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SERIES INFORMATION

Carol & Justin are on a journey.
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He listens.


It's a relationship neither expects,
but it's true love, nonetheless. 

Each title in the Carol & Justin five-book series can technically be read as a standalone if you’d like, but they are best when read in order. The books follow a chronological order as Carol & Justin dive deeper into their female-led relationship.

The books also feature Carol’s friends Beatrice & Emma. They have female-led relationships of their own, which Carol inspired. Carol, Beatrice, and Emma are ready to play. Are their men up to being led by powerful women?
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UNDER HER COMMAND

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


1

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.
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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.
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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.
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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. Look out for the next books in this series! Carol and Justin haven’t finished yet. If anything, they’ve only just 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!

Please consider leaving a rating or review if you liked Under Her Command because they help others discover their next great read. 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. Visit my website, and you’ll find free bonus stories (no strings attached). I cherish you for reading ♥
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