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SERIES INFORMATION

Carol & Justin are on a journey.
She commands.
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?

Links to books in the series:
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Book 2: Pushing Boundaries
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PUSHING BOUNDARIES

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


1

Justin

Over a month has passed since Carol first locked me in my chastity cage. I can’t believe how quickly the time flies, or how my love grows deeper for Carol with each passing day. She’s the woman of my dreams. She protects me. Cuddles me at night and makes me feel safe during the day. If I send her a message, I know she’ll reply. She cares about my feelings. I’d do anything for her.

I’m standing naked in front of my bathroom mirror. I swear my penis has shriveled over the past month, growing smaller the longer I stay locked in this cage, to which only Carol has a key.

The key is at her house. She keeps it in her chest of drawers, near her passport. I told her she should keep it somewhere thieves won’t look if they break into her house, but she lives in one of the safest neighborhoods in the city. She lives in a townhouse, and the complex has had no major issues with crime for as long as she’s lived there.

Carol tells me I’m overreacting, but I don’t want her to lose the key to the cage around my dick. It’s one of my biggest fears, so she made a copy and says it’s in a place thieves will never look.

She spoils me. She might be in control of what we do in the bedroom, but she’ll never hurt me. Carol will never betray my trust. My life is full of responsibility, but Carol eliminates my need to worry when we’re together. I don’t need to think. I only have to live.

Before Carol, I was in a loveless marriage. My wife was cheating on me with a dad from our daughter’s school. We are divorced now, but I put on a lot of weight during the process. I used to sneak tacos, eating them in fast food parking lots.

Carol is helping me lose the weight I put on by eating to cope with the stress in my life. She has me on a diet and an exercise plan. The only tacos I’m eating now have black beans and don’t come from a drive thru. Carol is teaching me to cook healthy meals, simple stuff I can prepare myself before a busy day at work.

I’m the owner of several grocery stores, laundromats, and have rental properties scattered throughout the city. My parents built the business and mentored me to take over. They died much younger than any of us expected when their car was hit and thrown from a cliff. Their premature death threw me into running the businesses full time.

I wish they were around to help me every day, but they aren’t, so I’ve had to learn how to manage the empire without them. It’s been hard, and I never would have been able to succeed without a formidable team. My assistant, Edward, helps me in every aspect of my life, but our businesses would be nothing without the employees who show up to work every day.

My phone rings.

It’s Carol.

I glance at my naked body in the mirror. My dick is in the cage Carol fastened. She hasn’t taken it off in over a week except to let me wash my dick at her place. Carol watches me when she takes off my cage to make sure I don’t touch myself, controlling my orgasm.

“Carol, how’s it going?”

“I’m in a closet at work, excited to see you tonight. Will you be there when I get home?”

“Yeah,” I say. Carol gave me a key to her place, and she has a key to mine. “Did you want me to pick up anything on the way?”

“I put in an order at the French restaurant by my house. Pick it up on the way?”

“Of course,” I say. “How’s work?”

“One of my favorite patients left, but I got to meet her family. They’re sweet.”

“That’s good.”

“Don’t forget to ride your bike. The weather is nice,” she says.

“I won’t.”

“What’s that echo? Are you in the bathroom?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Standing in front of the mirror looking at how much smaller my cock is than a month ago. What are you doing to me?”

“Nothing you don’t love,” she says.

I can’t argue, but I need to hustle if I’m going to bike to her house and pick up the food. It’s almost the end of Carol’s shift, and she’ll beat me to her house if I don’t leave in the next few minutes. That wouldn’t be good.

“You’re right. I love everything you do to me.”

“See you tonight, Justin. Don’t be late.”

Carol hangs up. My dick is pushing against its cage thinking about her, but it knows it’ll never break free unless Carol releases it. Never in my life would I have imagined ending up here, under the complete control of a gorgeous woman with strawberry blonde hair and hourglass curves. Yet I love it. I can’t get enough.

Carol spanks me. She sits on my face. She even sucks my cock when I’ve earned it, but it takes longer to earn a blowjob each time she gives one.

I slip on a pair of trunk briefs. Carol bought me all new underwear. I told her I wanted to wear panties, but she refused. I have to wear men’s underwear because she knows how much I want to wear a thong. Her thongs. She caught me trying on her underwear once and bent me over her knee, reddening my ass with a paddle.

Maybe Carol will change her mind soon and let me wear lingerie, but I stopped holding my breath. The trunk briefs will have to do until Carol grants me permission.

I put on jeans and a t-shirt, feeling manly and boring. I look just like any other man with brown hair and brown eyes. Nobody would ever know my dick is in a cage under my jeans. They wouldn’t know I have a woman excited to slip dildos into my hungry ass.

The weather is perfect for biking, but there are a lot of clouds in the sky. I hope it won’t rain as I pedal to the French restaurant. They’re punctual and have my order waiting by the counter when I walk through the door. Carol and I get food from them often, so they recognize me, but they know nothing about the cage around my dick.

Carol isn’t home when I make it to her house. It takes over half an hour to bike to her place, but the rides are whipping me into the best shape of my life. I can already feel my muscles hardening. My stomach looks flatter when I glance at myself in the mirror.

I fluff Carol’s pillows and wash the dishes in the sink from her breakfast. Carol walks through the door just as I’m finishing.

“Hey, handsome.” Carol comes up and wraps her arms around me from behind. I love when Carol’s behind me, especially when she has a dildo in her hand.

“How are you doing, beautiful?” I ask.

“Better now that I’m home with you. Thanks for washing my dishes. I was in a rush this morning.”

“I’m happy to clean.”

“You’re the best. I’m going to shower, and then we can eat.”

Carol disappears from the room. The shower starts, and I spend my time placing dishes for the food on the dining-room table. Carol comes back downstairs wearing nothing except a lacey white thong and a transparent white robe. Her perfect nipples are on full display.

Her gorgeous body has my sissy dick pressing against its cage.

“Damn, you look good.”

“Why don’t you lick my nipple as a starter?”

I put the fork I’m holding on the dining-room table and step toward my woman. I part my lips, putting her hard nipple into my mouth. Carol runs her fingers through my hair and moans as I suck on her nipple. She grabs my hand and presses it against her thong. She’s dripping wet for me. Teasing me. Driving my dick wild. I slip two fingers into her and press my thumb against her clit.

Carol moans. Screams.

She pushes me off her. “That’s enough,” she says. “We need to eat.”

I want to eat her. If I had to choose between food and her pussy, I would choose her pussy every day of the week. It drives me wild. I love how she teases me with it.

We sit at the table. I don’t wash my hands. I smell Carol on my fingers each time I lift a bite of food to my mouth, and Carol is looking at me like she knows it. Like it was her idea to drive me wild.

The games she plays. I hate them. I love them. A life without them wouldn’t be living.

“What did you do today?” Carol asks.

“I spent the morning at the office, but everything has been super chill since I gave Edward more responsibility.” Edward has been taking a lot off my plate, and I’ve been paying him more. He even has his own assistant now. It was all Carol’s idea.

“I told you, Justin. All you needed was more help. You were trying to do too much with no one helping you.”

I lean forward. Carol does too. We kiss over our plates. I place my hand on her thigh. “Do you know how much I hate that you’re always right?”

“What would you do without me?”

“I’d be lost without you,” I say.

***

Carol

Many people might not understand our relationship, but Justin is my everything. He’s the man of my dreams. The love we share is pure. I love how Justin is soft. That he needs me to protect him. Guide him. I’m an independent woman, and I can’t have a man telling me what to do. I need the control, and Justin gives me that.

Girls obsess about finding guys with big dicks. They’re misguided. I can find any size dick I want on the internet, made of silicone, and ready to ship.

What I want and found in Justin is a man who can submit. A man who knows how to take orders. A man who relinquishes control of his life in the bedroom.

“Take off your pants,” I say.

Justin and I are standing in my living room. He’s just finished cleaning up from dinner, and I want his mouth on my pussy. I love how he licks up my pussy juices and sucks on my clit. It’s the only dessert he’ll get tonight.

Justin pulls down his pants and underwear, revealing his cage. I let him wash his cock a couple days ago, and he’ll need to again today.

He’s straining to break free.

I step forward and run my finger along his chastity cage. My skin touches his. He’s breathing like a fool lost in a haunted house.

“You want me to let you free?”

“Yes,” Justin says in a breath of a voice.

“Should I let you cum?”

“I need to cum. I’ve been waiting for you like a good boy.”

“Is that so?” I ask. I have the key in my thong and pull it out. It’s on a piece of string. I lift the key to Justin’s cage, dangling it in his face. Teasing him. “What if I only let you wash your dick?”

“You did that last time. Please let me cum, Carol. I’ve been good.”

“You sound pathetic, begging me to cum. Don’t you know that?”

“I love you controlling my orgasms,” Justin says.

Fuck, he’s making me wet. My pussy is throbbing for a dick, but Justin’s dick has grown so small over the past month, I’m not even sure I want it anymore. At least I have a collection of toys to satisfy my needs.

“Wait here,” I say. “On your knees.”

Justin sinks to his knees, and I leave to grab a dildo from my bedroom. When I return, Justin looks at me with puppy eyes. He has his hands clasped in his lap. His dick is still in its cage, begging to come free.

I walk up to Justin and stick the dildo in his face. He’s looking at it with hungry eyes. His sissy hole loves penetration, but the dildo is for me tonight.

“I’ll let you out of your cage, but you have to play by my rules. Understand?”

“Yes,” he says. “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Stand.”

Justin stands in front of me. I place the key into the lock, turning it to set him free. He exhales as the cage falls from his dick. He’s rock hard within seconds, oozing precum all over the floor, but I don’t care. It’s hot how hard he gets when I let his dick free.

“Lie on the floor.”

Justin does as I say. I get on the floor with him, straddling his face. I have a knee next to each of his cheeks. He moans as I lower my pussy to his lips and smother him with my cunt. He touches his dick, but I hiss. “Don’t touch your dick unless I say you can.”

Justin drops his arms to his sides and moans into my pussy. I grab his hair and ride his face, flowing like a river over his mouth, but Justin doesn’t care. He’s drinking me like water from a fountain.

I ride Justin’s face until I’m seconds from cumming, but I don’t cum. I climb off his face and sit next to him.

“Put the dick in me. Now,” I say. Justin gets to his knees, looking eager. He moves forward, like he’s about to fuck me, but I stop him. “Not your dick. The dildo.”

Justin frowns, but he rushes to grab the dildo. He puts the fat head near my hole.

“Push it in,” I command.

Justin thrusts the massive cock into my hole. I close my eyes and moan as he sinks the thick dildo deeper into my pussy. I moan as he slides the cock in and out of my swollen, desperate hole. Justin puts his thumb on my clit, and my worlds spins out of control. I bite my lip, but I can’t stop the inevitable.

My walls squeeze the thick cock that’s deep in my hole. I grab Justin’s wrist, but he doesn’t stop rubbing my clit. He even smacks it lightly, just like I taught him.

The first orgasm rolls into a second, and my body is aching from the pleasure.

“Take it out,” I say.

Justin pulls the thick cock out of my wet pussy. His sissy dick is still rock hard when I regain focus, but there’s no way my spent hole can handle another dick.

“You want to cum, baby?” I ask.

“More than anything,” he says.

I grab his hand and rub it against my wet pussy. “Come over here and cum on me.”

“Really?”

“Don’t ask again, or I’ll reconsider.”

Justin stands on his knees and crawls between my legs. He strokes his dick slowly, edging himself. It doesn’t take long until he sprays a huge load all over my stomach and breasts, covering me with his warm milk. I moan as my body twists.

“Aren’t you going to clean up your mess?”

“Forgive me,” Justin says. He kisses my body, licking up every drop of his ejected seed. I pull him close when he finishes, telling him over and over how much I love him as we lie there on the floor.
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Beatrice is waiting for Carol when someone bumps into her table and knocks over her drink, covering her journal in liquid.

“Shit, I’m so sorry.” The voice is deep. Manly. If it were any other situation, Beatrice might even find him cute, but her papers are ruined. She screams and picks up her journal, desperately trying to free the pages of the iced tea she was drinking.

The man runs away. Beatrice’s eyes follow him. She hates how she notices the firm ass beneath his pants, but it’s impossible to ignore. The man returns with a handful of paper towels. Beatrice has already used all the napkins she had at her table.

Beatrice snatches the paper towels from the man, using them to dry what she can, but her journal is ruined. At the bare minimum, she’ll have to transfer all the essential information to a new one. There are details too sensitive for even her assistant to see.

“Can I apologize again? How much do those journals cost? Can I buy you a new one?”

Beatrice calms for the first time since watching her journal get drenched. She registers the man for the first time. He has salt and pepper hair, thick eyebrows, and a square jaw. There’s a hint of facial hair on his face, like he shaves every morning because it grows so quickly.

“They cost like thirty dollars,” Beatrice says.

The man pulls out his wallet and hands Beatrice two twenty-dollar bills. She accepts them. “My name is Simon,” he says.

“Beatrice,” she says. They shake hands. “Thank you for buying me a new journal.”

“It’s the least I can do. You look like you were busy, and then I came around and ruined your day.”

“My day is hardly ruined. This money is more than enough, Simon. More than most would do.”

“People have no class,” Simon says. He pulls out his wallet again and hands Beatrice a business card.

“You’re a dentist?” Beatrice asks after examining his card.

“Yeah,” he says. “Call me if you have any dental needs.”

Beatrice chuckles. She stares into Simon’s eyes a few beats too long, but it’s not uncomfortable. She grabs her purse to retrieve a business card for Simon. He takes it without hesitation. “Call me if you have any real estate needs,” she says.

“I was actually thinking about looking for a condo. I’m tired of renting. Maybe you could show me a few options.”

“It’d be my pleasure,” Beatrice says. She and Simon stand there a few seconds longer until Simon tells Beatrice he should get going. “Bye,” she says. Beatrice waves and watches Simon leave.

Carol walks through the door while Beatrice is still standing. She notices how Beatrice is watching the man leave. Beatrice snaps out of her trance and tries to play it cool, but Carol already caught her.

“Who was that?” Carol asks.

“Nobody. Just a man who knocked over my tea,” Beatrice says. She kisses Carol on the cheek. Carol notices the mess on the table and Beatrice’s ruined notebook. Beatrice explains everything that happened right before Carol arrived.

“Ooh. Someone is going to have a boyfriend.”

Beatrice’s face reddens. She doesn’t have time for men. She’s too busy working to pay her bills and an alimony to her ex-husband, Vincent. The man who cheated on her with Carol’s boyfriend’s ex-wife, Judy. Vincent is a piano virtuoso, but he’s too lazy to teach classes or get a job.

“Please, I don’t have time for men. I’m not sure I’ll even be able to trust another one in my life.”

Carol frowns. “Don’t say that. Just because Vincent is an asshole doesn’t mean you shouldn’t trust men. Why not go on a date? I’ll watch Whitney if that’s what you need.”

“No, it’s okay.” Beatrice says with a warm smile. “Thanks for the offer, but my heart is too fragile. I know Vincent is out there screwing other moms while collecting my hard-earned money. I hope Judy doesn’t expect a future with him. There are at least three other moms that I’ve learned about him fucking.”

Carol’s eyes widen. “Really?”

“Yeah. I looked through his phone when I was over at his place a couple of weeks ago. He uses his pin number as the password.”

“Idiot,” Carol says.

“Those were the messages I had time to read. He probably has a lot more. Probably women outside of the school. I got tested and don’t have anything, though.”

“That’s a relief,” Carol says. She puts out her hand to touch Beatrice. “Vincent is a pig, and you’re better off without him, but you shouldn’t close yourself off to the world.”

“Can’t a girl have some time?” Beatrice asks. The dentist is handsome, but she isn’t ready to date. She wants to focus on growing her business. Earn more money.

“All you do is work, B. I worry about you. Go out and have some fun. What was that man’s name?”

“Simon.”

“Simon, the dentist,” Carol says with a big grin.

“I’ll think about it. How about you? How are you and Justin doing?”

Carol smirks. Beatrice was angry about Carol’s relationship with Justin when she first found out about it. Carol used to feel conflicted, too. She started dating Justin after he separated from Judy, but Judy was Carol’s friend at the time. It was a messy, secret situation, but they’re in an amazing place now. Everyone, except Judy, has accepted their relationship, but nobody cares what Judy thinks because Judy slept with a married man. Vincent. Beatrice’s horrendous ex-husband.

“Justin and I are fantastic. I can’t get enough of him.”

“Are you still spanking him?”

Carol hasn’t told Beatrice about Justin’s cage, but she can no longer keep the secret. They haven’t had time to get together over the past few weeks, and a lot has happened in Carol’s relationship. She wants everyone to know how she keeps her handsome boyfriend locked up and under control.

“I’m doing a lot more than spanking him.”

Beatrice grins. “You’re terrible. Like what?”

Carol looks around the café, but nobody is paying them any attention. Carol leans forward to whisper into Beatrice’s ear. “I have Justin locked up in a chastity cage, and I’m the only one with a key.”

“What?” Beatrice has so many questions. She can’t imagine Justin wearing a cage around his dick, but she knows Carol isn’t lying. “How does that work?”

Carol gives Beatrice a quick rundown of how she controls Justin’s dick. How she tells him when he can and can’t orgasm.

Beatrice is at a loss for words. “He likes that?”

“Loves it,” Carol says. “You should have seen him the other night. I let his little sissy dick loose, but I wouldn’t let him fuck me. I made him fuck me with a big dildo instead. You want to know the craziest part?”

Beatrice bites her lip. She and Carol have always talked about sex, but she’s never gotten wet during their conversations. Imagining replicating what Carol did to a man has her gushing. It’s making her feel really weird about herself, but she wants to know the craziest part of Carol’s story.

“What happened?”

Carol whispers. “He came all over me, and then he licked it up.”

“Holy shit, Carol. You guys are crazy.”

“You’d be surprised what you can make a man do,” Carol says.

Carol turns the conversation to her townhouse, asking Beatrice questions about how to make her HOA do something for the landscaping. Beatrice listens and offers Carol advice, but her mind is elsewhere. She’s imagining what Simon might look like on his hands and knees, executing her orders.

Maybe she’ll call him after all.
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Carol

I crack my flogger in the air, following Justin through his condo. It was in a deplorable state when I arrived. He says he cleaned, but I found a million dirty spots upon closer inspection.

“Your daughters will be here in three hours. You expect them to eat dinner at this filthy table?” I lift my finger into the air. There are specks of dust on my fingertip.

Justin bends over the table, and I spank him with my flogger. Each smack against his ass and back gets me wetter. I’m wearing nothing except a thong and heels. They’re both black. Justin is naked, wearing nothing except the cage around his dick.

Justin gives the table a deep clean after I spank him.

“What about these pillows? You haven’t properly fluffed them,” I say. “Bend over the couch.”

“No, don’t spank me.” Justin’s voice is so fake. He bends over the sofa seconds later, wagging his ass in the air. “How could I have missed the pillows? I’m so sorry, Carol. I’ve been a bad boy.”

“Don’t apologize. Do better,” I say and whip his ass.

Justin is rock hard, pressing against the cage. I want to let him free. I want to ride his dick. It’s been weeks since I’ve let him feel my warm pussy, and I’m dying to have him inside of me. I’m dying to watch his face morph when he feels my warmth.

I reach between Justin’s thighs and grab his dick. He moans as I stroke his dick through the cage.

“You could cum like this, couldn’t you?”

“Fuck, yes. It feels so good,” Justin says.

I press my finger against his asshole. “You’d like it even more with my dick up your ass, wouldn’t you?”

“Use my hole, Carol. It’s yours.”

“You never fluffed the pillows, and you want me to fuck you?” I ask. I spank Justin with my bare hand, taking my fingers off his hole.

He runs around to the other side of the couch to fluff the pillows.

“You need to spray some air freshener and light a candle. Then I’ll need to see you in the bedroom.”

Justin makes quick work of following my order, finding me in his bedroom when he finishes. I’m sprawled out on his bed. I kick off my heels when he walks into the room. Justin doesn’t bother closing the door.

I touch my pussy as I stare into Justin’s brown eyes. “You want to feel my pussy?”

“You know I do,” he says.

I drive him crazy, teasing him with my pussy, but I’m feeling generous. I pull his key out from behind my back and dangle it in the air. “Come over here, and I’ll let you out of your cage.”

Justin groans, stepping closer to the bed. I unlock his cage. It falls to the floor. He’s hard seconds later, moaning as I stroke his cock.

“You’re going to make me cum,” he says.

“Don’t cum if you want my pussy.” I grab his hand and move it down to my clad thong. He presses his palm against my womanhood, making me moan. I stroke his cock gently. I don’t want to make him cum, but I can’t stop touching his member. It’s warm and thick in my hand. I trace my finger around his sticky tip, wet with precum.

“I won’t cum,” he says.

We both went together and got tested. I’m on birth control. This will be my first time taking him without a condom, but I’m ready.

Almost.

“You can only fuck me with a plug up your ass.”

“As long as you put it there,” he says.

His hand is still on my pussy. My thong is soaked. Pussy juices run down my legs as Justin moves my thong to the side to finger me gently. I moan and thrash as he pushes his fingers deeper into my hole.

I push Justin off me before I cum. If I cum, he won’t get my pussy. “Lie on the bed.”

Justin hops onto the bed. He lies on his back, his dick standing at attention. I follow him after grabbing a butt plug and some lube from his closet. I straddle his hips, ready to sink his dick into my pussy, but he needs the plug in his ass first.

Justin lifts his hips. I sink the plug into his accepting hole.

“Fuck, you love getting your hole stretched.”

Justin bites his lip and nods. “You know just how I like it.”

I dig my nails into Justin’s chest as I lift my hips and swallow his dick with my pussy. It’s the first time he’s felt my pussy walls in weeks, and I can see it all over his face.

“You like that?” I ask as I lift and drop my hips.

“It feels amazing,” Justin says. His voice is shaky. He has his eyes closed, squinting, like he might cum if he does anything else.

“Touch my clit. Don’t cum without me.”

“Fuck, I’m close.”

Justin struggles to raise his arm, but I lose all control when his fingers finally find my clit. He knows just how to touch me. I squeeze his chest as my walls tighten. My body tenses. Justin pushes into me, and I fuck him with my hole.

We’re both seconds from cumming. Sweating like we’re running a marathon.

“Shit,” I say. My walls crumble, and my pussy contracts around Justin’s dick.

He moans, and I lift my hips as I cum, holding Justin’s hand against my pussy.

Cum sprays from Justin’s slick dick. I watch in awe as stream after stream fly from his cock, covering my back and his stomach with cum.

“You want me to lick you clean?” he asks. He’s smiling like a fool.

I lie on my stomach and kick my feet. “I’m waiting, honey.” Justin smirks and gets to work cleaning up the mess he made.

We shower and race around the house to make sure it’s spotless before his daughters arrive. We have an hour to spare when we finish, so we drink flavored sparkling water and watch an episode of a show we’ve been watching.

Halfway through the show, I shout. “I almost forgot about your cage.”

“I was hoping you’d forget.”

I pause the show. “Nonsense. Straight to the bedroom, mister.”

***

Justin

The cage is tight around my dick, but I love knowing Carol is the one holding my key. I’m still in the clouds from having her pussy. From feeling her raw for the first time. It was the best sex of my life. Worth every second I’ve had to spend in the cage.

My penis has learned to appreciate every second that it’s free, but it also loves Carol’s control over it.

I don’t know what I would do without Carol. Without the cage or her holding the key. My life would feel so empty. I’ve gained so much since Carol entered the picture.

She’s sitting next to me on the couch. We’re watching TV, and I have my hand wrapped around her shoulder. She loves curling up against my chest, like a cat on a chilly day.

A knock on the door startles us, but I relax when I hear my daughter’s voice on the other side of the door.

“Daddy! Open the door!”

It’s Gloria. My youngest. She still loves to visit. My oldest, Katie, is a different story. She acts like it’s a chore to see her father. It crushes me sometimes, but I’m hopeful she’ll come around in the future.

I open the door. Judy, my ex-wife, is standing behind the girls. She glances past me at Carol. Her gaze hardens.

“She’s here,” Judy says.

“My girlfriend, yes.” I try to play it cool, but there’ll always be tension. Carol was Judy’s friend before she was my girlfriend, but we can’t help that we fell in love. We can’t help that the relationship we share is more intimate and deeper than anyone would ever suspect.

The cage around my dick is more than sexual. It represents trust. It represents love. The cage connects Carol and me at a level most couples only dream of experiencing. I’ve given myself to her, but she’s also given herself to me.

“You knew Carol was going to be here, Judy. Please don’t act surprised,” I say.

Carol stands and comes up behind me. “Hi, Judy. Hi, girls. How is everyone today?” Carol’s voice is sugary sweet, but that doesn’t change the scowl on Judy’s face.

“I’m fine. Can this be any more awkward, though?” Katie asks. A sigh seasons her voice. Katie pushes past everyone and flops onto the couch.

“I’ve had a fun day, Carol. Dad, can I go inside with Katie?” Gloria asks.

“Yes, of course.” I rub Gloria’s head as she walks past me into the condo. “Judy, you have done your share of bad deeds. Can’t we just wipe our hands of the past and move forward?”

Judy sighs. “I’ll never accept this, but I guess there’s nothing I can do to stop you two sinners.”

Carol steps forward and leans in, speaking in a voice so quiet that I barely register what she says. “If you keep acting like a bitch, everyone will hate you. You’re the one who opened your legs and ruined your marriage. Don’t hate me for scooping up what you threw out.”

Judy huffs and hikes up her purse. She looks past us at our girls on the couch, flipping through streaming services. “Bye, girls. See you tomorrow.”

“Bye, mom.” They speak in unison.

Judy glances at each of us before turning on her heel and disappearing down the hall. I say nothing to Carol, but our smiles say everything. I wrap my arm around her shoulder, and we step inside.

We all go out for dinner after Gloria and Katie place everything in their rooms. They each have their own bedroom at the condo, but they share a bathroom. I’m happy as long as I don’t have to share with them, which I don’t because there’s a bathroom attached to my bedroom.

It's just about summer vacation at their schools, and we’re talking about taking a vacation. Carol, the girls, and me.

“Where should we go?”

“Europe,” Gloria says.

I chuckle. “That sounds like an expensive trip. Are you paying for the tickets?”

“Are you going to give me a job at the grocery store?” Gloria asks.

“Gross,” Katie says. “Why would you want to work at one of the grocery stores?”

“What’s wrong with the grocery stores?” I ask Katie.

“No offense, dad, but I don’t want to run them when I’m older.”

Carol glances at me, searching. Katie has been getting sassier by the day, and she’s still on the cusp of thirteen. I wonder how long the dark years will last.

“You don’t have to run the family business. Gloria sounds like she wants to, right?”

“Yeah, dad. Let me take over the business,” Gloria says. She’s still in elementary school, but there’s a fire in her eyes. Maybe she inherited that drive from my mother.

“You have to do well in school first. Deal?” I ask.

“Deal,” Gloria says.

I wrap my pinkie around hers to seal the deal. “What if we did something more local? Camping near a lake? We could go fishing or kayaking.”

Katie lights up for the first time that night. “Sure, dad. That sounds cool.”

Gloria puts up her thumb. She’s busy shoveling fries into her mouth.

I turn to Carol. “What about you? How’s camping?”

“Like in a tent? Or glamping in a cabin?”

“Girls? Do you want a tent or a cabin?”

“Cabin,” they both say.

“I’ll go if there’s a cabin and running water,” Carol says.

“Glamping in a cabin it is then.” I raise my water glass in the air, and everyone mimics my action. We clink our glasses together, cementing the plan.
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Beatrice paces the living room of her listing, nervous for her date with Simon. She called him yesterday and asked him to meet her for dinner after she finished showing houses for the evening. A lot of buyers only have time to check out properties after work, so Beatrice shows houses a few evenings every week.

Beatrice pulls out her phone and calls Carol.

“What’s up?” Carol asks. It sounds like she’s pan frying something in the background.

“I asked that dentist out on a date, and I don’t think I can go through with it.”

“B, why wouldn’t you want to go on the date? I only caught a glimpse of the man, but he looked handsome. Plus, he’s a dentist.”

“I know. He’s a catch, but that’s what I thought about Vincent in the beginning. He used to woo me with flowers and candies, but now I hate him. What if this turns out like that?”

“You don’t know where this date will lead,” Carol says. “Don’t take it so seriously. I’m sure the dentist has skeletons in his closet. What’s his name again?”

“Simon,” Beatrice says. She thinks about his handsome smile. His salt and pepper hair. “I hate how nervous I am, Carol. I haven’t been on a date since meeting Vincent.”

“Don’t let your experience with Vincent frighten you. Simon will bring out a side of you Vincent never could. He’s not the same man. Give him a chance. Give yourself a chance.”

Beatrice wipes a hand over her face. She wants to give love a chance. Simon hasn’t done anything to hurt her, except ruin her journal, but he gave her more than enough to replace it. She already has a new one. It’s like nothing ever happened.

“You’re right, Carol. I’ll text you to tell you how the date went. Thanks for listening to me ramble.”

“My pleasure,” Carol says.

Beatrice says goodbye and ends the call. She leaves the house she just showed before she loses her nerve. Beatrice drives a few miles to the restaurant where she’s meeting Simon. He’s already there, looking a little gloom, but his face lights up when he sees Beatrice enter the room. He waves.

Beatrice blushes, feeling the space between her thighs stir for the first time in months. Years, maybe. Excluding when she got a little wet listening to Carol talk about dominating Justin.

Could she have something similar with Simon?

The thought runs through her mind as she approaches Simon. He looks soft. Gentle. He asks to hug Beatrice with his eyes. He doesn’t take her. Maybe he has what it takes to be her sissy. Beatrice isn’t sure she can ever give control to another man in the way she did to Vincent. She never wants to feel used again.

Simon hugs Beatrice. “You look beautiful,” he says.

“Stop it,” she says. “How can you say that when I just got off work?”

“I wouldn’t have noticed.”

“Have you ordered?” Beatrice asks and glances at the table.

“Not yet,” he says. “I was waiting for you.”

“A classic gentleman.”

“So, you were showing a house?”

“Yeah,” Beatrice says and tells Simon details about her showing. Her client is a single man, and he keeps going back and forth about how big of a house he wants, driving Beatrice crazy.

“A single man?”

“Is that the only part you heard from my story? Jealousy is a nasty trait to have.”

Simon grins. “Sorry, it’s hard not to be jealous about any man who gets to spend time with you.”

Beatrice loves the words Simon is saying, but she’s more guarded. When she met Vincent, it was like sliding down rainbows. Every date they had was like magic. The sex was explosive, but Beatrice won’t be fooled a second time. She likes Simon, but she won’t fall in love like a rock plunging into a lake. She’s smarter. More patient.

“What about you? How was your day?” Beatrice rocks the glass in her hand, lifting it to her lips to sip the cocktail she’d ordered halfway through her story about the showing.

“My day was fine until my ex-wife came barging into my workplace.”

“What did she want?”

Simon shines his perfect teeth. “Money. She always wants money.”

“Do you give it to her?”

Simon drops his head. “Yeah. She cheated on me, and I still have to take care of her. I wish she would get a job. I can’t wait until our son turns eighteen.”

“I didn’t know you had a son.”

“Yeah, George. He’s thirteen.”

“We’re in the same situation. I have to pay my ex-husband's alimony until he earns more or until our daughter turns eighteen, but she’s only eight now.”

“You’ll have to wait longer than me. I’m sorry. What’s your daughter’s name?”

“Whitney,” Beatrice says. Her guards drop the longer she and Simon sit in the restaurant. Food comes. Their server refills their drinks. Tables next to them come and go as they lose themselves in conversation.

Hours pass. Beatrice doesn’t realize how late it has become until she yawns and glances around the empty restaurant. They’re the last table. Beatrice opens her phone to check the time.

“Shit,” she says. “Did you want to split this? It’s late, and I have an early morning tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of the bill. You can leave. My first appointment isn’t until after lunch tomorrow.”

Beatrice beams. She stands and walks over to Simon’s side of the table, kissing him on the cheek. “Tonight was incredible. Let’s do it again.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Simon says and watches Beatrice as she leaves.
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Justin

Insects chirp in the background. Heat radiates in the air, and we’re having a fantastic time. There’s no air conditioning in the cabin, but that makes the entire experience more rustic. There are ceiling fans and mosquito nets on the windows, so we’re plenty protected from nature.

The girls and Carol have really been bonding during this trip. My heart melts every time I catch Carol teaching the girls a nature skill or having a private conversation with them. Carol makes me fall more in love with each passing day.

Katie has been smiling more than I’ve seen her smile in the past few years.

We’re sitting on a dock near the cabin with our fishing lines in the water. Katie screams and stands, reeling her catch to the surface. A small fish flies out of the water. Katie jumps for joy. Carol stands to help her take the fish off the hook and throw it back into the water.

“Did you see that, guys? I caught a fish,” Katie says. She does a little dance.

Gloria scowls at her older sister, moving her line like she’s desperate to catch a fish herself. Carol leans down next to Gloria and pats her shoulder, saying, “You already caught two fish today, and that was Katie’s first. Don’t you think you should congratulate her?”

Gloria exhales. “Good job, Katie.”

“Thanks, sis. You’ll get another one. I know it,” Katie says.

Nobody else catches any fish, and we’re all hungry within fifteen minutes of Katie’s success. We head back inside to cook dinner together. The sun it still high in the sky, but it won’t be long until it descends, and stars fill the sky. The number of stars out here in the country eclipses what we see in the city.

“We should roast marshmallows,” Carol says.

The girls holler. Katie grabs a bag of marshmallows from the cabinet and we head outside. Carol builds a fire. The girls help. They won’t let me lift a finger, but I’m not complaining.

We hold marshmallows over the roaring flames. They catch fire. We blow them out. Everyone laughs under the stars. The girls ask questions about Carol’s past and her work at the hospital. Katie announces she wants to become a doctor.

“That’d be incredible,” I say.

“I’m going to run the stores, and Katie will be a doctor, so she can help anyone who has an accident.”

“That’s right,” Carol says. “If anyone gets hurt at the family business, you’ll be able to send them to Katie.”

Katie is grinning wider than I’ve seen in years. It’s infectious. I love how well Carol gets along with the girls. We sit under the stars until the bugs bother us.

Carol and I are lying in bed together after putting the girls to sleep. They have their bedroom, and we have ours. I push my fingers through Carol’s hair. Her blue eyes twinkle in the dimly lit room.

“You’re incredible with the girls,” I say.

“Thanks. You raised them well. They’re no trouble.”

“I love you, Carol.”

Carol reaches under the blanket and grabs my cock, covered by its cage. She holds it as she stares at me. “I love you too, Justin.”

We don’t make love, but we’re covered in it. I hold Carol as she drifts to sleep. I know she’s sleeping when her breathing evens to a slow, shallow beat.

***

Carol

“I had so much fun on this trip,” I say to Katie and Gloria. We’re standing in the living room of Justin’s condo.

“Don’t leave,” Katie groans.

I frown. She and I have grown a lot closer since we left for the camping trip. I love how she asks me questions about college and the world, like she’s ready to take it on herself. Katie still has a lot to learn, but she’s a fantastic kid. They both are.

“I don’t want to leave, but my friend is waiting for me. We’re having lunch.”

Gloria steps in front of her sister. She is younger, but her personality is larger. Katie is shy, but Gloria isn’t afraid to say what’s on her mind. “I had a lot of fun with you, Carol. I like you being dad’s girlfriend.”

“Me too,” Katie says.

I open my arms, and the girls step forward to give me a hug.

A tapping sound on the window breaks us up.

It’s Judy.

She’s staring at me with death in her eyes. I step back from the girls. Gloria notices her mother and runs to the door. She throws it open. Judy nearly runs her daughter over trying to enter the condo.

Judy points her finger in my face, snarling like a dog. “I don’t want you hugging my daughters. No.”

Gloria looks confused. Katie mortified. “Mom, chill,” she says. Katie doesn’t know everything that happened, but it wouldn’t surprise me if she has learned about Judy’s unfaithful ways.

“They were telling me how they didn’t want me to leave. Sorry, Judy. I was really hoping to be gone before you arrived.”

“You should have planned better.”

Justin steps between us. I hate how Judy is causing a scene in front of her daughters. She was the one who cheated on Justin. I didn’t even like him before he was separated, but then we quickly became inseparable. I can’t control fate’s cruel twist of the knife.

“Judy, please. Can’t we be the adults in the room?”

Judy tugs on her shirt and stands more erect, but anger emanates from her body. “She shouldn’t be hugging the girls, Justin.”

“Mom, you’re acting psycho. We wanted to hug Carol. She’s nice,” Katie says.

Judy looks like she might choke Katie, but she takes a deep breath, and her face changes. It’s like nothing has even happened. She’s a crazy bitch, and losing her friendship was a small price to pay for everything I’ve gained by having Justin as a boyfriend.

“I’m sorry, Carol. It was nice seeing you. Would you excuse me while I use the restroom? Justin, do you mind?”

“No, go ahead. It’s right over there,” Justin says and points to the girls’ bathroom.

Justin shakes his head and steps forward to kiss me. “I’m sorry about her.”

“Don’t apologize. It’s okay.” I turn to the girls. “I had so much fun at the cabin with you two. We have to do it again. Okay?”

“Yes,” they say. Katie and Gloria each give me a hug. I kiss Justin softly on the lips, and I’m out the door.


6

Beatrice and Carol sip their margaritas. They ordered a pitcher to share, along with a huge plate of nachos. Beatrice doesn’t have any showings, and Carol has the day off work. She works three or four days a week and lives her best life on her free days. Those twelve-hour shifts are killer, and Carol deserves to let loose.

Beatrice works around the clock, but she’s been taking more time for herself as of late. Giving me responsibilities to the junior agents. She can’t run like a machine forever.

“We deserve these,” Carol says. She takes a swig of her margarita. She’s drinking much faster than Beatrice, but she walked from her townhouse. Driving isn’t a concern.

“How was camping with Justin?”

“Great,” Carol says. “His girls are adorable, and they really like me now. Seems to be driving Judy crazy.”

“You saw her again?”

Carol nods. “She showed up early to pick up the girls. I know she did it on purpose to make a scene, but then her daughter defended me.”

Beatrice’s jaw drops. “You’re kidding.”

“I wish I were. Katie, the eldest. We bonded a lot over the weekend, and she’s not stupid. I’m pretty sure she knows what Judy did.”

“Have you talked about it in front of her?”

“Not at all,” Carol says. “I would never, but you know how kids are. I was nosey when I was her age, sneaking to listen to all the conversations my mom and dad had.”

Beatrice laughs. “I didn’t. My dad would have beat me with a belt if he caught me listening to ‘grown folk talk’.” Beatrice bends her fingers to form air quotes.

“What about you, B? How was your date with Simon? You never gave me any specifics.”

Beatrice grins and sips her margarita, thinking back to her memories of the night. The endless conversation. She thought she would have woken up tired the next morning because of how late she went to sleep, but she woke up fresher than she’d felt in years. Rejuvenated.

“It was an incredible date. We talked for hours. We were the last table to leave the restaurant.”

“Seriously?” Carol asks. “Aren’t you happy you went?”

“Yes,” Beatrice says. She falls quiet. She’s been wanting to ask Carol more about her dominance. It’s an idea she can’t shake. “Carol, I’ve been thinking.”

“What have you been thinking, B?”

“I want Simon to listen to my every command. I want to take charge of our relationship.”

Carol coughs on her drink, but she swallows most of it. A tad falls from her mouth to the table. “Oops,” Carol says, wiping up her spill with a napkin. “That came out of nowhere. You should try it, Beatrice. There’s nothing sexier than watching a man on his knees.”

Their server arrives at their table that very second. He’s a man. He coughs, having heard what Carol said. “Excuse me, would you all like anything besides the nachos?”

Carol lifts her eyebrow, teasing their male server. “I could think of a few things, but I’m fine without more food.”

Beatrice blushes. “Maybe a side of guacamole?”

“Coming right up,” he says and runs away from the table before Carol can say anything else to make him uncomfortable.

“You’re terrible. Did you see how that man blushed?” Beatrice asks.

“If you want a man to do what you wish, it might require making him a bit uncomfortable.”

“Our server would have gotten us guacamole either way,” Beatrice says.

“That’s true, but what about Simon? Do you want to take charge from the beginning, or do you want to wait? Some men are alphas, but most are pliable. Willing to do whatever you request for a little pussy.”

The server coughs, standing over their table with the side of guac. He places it on the table, blushing. “Here you are. Anything else?”

Beatrice takes the guacamole. Carol is staring at their server, willing him to look at her, but his eyes are trained on the ground.

“Nothing else. Thanks.” The server bolts toward the kitchen. Beatrice dips her chip into the guac, wondering what Simon might do for her pussy. Wondering if he would like to be placed under her control. Beatrice would care for him. She’d be gentle. Loving, but she’d also be in charge.

“I bet he wants some lady to lock up his dick. Probably us, but we’re taken. He’ll have to look elsewhere.”

“You’re terrible.”

“I know what I want and go after it. What’s terrible about that? I’m telling you, B. My sex life has never been better. I know Justin loves it, too. He gets so hard when I let him out of his cage. You should see it. It’s the craziest mix of pathetic and sexy you’ll ever see.”

Beatrice squeezes her legs together. She’s happy Carol can’t see her twitching under the table. She got wet the last time Carol was talking about using Justin, and today is no different.

“That’s hot,” Beatrice says.

“You should try it with Simon. He might reject you, but it’s worth a shot. You can spend the next year having boring, vanilla sex. Missionary. Pretending like it’ll make you cum, or you can tell Simon just how you like it. Make him fuck you with toys.”

“My goodness, Carol.” Beatrice waves a hand in her face. “Let’s talk about this at your house one night. You can coach me. If you don’t stop now, I won’t be able to move with the puddle forming in my panties.”

“Shit,” Carol says. She laughs. “We can talk about it at my place. Promise, but the first thing you should do is spank him. Control the evening but stay sexy while you’re doing. Don’t bark orders. Seduce him.”

“How?” Beatrice asks.

“The first night I spanked Justin, I humiliated him for showing up at my house without showering.”

“You’re cruel.”

“I am,” Carol says with a wild grin. “Simon will love whatever you come up with, but don’t forget to take control from the first time you have sex. Never give him the upper hand. If you want him to submit, he needs to know from the beginning.”

Beatrice nods, unsure if she has the power within her to dominate Simon, but she wants to try. She wants to make him hers. Maybe lock his dick in a cage and hold the key.

Beatrice craves power over a man, but she has yet to learn how much she must sacrifice to control a man.

***

Beatrice and Simon are walking back to their cars after another magical date. Beatrice feels like she’s floating on air. Soaring through clouds of dating ecstasy. For the first time in a long time, she isn’t angry about what Vincent did to her. She’s almost thankful he set her free, or she wouldn’t be here with Simon.

“I like you,” Simon says.

“It’s refreshing to spend time with a man who knows how to have a conversation.” Beatrice places her hands over Simon’s. They’re in front of her car. She doesn’t want the night to end, but she’s nervous inviting Simon back to her place would turn him off for being too promiscuous.

If she were younger, she would listen to her cowardly voice, but she’s grown.

Beatrice wants more of Simon, and she won’t let fear stop her.

“Would you like to follow me home?”

Simon grins. He squeezes Beatrice’s side. She wraps her hand around his wrist. “I was hoping you’d ask that.”

“Let’s go before it gets too late,” Beatrice says. “I’ll text you my address in case you get lost or stuck at a light.” Simon leans in, but Beatrice withholds a kiss. “I’ll kiss you at my place.”

Simon growls and groans like he needed the kiss, but his reaction teaches her how much power she gains by withholding the goodies. She was going to give him the goods tonight, but his reaction has changed her mind.

“See you at my place,” she says.

***

“You’re being a tease,” Simon says. They’re sitting on Beatrice’s couch. They’ve had a few glasses of wine, and Simon isn’t wrong. Beatrice knows she’s being a tease and plans to continue how she’s acting. “I thought we were going to have some fun tonight.”

Beatrice lets Simon paw her. She moans when his lips touch her neck. He’s even making her wet, but there’s no way he’s getting her pussy tonight. She’s closed to him. He won’t be getting anything except a hand on his ass.

“Are we not having fun, Simon?”

Simon lifts himself off Beatrice. “That’s not what I meant. We’re having fun, but I thought we were going to get naked.” Simon moves closer, placing his hand on Beatrice’s leg. He snakes his hand up her leg until it is dangerously close to her goodies.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

Simon shrugs. “I thought you needed some encouragement, so I’m trying to offer it.”

Beatrice gasps and pushes Simon’s hand away, standing from the couch. She places her hands on her hips. “How dare you, Simon.”

Simon reddens and throws his hands in the air. “I’m sorry,” he says. “I thought there was a vibe between us, but I guess I was wrong.”

Simon stands, but Beatrice points her finger in the air. Dominance surges within her. “Sit,” she commands.

“Okay,” Simon says and plops his ass on the couch. “Sorry for trying to spice up the night.”

“You were trying to take advantage of me. That’s what you were trying to do.”

Simon shakes his head. “No, no. That’s not true.”

Beatrice laughs, trying to break the tension, pulling back the curtain on her game just a tad. Simon looks confused, but his body relaxes.

“Do you believe me?” he asks.

“I’m sure your intentions were fair, but what you did was wrong, Simon. Very wrong. You were a bad boy who needs a little punishment.”

Simon smirks, moving forward to the edge of the couch. Perching with a straight back, eager for whatever punishment Beatrice might have in mind. “Don’t hurt me, Beatrice. I promise not to touch you without your permission again.”

“That’s not good enough,” she says.

“It’s not?” Simon pushes out his bottom lip, pouting. His puppy face is doing it for Beatrice. “If you must punish me, I understand.”

Beatrice bites her lip, amazed by how Simon responds. Pussy juices are dripping down her leg. She’s never been more turned on in her life and can’t wait to bend Simon over her knee.

She grabs a chair and sits. “Come here,” she says. Simon walks over to her. Beatrice notices the hardness beneath his pants. She grabs his dick. “You want me to punish you, don’t you?”

Simon smiles but shakes his head. “No, please don’t.”

“You’re one naughty boy. Bend over my knee and don’t put any weight on my chair. It was expensive.”

“Should I take off my pants?”

“No, you’d like that too much. Keep your pants on and get moving. I don’t have all night.”

Simon moans as he bends over Beatrice’s knees. His hard dick presses into her legs, but he’s careful to hold his weight with his arms. He looks over his shoulder at Beatrice as she holds her hand in the air.

“Why were you a bad boy?” Beatrice asks.

“I tried to touch you without permission.”

“That’s right,” she says. Beatrice brings her hand down against his ass. She repeats the action and gets wetter each time she whacks Simon’s ass. His dick throbs against her leg. She wants him, and he clearly wants her, but he’ll have to wait.

Beatrice spanks Simon until her hand stings, and then she pushes him off her.

“What’s wrong?” he asks.

“Maybe you’ll get the goodies if you behave better next time. Until then, you need to leave. Out!”

Simon opens his mouth, but he doesn’t know what to say. He’s rock hard and wants to race home to shoot his load. He wishes he could cum with Beatrice, but it’s so hot how she spanked his ass. Left his cheeks stinging.

Simon kisses Beatrice quickly on the cheek on his way out, “you’re the best, Beatrice. I had fun.”

Beatrice points to the door, jutting her finger. Simon runs out of her place, and she shuts the door behind him. A monster has awakened inside of her, and Simon is the perfect man to help her explore her growing desires. It’s clear he will want whatever she offers.
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Carol

“Don’t worry about Judy. She’s upset,” I say. Justin and I are sitting in his living room. I just got off work a couple hours ago, so it’s already late, but we’re brimming with energy. I’ve spent all day treating patients and thinking about Justin. He spent his day running around the city, having meetings with managers at each grocery store he owns.

Justin rubs my feet. He’s grown to love them the more I put them in his face, teasing him with my toes. He licks them and kisses them, but there’s nothing I love more than a foot massage after spending the entire day on my feet.

“I hate how she causes drama.”

“The girls love you, and it drives her crazy.”

“I could never replace her. She is their mother. Judy knows that, doesn’t she?”

Justin pushes on the sole of my foot, making me moan. He moves his hand up my calf how I like. “You can’t let her get to you, Carol. She’s always been a little crazy.”

“Don’t call her crazy,” I say. “Only I can say that.”

Justin laughs. “Fine, but you know what I mean.”

I nod. Judy’s frustrations are understandable. I hated myself when I first started having feelings for Justin. It used to keep me awake at night thinking about how Judy would react to us dating, but I fell in love. I found the man of my dreams.

“Judy was my friend, and it kills me to see her act like that in front of her daughters.”

“It doesn’t matter if it were another woman, she’d still be acting the same. I’d much rather have it be you,” Justin says. He lifts my legs to scoot closer. My thighs are above his. Our fingers interlaced. “Don’t beat yourself up about Judy. She’s just upset you snagged the prize she once had.”

“She never knew what she had until you were gone,” I say. Justin has gained a lot of confidence since we started dating. He exercises and eats better, too, but it’s more than his habits. Our relationship has lifted him. He no longer hides in the shadows, only dreaming about a life he could have. He’s living it with me. “I’m glad we’re together.”

“Me too,” he says.

“Did you want to go for a walk?”

“You haven’t spent long enough on your feet?”

“I’ll change into something cute. Be your trophy.”

Justin smirks. “You’d be my trophy wearing that.”

I took off my scrubs when I got to Justin’s place, but I didn’t change into anything much better. No bra. No panties. A loose t-shirt and yoga pants. There’s no way I would wear this outside, but I’m not wearing sexy lingerie for Justin when we’re just lounging on the couch watching TV.

“Wait here while I change,” I say. There’s a cotton dress in my bag, which I brought in case we went somewhere for dinner. We ordered in, but a walk to enjoy the summer night sounds splendid.

The cotton dress is white. I don’t bother putting on panties, but I throw on a wireless, strapless bra to give my breasts a little support. I love how men stare at them when they walk past me on the street.

“You ready?” I ask Justin. I’m holding a compact mirror, running red lip gloss over my lips as I stand in the living room.

“Sure. Mind if I throw on jeans?”

“Hurry.”

Justin runs to his bedroom and comes back out a minute later, wearing unbuttoned jeans. His caged dick is dangling in my face.

I act unbothered. Uninterested. “Something wrong?”

“You haven’t even touched it tonight. He’s feeling lonely.”

“Your dick has feelings?”

Justin grunts and buttons his jeans. “Forget it.”

I stand and run my fingers along Justin’s chin. “Aww, did I hurt your feelings?” I reach down and grab Justin’s dick with a firm grip. I pull on his cock. He yelps. “You sure you want me to pay attention to your dick?”

Justin bites his lip. “On your own time.”

I tug once before releasing Justin. He takes two steps away from me. “Shall we leave?”

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

Justin opens the door. I step outside. There aren’t as many stars as we saw at the cabin, but it’s late enough that there are a few. We hold hands from Justin’s condo all the way to the park near his home. Nobody is there. It’s like we have the place to ourselves.

We’re talking about business. Our opinions about the economy and politics. Our discussion turns heated, but it’s all in fun. Love eclipses our disagreements. We’re confident enough to express our thoughts and challenge each other without fear.

I tug on Justin’s hand when we pass a bench. It’s deep in the park. Covered by trees, but it’s on top of a hill and has views of distant buildings. Cars stopping and going at stoplights. People going about their days like Justin and me.

“Sit with me,” I say, pulling Justin to the bench. I sneak my hand up his shirt and pinch his nipple, wondering if my touch is getting him hard in his cage. Pushing his dick against its constraints. I love knowing he’s locked up and that I’m the only one with a key.

Justin puts his fingers into my hair.

We kiss.

My tongue brushes against his. There’s honking in the background, but the noises fade away as our kiss deepens. I pinch Justin’s nipple harder. He moans into my mouth. I move my hand down to the outline of his dick. I tug on his caged cock, and he pulls on my hair.

I’ve been telling him to get a little rougher.

He does everything I command.

“Get to your knees and kiss my feet.”

Justin looks at me with wild eyes. “You want me to do that here?”

“Yes, right here. We’re all alone.”

“But someone could come.”

“What’s your point? You’re boring me with irrelevant statements. I want you to kiss my feet, and I want to do it now.”

Justin slides off the bench. His hands shake as he touches my feet. He’s lost the confidence to submit that he has behind closed doors. He holds my foot, staring up at me. His pleading eyes make me wet. I love having this control over him. Love knowing he’ll listen to my every command, even something as humiliating as getting on his knees in public to kiss my feet.

“Take off my shoe.”

Justin exhales before removing my shoe, which is red like my lip gloss. I lick my lips and curl my toes, teasing Justin’s lips.

He lowers his head. He grabs my heel and pulls my foot to his mouth. Justin kisses my toes, and I moan. The city is awake all around us. We’re sitting at a park bench, and Justin is losing himself with my foot.

“Suck my toes,” I say.

Justin doesn’t miss a beat. He licks across every toe one of my foot before closing his mouth around two of the smaller ones. I gush as he sucks on my toes, as though it were my clit.

I hike up my dress to stop it from getting more soaked than it is. At least nobody will be able to tell in the dark. The move reveals my pussy. Justin looks up from my toes and moans as he stares at my swollen womanhood.

He moans even louder when I put two fingers on my pussy and spread it to tease him.

“You want my pussy?”

Justin doesn’t drop my toes from his mouth as he nods.

“If you were a good boy, I might consider it, but you’ve been bad. Haven’t you? Look at you on your knees, sucking my toes. Such an awful boy you are, Justin. Get my toes out of your mouth and put on my shoe.”

I pull down my dress as Justin takes my toes out of his mouth, moaning as they leave his lips.

He picks up my shoe. A couple turns the corner just as he does. All they see is a man helping his girlfriend put on her shoe. We wave at them. They wave at us. They gush when Justin slips the shoe on my foot and plants a kiss on my forehead. We smile as they wave again before continuing with their journey, like Justin wasn’t just on his knees sucking my toes.

If only they knew.
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Beatrice walks around Simon. He’s on his knees on her living-room floor. She’s wearing nothing except heels and lingerie, ready to redden Simon’s ass.

They’ve gone on a couple more dates, and she’s finally ready to take things to the next level. With a little advice from Carol, she went out and bought a flogger. She also bought a butt plug to train Simon’s sissy hole. There are a few other toys in her collection, and she can’t wait to use them.

Beatrice has never felt more alive. More excited. She loves the woman she’s discovering within her.

“Why were you a naughty boy, Simon?”

“I didn’t offer to clean after you cooked dinner.”

Beatrice pouts. “Do you know how that makes me feel? When you don’t think about my needs. When you neglect your manners.”

“It must make you feel terrible,” Simon says. He’s wearing nothing except boxers. They look pathetic. Too big. They do nothing to help his figure. Beatrice will have to update his wardrobe. She will have to show him how sexy he could look in the right undergarments.

“Dreadful,” Beatrice says. “I didn’t want to punish you, but you’ve left me no other choice.”

“Please, forgive me. I’ll wash the dishes, Beatrice. Don’t spank me.”

He’s pleading, but they both know he wants it. There’s a tent in his boxers. They do little to hide how hard Beatrice is making him by punishing him for his nonexistent work ethic.

“It’s my only option. It’s the only way you’ll learn. Stand,” Beatrice says and snaps her fingers.

Simon jumps to his feet.

“Put your hands on the back of this chair and pull down your boxers.”

Simon bites his lip. He grabs at his hard dick, trying to hide it, but there’s nothing he can do to hide how hard he gets from Beatrice’s commands. Simon pushes down his boxers. He steps out of them and grabs the back of the chair. He’s completely naked. Vulnerable. Completely under Beatrice’s control.

He looks over his shoulder at her. She’s wearing black lingerie. Her gorgeous breasts sway as she steps toward him. Beatrice pushes a hand through her luscious brown hair, tossing it over one shoulder. Simon grabs his dick. Beatrice wags her finger.

“No touching your dick until I say you can. Both hands on the chair.”

Simon grips the chair, nervous to feel Beatrice’s flogger on his ass. He squeezes his cheeks together in anticipation, but Beatrice loves to tease.

She lowers the flogger, moving the tresses along Simon’s skin. He breaks out in goosebumps. Tantalized by Beatrice’s soft touch. She brushes from Simon’s shoulder to his ass. She wraps her hand around his waist, leaning forward to suck on his earlobe. Beatrice presses her chest against his back. Her hard nipples throb with each brush of her bra.

Simon’s dick throbs, but he doesn’t dare touch it without Beatrice’s permission.

“You want me to spank your ass?”

Simon bites his lip, wanting nothing more than to feel the sting of Beatrice’s flogger, but he knows how to play her game.

“No, don’t spank me. I’ll wash the dishes. I’ll be good.”

“The problem is, Simon, you’ve already been bad.” Beatrice lifts the flogger and brings it down with a heavy hand against Simon’s ass. He grips the chair and lurches forward, but he doesn’t run. “Tell me you deserve your punishment.”

“I was rude. Ungrateful. You’re only doing what’s necessary.”

Beatrice spanks his ass and lower back, leaving red marks where the flogger hits Simon’s blushing skin. She repeats her action, smacking Simon several more times with her flogger.

Simon hollers after the fifth or sixth time that the flogger hits his sissy ass. He loses track. Each hit of the flogger moves him closer to an orgasm. Beatrice spanks him again. He yells. Beatrice reaches around and covers his mouth. He’s so hard. His dick is throbbing like an earthquake. He reaches down to touch it, and Beatrice’s eyes widen.

“I thought I told you not to touch your dick, and you need to shut up before my neighbors hear me spanking your ass.”

Simon drops his hand to the side, but it’s too late.

“Get to your knees,” Beatrice says. “I’ll be back with supplies.”

Simon quivers as he drops to his knees. He doesn’t dare touch his dick while Beatrice is out of the room, but he’s never been harder in his life. His dick is begging for him to touch it. He curls his toes, but it doesn’t bring relief. Nothing but shooting his load could calm him.

Beatrice walks back into the living room, looking like a goddess in her heels and lingerie. She’s holding a little pink vibrator. Simon swallows, knowing exactly where she plans to put her toy.

Beatrice has a towel in her hand too. She tosses it to Simon. “Put this out. We’ll need it.”

Simon rushes to open the towel and place it at the center of Beatrice’s living room. He gets to his knees on the towel, ready to take whatever command Beatrice gives.

“Take off my panties,” she says.

Simon nods and reaches up to remove her thong. He pulls the fabric until it is down around Beatrice’s ankles. She steps out of the thong, pushing her heel into Simon’s back. He moans as his face presses against the floor. Beatrice lets him up a few second later.

“Don’t forget about my bra.”

Simon stands. He reaches behind Beatrice’s back and unhooks her bra. He pulls it down her arms and tosses it to the side, in awe of Beatrice’s nipples.

“You can suck them if you want.”

Simon latches on to a nipple. He cups her his around her breast, sucking on her titty like it’s a magic potion that’ll make him years younger. Remove the salt and pepper from his hair. The age lines from his face.

Beatrice throws back her head. Her brown hair hangs halfway down her back. She moans, loving how Simon’s mouth feels around her nipple.

“Touch my pussy,” Beatrice says.

Simon presses his hand against Beatrice’s wet warmth. He rubs her womanhood, learning how she likes it. Learning how to make her gasp.

“Get to the floor.” Beatrice steps away from Simon and his skilled hand. “I have a toy for you.”

Simon has always wondered what it’d be like to have a woman play with his ass. Beatrice is the first. His ex-wife never even thought about it, if Simon isn’t mistaken. Maybe she had, but she never once said anything about playing with his butt.

Simon sinks to his knees, pretending to fear whatever Beatrice might have in mind. Cowering like he doesn’t want to know.

Beatrice holds up her tiny pink vibrator. She opens a bottle of lubricant and pours it over the tip of the vibrator. “I’m going to stick this up your ass, and then I’m going to sit on your face.”

“That won’t fit in my ass. Nothing has ever been up there.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Beatrice says. “I don’t want you arguing. Is that what you’re doing?”

“No, it’s just—”

“There’ll be no excuses here, Simon. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he says and bows his head.

“On your back with your legs in the air.”

Simon turns and lies on his back. He throws his legs in the air, hooking his arms around the back of his knees. Simon watches as Beatrice squirts lube onto the tips of her fingers. He groans when she presses her wet fingers against his hole, pushing into him. Stealing his backside innocence.

“You like that?”

Simon isn’t sure how to answer. He grunts as Beatrice sinks her fingers deeper into his hole. She fucks him for a few seconds with her fingers before pulling them out and wiping them clean against the towel. She holds up the vibrator.

“Maybe you’ll like this in your hole more,” she says.

“Try it,” Simon says.

Beatrice pushes the vibrator into Simon’s hole. It isn’t vibrating yet, but all she has to do is push a button, and Simon’s ass will vibrate like a rocket ship.

“Mm,” Simon says. He purrs as the vibrator sinks deeper into him. It’s not big, and its shape feels more natural than Beatrice’s fingers. It’s the perfect extension of her hand, stretching Simon. Pushing against his spot. He’s never felt anything as amazing once the pain subsides.

Beatrice has her eyes on Simon, watching his body react to her cock. She loves how his hole stretches over her toy. Her eyes move from his tight taint, up his exquisite body, and to his face. The salt and pepper shadow surrounding his full lips.

“Don’t let this fall out of your ass,” Beatrice says. She pushes the vibrator as far as it’ll go before moving up Simon’s body. She straddles his face. Her pussy inches from his lips. Beatrice pushes her fingers into Simon’s hair and grips it. “Don’t forget to breathe.”

Simon nods, but he can’t say anything before Beatrice covers his mouth with her pussy.

She rubs her wet pussy all over his lips, but Simon knows how to take her. He breathes through his nose as he licks whatever parts of Beatrice’s pussy he can. His hands are at his side, and Beatrice has complete control of his mouth, but he does his best. Beatrice is loving his best.

Beatrice has a button to activate the vibrator in her hand. She’s so close to cumming, but she wants Simon to cum with her.

“When I tell you, touch your dick. Got it?”

Simon says something, but her pussy muffles the noise. Beatrice assumes he understands. She grips his hair, riding him like a mechanic bull at the bar. Riding his lips to her orgasm. Beatrice closes her eyes to focus on the pleasure his tongue brings. The five-o’clock shadow scrapping against her womanhood, only increasing her satisfaction.

“Now,” Beatrice says and pushes the button. She hears the vibrator kick on. Simon thrashes beneath her, but she’s too concentrated on her impending orgasm to think about Simon.

She screams when her peak arrives. She tightens her grip on Simon’s hair, pushing his face against her sopping womanhood. Simon is drowning, but he loves swimming in her juices.

Simon has his hand on his dick, beating it. The vibrator is deep in his ass, hitting his spot.

Beatrice looks over her shoulder just in time to see the cum erupt from Simon’s dick. It’s more than she’s ever seen leave a dick. He could fill a cup with how much he’s shooting, and it’s getting everywhere. On Beatrice’s back. His stomach. The towel, and even the floor.

They laugh, but then Beatrice turns serious.

“I need you to clean that cum off my floor right now.”

“Should I lick it up?” Simon asks.

Beatrice giggles. “You’re one naughty boy,” she says and pulls him close for a kiss.
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Justin

“Don’t worry, Edward. The managers will take care of it.”

“Who are you? What’s happened to the old Justin?”

“He’s trying to relax,” I say. “Chill out. You could stand to do the same. Yes, the police getting called is a big deal, but they have the situation under control.”

“Don’t you want me there to speak for the company?”

“I trust our team. It was an unarmed robbery.”

Edward sighs into the phone. “Fine. I’ll go home, but don’t yell at me if this comes back to bite you.”

A year ago, or even six months ago, I would have rushed to the store to talk to the police, even though it’s a store on the opposite side of the city from where we spend most of our time. I go to those stores at least twice a week, but it’ll have to be a much bigger emergency to make an unscheduled visit.

“I won’t yell. I promise.”

“Bye, Justin. See you tomorrow.”

I end the call and place my phone in the center console, focusing on the road to Carol’s. Spending time away from her is difficult, but there’s no better reward than falling into her arms when we’re back together.

Carol opens the door when I arrive. I’m freshly showered, just like Carol likes.

She’s wearing a cute skirt with stockings and a garter belt. Her blouse is unbuttoned, exposing her lacey black bra. She has on black heels. Everything is black except her plaid pleated skirt and the white unbuttoned blouse.

“What took you so long? I was about to start playing with myself.”

I groan. “How could you think about starting without me?”

“You were taking too long to get here, baby. What would you expect me to do?”

Carol throws the door open and turns on her heel, walking deeper into her townhouse. She sashays, and I can’t stop looking at her ass in that skirt. I’m obsessed with how the garter belt hooks to her stockings. I want to peek under her skirt and unfasten the garter belt.

“You’re free to do whatever you wish, my love.”

“So romantic. So sappy.”

“I missed you today.”

“Likewise,” Carol says in a nonchalant tone. “I missed you even more when the minutes kept ticking by, and you were nowhere to be found.”

“Forgive me, Carol. I never intended to arrive late. There was an emergency at a store.”

“Oh no,” Carol gasps. She clutches her chest, as though she’s acting in a play. “Is everyone okay?”

“Yes, it was an unarmed robbery. They were trying to sneak out with a bunch of stuff under their clothes.”

“That’s too bad. Something to drink, handsome?”

“Whiskey has no carbs, right?”

“Correct,” she says.

“I’ll have a whiskey with water.”

“Excellent. I’ll do the same.” Carol fills two glasses with ice, pouring whiskey and water over the cubes. She hands one to me and holds up the other. “Cheers.”

We clink our glasses together. She steps forward, wrapping her hand around the back of my neck. I step forward to close the space between us, and something hard pushes against my leg. I ignore it as Carol kisses me, but the hardness doesn’t disappear.

Carol is smirking when she steps back. We both look down at her skirt, and that’s when I notice it. The unmistakable outline.

She’s wearing a strap. It’s not a small one, either.

“Why don’t you get down there and peek under my skirt?”

My dick throbs beneath my pants. I’ve never seen anything as sexy as Carol in a skirt with a strap under her skirt. Her blouse unbuttoned, teasing me with amazing cleavage. I want her nipple in my mouth. I want her dick in my ass.

“Fuck,” I say.

Carol presses her hand against my shoulder, guiding me to my knees. I sink to the floor, blinded by desire. My dick is leaking into my pants. I grasp Carol’s thighs, nervous to look beneath her skirt. I know whatever dick she’s wearing is huge, and she’s probably wearing it for a reason.

Carol grabs my hand, moving it to the hem of her skirt. “Don’t be afraid.”

I swallow and lift Carol’s skirt. The dick is long, thick, and clear. It’s not the biggest dick in the world, but it’s bigger than anything I’ve taken. Carol has been stretching my hole, though. Training me for this moment. I’m ready. I have to be.

“Your dick is gorgeous,” I say, looking at Carol through hooded eyes. I wrap my hand around her cock, mesmerized by its size. Entranced by how I can see her pussy beneath the strap. I move my mouth to her heavenly flower, but Carol stops me.

She moves my face until the tip of her dick is centimeters from my mouth. She wags her dick. “Suck my big cock, baby.”

I squeeze my thighs together. My cock is throbbing in its little cage, probably covering my trunks in precum. Carol still won’t let me wear lingerie, no matter how much I beg. She says I must wait until she’s ready, so I’ll be patient.

I wrap my hand around the base of Carol’s fat cock. She stares at me as I part my lips, taking her dick. It feels natural once I close my mouth and suck, bobbing my head along her length.

Carol moans as she watches me suck her cock. She shimmies out of her blouse and tosses it on the kitchen counter. She unhooks her bra and throws it on top of her discarded blouse. I break my contact and stroke her cock.

“Keep sucking my cock,” Carol says and pushes my head.

I listen without hesitation. My days are spent managing stores and controlling other people's lives, so I love how I can let go with Carol. I can surrender myself to her. Put myself in her hands.

Carol holds the back of my head as I suck her cock with determination. I can’t disappoint my woman. I must please her.

“Fuck,” Carol says as she watches me. “I need to fuck that ass. Come upstairs.”

Carol puts out her hand and pulls me to my feet. We leave the kitchen and head upstairs to her bedroom.

“Take off everything. Strip naked.”

“As you wish,” I say. I take off everything, staring into Carol’s eyes as I do. Until I’m left wearing nothing except the cage around my cock. The cage Carol controls. The longer I wear it, the less I think I could live without it. Wearing it for Carol is more intimate than my wedding band ever felt. More profound.

Carol walks around me, running her fingertip along my skin. Her touch weakens me. Cripples me. It burns me until I’m too desperate to breathe. I gasp like a fish out of water. My pathetic cock pushes against its cage.

Carol wraps her hand around my dick. Her warm fingers feel like liquid sweetness. She strokes around my cage, staring at me with her gorgeous blue eyes as she does.

“Put your hand on my cock. Stroke it like I’m stroking yours,” she says.

I lift Carol’s skirt and place my hand on her member, stroking her thickness.

“You want my dick in your ass?”

My hole twitches. “I need it, Carol. Fuck me with your big dick.”

Carol smacks my ass. “Get on the bed.”

I fall on the edge of the bed and throw my legs in the air. I hold the back of my knees, exposing my hole to Carol. She steps forward and slaps my hole with her dick. I moan, ready for her to fuck me.

“Tell me how much you want my dick, Justin.”

“I need it. I’m dying to have it.”

“It’s so sexy watching you like this, giving me your hole.” Carol stares at me as she picks up a bottle of lube. She turns it over, and the lube falls onto my hole. Carol slaps my hole and moves the lubricant all around my twitching entrance. Opening and closing, contracting with anticipation.

Carol rubs the lube on her dick, and my eyes nearly leave my head when she pushes into me. My legs fall, and I push her massive dick out of my hole.

“I thought you wanted my dick,” Carol says with a giggle.

“I do,” I say. “It hurt more than I was expecting.”

“You can tell me to stop,” Carol says.

“No.” I get back to the edge of the bed and throw my legs in the air. Carol puts more lube on her dick and pushes into me. It feels much better the second time. My hole relaxes. I’m ready to take her, and she’s ready to give it to me.

Carol fucks me. Euphoria overtakes me, and I’m too lost to notice anything except how amazing her dick feels stretching my ass.

Carol pulls out of me as I’m lost in the movement, leaving me empty and hungry for more of her dick.

“Close your eyes.”

I do as she says, and then I hear her drawer open. A key rattles. Seconds later, she’s unlocking my cage. My dick is already growing as she lifts the cages, setting my cock free.

“Now I can really fuck you,” she says.

Carol adds more lube to her dick and pushes into me with force. I moan as her cock fills me. She fucks my hole, and then she wraps her slick hand around my dick. I’m sensitive. Her touch is sending me to the edge of an orgasm, but I’ve trained. I’m ready to hold my cum for her. I’m ready to wait for my woman.

Carol fucks me a few minutes longer, slowly stroking my dick. I holler when I get close. She releases me for a few seconds, but then she’s right back to edging me. Fucking me. Hitting my spot.

“I’m trying, baby, but I don’t know if I can keep holding it.”

“You want to cum?”

“I need to.”

“Fuck, I love watching your hole stretch around my dick. It’s so sexy,” she says, looking down to where my ass meets her dick.

“I love watching your breasts sway when you fuck me,” I say.

“Touch them while I make you cum,” she says.

“Can I cum?”

Carol nods and wraps her hand around my dick. I lift myself to squeeze her breasts. They’re soft and perfect in my hands. Carol strokes my dick, and I can’t hold my orgasm any longer.

I holler, releasing my load all over her hand. Carol grins as she keeps stroking my cock. I try to push away her hand when the pressure becomes too intense to handle, but she doesn’t let me move her hand. “Enjoy this while your cock is free.”

Carol rubs my cock until she milks every ounce of cum from my dick.

“Now it’s your turn,” Carol says. She unhooks her strap and drops it to the floor. “Make me cum.”

I get to my knees and rush to her pussy, using my mouth and fingers just the way she likes.
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Beatrice is working from home in her condo. The condo she had to get after Vincent had his affair and broke up their family. She’ll always hate Vincent for what he did, but she never would have met Steven if it weren’t for her ex-husband’s actions.

Beatrice got a two-bedroom, two-bathroom condo when her divorce went through. In addition to the bedrooms, there’s a small office where she is typing on her computer.

She had to get another one for Vincent, too. Her skin crawls every time she pays the bills so that he can live there, but he’s still taking care of their daughter Whitney most of the time, so Beatrice is learning to live with the expenses.

A knock on the door startles Beatrice. The condos have open-air entrances, but there is a guard at the entrance of the community, so whoever is there must be a neighbor or someone Beatrice knows.

To her surprise and disgust, Vincent is standing on the other side when she opens the door.

Beatrice crosses her arms. “What do you want, Vincent? Whitney is at school.”

“It’s Judy. She’s crazy. Legit, she needs help. She has been acting like an insane person ever since you guys found out about us.”

“Why is that my problem, Vincent? You’re the one who fucked her, along with all the other moms in the school.”

Vincent frowns. He looks each way. “I want to give us another try, Beatrice. None of those other women compare to you. You’re the best. I don’t know what I was thinking. You were working all the time. Always busy having lunch or dinner with clients. I got jealous, but it wasn’t right. You were just trying to provide for your family.”

Beatrice sighs. She never expected Vincent to show up at her door like this. She’s never seen anything as pathetic as her cheating ex-husband begging to take her back.

“I’m still supporting the family because of how nasty you were in court.”

“You’re right. I should have done better. You deserve better. Give me another chance.”

“Vincent, you should leave.”

“Beatrice, no. I can’t leave. I need you,” he says.

“Fine. Come inside,” Beatrice says and smirks. “Have a seat. Would you like some water?”

Vincent plops on the sofa and relaxes into the cushions, acting like he owns the place. Acting like he never cheated a day in his life. “Water would be nice, B. Thanks.”

Beatrice plasters a smile on her face as she walks to her cabinet to grab a glass for Vincent. “Ice?”

“You spoil me, baby. I knew we could make this work. I knew it.”

Beatrice fills the glass with ice water, walking back to Vincent with the same smile. She isn’t the same woman he left. She’s changed, and he’s about to learn how much.

“Here,” she says.

“Thanks,” Vincent says. He grabs the glass and chugs the water.

Beatrice leaves the room while he’s drinking. She has a meeting in an hour, but she’ll only need a few minutes to make Vincent scream. Beatrice takes off what she’s wearing and changes into sexy lingerie and a pair of heels. She grabs her flogger and walks back into the living room.

Vincent’s mouth falls open when he sees Beatrice. He stands and strides toward her like he’s about to take her. Like he would have taken her in the past, but Beatrice isn’t about to give him any of her power. She has the money. She’s the one who is working to put food on the cheating bastard’s table.

“Get to your knees,” Beatrice commands. Her words echo off the walls.

Vincent stares at Beatrice, testing her, but then he falls to his knees. He can tell she isn’t joking. She pulls the flogger from behind her back, and Vincent knows he’s in trouble. He flew into a spider’s web, and it’s too late to escape.

“You have some nerve, Vincent. Coming back here. Acting like there’s any chance we can get back together.”

“But…”

“But what, Vincent? I’m over you, and now you must pay.” Beatrice grabs a chair from her dining-room table, and she places it in front of Vincent. “Bend over the chair.”

Vincent places his elbows on the seat of the chair. He glances at Beatrice with pleading eyes, but she’s over his games. She might have taken him back at one point, but not after everything she’s found out. Vincent is nothing except a dog, and he deserves some punishment.

“Unbuckle your pants and pull them down.”

Vincent swallows, but he does what she says. To Beatrice’s delight, Vincent is rock hard when he does it. She points at his cock and laughs. Laughs as the weights of her past fall from her shoulders.

“You’re hard for a spanking. I can’t wait to tell Carol. You thought you were so manly, but you’re nothing but a coward. I feel sorry for you because you’ll miss me even more after today, and you’ll never have me again.”

“Beatrice,” Vincent says in a faint voice.

“Shut up and look at the chair,” she says.

Vincent drops his head, and Beatrice gives him the spanking of his life before kicking him to the curb and washing her heart of all its romantic ties to the man.
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Carol

“What’s this for?” Justin asks, holding the present I just handed him. It’s a random weekday night, and we’re cuddling on his couch watching TV.

“It’s something special. Open it,” I say.

Justin grins as he pulls the tape from the back of the present. He’s careful to unwrap the gift without tearing the paper. His gentle movements are adorable. The paper is going into the recycling whether he’s careful or sloppy.

Justin holds the box in his lap. “I’m nervous,” he says.

“What do you think it is?”

“I don’t know. Some type of toy I’m not ready to experience.”

“Wrong,” I say. I touch his shoulder, feeling as overwhelmed by our love as I do every other night. “Open it and stop asking questions.”

Justin lifts the box and gasps when he sees what’s under the lid. “You’re kidding. I can’t believe you got me these,” he says. Excitement tears through his voice as he holds the pink lingerie in the air. He turns them around and tilts his head when he discovers the big hole in the backside.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a lace jockstrap. Designed for men. It has a pouch in the front and everything,” I say and point out the space for his dick.

“You’re the best,” Justin says. He leans over to kiss me.

I squeeze his face against mine, deepening the kiss. “No, you’re the best.”

“Do you mind if I put on the jockstrap?”

“I’d be upset if you didn’t,” I say.

Justin runs out of the room to his bathroom. He comes back wearing nothing except his pink lace jockstrap, and my pussy gets a little wet from seeing him in it.

“They fit you perfectly.”

Justin blushes. “I was a little worried the cage wouldn’t fit, but it does.”

“Like a glove. Guess what?”

“You have another surprise?”

I grin and nod, pulling anal beads from behind my back. “How about we use that space wisely and put these in your hole?”

Justin beams. “I’ll get the lube.” He struts across the room, glancing over his shoulder to wink. He disappears into his room to get what we need to have some fun.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Pushing Boundaries. Look out for the next books in this series! Carol has a lot of plans for Justin. She has him in a cage and finally indulged him by giving him a pink lace jockstrap, but there’s so much more on the horizon for the happy couple.

Beatrice and Simon have also found something special, but they’re only just beginning their journey. Beatrice has much to learn about herself, and Simon will be there to help her on her journey.

Book 3 will have its own surprises. The girls just might bring another friend into the mix!

Please consider leaving a rating or review if you liked Pushing Boundaries 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 ♥

↓ Links ↓

Carol & Justin Series Page

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com
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