon lifts himself off Beatrice. “That’s not what I meant. We’re having fun, but I thought we were going to get naked.” Simon moves closer, placing his hand on Beatrice’s leg. He snakes his hand up her leg until it is dangerously close to her goodies.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

Simon shrugs. “I thought you needed some encouragement, so I’m trying to offer it.”

Beatrice gasps and pushes Simon’s hand away, standing from the couch. She places her hands on her hips. “How dare you, Simon.”

Simon reddens and throws his hands in the air. “I’m sorry,” he says. “I thought there was a vibe between us, but I guess I was wrong.”

Simon stands, but Beatrice points her finger in the air. Dominance surges within her. “Sit,” she commands.

“Okay,” Simon says and plops his ass on the couch. “Sorry for trying to spice up the night.”

“You were trying to take advantage of me. That’s what you were trying to do.”

Simon shakes his head. “No, no. That’s not true.”

Beatrice laughs, trying to break the tension, pulling back the curtain on her game just a tad. Simon looks confused, but his body relaxes.

“Do you believe me?” he asks.

“I’m sure your intentions were fair, but what you did was wrong, Simon. Very wrong. You were a bad boy who needs a little punishment.”

Simon smirks, moving forward to the edge of the couch. Perching with a straight back, eager for whatever punishment Beatrice might have in mind. “Don’t hurt me, Beatrice. I promise not to touch you without your permission again.”

“That’s not good enough,” she says.

“It’s not?” Simon pushes out his bottom lip, pouting. His puppy face is doing it for Beatrice. “If you must punish me, I understand.”

Beatrice bites her lip, amazed by how Simon responds. Pussy juices are dripping down her leg. She’s never been more turned on in her life and can’t wait to bend Simon over her knee.

She grabs a chair and sits. “Come here,” she says. Simon walks over to her. Beatrice notices the hardness beneath his pants. She grabs his dick. “You want me to punish you, don’t you?”

Simon smiles but shakes his head. “No, please don’t.”

“You’re one naughty boy. Bend over my knee and don’t put any weight on my chair. It was expensive.”

“Should I take off my pants?”

“No, you’d like that too much. Keep your pants on and get moving. I don’t have all night.”

Simon moans as he bends over Beatrice’s knees. His hard dick presses into her legs, but he’s careful to hold his weight with his arms. He looks over his shoulder at Beatrice as she holds her hand in the air.

“Why were you a bad boy?” Beatrice asks.

“I tried to touch you without permission.”

“That’s right,” she says. Beatrice brings her hand down against his ass. She repeats the action and gets wetter each time she whacks Simon’s ass. His dick throbs against her leg. She wants him, and he clearly wants her, but he’ll have to wait.

Beatrice spanks Simon until her hand stings, and then she pushes him off her.

“What’s wrong?” he asks.

“Maybe you’ll get the goodies if you behave better next time. Until then, you need to leave. Out!”

Simon opens his mouth, but he doesn’t know what to say. He’s rock hard and wants to race home to shoot his load. He wishes he could cum with Beatrice, but it’s so hot how she spanked his ass. Left his cheeks stinging.

Simon kisses Beatrice quickly on the cheek on his way out, “you’re the best, Beatrice. I had fun.”

Beatrice points to the door, jutting her finger. Simon runs out of her place, and she shuts the door behind him. A monster has awakened inside of her, and Simon is the perfect man to help her explore her growing desires. It’s clear he will want whatever she offers.
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Carol

“Don’t worry about Judy. She’s upset,” I say. Justin and I are sitting in his living room. I just got off work a couple hours ago, so it’s already late, but we’re brimming with energy. I’ve spent all day treating patients and thinking about Justin. He spent his day running around the city, having meetings with managers at each grocery store he owns.

Justin rubs my feet. He’s grown to love them the more I put them in his face, teasing him with my toes. He licks them and kisses them, but there’s nothing I love more than a foot massage after spending the entire day on my feet.

“I hate how she causes drama.”

“The girls love you, and it drives her crazy.”

“I could never replace her. She is their mother. Judy knows that, doesn’t she?”

Justin pushes on the sole of my foot, making me moan. He moves his hand up my calf how I like. “You can’t let her get to you, Carol. She’s always been a little crazy.”

“Don’t call her crazy,” I say. “Only I can say that.”

Justin laughs. “Fine, but you know what I mean.”

I nod. Judy’s frustrations are understandable. I hated myself when I first started having feelings for Justin. It used to keep me awake at night thinking about how Judy would react to us dating, but I fell in love. I found the man of my dreams.

“Judy was my friend, and it kills me to see her act like that in front of her daughters.”

“It doesn’t matter if it were another woman, she’d still be acting the same. I’d much rather have it be you,” Justin says. He lifts my legs to scoot closer. My thighs are above his. Our fingers interlaced. “Don’t beat yourself up about Judy. She’s just upset you snagged the prize she once had.”

“She never knew what she had until you were gone,” I say. Justin has gained a lot of confidence since we started dating. He exercises and eats better, too, but it’s more than his habits. Our relationship has lifted him. He no longer hides in the shadows, only dreaming about a life he could have. He’s living it with me. “I’m glad we’re together.”

“Me too,” he says.

“Did you want to go for a walk?”

“You haven’t spent long enough on your feet?”

“I’ll change into something cute. Be your trophy.”

Justin smirks. “You’d be my trophy wearing that.”

I took off my scrubs when I got to Justin’s place, but I didn’t change into anything much better. No bra. No panties. A loose t-shirt and yoga pants. There’s no way I would wear this outside, but I’m not wearing sexy lingerie for Justin when we’re just lounging on the couch watching TV.

“Wait here while I change,” I say. There’s a cotton dress in my bag, which I brought in case we went somewhere for dinner. We ordered in, but a walk to enjoy the summer night sounds splendid.

The cotton dress is white. I don’t bother putting on panties, but I throw on a wireless, strapless bra to give my breasts a little support. I love how men stare at them when they walk past me on the street.

“You ready?” I ask Justin. I’m holding a compact mirror, running red lip gloss over my lips as I stand in the living room.

“Sure. Mind if I throw on jeans?”

“Hurry.”

Justin runs to his bedroom and comes back out a minute later, wearing unbuttoned jeans. His caged dick is dangling in my face.

I act unbothered. Uninterested. “Something wrong?”

“You haven’t even touched it tonight. He’s feeling lonely.”

“Your dick has feelings?”

Justin grunts and buttons his jeans. “Forget it.”

I stand and run my fingers along Justin’s chin. “Aww, did I hurt your feelings?” I reach down and grab Justin’s dick with a firm grip. I pull on his cock. He yelps. “You sure you want me to pay attention to your dick?”

Justin bites his lip. “On your own time.”

I tug once before releasing Justin. He takes two steps away from me. “Shall we leave?”

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

Justin opens the door. I step outside. There aren’t as many stars as we saw at the cabin, but it’s late enough that there are a few. We hold hands from Justin’s condo all the way to the park near his home. Nobody is there. It’s like we have the place to ourselves.

We’re talking about business. Our opinions about the economy and politics. Our discussion turns heated, but it’s all in fun. Love eclipses our disagreements. We’re confident enough to express our thoughts and challenge each other without fear.

I tug on Justin’s hand when we pass a bench. It’s deep in the park. Covered by trees, but it’s on top of a hill and has views of distant buildings. Cars stopping and going at stoplights. People going about their days like Justin and me.

“Sit with me,” I say, pulling Justin to the bench. I sneak my hand up his shirt and pinch his nipple, wondering if my touch is getting him hard in his cage. Pushing his dick against its constraints. I love knowing he’s locked up and that I’m the only one with a key.

Justin puts his fingers into my hair.

We kiss.

My tongue brushes against his. There’s honking in the background, but the noises fade away as our kiss deepens. I pinch Justin’s nipple harder. He moans into my mouth. I move my hand down to the outline of his dick. I tug on his caged cock, and he pulls on my hair.

I’ve been telling him to get a little rougher.

He does everything I command.

“Get to your knees and kiss my feet.”

Justin looks at me with wild eyes. “You want me to do that here?”

“Yes, right here. We’re all alone.”

“But someone could come.”

“What’s your point? You’re boring me with irrelevant statements. I want you to kiss my feet, and I want to do it now.”

Justin slides off the bench. His hands shake as he touches my feet. He’s lost the confidence to submit that he has behind closed doors. He holds my foot, staring up at me. His pleading eyes make me wet. I love having this control over him. Love knowing he’ll listen to my every command, even something as humiliating as getting on his knees in public to kiss my feet.

“Take off my shoe.”

Justin exhales before removing my shoe, which is red like my lip gloss. I lick my lips and curl my toes, teasing Justin’s lips.

He lowers his head. He grabs my heel and pulls my foot to his mouth. Justin kisses my toes, and I moan. The city is awake all around us. We’re sitting at a park bench, and Justin is losing himself with my foot.

“Suck my toes,” I say.

Justin doesn’t miss a beat. He licks across every toe one of my foot before closing his mouth around two of the smaller ones. I gush as he sucks on my toes, as though it were my clit.

I hike up my dress to stop it from getting more soaked than it is. At least nobody will be able to tell in the dark. The move reveals my pussy. Justin looks up from my toes and moans as he stares at my swollen womanhood.

He moans even louder when I put two fingers on my pussy and spread it to tease him.

“You want my pussy?”

Justin doesn’t drop my toes from his mouth as he nods.

“If you were a good boy, I might consider it, but you’ve been bad. Haven’t you? Look at you on your knees, sucking my toes. Such an awful boy you are, Justin. Get my toes out of your mouth and put on my shoe.”

I pull down my dress as Justin takes my toes out of his mouth, moaning as they leave his lips.

He picks up my shoe. A couple turns the corner just as he does. All they see is a man helping his girlfriend put on her shoe. We wave at them. They wave at us. They gush when Justin slips the shoe on my foot and plants a kiss on my forehead. We smile as they wave again before continuing with their journey, like Justin wasn’t just on his knees sucking my toes.

If only they knew.
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Beatrice walks around Simon. He’s on his knees on her living-room floor. She’s wearing nothing except heels and lingerie, ready to redden Simon’s ass.

They’ve gone on a couple more dates, and she’s finally ready to take things to the next level. With a little advice from Carol, she went out and bought a flogger. She also bought a butt plug to train Simon’s sissy hole. There are a few other toys in her collection, and she can’t wait to use them.

Beatrice has never felt more alive. More excited. She loves the woman she’s discovering within her.

“Why were you a naughty boy, Simon?”

“I didn’t offer to clean after you cooked dinner.”

Beatrice pouts. “Do you know how that makes me feel? When you don’t think about my needs. When you neglect your manners.”

“It must make you feel terrible,” Simon says. He’s wearing nothing except boxers. They look pathetic. Too big. They do nothing to help his figure. Beatrice will have to update his wardrobe. She will have to show him how sexy he could look in the right undergarments.

“Dreadful,” Beatrice says. “I didn’t want to punish you, but you’ve left me no other choice.”

“Please, forgive me. I’ll wash the dishes, Beatrice. Don’t spank me.”

He’s pleading, but they both know he wants it. There’s a tent in his boxers. They do little to hide how hard Beatrice is making him by punishing him for his nonexistent work ethic.

“It’s my only option. It’s the only way you’ll learn. Stand,” Beatrice says and snaps her fingers.

Simon jumps to his feet.

“Put your hands on the back of this chair and pull down your boxers.”

Simon bites his lip. He grabs at his hard dick, trying to hide it, but there’s nothing he can do to hide how hard he gets from Beatrice’s commands. Simon pushes down his boxers. He steps out of them and grabs the back of the chair. He’s completely naked. Vulnerable. Completely under Beatrice’s control.

He looks over his shoulder at her. She’s wearing black lingerie. Her gorgeous breasts sway as she steps toward him. Beatrice pushes a hand through her luscious brown hair, tossing it over one shoulder. Simon grabs his dick. Beatrice wags her finger.

“No touching your dick until I say you can. Both hands on the chair.”

Simon grips the chair, nervous to feel Beatrice’s flogger on his ass. He squeezes his cheeks together in anticipation, but Beatrice loves to tease.

She lowers the flogger, moving the tresses along Simon’s skin. He breaks out in goosebumps. Tantalized by Beatrice’s soft touch. She brushes from Simon’s shoulder to his ass. She wraps her hand around his waist, leaning forward to suck on his earlobe. Beatrice presses her chest against his back. Her hard nipples throb with each brush of her bra.

Simon’s dick throbs, but he doesn’t dare touch it without Beatrice’s permission.

“You want me to spank your ass?”

Simon bites his lip, wanting nothing more than to feel the sting of Beatrice’s flogger, but he knows how to play her game.

“No, don’t spank me. I’ll wash the dishes. I’ll be good.”

“The problem is, Simon, you’ve already been bad.” Beatrice lifts the flogger and brings it down with a heavy hand against Simon’s ass. He grips the chair and lurches forward, but he doesn’t run. “Tell me you deserve your punishment.”

“I was rude. Ungrateful. You’re only doing what’s necessary.”

Beatrice spanks his ass and lower back, leaving red marks where the flogger hits Simon’s blushing skin. She repeats her action, smacking Simon several more times with her flogger.

Simon hollers after the fifth or sixth time that the flogger hits his sissy ass. He loses track. Each hit of the flogger moves him closer to an orgasm. Beatrice spanks him again. He yells. Beatrice reaches around and covers his mouth. He’s so hard. His dick is throbbing like an earthquake. He reaches down to touch it, and Beatrice’s eyes widen.

“I thought I told you not to touch your dick, and you need to shut up before my neighbors hear me spanking your ass.”

Simon drops his hand to the side, but it’s too late.

“Get to your knees,” Beatrice says. “I’ll be back with supplies.”

Simon quivers as he drops to his knees. He doesn’t dare touch his dick while Beatrice is out of the room, but he’s never been harder in his life. His dick is begging for him to touch it. He curls his toes, but it doesn’t bring relief. Nothing but shooting his load could calm him.

Beatrice walks back into the living room, looking like a goddess in her heels and lingerie. She’s holding a little pink vibrator. Simon swallows, knowing exactly where she plans to put her toy.

Beatrice has a towel in her hand too. She tosses it to Simon. “Put this out. We’ll need it.”

Simon rushes to open the towel and place it at the center of Beatrice’s living room. He gets to his knees on the towel, ready to take whatever command Beatrice gives.

“Take off my panties,” she says.

Simon nods and reaches up to remove her thong. He pulls the fabric until it is down around Beatrice’s ankles. She steps out of the thong, pushing her heel into Simon’s back. He moans as his face presses against the floor. Beatrice lets him up a few second later.

“Don’t forget about my bra.”

Simon stands. He reaches behind Beatrice’s back and unhooks her bra. He pulls it down her arms and tosses it to the side, in awe of Beatrice’s nipples.

“You can suck them if you want.”

Simon latches on to a nipple. He cups her his around her breast, sucking on her titty like it’s a magic potion that’ll make him years younger. Remove the salt and pepper from his hair. The age lines from his face.

Beatrice throws back her head. Her brown hair hangs halfway down her back. She moans, loving how Simon’s mouth feels around her nipple.

“Touch my pussy,” Beatrice says.

Simon presses his hand against Beatrice’s wet warmth. He rubs her womanhood, learning how she likes it. Learning how to make her gasp.

“Get to the floor.” Beatrice steps away from Simon and his skilled hand. “I have a toy for you.”

Simon has always wondered what it’d be like to have a woman play with his ass. Beatrice is the first. His ex-wife never even thought about it, if Simon isn’t mistaken. Maybe she had, but she never once said anything about playing with his butt.

Simon sinks to his knees, pretending to fear whatever Beatrice might have in mind. Cowering like he doesn’t want to know.

Beatrice holds up her tiny pink vibrator. She opens a bottle of lubricant and pours it over the tip of the vibrator. “I’m going to stick this up your ass, and then I’m going to sit on your face.”

“That won’t fit in my ass. Nothing has ever been up there.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Beatrice says. “I don’t want you arguing. Is that what you’re doing?”

“No, it’s just—”

“There’ll be no excuses here, Simon. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he says and bows his head.

“On your back with your legs in the air.”

Simon turns and lies on his back. He throws his legs in the air, hooking his arms around the back of his knees. Simon watches as Beatrice squirts lube onto the tips of her fingers. He groans when she presses her wet fingers against his hole, pushing into him. Stealing his backside innocence.

“You like that?”

Simon isn’t sure how to answer. He grunts as Beatrice sinks her fingers deeper into his hole. She fucks him for a few seconds with her fingers before pulling them out and wiping them clean against the towel. She holds up the vibrator.

“Maybe you’ll like this in your hole more,” she says.

“Try it,” Simon says.

Beatrice pushes the vibrator into Simon’s hole. It isn’t vibrating yet, but all she has to do is push a button, and Simon’s ass will vibrate like a rocket ship.

“Mm,” Simon says. He purrs as the vibrator sinks deeper into him. It’s not big, and its shape feels more natural than Beatrice’s fingers. It’s the perfect extension of her hand, stretching Simon. Pushing against his spot. He’s never felt anything as amazing once the pain subsides.

Beatrice has her eyes on Simon, watching his body react to her cock. She loves how his hole stretches over her toy. Her eyes move from his tight taint, up his exquisite body, and to his face. The salt and pepper shadow surrounding his full lips.

“Don’t let this fall out of your ass,” Beatrice says. She pushes the vibrator as far as it’ll go before moving up Simon’s body. She straddles his face. Her pussy inches from his lips. Beatrice pushes her fingers into Simon’s hair and grips it. “Don’t forget to breathe.”

Simon nods, but he can’t say anything before Beatrice covers his mouth with her pussy.

She rubs her wet pussy all over his lips, but Simon knows how to take her. He breathes through his nose as he licks whatever parts of Beatrice’s pussy he can. His hands are at his side, and Beatrice has complete control of his mouth, but he does his best. Beatrice is loving his best.

Beatrice has a button to activate the vibrator in her hand. She’s so close to cumming, but she wants Simon to cum with her.

“When I tell you, touch your dick. Got it?”

Simon says something, but her pussy muffles the noise. Beatrice assumes he understands. She grips his hair, riding him like a mechanic bull at the bar. Riding his lips to her orgasm. Beatrice closes her eyes to focus on the pleasure his tongue brings. The five-o’clock shadow scrapping against her womanhood, only increasing her satisfaction.

“Now,” Beatrice says and pushes the button. She hears the vibrator kick on. Simon thrashes beneath her, but she’s too concentrated on her impending orgasm to think about Simon.

She screams when her peak arrives. She tightens her grip on Simon’s hair, pushing his face against her sopping womanhood. Simon is drowning, but he loves swimming in her juices.

Simon has his hand on his dick, beating it. The vibrator is deep in his ass, hitting his spot.

Beatrice looks over her shoulder just in time to see the cum erupt from Simon’s dick. It’s more than she’s ever seen leave a dick. He could fill a cup with how much he’s shooting, and it’s getting everywhere. On Beatrice’s back. His stomach. The towel, and even the floor.

They laugh, but then Beatrice turns serious.

“I need you to clean that cum off my floor right now.”

“Should I lick it up?” Simon asks.

Beatrice giggles. “You’re one naughty boy,” she says and pulls him close for a kiss.
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Justin

“Don’t worry, Edward. The managers will take care of it.”

“Who are you? What’s happened to the old Justin?”

“He’s trying to relax,” I say. “Chill out. You could stand to do the same. Yes, the police getting called is a big deal, but they have the situation under control.”

“Don’t you want me there to speak for the company?”

“I trust our team. It was an unarmed robbery.”

Edward sighs into the phone. “Fine. I’ll go home, but don’t yell at me if this comes back to bite you.”

A year ago, or even six months ago, I would have rushed to the store to talk to the police, even though it’s a store on the opposite side of the city from where we spend most of our time. I go to those stores at least twice a week, but it’ll have to be a much bigger emergency to make an unscheduled visit.

“I won’t yell. I promise.”

“Bye, Justin. See you tomorrow.”

I end the call and place my phone in the center console, focusing on the road to Carol’s. Spending time away from her is difficult, but there’s no better reward than falling into her arms when we’re back together.

Carol opens the door when I arrive. I’m freshly showered, just like Carol likes.

She’s wearing a cute skirt with stockings and a garter belt. Her blouse is unbuttoned, exposing her lacey black bra. She has on black heels. Everything is black except her plaid pleated skirt and the white unbuttoned blouse.

“What took you so long? I was about to start playing with myself.”

I groan. “How could you think about starting without me?”

“You were taking too long to get here, baby. What would you expect me to do?”

Carol throws the door open and turns on her heel, walking deeper into her townhouse. She sashays, and I can’t stop looking at her ass in that skirt. I’m obsessed with how the garter belt hooks to her stockings. I want to peek under her skirt and unfasten the garter belt.

“You’re free to do whatever you wish, my love.”

“So romantic. So sappy.”

“I missed you today.”

“Likewise,” Carol says in a nonchalant tone. “I missed you even more when the minutes kept ticking by, and you were nowhere to be found.”

“Forgive me, Carol. I never intended to arrive late. There was an emergency at a store.”

“Oh no,” Carol gasps. She clutches her chest, as though she’s acting in a play. “Is everyone okay?”

“Yes, it was an unarmed robbery. They were trying to sneak out with a bunch of stuff under their clothes.”

“That’s too bad. Something to drink, handsome?”

“Whiskey has no carbs, right?”

“Correct,” she says.

“I’ll have a whiskey with water.”

“Excellent. I’ll do the same.” Carol fills two glasses with ice, pouring whiskey and water over the cubes. She hands one to me and holds up the other. “Cheers.”

We clink our glasses together. She steps forward, wrapping her hand around the back of my neck. I step forward to close the space between us, and something hard pushes against my leg. I ignore it as Carol kisses me, but the hardness doesn’t disappear.

Carol is smirking when she steps back. We both look down at her skirt, and that’s when I notice it. The unmistakable outline.

She’s wearing a strap. It’s not a small one, either.

“Why don’t you get down there and peek under my skirt?”

My dick throbs beneath my pants. I’ve never seen anything as sexy as Carol in a skirt with a strap under her skirt. Her blouse unbuttoned, teasing me with amazing cleavage. I want her nipple in my mouth. I want her dick in my ass.

“Fuck,” I say.

Carol presses her hand against my shoulder, guiding me to my knees. I sink to the floor, blinded by desire. My dick is leaking into my pants. I grasp Carol’s thighs, nervous to look beneath her skirt. I know whatever dick she’s wearing is huge, and she’s probably wearing it for a reason.

Carol grabs my hand, moving it to the hem of her skirt. “Don’t be afraid.”

I swallow and lift Carol’s skirt. The dick is long, thick, and clear. It’s not the biggest dick in the world, but it’s bigger than anything I’ve taken. Carol has been stretching my hole, though. Training me for this moment. I’m ready. I have to be.

“Your dick is gorgeous,” I say, looking at Carol through hooded eyes. I wrap my hand around her cock, mesmerized by its size. Entranced by how I can see her pussy beneath the strap. I move my mouth to her heavenly flower, but Carol stops me.

She moves my face until the tip of her dick is centimeters from my mouth. She wags her dick. “Suck my big cock, baby.”

I squeeze my thighs together. My cock is throbbing in its little cage, probably covering my trunks in precum. Carol still won’t let me wear lingerie, no matter how much I beg. She says I must wait until she’s ready, so I’ll be patient.

I wrap my hand around the base of Carol’s fat cock. She stares at me as I part my lips, taking her dick. It feels natural once I close my mouth and suck, bobbing my head along her length.

Carol moans as she watches me suck her cock. She shimmies out of her blouse and tosses it on the kitchen counter. She unhooks her bra and throws it on top of her discarded blouse. I break my contact and stroke her cock.

“Keep sucking my cock,” Carol says and pushes my head.

I listen without hesitation. My days are spent managing stores and controlling other people's lives, so I love how I can let go with Carol. I can surrender myself to her. Put myself in her hands.

Carol holds the back of my head as I suck her cock with determination. I can’t disappoint my woman. I must please her.

“Fuck,” Carol says as she watches me. “I need to fuck that ass. Come upstairs.”

Carol puts out her hand and pulls me to my feet. We leave the kitchen and head upstairs to her bedroom.

“Take off everything. Strip naked.”

“As you wish,” I say. I take off everything, staring into Carol’s eyes as I do. Until I’m left wearing nothing except the cage around my cock. The cage Carol controls. The longer I wear it, the less I think I could live without it. Wearing it for Carol is more intimate than my wedding band ever felt. More profound.

Carol walks around me, running her fingertip along my skin. Her touch weakens me. Cripples me. It burns me until I’m too desperate to breathe. I gasp like a fish out of water. My pathetic cock pushes against its cage.

Carol wraps her hand around my dick. Her warm fingers feel like liquid sweetness. She strokes around my cage, staring at me with her gorgeous blue eyes as she does.

“Put your hand on my cock. Stroke it like I’m stroking yours,” she says.

I lift Carol’s skirt and place my hand on her member, stroking her thickness.

“You want my dick in your ass?”

My hole twitches. “I need it, Carol. Fuck me with your big dick.”

Carol smacks my ass. “Get on the bed.”

I fall on the edge of the bed and throw my legs in the air. I hold the back of my knees, exposing my hole to Carol. She steps forward and slaps my hole with her dick. I moan, ready for her to fuck me.

“Tell me how much you want my dick, Justin.”

“I need it. I’m dying to have it.”

“It’s so sexy watching you like this, giving me your hole.” Carol stares at me as she picks up a bottle of lube. She turns it over, and the lube falls onto my hole. Carol slaps my hole and moves the lubricant all around my twitching entrance. Opening and closing, contracting with anticipation.

Carol rubs the lube on her dick, and my eyes nearly leave my head when she pushes into me. My legs fall, and I push her massive dick out of my hole.

“I thought you wanted my dick,” Carol says with a giggle.

“I do,” I say. “It hurt more than I was expecting.”

“You can tell me to stop,” Carol says.

“No.” I get back to the edge of the bed and throw my legs in the air. Carol puts more lube on her dick and pushes into me. It feels much better the second time. My hole relaxes. I’m ready to take her, and she’s ready to give it to me.

Carol fucks me. Euphoria overtakes me, and I’m too lost to notice anything except how amazing her dick feels stretching my ass.

Carol pulls out of me as I’m lost in the movement, leaving me empty and hungry for more of her dick.

“Close your eyes.”

I do as she says, and then I hear her drawer open. A key rattles. Seconds later, she’s unlocking my cage. My dick is already growing as she lifts the cages, setting my cock free.

“Now I can really fuck you,” she says.

Carol adds more lube to her dick and pushes into me with force. I moan as her cock fills me. She fucks my hole, and then she wraps her slick hand around my dick. I’m sensitive. Her touch is sending me to the edge of an orgasm, but I’ve trained. I’m ready to hold my cum for her. I’m ready to wait for my woman.

Carol fucks me a few minutes longer, slowly stroking my dick. I holler when I get close. She releases me for a few seconds, but then she’s right back to edging me. Fucking me. Hitting my spot.

“I’m trying, baby, but I don’t know if I can keep holding it.”

“You want to cum?”

“I need to.”

“Fuck, I love watching your hole stretch around my dick. It’s so sexy,” she says, looking down to where my ass meets her dick.

“I love watching your breasts sway when you fuck me,” I say.

“Touch them while I make you cum,” she says.

“Can I cum?”

Carol nods and wraps her hand around my dick. I lift myself to squeeze her breasts. They’re soft and perfect in my hands. Carol strokes my dick, and I can’t hold my orgasm any longer.

I holler, releasing my load all over her hand. Carol grins as she keeps stroking my cock. I try to push away her hand when the pressure becomes too intense to handle, but she doesn’t let me move her hand. “Enjoy this while your cock is free.”

Carol rubs my cock until she milks every ounce of cum from my dick.

“Now it’s your turn,” Carol says. She unhooks her strap and drops it to the floor. “Make me cum.”

I get to my knees and rush to her pussy, using my mouth and fingers just the way she likes.


10

Beatrice is working from home in her condo. The condo she had to get after Vincent had his affair and broke up their family. She’ll always hate Vincent for what he did, but she never would have met Steven if it weren’t for her ex-husband’s actions.

Beatrice got a two-bedroom, two-bathroom condo when her divorce went through. In addition to the bedrooms, there’s a small office where she is typing on her computer.

She had to get another one for Vincent, too. Her skin crawls every time she pays the bills so that he can live there, but he’s still taking care of their daughter Whitney most of the time, so Beatrice is learning to live with the expenses.

A knock on the door startles Beatrice. The condos have open-air entrances, but there is a guard at the entrance of the community, so whoever is there must be a neighbor or someone Beatrice knows.

To her surprise and disgust, Vincent is standing on the other side when she opens the door.

Beatrice crosses her arms. “What do you want, Vincent? Whitney is at school.”

“It’s Judy. She’s crazy. Legit, she needs help. She has been acting like an insane person ever since you guys found out about us.”

“Why is that my problem, Vincent? You’re the one who fucked her, along with all the other moms in the school.”

Vincent frowns. He looks each way. “I want to give us another try, Beatrice. None of those other women compare to you. You’re the best. I don’t know what I was thinking. You were working all the time. Always busy having lunch or dinner with clients. I got jealous, but it wasn’t right. You were just trying to provide for your family.”

Beatrice sighs. She never expected Vincent to show up at her door like this. She’s never seen anything as pathetic as her cheating ex-husband begging to take her back.

“I’m still supporting the family because of how nasty you were in court.”

“You’re right. I should have done better. You deserve better. Give me another chance.”

“Vincent, you should leave.”

“Beatrice, no. I can’t leave. I need you,” he says.

“Fine. Come inside,” Beatrice says and smirks. “Have a seat. Would you like some water?”

Vincent plops on the sofa and relaxes into the cushions, acting like he owns the place. Acting like he never cheated a day in his life. “Water would be nice, B. Thanks.”

Beatrice plasters a smile on her face as she walks to her cabinet to grab a glass for Vincent. “Ice?”

“You spoil me, baby. I knew we could make this work. I knew it.”

Beatrice fills the glass with ice water, walking back to Vincent with the same smile. She isn’t the same woman he left. She’s changed, and he’s about to learn how much.

“Here,” she says.

“Thanks,” Vincent says. He grabs the glass and chugs the water.

Beatrice leaves the room while he’s drinking. She has a meeting in an hour, but she’ll only need a few minutes to make Vincent scream. Beatrice takes off what she’s wearing and changes into sexy lingerie and a pair of heels. She grabs her flogger and walks back into the living room.

Vincent’s mouth falls open when he sees Beatrice. He stands and strides toward her like he’s about to take her. Like he would have taken her in the past, but Beatrice isn’t about to give him any of her power. She has the money. She’s the one who is working to put food on the cheating bastard’s table.

“Get to your knees,” Beatrice commands. Her words echo off the walls.

Vincent stares at Beatrice, testing her, but then he falls to his knees. He can tell she isn’t joking. She pulls the flogger from behind her back, and Vincent knows he’s in trouble. He flew into a spider’s web, and it’s too late to escape.

“You have some nerve, Vincent. Coming back here. Acting like there’s any chance we can get back together.”

“But…”

“But what, Vincent? I’m over you, and now you must pay.” Beatrice grabs a chair from her dining-room table, and she places it in front of Vincent. “Bend over the chair.”

Vincent places his elbows on the seat of the chair. He glances at Beatrice with pleading eyes, but she’s over his games. She might have taken him back at one point, but not after everything she’s found out. Vincent is nothing except a dog, and he deserves some punishment.

“Unbuckle your pants and pull them down.”

Vincent swallows, but he does what she says. To Beatrice’s delight, Vincent is rock hard when he does it. She points at his cock and laughs. Laughs as the weights of her past fall from her shoulders.

“You’re hard for a spanking. I can’t wait to tell Carol. You thought you were so manly, but you’re nothing but a coward. I feel sorry for you because you’ll miss me even more after today, and you’ll never have me again.”

“Beatrice,” Vincent says in a faint voice.

“Shut up and look at the chair,” she says.

Vincent drops his head, and Beatrice gives him the spanking of his life before kicking him to the curb and washing her heart of all its romantic ties to the man.
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Carol

“What’s this for?” Justin asks, holding the present I just handed him. It’s a random weekday night, and we’re cuddling on his couch watching TV.

“It’s something special. Open it,” I say.

Justin grins as he pulls the tape from the back of the present. He’s careful to unwrap the gift without tearing the paper. His gentle movements are adorable. The paper is going into the recycling whether he’s careful or sloppy.

Justin holds the box in his lap. “I’m nervous,” he says.

“What do you think it is?”

“I don’t know. Some type of toy I’m not ready to experience.”

“Wrong,” I say. I touch his shoulder, feeling as overwhelmed by our love as I do every other night. “Open it and stop asking questions.”

Justin lifts the box and gasps when he sees what’s under the lid. “You’re kidding. I can’t believe you got me these,” he says. Excitement tears through his voice as he holds the pink lingerie in the air. He turns them around and tilts his head when he discovers the big hole in the backside.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a lace jockstrap. Designed for men. It has a pouch in the front and everything,” I say and point out the space for his dick.

“You’re the best,” Justin says. He leans over to kiss me.

I squeeze his face against mine, deepening the kiss. “No, you’re the best.”

“Do you mind if I put on the jockstrap?”

“I’d be upset if you didn’t,” I say.

Justin runs out of the room to his bathroom. He comes back wearing nothing except his pink lace jockstrap, and my pussy gets a little wet from seeing him in it.

“They fit you perfectly.”

Justin blushes. “I was a little worried the cage wouldn’t fit, but it does.”

“Like a glove. Guess what?”

“You have another surprise?”

I grin and nod, pulling anal beads from behind my back. “How about we use that space wisely and put these in your hole?”

Justin beams. “I’ll get the lube.” He struts across the room, glancing over his shoulder to wink. He disappears into his room to get what we need to have some fun.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Pushing Boundaries.

Carol has a lot of plans for Justin. She has him in a cage and finally indulged him by giving him a pink lace jockstrap, but there’s so much more on the horizon for the happy couple.

Beatrice and Simon have also found something special, but they’re only just beginning their journey. Beatrice has much to learn about herself, and Simon will be there to help her on her journey.

Book 3 will have its own surprises. The girls just might bring another friend into the mix!


NEW BEGINNINGS

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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Justin

White lingerie clings to my legs. I’ve never felt more beautiful in my life. A t-shirt covers my torso, but it’s short enough to reveal my gorgeous white thong. It’s only been a week since Carol gave me a pink lace jockstrap, and I’ve had her buy me a few others since. Lingerie stores are the most tempting places I’ve ever seen since accepting my truest desires. They’re nearly impossible to avoid, but Carol wants to guide my development. She wants to do my shopping.

I’m over at Carol’s, waiting for her to return from work. I have a chicken and broccoli casserole in the oven, filling the townhouse with lovely smells. There’s a salad in the fridge, ready to toss whenever Carol gives the order. Some days she wants to shower after work. Others she likes to eat right away. I don’t mind. Whatever she wants is fine.

I have my lingerie. I have my cage. Carol is the best girlfriend in the world. My daughters are in good health. Life is grand. I can’t imagine how it could get better, and I hope it never becomes worse.

Losing Carol is one of my biggest fears. Losing what we have and how far we’ve come. No other woman could give me the freedom Carol provides. I need her in my life and hope my intensifying obsession with lingerie doesn’t alienate her.

Carol gave me a pink lace jockstrap, which I loved, but that was so she could fuck while I wore it. She’s fulfilled her wish a couple times over the past week, but I’ve been pushing her for more. The white thong I’m wearing now is from the women’s section. It’s so tight around my cock cage. It’s almost suffocating, but I love it.

I love how my legs look endless coming out of the fabric. My dick has never looked bigger. The cage only adds to its size. Carol plays along and acts like she doesn’t mind running to the store to buy more lingerie, but I’m no fool. I see the growing doubt in her eyes. The expression that screams ‘have I made a mistake?’.

Carol has given me freedom in life. Freedom to be myself. She pushes me in all the right ways. I’ve grown my business with her advice. She suggested hiring others to take loads off my plate. Those changes have only helped.

I used to hate the cage around my dick, but now I love Carol controlling my orgasms. I don’t run to the stall at work to jack off into the toilet when I’m stressed at work. Instead, deep breathing exercises I’ve learned from Carol guide me from overwhelmed to calm. I anticipate needs for my business instead of putting out fires.

Carol and I have been together for mere months, but my life has transformed more in that time than it had in years prior. I used to be in such a rut. A loveless marriage. More overweight than I am now. I also felt so much worse. There was a cloud was hanging over me everywhere I went, but those days are the past.

A timer beeps, and I sashay to the oven. I love being alone in my lingerie. I love feeling womanly and fabulous. My imagination runs wild when I wear panties and thongs, and if I close my eyes, I feel like a gorgeous woman for the briefest of seconds. Like a woman on a dancefloor, capturing the attention of an entire room as I spin in circles.

I pull the casserole out of the oven and place it on the counter. It shouldn’t be long until Carol arrives. I spend the time running around her townhouse, cleaning everything in sight.

***

Carol

I love Justin. I can’t imagine my life without him. Our relationship started out rocky, but we’ve landed in a pleasant spot. A place I should be happy about, but I can’t avoid this nagging uncertainty in my heart.

Have I created a monster? Have I unleashed a beast I can’t handle? There have been changes in our relationship since I gave Justin lingerie. Changes in our dynamic. I’m losing my grip. Slipping down a hill toward a cliff that falls into uncharted waters.

The hospital kicked my ass today. Justin is waiting for me, and I can’t wait to see him, but my job is so straining some days. I work as a physician assistant. It’s always been my dream to help people, and I have no plans to switch careers, but it might be nice to have a night alone.

A night away from Justin and his panties.

He’s asked me to visit the mall twice in the past week. When we are sitting on the couch, he searches websites for new pairs. I don’t think he’s ordered any, but it’s only a matter of time. I’m happy Justin is discovering himself, but I have yet to deal with my own feelings about him wearing lingerie.

The pink lace jockstrap wasn’t enough for him like I thought it’d be. I thought he would drop the lingerie topic after his gift, but no. Justin wants more. Much more than I’m willing to give.

I pull into the parking space outside of my townhouse. Justin’s bike is on the porch. I sigh as I grab my purse from the passenger’s seat. Justin is probably prancing around in a fresh pair of panties he asked me to buy, and I’m not sure I can handle it.

I need a bath. Space. A night alone to process my thoughts. It’ll break Justin’s heart, but I might even need some time apart. Not a breakup. Time to process his changing desires. Time to evaluate my own.

Justin opens the door before my hand even touches the knob. “Hey, beautiful. How was work?”

My skin crawls as I step into my townhouse. It smells incredible, like a mixture of baked goods and cleaning products, but it’s too much. I bite the corner of my bottom lip, staring at Justin like a statue. He’s wearing a t-shirt and a new white thong. All I notice is the outline of his cock cage.

“Carol, are you okay?” Justin asks, waving his hand in my face.

“Work was fine, but I need to shower. Thanks for cleaning,” I say and kiss his cheek. I turn and walk up the stairs, glancing down at Justin just before I’m out of sight. He’s staring at me with heartbroken eyes, like he knows I’m pulling away. I hate myself for stepping back, but work has been so stressful, and sometimes our love is overwhelming.

It's too much for me to have this control over Justin. It’s too much to watch him develop an obsession with lingerie. There’s no telling what he’ll want next. I wonder if I’ll be ready.

Will I be able to maintain control?

Water runs over my body. I wash the workday from my skin, feeling cleaner as soap suds run down the drain. I step out of the shower and wipe my hand across the foggy glass. No towel covers my body. I stare at myself. My strawberry blonde hair looks as dull as I feel.

I grab a towel and dry myself, tossing it to the floor. I turn on my blow dryer to blow out my hair, letting the luscious locks land on my shoulders. The colors of my hair are brighter now that it’s dry. I’m in a teasing mood, so I don’t bother putting on a bra. Panties aren’t necessary either. I grab a black teddy and matching kitten heels. If the hem rides too far up, Justin will have to deal with the view. I doubt he’ll mind.

I spritz perfume on my neck. It’s Justin’s favorite. Anything to drive him wild. I love when his eyes lose focus from craving me.

Justin is standing in the kitchen when I head downstairs. He doesn’t run to me, but he watches me from when I descend the steps until I’m inches from him.

“What did you cook, honey?”

“I made chicken and broccoli casserole.”

I run my finger from the base of Justin’s neck to his chin. A moan escapes his mouth when I hook my thumb to rub his lip. I reach down with my other hand to grab his caged dick. His body tenses, and I know he wants me. He wants me to put on my strap and fuck him. He wants me to spank him.

“Tell me what you love most,” I say.

“I love you controlling me like this. My dick locked up. I used to hate it, but I don’t know what I’d do without it now. I would go crazy.”

“Serve me a plate. I’m hungry,” I say and release Justin’s package.

Justin runs around the kitchen to fill two plates with casserole and a side salad. I sit at the table, watching him frolic around the kitchen in his white thong. I love Justin, but he’s moving so fast with the lingerie. He’s taking control, making me lose sight of what we have.

“Here you go,” Justin says and places a plate in front of me. I reach around and spank his ass, moving my fingers beneath the bit of fabric his thong has. “You like these? You got them for me last week.”

“They’re nice,” I say. When I went to the lingerie store, I grabbed a few pairs that were Justin’s size without paying much attention.

I wish the lingerie didn’t have this effect on me, but it might be more the change than anything. Justin’s grown so confident in himself, and I can’t be happier about his progress, but I have to worry about myself, even if it’s the hardest thing I’ll ever do.

“Let’s eat,” I say.

Justin nods and grabs his plate from the counter. He has napkins out. The pepper grinder. Everything is perfect, like Justin.

“How was work?”

“It was great. The businesses have never been better, thanks to your advice. Maybe you should have gone into business instead of medicine.”

I chuckle, pride running through me. “Maybe.”

We eat the casserole, and Justin has fruit tarts in the fridge for us. He brought them from the grocery store he owns. We eat the fruit tarts and chat about the vacation we took over the summer with his daughters and float ideas for what we might do during the fall. Haunted houses? Hayrides? Apple picking?

Justin falls silent a few minutes after finishing dessert. His gaze doesn’t leave my exposed chest.

I breathe deeply and stand. I take Justin’s hand and lead him upstairs. He follows me into the bedroom with an eager expression. I open my drawer where I keep the key to his cage and dangle it in the air, “why don’t we let your friend out to play?”

“You mean it?”

I nod and move across the room, sitting on the edge of the bed. My gaze runs from Justin’s eyes down to the outline of his cock. I curl my finger and wag it for Justin to step closer. My pussy responds to him. He’s been working out every day and following a diet plan I suggested, and his efforts are really showing. The shape of his body looks more rugged and masculine. His legs show definition.

“Drop your panties to the floor?”

Justin glances down and frowns, like he doesn’t want to take off the lingerie. Like it’s part of him. An extension of his skin.

“Didn’t you hear me, Justin? I won’t repeat myself. Panties to the floor. Now,” I say with a forceful voice.

Justin follows my command and pushes the white thong to the floor. He should really consider shaving if he’s going to wear a thong like that. I don’t mind the hair, but his legs would look even more feminine with smooth skin. Not that I’ll give him the idea. He’s had enough ideas of his own.

“Take off your shirt.”

Justin peels off the t-shirt and tosses it to the floor. I scoot back and lift my legs enough to expose my womanhood. His eyes land on it. I move my hand between my thighs and touch my wetness. Justin watches me with hungry eyes, but he’s still locked in his cage. His dick can try to grow, but he just presses against his cage.

Justin rubs his locked-up cock, watching me play with myself. His cock should be inside me. I want to ride his dick. I don’t want him wearing panties, and I hate myself for having these thoughts because I know how happy the lingerie makes him. It’s impossible to ignore.

I dangle the key to Justin’s cage in the air. “Why don’t we take off that cage?”

“Yes, please.”

His voice is weak. Desperate. He loves how I control him, but I need a break. It’s too much responsibility. My battery needs a recharge.

“Be careful what you wish for,” I say, placing the key into Justin’s lock. I turn it and slide the cage off his cock. It grows hard within seconds, standing long and hard in my face. “Lie on your back.”

Justin moans as he climbs onto the bed, naked from head to toe. Looking masculine and yummy. Justin lies on his back. I grab a couple of pillows and place them under his upper back. “Put your arms behind your head,” I say.

Justin does as I tell him, looking so handsome and masculine. He’s never looked better, and I’ve never felt more submissive since we’ve been together. My pussy becomes sopping wet. I reach between my thighs with one hand and wrap the other around Justin’s thick cock.

I part my lips. He moans as I take his dick into my mouth. I bob my head along his length, savoring the taste of precum dripping out of his slit. His body thrashes when I grab his balls and tug on them, elongating his cock. It pushes into the back of my throat. I purposely choke on it.

Justin never gets blowjobs from me, so it doesn’t take long until he’s telling me he’s about to cum. Trying to tell me to stop before he explodes into my mouth, but I want him to cum. I want to swallow his load.

“Don’t push me off you,” I hiss when Justin tries.

Justin nods and leans his head back. I suck his cock until he shoots loads of cum down my throat. I stand on my knees and touch myself while Justin watches until I cum all over my hand.

He kisses all over my body when I collapse by his side. We’re a sweaty mess, but I plan on taking a bath once I get Justin out of the house.

“Do you mind sleeping at your place? I have to get up early tomorrow,” I say.

“That’s fine. Is everything okay? You’ve been acting different. Do you have a problem with the lingerie?”

“No,” I say without looking at Justin. I have my head on a pillow, turned away from him so he can’t see me. “It’s not the lingerie. It’s not you. I promise. Work has been killing me lately. That’s all.”

“Okay. Can I shower here while I’m not wearing the cage?”

“Go ahead. You can use my bathroom. Mind tossing me a towel first?”

Justin hops off the bed and throws me a towel from the bathroom before closing the door. I wipe my hands clean and run the towel over my mouth. I put on pajamas while Justin is in the shower. No bra, but I’m wearing panties. Boring cotton panties.

Justin comes downstairs after his shower, wearing his thong and the t-shirt. I made a cup of herbal tea while he was upstairs, and I’m sipping it at the table. Justin watches me with concern in his eyes. I have nothing to say. I won’t tell him the truth. If he asks, I’ll say it’s work. We’ll run in circles, and I can’t run tonight.

“I guess I’ll get going. Did you want to put my cage on before I go?” Justin asks and pulls the cage from behind his back. He pulls down his white thong, reaching out his hand.

I take the chastity cage, but I’m not putting it on him. I set it out of his reach. “Pull up your thong, Justin. I’m not putting on the cage.”

“I knew something was wrong,” he says. Justin pulls up his thong and runs for his shorts sitting on the couch. He puts them on over his thong. “Tell me what’s bothering you, Carol.”

“It’s nothing, Justin. I just want to be alone.”

Justin grunts, but he doesn’t protest. He grabs his work bag and kisses me on the lips before heading to the door. I watch as he leaves, glancing at me for several seconds without saying a word. What can he say?

I won’t communicate.

I’m breaking down.

Leave me alone.
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Myles: Working late tonight. Eat dinner without me.

Emma Gayle stares at her husband’s message, wondering where they went wrong. He tells her to eat alone once a week, if not more. She can’t count the times she’s sat alone in restaurants, getting pitiful looks from servers.

There she goes again. Eating all alone.

Emma doesn’t mind eating alone, but she hates how her husband cancels so much. Myles works as a coder. She met him during university, and they fell madly in love. It’s crazy what a decade can do to the spice in a relationship.

They’ve lost what they once had, and Emma has driven herself crazy trying to revive the romance. Everything she does turns around to bite her on the ass.

Picnics in the park lead to complaints about bugs crawling over the food. Insects biting exposed skin.

Trips to the pool lead to sunburns, and Emma never hears the end of it if Myles burns.

She has even tried ice skating in winter. Myles wasn’t half bad, but he complained there were too many people. He also didn’t like wearing used ice skates.

Emma doesn’t know how to win over her husband, but she won’t stop trying to save their marriage. Memories of the fun they used to have keep her striving forward. Myles used to be adventurous, excited about life, and madly in love with her. They used to float down rivers on tubes, make out next to bonfires, and go dancing with their friends.

If Emma could reach into a magic well and pull out a bucket of love potion, she would, but life doesn’t work that way.

Emma leaves her office where she works as a human resources generalist. She’s banking on a promotion to manager in the next few years. If she doesn’t get one, she might move companies. Apply until someone gives her the role.

Maybe she’ll move cities if she’s single, but she doesn’t want to be single. She wants to work out whatever problems she and Myles have, but it’s impossible to get him to talk.

Emma reads the message again and sighs as she walks to the sports bar across the street from her office. The same place she eats alone just about every time Myles cancels. The place where she used to send Myles a stream of endless messages he never replied to, so Emma doesn’t even both replying with more than a simple ‘okay’.

The host recognizes Emma when she walks through the door. It’s only her thousandth time in the restaurant, alone and pathetic. People can only see how she feels, and it crushes her every time Myles cancels because he’ll come home with stories about going to a ‘business dinner’. Alcohol on his breath. Pictures with his work buddies plastered all over social media. If Emma waits at her table long enough, she’ll probably catch the first ones.

“Table for one?”

“Yes, it’s just me.”

The host smirks and grabs a menu. “Right this way.”

Emma follows the host to her table, glancing around the restaurant at all the pairs. There are other like her, alone and pathetic, but she’s the most pathetic of them all. Never arguing with her husband. Breaking her neck to plan their next date. Why should she have to do all the work while Myles goes out with his friends for drinks?

“Your server will be over in a second,” the host says.

“Thank you.” Emma grabs her menu and lifts it to block her face. She knows she’ll order the salad with breaded chicken and a raspberry dressing. Iced tea and lemon with one packet of sugar. She gets the same meal every time she comes to the restaurant.

Sometimes her coworkers will come with her, but most people she works with have kids and run home after work. They also don’t like making plans without notice, and Myles never gives her more than a few hours, so Emma usually comes all alone with a cloud floating over her head. Her attitude sour, like lemons.

Roars of laughter hit Emma’s ears, coming from the table behind her. Two women. They sound happier than Emma has felt in years. She tries to ignore them, but their words penetrate her psyche.

“You should have seen him when I didn’t put on his cage. It looked like he was about to cry.”

They laugh. “Poor Justin. He must be going crazy.”

The other woman’s voice turns more serious. “I know, but I need time to adjust to the lingerie thing. He’s really gone all out. Constantly online looking at panties and thongs and a lot more. He’s going a million miles a minute, and I need to move slower.”

Emma’s ears perk up. The server comes, and she’s quick to order her salad and tea to better listen to the ladies behind her.

“Do what’s right for you, Carol. It’s not like you two are breaking up. Tell him what you need. He’ll understand.”

The Carol woman, Emma assumes, sighs. “You’re right. We’ll talk. What about you, B? How are you and the dentist?”

“Delightful. I’m thinking about putting him in a cage, but I’m on the fence.”

“Be careful before you lock up a man’s dick. It changes the dynamics forever.”

They fall into a fit of laughter, and Emma has never been more curious in her life. She can’t stop her legs from swinging out of the booth. She stands and steps in front of the table. The women stop laughing and stare at Emma like she’s an animal from the zoo.

“Hi. I’m Emma,” she says after a beat of awkward silence. “I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation, and I have a lot of questions.”

Emma watches the ladies exchange a glance, having a silent conversation, sizing up Emma to decide if she can join their club.

“Why not?” the woman with brown hair taps the bench. “Sit here, Emma. I’m Beatrice.”

“Carol,” the other says and waves her hand before taking a sip of her drink.

Emma leans forward and whispers, “did I hear you talking about locking up dicks?”

Beatrice and Carol snicker. “Yes, girl. Let’s just say we like to be in charge,” Beatrice says.

Emma’s heart races as she imagines locking up Myles’s dick. She’s never even considered the possibility, but it sounds more tempting than chocolate ice cream. Emma gestures toward Carol. “So, you’re the one who did it?”

Carol grins. “I’ve done a lot more than lock up my boyfriend’s dick. Are you dating someone?”

“Yeah,” Emma says with a frown. She tells them how Myles cancels on her to have dinner with his work friends.

Carol snaps her fingers. “No, he doesn’t.”

“I wish it weren’t true,” Emma says.

“Sound like you need to teach him a lesson,” Beatrice says.

Carol nods. “Yeah, maybe bend him over your knee to show him who’s boss.”

The server arrives with the salad and iced tea, blushing from Carol’s comment. “Did you move tables?”

“Yes, she did.” Carol speaks with a forceful voice, staring at the man with a powerful gaze. “Is that a problem?”

The man bites his lip. Emma watches the interaction with glee, loving how the man squirms.

“No, it’s no problem. Here you are,” he says and places Emma’s order in front of her. “Need anything else?”

Emma gazes at the server for a beat too long, making him redder than a ripe tomato. “Silverware. We don’t have any at this table.”

“Right away,” the man says and runs to grab Emma the silverware she needs. The ladies laugh, and Emma feels like she’s found two new friends. Two friends who can help pull her out of the funk she’s been in and show her a new way.

She only hopes Myles is ready to accept change when she implements what she learns from Carol and Beatrice that evening.
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“Say it again,” Beatrice says. She’s standing over Simon with a flogger in her hand. He’s on his hands and knees, naked from head to toe. His back and ass are red, burning from the spanking Beatrice has been giving him.

“Spank me, baby. Spank me hard.”

Beatrice gets so wet when Simon begs. She lifts the flogger and brings it down against Simon’s lower back. He lurches forward but returns. He always does. Simon wags his ass in the air, begging Beatrice for more. She kneels by his side and reaches between his legs. He’s rock hard from his spanking.

“You like it when I spank you?” Beatrice asks, rubbing Simon’s cock.

“I love it. Why?”

Beatrice shrugs, thinking about how Carol let Justin out of his cage. She never thought it would happen, but then it did. No warning. Beatrice had been thinking about following Carol’s lead, but she’s not sure she wants to lock up Simon’s cock when she loves it so much.

“Turn over and sit on your ass,” Beatrice says.

Simon does as she says. His dick stands at attention. He juts his arms out behind him to prop himself up. Beatrice stands above him, wearing lingerie and heels. It’s all red, and it looks incredible against her tanned skin. The end of summer is near, and it’s clear Beatrice has been soaking up some sun during the hot months.

“Is your ass sore?”

“Yeah,” Simon says. “I love when I can feel the sting the next day.”

“You’re one naughty boy.”

“Are you going to punish me?”

Beatrice watches Simon. He has his hand on his cock and a look in his eyes like he wants to return to his hands and knees. Like he wants Beatrice to put something up his ass and fuck him. She’s had vibrators, butt plugs, and other delights in his ass. He’s only asked for more, ever since Beatrice stretched his ass for the first time.

“Lie on your back.”

Simon does as she says. They’re in her bedroom. He’s on her floor. There’s plenty of room to have fun elsewhere besides the bed.

Beatrice grabs a condom and rolls it over Simon’s dick. She’s always on top, but part of her wishes she were on bottom. That Simon could take a bit of the control.

“Are you going to put something in my ass?”

Beatrice narrows her eyes at Simon. Who is he to request a toy in his ass? “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Simon nods, his tongue sticking out the side of his mouth. “Yeah, I would. I love when you play with my ass. Who knew it’d feel so good?”

Beatrice stands and walks over to her closet. She pulls out the biggest butt plug she has. If Simon wants something in his ass, it’s going to hurt a little.

Simon’s eyes widened. “I thought we were working our way up to that size.”

“You’re ready, or would you prefer nothing in your ass?”

Simon swallows, shaking his head. “No, it’s okay. Use it.”

Beatrice grabs lubrication and covers the plug until it’s slippery enough to slide into Simon’s tight ass. He’s taken a lot of toys, but they’ve all been smaller. Beatrice bought a box of plugs, and the one in her hand is the biggest.

Simon lifts his hips. Beatrice places the tip of the plug against his hole, and he slowly lowers himself onto the plug. She watches in awe as his hole stretches over the thickening plug. She touches her pussy. Simon grunts and fucks himself until he has the entire plug in his tiny hole.

Beatrice is soaking wet from watching Simon and touching herself. Simon puts his arms above his head, giving himself to Beatrice. She straddles his body and lifts her hips, sinking her pussy on his dick. She places her hands on Simon’s arms and fucks him with her pussy.

She takes control, like Simon enjoys. The same as she’s been doing since the beginning of their relationship. She loves taking control. Spanking Simon. Riding his hard cock. Telling Simon what to do, but a lurking thought pesters her mind after they cum.

Beatrice can’t help thinking she and Simon need a change. 
Perhaps a new beginning.
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Carol

I hold a pair of panties in my hand, wondering how much Justin would love to wear them. They’re olive and some of the softest I’ve ever felt. Simple cotton, but there are two decorative strings to hug the hips. Highlight the curves of the midsection. I haven’t seen Justin in several days. We’ve texted, but I don’t answer his calls. I’m acting like a brat. I don’t want to act right.

The olive panties could be a gift for Justin, but he is pushing me past my limits. He’s entering unfamiliar territory. The lingerie has been his idea from the beginning. I’ve been on the fence, wanting to make him happy but unsure of my own feelings. Playing along to get along, but then I snapped. I took off Justin’s cage and retreated.

My phone vibrates. It’s Justin, but I don’t answer. I hit the side of my phone to silence the call, turning it over to cover the screen.

I hold the olive panties, running my fingers through the strings that hug the waist. Justin would look cute in them. His dick would look massive beneath the fabric. He’s the man I want. The man I need, but I’m lost. Spinning. Wishing I knew how to regain control of the situation.

I turn my wrist to glance at my watch. Justin is probably sitting in his office at the grocery store, too distracted by my ignoring him to work. There’s no denying I’ve been off my game without him.

Are panties really such a big deal?

I bunch the olive thong in my hand and rush downstairs to where I keep all the supplies for the holidays. There’s a mountain of gift bags. I grab one, along with some tissue paper, and stuff the olive thong into the bag.

I run upstairs to my bedroom and need to catch my breath at the top of the stairs. Justin won’t be expecting me, but I need to see him. I rummage through my closet and race out the door ten minutes later with his gift in hand.

Justin and I need to speak. I need to tell him how I’m feeling. I need to confess how he’s moving too fast for me. Hopefully he understands. I need him in my life.

No amount of lingerie will stop me from loving Justin.

***

Justin

How many times can I call Carol and have her ignore me?

Each time crushes me more. I can’t continue humiliating myself while she’s out living her life, doing whatever she wants. Carol and I were going places. Now, she’s throwing away everything we’ve built. She took off my chastity cage, and I can’t stop masturbating.

I run to the bathroom stall every couple of hours and watch my pitiful seed swirl down the toilet. I thought I’d overcome jacking off to reduce stress. Turns out I was wrong. The funny thing is, I only get more stressed each time I cum. My thick loads have become nothing but air. My body doesn’t have enough time to produce more cum between ejaculations.

Edward, my assistant, pops his head into my office. “We have the meeting in thirty. Will you be ready?”

I wipe a hand down my face. I forgot I had asked all the store managers from around the city to come to the store where I have my office to go over expectations for the upcoming fall and holiday season. It’s our busiest time of year, so we need to prepare.

“Yeah, Edward. I’ll be ready. Thanks. Is the conference room set up? Waters. Snacks.”

“Everything is taken care of, sir. Have you reviewed the revised presentation? I emailed it to you this morning.”

I haven’t even checked my email today, but I lie to Edward that I’ve seen his message. I lie that I’m at all ready for the meeting. Maybe I’ll have Edward run it at the last minute.

I’ve been in shambles since Carol took off my cage. There was something off about her that evening from the moment she walked through the door. I felt it in my gut when she looked at me while going up the stairs. I felt it during our stilted conversation over dinner.

Edward leaves my office. I open the email. It’s a fantastic presentation, but I don’t think it’s for me to give. Edward knows the managers. They respect him as my assistant. If I say he should lead the presentation, nobody will question my decision.

I’m staring at old messages between Carol and me when my door opens. No knock. No words.

“Please come back in two hours after the meeting,” I say without lifting my head.

“Are you sure that’s what you want?”

It’s Carol’s voice. I lift my gaze, and she’s never looked more gorgeous. A wall of emotion hits me as I realize how much I’ve been missing her. How crazy I’ve been going without her.

“No, don’t go. Please,” I say and gesture to the chair on the other side of my desk.

Carol grins. She’s wearing a white dress with black tights and black flats. Her hair bounces on her shoulders as she walks across the room. She places the bag she’s holding on my desk. “I got you a present, but I wanted to talk before you open it.”

“Anything,” I say. “What’s on your mind? You can tell me anything.”

“It’s the lingerie. You’ve been moving too fast for me, Justin. You’ve taken the driver’s seat from me and kicked me out of the car.”

“No, it’s not like that. Nothing in my life is the same without you. Please know I never meant to hurt you.”

Carol grins and pushes a hand through her hair. “I know, honey. I know. You got excited and couldn’t help yourself, but you were asking a lot of me. Going to the stores. Wearing panties around the house. It was a one-eighty, and I never had time to adjust.”

I nod. Carol’s words hurt, but I’m happy she’s here. I’m happy she’s being honest. There’s hope for us. What we have is worth fighting to keep. “If you need to move slower, we can do that. Whatever you need.”

Carol traces her finger along the edge of my desk, looking at me with lust in her eyes. I have a meeting soon, but I want her. I wish she would bend me over her knee and spank me. “You know what I need?”

“No,” I say and shake my head. “Is it in the bag?”

My hand moves toward the bag on my desk, but Carol slaps it away. “Don’t touch the bag without my permission.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Why do you always apologize? For everything. It’s like you have no backbone. How do you run the empire you have?”

Carol’s voice sends me back to when we first started hanging out; to the first time she spanked me. Humiliated me. She opened a door to a magical world, and I’ve been frolicking through the fields. Vegetation reaching my waist, but it doesn’t hurt. It doesn’t itch. These are magical plants that only produce pleasure.

“I struggle. They don’t see how out of control I feel. Nobody knows the truth except you.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, Carol. I don’t have to worry about anything when I’m with you. My world is complete. The stress from my life fades. You don’t know how crazy I’ve been going these past few days.”

Carol stands and leans over the desk. “Kiss me.”

I don’t hesitate. Her lips are everything I’ve been craving since she took off my cage. “Promise not to ignore my calls?”

“Only if I’m too busy to answer,” Carol says. She kisses me again before leaning back in her seat. “Open your present now.”

I grab the bag from my desk, excited to see what’s inside. I pull out a pair of olive panties. They are more intricate than any I’ve ever worn. “Are these for me?”

“Yeah, and I want to watch you put them on.”

“Here? Carol, I—”

“Are you arguing with me, Justin? If you’re going to wear lingerie, you’re going to do it on my terms. Do you understand?”

I bite my lip, not wanting to disobey Carol after all our days apart, but managers from every store I own will arrive soon if they haven’t already. “Yes, but—”

“Justin, if you don’t put those panties on right now, you will regret it. I can promise you that.”

“Okay. Give me a second,” I say. I’m wearing khakis and a button-up shirt. It’s what I wear to the office most days unless I have an important meeting or business lunch. Today’s meeting is important, but I don’t have to dress well for it. My managers know me, but they don’t know my love for panties. I would also prefer they don’t find out by catching me changing into olive panties.

Not to mention the window behind my desk overlooking the grocery store.

“I’m waiting, Justin. We’re not getting any younger.”

I hold up the olive panties, wondering why Carol has proposed this wicked idea. “It’s just that I have a meeting in a few, and people will be right outside the door.”

Carol huffs. “You think I care what those people think?”

“What about the window?”

“You have blinds. Lower them if you’re so afraid. You could also come over to this side of the desk and give me a little show.”

I swallow, nervous to do anything except run out of my office door, but then I know Carol would punish me. She would ignore me. She’s offering an olive branch, literally, and I must accept it. We both have our needs, and she needs control over our relationship, especially when she’s giving me what I want most.

“Fine.” I lower the blinds and walk over to where Carol is sitting with the panties in my hand. Carol watches as I undo my belt. The door is thick enough to muffle the sounds coming from the other side, but they’re still present. Footsteps. Laughter. People gathering.

Carol smiles when my belt falls to the floor. I undo my tie and toss it at her, shaking my hips, trying to be quiet, even though every single person walking up those stairs knows where my office is. They know my door is the door. Boss’s door.

Fuck, I’m already hard as I unbutton my pants.

Carol watches with anticipation as I push down my khakis. “No panties?”

I press a finger to my lips and glance at the door. People are in the hallway, and the meeting is mere minutes from starting. I can’t believe I’m undressing when I know good and well Edward will come knocking. I step out of my pants.

“Give me your chair,” I say.

Carol giggles. She reaches between her legs without moving, snaking her hand to the shadows beneath her dress. She’s wearing tights, so I never noticed, but there’s an outline of something pressing against her thigh.

My dick pulsates. I’m standing in a pair of trunk briefs Carol bought me, nervous Edward will barge into the room. “Carol, seriously. Give me the chair,” I say in a harsh whisper.

“Why would I do that? You’re so cute when you’re nervous.”

“Carol. Please,” I say.

“Only if you do something for me.”

“Anything. Just give me the chair.”

“Anything? Well, if you say so.”

I hesitate when Carol stands from the chair. Nervous about her expression. I don’t know what I’ve agreed to, but there’s no time to waste. I grab the chair and push it under the doorknob. There are only a few minutes until the meeting when I glance at the clock.

Carol is perching on the edge of my desk, watching me like a predator. “Why are you still wearing those boring trunks when I bought you beautiful lingerie? You’re really upsetting me, Justin.”

“Don’t be upset, Carol. I’ll be quick,” I say and push my underwear to the floor. I grab the olive panties and pull them up my legs. My dick is so hard that it barely fits under the soft fabric. I push it up and to the side, adjusting the strings to wrap them around my hips. They’re sexier than any pair I’ve had to date.

“What do you think?” Carol asks. She has her legs crossed and looks so inviting. I want to do so many nasty things, but my staff. They’re outside my door. How long can we pretend we don’t hear everyone?

“They’re amazing, but—”

“Take off my tights. I have another surprise.”

I lick my lips and glance over my shoulder. There’s no way I can resist Carol’s pull. She watches with delight as I cross the room.

“Get on your knees, Justin.”

I’m naked except for my panties. My dick is shaking like it might rocket off my body. I sink to my knees. Carol kicks off her flats like she doesn’t have a care in the world.

“Can’t you hear everyone, Carol?” I ask with her foot in my hand.

“How dense do you think I am, Justin? You aren’t thinking, though. You have more power than you realize. Why would anyone barge into boss’s office?”

I swallow and hope Carol’s right as I reach up her dress, desperate to fulfill her orders. Desperate to taste her pussy against my lips. I love when she sits on my face and covers me with her juices. She’s my favorite dessert.

“What surprise are you hiding?” I ask.

“You’ll see.”

***

Carol

I’m as nervous as Justin, but I can’t show it. I need to be the bad bitch in charge. Justin can’t think I’m afraid of his employees finding us, even though I am. There must be at least thirty people on the other side of the door. Their chatter is deafening, but I’m not about to let them stop me from executing my plan.

Justin grabs the waistline of my tights and pulls them down, revealing my strap.

I grab the base of my cock and wag it in Justin’s face. It’s not the biggest strap, but it’ll be more than enough to teach Justin a lesson.

He moans as I wag my cock in his face. He loves my dick so much. I know he loves my pussy even more, but he’ll only get that if he behaves. Slows down. Allows me to lead the way.

“Tell me how much you like it.”

“I love your dick. It’s so sexy.”

I pull down my dress and bra to reveal my breasts. He stares at me, looking like drool will fall from his lips any second. He better not waste his saliva. Justin will need every drop for what I have planned.

“Suck my cock, honey. Then I’m going to stick it in your ass.”

Justin purrs and moves his lips to my dick. I watch as his mouth opens and wraps around my cock. People are laughing outside the door as Justin sucks my dick. I wonder what they’d think if they knew their boss was just on the other side of the door sucking his girlfriend’s cock. On his knees, wearing nothing except an olive thong.

Pussy juices run down my legs as I watch Justin bob his head along my cock, slurping away. He must have forgotten all about his meeting. His employees.

Until someone tries to open the door. Justin moves his lips off my cock and gasps, looking over his shoulder at the door.

“Busy,” he says.

“We’re about to start the meeting. You ready?”

Justin looks at me. I shrug. I still want to fuck him. “Tell them you can’t go,” I whisper.

“Sorry, it’s Carol. She had an emergency. Do the meeting without me, Edward.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah,” he says. “She needs me.”

“Okay, boss. Join us if you can.”

Edward walks away from the door, and we’re left alone. The sounds from the hallway diminish. Justin returns his mouth to my dick, and I push the back of his head, making him choke.

I can’t wait to watch my cock spread Justin’s ass.

“You think you got it wet enough?”

“You didn’t bring lube?”

I chuckle. “No, sweetie. Completely slipped my mind.”

“How do you expect me to take your dick without lube?”

“Get it wet with your mouth.”

Justin swallows and sucks my cock, making it as sloppy as he can. He runs his tongue along his hand and moves his panties to the side to wet his hole. I moan, watching him. “Bend your ass over this desk so I can fuck you.”

Justin rushes to fulfill my order. He pushes his papers and everything out of the way to bend over his desk. I move his panties further to the side, spreading his cheeks to reveal his hole. It's so tiny and wet.

I rub my cock against his hole. Justin moans each time it brushes his entrance.

I push into him. He cries out. I cover his mouth and tell him to shut up and take it. He drops his head and grips the desk as I thrust in and out of his tiny hole. I pull out of him, spitting on my cock. I spit into my hand and rub it against his hole before pushing back into him.

He moans and takes my dick. I pull him off the desk, reaching around to touch his cock. It’s dripping wet. He’s leaking like crazy. He moans when I rub his cock under the olive panties he’ll have to wash when he gets home. They’re soiled.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.”

“You like wearing panties when you cum?”

“I fucking love it,” Justin says and drops his head.

I smile as I thrust. Justin is moaning like crazy, and I can’t wait to make him cum. I want to see him spray his seed.

“Cum on your desk.”

“Shit,” Justin says and grabs his dick. It doesn’t take him more than a few seconds to make my dreams come true. He covers his desk with white goo. My nipples are rock hard, and my pussy is throbbing. It needs his mouth.

“Make me cum. On your knees.”

Justin nods and drops to his knees. He doesn’t care about whatever papers he ruined with his cum. He only cares about fulfilling my needs.

“Take off my strap and eat me out.”

My strap falls to the floor as Justin undoes it. I cry through a clenched mouth when Justin puts his mouth on my pussy. He’s gentle, licking from my lips to my clit and back. He sticks a finger into me, gradually getting rougher. Serving me exactly how I like.

He slaps my clit and runs his tongue all over my swollen pussy. He adds two fingers and stretches out my desperate hole, fucking me as he wraps his lips around my thumping clit. I hold his head as he sucks and fucks me, pushing me to the edge in no time.

I do my best to withhold the scream in my throat. It doesn’t leave my lips, but some foreign sound does, and I cum all over Justin’s face.

He drinks me up, and I pull him to his feet for a kiss.

I touch his softening cock before looking into Justin’s eyes. “I love you, Justin.”

“I love you too, Carol.”

“You should wear those panties the rest of the day.”

“I wouldn’t dream of taking them off.”

“Do you mind taking the strap home to clean it?”

Justin hesitates, but he agrees.

“Great,” I say and pick up my tights. I pull them up my legs after wiping myself clean with Justin’s discarded trunks. He uses them second. “Is there a bathroom up here?”

“Yeah, it’s off the break room. You can use it first. I’ll probably stay in here a few minutes.”

“Wouldn’t want anyone to see this mess.” I wink and kiss Justin on the cheek. “See you later.”

He shakes his head as he follows me to the door. I step outside, feeling triumphant. Justin closes the door behind me.

Nobody can see me from the meeting, much to my relief. I run to the bathroom, freshen up, and escape down the stairs before anyone finds me.
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Emma stirs a pot of tomato soup, waiting for Myles to show up from work. He’s been staying late at the office more and more. How much longer can Emma ignore their wavering connection? She wants her marriage to work, but they need a reset.

Myles walks through the door an hour later than Emma expects, but she says nothing. There’s garlic bread in the oven. Pesto and meatballs kept warm in a pot. Tomato soup. Basil and oil sitting out to top the soup when they’re ready to eat.

“Good evening, Myles. Can I help with your bag?”

“Uh, sure.” Myles passes Emma his computer bag.

“I’ll put this in your office. Why don’t you get settled?”

Myles swallows, taken aback by Emma’s mood. She normally flips when he arrives late. He stopped by the bar on his way home for a drink with his buddies, unable to resist their invitation. They’re just so much more fun than hanging around the house with Emma. All they do is fight. Myles doesn’t know how to tell Emma, but he’s been thinking about divorce.

Emma wants to stay in Southfield forever. He’s tired of Missouri. He’s tired of living in the Midwest. She won’t even consider Texas, his home state. It’s not fair. They fight about where they live and about whether they should buy a house.

Emma wants to stay in the St. Louis suburbs forever, but Myles misses Dallas. He doesn’t care if the houses are more expensive there. He doesn’t care if it’s hotter in the summer. His heart is in Dallas, and he only moved to Missouri for university because he got a scholarship.

He thought moving away from Texas would be temporary. He thought he would have returned already, but then he met Emma.

The love of his life. His wife. The woman he married and moved his life for, but every marriage can’t last forever.

Myles sits at the table, anxious for Emma to return from his office. The house smells incredible. It’s spotless from top to bottom, but Myles knows Emma can smell the alcohol on his breath. She’s acting out of character. He’s worried she might return with a knife.

“I hope you’re hungry. I made pesto with meatballs.”

“That sounds incredible. Is everything okay?”

Emma smiles and tilts her head to the side as she stands in the kitchen, looking at Myles with an unshakable smile. “Everything is dandy, honey. Did you have fun with your friends at the bar?”

Myles covers his mouth and breathes into his hand, smelling the whiskeys he threw back while he was with the guys from work. “It was okay. Did you cook all this while you were waiting?”

“Not today. Yesterday. You’ve been staying out a lot, haven’t you?”

Myles stirs in his chair, sitting more upright. Emma doesn’t stop smiling. The kindness is worse than anger. Myles chokes on nothing but air. His voice cracks and sounds like the honk of a horn.

“Is everything okay, Myles? Would you like another drink? What were you having? Whiskey?”

“Yeah,” he says.

“What are you answering, dear? You’ll have to be clearer.”

“Yes, to both questions. Unless you’re having something different to drink.”

“There’s a bottle of white wine chilling in the fridge. Would you prefer wine?”

“Yes,” Myles says. He sits on his hands as Emma works, feeling guilty for not contributing. “Would you like help?”

“Nonsense. You sit there and wait. It’ll only take a second.”

Emma grins, knowing she has Myles right where she wants him. Cowering like a scared animal. Hiding in the shadows of his control, recognizing how she can flip a switch. Knowing she is the one with power, and he is only acting. Acting like a child.

Myles glances around the room, wishing he could change his past. Take back those evenings at the bars with his coworkers. Delete those texts, telling Emma he would arrive late. His skin crawls with fear, knowing Emma is biding her time.

Slithering toward him like a snake hidden by plants.

“We’ll start with the soup,” Emma says as she carries over the bowls of tomato soup. Topped with oil, basil, and croutons.

“This looks incredible. Thank you,” Myles says. He leans over the table to kiss Emma, but she only glances at him.

Emma grabs her spoon and dips it into the soup. She takes a bite. The tomato soup is creamy and delicious. “Isn’t this better than what you can get at a restaurant?”

“Your cooking is incredible, Emma.”

“Then why do you insist on spending money you could save for a house at the bar? Those drinks are so expensive.”

“You know I don’t want to buy a house here, Emma.”

Emma sighs. They’ve had this fight a million times, but Myles will listen one way or another. They’re staying near her family. She has no problems with visiting Texas, but he was the one who moved to Missouri. He should have thought about how he might get stuck before making the move.

“We’re not moving to Texas, but I don’t want to fight about that tonight.”

“You brought it up,” Myles says with an exaggerated sigh.

“Watch your tone, Myles.”

Myles groans and squeezes his spoon, feeling like Emma has backed him into a corner. Feeling powerless against her. He will never forget how beautiful she looked the day they got married, but a memory can only sustain a person for so long.

“I’m so tired of us fighting,” he says.

Emma slams her hand against the table. “I’m tired of you coming home smelling like alcohol. I’m tired of eating dinner alone with nothing but a short notice. Don’t you know how badly it hurts having a host look at me like I’m a pathetic loner?”

Emma grabs their soup bowls and tosses them in the sink. They break, painting her sink in red.

“Don’t say a word.”

Myles watches as Emma turns to the pot with the pesto and meatballs. She says nothing and doesn’t look in his direction as she fixes two plates of pasta. Emma returns and sets the plates on the table.

“I didn’t mean to upset you, Emma.”

“You didn’t.”

Myles lifts his eyebrow, wondering what in the world is wrong with his wife. She’s acting crazier than ever. It’s terrifying. He wants it to stop. He wants her to yell.

“Eat,” she says.

“There’s something wrong with you,” Myles says without picking up his fork.

“Excuse me?”

Myles shakes his head. He picks up his fork and twirls pasta around it. He bows his head as he works through the plate of food.

Emma sips her wine with a smirk. Myles has no idea what’s coming. He’s prey in the wild. He’s already fallen into her trap. They eat the rest of their meals in silence, watching each other through silent glances.

Emma smacks her lips when she finishes her last bite. “That was delicious, if I say so.”

“It was incredible,” Myles says.

“Would you mind cleaning up?”

Myles hops up from his seat. He grabs their plates and heads to the kitchen. He doesn’t notice Emma stand. She strips. His mouth falls open when he turns around to find Emma standing by the table in nothing but her lingerie.

“Don’t take forever, honey. I was hoping we could have some fun.”

Myles opens and closes his mouth. He sets the plates by the sink. He’ll have to clean up the broken bowls whenever he comes back downstairs. There are more important matters at hand. His wife is calling him, and he won’t ignore it.

He can’t remember the last time she stripped for him.

“What are you doing? Clean out the sink,” Emma says.

“You want me to—”

“Don’t act like you didn’t hear me, Myles. You can’t have any of this until the kitchen is clean.” Emma runs the back of her hand along her figure, narrowing her eyes at Myles. “Your choice.”

“I choose to clean. Give me a second,” Myles says and pulls the trash can out from beneath the sink.

Emma grins as she watches Myles clean up her mess. He stores the extra pesto in a plastic container. He sprays and wipes down the counters. The kitchen is spotless by the time he finishes, and all Emma had to do was stand over him wearing nothing but lingerie.

She never realized how much power she has.

Emma pushes her body against Myles’s until he’s backed up against the counter. She runs her finger from his chest to his chin to his lips. He’s hard and wondering who this person in front of him is and what she has done with his wife.

Myles puts his hand on Emma’s side, trying to take control, but she doesn’t let him.

Emma grabs Myles’s hand and pushes it to his side. “Don’t touch me unless I say you can. Do you understand?”

Myles gives an awkward laugh, not knowing how to reply. Emma has always told him to take the lead. To act more aggressive. She has complained about having to come up with all the ideas, but those ideals seem to have flown out the window.

“Yes, I understand.”

Emma takes a step back. She grabs Myles’s hand and leads him to the living room. “Strip naked.”

“Here?”

“I won’t ask again, Myles.”

Myles nods and accepts his fate, undressing as Emma watches him with an intensity he’s never seen from her. He swallows, more nervous than he has ever been. He’s naked. Emma holds out her hand for his clothes. Myles shivers as he passes them to Emma, touching her skin for the briefest of seconds.

“What are you going to do?”

Emma points to the floor. “Get down on your hands and knees.”

The last thing Myles expects is for his dick to harden. He places his hand over his crotch, trying to hide, but Emma is no fool. She sees what Myles is covering, causing laughter to boil in her throat.

“You like when I tell you what to do?”

“No,” Myles says and bows his head. “I don’t. I should tell you to get on that couch and bend over, so I can fuck you from behind.”

“But you never do that, do you?” Emma says and steps closer to Myles. She pinches his shoulder and pushes him to the floor. Myles buckles and falls to his knees. “You never take the lead. For so long, I’ve been whining. Distressed. I’ve been ignoring your silent words.”

“What have I been saying?” Myles asks.

Emma throws her head back and laughs. She walks in a circle around her husband, wearing nothing except her lingerie. Taunting Myles. Finally realizing she has a man who wants to follow, not lead. She has a man who wants to come home to follow her command.

Emma drops to her knees by Myles’s side. She runs her finger along his exposed skin before wrapping a hand around his stiff dick.

“You’ve been saying that you want me to take charge.”

“What?” Myles asks at the same moment Emma’s hand slaps his backside for the first time. His eyes widen as he finally realizes what’s happening. Emma stretches her hand to fit it around Myles’s dick and balls. She tugs on his member, laughing when he yelps. “What are you doing, Emma?”

“I’m taking charge, baby. The woman you know is gone. She’s left the building and isn’t coming back. For so long I’ve been trying to be the picture-perfect wife, and for what?” Emma asks and pulls on Myles’s manhood. “You stay out late. You come home smelling like booze. Why do you do that?”

Myles curls his hand. He’s never felt more exposed. More vulnerable. “I’m a bad husband sometimes. Forgive me, Emma.”

“You’ll have to earn my forgiveness.”

“How?”

Emma grins and raises her hand in the air, bringing it down against Myles’s backside. Each smack of her hand makes her wetter than ever. She bites her lip as Myles moans and takes his spanking, wagging his ass in the air. Begging for more.

He looks over his shoulder. “I’ve been a bad, bad boy.”

Emma’s body throbs with desire. She’s always thought Myles was someone he wasn’t. An alpha to dominate her. She’s never known this dominant, courageous woman has been lurking within her. This woman who can take charge. This woman who can do a lot more to spice up her relationship than a picnic in the park.

“Are you going to be better?” Emma smacks Myles’s reddening ass, loving how it jiggles with her touch. Loving how hard his dick is when she touches it.

“I’ll do better.”

Emma needs more than a spanking. She loves how Myles is responding to her dominance, but it’s not enough. Emma sits on the floor and spreads her legs. “Take off my panties and lick my pussy.”

Myles rushes to the space between Emma’s legs. He pulls down her panties and presses his nose against her pussy, smelling her sweetness. She’s wetter than he’s seen since they were in college, but this is hotter than any sex they had back then. He was better at pretending he was an alpha. Better at wooing his woman, when he has really wanted her to take charge from the beginning.

Emma grabs the back of Myles’s head and pushes him into her pussy. “I told you to lick it. Are you being a bad boy?”

Myles doesn’t say a word. He doesn’t hesitate to show Emma how good he can be. She throws her head back and moans as Myles gives her the best, most intimate head of her life. She has her hands in his hair, pressing him against her pussy every few seconds. Making him breathe in her scent. She wants him to wear it for the night and hopes it lasts through morning.

“Lie on your back,” Emma says.

Myles struggles to break contact with Emma’s sweet flower, but she pushes him off her after a minute. She climbs on his face and lowers her pussy to his lips. Emma holds Myles by his hair, rubbing her lips all over his face.

“Fuck, your mouth feels good.”

Myles moans into her mouth. He holds her thighs as she uses his mouth for her pleasure. He’s never been more turned on in his life, and if this is what he’s coming home to, he’ll rush home every day after work.

Emma glances over her shoulder at Myles’s dick. Her pussy is desperate for penetration, but she needs to be in charge.

“Arms at your sides,” Emma commands.

Myles drops his arms as Emma moves her body down his. They haven’t used condoms since they got married, so she slides onto his dick. Normally, they fuck in the missionary position in their bed. Sex feels wilder in the living room. Riding Myles’s face. Using his body for her pleasure instead of waiting for him to use her for his.

“Shit,” Myles says as his body thrashes. “You’re blowing my mind.”

“Shut up,” Emma says and pushes her hand in Myles’s face. She lifts and lowers her hips with a more intense force than she’s ever used during sex, taking out her frustrations of all the nights she’s had to eat alone. No longer will Myles dictate their relationship. No longer will she wait for him to take control.

Emma moves her hands to Myles’s chest. She digs her nails into him, staring directly into his eyes. Peering into his soul. Her husband. The man she loves. The one she married.

“I’m in charge,” she says. Her pussy slaps against the base of Myles’s cock. “I’m in charge. Touch my tits.”

Myles stares at her. He lifts his hands to touch her breasts. She throws her head back and moans, moving her hand to her clit. It won’t take her long to cum, but she needs something first.

“Tell me who’s in charge.”

“You’re in charge,” Myles says.

“That’s right. Don’t fucking forget it, either.” Emma doesn’t hold back. She can’t. She screams as her fingers rub her swollen clit. Her walls squeeze Myles’s dick, pushing him to his orgasm. He’s been close for minutes and can finally let go.

“You’re in charge, Emma. Fuck,” Myles says and groans. He shoots his load into Emma’s pussy. His eyes roll around in his head as streams of cum leave his dick.

“Did you just cum in me?” Emma asks, with Myles deep inside her pussy.

“Yeah.”

Emma doesn’t know what comes over her, but she lifts off Myles’s dick and moves her pussy to his face. “If you cum in me, you better drink it up.”

“What?” Myles asks, but Emma muffles his speech with her pussy and rubs her soiled lips all over his mouth, feeling hotter than she ever has.

Emma collapses by Myles’s side after riding his face for twenty seconds. He smiles when their eyes meet. Emma glances down, and his dick is still rock hard.

“Where did that come from?” he asks.

Emma stares into her husband’s eyes for several beats, not knowing where the future will take them but excited to start a journey. A sugary sweet voice leaves Emma’s mouth, even though she has never been more serious.

“I wasn’t kidding when I said I’m in charge. Our relationship is going to change if you want us to have a relationship at all.”
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Beatrice has been back and forth about her desire to lock Simon’s dick in a cage. Carol has had success with locking up Justin’s cock, but Beatrice doesn’t know if it’s for her. She doesn’t know if dominating Simon one-hundred percent is sustainable for her.

A lot of her time has been spent searching the internet, wondering how she can solve her dilemma. She doesn’t want to lose Simon, but they’ve already traveled so far together. Beatrice doesn’t know how she could retreat after coming this far.

She needs Carol’s advice, so she invited her to lunch. They’re sipping lemonades and sitting on a patio, enjoying the weather before it turns cold.

“You’re lying,” Beatrice says, leaning forward to whisper. “You fucked Justin with a strap in his office?”

Carol glances around the patio, grinning. “Yeah, you should have seen him. I was so nervous. There were like thirty people outside his door, but I wasn’t wearing that strap under my dress for nothing.”

Beatrice covers her mouth and shakes her head. “I can’t believe you did that. Nobody caught you two?”

“Not that we know. Justin says he caught the last half of his meeting.”

“That floor probably smelled like sex.”

Carol shrugs. “What can you do? How are you and Simon? Have you locked him up yet?”

Beatrice grimaces, averting her gaze. She picks up her lemonade and takes a sip. She ignores Carol’s intense eyes. “I don’t know if I ever will,” she says.

“Why not?” Carol asks. The wind whips her hair. She pushes a bunch behind her ear.

“I don’t know. Doesn’t feel right.”

“Trust your gut. What do you think you’ll do?”

“I haven’t decided, but have you ever heard of switches?” Beatrice asks.

“Sure, people who like to trade power. One day you’re dominant and the next he is. Not for me. Why? Is that what you want?”

“Maybe. I don’t know, but locking up his dick doesn’t feel right.”

“You do you, girl. Let me know how it goes.”

Beatrice relaxes her shoulders and picks up her lemonade. “Thanks,” she says and smiles at her friend. Beatrice wouldn’t even have considered dominating Simon if it weren’t for what Carol said about her relationship with Justin. “So, did you put Justin back in his cage?”

“Not yet,” Carol says. “He loves it too much, and I’m mad at him.”

“The lingerie?” Beatrice has heard Carol whine about Justin charging forward with his love of lingerie for weeks. She knows bringing up the topic can open floodgates, but it’s a risk she’s willing to take. The weather is wonderful. They still have lemonade.

Carol exhales. “It’s not the lingerie. It’s his inability to listen. When I say something, he better know I’m in charge.”

“He knows. He’s just excited.”

“Are you taking his side?”

“No,” Beatrice says and waves her hands in the air. “Have you spoken to that Emma girl we met at the restaurant?”

“You’re the one who invited her to sit. Why would I have spoken to her?”

“We should invite her for a drink. Don’t you think?”

“If you want,” Carol says. “You have her number?”

Beatrice pulls out her phone and opens the contacts until she finds Emma’s number. “Don’t cancel if I invite her to our next drink.”

Carol narrows her eyes, but she won’t disappoint Beatrice. “Fine. I won’t. How are you going to tell Simon you want to switch?”

“I don’t know,” Beatrice says. The question knocks her train of thought off track. She turns her phone upside-down, wondering exactly how she’ll express her desires.

***

Simon and Beatrice stumble into her condo after a fabulous dinner. They spent far too much money, but they don’t care. They’re floating on air, but they aren’t high enough to avoid the fall back to reality.

The door closes behind Beatrice. Simon walks through the room, expectantly, like Beatrice will take him. Push him to his knees, pull down his pants, and spank his ass.

What if she wants a spanking?

Simon looks over his shoulder when Beatrice doesn’t move from the door. “Everything okay?”

“No,” she says.

“What’s wrong?”

Beatrice crosses the room and sits on the couch. Simon follows her lead. His eyes fill with worry as Beatrice stares at him without words.

“Are you breaking up with me?”

“No,” Beatrice says. “I’m worried what I tell you will make you leave me.”

Simon lets out a breath. “There’s little you could say to push me away, B. I’m crazy about you.”

Beatrice takes a deep breath. She can’t ignore her feelings. She hid from her true self for ages when she was married to her ex-husband, Vincent. It wouldn’t surprise her if Simon did the same. They’re both divorcees. Cheated on by their ex-spouses.

“I’m crazy about you too, Simon.”

“Tell me what you need to say.”

“Have you ever thought about spanking me?”

“Not really,” Simon says with a clueless face. He doesn’t understand until Beatrice frowns. “Why? You want me to spank you?”

Beatrice shrugs, unsure how to proceed. She doesn’t want Simon to do anything he isn’t comfortable doing, but she really wants to feel a flogger smacking against her backside before Simon slides into her from behind, stretching her pussy lips with his fat dick.

“If you want me to spank you, all you have to do is ask.”

Beatrice scoots closer to Simon on the couch until their knees touch. She puts her hand on his thigh, moving it dangerously close to his package. She drops her eyes before lifting them to ask, “Will you spank me?”

Simon’s dick throbs in his pants. He’s never thought about spanking Beatrice, but now he can’t think about anything else.

“Go get me the flogger,” he says in the deepest, roughest voice he can.

Beatrice pushes her legs together, ready to surrender herself to Simon. She trusts him. Loves him. They’ve both been burned by people they loved, but they have been able to renew their trust and faith in love together.

Beatrice grabs a flogger from her closet and returns to the living room to find Simon standing naked. His dick hard, ready to fuck her from behind after a spanking.

“We still need to work out the rules, but for tonight, you’re in charge.”

Simon winks at Beatrice and puts out his hand. “Give me that flogger, gorgeous. Then come over here and get on your hands and knees.”

Beatrice does as Simon says, walking across the living room to him. He underdresses her. Kisses her. Commands her body, pushing her down to her knees once she’s naked except for a pair of heels she slipped on while she was getting the flogger. Simon loves her in heels. He kisses from her feet to the small of her back.

Simon reaches between her legs and runs his fingers along her slick split.

“You want me to spank this ass?”

“Spank me,” Beatrice says.

Simon’s dick sways as he lifts the flogger and brings it down on Beatrice’s backside. He bites his lip and repeats the action, spanking his woman for the first time and loving it. Beatrice clenches her fists and takes the spanking, telling Simon how bad she’s been for keeping a secret from him.

Simon wraps his hand around Beatrice’s neck and pulls her up. He reaches between her legs to wrap his hand around her pussy. “How bad have you been?”

“So bad,” she says. “Punish me by fucking me from behind.”

Simon squeezes her pussy, slipping the tip of his finger into her wet lips. “You want me to fuck you?”

“Fuck me hard. Make me regret keeping secrets from you.”

Simon growls and moves his hand down to Beatrice’s breast, pinching her nipples while he plays with her pussy. She’s a mess in his hands.

“I need that dick.”

“You need to be patient, or you won’t get anything.”

Beatrice gasps. She folds her lips, worried any sound she makes will make Simon stop before he gives her what she needs.

Simon pushes Beatrice back onto her hands and lowers his head behind her. He pushes between her legs and places his mouth on her pussy, licking from her lips to her clit. Beatrice drops her head when he wraps his lips around her button. She won’t last long with him sucking on it.

Just before Beatrice explodes, Simon opens his mouth. He moves his head from between Beatrice’s legs and presses his hand against the back of her head. She gasps as her head falls to the floor.

“Stay right there and don’t move.”

Simon stands and takes his time getting a condom from Beatrice’s bedroom. She’s in the exact same spot when he returns. He rolls the condom over his dick as he stands behind Beatrice with her ass in the air, ready to take his dick. Desperate for his dick.

He likes this switching concept, picturing their roles reversed. Him on his hands and knees with Beatrice standing behind him with her big dick, ready to bury it deep in his ass.

Simon picks up the flogger and spanks Beatrice’s ass once before dropping to his knees behind her. He reaches between her legs to spread her pussy lips, moaning at how wet she is against his hand.

Beatrice moans with relief when Simon finally slides into her. He doesn’t hold back. He fucks her harder and more passionately than any man before him. Beatrice cums three times before Simon can cum once.

Simon growls and thrashes and pushes deep into Beatrice’s pussy as the cum shoots from his dick. Stream after stream. He falls out of her, and the weight of the cum is pulling the condom off his dick. He removes it and tosses it to the side.

Beatrice is still on her hands and knees, waiting for him. He pushes her forward and turns her around to kiss her.

“That was hot,” he says.

Beatrice nods, glad she set her secret free. She wraps her arms around Simon and pulls him close. He relaxes into her, returning Beatrice’s power. They both know she’s in charge, unless she needs a break.
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Carol

If Justin wants to sneak around and try on my panties when he doesn’t think I’ll notice, then he has another thing coming. I can’t even take a shower without him rifling through my drawer. He tries his best to leave my panties looking undisturbed, but I always notice.

We’ll see how far Justin goes. If he wants to play games, then we’ll play.

“Honey, I have one cupcake and a brownie. Which would you prefer?”

“What flavor is the cupcake?” Justin asks from the living room. We’re at my place. My territory equals home field advantage.

“Peanut butter.”

“I’ll take the brownie.”

“Milk?” I ask.

Justin stands from the couch and comes over to the kitchen. “Why are you spoiling me?”

“No reason,” I say and pass him the brownie on a napkin. “Would you like milk?”

“Only a splash.”

I pour Justin’s milk into a rocks glass and do the same for myself. He watches me through the glass as he lifts it to his lips to take a drink. I bite into my peanut butter cupcake, wondering if Justin will want to stay with me after showing him what I have planned for tonight.

He’s been running a little fast. I need to put him back in place. My plan is a little risky, but there’s no reward without risk.

“This cupcake is delicious,” I say. “You want a bite?”

“No, I’m okay. You want some brownie?”

“Sure. Feed it to me.” I part my lips, watching Justin as he guides the brownie to my mouth. I bite into it. “It’s fantastic,” I say after swallowing.

“You want something.”

“Only your love,” I say, leaning forward to kiss Justin.

He watches me suspiciously as I take my cupcake and milk to the living room. I sit on the couch and flip through the channels. He joins me, glancing at me every few seconds like I might jump out to scare him.

“Justin, why don’t you head up to my bedroom? There’s a present for you on my bed.”

“There is?” Justin asks. Concern paints his face.

“Yes, there is. Don’t you love my gifts?”

Justin swallows. He has nothing to fear. I’m only giving him what he wants. Isn’t he the one who asked for panties? Doesn’t he want to prance around my house in lingerie?

“What’s upstairs?”

I chuckle. “You won’t find out unless you bring the present downstairs.” Justin stands from the couch, looking over his shoulder. “I’m not going to hurt you, honey. You’ll love the gift. Hurry.”

I flip the channel to a music station. Smooth jazz fills the room. I enjoy the absence of lyrics. It’s less distracting, and I’ll need every bit of my attention to give Justin a time he’ll never forget. To push him to his limits, no longer worrying about how fast he wants to go.

Justin comes back downstairs with the box. It’s a big box I’ve wrapped with white paper and a pink bow.

“Don’t you love the pink?”

Justin sits next to me on the couch. “It’s lovely, but what’s inside? I’m too nervous to open it.”

“Nonsense, Justin. You mustn’t worry. You’ll love what’s inside.”

Justin pulls at the wrapping paper, slowing revealing the cardboard box. Justin tosses the paper and the bow to the floor. He pushes his finger into the tape holding the box closed and breaks its seal. Tissue paper covers the gifts beneath when he opens the box.

He makes little noises as he removes the tissue paper, one sheet at a time. I’m patient. He’s not leaving until we play a few games.

Justin finds the first gift, and I smile. He holds a bottle in the air. “What’s this?”

“It’s a cream that’ll burn the hair right off your legs. There’s more in the box. I thought we could turn up the heat tonight.”

Justin pulls the rest of the paper from the box, revealing his other gifts: lingerie, a silk slip dress, stockings, heels, makeup, a wig, razors, shaving cream, perfume, lotion, and a fake diamond necklace. It looks real enough, and I can’t wait to doll up Justin.

We’ll see how much he enjoys fumbling around the house in a pair of heels.

Justin examines each item before putting them all back in the box and placing the box on the floor. He glances at me like he’s going to deny my request. Like he might forever regret wearing panties and shaving his legs at my command.

“When did you buy all this?”

“Some of it is mine. Makeup I’ve never used. Others I picked up while I was out shopping. Any problems?”

Justin glances at the box in his hands and shakes his head. “What should I do first?”

“That’s better. Let’s get all that nasty hair off your body. We’re going to be girlfriends by the end of the night.”

“Okay,” Justin says. I take his hand and guide him up the stairs. I pull him into my bathroom, telling him to strip naked. We have much work to do. “Will it burn?” Justin asks as he pulls the white thong that he’s wearing down his legs.

“It might burn a bit, but you can handle that. Right?”

Justin takes the bottle for me, and I tell him what to do. He’s shaking with nerves. It’s the first time I’ve felt in control in weeks. I sit on the edge of the tub, watching as Justin lathers himself with the hair-removal cream.

“Am I doing it right?”

“Perfect,” I say.

“It’s burning,” he says.

“A little burn won’t hurt. Would you like some music to soothe your nerves?”

“That’d be nice,” he says.

I stream a mix of soulful blues and set my phone to the side. Justin continues working, glancing at me every few seconds. I stand and walk over to him, running my finger along his arm to the light hair on his chest. “You’re missing a lot of hair.”

“Don’t you think I should do sections at a time? It’ll burn me if I don’t.”

“You’re right,” I say and pick up the plastic blade to give Justin. “Read the directions on the box, but don’t come downstairs until you’re as hairless as a woman after spa day.”

“As you wish,” he says.

I march out of the room and back downstairs with my phone, connecting it to the speaker after turning off the music on the TV. The shower starts and stops as I sip wine and relax on the couch. I shaved in the morning. I’ve shaved every few days for as long as I can remember. Justin will find out how much work it takes soon enough, and I laugh at the thought of him removing every speck of hair from his body.

“Do you want a snack? I’m heading to the store,” I call up the stairs.

“Nuts?” he says.

“Okay, be back in a sec.” I put on a light sweater and jeans, grab my keys, and head outside. The weather is a little chilly, dropping as the night progresses. I pull into the grocery store parking lot minutes later. It’s one of Justin’s. He owns at least two dozen in the area.

Nobody recognizes me when I walk through the entrance. They don’t know that I fucked their boss in his office. Not at this store, though. He works at one closer to the city. We live in the southern suburbs. I duck my head and walk to the snack aisle, filled with its glorious treats.

I grab salted mixed nuts for Justin and a bag of barbecue crinkle chips for me. A bar of chocolate catches my eye, and I take it. I’ll need all these snacks to watch Justin’s transformation.

“Carol, is that you?”

I lift my eyes and turn around. It’s the woman from the restaurant. “Emma, right?”

She grins and walks toward me, wrapping her arms around me for a tight hug. “Yeah, it’s me. What are you doing here?”

“Getting some treats. Couldn’t help myself.”

“I was texting Beatrice today. She thinks we should all get together soon. I would love that. You don’t know how much you’ve changed my life.”

I glance around the store; worried Emma might say something. We aren’t far from the hospital where I work, and it’s impossible to know who’s within earshot.

“That’s great, Emma. We should get together soon,” I say.

Emma glances over her shoulder. She leans in to whisper. “Do you see that man standing over there?”

“The one with short blonde hair?”

“Yeah,” Emma says with an adoring smile. “That’s my husband. Myles. I spanked his ass the other night.”

I no longer care who’s listening and laugh, letting down my guards. “Did you?”

“He loved it. You should have seen him,” Emma says. She glances over her shoulder again, and Myles is watching us.

“Guess what my boyfriend is doing?”

“What? Where is here?”

“At my place. Removing all of his body hair.”

Emma’s eyes widen and flash with curiosity. “Oh my, goodness. I need to hear more.”

“Over dinner?”

“Yeah, let’s make a group chat in the meantime. You, Beatrice, and me.”

“Deal. We’ll get together soon, and I’ll tell you all about what I’m doing to Justin.”

“Can’t wait,” Emma says and kisses me on the cheek. “See you.”

I wave and make my way to the register, feeling like I might have found a new friend in Emma. She’s sweet, charming, and her smile is contagious. I pay for the snacks and head back to my townhouse. Justin is still in the shower, but it doesn’t take him long to come out and head down the stairs. I’m mixing us gin and lemon cocktails.

“What do you think?” Justin asks, letting his towel fall to the floor.

“It’s certainly a change. How do you feel?”

“Feminine, but my skin is itchy.”

“You need to moisturize. There’s a fantastic lotion upstairs I use after I shave. I’ll grab it for you,” I say and set my cocktail shaker to the side. Justin’s dick hardens as I walk toward him. I don’t touch it, but I give him a gentle kiss on the cheek before heading upstairs.

He’s sitting on his towel on my living-room floor when I return downstairs. I toss him the lotion and finish our cocktails. Justin puts on a little show, rubbing his body down in front of me. I pour our gin cocktails over ice and top them with lemon wheels.

Justin’s naked. I’m in my sweater and jeans. We clink our glasses together. I mindlessly stroke his hard cock as we sip.

“What’s next?” Justin asks.

“Why don’t you wait to dry and put on a second coating of lotion?”

“Whatever you say.”

I reach around Justin and squeeze his ass, wanting to bury one of my big cocks in his ass. He looks so hot when he’s taking my dick. I love how much I can make him moan. I love how he begs for more. How he can’t get enough of my dick.

“Do you miss your cage?”

“Yeah,” he says. “Do you?”

“I might lock you back up, if you’re good.”

Justin’s dick throbs in my hand as he pulls away, removing his cock from my grip. “Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.”

“Are you saying you don’t want to cum?”

“This drink is delicious,” he says.

“Put on my lotion,” I say, and sit on the couch.

Justin sets his drink on a coaster and grabs the bottle of lotion. He squirts a glob into his hand and rubs it all over his handsome body. He still has the frame of a man, but his body has become so much sexier without hair. I notice the dips in his muscles. The ones he’s cultivated since I put him on a diet and exercise plan.

I stand and grab the box of goodies I bought Justin. “You ready for the next part?” I ask.

“Yes,” Justin says and comes up to stand right next to my side. “What now?”

I grab a white thong and white stockings. “Put these on.”

“They’re beautiful, Carol.”

“Come on, Justin. We don’t have all night.”

Justin rushes to pull the white thong up his legs. His hard dick barely fits beneath the fabric. I love how it looks. So big. So juicy. I want to lock up his dick, but I also like using it. Maybe we’ll do some months with and others without. He’ll never know when it’s coming. I’ll always keep it a surprise.

Justin grabs one stocking and runs it up his bare leg. His smooth legs look womanly and delicious. I resist an urge to kiss the inside of his thighs and suck his dick. Justin pulls the other stocking up his leg and stands in front of me, rocking his hips. “How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, but you’re far from finished.”

“What’s next?”

I grab a pink silk slip dress from the box. “This.”

Justin squeals and snatches the slip dress from my hands. It’s the first hint I get my plan might be backfiring. I thought taking Justin to the edge of feminization would turn him off panties, but it only seems to make his desire grow stronger. More profound.

Justin pulls the slip dress over his head, and I will never forget the smile that spreads across his face. My man. My beautiful man. He runs to the powder room on the main level and hollers. He races back to the living room. “I love this dress. These stockings. It’s all so perfect, Carol. Thank you,” Justin says and kisses me on the cheek.

I fold my lips and glance at the box, pulling out the wig. “We can’t forget your hair.”

“If you insist,” Justin says. He runs a hand across his hair. “You don’t like what I have now?”

“Your cut is too masculine. Try on this wig and be a blonde for the night.”

Justin doesn’t argue. He takes the wig and fixes it on his head. “What do you think?”

“You need a touch of makeup. Come sit, and I’ll teach you.”

“Makeup?”

“You’re my girlfriend for the night. Justin is leaving the building,” I say. “Maybe you can just wear stockings and slips another night, but you’re going all the way today.”

“Fine. Bring it,” he says.

I run upstairs for my cosmetics mirror. It shows everything. I honestly hate looking into it, but Justin needs to learn the pains of femininity. Hours in the mirror. Cursing at a smudge. Wondering if the result is as horrid as it feels. The days before tutorial videos are a time I’d rather forget.

I hold the mirror in my hands with my back against the hallway, taking a moment to catch my breath. I love Justin, and this is who he is. He accepts me. I’ll accept him. Who cares if he likes lingerie? Who cares if he wants to express his womanly desires?

I exhale, releasing whatever reservations I’ve had about Justin wearing lingerie, and head downstairs.

Justin looks adorable in his slip dress and stockings. The blonde wig. From behind, he looks like a woman. I melt when he turns to face me. I lift the mirror. “Makeup time.”

Justin smiles. I sit next to him on the couch. I teach him what different brushes do and give a quick rundown on what to do, but he puts on everything himself. Cursing. Begging me to take over, but I refuse. The reality TV we’re watching is too good to waste my time with his makeup.

Justin finishes after half an hour, and I tell him we need a break to mix up some more cocktails.

“Espresso martini?”

“Sure,” he says.

I make espresso and mix up the drink, pouring the frothy liquid over ice even though it should go into a martini glass. Nobody can stop me.

“Cheers,” I say and clink my glass with my girlfriend’s. If Justin doesn’t speak, he can pass for a woman. “How do you feel?”

“Fabulous,” he says.

“We should paint our nails.”

“That sounds fun. What colors do you have?”

“Too many,” I say with a laugh. I grab my box of polishes. We pick out our favorite colors. Justin wants white. I pick a dark blue. “I’ll paint yours first, and then you can do mine.”

Justin nods and puts out his hand. I lose myself in the brushstrokes. “I made a new friend.”

“Who?”

“This woman Beatrice and I met at a bar. Emma. She’s got this gorgeous auburn hair and seductive eyes. She could model.”

“What about her?”

“I ran into her when I was getting the snacks. Speaking of, we need those with our martini. Wait,” I say and grab the chips and nuts and chocolate. I pour chips into a bowl and put the others onto a plate. Justin has his fingers curled and blows on his nails like he’s at the nail salon.

“Ooh, you got my favorite nuts.”

“Anyway, I saw Emma at the store, and she told me she spanked her husband.”

Justin coughs. “You didn’t tell her about me, did you?”

“What do you think?” I say with a laugh. “She overheard Beatrice and me gossiping about you and Simon one evening at a restaurant. We gave her the idea.”

“What? Why would you tell her?”

I smack the bottle of polish against my palm and put out my hand for Justin’s. “Calm down, Justin. She doesn’t care. Don’t be ashamed of what you like. I’m not.”

Justin exhales. “Fine. So, she spanked her boyfriend?”

I throw my head back and laugh. “Yes, girl. You should have seen him, looking at us like he knew we were talking about him.” I run polish over Justin’s nail as gossip flies from my lips, forgetting he’s my boyfriend.

For tonight, he’s just one of the girls.
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“Cheers,” Beatrice says.

Emma and Carol lift their glasses to meet hers. The cool days of autumn are quickly approaching, but it’s not too late to enjoy patio weather. It’s a random Thursday afternoon. Emma had to take a half day off to make lunch, but it was the only way to make their plans work.

“We finally made it happen. The girls are together,” Emma says and sips her margarita.

Carol has grown quite a girl crush on her new friend ever since running into her at the grocery store. They have texted since that night. Carol even sent her a picture of Justin from behind in his slip dress and stockings. Carol loves the picture. He has the blonde wig hiding his face, looking utterly feminine.

“I’m so happy we met you, Emma. You were missing from our triangle,” Carol says.

“You two don’t know how much I love having you as friends. Fate brought us together. How are you and Simon, Beatrice?”

“Are you having fun switching?” Carol adds.

Beatrice grins, feeling her center stir. She can’t think about Simon without getting aroused. His salt-and-pepper beard. His thick cock. How he was fucking her from behind the other day.

“It’s going well,” Beatrice says.

“You’re hiding something. Spill,” Emma says.

Beatrice picks up her margarita. She sips it without saying a word.

“Don’t leave us hanging, B. How was it?”

“Hot,” she says.

“And?” Carol prods. “What else?”

Beatrice sips her drink and looks around the patio to make sure nobody is paying her any attention. She leans forward to tell her girlfriends all about how Simon was fucking her, spanking her, and giving her one of the best orgasms she’s ever had.

Carol waves herself with a menu, even though it’s not hot outside. Emma bites her lip, wishing she could have Myles squatting next to her like a good boy. Her mind runs wild with ideas of how she can dominate Myles. She doesn’t want to switch. She wants to control, but listening to Beatrice’s story about getting fucked by Simon is hot.

“I’ve only spanked my boyfriend, but I’m planning to do so much more.”

“Careful how fast you go. I’ve created a monster out of Justin,” Carol says. She loves her man, but he moves a thousand miles a day. He’s always ready for what’s next. Always ready for more.

“Why do you say that?”

“I had Justin all dolled up the other night, thinking that would set him straight, but it’s no hope. I have to accept my man how he is.”

Beatrice reaches her hand over and pats Carol’s hand. “Your man loves lingerie. What can you do?”

Carol shrugs and drinks her margarita. “I love him. All I can do is use what he loves against him. Maybe not today, but we’ll see how much he enjoys going public. It’ll be so hot to watch him all dolled up and nervous.”

“You’re cruel,” Emma says. “I can’t wait to put Myles in a cage and a pair of panties.”

Carol watches Emma’s excited expression, thinking she may have created more than one monster. Emma has an unmistakable fire behind her eyes. She means business. Carol only hopes Myles is prepared for what his wife has planned.

“How did Myles react to the spanking?” Carol asks.

“You should have seen him. I never knew what was wrong with our relationship until you two came into the picture to set me right. I’ve been expecting him to take control. To tell me what to do when he’s wanted me in charge all along.”

“To our boys,” Beatrice says and lifts her glass.

Emma and Carol lift their glasses to clink with Beatrice’s. Carol changes the subject and talks about her neighbor Erin. Carol has seen her come home with three different men in the past week. Not that Carol’s judging, but it’s juicy gossip. Erin is always loud when she gets out of the car, so Carol peeks through the blinds and sees the men.

She describes Erin’s conquests to the ladies in great detail, and they have a fabulous time bouncing from one topic to the next, losing hours before they even think to check the time.
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Beatrice runs the back of her hand along Simon’s cheek. They’re sitting on her sofa after the most incredible day. They had Beatrice’s daughter, Whitney, in the morning and went to an art museum. Then they went to lunch before driving to a chocolate factory in the city to buy broken, discounted bits of yumminess.

Whitney had a blast and claimed she loved Simon. Beatrice is feeling the same. Vincent just picked her up half an hour ago. Whitney cried, begging Beatrice to stay. They got her to calm down after a few minutes, and she went with her father. It breaks Beatrice’s heart to watch her leave, but she’s the breadwinner and pays her ex-husband a handsome alimony to provide for their daughter.

“I had the most incredible time today. We need to get George and Whitney together soon.”

“They’re never free on the same day.”

“So far. We’ll find a day,” Beatrice says. She’s met George, but only briefly. “They’re far apart in age, anyway. Whitney doesn’t care about sports or cars or whatever boys his age like.”

“George likes sports and outer space.”

“Whitney likes animals, art, and dancing.”

Simon places his hand on Beatrice’s waist. He doesn’t want to discuss their children. They’ve both had lives before meeting, but none of that matters now that they’ve found each other. Simon’s ex-wife never would have done what Beatrice does. He’s never been turned on by a woman so much in his life.

Simon leans forward to kiss Beatrice’s neck. She doesn’t stop him. The touch of his lips is electric. It sends a jolt running through her body. Beatrice lifts her chin. Simon presses his lips against her collarbone.

“I want you,” he says. “I’ve been craving you all day.”

Beatrice gasps as Simon grips her side, acting rougher than he ever has. He moves his lips to her breasts. He kisses until his mouth is on her nipple. She’s still wearing her bra, but it doesn’t last long. Simon pulls Beatrice’s shirt up and off her body so quickly she has no time to react.

“What are you doing?”

“Hush,” Simon says and pushes Beatrice to her back. “I’m taking charge.”

Beatrice wants to submit to Simon. She’s certainly wet, but there’s something off about him. He sucks her nipple and squeezes her side, using his other hand to move up her leg. Beatrice gasps when Simon reaches into the waistline of her pants. He pushes to her pussy lips and sticks a finger in her.

Beatrice pushes Simon. He falls to the other side of the sofa. “What are you doing, Simon?”

“Don’t you want me to take control sometimes? I’ve been thinking about spanking and fucking you all day. You asked for this.”

Beatrice stands from the sofa, suddenly dry between her legs. She shakes her head and waves her finger in the air. “You’re wrong, Simon. This isn’t what I want. If I tell you to dominate me, fine. Don’t jump on me like an animal. That’s not okay.”

Simon frowns and bows his head. “You’re not clear, Beatrice. Either you want it, or you don’t. Why do you get to choose?”

“You’re free to tell me you aren’t in the mood if you don’t want a spanking.”

“I’m always in the mood, though.”

“Not my problem,” Beatrice says and cocks her head. “You’ve lost your mind coming at me like that. Sticking your hand into my pants without permission or warning.”

Simon frowns a few beats before a smile spreads across his face. “Are you going to spank me for being bad?”

“No,” Beatrice hollers. She stumbles away from Simon. She’s hurt. The anger running through her is toxic. “Look, I’m sorry for reacting like this, but I’m in charge. My ex-husband used to do what you just did. He never gave me a chance to argue. I might have spanked you and put toys up your ass, but you’ve always had a choice.”

Simon nods. “You’re right, Beatrice. Forgive me.”

“It’s okay. Do you want a beer?”

“Yeah,” he says.

Beatrice walks over to her fridge and grabs them two beers. She pours them into pint glasses. They clink their glasses together and take a sip, standing at the counter.

“I’m not angry, Simon, but I won’t always be in the mood for you to dominate or fuck me. I want control over my sex life. No man will ever tell me what to do in bed without my permission.”

Simon runs his thumb over the rim of the glass. “I understand. I thought you’d like it, but you’ve proven me wrong.”

“No hard feelings. Should we watch TV?”

“All right,” Simon says and follows Beatrice to the couch.

They don’t have sex that afternoon. Simon leaves early. A funk lingers in the air. Beatrice hopes Simon doesn’t become a clone of her ex. She doesn’t want another man who thinks he can take her when he wants.
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Justin

“Cash or card?”

“Cash,” I say. “You’re sure my girlfriend will love these?”

“I’m positive,” the bubbly salesclerk says. “I’ve been dreaming about getting a set just like these.”

“Thanks for wrapping them in that elegant box. She might like it more than what’s inside.”

The woman tosses her hand in the air. “You’re silly. I’m sure she’ll love what you do to her in the lingerie the most.”

A heat flashes across my cheeks. The salesclerk has fierce brown eyes and wild curls. She’s gorgeous, but nobody compares to my Carol. If only the gifts in the box were for her.

“Now you’re being silly.”

“Anything else, sir?”

“That’ll be all,” I say and grab the bag with hundreds worth of lingerie. Judy, my ex-wife, used to shop. I would scold her for spending half as much as I’m carrying out the store, but I can’t help myself. I’ve gone mad. Lingerie ads pop up on my phone like villains in a game.

I drove thirty miles to buy the lingerie in my hands because I’ve exhausted all the stores near my condo. I keep having to go further and further. If I don’t watch myself, I’ll have to drive to a neighboring city. Three, four hours on the road each way. It’s a high price, but not one too steep for lingerie.

The salespeople always believe I’m shopping for my girlfriend if I ask for a gift box. They think I’m the best boyfriend in the world. I see it in their eyes, like they wish their boyfriends would show up with lingerie. They don’t know the truth. They never will.

The truth is, Carol would question me if I bought her lingerie. She’s in charge, or so I have her believing. She knows nothing about my growing stash. I’m smart enough to keep the pairs she gets me in a separate drawer to wear when she’s around.

I’m moving too fast for her, but I can’t help myself. There are so many different cuts, textures, and colors. I’ve spent more on panties in the past few weeks than I’ve ever spent on anything in my life. The worst is when there’s a sale, which there’s always a sale if I look hard enough, especially on the internet.

I pull up to my condo, looking scarce as I run up the stairs to my door. A neighbor is in the open-air hallway, but my bag is at an angle they can’t see. I wave and push my door open, running inside. I slam the door shut and laugh with my back against it.

There’s a message on my home phone notifying me of a package they have in the office. I forgot all about ordering the lingerie, but their message sends the purchase rushing back to my mind. A mesh robe with a poof trim. It came with three free pairs of panties. How could I resist?

I run down to the condo office, and they give me the box. There are no markings on it to show that it’s lingerie. I always worry there’ll be something on the box, but there never is.

Judy has the girls for the night. Carol is at work, and we’re not hanging out when she gets off, so I spend my evening rotating between different pairs of lingerie. The mesh robe might be the best purchase I’ve ever made. It’s a perfect evening, and frankly, I don’t care what anyone has to say about my lingerie buying habits. Not even Carol.
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“You can’t be serious, Emma.”

Emma rubs her thumb along the outline of a chastity cage. It’s in her hand, inches from Myles’s face. She has him on his hands and knees. His ass is redder than it’s ever been. He was begging her for more until she pulled the chastity cage from her purse. It’s clear and plastic and perfect for watching his dick shrivel when he wears it.

“The choice is yours, but you know you want it.”

“No, I don’t. You’re wrong,” Myles says. He stands. He’s naked and rock hard. Emma is wearing lingerie and heels. She sits on the sofa, placing the cock cage next to the flogger she just used on Myles’s ass.

“You think I’m wrong?”

Myles covers his dick and nods. “Yes, you’re wrong. I don’t want my dick locked up like a sissy. I’m not a sissy, Emma.”

“Okay,” she says. Her voice. Her grin. It’s driving Myles crazy, and she loves it. “Fine. You’re not a sissy, but I still want to lock up your dick.”

“Why?” Myles pleads. “My dick is fine how it is. You don’t need to put it in a cage.”

Emma grabs her flogger and stands. She steps toward Myles. He withdraws until his back is against the wall. Nowhere to go. Nowhere to run. Emma passes the tresses of the flogger through her fingers.

“Do you like it when I spank you?”

“I love it,” he says.

“Then why can’t you trust me? I’m confident you’ll love the cage if you give it a chance.”

Myles glances over Emma’s shoulder at the chastity cage, lying menacingly on the couch. Myles swallows. He can’t put that on his dick. It’s too small. He’ll never be able to get hard. His dick needs room to breathe. It’s unnatural. It isn’t right.

“I don’t know, Emma. Spanking me is one thing, but you can’t expect my cock to fit in there.”

“It’ll fit once we get it nice and soft. Why don’t we give your big guy one more night of freedom?” Emma asks. She places her hand on his cock, rubbing her closed hand along his shaft. “It’ll feel so nice in my pussy before I lock it up. Don’t you think?”

“It’ll feel nice in your pussy even if you don’t lock it in a cage.”

“Don’t be nervous, honey. It won’t hurt once you’re soft.”

“You really want me to do this?”

“Try it for a week,” Emma purrs into Myles’s ear. “If you hate it, we can take it off. I’m not saying you have to live the rest of your life with it. I thought we could have some fun.”

Myles glances at the cage before settling his eyes on Emma. His wife. He doesn’t want to disappoint her, and it might be fun wearing the cage for a week. “Only if you spank me again first.”

Emma points to their table. “Bend over that chair. Your spanking isn’t over.”

Myles does as he’s told. He grabs the chair, bending over it. His dick throbs with anticipation as Emma walks up behind him. He looks over his shoulder, taking in her gorgeous body. Her sexy lingerie and heels.

“Fuck, you’re sexy.”

“Drop your eyes. How dare you gaze at me after being such a naughty boy? Why do you have to make it so difficult when you know you want to wear the cage?”

“I’m sorry,” he says.

“You’d better be. This is for your own good,” Emma says and lifts her flogger. She brings it down on his ass. His knuckles tighten around the chair as Emma repeats her action. The flogger meeting Myles’s skin echoes around the room.

Emma reaches into her panties and touches her wet pussy, ready to take her man before she locks him up. Ready to give him the goods one last time.

Emma rubs her cunny as she spanks Myles’s ass, leaving him red and moaning.

“Turn around and sit your ass on that chair,” she says.

Myles follows her commands. His ass stings when it touches the wood, but it’s a sting he loves. One he doesn’t regret. Never will.

“Your dick is mine,” Emma says. She moves her panties to the side and sinks on her husband’s cock. She rides his dick, staring into his eyes. Myles holds her sides as she uses his cock for her pleasure.

They can’t last long. The build up has been too much.

Emma raises and lowers her hips, fucking her husband’s cock without mercy.

“Your pussy feels so good, baby.”

“I love your cock,” she says. “Touch my clit. Make me cum.”

Myles moves his hand around to her clit, rubbing her button the way she likes. Emma closes her eyes and throws her head back. Myles uses his other hand to squeeze her breast. So soft, yet her nipples are rock hard.

Myles wraps his lips around her nipple as he rubs her clit.

Emma screams. She doesn’t care if people hear her through the windows. She can’t hold her orgasm, and Myles can’t hold his.

He shoots his load deep into her pussy.

Emma cums all over his dick.

They slowly come to a stop. Emma’s forehead falls onto Myles’s shoulder. She lifts herself off him a few beats later. She takes him to their bathroom and cleans his dick off before telling Myles to get his cage from the living room.

“Are you ready?” Emma asks.

Myles glances at the cage. It’s so tiny, but he wants to give his wife what she wants, and he’d be lying if he said he isn’t intrigued by the idea.

“I’m ready,” he says.

Emma slides his cage into place and locks it. They give each other a look, like they know their games have only just begun.
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Carol

“Mind if I take a shower first?” Justin asks.

I’m wearing a strap under my dress as a surprise. We’re at Justin’s condo, and I’m dying to fuck him. Watch his hole stretch as I fuck him from behind. His request to shower will delay our lovemaking, but it’s probably for the best.

“Why don’t you suck my dick for a second before you shower?”

Justin grins and climbs off the couch. He gets to his knees between my parted legs. He holds the base of my clear cock. It’s thick and long, just how Justin likes it.

Justin opens his mouth and closes it around my cock as he stares into my eyes. He bobs his head without breaking eye contact. There’s nothing I love more than hearing him moan when I stretch his ass.

I push my hand into Justin’s hair and force his mouth further down my cock. He can’t fit it all, so he chokes. I push him off my cock and say, “Take your shower, so I can fuck that ass. Put on one of your cute jockstraps.”

“Right away,” Justin says and runs to the bathroom. I watch his ass jiggle in the pink thong he’s wearing.

He’s been so well-behaved with the lingerie over the past few weeks, only wearing what I give him. No shopping. No sifting through my pantie drawer. I’m so proud of him, but my feelings don’t stop me from wandering into his bedroom.

The shower is running, letting me know I’m safe. I have time to rummage through his lingerie drawer. I open a first drawer and see a bunch of familiar panties. Thongs I’ve bought for him. Stockings. The silk slip dress from the night I feminized him. A smile crosses my face when I think about how we gossiped until the wee hours of the morning. It was almost better than fucking, but I’m not wearing this strap for no reason. Justin better be ready, because I’m about to stretch his ass.

What I find in the next drawer shocks me. Justin has a plethora of lingerie. Pieces I’ve never seen. Thongs I certainly haven’t bought. When I dig deeper, I find a few receipts.

To think I was going to put him back in his cage. To think I trusted him. My heart crashes to the pits of my stomach. I grab a handful of the lingerie and toss it on the bed. I’m so angry. Furious. I storm to the bathroom door, but everything stops when I put my hand on the knob.

I don’t open the door. Justin is whistling on the other side, probably thinking how clever he is for hiding his stash. For disobeying my command.

I sit on Justin’s bed among his paraphernalia. He comes out of the bathroom eight minutes later. I’m watching the time with crazed eyes. My mind has been racing with ideas to enact payback. He needs to pay for his transgressions.

Justin’s face drops when he sees me with his lingerie. “I can explain,” he stutters.

“Explain what? How you’ve spent hundreds, maybe thousands, on lingerie behind my back?”

Justin frowns. “It’s not what you think.”

I take a deep breath. Justin has crossed me, but I must accept I can’t control him. Not about this. He needs his lingerie, and I don’t really care if he has it, but I’ll make him pay.

“How is it not what I think, Justin? It’s clear you have a shopping problem. To think I was going to put you back in your cage today.”

Justin drops to his knees beneath me. I don’t move. I ignore him. Justin grabs my hands. “Carol, look at me.”

“What do you want me to say, Justin? You’ve disobeyed my wishes.”

Justin pushes my legs apart and grabs my dick. He closes his mouth around it and sucks my cock in a desperate attempt to reconcile the situation, but we both know a blowjob won’t fix this. I push his head off my cock.

“Not like that, Justin.”

“How can I make it up to you?” he asks.

I grin. “You’ll find out soon enough. For now, get on your hands and knees. It’s time for you to take my fat dick.”

Justin climbs on the bed. I grab a bottle of lubrication from the box of toys we have in his closet. We add a new toy every week or so. It won’t be long until we have to buy a chest. “What do you have planned for me to make this up to you?” Justin asks, looking over his shoulder. He looks so sexy on his hands and knees, waiting for me to dick him down.

“It’ll require you wearing panties,” I say.

“Really? Okay,” Justin says.

He smiles and drops his head. I climb on the bed behind him and cover my dick with lube. I put some on Justin’s hole. He moans. His body twists. His ass moves closer to the tip of my massive cock.

Justin’s ready. He’s had the training. I slide into his accepting hole with ease. He moans, adjusting to my size.

My eyes focus on how his ass stretches over my cock. It looks so big in his tiny hole, but he’s taking it; basically fucking himself with my cock.

I smack his ass. Justin moans. I reach around his chest and pull him erect. I pinch his nipples and take over the fucking using long strokes. Making him moan each time I push deep into his ass. I suck on his ear, running my hand down until it’s on his cock. My breasts press against his back, absorbing his heat.

Justin moans as I fuck him. He takes my dick without touching his own because I’m holding it in my hand, savoring every thrust of my cock.

“You’re going to eat my pussy before you cum. Understand?”

“Yes,” Justin says through a moan. “I want to taste your pussy on my lips.”

I tell Justin to move to his back and fuck him for a couple more minutes with his cock in my hand, edging him until I can’t take it.

I pull out of Justin and take off the strap. Justin moves with me. I sit on the edge of the bed, and he gets between my legs. He wastes no time putting his mouth on my pussy, licking me how I like. Rubbing my clit. Sucking on it. Fingering me.

I lose all control after a few minutes of him playing with my pussy. He holds his face against my pussy as I let go, releasing the floodgates.

Justin falls to his ass and strokes his cock before covering his torso with his milky seed.

I fall back to the bed, exhaling. “Shit, I love fucking you. Come here and let me feel that stretched hole.”

Justin comes to me and gets in the little spoon position. I put my hand against his hole. He’s all wet and loose, and I consider making him where a plug the rest of the day, but I have something even better.

“Let’s take a shower,” I say.

We bathe together. Justin dries me with a fresh towel before using it to dry himself. I pull him to the living room, where we stand naked. I retrieve a gift from my purse and hold it out.

“It’s time.”

Justin swallows, but he agrees. “Okay,” he says with a nod.

I fix the chastity cage onto his cock and close the lock.

“You’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” he says.
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Beatrice pushes a dildo deeper into Simon’s ass, watching his face contort. Loving the control she has over his body.

They had a fight, but they’ve made up and made love several times since.

“Fuck, that feels good.” Simon grunts and moans as he strokes his cock, enjoying the dildo in his ass. It has a vibrator. Simon craves how it shakes his ass. “Can you hit the button?”

“You’re naughty, and I love it.” Beatrice hits the button, and a vibration sound emanates from Simon’s hole. He purrs. They are both naked, and Beatrice is wet for his dick. She fucks Simon for a couple more minutes with the vibrating dildo until she is running wild with lust.

“Wanna switch?”

Simon grins. He wishes he could keep the dildo in his ass, but it’d fall right out doing what he has planned. Simon pulls the dildo from his ass and tosses it to the side. He grabs Beatrice’s face and kisses her deeply, pushing her to her hands and knees.

He spanks her. Kisses her. Plays with her pussy from behind before sliding into her.

They’ve found their rhythm, switching. Giving each other control. They normally end up trading off every time they fuck, and Simon loves it. Beatrice, too.

She moans as his dick slides in and out of her pussy. She hollers when he pinches her nipples. Moans when he shoots his load all over her back. Cries when Simon flips her over to lick her pussy until she cums with him.

Simon wraps his arms around Beatrice and pulls her close. Her back is sticky with his cum. His face is no different, but they aren’t in a rush.

They cuddle and kiss as they learn how to switch.
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Myles lies in bed, staring down his body at the cage encasing his dick. It’s crazy how Myles has grown to accept it as part of his body, like an extension of himself. He can’t jack off in the shower or under the covers in the middle of the night, but not giving into every urge that rises within him is refreshing.

Emma walks through the door. Myles has no problems lying naked now. She won’t ever catch him with a hard dick in his hand since his dick can’t expand further than the cage.

Emma steps into the bedroom, glancing at her husband sprawled out on the bed. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you,” he says.

“Enjoying your cage?”

Myles grins without saying a word. They both know how much he’s loving it, despite resisting when Emma first presented the cage. She sits on the edge of the bed, running her fingers along Myles’s soft skin. His dick swells in its cage, but it can’t escape, and only she has a key.

“Why don’t we wash him? Wanna take a shower with me?”

Myles grins. Emma puts out her hand, and they head to the bathroom. She unlocks his cage, letting him free. She wraps her hand around his cock. He grows hard in her grip.

“Turn on the shower,” Emma says.

Myles bends over to turn on the shower. Emma doesn’t miss the opportunity to give his ass a little color by spanking him. They step into the water. Emma lathers her hands with soap before stroking Myles’s hard cock.

He loves her touch and the stiffness of his manhood, but part of him misses the cage. He loves how it hugs his cock. It’s almost like having a shield. A protective layer. He hopes Emma will put it right back on his dick, locking him up with a key only she holds.

“Your turn,” Emma says and hands Myles the soap.

Myles cleans Emma’s body, careful to cover her entire frame with soap. He rinses her off. Emma grabs Myles’s hand when it hits her waist. She moves his hand to her pussy, pushing herself up against the wall.

“Fuck me from behind,” she says.

Myles spreads Emma’s legs and lifts her hips until her pussy is in the perfect spot. Myles pushes into Emma. She moans and grabs his hand, putting it on her waist, telling him to fuck her hard. Not to hold back.

Myles follows her command. He thrusts with an intensity he never knew was within him. Emma claws at the shower wall as he fucks her, telling him to push deeper, so he does.

“Touch my clit. I want to cum with you,” Emma says. She can feel Myles tensing up behind her, desperately trying to hold his orgasm.

Myles lowers his hand to Emma’s pussy and plays with her clit while holding her side with his other hand, fucking her pussy without worrying about how close he is. Without worrying about cumming too soon. Myles will fuck his woman how she wants, even if it means cumming quick.

Emma bites her lip. Her walls squeeze Myles’s cock. She wants to push his hand away from her sensitive button, but she won’t. She can’t.

She screams to release her tension. Myles feels her cumming on his dick. Her walls contracting.

He pushes deep into his wife and releases his load.

They stay in that position for a few beats until Myles falls out of Emma. His dick is slick and softening. They wash each other off before heading back to bed, wearing nothing.

“Time to put on your cage,” Emma says and runs to the bathroom to clean it.

Myles doesn’t protest when Emma returns and slides his cage into place.
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Justin

My legs are freshly shaven, per Carol’s request. I’m waiting for Carol to return from the store on her living-room floor. Sitting on my hands and knees. It’s been a few days since she discovered my pantie stash, and today is the day I must face payback. I’m naked except for the cage around my cock until Carol returns to give her commands.

She walks through the door with bags in her hands. “Don’t sit there. Help me,” she says.

I race to grab the bags from her. They’re from my grocery store, so I recognize the deli selections instantly, but there’s far too much food for Carol and me alone.

“Unpack those while I get the rest from the car.”

I nod and take the bags to the kitchen, unloading the different dishes onto Carol’s counter. There’s dip, pasta salad, leafy salad, meat, and potatoes. Carol returns with bottles of wine and booze.

“Are you having a party?” I ask when she places her bags on the counter.

“Something like that,” she says.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re going to put on a dress and be our server for the night.”

“Our? Who is coming?”

“The girls. Beatrice and Emma.”

Panic races across my body. “You can’t be serious, Carol. I will not work as a waitress.”

“You disobeyed my order, and this is your payback. If you don’t want to do it, leave. I’ll take off your cage later.”

Carol knows how to push my buttons. I can’t believe I’m even considering going through with her plan. She’s lost it. Wearing a dress around her while we watch TV is one thing, but she can’t expect me to do it in front of her friends.

“This is crossing a line, Carol. I can’t do this.”

“My friends won’t judge you. You can buy all the panties you want, but you have to do this. One night. You know you want to, Justin. Why deny it?”

I can’t lie. My cock is pressing against its cage, thinking about dressing up as a girl in front of her friends. I bite my lip and glance at the food spread across Carol’s counter.

“You promise they won’t judge?”

“I can’t control them, but they’re an accepting group.”

I take a deep breath, exhaling. My mind feels a tad more at ease. I’ll be a nervous wreck all night, but at least Carol will be here to smile and remind me I have her love, no matter what.

“Do you have an outfit picked for me?”

“You know I do,” Carol says. “Wait here.”

I prep the food she got, setting aside the dishes I’ll need to heat later. Carol returns with a white dress, white thong, white tights, and the blonde wig. She has heels and a bra. The bra I’ve never seen.

“What’s that?”

“The bra has breast forms to fill out the dress,” Carol says and passes me everything. “Hurry. You need to do your makeup and get dressed. The girls will be here in an hour, and I expect you to be ready to serve us. Got it?”

“Yes, Carol.” I rush to the powder room to put on everything Carol has picked out for me to wear, transforming into a gorgeous, womanly version of myself.

I have the best girlfriend in the world.

***

Carol

“Welcome, ladies. Did you drive together?”

“Yeah,” Beatrice says. “Emma parked at my house. Who’s—”

“That’s right,” I say with a laugh. “Justin will be our waitress tonight.”

“You’re kidding,” Emma says, covering her mouth. “This is the best thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

She pushes past me. Justin remains professional, not letting the boobs, wig, or heels phase him. “Good evening, Emma. Would you like a glass of wine?”

Beatrice pushes her arm through mine to link them. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

Emma requests a glass of white wine. Beatrice and I get the same. Justin serves us food as we gossip about our jobs and ignore his presence, as though we were in a restaurant. Justin holds his shoulders high as he walks around in a dress and heels, serving us food and mixing us drinks when the wine runs dry.

I’ve never felt prouder or more in love.

The girls leave after a couple of hours. Justin is cleaning when I come up to him from behind, wrapping my arms around his waist. He stands erect, holding dirty dishes.

“You know what we should do?”

“What’s that?”

“We should go out with you dressed like this.”

Justin stiffens. “You think? I had fun tonight, but I don’t know about going in public.”

“We’ll sleep on it.” I kiss Justin on the cheek before releasing him. He finishes cleaning up and joins me on the couch. I’m horny but too tired to do anything except curl up under Justin’s arm as we watch TV. I yawn. Justin mindlessly runs his fingers through my hair.

Sex will have to wait, but it’ll be just as magical to cum all over his face in the morning light.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading New Beginnings.

Carol still has a lot more planned for Justin. She has him back in a cage after plenty of drama, yet she’s over resisting Justin’s femininity. How will she push Justin to new heights?

Beatrice and Simon have found their groove. They better hope nothing from the pasts pops up to derail their budding love.

Emma is discovering her dominance and ready to push the limits with her husband Myles. Will she go too far?
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Justin

“How are your classes? Are you enjoying the new school year?” I ask my daughters. Katie and Gloria are sitting across from me at an Italian restaurant. It’s my evening to feed them, and I thought we could eat at a restaurant instead of sitting around my condo.

“My teachers are nice,” Katie says with a shrug. “We’re already like a month into the year. Not very new.”

“I have a new friend,” Gloria announces. “We’ve been jumping rope and drawing with chalk on the playground.”

“What’s her name?”

“He’s a boy, dad. Jason,” Gloria says.

“Oh, a boy.” I steady myself with a sip of water. What does it matter if Gloria’s friends with a boy?

“Yeah, he’s new this year. He’s from New York.”

“Cool,” Katie says. “Is he from the city?”

“He’s from somewhere called Buffalo,” Gloria says. She picks up her fork and stabs a piece of broccoli in her pasta, guiding it to her mouth. “Everyone laughed when he told us because the city is named after an animal.”

“Don’t speak with your mouth full,” I say.

Gloria pops a hand over her mouth while she chews. Katie turns to me with a scowl, looking more like her mother every day. “Dad, I want to go to New York City. Can we? Please? Don’t act like you don’t have the money because I know you do.”

My girls are my life. I don’t know what I would do if something happened to my daughters, but they test me more and more as they age.

“It’s not about the money, Katie. It takes a lot of time to plan a vacation, and I don’t know if I can take the time off work.”

Katie folds her arms over her chest and pouts. “You never do anything fun with us, dad. All we do is go to restaurants. It’s boring.”

“Come on. We do stuff. We went to the cabin in the summer, and we’ve been to the movies a few times. Why don’t we do some fall activities more local than New York City?”

Katie sighs. “Whatever.”

Gloria watches her older sister, stuffing pasta into her mouth. She’s only shown glimpses of what she’ll be like as a teenager. I hope she won’t be as tiring as Katie. My eldest, who was once sweeter than sugar, has turned into a sassy teenager. It’s rare to see her sweet side nowadays. I can only hope it comes back soon.

“Is there something you want to do this fall, Gloria?”

She nods with enthusiasm. “I want to carve pumpkins before Halloween. Can we do that, dad?”

“Sure,” I say. “We’ll do that.”

Katie stabs her fork into her food, glancing around the restaurant with unamused eyes, but she says nothing to hurt her sister’s feelings. “Where’s Carol, dad?”

“She’s at work,” I say. “She should be getting off soon, but I knew you guys would be hungry before she was free.”

“Can she carve pumpkins with us?”

Katie looks up to Carol. They can talk fashion, makeup, and I’ve even overheard Katie ask Carol about boys. I’m happy they have their own relationship and that my daughter can show someone her positive side.

“I’ll ask, but I’m sure Carol will agree. She loves you two.”

Katie smiles and twirls pasta around her fork. I call the server over to ask for a dish to-go for Carol. I get the bill while the server is at our table. We finish our meals, and I drive the girls back to their mother’s house.

My ex-wife’s house. The house where I pay rent until Gloria is eighteen, per our divorce agreement, unless Judy purchases a house of her own.

Judy comes outside. She doesn’t look as chipper and put together as usual, but I can’t help if she regrets her affair. I can’t help that I fell in love with her former friend. Carol and I found something with each other. There’s no way I’ll stop seeing Carol because of Judy’s feelings.

“How was dinner, girls?”

“Fun,” Gloria says.

“All right,” Katie says.

Judy kisses Gloria on the top of her head, but Katie avoids her mother’s touch. I guess I’m not the only one who gets the cold shoulder.

“She’ll grow out of it,” I say to Judy. We’re standing in her driveway, but she’s already turned her back to me to walk inside. The girls disappear into the house.

Judy faces me. “Shut up, Justin. Don’t speak to me.”

“Damn, Judy. Don’t kill me. I was only commenting on Katie’s teenage behavior.”

“Maybe she’d be less upset if you hadn’t divorced me and left.”

“Okay, Judy. It’s clear you don’t want me here, so I’ll be on my way.”

Judy points her finger in my face, charging at me. I step backwards until I’m against my car. “You had no right to leave, Justin. I don’t want this life. I hate this life.”

“Judy, you cheated on me. I had every right to leave.”

“We could have worked through it. You didn’t have to run off with my best friend. I have nobody, Justin. Nobody. Do you know what that feels like?”

“That’s exactly how I felt when you were out cheating on me while I was spending all day in the office to pay for your big house, your shopping habits, and the lunches with your girlfriends. Hell, I was probably paying for the lingerie you bought to look sexy for Vincent,” I say. Not mentioning my lingerie.

A pink thong hugs my caged dick, but Judy will never know. She can’t see beneath my jeans. She never will again. I laugh in my head, knowing how Carol has me locked up. My life has only gotten better since my divorce, but it seems the same can’t be said for Judy.

“I hate you, Justin.”

“Judy, I need to go, but you can call me if you ever need help.” I turn to my car without waiting for Judy. She’ll yell, but I don’t have time to run in circles with her. We’ve done that before, and I’m not doing it again. I open my car door and slide into the seat. Judy steps back when I slam the door closed, lowering the window once I have the car started.

“I love you, Judy. Don’t forget to love yourself. You can get through this. I have faith in you.”

Judy shakes and screams an ugly sound as I pull out of her driveway and roll up my window. Maybe my comments are condescending, but who cares? I don’t.

I race to Carol’s house, excited to see her. Excited to be with the woman I love. She lets me wear lingerie, which is just about my favorite pastime in the world. There’s nothing better than sitting around the house in a thong and slip dress. Sometimes Carol likes to put me in a wig or paint my nails, even though I’m fine just wearing lingerie.

I love how Carol takes control. I love how she locks up my dick, telling me when and how to cum.

Carol is my perfect woman. There’s a catch, though. She wants me to go in public dressed as a woman. Carol hasn’t mentioned the idea in a couple weeks. I hope she’s forgotten. Our relationship is everything I never knew I wanted except that minor detail. Dressing as a woman in public might be where I draw the line.

***

Carol

Justin thinks I’ve forgotten, but he’s mistaken. I haven’t. I’m only waiting until the perfect moment to strike. He will go out on the town dressed as a woman. He will follow my command.

He’s out with his daughters. I’m finally free from work. I drive to the mall near the hospital where I work as a physician assistant. Nobody judges me for walking around a department store in scrubs. I feel ashamed of myself, but the shopping bug hit me right around the time I was clocking out from work.

“Looking for anything in particular today?” a sales attendant asks.

“Dresses,” I say.

He points at a section of dresses. I thank him and browse through them, wondering which would look best on Justin’s body. I want something that will hide his boxy, masculine frame. A dress he’ll feel comfortable enough walking around in public his first time. He might grow more comfortable dressing in women’s clothing with time. He might hate it. I don’t know, but I want him to try once.

I want to watch him squirm.

There’s a pink dress with a poofy midsection I love. It shows plenty of leg but will hide his flat chest and square torso. His body only squared out more since he started following the diet and exercise plan I made for him.

I take the pink dress to the register, where the sales attendant is waiting to ring me up.

“This dress is gorgeous,” the man says as he scans the tag. “It’s on sale, too! Your lucky day. Anything else besides the dress?”

“That should be all,” I say.

He folds the dress perfectly to fit it into a bag. I take the bag and head outside to my car, ready for a shower. Ready to see my man. To show him his dress and watch his face crumble when he realizes I haven’t forgotten.

Justin’s car is in the parking lot when I pull up to my townhouse. I step out of my car with the bag containing his dress. He’ll never be expecting it. I’ve gone weeks without even mentioning my plan.

“Hi, honey. How was work?” Justin asks. He’s wearing a pink thong and a gray t-shirt. “What’s in the bag?”

“Here, take it and look while I shower. Work was fine,” I say and kiss Justin on the cheek. He opens the bag as I climb the stairs. Realization crosses over his face. He lifts his head, but I move before his eyes meet mine, laughing all the way to the shower.

Justin is waiting on my bed when I come out of the bathroom, scaring me half to death.

“Justin,” I scream. I pull the towel around my chest tighter. “What are you doing in here?”

“You bought a dress,” he says.

“What’s your point?”

“Is it for me?”

“That was the plan. I want you to go out wearing it. Maybe we can go dancing or go to a restaurant.”

“No,” Justin says. “You can put me in a cage and paint my nails, but you can’t do this. I won’t.”

“You won’t?”

Justin shakes his head. I hold my towel in place, doing my best not to laugh. “No, I won’t.”

“Fine,” I say. “Get out of my room. I need to change.”

Justin narrows his eyes for the briefest of seconds before standing from the bed. I slam the bedroom door behind him. He doesn’t have to wear the dress, but he won’t dictate our relationship. If he doesn’t want to play by my rules, maybe he doesn’t want to play at all.

I put on sweatpants and a t-shirt with no bra. No point in dressing up when Justin won’t be getting any of the goodies tonight. Had he agreed to the dress, I might have put on a strap to fuck him. I might have let him eat my pussy.

“Sorry for reacting like that. I could have waited until you came downstairs to tell you I don’t want to wear the dress.”

“Don’t worry, Justin. You’re allowed to do whatever you wish. I only wish you wanted the same as me. One evening is all I’m asking for, and you won’t even give it to me.”

“You’re asking for too much, Carol. Why isn’t it good enough to keep what we do at the house?”

“If you don’t want to wear the dress in public, fine.”

Justin and I stare at each other for a few beats, like he’s daring me to give him the cold shoulder for refusing this request.

“You want some pasta? I got you some from the restaurant.”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

Justin heats my food. I eat as we sit on the couch, watching a cooking show. He doesn’t take off his pink thong. He doesn’t apologize or bring up the dress again.

We sleep with our backs facing each other.
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Beatrice and Simon link their hands together, enjoying breakfast on Simon’s balcony. Beatrice is a real-estate broker and found Simon a condo a few weeks ago after a quick search. Simon isn’t picky. He has enough room for when his son stays, which is only every other weekend and most of the summer. He had to wait until the school year to house hunt.

“I love how this place faces a pond and trees, and I can’t believe how quickly you found it,” Simon says.

“You’re an easy client.”

“You’re the best broker.” Simon leans over the table between them to kiss Beatrice.

“Why do we have to work?”

“At least we can go in a little late. I love the mornings that we can have breakfast together.”

“Me too,” Beatrice says. She’s lost in her fantasy land until a woman’s screeching voice hits her eardrums. Whoever she is, she’s screaming Simon’s name. Beatrice frowns and looks at her boyfriend. He looks like he might vomit.

“Simon, show your face. I heard you laughing two seconds ago. I know you’re up there with that whore,” she says. It must be Simon’s ex-wife, Helen. Beatrice has only seen her twice in passing. She looked at Beatrice like she was the vilest creature on the planet each time.

“You better get her, Simon. Who is she calling a whore?”

“You know she’s…” Simon says and circles his finger around his ear to say Helen is crazy.

“Simon, answer me. I’ll make a bigger scene than I’m already making. You know I will.”

“Helen, please.” Simon lifts himself to show his face. “What do you want?”

“It’s all your fault, Simon! It’s all your fault.”

Beatrice hates criticizing other women, but Helen is acting insane. She and Simon don’t even speak that much, and when they do, it’s always about George. Beatrice hears their conversations. She spends enough time with Simon to know he isn’t close with his ex-wife. She started cheating on him with her new boyfriend, Walter, and threw their marriage down the toilet.

Much in the same way Beatrice’s ex-husband Vincent did to her.

“What’s my fault, Helen? It’s not even noon yet. Why are you here yelling?”

“It’s Walter. He. He. It’s all your fault, Simon.”

Beatrice pulls on Simon’s shirt. “Invite her upstairs before all your neighbors come outside and make you an enemy of the HOA.”

“Wait right there, Helen.” Simon runs out the door to fetch his ex-wife from the lawn before the trees. Beatrice steps inside to make a cup of coffee for their unexpected guest. Helen and Simon enter the room just as Beatrice places her mug of coffee on the table.

Simon guides Helen to a chair. She scowls at Beatrice, clearly upset by her presence in Simon’s life. Beatrice’s taste pervades every inch of Simon’s new place. The furniture. The art. Simon begged Beatrice to help with the redecorating, and she couldn’t be more pleased with how it turned out.

“Would you like cream or sugar, Helen?”

“Milk, if you have it.”

“No problem.” Beatrice speaks in a soft voice, flashing Helen a knowing smile. Simon isn’t paying them any attention. He doesn’t register the jealousy on his ex-wife’s face.

“What’s wrong, Helen? You can’t come here screaming like that. You’ll make my neighbors hate me.”

Helen glances at Beatrice as she fills a small dish with a spout for milk. “Can she leave? I don’t want her hearing this conversation.”

“Beatrice is my guest, Helen. If you want to speak, you can do it in front of her.”

Helen frowns. Beatrice sets the milk dish on the table, taking a seat. Helen looks like she might explode, but she’s on Simon’s turf. What can she do? He’s a different person than the man she left for Walter. He holds his shoulders higher, and he’s more confident in who he’s becoming with Beatrice by his side.

“I can’t. She needs to leave.”

Simon opens his mouth to protest, but he just wants this moment to end. He turns to Beatrice. His expression says everything he can’t put into words.

She can’t believe Simon. He doesn’t have the backbone to stand up to his ex-wife. Beatrice grunts. She pushes out her chair, anger radiating from her body. Simon gets up to stop her, but she pushes him away. Helen watches the exchange with a grin, bowing her head to hide her amusement.

She won’t get Simon’s sympathy by smiling.

“You’re unbelievable, Simon. She’s playing you.”

“I’ll call you, Beatrice. I’m sorry.” Simon leans in for a kiss, but Beatrice doesn’t allow it. She steps into the hall and leaves without saying goodbye.

Helen is frowning when Simon turns around. She bursts into tears when he sits at the table. Simon rubs her back and listens to Helen blaming him for her new boyfriend’s cheating, even though she was the other woman when they first got together.

Simon can’t believe he asked Beatrice to leave for this, but he does nothing.

Helen only gets worse the more she’s ignored.

Outside, Beatrice curses and slaps her steering wheel. She considers storming back up to Simon’s condo to yell at him, but she won’t make a fool out of herself like Helen. She takes a deep breath and pulls out of the parking lot, wondering if she’s made a mistake by loving Simon.
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Emma’s mind runs wild with ideas about how to push Myles further. She craves expanding her power over her husband, much like emperors on a quest to stretch the borders of their kingdom. How far can she push Myles before he rebels?

He’s already in a cage, but what’s a chastity cage? Emma can do better. She can fly above the rest. Be the toughest domme. Have the best trained husband. She doesn’t want to settle, so why should she?

Emma runs into her house with a bag of treats, careful to avoid Myles. She doesn’t want her husband learning about what she has planned before she can tell him. She runs to their bedroom, wondering where Myles might be. His shoes are by the door.

Emma closes their bedroom door. She goes to the walk-in closet, dropping the bag to the floor. It has a rope, a paddle, butt plugs, and a huge strap. She can’t wait to have Myles on his hands and knees.

“Hey, Emma. How was work?”

Emma stands upright and kicks the bag between a box and their laundry basket. “Work was fine,” she says.

Myles has been coming home after work more often since she put him in a cage and started spanking his ass. He works as a coder. Emma has a job in human resources.

He doesn’t stay gone too long like before, but Emma isn’t confident he’ll want to take things to the next level. He’s been resistant to the idea of Emma sticking anything in his ass, but she really wants to play with his hole.

“How was work for you?”

“It was okay,” Myles says. “What’s in the bag?”

Emma glances at her foot. It’s only inches from the bag. There’s no use hiding it now that Myles has seen it.

“Are you sure you want to know?”

Myles places his hand on over his cock. It’s been in a cage for weeks. Emma doesn’t know when she’ll let it free. She wants Myles’s dick to shirk until it’s be so worthless that he’ll have no choice but to fuck her with a big, attachable dick while he’s in his cage.

Emma picks up the bag and hands it to Myles. He takes it, sitting on the bed. His eyebrows arch when he pulls out the first butt plug. He shakes his head when he retrieves the rest. Myles knows Emma wants to play with his butt. He’s not ready.

“We’ve talked about this, Emma. I’m not sure if I want anal.”

“You’ve asked me for anal, and it didn’t seem to be a problem then.”

Myles casts his eyes to the side. “You could have said no.”

“You’re unbelievable, Myles. Why won’t you even consider it? We can start small,” Emma says and grabs the bag. She holds up the smallest plug. “Look how tiny this is. You can take it.”

Myles takes the plug from Emma’s hand and puts it back in the bag. “It’s not about that, Emma. I like what we have going now. You can control my dick and orgasms. You can spank me. Isn’t that enough?”

Emma snatches the bag from Myles. She knew he wouldn’t understand. She knew he would be difficult. Emma wants to push their boundaries in the bedroom, and Myles is her husband. He’s the man who should indulge her desires.

“I only want you to try, Myles. It won’t be the end of the world.”

“I don’t want to argue about this, Emma. You’ve got me in a cage until you want to use my dick. We’re doing more than enough.”

“Whatever,” Emma says. She puts all the toys away and tosses the bag back into their closet, in the same spot next to her laundry basket.

Myles comes up behind Emma and pushes her against the wall, pressing his caged dick against her backside. “Wasn’t it hot when I fucked you in the shower like this?” Myles asks.

Emma closes her eyes to relive when Myles was fucking her. It wasn’t long ago, and she almost wants to let him out of his cage to do it again, but he’s been bad. Refusing what she wants. Terrible.

Emma pushes Myles off her body. “It was hot, but I’m not in the mood. Let’s eat dinner. There are leftovers in the fridge.”

“Okay,” Myles says. He follows Emma out of the closet, glancing over his shoulder at the bag of toys. It’s causing a rift in his relationship with Emma. Myles doesn’t see this issue resolving itself, no matter how much he wishes it would.
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Justin

The pink dress infiltrates my mind. I see it everywhere I go. The stacks of boxes throughout the store morph into the dress. I see it when I pass a pink shirt. It’s there when I open the cabinet in our break room.

I’m sitting at my desk, wondering how I’ll avoid the pink dress. It’s suffocating me. It’s tempting me. Wearing the dress is my way back into Carol’s heart. She still loves me, but the dress hangs between us like a curtain. Her messages aren’t as loving. Her touch isn’t as passionate.

I worry she’ll take off my chastity cage and never put it back on. I need her holding my key. Carol is my woman. She’s one of the most important parts of my life. Imagining a future without her is impossible. It’s heartbreaking. Tragic.

My phone buzzes, and I jump to check who has sent me a message.

Carol: What if we take the girls apple picking?

My thumbs race across the screen.

Me: I’ll tell Judy. Is this weekend all right?

Carol reads my message. A ‘typing’ indicator flashes.

Carol: This weekend is perfect. Should I come over when you normally have the girls?

Me: Yes, they’ve been dying to see you. Katie, especially.

Carol: I’ll be there.

Me: Won’t I see you before that?

The weekend is days away. Carol and I might go a couple days without seeing each other normally, but she’s been acting off ever since the night I refused her pink dress. Not that the dress is ugly. It’s quite attractive, but there’s no way I can wear it in public.

Carol doesn’t respond after reading my message. Minutes pass with me staring at the screen, but nothing changes. Carol has moved on with her day, ignoring me.

I spin in my office chair, angry. Confused. I want to scream, but people would hear. My office is above the grocery store, people wondering through the aisles. I focus on them with my bird’s-eye view. I’ve seen people steal from this viewpoint on several occasions, and today is no different. Sometimes I confront them. Other times I do nothing.

Today is a confrontation kind of day. I’ve just witnessed a kid slip a bag of candy into his pocket while his father wasn’t looking. I march downstairs and out to the store, hunting the pair down like a crazed man. A heartbroken man. A confused man.

“Stop right there. Don’t move,” I say in the deepest voice I can muster.

The dad glances at me with a confused, irritated expression. The kid looks like he might cry and confess. “What’s your problem, man?”

I point at the son, knowing I’ve overreacted. I’m taking my frustration out on this poor kid who will probably never forget this moment. The angry old man yelling at him for stealing candy.

I take a deep breath, calming myself before I make a scene and end up as a meme. “Your son stole candy. I saw him from my office upstairs. I’m the owner of this grocery store,” I say and point to my office window, looking over the building.

The father turns to his son. “Is this true?”

The kid cries, apologizing and pulling the candy out of his pocket. “I only took it because you said I couldn’t have it. I told you I had the money, but you said no.”

The father snatches the candy from his son, looking like he might hit the kid. I quiver, hoping I haven’t put the son in danger. The father pushes the candy into my chest, stepping closer. “I’m sorry my son stole from your store.”

“It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not okay. What do you say to this man, son?”

“I’m sorry for stealing from your store, sir.”

“If he has the money—”

“No,” the man says. He points his finger in my face. “He won’t have any candy, especially after this.” The father takes his son by the ear and pulls him toward the register. The boy looks over his shoulder at me with pleading eyes, but what can I do? It breaks my heart.

I retreat to my office and eat the bag of candy, feeling worse than when I descended the steps.
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The ladies stay warm sitting next to heaters on the patio of a restaurant they love.

“This spiked cider is so delicious,” Beatrice says.

“It’s too early in the year for cider, if you ask me.”

“Nobody is asking you, Carol.”

“I feel like winter came out of nowhere. Wasn’t it just in the seventies?” Emma asks.

“You know how unpredictable Missouri weather is,” Carol says. A beat of silence descends over the table. Carol leans forward. “Can I ask you guys for advice?”

“Anything,” Emma says. Beatrice sips her spiked cider.

“Justin really upset me when he didn’t follow my lead with the lingerie. I know I’ve exhausted you two talking about it, but there’s more.”

Beatrice and Emma nod along as Carol speaks.

“I bought him this gorgeous dress. Pink and poofy to hide his boxy figure. I want him to wear it in public as a final payback for buying so much lingerie without my permission. He refuses to wear it. I don’t know what to do.”

Beatrice can’t imagine making Simon wear a dress in public. Emma doesn’t agree with Carol’s assessment of her situation. They’re her friends and don’t want to hurt her, so neither says much of anything.

“Come on, you two. Why are you acting strange?”

“What’s so wrong about him not wanting to wear a dress in public, Carol? Why do you have to force it?” Beatrice asks.

“He’s your boyfriend. Don’t you want him happy?” Emma asks.

“He is happy. We’re great together, but he owes me one time in public. I’m not asking for the world.”

“I would be upset with Simon if he pushed me to do something I didn’t want. He and I have had our moments. It’s hard to share power, but we each have our limits and respect them.” Beatrice grabs her drink to take a sip.

Emma bites her lip, wondering if she’s pushing Myles too far. He is on the fence about trying anal, even though she really wants it. Maybe Carol has a point. “Actually, can I change my opinion?”

“Please,” Carol says. “I hate being the odd one out.”

“I bought all these toys, but Myles doesn’t want to use any of them.”

“What are you trying to do?” Beatrice asks.

Emma considers telling her friends the extent of her fantasies, but she withholds. “He doesn’t want me to put anything in his ass, and I’m desperate to try.”

Carol frowns, realizing how she sounds through Emma. Is it so wrong to indulge their men? Is it so wrong that they want to set limits?

“Justin was on board from the beginning. Maybe you could start small,” Carol says.

“I bought one of those training kits, but he’s not about it.”

“Simon likes when I stick stuff up his ass, but anal isn’t my favorite item on the menu.”

“What do you like?”

“I love spanking him, and I love when Simon fucks me from behind. He’s so passionate.”

Emma and Carol make oohing sounds. “You really are a switch, aren’t you?” Carol asks.

“Yes,” Beatrice says. “I’ve found my calling. Simon and I end up trading off while we’re making love, but didn’t I tell you his crazy ex-wife is back in the picture?”

“No,” Emma says. “What happened?”

Beatrice has been avoiding the subject because she doesn’t want to believe the power Helen has over Simon, but her confidence diminishes as she tells her girlfriend the story of how Helen showed up while they were having coffee on Simon’s porch.

“She just showed up?” Emma asks.

“You should have seen her acting all hurt and innocent. She’s the one who cheated and broke Simon’s heart. How is she going to come back into his life to accuse him of ruining her relationship with the man she left Steven for?”

Carol sips her drink and takes a bite of some fries they ordered. “Have you seen him since?”

Beatrice sighs. “No, I haven’t.”

The group falls silent. Emma picks up her menu. She is having an intense craving for red meat, which she rarely eats. She calls over their server to order a steak flatbread on the appetizer menu.

“You two can have a bite. I must not have eaten enough breakfast.”

“There are fries,” Beatrice says.

Emma shakes her head. “No, I want meat. Anyway, what are you going to do about Simon’s ex-wife?”

“Who knows? What are you going to do about Myles not wanting you in his backdoor?”

Emma shrugs. “He’ll come around. Don’t you think Justin will come around to the dress?”

Carol wants to believe Justin will one day wear the dress in public, at least to give her the satisfaction, but there’s a nagging feeling in the pit of her stomach he never will.

“Maybe,” Carol says. She uses the brightest voice she can, despite her doubts. “What if we get the guys together? We could all go on a hayride. Maybe bring the kids along.”

Emma smiles. “I would love to meet Simon and Justin and their kids. Kill all the birds with one stone.”

The ladies laugh. “I’ll run the idea by Simon, but I like it.”

“Perfect. I’m going apple picking with Justin and his daughters this weekend. I’ll let you know what they say.”

Beatrice nods, and the server arrives with their flatbread. They dig in, ignoring their issues and pestering doubts. There are drinks and food to enjoy. They can worry later.
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Carol

“You like that?” I ask, pushing deep into Justin. He loves when I use my big dick, and I love how his hole stretches over my cock.

It’s early in the morning. Golden light pours through the windows of Justin’s bedroom.

“I fucking love it,” Justin says. His voice sounds like shattered glass; fragments all over the floor. “Fuck me hard, baby.”

I grab Justin’s hips and thrust my hips. My breasts sway with the movements, and all I can think about is cumming all over Justin’s lips. There’s nothing I love more than having his mouth on my pussy. Fucking him is a close second.

Justin’s caged dick swings between his legs. I reach around to touch it, running my finger over the outline of his cage. I move my hand to his balls and wrap a hand around them, tugging.

“Right there. Fuck, you’re hitting my spot.” Justin moans as I push in and out of his hole. He sounds like he might cum any second, which he can do without leaving his cage. He loves cumming in his cage, and I love taking him there with my cock.

I listen to Justin’s moans, repeating my movements to hit his spot.

Justin cries through his closed mouth. He whispers sweet nothings as I play with his package and fuck his hole.

It’s not long until Justin screams out, nearly pushing me out of his hole, but I don’t let him. I push deeper as he covers my hand with his milky goo. His dick quickly growing soft, like it was never trying to harden.

I wipe my hand against Justin’s back as he collapses to the bed. I take off my strap, letting it fall to the floor.

“Don’t forget about me.”

“Never,” Justin says. He gets off the bed and to his knees on the floor. I put my foot on the bed and pull Justin’s mouth close to my pussy. He licks me as I hold his face against my womanhood, doing me how I like. Giving me head how I taught him, taking me to the edge of my orgasm in minutes, if not seconds.

I throw my head back. My hair hangs heavy as a moan leaves my lips. Justin doesn’t move his face as I cum all over him, laughing when my body comes down from its high.

I put out my hand. Justin gives me his. I pull him off the bed and unlock his dick. He grows hard the second I remove the cage. I stroke his sticky dick a couple times, pulling him by his manhood to the bathroom.

We take a shower, talking about what we’ll do for the rest of the day as we wash.

Apple picking. Pumpkin carving.

Judy is dropping off the girls in a few hours, so we have plenty of time for breakfast and to clean up our mess from the morning.

“What lingerie will you wear today?” I ask Justin. We’re back in his bedroom, towels wrapped around our bodies.

“You think I should wear some? I was considering boxers.”

“Why would you wear boxers when you want to wear a thong?”

“You’re right,” Justin says. He opens his drawer and grabs a light-blue thong. He puts it on over his package, glancing at me as he does. “Are you going to put my cage back on?”

“Maybe,” I say. “I thought about giving you a few days without it.”

“Are you angry, Carol? About the dress?”

I laugh, blowing off his concern. I was angry, but the feeling has dampened since I heard Emma bitching about how Myles won’t take anything up his ass. At least I don’t have that problem. I would rather have Justin take my dick than wear a dress in public.

“Drop your panties, and I’ll put on the cage now.”

Justin hops away from me. “No, it’s okay. Later.”

I smile and run my fingers through my wet hair. “Do you need anything from the bathroom? I’m going to blow dry my hair.”

“No. It’s all yours.”

I dry my hair in the bathroom, giving it sheen. I hate how dull it looks when it’s wet. Justin puts on a sweater and jeans and a tight belt for good measure, giving me a kiss on the cheek before heading to the kitchen to make us coffee. I smile at myself in the mirror, feeling like I have a loving and caring boyfriend.

Why should I care if he doesn’t want to wear a dress in public? Why should my desires outweigh his?

I lift myself with positive thoughts, but some ill feelings linger. Justin disobeyed my command. He bought tons of lingerie without my permission.

I run my fingers through my dry hair, fluffing it and letting it fall on my shoulder. I stare at myself, unable to shake the mixed feelings.

“Coffee’s ready,” Justin hollers.

“Be there in a second.” I open my makeup bag now that my moisturizer has dried to apply a quick layer of foundation. I zip the bag closed and put on an outfit like Justin’s, a sweater and jeans. My boots by the door will look super cute with the ensemble.

Justin is sitting at his dining-room table with his coffee and a tablet, probably watching the news. Headphones are in his ears. He looks devilishly handsome. I almost forget how he refused to wear the dress I bought. He pulls out his earbuds and hops up from his chair. “Coffee?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“You look gorgeous, Carol. Do I tell you that enough?”

“I wouldn’t mind hearing it more.”

He grins. I flip my hair as our eyes remained locked. Justin only breaks eye contact to fill a mug with coffee. I sit at the dining-room table with him. We sip our drinks.

“I don’t like how you’ve been freezing me out lately,” Justin says. “Do you know how crazy it makes me when you stop replying?”

“Then my actions had the desired effect.”

“Carol, please. I don’t want to fight. Maybe I’ll wear the dress one day. Maybe not. It needs to be my decision.”

“It’s not about the dress, Justin. You went behind my back. You promised to give me control, but what did you do?”

Justin drops his head. “I bought tons of lingerie before you were ready.”

“That’s right. You did something I didn’t want, so why shouldn’t I be angry now that you won’t do something I want?”

Justin shrugs. I consider beating him over the head with more negative comments, but we’ve had the same fight enough times. He won’t wear the dress. I’ll continue acting colder than usual until him until I forget about the dress, or he wears the dress, whichever comes sooner.

“We shouldn’t fight about this, Justin. Not before your daughters arrive.”

“Did you hide the cage?”

“Yeah, it’s in a safe place in your bathroom.” The girls don’t use Justin’s bathroom since they have one.

Justin nods. What more can we say? We’re standing on two sides of a fence. I will move on eventually, but bitch Carol has yet to leave the building. Her bags aren’t packed. I don’t know when I’ll get over the dress, but it won’t be today.

We watch news on Justin’s tablet, chatting about current events. We don’t agree on every issue, which leads to a few intense debates. Our discussions are never upsetting, but they are heated. A knock on the door settles us. Gloria screams from the other side.

Justin exits the videos. We both take a deep breath. We’re always nervous when the girls are around. I follow behind Justin. He opens the door.

Gloria charges at him. “Daddy, daddy! I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” Justin says. He kisses Gloria on the top of her head.

Katie runs toward me, greeting me before releasing a stream of gossip, filling me in on what she and her friends have been up to at school. I listen with a smile until Judy’s intense eyes shake my attention.

“Carol, do you mind if we talk?”

I look over my shoulder at Justin. Judy and I used to be friends when she was married to Justin. In fact, I didn’t like Justin much at all until he was separated and needed a friend because Judy was cheating on him with another man. Our relationship didn’t begin until after Judy’s transgressions.

I never say it, but I’m so happy she messed up with Justin because he’s the best boyfriend in the world. Seeing Judy reminds me of what I could lose by pushing Justin away over a stupid dress.

“Judy, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Then girls have stopped talking to watch us adults. Not that we always act our age. There has been plenty of tension between Judy and me. She doesn’t look like she wants to say anything nice.

“I wasn’t speaking to you, Justin. Carol, do you mind? Woman to woman.”

I touch Katie’s shoulder and tell her how I want to hear all about her gossip when I get back. I gesture toward the hall. Judy follows me outside, closing the door behind her.

“Don’t speak too loudly. The door is thinner than you think,” I warn Judy. We wouldn’t want her girls hearing how much of a bitch their mother really is.

“You’re a piece of work, Carol.” Judy wrings her wrists and shakes her head. “Not only are you a home wrecker, but your influence over my daughter is poisonous.”

“This is about my relationship with Katie?”

“She told me you two were talking about boys. That’s so inappropriate, Carol. You have no business discussing those things with her.”

“You need to watch your tone, Judy.”

“No,” Judy screams. She sprays spit. I pat my face dry with my sweater’s sleeve. “You are not allowed to speak to her about her friends, her relationships, nothing. Do you understand?”

“You know she can hear you, right?” I grab Judy by her lower arm and pull her away from the door. They’re all probably standing by the window watching us, and I’m not having this conversation in front of Justin and his daughters. Judy should have more respect.

I don’t say a word until we’re in the parking lot by her car. I still recognize it, and just by glancing inside, it’s clearly not as tidy as it once was. “If you ever want to know what Katie is telling me, all you have to do is call. There are no secrets when it comes to your daughter, but she needs relationships with more women than her mother. Katie and I have always had a relationship, or do you not remember those times I watched her while you and Justin went out? Do you not remember those times you and I went out with just your daughters?”

Judy deflates, placing a hand on her car. “It’s not the same. You two are closer now, and I can’t stand it. She talks about you all the time. She always asks when she’ll get to see you. It’s like she doesn’t even care how you’re the other woman.”

I clench my fists. “You’re forgetting history, Judy. You’re the one who cheated on Justin. I didn’t wreck your house. You did.”

Judy swings her arm before I have time to stop her. Her nails tear through my skin. My hand flies to my cheek. “You fucking bitch.”

“You’re the bitch, Carol! Why are my kids more excited to see you than me?”

I take a step back from Judy. Whatever chance we had of becoming friends again is dead in the water. Justin and I have done nothing but act politely toward Judy while she sorts through her issues, but this is a step too far.

“You’ll always be their mother, Judy. I hope Justin and I last, but even so, the fact remains. Get over yourself and get your fucking act together.” I hold my cheek and leave Judy in the parking lot, too angry to spend another second with her. I won’t hit. Not like her.

I glance over my shoulder when I get to the stairs that lead to Justin’s condo. Judy watches me with an expressionless face. I put up my middle finger at her before heading up the stairs, holding my face.

Justin rushes outside. It’s dramatic, but I can’t help myself. I fall into his open arms and cry.

“What did she do?”

I lift my face off his chest and move my hand, revealing the scratch marks. “What?” Justin hollers. “I’ll go talk to her.”

“No,” I say and grip his chest. “Let’s go inside. It’ll only give her satisfaction if you go down there. She’s causing drama we don’t need.”

Justin inches toward the stairs, but he relents. He relaxes into my body, and I hug him. I hope Judy is watching us. I hope she sees how Justin is with me. Calm. Patient. Happy.

“The girls are waiting,” I say, and take Justin’s hand. They are watching TV when I walk into the condo, but Katie sees my face. Her lips turn down. I’ll talk to her about it if she asks, but I need to wash my face. Justin has the girls in their jackets when I step back into the living room.

“What do you ladies say we get some cupcakes before apple picking?”

The girls light up. We head out the door and have an incredible day. Katie never asks about the scratch marks on my face, and I act like they aren’t there. We discuss her friends and school life. I ignore Judy’s comments and talk to Katie like I always have. Gloria is a bit too young to notice the nuances of adult relationships, much to my relief.

We pick apples after cupcakes, accumulating many more than we’ll ever be able to eat, but I can turn them into apple pies. We have dinner at a Middle Eastern restaurant before heading back to Justin’s for pumpkin carving. I didn’t think I would end up sleeping over, but I do.

There’s no better place to be than in Justin’s arms.
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Emma hasn’t been feeling like her usual self. Cravings she can’t explain strike her. A sixth sense has been ringing through her body. Emma doesn’t want to believe it, but she can’t think of any other explanation.

Emma has an emergency pregnancy test under her bathroom sink. She always keeps one, even though the doctors told her and Myles there was almost no chance they could have a child. Myles’s sperm is this, and her uterus is that. Emma blocks out the memories of those visits to fertility doctors as best she can.

The hope has always lingered, but it’s diminished with time.

Myles isn’t home. Emma left her office early when she picked out an egg sandwich with a side of chili for lunch. It’s the single strangest meal she’s ever ordered, and she’s a little late.

Emma pees to take the test, placing it atop tissue paper on the counter. She can’t watch, so she washes her hands before heading to another room. Any other room. She loses herself cleaning the stove, wondering what her child might be like. Wondering if she will finally have the chance. Five minutes pass before she catches the time on the microwave, rushing back to the bathroom.

Emma picks up the test, tears budding in her eyes when she sees the symbols that show she’s pregnant.

It’s too good to be true. She grabs her keys and rushes out the door, flying to a convenience store down the street. She pays for three more pregnancy tests and takes them all, crying harder as each of them shows that she’s pregnant.

Emma covers her mouth, cursing at herself for all the alcohol she’s drunk. Pregnancy stopped crossing her mind as a possibility years ago. She and Myles don’t use protection, and he has cum in her more times than she can count. It has never resulted in pregnancy. Not until now.

Maybe locking him up strengthened his cum. His loads have certainly been thicker and creamier. Maybe she finally had a viable egg. No matter what string of events caused this moment, Emma isn’t sure if she’s ever felt happier.

Emma picks up her phone with shaking hands, calling Myles.

“Hey, Emma. What’s up? It’s a busy day here at the office,” Myles says. Emma registers the beeping and commotion in the background of the phone call.

“I left work because I was feeling off, and it’s because I’m pregnant.”

Myles gasps. “You are? But how?”

“Who knows? Can you come home?”

“I’ll be right there,” Myles says.

Emma hangs up the phone, placing it against her chest. Her back is against the bathtub. She can’t pick herself up from the bathroom floor. She’s pregnant. After all the dreaming and heartbreak, she’s finally pregnant. There’s a chance she can still lose the baby. She won’t tell her friends until she’s further along, but there’s no reason she and Myles can’t celebrate.

Myles arrives home an hour later. He races through the door and wraps his arms around Emma, pulling her up from the bathroom floor. He showers her with kisses and carries her to their bedroom, gently placing her on the bed.

They lie next to each other, suspended in time. Myles doesn’t care about work. He’s home with his wife. He rubs her belly, wondering what their baby might look like.

“How far along do you think you are?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a month? I’ve been feeling a little nauseous, but I wrote it off as no big deal. The cravings are what really threw me off. Do you know what I picked out for lunch?”

“Tacos?”

“An egg sandwich and chili. Who in the world eats that?”

Myles runs his fingers through Emma’s hair, staring at her. “You can eat whatever you want. You name it, and I’ll cook it.”

“Don’t tempt me. I might take advantage of this pregnancy.”

“Please do,” Myles says.

Emma runs her fingers along Myles’s body, wanting to undress her husband. He’s looking more handsome than ever. He’s still in his cock cage, which Emma loves, but she wants more. She wants to tie his legs together and fuck him from behind.

She finds herself watching porn whenever she’s alone or bored, wishing she were one of the women in the videos. Wishing she had a man like Justin who likes penetration.

Emma will never leave Myles, but she has desires. Ones he hasn’t been willing to fulfill.

“What do this mean for us?”

“I’ll keep you in your cage as long as I please,” she says.

Myles grins. “You’re the best. I’ve been thinking about what you want. I still need more time, but maybe there’s a chance you could play with my hole.”

Emma pats Myles’s head. “Don’t worry. We’re pregnant. Let’s hit the town and celebrate.”

“All right,” Myles says. He hops out of bed. Emma follows his lead. Both are floating in the clouds, excited about the possibility of having a child.
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Beatrice spanks Simon’s ass, loving how he lurches forward but comes back for more. Always. His hard dick swings between his thighs. Beatrice reaches for it. She wraps her hand around his thickness, bringing the flogger back down on his ass.

Simon moans as the sting of pain runs through his body. “Spank me. I’ve been bad.”

Beatrice nearly forgot how much time Simon has been spending with his ex-wife. Helen’s needy and dramatic. She slithered right back into Simon’s life when problems emerged in her relationship with the man who ruined her marriage to Simon. She cheated on him, ran around all over town. Took vacations.

“That’s right, you’ve been bad. Spending all that time with Helen,” Beatrice says. She spanks Simon’s ass again. “Why did you do that?”

“I don’t know,” he says. “I was stupid. Forgive me.”

Beatrice spanks him harder, repeating her actions. Letting her anger boil to the surface. “Why should I forgive you?”

“Fuck,” Simon says. He falls to the floor. “Stop for a second. That hurts.”

Beatrice catches herself, taking a deep breath. She rubs the spot she reddened on Simon’s ass, caressing him. “Does that feel better?”

“Yeah, a little.”

Beatrice drops her flogger. She stands and pulls Simon with her, guiding him to the bed. They lie next to each other, a tension settling in the room.

“Did I strike a nerve?”

Beatrice shrugs. “I don’t like how Helen came back into the picture. She’s not good news, Simon.”

“She’s the mother of my son. What do you want me to do?”

“How would you feel if I gave Vincent a ton of attention?”

Simon frowns. He doesn’t like Beatrice’s ex-husband. The man is scum. He spends all of Beatrice’s money and doesn’t appreciate how much she provides for his lifestyle. Simon sees where Beatrice is coming from, but his situation is different.

“Helen’s not as strong as you, B. She needs me.”

Beatrice scoffs and scoots away from Simon. “I need you not to baby her. She left you, Simon. She cheated on you. How can you sit there and help her?”

“I need her to stay sane, for my son’s sake. Beatrice, I need you. You don’t know how much I fear losing you, but you can’t ask me to stop talking to Helen. She’s always been like this.”

“How do you expect me to have sex with you when you say things like that?” Beatrice asks. She pulls the sheet over her body. She moves off the bed, standing at its edge. Simon remains where he was. Naked. Soft. Handsome, yet uglier than Beatrice has ever seen him. “I can’t stay here.”

“Don’t leave, Beatrice. Wait,” Simon says. He runs after Beatrice, but she already has her clothes and is heading to the bathroom. She steps inside the bathroom and slams the door shut behind her. Beatrice rushes to pull the clothes onto her body, frustrated. Furious.

“Open the door. Talk to me.”

Beatrice throws her shoe at the closed bathroom door. “Don’t be there when I open this door in two minutes. I don’t want to see your face, Simon.”

“You aren’t seeing it from my side. Helen is a child. You’re a goddess. She isn’t the woman I want, but I have to deal with her craziness to avoid her taking it out on our son. I do everything to keep her in a positive light in his eyes.”

Beatrice softens at Simon’s words, but she doesn’t want to hear it. Tears are running down her cheeks. She can’t even look at herself in the mirror. It’s too pathetic. Too heartbreaking. Beatrice swore to herself she’d never love another man after what Vincent did, but then Simon stumbled into her life.

An accident. Fresh air. Beatrice used to see Simon as though he were a chest of gold at the peak of a mountain, but views change.

“Say something, Beatrice.”

She doesn’t want to push him away more than she has, but she can’t get over this situation he has with his ex-wife. It isn’t fair. Why does Beatrice have to stay strong? Why do people expect her to carry the weight of the world on her shoulders? From her junior agents at the brokerage to her daughter to Simon. They all expect greatness from Beatrice, but Beatrice needs a break.

“Carol wants to get everyone together in a couple of weeks for a hayride. Would you mind bringing George?”

“I can bring George, but what are you saying?”

Beatrice sucks in a sharp breath. She has fallen for Simon, but no relationship is perfect. No man can complete her. “I need a break, Simon. I need time to myself.”

“Are you breaking up with me?”

“No,” Beatrice says. “If you can give Helen what she needs, are you willing to allow me this?”

“Yes,” Simon says. His fist taps the door. Beatrice stares at the closed door, tempted to open it. Tempted to throw her arms around Simon and forget everything she’s just said, but time apart will clear her head. Helen isn’t a threat to Beatrice. She knows Simon won’t cheat, and maybe he needs to baby her for their son’s sake.

“Go back to your room. I’m leaving.”

“Are you sure?”

Beatrice takes a breath before she answers. “Yes.”

Simon says nothing else. His footsteps retreat from the door. Beatrice picks up the rest of her stuff, grabs what she has in the living room, and heads outside. Maybe she’ll call Simon before the hayride. Maybe she won’t. She only hopes that absence does indeed make the heart grow fonder.
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Carol

How can I stay angry at Judy? She’s hurting. Vincent has probably slept with a dozen different women since his separation from Beatrice. Judy thought she was so special when she was running around behind Justin’s back with Vincent, visiting him while their spouses were out earning all the money.

Vincent and Judy are still living on alimony payments from Beatrice and Justin. Their affair might have continued after the divorces, but it’s obviously fizzled out. Judy looks crazier every time I see her, so I bought flowers to give her when she drops off the girls in a few hours.

We’re meeting everyone in the evening for a haunted hayride.

Justin stirs. It’s early in the morning. I’ve been lying in bed for the past hour, thinking about life. My patients at the hospital. Justin’s work. Our sex life. Politics. Current events. My mind hops from one topic to the next, but I haven’t been able to shake Judy from my mind.

We were once friends, until she hurt Justin. Until I had to help him through the dark days that he faced healing from Judy’s affair.

“Morning, beautiful.” Justin rolls toward me and kisses my cheek.

I kiss him on the lips. I stare into his dark eyes, seeing my reflection. My hair is a mess, but Justin doesn’t mind. His hands are on my side. His dick is hard. It presses against my leg. I haven’t had him in his cage for weeks, but today is a grand day for surprises.

I wrap my hand around Justin’s cock. He moans and nuzzles his face into my neck. I moan as his tongue slides across my skin. He grows harder in my hand.

I push Justin to his back and climb on top. He moans as I straddle his legs and push my pussy up against his dick. We’re both wearing panties. I’m soaking through mine. Justin fell out the side of his long ago. They make his dick look even bigger than it is.

“Don’t move,” I say.

Justin breathes heavier as I snake my body down his. He doesn’t dare move. He doesn’t push his hands into my hair. If I suck his dick, Justin knows better than to disturb my flow.

I part my lips when they’re centimeters from Justin’s cock. He moans as I take him into my mouth. Inch after inch disappears past my lips. Justin lifts his ass, pushing his cock into the back of my throat. His toes curls as I swallow him deeper. I take him until his dick makes me cough.

“Fuck,” Justin says. His body thrashes. His toes curl and pop. I’m overwhelmed with the desire to milk his dick, but I need him hard for my pussy. Justin and I have been tested, and I’m on birth control, so I don’t think twice when I move to sink onto his dick.

Justin’s eyes roll around as my pussy envelops his cock. I’m dripping wet and only getting wetter as I move my hips. I’m in control. Using Justin’s cock for my pleasure.

“You like that pussy, baby?”

“I love it,” he says.

I sit upright, bouncing on his dick like it’s my mission. Using every inch that he has to offer and loving it. I reach behind my body and wrap my hand around Justin’s balls. My fingers rest against the fabric of his thong as I tug gently on his package, wet from my leaking juices. It’s a sloppy mess where our bodies meet.

“Touch my clit,” I command.

Justin knows how I like him to rub and slap my button, and he gets to work. I close my eyes to enjoy his touch, playing with his balls to steady myself. To control the budding pressure within my body.

I don’t hold back when Justin’s touch is too much to handle. I throw my head back and scream. Justin knows better than to tell me to shut up. He knows I don’t care if his neighbors hear him pleasuring me. I want them to give me a crazy look in the hall. I want them to wish they were me.

“Cum with me,” I manage as my body writhes with ecstasy.

Justin lets out a breath, as though he’s letting go, and I feel his dick throb within me. I move my hips to milk him, letting him cum deep in my pussy.

Justin loves to taste himself against me, so he climbs down my body when I dismount. He presses his lips against my womanhood, licking up whatever bits of seed might have leaked out.

***

Carol

Justin and I dry off after a shower. We spent an hour in bed, cuddling and watching TV. Talking about my friends who we’ll meet tonight. Justin is nervous about meeting the boyfriends, but our conversations will stay PG since the kids will be there.

That doesn’t stop me from fetching Justin’s cage from the place I left it while we’re in our towels.

“It’s time,” I say.

Justin swallows, glancing at the cage with wide eyes. “Now?”

“Yes, Justin. Now.”

“Fine,” he says.

I sit on the bed. Justin steps closer. I reach forward and pull his towel loose, watching with glee as it falls to the floor. I slip the cage onto his dick before he gets too hard. He’s growing quickly.

“You better lock it now,” Justin teases. “He wants to be free.”

“Not today,” I tease and lock Justin’s cage. “How does it feel?”

“Incredible. I love when you lock up my cock. I love you,” he says and leans over to kiss me.

“I love you too. We need coffee before the girls arrive.”

“I’ll make some,” Justin says. He opens his pantie drawer and pulls out a thong. It’s simple. Purple with a clean waistline. He pulls it over his cage. I smile. He puts on jeans and a sweater, looking like any other guy, but I know his secret.

His dick is mine.

Justin goes to the kitchen to make coffee. I put on underwear, adjusting my bra in the mirror. I put on thick tights and a warm dress. It’s chilly outside, and we’re not meeting everyone until the evening.

The main area smells like coffee when I leave the bedroom. Justin has everything we need on the dining-room table. We drink our coffees and watch news on his tablet. It’s a calm morning, and we’re more than ready when the girls finally knock on the door.

“You don’t have to give Judy those flowers,” Justin says to me in a low voice.

I shake my head. Judy’s hurting, and as much as I hate her for scratching my face, there’s a chance it was her cry for help. She didn’t have many friends before the affair. Linda and I were some of her only friends, and I’m with Justin now.

I grab the flowers. They’re dahlias. I clutch them and lead the way to the door. Justin follows. I curl the flowers behind my back as I reach for the knob to open the door.

The girls smile when they see me and run inside. Judy isn’t there.

“Hi, Carol.” Gloria runs past me to her father.

“Hi, Carol. How are you?” Katie stands next to me, an expectant smile on her face. I love our time together, but I need to speak to Judy.

“I’m well, honey. Where’s your mother?”

“She didn’t want to come upstairs, so she waited in her car.”

“I’ll be right back,” I say and push past Katie. Judy is nearly out of the parking lot when I get to the top of the stairs. “Judy, wait!”

Judy looks through her window at me like she won’t stop. I expect her to continue out of the parking lot, but she doesn’t. Judy turns around and pulls into a parking spot. I walk down the stairs. My heart races. Judy scratched my face the last time we were standing at bottom of the stairs.

Judy doesn’t get out of her car, but I don’t walk past her trunk. I don’t want her doing anything stupid.

“Come out, Judy. I only want to talk.”

Judy opens her door, stepping out of the car. She doesn’t meet my eyes when she closes her door to walk toward the trunk. I won’t hurt her. I won’t hit her like she hit me.

“Don’t hide your face, Judy. We used to be friends. What happened to us?”

“You started sleeping with my husband.”

“Your ex-husband. You two were separated, and the divorce is finalized, and we both know I never would have slept with him if it weren’t for your actions with Vincent. Are we really going to fight about this again, or can we talk like adults?”

Judy sighs, meeting my eyes for the first time. The car acts as a barrier between us.

“Do you know what it’s like to feel lonely and worthless? Do you know what it’s like to lose everything you once had?”

I don’t know how to respond without sending Judy over the edge, so I extend the flowers. “These are for you.”

“You bought me flowers?”

“Yes, Judy. We need to move past whatever hard feelings we have. I’m willing if you are. What do you say?”

Judy gazes at the flowers. I push them closer to her, and she takes them after a few excruciating beats.

“Truce?”

“Yeah, I guess. It’ll always hurt seeing you with him,” Judy says.

“I never meant for it to happen. Who am I to control fate?”

Judy frowns, brushing the back of her hand against the petals. “So, you think fate brought you and Justin together?” Judy doesn’t move her gaze from the flowers.

“It’s possible. I wouldn’t rule it out. Would you?” I ask.

“Was it fate who ruined my life? Do you know what I would give to turn back time, Carol?”

“We all make mistakes. I’ve made plenty of my own, but we can’t let those mistakes stop us. We have to charge ahead.”

“Easy for you to say, since you have the man.”

“Men aren’t everything, Judy. You have two beautiful daughters who love you. You also have a friend,” I say. “Me.”

“If only that were true. I enjoyed our friendship, Carol, but we both know that ship has sailed.”

I pull on my fingers, taking a breath. There’s no arguing with Judy. She can believe what she wants. I’m here if she needs me, but I won’t apologize for falling in love with Justin.

“You know my number, Judy. Don’t be afraid to use it. We’re better off if we aren’t enemies.”

“I’m sorry for scratching your face.”

“Don’t worry. It’s forgotten. See you around.”

Judy gestures at me with the flowers as I take a step away from her car. The girls are probably hungry. We always take them to lunch if we get them this early.

“Bye, Carol.”

I turn and walk up the stairs, lighter. Judy and I might never have the relationship we once had, but we’ve reached a ceasefire, and there’s no better feeling.

Katie and I catch up the moment I walk through the door and all throughout lunch. A message pops up on my phone as Justin pays the bill. It’s a picture of the dahlias. They’re sitting proudly in Judy’s living-room.

Judy: Flowers are gorgeous. Thanks for everything.
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Carol and Justin are the first ones to arrive at the site of the haunted hayride, but the others show up shortly after. It’s the first time all the guys are meeting. Everyone is shaking with nerves, but they do their best not to show it.

Greetings last a few minutes. Couples stick together, as do the three kids.

Carol reaches over to pat Gloria’s shoulder when they near the hayride’s entrance. “Are you sure this is okay? It’s your last chance to turn around.”

Gloria shakes her head. “No, I don’t want to turn around. I want to go on the hayride. It’s not scary. I’m a big girl.”

Carol chuckles. “Okay, if you say so.”

Gloria smiles, and the group continues forward. The group discusses sports, events around the city, and facts about their jobs. They do not mention that Justin and Myles are locked up in chastity cages.

The men glance at each other, like they know their secrets but would never confess to them.

Gloria, Katie, and George claim a corner of the wagon. Gloria quivers against her sister. Katie tries not to act annoyed. She tries not to act scared, even though George screams every time something pops out from behind the hay.

The adults laugh. A few have screamed, but the novelty wears thin after the first few surprises. Everyone is drinking spiked cider except Emma. She has hot chocolate, careful to keep her secret under wraps.

It’s a pleasant evening, albeit a cold one. The temperature seems to drop by the minute. They race back to the gazebo after their hayride to buy warm donuts, funnel cake, and more drinks.

Music plays in the background, and heaters do their best to keep the people warm, but nobody can tolerate the cold for much longer.

They finish their food, hug, and leave, feeling refreshed from having met each other.

None of the ladies are driving, so they wind up texting each other in the group chat they have.

Carol: Next time we should line the guys up and spank them. Adults only.

Emma: We could make them serve us in their cages and dress them up all cute, like Carol did with Justin.

Beatrice: I’d love to stick a plug up Simon’s ass and make him serve me a cocktail. This just might have to happen. He needs to do something to make up for spending so much time with his ex-wife.

Emma: Ugh, he’s still doing that? Put a plug in his ass and a gag around his mouth.

Carol: Make him wear a skirt or a dress.

Beatrice: You guys are terrible, but it sounds pretty hot.

Emma: A girl can dream.

The thread moves into a conversation about how delicious the donuts and cider tasted. It fizzles as they arrive home, distracted by other things than a road. They each dream about making their man serve the group, but when will they ever have time to make their fantasies come true?
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“Bend over and take it,” Emma says.

“No, Emma. Why can’t you drop this? I don’t want anything up my ass. Get over it,” Myles says.

Emma’s desires have only intensified as her pregnancy progresses. She’s tried the pregnancy card, but Myles doesn’t budge. He won’t even let her rub his hole with her finger anymore.

They’re naked on their bedroom floor. Emma has been sucking his dick for minutes to warm him up, but his answer hasn’t changed.

“Why not, Myles? I want to fuck you with this dildo. It’s tiny. Look at it,” Emma says, holding the small vibrator. “It won’t hurt. You aren’t even giving it a chance.”

“Pushing me isn’t helping,” he says. “We can’t have sex anymore without you making a big deal out of this.”

“I took off your cage. I sucked your dick. What else do I have to do?”

Myles shrugs. He has his hand around his cock, mindlessly stroking it. Emma scoots away from him. She wraps her arms over her chest.

“Can I fuck you?”

“No.” Emma wants Myles inside of her, but standing down would make her weak.

Myles strokes his cock. “I’m going to cum then.”

Emma stands and races to the closet. She grabs a paddle. “You can’t cum until I say. Get on your hands and knees. You’ve been a bad boy.”

Myles grins and releases his cock to move into the position Emma requested. Emma climbs by his side. She holds the paddle high in the air before smacking it against Myles’s cheeks. He loves the pain. He yelps, but his body says he wants more.

Emma spanks him until both his ass cheeks are burning red. She’s wet, and all she sees is the split down Myles’s backside. All she wants is to watch his hole stretch. She wants to hear him moan. Hit his spot. She wants to be the woman in the videos she watches when nobody is looking.

“Do you have lube?” Myles asks. He’s still on his hands and knees.

“Yeah, I bought some specifically for anal.”

“No surprise. Go ahead and try, but only a small toy. Nothing big,” Myles says. His voice is loud and commanding, but all Emma hears is compromise. She runs to her closet and picks up a tiny vibrator, shaking with anticipation.

Myles glances over his shoulder as Emma readies the toy. He takes deep breaths, telling himself to relax. Telling himself it’ll be okay to give his wife what she wants. Maybe she won’t even like it after she tries. Either way, he’ll be able to say he did it. He’ll be able to check the box so they can move on with their lives.

What Myles doesn’t expect is how much he loves the vibrator when Emma pushes it in him.

“You like that?” she asks, moving the toy in and out of his stretched hole.

Myles groans, hating to admit it, but the toy feels incredible. “I fucking love it. Does it vibrate?”

Emma grins and clicks on the vibration. Myles gasps, feeling the vibration radiate across his body. His dick shakes. He could cum in a second. “Take it out,” he says.

“Is everything okay?” Emma asks as she pulls the vibrator from his hole.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

Emma grins. “Get over here.”

***

Emma lies on the sofa a few hours after making love to Myles. He made her stick the vibrator back into his ass before he came. It was one of the single hottest moments of their sex life. It’s almost impossible for Emma to remember the rocky days of their relationship because the present is so bright.

Myles is cooking dinner. Emma pulls up her group chat.

Emma: He finally did it, and guess what?

Carol: He loved it!

Emma: Yeah, he did.

Beatrice: No surprise there. Men act like they don’t want it, but a lot of them really do.

Carol: Justin loves when I fuck him.

Emma: We’re starting slow, but this afternoon was so hot. I’m getting wet thinking about it.

Beatrice: Naughty lady.

Carol: Who are we kidding? I get wet every time I think about fucking Justin.

Beatrice: I’m in the office, ladies. I have clients to see.

Emma glances at Myles, stirring a pot of peppers and onions. He’s making steak fajitas with scrambled eggs on the side. Emma can’t seem to shake her cravings for meat and eggs.

Emma: What do you guys say to a Friendsgiving?

Carol: Love it!

Beatrice: Tell me where and when. I’ll be there, as long as it’s not the actual holiday.

Emma: Send me some dates that work best for you. I was thinking maybe the Saturday after Thanksgiving. We can keep it light. I want the boys to cook.

Carol: Sounds perfect to me. Cocktails, snacks, and no dishes to wash.

Beatrice: I’ll tell Simon next time I see him. Can’t wait!

Emma tells them to confirm the date when they have a chance, and the conversation quickly dies. Emma leaves her phone in the living room and joins Myles in the kitchen. She tells him all about her idea, and he’s on board.
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Beatrice waves at Simon as she steps out of her car. He’s standing by the entrance of where they’re having lunch. Sometimes the only chance they can see each other for days is a random weekday lunch. They always try somewhere new to keep it interesting.

“Afternoon, gorgeous.” Simon kisses Beatrice’s cheek and holds open the door.

“Thank you, handsome.” Beatrice steps through the door. A host greets them, taking them to a table near the back of the restaurant. “This place is fancy. I didn’t even have time to research it before driving over here.”

“I read a review about it in a local magazine.”

Beatrice picks up a menu to glance over it. They have a classic selection, but each dish has a twist. A pomegranate added here. Kale added there.

Simon looks at the menu, but he decided what he wanted when he read the review. They have a special grilled chicken dish. The article raved about the intense flavors, but Simon can read over the menu to give Beatrice time. He would hate to make her feel rushed.

Not that Simon can concentrate for long.

A familiar laugh catches his ear. Helen. He glances around the room and can’t believe what he sees.

Beatrice sets down her menu, noticing Simon staring in the distant. She opens her mouth to ask what’s wrong but sees Helen before she speaks. Simon’s ex-wife has caused her more than enough pain.

Helen glances at them for the briefest of seconds. They see the recognition in her eyes, but Helen ignores them. She laughs, throwing her head back at something her date says. She’s hanging off some man’s arm. He is wearing a gray suit and looks like money.

“That’s him,” Beatrice says.

Simon’s jaw hardens. “Yes, that’s him. Walter Jones. Mr. Real Estate.”

Walter looks right at Simon and Helen, and there’s not a trace of recognition in his eyes. He turns his attention back to Helen, placing his hand on her side. Pulling her close. Controlling her. Helen gives her full self to the man. Beatrice watches with a tight grip on her glass, wanting to walk over to Helen to pour the water over her head.

Beatrice can’t afford to piss off Walter Jones, though. She hasn’t done business with the man directly, but he has a grandiose influence in the local real-estate community.

“Let’s leave them alone,” Beatrice says.

Simon reddens as he watches. Walter glances at him, looking like he really wants Simon to stop staring, but Simon can’t help it. He’s watching the woman who spent the last few weeks crying on his shoulder. Texting him nonstop. Now she won’t even glance in his direction. Helen is acting like Simon doesn’t exist, and nothing has ever made him feel more erratic.

Simon stands from his chair. It falls back. Beatrice covers her mouth, watching in horror as Simon crosses the room to his ex-wife.

“Excuse me,” Helen says. “Can we help you?”

Beatrice shakes her head, wishing their kids weren’t at school. They have to act like adults when they’re around. Simon is raw. Helen is gazing at her ex-husband like she doesn’t recognize him. Like she didn’t run to his condo day after day to cry on his shoulder.

“Are you kidding, Helen? Do you know who I am, Walter?”

“Not a clue,” he says. “A lot more people know my name than the other way around, though.” Walter holds a scotch whiskey, twirling it around. “Baby, do you know this man? Can you say something to make him go away?”

Simon’s mouth falls open, but he doesn’t react. He puts up his hand and takes a breath. “Don’t come crying to me next time Walter hurts you, Helen. I’m over helping you. If you pull something like this again, I’ll sue for full custody.”

Simon pulls out the phone and opens the camera. He snaps a picture of Helen. Her hands are on Walter’s shoulders, like she’ll fall to her death if she doesn’t cling to him. There’s a martini glass between them, and Walter is still holding his scotch.

“Now I have proof of your affair. I’ve been nothing but a good man, and you’ve been nothing but a whore.”

Walter moves his body away from Helen. “Is this your ex-husband?”

Helen frowns. “Yes, but he means nothing.”

“Why are you acting like you don’t know him if he’s your ex-husband?”

Helen’s face falls flat as she tries to answer the puzzle.

“I’ll tell you why, Walter. She’s insane. You should run while you can. It’ll save you the years of stress I went through.”

Walter looks at Helen with an expression she’s seen many times before. Contempt. That he’s better than her, and she’s nothing but a crazy woman.

“Sir, could you bring me the bill?” Walter says.

“No,” Helen says. “You can’t do this.”

“We should have stayed on a break. Next time, it’ll be indefinite. Please don’t touch me, Helen. I can’t be with a woman who pretends not to recognize her ex-husband. That’s crazy.”

“No. No, no, no, no… No!” Helen hops off her barstool and rushes at Simon. “This is all your fault,” she says and pounds her fist against Simon’s chest.

Walter signs the bill while Helen isn’t looking and downs the rest of his scotch. He waves at Simon from behind Helen while tiptoeing away from the situation.

Simon reaches out and takes hold of Helen’s shoulders. Beatrice watches. She can’t believe Walter is sneaking away from Helen, leaving her right where she was a few weeks ago. Her presence almost ruined what Beatrice and Simon have created. Helen might be worse than Vincent. Vincent has had his moments, but he knows when to throw in the towel.

Helen is screaming at Simon when she catches Walter walking out the door.

“This isn’t over,” Helen says to Simon. “Wait, Walter! Don’t leave me! We can work this out!”

“Yes, it is. Don’t come crying to me,” Simon calls after Helen as she runs toward the door to chase after Walter. She turns to flip off Simon, struggling to keep up with Walter in her heels. Simon pulls on the hem on his shirt, feeling relieved. He’ll never fall for his ex-wife’s tricks again. He won’t ever be her prey.

“Should we leave?” Beatrice asks when Simon returns to the table. “That was wild.”

Simon shakes his head. “We’re not leaving. I read a review about this place, and I want my chicken.”

Beatrice purses her lips and shrugs. “Okay,” she says. “Let’s eat.”

Simon reaches under the table. He places his hand on Beatrice’s leg, looking into her eyes. “I’m sorry for all the drama with Helen. It won’t happen again.”

“Wanna make it up to me?”

“What do you have in mind?” Simon asks with a half-smile.

“Emma wants to have a Friendsgiving party. Go with me?” she asks.

“I’d love to,” Simon says. He laces his fingers with Beatrice’s on the table. “Near Thanksgiving?”

“The Saturday after.”

“I’ll mark my calendar.”

Beatrice grins and rubs her thumb across Simon’s hand, wondering how she can make him look extra special for the party.
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Justin

Thanksgiving was incredible. The girls split their time between my place and Judy’s. They spent the second shift with me, and we went shopping early the next morning with Carol. I had Carol buy their Christmas presents when the girls weren’t watching, which was hard because they love hanging off Carol’s hip.

Judy picked them up last night, and we only have a few hours until dinner at Emma’s. It’s been a long time since I’ve done this much socializing in the span of a few days, but it feels nice.

“What are we cooking today?”

“Emma bought all the ingredients, so I don’t know, but she wants you there in a few hours.”

“No problem,” I say. “Do you mind if I take a shower?”

“You know I don’t care,” Carol says.

We’ve just eaten a simple breakfast of fruit and toast. I kiss Carol on the cheek and head upstairs. I open the door to her closet, and there it is.

The pink dress.

She hasn’t brought it up as much lately, but her desire persists. She hides her disappointment well, though. I almost fooled myself into thinking she no longer cared until I accidentally read a message from Beatrice that popped up on her phone, telling Carol she must remain strong. That she should respect my wishes.

That message was a couple of weeks ago. I almost told Carol I would wear it but chickened out right before the words left my mouth.

Can I wear it today?

I grab the hanger holding the dress and stare at it, wondering what my body might look like in it. To keep Carol out of the room, I put a chair under the doorknob. I strip naked and shower, touching up my shaving. Carol prefers my skin smooth. I’m no different.

I step out of the shower and dry myself, thinking about what I should do next. Nearly half an hour has passed since I came upstairs, and Carol needs to get ready too, but doesn’t she want me to wear the dress? If so, she can wait.

Carol gave me a drawer, where I keep a variety of both women’s and men’s clothing. I pull out a white thong. It’s one of my favorites. I’ve lost track of how many times I’ve worn it, but it never loses its shine.

I glance over my shoulder at the closed bedroom door as I pull the thong up my legs. It won’t be long until Carol comes upstairs to demand her bathroom. She hates when I take longer than her getting ready, which has happened more times than I can count.

White stockings and a matching garter belt are next. I put them on, making sure the stockings won’t fall through the evening. Carol has the wigs. She’s accumulated a few, mostly for me, but she’ll wear them herself if she’s in the mood.

I dust myself with makeup before putting on the wig, removing as many of the hard masculine lines from my face as I can. I run mascara over my eyelashes, feeling fabulous as I stare at myself in the mirror. Dressing up as a woman unleashes the pent-up femininity within, but it’s also nerve-wracking.

Questions fill my mind as I grab the pink dress from Carol’s bed. Am I making the right choice? Will this end up being the biggest mistake of my life? Will the guys ridicule me for as long as we live?

I can’t let doubt stop me from living. I can’t hold back any longer than I have. The dress eats at me when I sleep. It crosses my mind when I’m at work. Disappointing Carol is one of my biggest regrets, but I couldn’t wear the dress until I was ready.

My heart races as I put on the bra with breasts forms, standing over the dress. The moment has arrived. No turning back. It’d take forever to take off my makeup and stockings. It’d crush my pride.

I pull the dress over my head. It falls over my fake breasts. The hem stops right below where my stockings end.

I race to the bathroom mirror to check out how I look. Everything is perfect except for the wig. I turn to check out my backside. The pink dress is hugging my body in all the right places. I would drive a man wild from behind, especially with the wig. When I put it on, it’s like I’m no longer a man.

Blonde hair hangs down to my shoulders, stretching halfway down my back. I run my hands from the nape of my neck to the tips of my hair, watching it fall back into place when I release. I spin in a circle, closing my eyes, feeling more fabulous than I ever have until my hand hits the wall.

My hand throbs, but the pain can’t stop me from feeling sexy. Nothing can stop me from feeling on top of the world, except maybe humiliation, but there’s no way people could tell I’m a man unless they stare. Unless they get up in my face or hear me speak.

Carol calls up the stairs. I’ve probably spent ten minutes staring at myself in the mirror.

“What’s taking you so long? I have to get ready.”

“I won’t be long.”

“Hurry,” Carol yells.

I check myself once more before going to remove the chair from under the doorknob, stepping out into the hallway to reveal myself.
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Carol

I don’t know what’s taking Justin so long, but we need to leave soon. He’s been upstairs for well over an hour. He drives me crazy when he takes forever and a day to get ready.

I’m about to yell at him when the door finally opens, but then he comes down the stairs, rendering me speechless. He’s wearing the pink dress I bought him, and it looks incredible on his body. He even has on stockings, which tempt me into staring at the shadows between his thighs.

Not that his dick is hanging free. He’s locked up in his cage and has been for weeks. Maybe I’ll set him free soon. Maybe I won’t. He loves surprises, but I love mine even more.

“You look incredible, Justin. I can’t believe you’re wearing the dress,” I say.

Justin smiles, holding the railing like a debutant as he descends the steps. I take his hand and pull him toward the middle of the room, lifting his arm to twirl him in a circle. The dress lifts just enough that I see where his garter belt meets the stockings he’s wearing.

“I thought I’d wear it to Friendsgiving, and maybe we can pick up wine on the way.”

“Really? You mean it? I know I’ve pestered you, but I don’t want you doing anything—”

“It’s okay, Carol. I’m doing this for myself as much as I’m doing it for you.”

A smile spreads across my face. Justin looks positively feminine. It’s not the public dinner I wanted, but wearing a dress and makeup in front of the other boyfriends is giving me more than enough. The girls have already seen Justin’s feminine form, but they’re easy. Who knows what the other guys will say?

I put my hand on the space between Justin’s fake breasts, staring into his eyes. Peering into his soul. “I can’t wait until we get home from dinner. It’ll be a lot of fun taking off this dress.”

Justin licks his lips. He places his hands on my sides. “I never would have been this happy with myself if it weren’t for you coming into my life. You pulled me out of the darkness, and now I’m in the light.”

“You were only in the shadows. I can’t believe how beautiful you look as a woman.”

“I’m your woman.”

“And my man,” I say.

Justin nods. I reach under his dress and cup my hand around his package. I trace my thumb along the outline of his cage, thinking I’ll let him free tonight to fuck me. His load will probably be huge. He hasn’t cum in over a week, as far as I know.

“Wait here. I’ll be back downstairs in a second, and then we can leave.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Justin says.

I kiss him on the cheek and race upstairs. I take a quick shower and throw on a simple dress. It’s made of jersey and comfy. Perfect for eating a bunch of food and lounging around Emma’s house. I grab my makeup bag before heading downstairs.

Justin glances up from his cell phone. “You think I should wear flats or heels?”

“Wear the heels if you’ll feel comfortable in them through the evening.”

“Okay,” Justin says. He runs upstairs to grab the heels. I check everything is in my purse while he’s gone.

When he comes back downstairs, I hold up my makeup bag. “You’re perfect except for one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Lip gloss. It’s pink and pretty, like your dress.”

Justin puckers his lips. “Put it on me, baby.”

I dip the stick into the gloss and rub it across Justin’s lips, completing his look. I rub the gloss across my lips and kiss him. Justin grabs my sides and pulls me close, deepening the kiss. I break contact before he messes up his makeup.

“We’ll let loose tonight, but you wouldn’t want to ruin all your work, would you?”

“If you took this dress off me, I’d do whatever you wanted.”

“Emma is expecting us,” I say. “We’re already late.”

Justin laughs as I pull him to the door. He nearly falls in his heels. He regains his balance, and we rush outside to my car. I drive us to a wine shop. Not his grocery store. He refuses, which I understand. We pull into the parking lot.

“Are you sure about this? I can go inside without you.”

Justin shakes his head. “I want to do this. Let’s go before I lose my nerve.”

My body shakes as I open my car door and step outside. Justin does the same, glancing around like a bomb might fall from the sky, but nothing happens. I go to his side of the car and take his hand. We walk to the door together.

Nobody in the wine store pays Justin much attention. I hold his hand unless there’s a bottle I need to touch. We make it to the cash register. I feel him shaking in my grip, but he smiles when our eyes meet. I pay for the wine and tell the cashier we’re having a Friendsgiving.

Justin takes the bag, and we’re back outside. He hollers when we hit the fresh air.

“Did you see me in there? I can’t believe I did it, Carol.”

“I knew you could,” I say, wrapping my hand around Justin’s waist. I kiss him lightly on the lips, careful not to smudge his lip gloss.

We get back into my car, and I drive toward Emma’s house. Justin can’t stop talking about the rush he felt.

“We should go to a restaurant next time. I’m ready.”

I pat Justin’s thigh. “Sure thing, gorgeous.”

“You’re incredible, Carol. Nothing could get me down after wearing this dress in that store.”

I smile at Justin and focus on the road. It doesn’t take long to arrive at Emma’s. Beatrice’s car is already in the driveway. We hurry to get inside. Everyone claps when they see Justin.

“Look at you, all feminine and sexy.” Emma approaches Justin and wraps her arm over his shoulder. “Did Carol do this?”

“I did it myself,” Justin says. “She bought the dress, though.”

“That’s incredible. I love it. You look beautiful, Justin. Doesn’t he look gorgeous, B?”

Beatrice grins and nods. She’s on the sofa, cuddled up next to Simon. He is looking positively manly compared to Justin, but everyone in this room knows how Simon likes to be on his hands and knees taking Beatrice’s girl dick. There’s also not a trace of judgement on his face. Justin is in a safe zone, free to fly.

“We bought you some wine,” Justin says and holds out the back for Emma.

“You’re a doll. Thank you,” Emma says. She takes the bag.

Myles comes around the corner, wearing nothing except an apron and short shorts.

“Do a little spin for us, Myles.” Myles lifts his arms in the air and spins.

“All right, gentlemen. I need you in the kitchen,” Emma says. She’s wearing a contoured dress and heels with dazzling jewelry and heels. She smacks her hands together, waving for the men to follow. They follow her like dogs on a leash.

I sit next to Beatrice on the couch. Today is about the ladies relaxing. I plan on putting my feet up and drinking a lot of wine.

Beatrice whispers, leaning over and glancing at the kitchen to make sure the guys aren’t listening. “You wouldn’t know it, but I have Simon wearing a harness with a butt plug attached. I’m getting him nice and stretched for later tonight.”

I grin, glancing at Simon’s ass, but I can’t make out anything beneath his jeans.

“You’re a bad girl,” I say and place my head on Beatrice’s shoulder.

“I learned from the best.”

“We need wine,” I say.

“Emma, can you have one of the guys bring us wine?”

Justin rushes to open a bottle of red we bought and pours glasses for us. Emma tells them to drink the beers in the fridge. Wine is for the ladies. They don’t object.

Justin follows Emma back to the living room with two glasses of wine. Emma was kind enough to carry hers. Justin races back to the kitchen after setting our glasses on the coffee table. I notice Emma’s wine is a different color than ours.

“You trust them in the kitchen?” Beatrice asks.

“Myles knows what to make. I gave him specific instructions before you arrived.”

“If you say so,” I say. “As long as I don’t have to cook, I don’t care.” I’m not concerned about the men cooking. They all look adorable, and we ladies won’t have to lift a finger. Nor will we run dry on the booze. Beatrice and I brought some. Emma has plenty. She even has extra beds for us to crash, even though we’ll probably call a ride home.

“Cheers, ladies.” I lift my glass.

“Cheers,” they say.

We clink our glasses together. We take a sip.

“Emma, why is your wine a different color? Is the wine I brought not good enough for you?” I ask.

Emma chuckles, folding her lips. “No, it’s not that. This is grape juice. I was waiting to tell you guys, but we’re pregnant. Myles and I are having a baby!”

Beatrice and I scream. Emma has told us all about her fertility problems, so this is a shock. “Pregnant? When? How? Congratulations, Myles,” I yell to the kitchen. He lifts a spatula and thanks me.

Emma tells us all the juicy details about how she might have gotten pregnant. It’s an incredible day. Not only is Justin finally wearing his dress, but I’m surrounded by people I love.

I can’t think of a better way to spend Friendsgiving.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Ceasefire.

The ladies are in a good place now, but good fortune can change on a dime. Will they face unforeseen headwinds, or will they get their happily ever after?

Only time will tell…
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Justin

“You don’t want a different color?” Carol asks.

“I love white. It makes my nails pop,” I say.

Carol smiles and offers a light shrug, beating the nail polish bottle against her palm. I’ve chosen white the past couple of times we’ve painted our nails. She wants me to try another color, but why changes what isn’t broken?

“Any drama at work?”

“Not really. One of my tenants wants to break her lease. Normally, I’d be an asshole, but I honestly couldn’t care less. I’m still high from the holidays.”

Carol nods, brushing white polish over my nail. “We had an incredible time. I can’t believe it’s the new year already.”

“I never asked if you have any goals.”

“Nothing specific. We were so drunk on New Year’s Eve. Who was thinking about goals?”

“Not me.” My mind drifts to the party we had at my condo with all our friends. The boyfriends and I have been getting closer. We don’t have a group text like the girls, but we get along fine. Leave the kids with our spouses. Not that Emma can leave hers anywhere since their child is growing in her belly.

“Do you have goals for this year?” Carol asks.

“I’d like to increase sales at the grocery stores. Maybe buy some more rental properties, but those are always my goals.”

“I thought you’d want to have more clothes in your closet,” Carol teases.

“That’s a fantastic goal. I could stand to have more lingerie and dresses.” I’m wearing a red slip dress now with nothing except my chastity cage beneath it. Carol has had me wearing it through the holidays, and there’s nothing I love more than having my dick under her control. I love waiting for her to dangle the key in my face to set me free.

“Don’t you already have a closet full of treasures?”

“I could fill your guest closet with options.”

“My closet?” Carol throws her head back and laughs. “Now you’ve lost your mind. Where would I put my clothes?”

“You could borrow the ones I buy.”

Carol paints my last nail and drops my hand. “Enough nonsense. Paint my nails,” she says and passes me a bottle of pink polish.

I beat the bottle against my palm, opening it to paint Carol’s nails. The woman I love. The woman who accepts me for who I am, no matter what others might think. Not that our friends care. Simon and Myles might not love women’s clothing as much as me, but they understand my desires. They aren’t judgmental.

“I can’t believe Emma’s pregnant,” I say to fill the voids of silence.

“She’ll be an exceptional mother.”

“So would you, if you wanted a child,” I say. Sometimes I wonder what Carol would look like pregnant with my child. I imagine her walking around the house with a growing belly like Emma, wondering what our combined genes would produce. We’re not too old to try, but Carol is against the idea.

“You know I don’t want a child.”

“I know,” I say. “That doesn’t change the fact that you’d make an incredible mother. You’re patient, intelligent, and you know how to care for people. You care for me.”

Carol smiles softly as I run the brush over her nail, covering it in pink. I finish Carol’s nails, and we sit on the couch watching TV. It’s much too cold to go outside, so we stay inside.

“It’s coming up on our one-year anniversary,” I say.

“Did you want to celebrate?”

“Every day with you is a celebration.”

“You’re a dork,” Carol says. She pushes on my shoulder and leans her head against it, careful to hold her wet nails away from us.

Mine have already dried. I put my hand on Carol’s exposed thigh. She’s wearing an undone robe with a thong and no bra. It’s impossible not to stare, but I know she likes when I look at her. Or when I touch her. Kiss her. Suck her. I lick my lips as my eyes settle on her nipples.

“I’m your dork.”

“Yes, you are. Plus, we have your daughters. I know they aren’t mine, but watching them grow up is more than enough for me. Did you want more children?”

“Only if you did,” I say.

Carol wraps her fingers and blows on her nails, checking to make sure they’ve dried before picking up the remote. She turns on a reality TV show we’ve been watching, and I can’t believe how overwhelmed with love I feel every time we’re together.

***

Carol

I touch Justin. His painted white nails curl around my hand. My eyes meet his. They’re gorgeous and brown. Soulful. My life was gray before he came in to color it. Not every woman wants a man like Justin, but he’s perfect for me. I love painting our nails together. I love locking up his dick and holding the key.

“Come upstairs. I’m tired,” I say.

Justin doesn’t hesitate. He follows me up the stairs to my bedroom. I live in a townhouse. It isn’t far from Justin’s condo, but living apart is so hard. There are nights he doesn’t make it over just because he wants to check on his plants or check his mail and then gets too lazy to change when I’m finally off work.

Those nights don’t happen often, but I wish they didn’t happen at all.

I push open my bedroom door, and we step inside the place we’ve been many times before. The place where Justin and I have made love countless times. I grab the key to Justin’s cock cage from my drawer and dangle it in the air.

“What do you say to a little fun?”

“When would I ever pass up having fun with you?” he asks.

“Lift your slip.”

Justin grabs the hem of his slip dress and lifts it into the air. He watches as I step closer and place my key into his lock. Our eyes meet. A jolt runs to the tips of my fingers. Justin stirs my center when he looks at me. His eyes filled with love. His heart swimming in those dark browns.

I pull the cage off his dick, watching with desire as his cock grows hard. I wrap my hand around it and stroke.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Love it,” he says.

His cock throbs in my hand. It’s hard and longer than it’s been all the past month. Justin hasn’t left his cage except to clean his cock. I’ve been sitting on his face and fucking him with my dicks like crazy, but I need a change. I need his cock.

“Come.” I pull Justin by his cock to the bed. He’s wearing his slip. His nails painted. His dick creating a tent beneath the fabric, looking more tempting than pecan pie.

Justin chuckles when I push him to the bed and climb atop him. I lift his dress to reveal his hard, leaking cock. Its thick tip is asking for my pussy. Even though I don’t want kids, Justin and I don’t use protection. I have birth control. We’ve been tested.

I rub my pussy lips along Justin’s cock without letting him inside. I’m holding his arms beneath my hands, controlling him.

“You miss my pussy?”

Justin moans. “Yes. I need it. Please, Carol.”

“You think you deserve my pussy?”

“Only if you say I do.”

I smirk and move my body up Justin’s until my pussy is inches from his mouth. I lower myself onto him, rubbing my lips all over his. He pushes his tongue free to lick up the juices I’m feeding him.

I hold the back of Justin’s head and press his mouth against my clit, needing him.

Justin licks me how I love, taking direction. Getting me wetter than a water slide to take his dick without issue. I move back down his body and sink on his cock, swallowing it with my pussy.

“Fuck, you feel so good. Oh, my fucking God.”

“You missed this pussy, didn’t you?”

“More than you know,” Justin says. His eyes are unfocused. He looks like he’s in a different world. I’m taking him on a ride, using his rocket to get there.

“This dick is mine.” I close my eyes to savor Justin’s cock as I lift my hips and lower them on his member, hitting my spot with each movement. I bite my lip, riding the waves of intensity to an orgasm. “Fuck, Justin. I’m about to cum.”

“Say the word,” he says.

“Cum.” My voice echoes off the walls. It leaves my mouth as a scream. My body thrashes and rattles as I collapse by Justin’s side. His dick is slick and creamy. I feel him inside of me, not doing anything to push out his seed.

I wrap my hand around Justin’s cock. He jumps but doesn’t tell me to stop. He never would.

Justin rolls his neck to look at me. I stare into his eyes, never wanting to spend a day apart if we can avoid it.

“Justin,” I say. My voice comes out as a whisper. I need to get up and use the bathroom, which I’ll do, but there’s something I need to say before I get ready to sleep.

“What is it, Carol?”

“We should move in together.”

He hugs me and pulls me against his body. “I love that idea. My place?”

I shake my head against his chest.

“The girls wouldn’t have enough room here.”

“I was thinking we could look for a new place. Our place. Beatrice can help.”

Justin smiles, exhaling. “Sounds like a perfect plan.” He kisses me on the forehead, and we’re already talking about the pockets of our suburb we want to search.
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Emma touches her growing belly, wondering how she ever got so lucky. She and her husband Myles never thought they’d conceive. They never thought they’d be blessed with a baby, but they have been.

Emma stands in front of a mirror, wearing nothing but a pair of plain cotton panties. Thoughts of the future race through her mind: parenting classes with Myles, the (terrible sounding) birth, the baby’s first steps, their tiny clothes. Everything.

Dark thoughts linger in the back of Emma’s mind. She knows there’s a chance she could lose the child before she gives birth. She wouldn’t be the first mother.

Myles comes around the corner with a pan in his hand, a wooden spatula hanging from its side.

“What are you doing in here? You can’t stare at your belly all day.”

“Why not?” Emma asks. She walks over to Myles and plants a kiss on his lips, reaching down to place her hand on his package. He’s wearing a chastity cage. “I love staring at my belly. We’re having a baby.”

“It’s crazy, but you need to eat. You’ve been in here nearly an hour.”

Emma has increased her time in the mirror the more pregnant she feels. The nausea. Strange cravings. She has gone from red meat and eggs to wanting copious amounts of sweets. Cookies, cakes, gummies, and anything else.

“What have you made?”

“Steak and eggs,” Myles says.

“With salsa?”

He nods. Emma leaves the bathroom to take a seat at their table. Myles has been cooking for her ever since she found out she was pregnant. He brings two plates to the table. He doesn’t sit until he grabs two glasses of water.

“Pretty soon it won’t be just the two of us,” he says.

“I can’t wait to find out what we’re having.” Emma cuts into her steak, dreaming of what her life might be like with a little girl and how it would be different if they had a boy.

“What if we waited to find out?”

Emma’s eyes widen. “You can’t be serious. We’re so close to our appointment. I’ve been on pins and needles waiting to find out what we’re having.”

Myles drops his utensils, taking a more serious face. Emma sits upright. She places her fork and knife on the plate. She flinches when Myles reaches out to take her hand.

“Emma, I know you’re excited to find out what we’re having, but waiting could be so special. Does it matter if we’re having a boy or girl? Do you really care?”

“No, but—”

“There’s nothing else to say, Emma. We should wait if you’re willing.”

Emma folds her lips, not sure how to respond. She’s been dreaming of her appointment with the doctor, telling her if she’s having a boy or girl. It’s a moment they pass on television shows and movies without concern. Without realizing how many women never get that day. It’s finally her chance, and Myles wants to wait.

“I don’t know if I can wait, Myles. I’ve been dreaming about having the ultrasound where they tell me if I’m having a boy or girl for years.”

Myles squeezes Emma’s hand. He knows her pain, but nothing matters to him as long as they have a healthy baby. “Don’t answer now. Can you agree to think about it?”

“Yeah, I’ll think about it.” Emma rubs her belly, wondering if she could wait to find out if the angel growing within her is a boy or a girl. She knows it doesn’t matter either way. She’ll love her baby, regardless.

Myles pulls a bag from his side and places it on the table. “I got you a present.”

“What? Where were you hiding that bag?”

“You were in the bathroom for ages. Plus, you see nothing except your belly.”

“I can’t help but feel obsessed. Do you blame me?”

Myles shakes his head. “It must be crazy knowing there’s a little human growing inside of you.”

Emma pulls at the bag. “It is crazy, but what’s inside here? I can’t believe you got me a present.”

“Every day that we’re together is a gift, and I thought I could show some appreciation.”

Emma pulls out a strap with a small dick attached. Emma used to beg Myles to let her play with his hole, but he always acted like he didn’t want it. He acted like it was beneath him, until he tried penetration. He’s been dropping hints since that he wants more, even though Emma’s opinion of the topic has shifted. She’s happy spanking Myles and locking up his dick. She doesn’t know about penetration. The tables have turned.

“What do you think?” Myles asks.

Emma holds the strap in the air. The dick is probably four inches long. Big enough to feel, but Emma wanted to fuck Myles with a big dick. She wanted to watch his hole stretch to the max. What’s fun about a tiny little dick?

“It’s nice. Maybe we can use it later,” Emma says and places the strap back where she found it. Her steak and eggs are calling. She picks up her fork and knife, cutting into the steak. She adds some eggs and salsa before guiding the bite to her mouth.

“Later?” Myles scoots closer. “Don’t you want to use it sooner than never?”

She smiles. Myles knows her too well. “How can I possibly think about waiting to learn what we’re having if I must think of this, too?”

Myles smiles gently. “I’ll put it with the rest of the toys. Surprise me, and I’m willing. The ball is in your court.”

Emma lifts her foot under the table and place it on Myles’s lap. “Rub my foot?”

He holds it. “After we eat.”

“Deal,” Emma says. She drops her foot and savors her steak and eggs, wondering how she’ll answer Myles’s proposal. She has no idea what to do. No idea what’s right. Her birth feels forever away, like she can’t even imagine how big her belly will grow.

They eat, ignoring the prospects of the future to enjoy the now. Myles cleans up their mess and rubs Emma’s feet. Myles gives her a special treat for dessert, so she lets his cock free for a little fun in the shower.
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Beatrice checks her phone. It’s too cold to sit on Simon’s porch, and neither of them feel like cooking, so they rush out the door to eat at a café before they start their days. Simon is a dentist. Beatrice is a real-estate broker.

They drive separately. There’s never enough time in the day. There’s never enough time to enjoy each other. Beatrice wishes they could take off. Travel. Explore the countryside. Visit another country. She wants to do anything except go to work and spend her time away from Simon unless she’s going to spend it with her daughter Whitney.

Simon waits for Beatrice in the parking lot. He arrived a few minutes before her. She goes to him and takes his hand. They walk to the door, smiling at each other. The ecstasy from their lovemaking last night still lingering between them. Beatrice can hear Simon hollering as she spanked his ass if she closes her eyes.

Beatrice and Simon order at the counter. They take their coffee to a table by the window until a server comes out with their food.

“What if we flew to Europe? We can cancel all our appointments and get on the next plane.”

Simon grins, shaking his head. “You’re crazy.”

“I mean it. We never have enough time together. I’m showing Carol and Justin houses today. Do you think we’ll ever live together?”

“I hope so, but you know our situation is different. We both have kids and crazy exes. Carol and Justin don’t have to worry about who’ll have a kid and when. They only have Justin’s kids.”

“Yeah, but we could make it work. We can keep one of our condos if you want somewhere to spend alone time with George.”

“It’s not that, either, B. Please don’t make a big deal out of this.”

Beatrice sighs. She doesn’t want to sound like she’s nagging, but part of her is jealous. Every morning, she wants to wake up next to Simon. She wants to kiss him goodnight. Justin and Carol will get that if they buy a house together.

“Now you’re sad. Why didn’t you have one of your junior agents work for them if it was going to make you sad?”

“I couldn’t ask Carol to work with a junior agent. She’s my best friend.”

Simon rubs the bridge of his nose. Beatrice watches him, knowing she should drop the subject. Their situation is delicate. Not only do they both have kids, but Simon’s ex is a nutcase. She’s been better since the previous fall, but there are still issues. She calls Simon to yell about nothing. Helen is her name. Beatrice can’t wait until George grows up, so Simon can cut ties with her.

Beatrice’s ex, Vincent, has his own issues. He’s a ladies’ man and doesn’t hide it. Beatrice thinks about putting Helen in Vincent’s path, but it’d only curse her. There’s no way that situation wouldn’t come around to bite her in the ass.

“I just bought my condo, B.”

Beatrice runs a thumb over her knuckles. She doesn’t want to argue. What she and Simon have is special. She met Vincent when she was young. He wooed her in a way Simon never had to. Beatrice felt a connection with Simon from the second he walked into her life.

“Do you remember the day we met?”

“How could I forget?” Simon asks.

“You ruined my journal.”

“I bought you a new one.”

“I’m glad it happened,” Beatrice says. “I just wish we didn’t have to spend so much time apart.”

“It only makes the time we have together that much more special.”

Beatrice nods, taking Simon’s hand. She brushes it across her face. His warmth tickles her skin. “You’re right. Forget what I said. I’m happy with what we have. We should think about taking a vacation,” Beatrice says.

“When will you ever have the time? You work around the clock.” Simon holds Beatrice’s hand against his face. He stares into her eyes, feeling overwhelmed by his love for the woman. She’s intelligent. Hardworking. A wonderful mother. He’s happy with every second they have together. Memories of her keep him going through the day.

“You’re right. Let’s just enjoy our food and the time we have together. It’s not like I’ll ever have time to get away from the office,” Beatrice says. Their server arrives a moment later, and Beatrice puts the thoughts out of her head.

***

Beatrice sits in her office, wondering if she gave up too easily. She looks around at what she’s built. Why can’t she take a week away from the office? Won’t her agents survive without her working to the bone? Beatrice has an assistant. Her business has procedures.

Carol walks through the door with Justin trailing her. Beatrice’s lingering doubts retreat into a cave. She stands from her desk and throws out her arms.

“Carol. Justin. Welcome. Would you like some coffee or water?”

They agree to drinks. Beatrice tells her assistant to grab them before pulling Carol and Justin into her office.

“I can’t believe you two want to buy a house together. What brought on this desire?”

They shrug. Beatrice’s assistant returns with their drinks. “Carol and I were talking, and we both thought it would be a good idea to share space. Have more time together.”

Justin glances at Carol with a heartwarming expression which stabs Beatrice in the heart. She wants Simon to look at her like that when they discuss living together. She doesn’t want to wait until George and Whitney are older to make it happen.

“That’s wonderful. There isn’t much on the market yet because it’s winter, but there are some options we can explore. What are your must haves?”

Carol places her hand on Justin’s thigh. “We want four bedrooms. Maybe some extra spaces to put workout equipment or a desk for our computers. Nothing fancy. We don’t need a full office, but we’d like spaces where we can work if the mood strikes.”

Beatrice nods, taking notes. They aren’t asking for anything out of the ordinary, but it hurts watching Carol with Justin house hunting. She glances past them to one of her junior agents walking past her office window, considering calling out to her to take over Carol and Justin as clients.

Justin and Carol continue listing off their wishes: updated kitchen, hardwood floors, a deck, a big yard, an updated primary bathroom. Their list differs little from many Beatrice has heard in the past. They have a healthy budget. They won’t have any troubles finding the house they like if they aren’t too picky.

No house is perfect, Beatrice tells them, wishing she were sitting on the other side of the table. Wishing she had her hand on Simon’s lap.

“B, is everything okay?” Carol asks.

Beatrice shakes herself. “Everything is fine.”

“Don’t lie to me, B. You look upset.”

“It’s nothing. I’ll call you later once I find some houses. It might be worth waiting until spring when more options come on the market, but we’ll see what we can find in the near term. How does that sound?”

Carol studies Beatrice for several beats before dropping the subject. It’s clear something is bothering Beatrice. Maybe she doesn’t want to talk about it with Justin around, so Carol says nothing else.

“Can’t wait for the house hunt,” Carol says.

“You two will find something beautiful. I can feel it,” Beatrice says with a smile, sounding more like herself.

Justin fails to notice there was any change. He thanks Beatrice and walks toward the door with a pep in his step, holding Carol’s hand. Carol glances over her shoulder at Beatrice, who smiles and waves before turning her attention to the computer.

“Everything okay?” Justin asks Carol.

Carol takes a beat before smiling. “Yeah, I’m good. Let’s get some lunch.”

“Name the place,” Justin says. They walk to the door, holding hands. Carol forgets about Beatrice until later that day and messages her to set up a lunch. Girlfriends. It’s been too long. Everyone has been so busy over the holidays and making sense of the new year, there’s barely been any time.

Beatrice: I’d love to get together.

Carol sends Beatrice a few times to choose from and they decide on a late lunch later that week. No mention of house hunting. Carol doesn’t care about finding a house. She wants to know why her friend was off today, so she won’t mention the search until after she picks at Beatrice’s heart.
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Carol

Beatrice is waiting for me. I’m almost certain we’ve sat at the table where she is before. It’s one of our favorite Mexican restaurants, so the chances are high.

Beatrice is already nursing a margarita, the pitcher by her side. I walk over to the table and wrap my arms around her shoulder. She doesn’t flinch. She doesn’t hug me back. I want to shake her but sit across from her instead.

“No clients in the evening?”

“A few.”

“You’ve put a dent in this pitcher, B. Is everything okay? You were acting strange at the office the other day.”

“It’s Simon. What if we aren’t going anywhere? What if I’m wasting my time?”

I grab the empty margarita glass and fill it. Beatrice has never sounded so dreadful about her prospects with Simon. She was over the moon when she was showing him condos. She would call me in the evenings to give updates on their search. Things got a little rocky when his ex-wife popped up in his life, but I thought those days were behind them.

“What happened, Beatrice? Why are you talking like that? You and Simon have a solid relationship. People envy you when you’re together. I see it in their eyes.”

Beatrice taps a napkin at the corner of her eyes. I haven’t seen her like this since she found out about Vincent’s affairs. Beatrice is one of the strongest people I know, but everyone expects her to act like that. They expect her to stand like a statue when she might prefer curling into a ball.

“Come over to my side of the booth. I can’t stand seeing you like this, B.”

Beatrice grabs her margarita and moves to sit next to me. The server comes over, and I order us a couple of dishes to share without looking at the menus. I run my fingers through Beatrice’s gorgeous, brown hair, telling her she needn’t worry. Telling her she and Simon can fix whatever they’re going through.

“I feel stupid for even thinking like this, Carol. I can’t tell you what’s wrong.”

“You can tell me anything, B. I won’t judge. I’ll be worried if you stay silent. You wouldn’t want me worrying all the time, would you?”

Beatrice shakes her head against my chest. I sip my margarita. “Promise you won’t judge me.”

“Your emotions are valid to my ears. Tell me.”

“It’s the house hunting. Seeing you and Justin happy. I hate how jealous it makes me.”

Beatrice’s comments nearly stop my heart. I hate hearing that she might feel envious. “Why do you say that? You and Simon both have your spaces. Isn’t that what you want?”

“We never spend much time together. I’m always working, or he has his son, or I have Whitney. It’s driving me crazy. I only wish we had more time together,” she says.

I nod, holding Beatrice’s head. Her concerns are valid. Similar ones led me to Beatrice’s office. I hate spending time away from Justin, but every couple is different.

“Come on, B. Let’s drink our margaritas and talk about this. You don’t want to lose Simon.”

Beatrice shakes her head. “No, I don’t. He’s an incredible man. He’s the best, but what does it say that he doesn’t want to live with me? How long can we pretend that’s okay?”

“I’m sure he wants to live with you. There must be something else. What is Simon saying?”

Beatrice sips her margarita. She takes a deep breath before turning to me with watery eyes. “He wants to keep his own space, and I don’t see him changing his mind until the kids are older. He’s worried it’d be too complicated because of our schedules and kids.”

“What do you think?” I ask.

“He might have a point, but it’s nothing we can’t work around. It’s nothing we can’t overcome.”

Beatrice sucks in a sharp breath and turns her face away from me, hiding the tear I saw forming in her eye. She wipes at her face, careful not to show herself. Careful to hide how much the situation hurts her.

“If you don’t want to show us houses, I’d understand. All you have to do is tell us, and we’ll find someone else. You know there’s nobody I’d rather have, but this is clearly hurting you.”

Beatrice exhales and drops her shoulder. She pours more margarita into her glass. “No, that’s not necessary. I’d hate it if you guys worked with someone else. I should find you the perfect house.”

I say nothing and sip my margarita. The server returns with our food. We pick at the plates, not saying much of anything. The food seems to settle Beatrice, though.

“There’s nobody I want more than you to help us find a house, but you’re hurting. I knew there was something wrong when we were sitting in your office. You don’t have to deny it. I love you, Beatrice. You’ll be my friend no matter if you show us a house or not. I only came to you because there’s nobody else I’d rather pay a commission.”

“You’re sweet, Carol. I’m sorry I’m a mess.”

“Don’t apologize.”

“Will you let me show you two houses?”

“Yes,” I say. “You don’t have to ask.”

Beatrice nods. We finish our meals and margaritas. Beatrice retrieves a toothbrush from her purse at the end of the meal and rushes to the bathroom. She comes back looking fresher than as if she were just leaving her place.

“Good luck at your showings tonight. Don’t worry about Simon. Remember the love you two have, and everything else will work itself out.”

Beatrice nods. “You’re right. I know you’re right.”

I hug Beatrice one last time, and we run out to the cold together. I race to my car, cursing that it won’t warm up fast enough. Hoping Beatrice will find some peace in her situation with Simon. They’re an incredible couple, and I’d hate to see them pulled apart over something as silly as living together, even though there’s nothing more I want than to live with Justin.

Beatrice honks as she pulls away from where we’re parked. I wave through my slightly clouded window, not daring to lower it. It’s too cold outside.

She waves back and continues until she is out of sight. Justin is waiting at my place, so I race home to see him.
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The weather is finally getting warmer as Emma leaves the doctor’s office, wondering how long she can go without knowing. The doctor asked if they wanted to know what they were having, and Emma denied the offer. It took every ounce of willpower she has not to crumble.

“You did it,” Myles says. He holds Emma by her sides as they walk toward their car. “I’m so proud of you for not asking. Thank you for keeping our secret.”

“I’m not sure I can do it again.”

“We already told her we don’t want to know. She won’t tell us now.”

Emma stared at the screen the entire time they were getting the ultrasound, searching for a hint of what she might be having. All she saw was the shape of a baby. A gorgeous baby. Her baby.

“You name it, and I’ll give it to you. Anything you want,” Myles says.

“There’s nothing I want,” Emma replies. “Nothing except the answer I can’t have.”

“Time will pass Emma. You needn’t worry about what we’re having.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You aren’t the one thinking about it day and night.”

“How am I not?” Myles says. “I only want it to be a surprise. If it’s that big of a deal, you can ask the doctor. I only ask that you don’t ruin the surprise for me.”

Emma’s lips fold into a thin line. She glances at Myles as they approach their car, wondering how Myles can think she might be able to keep such a huge secret. How could he think she wouldn’t decorate? Or buy clothes? Every action she took would be a major hint.

“You’re asking a lot of me, Myles.”

Myles stops outside of the driver’s door. “Go back inside and ask the doctor. You won’t hurt my feelings.”

“Yes, I will. I’ll come home with pretty dresses or handsome overalls, and you’ll yell at me. Not only that, but you’ve put the pressure of penetration on my shoulders.”

“Hey,” Myles says and points his finger at Emma. “You’re the one who started that. You’re the one who couldn’t stand that I wouldn’t do it. Now you’re angry because I enjoyed it? I can’t win. You ask for steak. I cook steak. You ask for eggs. I cook eggs. I ask you for one thing, and it’s the end of the world.”

“No,” Emma says. “We’re not having this conversation here. We’re standing in a parking lot. This is tasteless.”

Myles grunts. “Did you hear yourself? You’re the one talking about penetration,” he says. His voice rises. A couple walking past the car turns toward them, and Emma covers her face. She pulls the door handle, but it’s locked.

Myles laughs when her eyes meet his, but she isn’t laughing. She wants to run to the other side of the car and scratch him. Punch him, but they’ve already made enough of a scene, and she would never let her violent thoughts bubble to the surface.

“Can we leave?”

Myles unlocks the doors, and they climb inside, but the tension in the air is thick. It’s uncomfortable. Myles wishes he could take back the last five minutes, but he has to live with himself. He has to simmer in the stew he’s stirred.

“Drive,” Emma says after a few beats without movement. Myles wishes he knew what words would defuse the tension, but they aren’t there. They’re missing. Myles drives them home, hoping Emma has forgiven him by the time they arrive, but it seems she hasn’t.

Steam might as well billow from her ears when she opens the car door and slams it shut. She stomps toward the house.

“Careful,” Myles calls after her. “Don’t hurt the baby.”

Emma puts up her middle finger and slips inside. She tosses her purse on the hook. Her movements take her to the sofa, where she plops down. She pushes a hand through her hair, wondering where she went wrong. When did Myles strip her of her power? She might have him in a cage, but he’s calling all the shots.

Myles comes inside a few minutes later, hanging his head like he’s the one who should be sad.

“I’m sorry for asking you to wait, but think about how exciting it’ll be when we find out.”

“It could have been exciting today,” Emma says. “I hate waiting.”

“Why? Why can’t we wait a few more months?” Myles places his hand on Emma’s stomach. It’s grown a lot as spring approaches. It won’t be long until the weather turns warmer. Then it will be their due date. The more Myles considers it, the more he wants to wait. How fast time passes. It’s gone in the blink of an eye.

Emma takes a deep breath. Her eyes have a wicked quality when she turns to face Myles. “We can wait, but you’ll pay a price.”

Myles licks his lips, hoping the moment has finally arrived for Emma to use the strap he bought. “How will I pay, Emma? What will you do?”

Emma stands from the sofa. She puts up her finger. “Don’t move.”

“Not an inch,” he says.

Emma leaves the living to grab a few goodies from their closet. She returns and points to the floor. “Strip down to your cage and get on the floor. Hands and knees, mister.”

Myles opens his mouth but decides against speaking. He drops to the floor, looking at Emma through hooded eyes. She has a paddle in one hand and blindfolds in the other. Myles knows his ass is in for the reddening of his life. There’s no running. His punishment for pushing Emma past her limits has arrived.

Myles takes off his shirt first, tossing it to his side. His nipples harden. The air feels colder without his clothes. He unbuttons his bottoms, watching as Emma twirls the paddle.

“I’m waiting, Myles. Don’t play games. Now is not a time for games. Do you understand?”

Myles lets out a soft moan, nodding. Emma presses the paddle against Myles’s cheek, staring into his eyes. Daring him to challenge her. He doesn’t. Myles pushes his pants to his knees. Past his knees, kicking them off his legs. His underwear is next, and then he’s naked. Wearing nothing except the cage around his dick.

“How do I look?” he asks.

“Like a guilty man. You’ve been pushing me too far, Myles. You know that?”

“I try to do everything I can for you. I cook. Clean. Rub your feet.”

Emma grins. “You do those things, but I’ve been dreaming of the doctor’s visit we had today for years. Dreaming of staring at the ultrasound without a clue in the world and cheering with you when we found out if it’s a boy or a girl. You say I can ask the doctor, but we both know that’s a lie.”

Myles bends his head. “You’re right, but you did so well today.”

“Only because I had thought about how I’d punish you. If you don’t want this punishment, we can call the doctor now. Tell her we’ve changed our minds. What do you say?”

“I would rather have the punishment,” he says.

Emma is a little disappointed, but a spanking will more than make up for the pain Emma feels. If Myles wants to wait, she’ll busy herself. Buy gender neutral clothing. Paint the nursery a non-obvious color. Read parenting books. Learn how to make baby food. There’s so much she can do, and spanking Myles is always a delightful time.

“Wrong choice. I’ll make you regret those words,” Emma says.

Myles gasps, pushing against the constraints of his cage. Pushing against the boundaries Emma has placed on his cock. It’s hers as long as he’s locked in his cage.

“Hands and knees, mister. Put on the blindfold. The time has arrived for your punishment. The time has arrived to pay for making me wait. It’s your last time chance to change your mind. Now or never.”

Myles takes a deep breath and falls to his hands and knees. There’s no use resisting. There’s no use trying to put off the inevitable. No use denying how badly he wants to feel Emma’s paddle against his ass. Myles pulls the blindfold over his eyes. He shakes his ass in the air, and Emma doesn’t hesitate.

She brings the paddle down. It hits Myles hard, knocking the wind out of him. Making him buckle and fall to the floor.

Emma doesn’t stop. She reddens his ass, taking Myles to the limits of his pain threshold. Giving him what he deserves.

“Roll over,” Emma says.

Myles does as she says, shielding his stomach, but she knows better than to hit him there. She pulls out the key to his cage, staring at his struggling dick with lust in her eyes. Emma unlocks Myles’s cage and sets him free.

She climbs on his dick. She’s dripping wet, juices running down her thighs. Emma moans as she sinks on Myles’s cock, loving every inch that fills her.

“Touch my breasts,” she says.

Myles does as she says, wrapping his hands around her breasts. He squeezes them. Holds them. Lifts himself to suck on her nipple.

Emma throws her head back and moans, riding Myles’s thick cock for the first time in weeks.

“Touch my clit,” she says.

He follows her command, placing his fingers on her clit. She screams as the pressure becomes too much. She screams when she can no longer hold it back. Myles plays with her clit as he pushes deeper into her pussy, taking her from one orgasm to the next.

He works his dick until he can’t handle the intensity. “I’m about to cum,” he says.

Emma lifts off him, having cum twice already. She takes Myles’s dick in her hand and strokes until he is squirting his load all over his stomach. Emma licks her lips, turned on to no end by how thick and wet his dick looks in her hand.

She rubs his cum all over his stomach and collapses by his side.

“Waiting to find out won’t be too bad, will it?”

Myles grins and pulls Emma close. “Not even a bit.”
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Justin

Carol hasn’t had me wearing my cage in far too long. I feel bare without it. Naked. I know there’ll come a time when she puts me back in my cage, and I can’t wait for the surprise. It’s always my favorite.

We’re meeting Beatrice in a few hours to commence our house hunt. She has some options for Carol and me to check out. Neither of us is too picky. We’re only worried about selling the places we own. There’s no way we could pay three mortgages. Not when they wouldn’t generate rental income. I have some rental properties, but most of those pay for themselves.

Water runs down my body, sending soap suds down the drain. I’ve made it through a shower without stroking my cock. It’s not the same using my hand. Nothing could replace Carol’s firm grip. If her hand is slick with lube, she can make me cum in seconds.

I step out of the shower and wrap my body with a towel. My skin is smooth, freshly touched by a razor. I dry myself before applying a generous amount of lotion.

Carol will meet me at the first house, even though I wish she were here to wrap the cage around my dick. I wish she were here to spank me before I pull a pair of panties up my legs. They’re red and tiny. I put on the panties. They hug my dick. I stand in front of the mirror, admiring my package. The small cut highlights the curves of my cock.

My cock is still growing when I pull jeans up my legs, but I ignore my member. He’s had enough attention. I might have made it through a shower without stroking my cock, but there’s no way I’ll make it through the day. Not without my cage, even though it doesn’t stop me all the time, but it does most of the time.

There’s nothing like stroking my cock when I’m wearing a pair of panties. I button my jeans before the thought overtakes my mind. It wouldn’t take much to cum. A few minutes perched on the edge of the bed with the red panties hugging my balls. I lick my lips, thinking about the thick goo that’d leave my cock, but the mental images aren’t enough to stop me.

Carol and Beatrice are waiting. I know better than to disappoint Carol. She has paddles and floggers, and she isn’t afraid to use them. I rush out the door and into the spring air, driving across town with my windows down.

Carol is already at the house. It’s on a decent size lot, but the neighborhood is lacking trees. Beatrice and Carol wave when they see me pulling up. I hug them after I walk up to the entrance.

“What do you think?” Carol asks.

“The house is nice, but I don’t love the neighborhood. There aren’t many trees.”

“Trees grow with time,” Beatrice says. “This neighborhood is newer, but this house is updated from top to bottom. It has tons of smart features. You won’t have to worry about repairs here for a long time.”

Carol nods. She links her arm with mine. “We wanted new, didn’t we?”

“This house has had one owner, but they had to leave town for a new job. Most of the houses in this neighborhood are still on their first owner, and every house has been sold. People are excited about this community.”

“The trees will grow, Justin. Give it a chance.”

“I’m giving it a chance,” I say. “You asked me what I thought, and I told you.”

Beatrice and Carol chuckle. Beatrice leads the way to the entrance, and we take a tour of the house. It’s modern and beautiful, but I can’t shake the feeling that it isn’t the right house for us. There isn’t much room for the girls to run around, and it’s on the edge of their school district.

“Maybe something a little closer to Judy in a more established neighborhood,” I say when we step back outside.

“Yeah, I have to agree. This house was beautiful, but I think we want a bigger yard. Maybe more foliage. A side entrance.”

“I have a few more options to show you. Let’s take a look,” Beatrice says. Her smile doesn’t falter.

I follow the ladies. I hadn’t realized, but they’re riding together. The second house is worse than the first. The third one is nice, but it’s not until the fourth house that Carol and I agree we might have found the one. It’s a ranch, which we didn’t think we wanted, with a vast yard. Plenty of bedrooms. A built-in hot tub outside. A huge deck. It’s the perfect house, and it’s not lacking in foliage. It’ll be a pain to rake in the fall, but I love it. Carol loves it.

“What do you two think? Would you like to make an offer? The house could go fast.”

Carol turns and looks at me, making my dick grow in the red panties. I’m never fully soft when she’s around.

“What do you think, Justin?”

Carol clings to me. I push my hand into her hair, staring into her eyes, knowing we must put in an offer in on this house. How could we resist what’s right in front of us?

“We’d regret not putting in an offer, wouldn’t we?”

Carol nods. “Yes, that’s what I’m thinking, but are you sure? This is a major decision. We’ll have to put our places on the market if we buy this house.”

I squeeze Carol’s sides. There’s no other decision. This house is ours. “We’re putting in an offer. Beatrice,” I say and turn my attention to her. “Can you help us out with that?”

“It’d be my pleasure,” Beatrice says.

Carol squeals. I pull her face close, kissing her deeply. I can’t wait to spend every morning waking up next to her. She is my love. She is my life.

***

Carol

“Anything else?” Justin asks.

We’re sitting in a restaurant, going through everything Beatrice had her assistant bring over after submitting paperwork for the house.

“Nothing for now. We’ll see what the sellers say.”

Justin squeezes my thigh. He kisses me on the cheek. “We did it, baby.”

“Don’t celebrate too soon,” Beatrice warns.

“Yeah, we’ll see what the sellers say. Do you have to get to the office?”

Justin looks forlorn as he nods. “I don’t want to leave.”

“Your business needs you. I’ll send a message the second we hear anything. Plus, Beatrice and I have some girl talk to do.”

“I’ll leave you be, then.” Justin kisses me. He stands and gives Beatrice a quick hug before rushing out the door, turning to wave before slipping outside.

“Can you believe you put in an offer on a house?” Beatrice asks. Her smile is authentic, even though I know she’s been battling jealousy while we toured homes. She wants what Justin and I have with Simon. She wants to run around the city to search for a house with her man.

“It’s a crazy feeling. Do you remember when you helped me find my townhouse?”

“How could I forget? You’ve always been my favorite client. If it weren’t for that townhouse, we might not have become friends.”

“You’re right. Good thing I bought that place. How are you and Simon?”

Beatrice sighs, stirring her glass of iced tea. She picks her lemon up from the rim and squeezes the last droplets of juice into her tea, not making eye contact.

“Are you two doing okay?”

“We’re fine,” Beatrice says. Her voice is a tone that makes me doubt her words.

“Are you sure?”

Beatrice waves her hand in the air. “Yeah, yeah. Don’t worry about us. We’re doing well. I just have to remember living together isn’t for every couple. There are married couples who don’t even live in the same house.”

“You’re justified in feeling how you feel.”

“I know,” Beatrice says. “I’m not afraid of feeling emotions, but Simon is a fantastic man. He’s caring and kind and everything I’ve ever wanted. I never have to worry about him cheating like I did with Vincent.”

“But you want to live with him?” I ask.

Beatrice shakes her head. “Am I selfish? Is that too much to ask?”

“No, you’re not selfish!”

Beatrice sips her tea. “Yes, I am. I can’t even drop the subject when I have a man who loves me. It’s pathetic.”

“Nothing about how you feel is pathetic, Beatrice. You’re a driven woman, and it’s hard to accept when you can’t have what you want.”

“Yeah,” Beatrice says with a nod. “That’s what it is. It’s bothering me because I know I can’t have it, and it’s even worse because I respect Simon. I respect his reasoning.”

“If you ever need me to help watch Whitney, I’m a phone call away.”

“You’re so sweet, Carol. I’ll figure it out.”

I reach out to touch Beatrice’s hand, and her phone rings beneath us. She jumps and says it’s probably the sellers calling with a counteroffer. They like the price we’ve offered, but they want a longer close.

“What do you think?” I ask Beatrice.

“If you want the house, take it. You guys can start by selling one of your properties and keeping the other just in case. You don’t have to rush.”

“Can I call Justin?”

Beatrice nods and tells the sellers’ agent to hold. I stand and walk across the room, propping myself up against a wall. Justin answers on the first ring. He doesn’t mind closing later. He suggests selling my townhouse, and I tell him we’ll discuss it. It’s the most logical choice since his condo has more room, but I can’t yet wrap my head around selling. I need more time.

Beatrice completes the deal, and Justin and I are one step closer to making our dreams come true.

“Will you be all right?” I ask Beatrice as she drops me off.

She chuckles. “I’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

I tell Beatrice I love her and give her a hug. It’s a few beats too long, but I don’t care. Our gaze lingers before I open the door.

She’s gone seconds later, but I know she’ll be okay.
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Beatrice and Simon sit in a fancy restaurant. A candle flickers between them. Soft music plays on quality speakers. Beatrice is wearing a midi dress. The weather finally permits one. Simon has on a jacket and pants, looking dapper. His salt-and-pepper beard trimmed. His hair styled.

Beatrice wouldn’t mind taking him to the coat closet for a quickie, but she’s willing to wait until they get back to her place.

Her place. As much as she wants an ‘our’ place, Beatrice knows she won’t have it. Not for the foreseeable future, but she’s learning to live with that truth. Why would she even want to live in a house where Helen might show up without warning? Why wouldn’t she want to have a bit of privacy?

Simon reaches over the table, taking Beatrice’s hand. They’re between appetizers and main courses. Half of bottle of wine gone.

“I love how that dress looks on you,” Simon says.

Beatrice blushes, covering the bottom half of her face for a few seconds. “Your suit makes you look like a million dollars.”

Now Simon blushes. He curses and covers his face, but Beatrice tells him to drop his hands. She says they’re too old to act like fools.

“You’re right,” he says. “I brought you out tonight to apologize for everything. I know Carol and Justin made that offer on a house, and I thought we needed something to celebrate.”

“What are we celebrating?”

Simon pulls a card from the inside pocket of his suit jacket. He passes it to Beatrice. She opens it and papers fall out.

“Don’t lose those. They’re expensive.”

Beatrice hikes her eyebrow. “Expensive? What did you get?” She picks the papers up from the table. The first one is a note. She reads it aloud. “To turn your frown upside-down, I thought we could fly on a plane.”

“Look at the other paper,” he says.

Beatrice picks it up and gasps when she unfolds the paper. It’s an airline gift certificate for thousands of dollars.

“I don’t know how much the tickets will cost. Probably more than that gift certificate, but I want to buy us business class tickets for a week away. You and me. Nobody else. Wherever you want to go. Name the place, and we’ll hop on a plane the next chance you get.”

Beatrice could cry. She waves a hand in her face to hold back the tears. She checks Simon’s face, expecting him to say it’s all a joke, but he’s serious. Her voice cracks when she speaks. “You’re kidding. You did this for us?”

“Yes,” Simon says. “No price is too high for you. I’m sorry we can’t live together, but trust me, I’m saving you from Helen’s wrath. If we lived together, she would never leave us alone.”

Beatrice nods. She doesn’t care about Helen. She’s the one with Simon’s heart. They had a kid together, but Helen messed up. She let go the best boyfriend in the world, and Beatrice has never been happier that Vincent ruined what they had to give her the freedom to love Simon.

“Where do you want to go?” Simon asks.

“Italy,” Beatrice says without missing a beat. She’s always dreamed of traveling to Italy to eat the food. Swim on the beaches. Shop in the luxurious stores, not that she’ll buy much. She doesn’t want to break the bank by buying a few purses.

“Italy it is,” Simon says. “I’ve never been, but I’ve only heard amazing things. When should we go?”

Beatrice picks up her phone to check her calendar. She’ll have to double check she didn’t mark something in her journal’s calendar, but she’s almost positive late May will work the best.

“May is perfect for me. Tell me the dates, and I’ll clear my schedule.”

Beatrice squeals as she folds the gift certificate, more excited about a trip with Simon than she ever felt about the idea of house hunting. If they take vacations alone every so often, what need do they have to live together?

“This is the perfect compromise, Simon. Thank you,” Beatrice says.

“Come here, beautiful.” Simon waves for Beatrice to lean toward him. She does, and their lips touch over the flickering flame.
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Emma rubs her belly as her friends buzz around her. It’s grown so much as her due date approaches. She can’t stop herself from touching her stomach. The baby moves. It kicks. It’s part of her in a way she never imagined possible.

Carol watches Emma, grateful she’s never had to deal with morning sickness. Grateful her ankles have never swollen to the size of Emma’s.

Beatrice has been through the ringer. She knows what it’s like to have a baby inside of her, but that doesn’t mean she misses it, even though she desperately wanted another one after Whitney. Pregnancy is worth the gift on the other side, no matter how difficult it might feel along the way.

“You didn’t find out what you’re having? I would have gone crazy,” Beatrice says.

They’re sitting on a patio, enjoying the spring weather. They’ve rented it out for Emma’s baby shower. Everyone is dressed like it’s the middle of summer. Sandals. Short-sleeve shirts. Skirts. Sunglasses.

“I don’t know. It’s kind of romantic. Myles is a smart fella,” Carol says.

“Don’t tell him that,” Emma teases.

“Presents,” Emma’s friend, Brianna, calls. They’ve played more games than they can count. It’s a beautiful baby shower, but all the women are just about ready for it to end. Brianna helps Emma to her feet and takes her back to the chair at the center of the patio. Emma grins and meets everyone’s eye as she picks up the first present. Soft music plays in the background.

“I didn’t know you when you had your baby shower. How was it?”

“Not as fancy as this. Vincent and I didn’t have any money back then.”

“What did you get her?” Carol asks.

“Some bottles, diapers, and all the stuff people never have enough of once the baby comes.”

“I got her a few gadgets from her registry.”

Beatrice waves her hand in the air. “I didn’t bother looking at it. I never used half of the stuff people bought me for my shower.”

Carol laughs, thinking about how much money they all must have spent. Emma doesn’t finish with the gifts until half an hour later, just as Beatrice’s phone rings. She picks it up and walks away from the party, meeting Carol’s eyes when she ingests the information.

Carol gets up and runs over to her when Beatrice waves. “What’s wrong?” she asks.

“That was the sellers’ agent. They want an extension on the closing.”

“What? They can’t do that. My place is already under contract, and we’re about to put Justin’s on the market. We can’t be out of a place to live.”

Beatrice rubs Carol’s shoulder. “We’ll figure this out. Don’t panic,” she says.

“What do you expect? I can’t stay calm. This is major. This will ruin everything.”

“No, it won’t. We’ll put Justin’s place on the back burner. We’ll figure this out.”

“How much longer do they want?”

“Until I get back from Italy,” Beatrice says in a slow, steady voice. Her tone laced with regret.

Carol lets out a sad noise. “You’re kidding. This is so unfair. What am I supposed to tell Justin?”

Beatrice rubs Carol’s back, hating to deliver news like this. “If they want to extend the closing, we can knock them down on price. This is a win for you. It’ll take an extra month or two, but we’ll get you the best price possible.”

“You’re right. We’ll make it work,” Carol says. She wants to believe the words. She wants to feel them in her heart, but it’s impossible. More than anything, Carol wants a drink. “Let’s forget about the house. It’s Emma’s day. We’ll worry about those pesky sellers tomorrow.”

“So, you’re fine with the extension?”

“If they come down on the asking price, yes.”

“They already have, but I can push them lower.”

“No, it’s okay.”

“Are you sure? I’m the best negotiator,” Beatrice says.

“The only thing I’m sure about is that I need another drink. Wait for me here?” Carol asks.

Beatrice nods, watching as Carol disappears to the bar. She pulls out her cell phone, probably calling Justin. Delivering the news that they won’t have the keys to their dream home until a later date. Beatrice sighs, sipping her bubbles and hating the disappointment on Carol’s face.

When Carol comes back, the letdown has faded. They focus on Emma, as though Beatrice’s phone had never rung.
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The house smells like paint. Myles and Emma still don’t know what they’re having, but it doesn’t matter. Emma’s anxiety has faded. She no longer worries. She only cares that her baby is healthy. They’re so close. All she wants is to bring home a child.

“How’s the nursery coming along?” Emma asks when Myles walks into the living room. She has her feet up on the coffee table, flipping through a magazine. Myles has been treating her like a princess since they found out about the pregnancy, and she’s taking full advantage.

“It’s coming along well. Want to look at it?”

“Help me to my feet?” Emma asks.

“My pleasure,” Myles says. He pulls Emma to her feet, and they head to the nursery. It’s painted white and beige with hints of sage. It’s gorgeous.

“I love it,” Emma says. She throws her arms around Myles and pulls him close for a kiss, feeling more in love with him than she ever has during their marriage. They had a rough patch before Emma discovered the dominant woman within. Before Myles realized there’s nothing more that he loves than following his wife’s command.

“I hope our baby loves it,” he says.

“They will,” Emma says. She looks into Myles’s eyes, feeling like the luckiest wife in the world. Her husband is home. He’s painting their nursery, looking so sexy with those paint stains all over his clothes. “Myles, there’s something I’ve wanted to share with you.”

“What?” he asks.

Emma takes Myles’s hand and leads him to their bedroom. She pulls him into the room. She throws her arms around his neck, showering him with kisses. Telling him how beautiful she finds him. How she never wants what they have to end.

“It won’t,” he says.

“Our family. It’s more magnificent than anything I ever could have expected. It’s the best thing to ever happen,” she says.

“I agree,” Myles says. He presses his forehead against Emma’s. “I’m so glad we’ve made it to this point.”

“Why don’t you take off my pants?”

Myles grins, wondering what Emma might be hiding. He pushes down her sweats, revealing a gorgeous pair of panties with the strap he bought beneath them. He rubs his eyes, not believing what he’s seeing.

“You’re wearing the strap,” he says.

“I am,” she says. “You wanna suck it?”

Myles moans, hard and straining to break free from his cage. “I’d love to suck it,” he says.

“What are you waiting for, then? I want that mouth on my dick,” Emma says.

Myles parts his lips and takes Emma’s cock between his lips. He closes his eyes, imagining she magically grew a dick. Imagining she could turn it back to that beautiful pussy of hers beneath the strap. Emma holds the back of Myles’s head and pushes him farther down her cock, making him choke. Throwing her head back and letting out a laugh.

She might be pregnant, but that won’t stop her from enjoying this. From putting Myles in his place.

“Suck my dick like you mean it,” she says.

Myles moans on her cock, taking as much as of it as he can. Moving his lips down Emma’s shaft until he’s choking on her cock, but it’s what he’s wanted all along. His hole twitches in anticipation.

Emma pushes her fingers into Myles’s hair and grabs it. She moves his lips to the tip of her dick, staring down at him on his knees beneath her. She pushes his mouth off her cock, ready to take him.

“Grab the lube. It’s time.”

Myles scurries to the closet. Emma doesn’t have to tell him twice. He’s been dying for this moment for months. He comes back with the bottle of lube, turning it over to cover Emma’s dick. Myles strokes her length, wishing he were free from his cage to play with his own cock, but he won’t say a word.

Emma reaches down to touch Myles’s caged dick. “You ready to take my cock?”

“Yes,” he says. “How do you want me?”

“On your back at the edge of the bed.”

Myles falls onto the bed and throws his legs in the air. He hooks his hands behind his knees, ready to take Emma. Myles has trained for this moment. He never thought he would have liked penetration, but he loves it. Craves it.

Emma’s heart races as she steps to the edge of the bed. She holds the base of her cock, nervous to fuck Myles, but ready for the experience. She grabs the lube and adds more to her cock, not wanting to hurt her man. Wanting to glide in with ease.

Emma takes a deep breath with the tip of her cock touching Myles’s hole. Nervous. Excited. She pushes into Myles, making him gasp. He’s tight. His hole squeezes her cock, almost controlling it. Almost pushing her free, but she doesn’t let him.

Emma pushes deeper into Myles’s hole, watching as his dick oozes precum out of his cage. Her own juices run down her thighs. Her hard nipples throb, but she won’t stop. She fucks Myles, using long and generous movements.

“You like that?” she asks.

“I love it,” he says. He wraps his hand around his caged dick, and Emma can’t take it. She has to set him free. She pulls out of him and runs to grab his key. Myles watches as Emma unlocks him, laughing with glee when his cage falls to the floor. “Fuck,” he says.

Emma wraps her hand around his cock and strokes as she pushes back into his hole. She pushes deeper, stroking his dick as she does. Myles thrashes, but he takes Emma’s dick. It presses against his spot, threatening to make him cum. Emma’s hand isn’t helping, but he doesn’t dare push it away.

“I won’t last long,” Myles says after a minute longer. The pressure is too intense. It’s too much to handle.

“Cum for me, baby.”

Emma strokes Myles’s cock. Her dick is deep in his ass. He squirts all over her hand, covering her in his milky warmth.

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

Myles cums a few seconds longer before pushing Emma out of his hole. He sinks to the floor and removes her strap, putting his face on her pussy how she likes. Licking her how she likes. Emma holds Myles against her pussy and cums all over his face, but Myles loves it. He lives for moments like these.

“Fuck, you taste incredible.”

Emma pulls Myles to the bed. She turns her body to be his little spoon. He kisses her shoulder and holds her stomach, waiting to feel their baby move.

They both have everything they’ll ever need in the world.
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The Italian coast is just outside their window. Beatrice and Simon hear the waves crashing as they relax inside. The weather has been spectacular. Neither could have asked for a better vacation.

“Fuck yeah,” Beatrice says. “Spank me.”

Simon’s ass is red from her paddle, and now it’s her turn. She wants Simon to spank her ass and fuck her from behind while she watches the ocean from the window. She wants to feel his dick spread her pussy lips. Give herself to Simon, as he just gave himself to her.

Simon brings down the paddle on Beatrice’s ass, sending echoes off the walls. Making her ass jiggle. He reaches between her legs to play with her swollen pussy lips, spreading them. Slipping a finger into her wet opening.

Beatrice squeals, careful not to make too much noise. It’s just past breakfast, and they haven’t bothered closing the windows. The sea is loud, but it can’t cover up all the sounds Beatrice has made during her lovemaking with Simon.

She loves having this time alone with him, spanking each other around the clock. Switching to their hearts’ content.

“Fuck me, baby. I need that dick.”

Simon uses his bare hand to slap Beatrice’s ass. “I’ll fuck you when I’m ready.” His hand wraps around the back of Beatrice’s neck and pushes her down. “Take this spanking as long as I want to give it. Understood?”

“Yes,” Beatrice says through a moan. “Do what you will.”

Simon smacks her ass a few more times with his bare hand before grabbing Beatrice’s hip. He slides into her. Raw. Ready to fill her hole with his seed.

Beatrice can’t stop the sounds that leave her mouth as Simon plows deeper into her pussy. He fucks her without mercy. Without a care for the open windows. He wraps his arm around her chest and pulls her up, pounding her pussy. Beatrice loves each thrust more than the last. Nothing feels better than having Simon’s dick deep in her hole.

“I’m about to cum,” Simon says.

Beatrice touches her clit, knowing it’ll only take her a second to get there. “Cum in me, baby. I need it.”

Simon growls, pushing deep into Beatrice. She feels his member throbbing against her walls, filling her with his cum. She cums with him, screaming at the top of her lungs.

They laugh and fall to the floor when Simon pulls out of her. Beatrice glances at the open window, feeling a little embarrassed. “Think anyone heard us?”

“I hope they did. That was hot,” Simon says and kisses her shoulder. “We gotta enjoy every minute we have together. Don’t worry about them.”

Beatrice pushes the worries out of her mind and lets Simon wrap her in his arms.
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Justin

Closing day has finally arrived, after much waiting. The sellers went back and forth with us about the closing date, but Beatrice used every change of heart to knock down the price. She’s been an incredible help.

Carol sold her place a few weeks ago and has been living at the condo since. I know she’s ready to have the house and her own space. I’m eager for her, seeing how much she hates it every time the sellers say this or that.

“You ready?”

“They better not try any last-minute changes,” Carol says.

I touch her hair. She has me back in my cage, so all feels right in the world. Nothing could shake our future, even if we had to wait longer. It wouldn’t matter to me. Carol has my heart. My soul. She would be my everything, even if we had to live out of hotels. Even if we had to live on the street.

“Don’t worry. Nothing can hurt us if we’re together.”

Carol nods and places her head on my chest. She reaches into the waistline of my pants and pulls on my white thong, lifting my caged cock. “Your bulge always looks huge when you’re wearing your cage.”

“I’ve caught people staring at it. They must think my cock is huge.”

“If only they knew the truth,” Carol says with a light laugh.

“The truth is only for you to know,” I say. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

I take Carol’s hand, and we go outside to my car. I drive us to where we’re doing the closing. The sellers are there, and they don’t make any requests, much to my relief. I was worried Carol might snap if they said something.

Carol’s phone rings right as we’re signing the last papers to get the keys. She ignores it, but then it rings a second time. A third. Carol hasn’t looked at it, but everyone can hear her phone vibrating from within her purse.

She silences it, but then it rings a fourth time. “Excuse me, I’m so sorry. It must be an emergency.”

“Don’t worry,” Beatrice says. The people across from them are scowling, but Carol must check her phone.

It’s Emma.

“The baby is coming,” Myles screams when Carol answers the phone.

“What? How? It’s a month early.”

“Emma’s water broke, and she’s freaking out. She wants you and Beatrice at the hospital. Can you be there?”

“Yeah, we’ll be there as soon as we can. Send me the directions.”

“Okay, her friend Brianna just got here to pick us up. See you there.”

Carol walks back into the room. Everyone claps. We heard her conversation since she had been using a video call. We sign the papers as quickly as we can, get our keys, and rush out of the door to the hospital.

***

Carol

Emma’s labor is a blur, but she’s done it. A little girl. She looks so much like a blend of Myles and Emma, and she’s not even a day old.

“I can’t believe you did it,” I say.

Beatrice rubs Emma’s leg. Brianna is here too, doing anything Emma wants. Myles is sitting in a chair in the corner, exhausted from the delivery.

“I can. You brought this beautiful girl into the world, Emma. Congratulations,” Beatrice says.

“I can’t believe how early little Susan came, but I’m so happy she’s healthy.” Emma brushes the blanket encasing her daughter, staring at her gorgeous face. Everyone does the same. It’s impossible not to stare at baby Susan.

Emma gasps seconds later, as though she’s coming out of a trance. “I forgot to ask, Beatrice. How was Italy?”

“Incredible. I bought you some gifts, but we can worry about that later.”

Emma nods and turns her attention back to Susan. Beatrice and I share a glance, like we can finally leave. It’s been a long day, and I want to head to my new house. Justin has been waiting in the lobby.

“I think we’re gonna take off. Congratulations on baby Susan, Emma. She’s gorgeous,” I say.

“We’ll visit all the time,” Beatrice says. She kisses Emma on the forehead, and I repeat her action. We leave the room. Beatrice drove separately.

Justin hops up when he sees us. “How is Emma?”

“Perfect. The little girl is named Susan. Everything couldn’t have gone better.”

Justin nods. He waves as Beatrice continues down the hall. I’m pudding in Justin’s arms and can’t move. I stare into his eyes, wondering how I got lucky enough to fall in love with this man. Amazed by how far we’ve come.

“We bought a house.”

“I know,” Justin says with a goofy laugh. “Can you believe it?”

“I’ll believe it once we’re home. Ready?”

“More than you know,” he says.

I take Justin’s hand and we leave, heading to our new house. I’m overcome with the most delightful sensations when we open our door and step inside for the first time.


A HUGE THANK YOU

Thank you for reading Carol & Justin. I hope you enjoyed the ladies and their stories! Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did! Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen.

I cherish you for reading ♥
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