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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:

Book 1: Under Her Command

Book 2: Pushing Boundaries

Book 3: New Beginnings

Book 4: Ceasefire

Book 5: Finding Home


NEW BEGINNINGS

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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Justin

White lingerie clings to my legs. I’ve never felt more beautiful in my life. A t-shirt covers my torso, but it’s short enough to reveal my gorgeous white thong. It’s only been a week since Carol gave me a pink lace jockstrap, and I’ve had her buy me a few others since. Lingerie stores are the most tempting places I’ve ever seen since accepting my truest desires. They’re nearly impossible to avoid, but Carol wants to guide my development. She wants to do my shopping.

I’m over at Carol’s, waiting for her to return from work. I have a chicken and broccoli casserole in the oven, filling the townhouse with lovely smells. There’s a salad in the fridge, ready to toss whenever Carol gives the order. Some days she wants to shower after work. Others she likes to eat right away. I don’t mind. Whatever she wants is fine.

I have my lingerie. I have my cage. Carol is the best girlfriend in the world. My daughters are in good health. Life is grand. I can’t imagine how it could get better, and I hope it never becomes worse.

Losing Carol is one of my biggest fears. Losing what we have and how far we’ve come. No other woman could give me the freedom Carol provides. I need her in my life and hope my intensifying obsession with lingerie doesn’t alienate her.

Carol gave me a pink lace jockstrap, which I loved, but that was so she could fuck while I wore it. She’s fulfilled her wish a couple times over the past week, but I’ve been pushing her for more. The white thong I’m wearing now is from the women’s section. It’s so tight around my cock cage. It’s almost suffocating, but I love it.

I love how my legs look endless coming out of the fabric. My dick has never looked bigger. The cage only adds to its size. Carol plays along and acts like she doesn’t mind running to the store to buy more lingerie, but I’m no fool. I see the growing doubt in her eyes. The expression that screams ‘have I made a mistake?’.

Carol has given me freedom in life. Freedom to be myself. She pushes me in all the right ways. I’ve grown my business with her advice. She suggested hiring others to take loads off my plate. Those changes have only helped.

I used to hate the cage around my dick, but now I love Carol controlling my orgasms. I don’t run to the stall at work to jack off into the toilet when I’m stressed at work. Instead, deep breathing exercises I’ve learned from Carol guide me from overwhelmed to calm. I anticipate needs for my business instead of putting out fires.

Carol and I have been together for mere months, but my life has transformed more in that time than it had in years prior. I used to be in such a rut. A loveless marriage. More overweight than I am now. I also felt so much worse. There was a cloud was hanging over me everywhere I went, but those days are the past.

A timer beeps, and I sashay to the oven. I love being alone in my lingerie. I love feeling womanly and fabulous. My imagination runs wild when I wear panties and thongs, and if I close my eyes, I feel like a gorgeous woman for the briefest of seconds. Like a woman on a dancefloor, capturing the attention of an entire room as I spin in circles.

I pull the casserole out of the oven and place it on the counter. It shouldn’t be long until Carol arrives. I spend the time running around her townhouse, cleaning everything in sight.

***

Carol

I love Justin. I can’t imagine my life without him. Our relationship started out rocky, but we’ve landed in a pleasant spot. A place I should be happy about, but I can’t avoid this nagging uncertainty in my heart.

Have I created a monster? Have I unleashed a beast I can’t handle? There have been changes in our relationship since I gave Justin lingerie. Changes in our dynamic. I’m losing my grip. Slipping down a hill toward a cliff that falls into uncharted waters.

The hospital kicked my ass today. Justin is waiting for me, and I can’t wait to see him, but my job is so straining some days. I work as a physician assistant. It’s always been my dream to help people, and I have no plans to switch careers, but it might be nice to have a night alone.

A night away from Justin and his panties.

He’s asked me to visit the mall twice in the past week. When we are sitting on the couch, he searches websites for new pairs. I don’t think he’s ordered any, but it’s only a matter of time. I’m happy Justin is discovering himself, but I have yet to deal with my own feelings about him wearing lingerie.

The pink lace jockstrap wasn’t enough for him like I thought it’d be. I thought he would drop the lingerie topic after his gift, but no. Justin wants more. Much more than I’m willing to give.

I pull into the parking space outside of my townhouse. Justin’s bike is on the porch. I sigh as I grab my purse from the passenger’s seat. Justin is probably prancing around in a fresh pair of panties he asked me to buy, and I’m not sure I can handle it.

I need a bath. Space. A night alone to process my thoughts. It’ll break Justin’s heart, but I might even need some time apart. Not a breakup. Time to process his changing desires. Time to evaluate my own.

Justin opens the door before my hand even touches the knob. “Hey, beautiful. How was work?”

My skin crawls as I step into my townhouse. It smells incredible, like a mixture of baked goods and cleaning products, but it’s too much. I bite the corner of my bottom lip, staring at Justin like a statue. He’s wearing a t-shirt and a new white thong. All I notice is the outline of his cock cage.

“Carol, are you okay?” Justin asks, waving his hand in my face.

“Work was fine, but I need to shower. Thanks for cleaning,” I say and kiss his cheek. I turn and walk up the stairs, glancing down at Justin just before I’m out of sight. He’s staring at me with heartbroken eyes, like he knows I’m pulling away. I hate myself for stepping back, but work has been so stressful, and sometimes our love is overwhelming.

It's too much for me to have this control over Justin. It’s too much to watch him develop an obsession with lingerie. There’s no telling what he’ll want next. I wonder if I’ll be ready.

Will I be able to maintain control?

Water runs over my body. I wash the workday from my skin, feeling cleaner as soap suds run down the drain. I step out of the shower and wipe my hand across the foggy glass. No towel covers my body. I stare at myself. My strawberry blonde hair looks as dull as I feel.

I grab a towel and dry myself, tossing it to the floor. I turn on my blow dryer to blow out my hair, letting the luscious locks land on my shoulders. The colors of my hair are brighter now that it’s dry. I’m in a teasing mood, so I don’t bother putting on a bra. Panties aren’t necessary either. I grab a black teddy and matching kitten heels. If the hem rides too far up, Justin will have to deal with the view. I doubt he’ll mind.

I spritz perfume on my neck. It’s Justin’s favorite. Anything to drive him wild. I love when his eyes lose focus from craving me.

Justin is standing in the kitchen when I head downstairs. He doesn’t run to me, but he watches me from when I descend the steps until I’m inches from him.

“What did you cook, honey?”

“I made chicken and broccoli casserole.”

I run my finger from the base of Justin’s neck to his chin. A moan escapes his mouth when I hook my thumb to rub his lip. I reach down with my other hand to grab his caged dick. His body tenses, and I know he wants me. He wants me to put on my strap and fuck him. He wants me to spank him.

“Tell me what you love most,” I say.

“I love you controlling me like this. My dick locked up. I used to hate it, but I don’t know what I’d do without it now. I would go crazy.”

“Serve me a plate. I’m hungry,” I say and release Justin’s package.

Justin runs around the kitchen to fill two plates with casserole and a side salad. I sit at the table, watching him frolic around the kitchen in his white thong. I love Justin, but he’s moving so fast with the lingerie. He’s taking control, making me lose sight of what we have.

“Here you go,” Justin says and places a plate in front of me. I reach around and spank his ass, moving my fingers beneath the bit of fabric his thong has. “You like these? You got them for me last week.”

“They’re nice,” I say. When I went to the lingerie store, I grabbed a few pairs that were Justin’s size without paying much attention.

I wish the lingerie didn’t have this effect on me, but it might be more the change than anything. Justin’s grown so confident in himself, and I can’t be happier about his progress, but I have to worry about myself, even if it’s the hardest thing I’ll ever do.

“Let’s eat,” I say.

Justin nods and grabs his plate from the counter. He has napkins out. The pepper grinder. Everything is perfect, like Justin.

“How was work?”

“It was great. The businesses have never been better, thanks to your advice. Maybe you should have gone into business instead of medicine.”

I chuckle, pride running through me. “Maybe.”

We eat the casserole, and Justin has fruit tarts in the fridge for us. He brought them from the grocery store he owns. We eat the fruit tarts and chat about the vacation we took over the summer with his daughters and float ideas for what we might do during the fall. Haunted houses? Hayrides? Apple picking?

Justin falls silent a few minutes after finishing dessert. His gaze doesn’t leave my exposed chest.

I breathe deeply and stand. I take Justin’s hand and lead him upstairs. He follows me into the bedroom with an eager expression. I open my drawer where I keep the key to his cage and dangle it in the air, “why don’t we let your friend out to play?”

“You mean it?”

I nod and move across the room, sitting on the edge of the bed. My gaze runs from Justin’s eyes down to the outline of his cock. I curl my finger and wag it for Justin to step closer. My pussy responds to him. He’s been working out every day and following a diet plan I suggested, and his efforts are really showing. The shape of his body looks more rugged and masculine. His legs show definition.

“Drop your panties to the floor?”

Justin glances down and frowns, like he doesn’t want to take off the lingerie. Like it’s part of him. An extension of his skin.

“Didn’t you hear me, Justin? I won’t repeat myself. Panties to the floor. Now,” I say with a forceful voice.

Justin follows my command and pushes the white thong to the floor. He should really consider shaving if he’s going to wear a thong like that. I don’t mind the hair, but his legs would look even more feminine with smooth skin. Not that I’ll give him the idea. He’s had enough ideas of his own.

“Take off your shirt.”

Justin peels off the t-shirt and tosses it to the floor. I scoot back and lift my legs enough to expose my womanhood. His eyes land on it. I move my hand between my thighs and touch my wetness. Justin watches me with hungry eyes, but he’s still locked in his cage. His dick can try to grow, but he just presses against his cage.

Justin rubs his locked-up cock, watching me play with myself. His cock should be inside me. I want to ride his dick. I don’t want him wearing panties, and I hate myself for having these thoughts because I know how happy the lingerie makes him. It’s impossible to ignore.

I dangle the key to Justin’s cage in the air. “Why don’t we take off that cage?”

“Yes, please.”

His voice is weak. Desperate. He loves how I control him, but I need a break. It’s too much responsibility. My battery needs a recharge.

“Be careful what you wish for,” I say, placing the key into Justin’s lock. I turn it and slide the cage off his cock. It grows hard within seconds, standing long and hard in my face. “Lie on your back.”

Justin moans as he climbs onto the bed, naked from head to toe. Looking masculine and yummy. Justin lies on his back. I grab a couple of pillows and place them under his upper back. “Put your arms behind your head,” I say.

Justin does as I tell him, looking so handsome and masculine. He’s never looked better, and I’ve never felt more submissive since we’ve been together. My pussy becomes sopping wet. I reach between my thighs with one hand and wrap the other around Justin’s thick cock.

I part my lips. He moans as I take his dick into my mouth. I bob my head along his length, savoring the taste of precum dripping out of his slit. His body thrashes when I grab his balls and tug on them, elongating his cock. It pushes into the back of my throat. I purposely choke on it.

Justin never gets blowjobs from me, so it doesn’t take long until he’s telling me he’s about to cum. Trying to tell me to stop before he explodes into my mouth, but I want him to cum. I want to swallow his load.

“Don’t push me off you,” I hiss when Justin tries.

Justin nods and leans his head back. I suck his cock until he shoots loads of cum down my throat. I stand on my knees and touch myself while Justin watches until I cum all over my hand.

He kisses all over my body when I collapse by his side. We’re a sweaty mess, but I plan on taking a bath once I get Justin out of the house.

“Do you mind sleeping at your place? I have to get up early tomorrow,” I say.

“That’s fine. Is everything okay? You’ve been acting different. Do you have a problem with the lingerie?”

“No,” I say without looking at Justin. I have my head on a pillow, turned away from him so he can’t see me. “It’s not the lingerie. It’s not you. I promise. Work has been killing me lately. That’s all.”

“Okay. Can I shower here while I’m not wearing the cage?”

“Go ahead. You can use my bathroom. Mind tossing me a towel first?”

Justin hops off the bed and throws me a towel from the bathroom before closing the door. I wipe my hands clean and run the towel over my mouth. I put on pajamas while Justin is in the shower. No bra, but I’m wearing panties. Boring cotton panties.

Justin comes downstairs after his shower, wearing his thong and the t-shirt. I made a cup of herbal tea while he was upstairs, and I’m sipping it at the table. Justin watches me with concern in his eyes. I have nothing to say. I won’t tell him the truth. If he asks, I’ll say it’s work. We’ll run in circles, and I can’t run tonight.

“I guess I’ll get going. Did you want to put my cage on before I go?” Justin asks and pulls the cage from behind his back. He pulls down his white thong, reaching out his hand.

I take the chastity cage, but I’m not putting it on him. I set it out of his reach. “Pull up your thong, Justin. I’m not putting on the cage.”

“I knew something was wrong,” he says. Justin pulls up his thong and runs for his shorts sitting on the couch. He puts them on over his thong. “Tell me what’s bothering you, Carol.”

“It’s nothing, Justin. I just want to be alone.”

Justin grunts, but he doesn’t protest. He grabs his work bag and kisses me on the lips before heading to the door. I watch as he leaves, glancing at me for several seconds without saying a word. What can he say?

I won’t communicate.

I’m breaking down.

Leave me alone.
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Myles: Working late tonight. Eat dinner without me.

Emma Gayle stares at her husband’s message, wondering where they went wrong. He tells her to eat alone once a week, if not more. She can’t count the times she’s sat alone in restaurants, getting pitiful looks from servers.

There she goes again. Eating all alone.

Emma doesn’t mind eating alone, but she hates how her husband cancels so much. Myles works as a coder. She met him during university, and they fell madly in love. It’s crazy what a decade can do to the spice in a relationship.

They’ve lost what they once had, and Emma has driven herself crazy trying to revive the romance. Everything she does turns around to bite her on the ass.

Picnics in the park lead to complaints about bugs crawling over the food. Insects biting exposed skin.

Trips to the pool lead to sunburns, and Emma never hears the end of it if Myles burns.

She has even tried ice skating in winter. Myles wasn’t half bad, but he complained there were too many people. He also didn’t like wearing used ice skates.

Emma doesn’t know how to win over her husband, but she won’t stop trying to save their marriage. Memories of the fun they used to have keep her striving forward. Myles used to be adventurous, excited about life, and madly in love with her. They used to float down rivers on tubes, make out next to bonfires, and go dancing with their friends.

If Emma could reach into a magic well and pull out a bucket of love potion, she would, but life doesn’t work that way.

Emma leaves her office where she works as a human resources generalist. She’s banking on a promotion to manager in the next few years. If she doesn’t get one, she might move companies. Apply until someone gives her the role.

Maybe she’ll move cities if she’s single, but she doesn’t want to be single. She wants to work out whatever problems she and Myles have, but it’s impossible to get him to talk.

Emma reads the message again and sighs as she walks to the sports bar across the street from her office. The same place she eats alone just about every time Myles cancels. The place where she used to send Myles a stream of endless messages he never replied to, so Emma doesn’t even both replying with more than a simple ‘okay’.

The host recognizes Emma when she walks through the door. It’s only her thousandth time in the restaurant, alone and pathetic. People can only see how she feels, and it crushes her every time Myles cancels because he’ll come home with stories about going to a ‘business dinner’. Alcohol on his breath. Pictures with his work buddies plastered all over social media. If Emma waits at her table long enough, she’ll probably catch the first ones.

“Table for one?”

“Yes, it’s just me.”

The host smirks and grabs a menu. “Right this way.”

Emma follows the host to her table, glancing around the restaurant at all the pairs. There are other like her, alone and pathetic, but she’s the most pathetic of them all. Never arguing with her husband. Breaking her neck to plan their next date. Why should she have to do all the work while Myles goes out with his friends for drinks?

“Your server will be over in a second,” the host says.

“Thank you.” Emma grabs her menu and lifts it to block her face. She knows she’ll order the salad with breaded chicken and a raspberry dressing. Iced tea and lemon with one packet of sugar. She gets the same meal every time she comes to the restaurant.

Sometimes her coworkers will come with her, but most people she works with have kids and run home after work. They also don’t like making plans without notice, and Myles never gives her more than a few hours, so Emma usually comes all alone with a cloud floating over her head. Her attitude sour, like lemons.

Roars of laughter hit Emma’s ears, coming from the table behind her. Two women. They sound happier than Emma has felt in years. She tries to ignore them, but their words penetrate her psyche.

“You should have seen him when I didn’t put on his cage. It looked like he was about to cry.”

They laugh. “Poor Justin. He must be going crazy.”

The other woman’s voice turns more serious. “I know, but I need time to adjust to the lingerie thing. He’s really gone all out. Constantly online looking at panties and thongs and a lot more. He’s going a million miles a minute, and I need to move slower.”

Emma’s ears perk up. The server comes, and she’s quick to order her salad and tea to better listen to the ladies behind her.

“Do what’s right for you, Carol. It’s not like you two are breaking up. Tell him what you need. He’ll understand.”

The Carol woman, Emma assumes, sighs. “You’re right. We’ll talk. What about you, B? How are you and the dentist?”

“Delightful. I’m thinking about putting him in a cage, but I’m on the fence.”

“Be careful before you lock up a man’s dick. It changes the dynamics forever.”

They fall into a fit of laughter, and Emma has never been more curious in her life. She can’t stop her legs from swinging out of the booth. She stands and steps in front of the table. The women stop laughing and stare at Emma like she’s an animal from the zoo.

“Hi. I’m Emma,” she says after a beat of awkward silence. “I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation, and I have a lot of questions.”

Emma watches the ladies exchange a glance, having a silent conversation, sizing up Emma to decide if she can join their club.

“Why not?” the woman with brown hair taps the bench. “Sit here, Emma. I’m Beatrice.”

“Carol,” the other says and waves her hand before taking a sip of her drink.

Emma leans forward and whispers, “did I hear you talking about locking up dicks?”

Beatrice and Carol snicker. “Yes, girl. Let’s just say we like to be in charge,” Beatrice says.

Emma’s heart races as she imagines locking up Myles’s dick. She’s never even considered the possibility, but it sounds more tempting than chocolate ice cream. Emma gestures toward Carol. “So, you’re the one who did it?”

Carol grins. “I’ve done a lot more than lock up my boyfriend’s dick. Are you dating someone?”

“Yeah,” Emma says with a frown. She tells them how Myles cancels on her to have dinner with his work friends.

Carol snaps her fingers. “No, he doesn’t.”

“I wish it weren’t true,” Emma says.

“Sound like you need to teach him a lesson,” Beatrice says.

Carol nods. “Yeah, maybe bend him over your knee to show him who’s boss.”

The server arrives with the salad and iced tea, blushing from Carol’s comment. “Did you move tables?”

“Yes, she did.” Carol speaks with a forceful voice, staring at the man with a powerful gaze. “Is that a problem?”

The man bites his lip. Emma watches the interaction with glee, loving how the man squirms.

“No, it’s no problem. Here you are,” he says and places Emma’s order in front of her. “Need anything else?”

Emma gazes at the server for a beat too long, making him redder than a ripe tomato. “Silverware. We don’t have any at this table.”

“Right away,” the man says and runs to grab Emma the silverware she needs. The ladies laugh, and Emma feels like she’s found two new friends. Two friends who can help pull her out of the funk she’s been in and show her a new way.

She only hopes Myles is ready to accept change when she implements what she learns from Carol and Beatrice that evening.
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“Say it again,” Beatrice says. She’s standing over Simon with a flogger in her hand. He’s on his hands and knees, naked from head to toe. His back and ass are red, burning from the spanking Beatrice has been giving him.

“Spank me, baby. Spank me hard.”

Beatrice gets so wet when Simon begs. She lifts the flogger and brings it down against Simon’s lower back. He lurches forward but returns. He always does. Simon wags his ass in the air, begging Beatrice for more. She kneels by his side and reaches between his legs. He’s rock hard from his spanking.

“You like it when I spank you?” Beatrice asks, rubbing Simon’s cock.

“I love it. Why?”

Beatrice shrugs, thinking about how Carol let Justin out of his cage. She never thought it would happen, but then it did. No warning. Beatrice had been thinking about following Carol’s lead, but she’s not sure she wants to lock up Simon’s cock when she loves it so much.

“Turn over and sit on your ass,” Beatrice says.

Simon does as she says. His dick stands at attention. He juts his arms out behind him to prop himself up. Beatrice stands above him, wearing lingerie and heels. It’s all red, and it looks incredible against her tanned skin. The end of summer is near, and it’s clear Beatrice has been soaking up some sun during the hot months.

“Is your ass sore?”

“Yeah,” Simon says. “I love when I can feel the sting the next day.”

“You’re one naughty boy.”

“Are you going to punish me?”

Beatrice watches Simon. He has his hand on his cock and a look in his eyes like he wants to return to his hands and knees. Like he wants Beatrice to put something up his ass and fuck him. She’s had vibrators, butt plugs, and other delights in his ass. He’s only asked for more, ever since Beatrice stretched his ass for the first time.

“Lie on your back.”

Simon does as she says. They’re in her bedroom. He’s on her floor. There’s plenty of room to have fun elsewhere besides the bed.

Beatrice grabs a condom and rolls it over Simon’s dick. She’s always on top, but part of her wishes she were on bottom. That Simon could take a bit of the control.

“Are you going to put something in my ass?”

Beatrice narrows her eyes at Simon. Who is he to request a toy in his ass? “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Simon nods, his tongue sticking out the side of his mouth. “Yeah, I would. I love when you play with my ass. Who knew it’d feel so good?”

Beatrice stands and walks over to her closet. She pulls out the biggest butt plug she has. If Simon wants something in his ass, it’s going to hurt a little.

Simon’s eyes widened. “I thought we were working our way up to that size.”

“You’re ready, or would you prefer nothing in your ass?”

Simon swallows, shaking his head. “No, it’s okay. Use it.”

Beatrice grabs lubrication and covers the plug until it’s slippery enough to slide into Simon’s tight ass. He’s taken a lot of toys, but they’ve all been smaller. Beatrice bought a box of plugs, and the one in her hand is the biggest.

Simon lifts his hips. Beatrice places the tip of the plug against his hole, and he slowly lowers himself onto the plug. She watches in awe as his hole stretches over the thickening plug. She touches her pussy. Simon grunts and fucks himself until he has the entire plug in his tiny hole.

Beatrice is soaking wet from watching Simon and touching herself. Simon puts his arms above his head, giving himself to Beatrice. She straddles his body and lifts her hips, sinking her pussy on his dick. She places her hands on Simon’s arms and fucks him with her pussy.

She takes control, like Simon enjoys. The same as she’s been doing since the beginning of their relationship. She loves taking control. Spanking Simon. Riding his hard cock. Telling Simon what to do, but a lurking thought pesters her mind after they cum.

Beatrice can’t help thinking she and Simon need a change. 
Perhaps a new beginning.
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Carol

I hold a pair of panties in my hand, wondering how much Justin would love to wear them. They’re olive and some of the softest I’ve ever felt. Simple cotton, but there are two decorative strings to hug the hips. Highlight the curves of the midsection. I haven’t seen Justin in several days. We’ve texted, but I don’t answer his calls. I’m acting like a brat. I don’t want to act right.

The olive panties could be a gift for Justin, but he is pushing me past my limits. He’s entering unfamiliar territory. The lingerie has been his idea from the beginning. I’ve been on the fence, wanting to make him happy but unsure of my own feelings. Playing along to get along, but then I snapped. I took off Justin’s cage and retreated.

My phone vibrates. It’s Justin, but I don’t answer. I hit the side of my phone to silence the call, turning it over to cover the screen.

I hold the olive panties, running my fingers through the strings that hug the waist. Justin would look cute in them. His dick would look massive beneath the fabric. He’s the man I want. The man I need, but I’m lost. Spinning. Wishing I knew how to regain control of the situation.

I turn my wrist to glance at my watch. Justin is probably sitting in his office at the grocery store, too distracted by my ignoring him to work. There’s no denying I’ve been off my game without him.

Are panties really such a big deal?

I bunch the olive thong in my hand and rush downstairs to where I keep all the supplies for the holidays. There’s a mountain of gift bags. I grab one, along with some tissue paper, and stuff the olive thong into the bag.

I run upstairs to my bedroom and need to catch my breath at the top of the stairs. Justin won’t be expecting me, but I need to see him. I rummage through my closet and race out the door ten minutes later with his gift in hand.

Justin and I need to speak. I need to tell him how I’m feeling. I need to confess how he’s moving too fast for me. Hopefully he understands. I need him in my life.

No amount of lingerie will stop me from loving Justin.

***

Justin

How many times can I call Carol and have her ignore me?

Each time crushes me more. I can’t continue humiliating myself while she’s out living her life, doing whatever she wants. Carol and I were going places. Now, she’s throwing away everything we’ve built. She took off my chastity cage, and I can’t stop masturbating.

I run to the bathroom stall every couple of hours and watch my pitiful seed swirl down the toilet. I thought I’d overcome jacking off to reduce stress. Turns out I was wrong. The funny thing is, I only get more stressed each time I cum. My thick loads have become nothing but air. My body doesn’t have enough time to produce more cum between ejaculations.

Edward, my assistant, pops his head into my office. “We have the meeting in thirty. Will you be ready?”

I wipe a hand down my face. I forgot I had asked all the store managers from around the city to come to the store where I have my office to go over expectations for the upcoming fall and holiday season. It’s our busiest time of year, so we need to prepare.

“Yeah, Edward. I’ll be ready. Thanks. Is the conference room set up? Waters. Snacks.”

“Everything is taken care of, sir. Have you reviewed the revised presentation? I emailed it to you this morning.”

I haven’t even checked my email today, but I lie to Edward that I’ve seen his message. I lie that I’m at all ready for the meeting. Maybe I’ll have Edward run it at the last minute.

I’ve been in shambles since Carol took off my cage. There was something off about her that evening from the moment she walked through the door. I felt it in my gut when she looked at me while going up the stairs. I felt it during our stilted conversation over dinner.

Edward leaves my office. I open the email. It’s a fantastic presentation, but I don’t think it’s for me to give. Edward knows the managers. They respect him as my assistant. If I say he should lead the presentation, nobody will question my decision.

I’m staring at old messages between Carol and me when my door opens. No knock. No words.

“Please come back in two hours after the meeting,” I say without lifting my head.

“Are you sure that’s what you want?”

It’s Carol’s voice. I lift my gaze, and she’s never looked more gorgeous. A wall of emotion hits me as I realize how much I’ve been missing her. How crazy I’ve been going without her.

“No, don’t go. Please,” I say and gesture to the chair on the other side of my desk.

Carol grins. She’s wearing a white dress with black tights and black flats. Her hair bounces on her shoulders as she walks across the room. She places the bag she’s holding on my desk. “I got you a present, but I wanted to talk before you open it.”

“Anything,” I say. “What’s on your mind? You can tell me anything.”

“It’s the lingerie. You’ve been moving too fast for me, Justin. You’ve taken the driver’s seat from me and kicked me out of the car.”

“No, it’s not like that. Nothing in my life is the same without you. Please know I never meant to hurt you.”

Carol grins and pushes a hand through her hair. “I know, honey. I know. You got excited and couldn’t help yourself, but you were asking a lot of me. Going to the stores. Wearing panties around the house. It was a one-eighty, and I never had time to adjust.”

I nod. Carol’s words hurt, but I’m happy she’s here. I’m happy she’s being honest. There’s hope for us. What we have is worth fighting to keep. “If you need to move slower, we can do that. Whatever you need.”

Carol traces her finger along the edge of my desk, looking at me with lust in her eyes. I have a meeting soon, but I want her. I wish she would bend me over her knee and spank me. “You know what I need?”

“No,” I say and shake my head. “Is it in the bag?”

My hand moves toward the bag on my desk, but Carol slaps it away. “Don’t touch the bag without my permission.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Why do you always apologize? For everything. It’s like you have no backbone. How do you run the empire you have?”

Carol’s voice sends me back to when we first started hanging out; to the first time she spanked me. Humiliated me. She opened a door to a magical world, and I’ve been frolicking through the fields. Vegetation reaching my waist, but it doesn’t hurt. It doesn’t itch. These are magical plants that only produce pleasure.

“I struggle. They don’t see how out of control I feel. Nobody knows the truth except you.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, Carol. I don’t have to worry about anything when I’m with you. My world is complete. The stress from my life fades. You don’t know how crazy I’ve been going these past few days.”

Carol stands and leans over the desk. “Kiss me.”

I don’t hesitate. Her lips are everything I’ve been craving since she took off my cage. “Promise not to ignore my calls?”

“Only if I’m too busy to answer,” Carol says. She kisses me again before leaning back in her seat. “Open your present now.”

I grab the bag from my desk, excited to see what’s inside. I pull out a pair of olive panties. They are more intricate than any I’ve ever worn. “Are these for me?”

“Yeah, and I want to watch you put them on.”

“Here? Carol, I—”

“Are you arguing with me, Justin? If you’re going to wear lingerie, you’re going to do it on my terms. Do you understand?”

I bite my lip, not wanting to disobey Carol after all our days apart, but managers from every store I own will arrive soon if they haven’t already. “Yes, but—”

“Justin, if you don’t put those panties on right now, you will regret it. I can promise you that.”

“Okay. Give me a second,” I say. I’m wearing khakis and a button-up shirt. It’s what I wear to the office most days unless I have an important meeting or business lunch. Today’s meeting is important, but I don’t have to dress well for it. My managers know me, but they don’t know my love for panties. I would also prefer they don’t find out by catching me changing into olive panties.

Not to mention the window behind my desk overlooking the grocery store.

“I’m waiting, Justin. We’re not getting any younger.”

I hold up the olive panties, wondering why Carol has proposed this wicked idea. “It’s just that I have a meeting in a few, and people will be right outside the door.”

Carol huffs. “You think I care what those people think?”

“What about the window?”

“You have blinds. Lower them if you’re so afraid. You could also come over to this side of the desk and give me a little show.”

I swallow, nervous to do anything except run out of my office door, but then I know Carol would punish me. She would ignore me. She’s offering an olive branch, literally, and I must accept it. We both have our needs, and she needs control over our relationship, especially when she’s giving me what I want most.

“Fine.” I lower the blinds and walk over to where Carol is sitting with the panties in my hand. Carol watches as I undo my belt. The door is thick enough to muffle the sounds coming from the other side, but they’re still present. Footsteps. Laughter. People gathering.

Carol smiles when my belt falls to the floor. I undo my tie and toss it at her, shaking my hips, trying to be quiet, even though every single person walking up those stairs knows where my office is. They know my door is the door. Boss’s door.

Fuck, I’m already hard as I unbutton my pants.

Carol watches with anticipation as I push down my khakis. “No panties?”

I press a finger to my lips and glance at the door. People are in the hallway, and the meeting is mere minutes from starting. I can’t believe I’m undressing when I know good and well Edward will come knocking. I step out of my pants.

“Give me your chair,” I say.

Carol giggles. She reaches between her legs without moving, snaking her hand to the shadows beneath her dress. She’s wearing tights, so I never noticed, but there’s an outline of something pressing against her thigh.

My dick pulsates. I’m standing in a pair of trunk briefs Carol bought me, nervous Edward will barge into the room. “Carol, seriously. Give me the chair,” I say in a harsh whisper.

“Why would I do that? You’re so cute when you’re nervous.”

“Carol. Please,” I say.

“Only if you do something for me.”

“Anything. Just give me the chair.”

“Anything? Well, if you say so.”

I hesitate when Carol stands from the chair. Nervous about her expression. I don’t know what I’ve agreed to, but there’s no time to waste. I grab the chair and push it under the doorknob. There are only a few minutes until the meeting when I glance at the clock.

Carol is perching on the edge of my desk, watching me like a predator. “Why are you still wearing those boring trunks when I bought you beautiful lingerie? You’re really upsetting me, Justin.”

“Don’t be upset, Carol. I’ll be quick,” I say and push my underwear to the floor. I grab the olive panties and pull them up my legs. My dick is so hard that it barely fits under the soft fabric. I push it up and to the side, adjusting the strings to wrap them around my hips. They’re sexier than any pair I’ve had to date.

“What do you think?” Carol asks. She has her legs crossed and looks so inviting. I want to do so many nasty things, but my staff. They’re outside my door. How long can we pretend we don’t hear everyone?

“They’re amazing, but—”

“Take off my tights. I have another surprise.”

I lick my lips and glance over my shoulder. There’s no way I can resist Carol’s pull. She watches with delight as I cross the room.

“Get on your knees, Justin.”

I’m naked except for my panties. My dick is shaking like it might rocket off my body. I sink to my knees. Carol kicks off her flats like she doesn’t have a care in the world.

“Can’t you hear everyone, Carol?” I ask with her foot in my hand.

“How dense do you think I am, Justin? You aren’t thinking, though. You have more power than you realize. Why would anyone barge into boss’s office?”

I swallow and hope Carol’s right as I reach up her dress, desperate to fulfill her orders. Desperate to taste her pussy against my lips. I love when she sits on my face and covers me with her juices. She’s my favorite dessert.

“What surprise are you hiding?” I ask.

“You’ll see.”

***

Carol

I’m as nervous as Justin, but I can’t show it. I need to be the bad bitch in charge. Justin can’t think I’m afraid of his employees finding us, even though I am. There must be at least thirty people on the other side of the door. Their chatter is deafening, but I’m not about to let them stop me from executing my plan.

Justin grabs the waistline of my tights and pulls them down, revealing my strap.

I grab the base of my cock and wag it in Justin’s face. It’s not the biggest strap, but it’ll be more than enough to teach Justin a lesson.

He moans as I wag my cock in his face. He loves my dick so much. I know he loves my pussy even more, but he’ll only get that if he behaves. Slows down. Allows me to lead the way.

“Tell me how much you like it.”

“I love your dick. It’s so sexy.”

I pull down my dress and bra to reveal my breasts. He stares at me, looking like drool will fall from his lips any second. He better not waste his saliva. Justin will need every drop for what I have planned.

“Suck my cock, honey. Then I’m going to stick it in your ass.”

Justin purrs and moves his lips to my dick. I watch as his mouth opens and wraps around my cock. People are laughing outside the door as Justin sucks my dick. I wonder what they’d think if they knew their boss was just on the other side of the door sucking his girlfriend’s cock. On his knees, wearing nothing except an olive thong.

Pussy juices run down my legs as I watch Justin bob his head along my cock, slurping away. He must have forgotten all about his meeting. His employees.

Until someone tries to open the door. Justin moves his lips off my cock and gasps, looking over his shoulder at the door.

“Busy,” he says.

“We’re about to start the meeting. You ready?”

Justin looks at me. I shrug. I still want to fuck him. “Tell them you can’t go,” I whisper.

“Sorry, it’s Carol. She had an emergency. Do the meeting without me, Edward.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah,” he says. “She needs me.”

“Okay, boss. Join us if you can.”

Edward walks away from the door, and we’re left alone. The sounds from the hallway diminish. Justin returns his mouth to my dick, and I push the back of his head, making him choke.

I can’t wait to watch my cock spread Justin’s ass.

“You think you got it wet enough?”

“You didn’t bring lube?”

I chuckle. “No, sweetie. Completely slipped my mind.”

“How do you expect me to take your dick without lube?”

“Get it wet with your mouth.”

Justin swallows and sucks my cock, making it as sloppy as he can. He runs his tongue along his hand and moves his panties to the side to wet his hole. I moan, watching him. “Bend your ass over this desk so I can fuck you.”

Justin rushes to fulfill my order. He pushes his papers and everything out of the way to bend over his desk. I move his panties further to the side, spreading his cheeks to reveal his hole. It's so tiny and wet.

I rub my cock against his hole. Justin moans each time it brushes his entrance.

I push into him. He cries out. I cover his mouth and tell him to shut up and take it. He drops his head and grips the desk as I thrust in and out of his tiny hole. I pull out of him, spitting on my cock. I spit into my hand and rub it against his hole before pushing back into him.

He moans and takes my dick. I pull him off the desk, reaching around to touch his cock. It’s dripping wet. He’s leaking like crazy. He moans when I rub his cock under the olive panties he’ll have to wash when he gets home. They’re soiled.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.”

“You like wearing panties when you cum?”

“I fucking love it,” Justin says and drops his head.

I smile as I thrust. Justin is moaning like crazy, and I can’t wait to make him cum. I want to see him spray his seed.

“Cum on your desk.”

“Shit,” Justin says and grabs his dick. It doesn’t take him more than a few seconds to make my dreams come true. He covers his desk with white goo. My nipples are rock hard, and my pussy is throbbing. It needs his mouth.

“Make me cum. On your knees.”

Justin nods and drops to his knees. He doesn’t care about whatever papers he ruined with his cum. He only cares about fulfilling my needs.

“Take off my strap and eat me out.”

My strap falls to the floor as Justin undoes it. I cry through a clenched mouth when Justin puts his mouth on my pussy. He’s gentle, licking from my lips to my clit and back. He sticks a finger into me, gradually getting rougher. Serving me exactly how I like.

He slaps my clit and runs his tongue all over my swollen pussy. He adds two fingers and stretches out my desperate hole, fucking me as he wraps his lips around my thumping clit. I hold his head as he sucks and fucks me, pushing me to the edge in no time.

I do my best to withhold the scream in my throat. It doesn’t leave my lips, but some foreign sound does, and I cum all over Justin’s face.

He drinks me up, and I pull him to his feet for a kiss.

I touch his softening cock before looking into Justin’s eyes. “I love you, Justin.”

“I love you too, Carol.”

“You should wear those panties the rest of the day.”

“I wouldn’t dream of taking them off.”

“Do you mind taking the strap home to clean it?”

Justin hesitates, but he agrees.

“Great,” I say and pick up my tights. I pull them up my legs after wiping myself clean with Justin’s discarded trunks. He uses them second. “Is there a bathroom up here?”

“Yeah, it’s off the break room. You can use it first. I’ll probably stay in here a few minutes.”

“Wouldn’t want anyone to see this mess.” I wink and kiss Justin on the cheek. “See you later.”

He shakes his head as he follows me to the door. I step outside, feeling triumphant. Justin closes the door behind me.

Nobody can see me from the meeting, much to my relief. I run to the bathroom, freshen up, and escape down the stairs before anyone finds me.


5

Emma stirs a pot of tomato soup, waiting for Myles to show up from work. He’s been staying late at the office more and more. How much longer can Emma ignore their wavering connection? She wants her marriage to work, but they need a reset.

Myles walks through the door an hour later than Emma expects, but she says nothing. There’s garlic bread in the oven. Pesto and meatballs kept warm in a pot. Tomato soup. Basil and oil sitting out to top the soup when they’re ready to eat.

“Good evening, Myles. Can I help with your bag?”

“Uh, sure.” Myles passes Emma his computer bag.

“I’ll put this in your office. Why don’t you get settled?”

Myles swallows, taken aback by Emma’s mood. She normally flips when he arrives late. He stopped by the bar on his way home for a drink with his buddies, unable to resist their invitation. They’re just so much more fun than hanging around the house with Emma. All they do is fight. Myles doesn’t know how to tell Emma, but he’s been thinking about divorce.

Emma wants to stay in Southfield forever. He’s tired of Missouri. He’s tired of living in the Midwest. She won’t even consider Texas, his home state. It’s not fair. They fight about where they live and about whether they should buy a house.

Emma wants to stay in the St. Louis suburbs forever, but Myles misses Dallas. He doesn’t care if the houses are more expensive there. He doesn’t care if it’s hotter in the summer. His heart is in Dallas, and he only moved to Missouri for university because he got a scholarship.

He thought moving away from Texas would be temporary. He thought he would have returned already, but then he met Emma.

The love of his life. His wife. The woman he married and moved his life for, but every marriage can’t last forever.

Myles sits at the table, anxious for Emma to return from his office. The house smells incredible. It’s spotless from top to bottom, but Myles knows Emma can smell the alcohol on his breath. She’s acting out of character. He’s worried she might return with a knife.

“I hope you’re hungry. I made pesto with meatballs.”

“That sounds incredible. Is everything okay?”

Emma smiles and tilts her head to the side as she stands in the kitchen, looking at Myles with an unshakable smile. “Everything is dandy, honey. Did you have fun with your friends at the bar?”

Myles covers his mouth and breathes into his hand, smelling the whiskeys he threw back while he was with the guys from work. “It was okay. Did you cook all this while you were waiting?”

“Not today. Yesterday. You’ve been staying out a lot, haven’t you?”

Myles stirs in his chair, sitting more upright. Emma doesn’t stop smiling. The kindness is worse than anger. Myles chokes on nothing but air. His voice cracks and sounds like the honk of a horn.

“Is everything okay, Myles? Would you like another drink? What were you having? Whiskey?”

“Yeah,” he says.

“What are you answering, dear? You’ll have to be clearer.”

“Yes, to both questions. Unless you’re having something different to drink.”

“There’s a bottle of white wine chilling in the fridge. Would you prefer wine?”

“Yes,” Myles says. He sits on his hands as Emma works, feeling guilty for not contributing. “Would you like help?”

“Nonsense. You sit there and wait. It’ll only take a second.”

Emma grins, knowing she has Myles right where she wants him. Cowering like a scared animal. Hiding in the shadows of his control, recognizing how she can flip a switch. Knowing she is the one with power, and he is only acting. Acting like a child.

Myles glances around the room, wishing he could change his past. Take back those evenings at the bars with his coworkers. Delete those texts, telling Emma he would arrive late. His skin crawls with fear, knowing Emma is biding her time.

Slithering toward him like a snake hidden by plants.

“We’ll start with the soup,” Emma says as she carries over the bowls of tomato soup. Topped with oil, basil, and croutons.

“This looks incredible. Thank you,” Myles says. He leans over the table to kiss Emma, but she only glances at him.

Emma grabs her spoon and dips it into the soup. She takes a bite. The tomato soup is creamy and delicious. “Isn’t this better than what you can get at a restaurant?”

“Your cooking is incredible, Emma.”

“Then why do you insist on spending money you could save for a house at the bar? Those drinks are so expensive.”

“You know I don’t want to buy a house here, Emma.”

Emma sighs. They’ve had this fight a million times, but Myles will listen one way or another. They’re staying near her family. She has no problems with visiting Texas, but he was the one who moved to Missouri. He should have thought about how he might get stuck before making the move.

“We’re not moving to Texas, but I don’t want to fight about that tonight.”

“You brought it up,” Myles says with an exaggerated sigh.

“Watch your tone, Myles.”

Myles groans and squeezes his spoon, feeling like Emma has backed him into a corner. Feeling powerless against her. He will never forget how beautiful she looked the day they got married, but a memory can only sustain a person for so long.

“I’m so tired of us fighting,” he says.

Emma slams her hand against the table. “I’m tired of you coming home smelling like alcohol. I’m tired of eating dinner alone with nothing but a short notice. Don’t you know how badly it hurts having a host look at me like I’m a pathetic loner?”

Emma grabs their soup bowls and tosses them in the sink. They break, painting her sink in red.

“Don’t say a word.”

Myles watches as Emma turns to the pot with the pesto and meatballs. She says nothing and doesn’t look in his direction as she fixes two plates of pasta. Emma returns and sets the plates on the table.

“I didn’t mean to upset you, Emma.”

“You didn’t.”

Myles lifts his eyebrow, wondering what in the world is wrong with his wife. She’s acting crazier than ever. It’s terrifying. He wants it to stop. He wants her to yell.

“Eat,” she says.

“There’s something wrong with you,” Myles says without picking up his fork.

“Excuse me?”

Myles shakes his head. He picks up his fork and twirls pasta around it. He bows his head as he works through the plate of food.

Emma sips her wine with a smirk. Myles has no idea what’s coming. He’s prey in the wild. He’s already fallen into her trap. They eat the rest of their meals in silence, watching each other through silent glances.

Emma smacks her lips when she finishes her last bite. “That was delicious, if I say so.”

“It was incredible,” Myles says.

“Would you mind cleaning up?”

Myles hops up from his seat. He grabs their plates and heads to the kitchen. He doesn’t notice Emma stand. She strips. His mouth falls open when he turns around to find Emma standing by the table in nothing but her lingerie.

“Don’t take forever, honey. I was hoping we could have some fun.”

Myles opens and closes his mouth. He sets the plates by the sink. He’ll have to clean up the broken bowls whenever he comes back downstairs. There are more important matters at hand. His wife is calling him, and he won’t ignore it.

He can’t remember the last time she stripped for him.

“What are you doing? Clean out the sink,” Emma says.

“You want me to—”

“Don’t act like you didn’t hear me, Myles. You can’t have any of this until the kitchen is clean.” Emma runs the back of her hand along her figure, narrowing her eyes at Myles. “Your choice.”

“I choose to clean. Give me a second,” Myles says and pulls the trash can out from beneath the sink.

Emma grins as she watches Myles clean up her mess. He stores the extra pesto in a plastic container. He sprays and wipes down the counters. The kitchen is spotless by the time he finishes, and all Emma had to do was stand over him wearing nothing but lingerie.

She never realized how much power she has.

Emma pushes her body against Myles’s until he’s backed up against the counter. She runs her finger from his chest to his chin to his lips. He’s hard and wondering who this person in front of him is and what she has done with his wife.

Myles puts his hand on Emma’s side, trying to take control, but she doesn’t let him.

Emma grabs Myles’s hand and pushes it to his side. “Don’t touch me unless I say you can. Do you understand?”

Myles gives an awkward laugh, not knowing how to reply. Emma has always told him to take the lead. To act more aggressive. She has complained about having to come up with all the ideas, but those ideals seem to have flown out the window.

“Yes, I understand.”

Emma takes a step back. She grabs Myles’s hand and leads him to the living room. “Strip naked.”

“Here?”

“I won’t ask again, Myles.”

Myles nods and accepts his fate, undressing as Emma watches him with an intensity he’s never seen from her. He swallows, more nervous than he has ever been. He’s naked. Emma holds out her hand for his clothes. Myles shivers as he passes them to Emma, touching her skin for the briefest of seconds.

“What are you going to do?”

Emma points to the floor. “Get down on your hands and knees.”

The last thing Myles expects is for his dick to harden. He places his hand over his crotch, trying to hide, but Emma is no fool. She sees what Myles is covering, causing laughter to boil in her throat.

“You like when I tell you what to do?”

“No,” Myles says and bows his head. “I don’t. I should tell you to get on that couch and bend over, so I can fuck you from behind.”

“But you never do that, do you?” Emma says and steps closer to Myles. She pinches his shoulder and pushes him to the floor. Myles buckles and falls to his knees. “You never take the lead. For so long, I’ve been whining. Distressed. I’ve been ignoring your silent words.”

“What have I been saying?” Myles asks.

Emma throws her head back and laughs. She walks in a circle around her husband, wearing nothing except her lingerie. Taunting Myles. Finally realizing she has a man who wants to follow, not lead. She has a man who wants to come home to follow her command.

Emma drops to her knees by Myles’s side. She runs her finger along his exposed skin before wrapping a hand around his stiff dick.

“You’ve been saying that you want me to take charge.”

“What?” Myles asks at the same moment Emma’s hand slaps his backside for the first time. His eyes widen as he finally realizes what’s happening. Emma stretches her hand to fit it around Myles’s dick and balls. She tugs on his member, laughing when he yelps. “What are you doing, Emma?”

“I’m taking charge, baby. The woman you know is gone. She’s left the building and isn’t coming back. For so long I’ve been trying to be the picture-perfect wife, and for what?” Emma asks and pulls on Myles’s manhood. “You stay out late. You come home smelling like booze. Why do you do that?”

Myles curls his hand. He’s never felt more exposed. More vulnerable. “I’m a bad husband sometimes. Forgive me, Emma.”

“You’ll have to earn my forgiveness.”

“How?”

Emma grins and raises her hand in the air, bringing it down against Myles’s backside. Each smack of her hand makes her wetter than ever. She bites her lip as Myles moans and takes his spanking, wagging his ass in the air. Begging for more.

He looks over his shoulder. “I’ve been a bad, bad boy.”

Emma’s body throbs with desire. She’s always thought Myles was someone he wasn’t. An alpha to dominate her. She’s never known this dominant, courageous woman has been lurking within her. This woman who can take charge. This woman who can do a lot more to spice up her relationship than a picnic in the park.

“Are you going to be better?” Emma smacks Myles’s reddening ass, loving how it jiggles with her touch. Loving how hard his dick is when she touches it.

“I’ll do better.”

Emma needs more than a spanking. She loves how Myles is responding to her dominance, but it’s not enough. Emma sits on the floor and spreads her legs. “Take off my panties and lick my pussy.”

Myles rushes to the space between Emma’s legs. He pulls down her panties and presses his nose against her pussy, smelling her sweetness. She’s wetter than he’s seen since they were in college, but this is hotter than any sex they had back then. He was better at pretending he was an alpha. Better at wooing his woman, when he has really wanted her to take charge from the beginning.

Emma grabs the back of Myles’s head and pushes him into her pussy. “I told you to lick it. Are you being a bad boy?”

Myles doesn’t say a word. He doesn’t hesitate to show Emma how good he can be. She throws her head back and moans as Myles gives her the best, most intimate head of her life. She has her hands in his hair, pressing him against her pussy every few seconds. Making him breathe in her scent. She wants him to wear it for the night and hopes it lasts through morning.

“Lie on your back,” Emma says.

Myles struggles to break contact with Emma’s sweet flower, but she pushes him off her after a minute. She climbs on his face and lowers her pussy to his lips. Emma holds Myles by his hair, rubbing her lips all over his face.

“Fuck, your mouth feels good.”

Myles moans into her mouth. He holds her thighs as she uses his mouth for her pleasure. He’s never been more turned on in his life, and if this is what he’s coming home to, he’ll rush home every day after work.

Emma glances over her shoulder at Myles’s dick. Her pussy is desperate for penetration, but she needs to be in charge.

“Arms at your sides,” Emma commands.

Myles drops his arms as Emma moves her body down his. They haven’t used condoms since they got married, so she slides onto his dick. Normally, they fuck in the missionary position in their bed. Sex feels wilder in the living room. Riding Myles’s face. Using his body for her pleasure instead of waiting for him to use her for his.

“Shit,” Myles says as his body thrashes. “You’re blowing my mind.”

“Shut up,” Emma says and pushes her hand in Myles’s face. She lifts and lowers her hips with a more intense force than she’s ever used during sex, taking out her frustrations of all the nights she’s had to eat alone. No longer will Myles dictate their relationship. No longer will she wait for him to take control.

Emma moves her hands to Myles’s chest. She digs her nails into him, staring directly into his eyes. Peering into his soul. Her husband. The man she loves. The one she married.

“I’m in charge,” she says. Her pussy slaps against the base of Myles’s cock. “I’m in charge. Touch my tits.”

Myles stares at her. He lifts his hands to touch her breasts. She throws her head back and moans, moving her hand to her clit. It won’t take her long to cum, but she needs something first.

“Tell me who’s in charge.”

“You’re in charge,” Myles says.

“That’s right. Don’t fucking forget it, either.” Emma doesn’t hold back. She can’t. She screams as her fingers rub her swollen clit. Her walls squeeze Myles’s dick, pushing him to his orgasm. He’s been close for minutes and can finally let go.

“You’re in charge, Emma. Fuck,” Myles says and groans. He shoots his load into Emma’s pussy. His eyes roll around in his head as streams of cum leave his dick.

“Did you just cum in me?” Emma asks, with Myles deep inside her pussy.

“Yeah.”

Emma doesn’t know what comes over her, but she lifts off Myles’s dick and moves her pussy to his face. “If you cum in me, you better drink it up.”

“What?” Myles asks, but Emma muffles his speech with her pussy and rubs her soiled lips all over his mouth, feeling hotter than she ever has.

Emma collapses by Myles’s side after riding his face for twenty seconds. He smiles when their eyes meet. Emma glances down, and his dick is still rock hard.

“Where did that come from?” he asks.

Emma stares into her husband’s eyes for several beats, not knowing where the future will take them but excited to start a journey. A sugary sweet voice leaves Emma’s mouth, even though she has never been more serious.

“I wasn’t kidding when I said I’m in charge. Our relationship is going to change if you want us to have a relationship at all.”
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Beatrice has been back and forth about her desire to lock Simon’s dick in a cage. Carol has had success with locking up Justin’s cock, but Beatrice doesn’t know if it’s for her. She doesn’t know if dominating Simon one-hundred percent is sustainable for her.

A lot of her time has been spent searching the internet, wondering how she can solve her dilemma. She doesn’t want to lose Simon, but they’ve already traveled so far together. Beatrice doesn’t know how she could retreat after coming this far.

She needs Carol’s advice, so she invited her to lunch. They’re sipping lemonades and sitting on a patio, enjoying the weather before it turns cold.

“You’re lying,” Beatrice says, leaning forward to whisper. “You fucked Justin with a strap in his office?”

Carol glances around the patio, grinning. “Yeah, you should have seen him. I was so nervous. There were like thirty people outside his door, but I wasn’t wearing that strap under my dress for nothing.”

Beatrice covers her mouth and shakes her head. “I can’t believe you did that. Nobody caught you two?”

“Not that we know. Justin says he caught the last half of his meeting.”

“That floor probably smelled like sex.”

Carol shrugs. “What can you do? How are you and Simon? Have you locked him up yet?”

Beatrice grimaces, averting her gaze. She picks up her lemonade and takes a sip. She ignores Carol’s intense eyes. “I don’t know if I ever will,” she says.

“Why not?” Carol asks. The wind whips her hair. She pushes a bunch behind her ear.

“I don’t know. Doesn’t feel right.”

“Trust your gut. What do you think you’ll do?”

“I haven’t decided, but have you ever heard of switches?” Beatrice asks.

“Sure, people who like to trade power. One day you’re dominant and the next he is. Not for me. Why? Is that what you want?”

“Maybe. I don’t know, but locking up his dick doesn’t feel right.”

“You do you, girl. Let me know how it goes.”

Beatrice relaxes her shoulders and picks up her lemonade. “Thanks,” she says and smiles at her friend. Beatrice wouldn’t even have considered dominating Simon if it weren’t for what Carol said about her relationship with Justin. “So, did you put Justin back in his cage?”

“Not yet,” Carol says. “He loves it too much, and I’m mad at him.”

“The lingerie?” Beatrice has heard Carol whine about Justin charging forward with his love of lingerie for weeks. She knows bringing up the topic can open floodgates, but it’s a risk she’s willing to take. The weather is wonderful. They still have lemonade.

Carol exhales. “It’s not the lingerie. It’s his inability to listen. When I say something, he better know I’m in charge.”

“He knows. He’s just excited.”

“Are you taking his side?”

“No,” Beatrice says and waves her hands in the air. “Have you spoken to that Emma girl we met at the restaurant?”

“You’re the one who invited her to sit. Why would I have spoken to her?”

“We should invite her for a drink. Don’t you think?”

“If you want,” Carol says. “You have her number?”

Beatrice pulls out her phone and opens the contacts until she finds Emma’s number. “Don’t cancel if I invite her to our next drink.”

Carol narrows her eyes, but she won’t disappoint Beatrice. “Fine. I won’t. How are you going to tell Simon you want to switch?”

“I don’t know,” Beatrice says. The question knocks her train of thought off track. She turns her phone upside-down, wondering exactly how she’ll express her desires.

***

Simon and Beatrice stumble into her condo after a fabulous dinner. They spent far too much money, but they don’t care. They’re floating on air, but they aren’t high enough to avoid the fall back to reality.

The door closes behind Beatrice. Simon walks through the room, expectantly, like Beatrice will take him. Push him to his knees, pull down his pants, and spank his ass.

What if she wants a spanking?

Simon looks over his shoulder when Beatrice doesn’t move from the door. “Everything okay?”

“No,” she says.

“What’s wrong?”

Beatrice crosses the room and sits on the couch. Simon follows her lead. His eyes fill with worry as Beatrice stares at him without words.

“Are you breaking up with me?”

“No,” Beatrice says. “I’m worried what I tell you will make you leave me.”

Simon lets out a breath. “There’s little you could say to push me away, B. I’m crazy about you.”

Beatrice takes a deep breath. She can’t ignore her feelings. She hid from her true self for ages when she was married to her ex-husband, Vincent. It wouldn’t surprise her if Simon did the same. They’re both divorcees. Cheated on by their ex-spouses.

“I’m crazy about you too, Simon.”

“Tell me what you need to say.”

“Have you ever thought about spanking me?”

“Not really,” Simon says with a clueless face. He doesn’t understand until Beatrice frowns. “Why? You want me to spank you?”

Beatrice shrugs, unsure how to proceed. She doesn’t want Simon to do anything he isn’t comfortable doing, but she really wants to feel a flogger smacking against her backside before Simon slides into her from behind, stretching her pussy lips with his fat dick.

“If you want me to spank you, all you have to do is ask.”

Beatrice scoots closer to Simon on the couch until their knees touch. She puts her hand on his thigh, moving it dangerously close to his package. She drops her eyes before lifting them to ask, “Will you spank me?”

Simon’s dick throbs in his pants. He’s never thought about spanking Beatrice, but now he can’t think about anything else.

“Go get me the flogger,” he says in the deepest, roughest voice he can.

Beatrice pushes her legs together, ready to surrender herself to Simon. She trusts him. Loves him. They’ve both been burned by people they loved, but they have been able to renew their trust and faith in love together.

Beatrice grabs a flogger from her closet and returns to the living room to find Simon standing naked. His dick hard, ready to fuck her from behind after a spanking.

“We still need to work out the rules, but for tonight, you’re in charge.”

Simon winks at Beatrice and puts out his hand. “Give me that flogger, gorgeous. Then come over here and get on your hands and knees.”

Beatrice does as Simon says, walking across the living room to him. He underdresses her. Kisses her. Commands her body, pushing her down to her knees once she’s naked except for a pair of heels she slipped on while she was getting the flogger. Simon loves her in heels. He kisses from her feet to the small of her back.

Simon reaches between her legs and runs his fingers along her slick split.

“You want me to spank this ass?”

“Spank me,” Beatrice says.

Simon’s dick sways as he lifts the flogger and brings it down on Beatrice’s backside. He bites his lip and repeats the action, spanking his woman for the first time and loving it. Beatrice clenches her fists and takes the spanking, telling Simon how bad she’s been for keeping a secret from him.

Simon wraps his hand around Beatrice’s neck and pulls her up. He reaches between her legs to wrap his hand around her pussy. “How bad have you been?”

“So bad,” she says. “Punish me by fucking me from behind.”

Simon squeezes her pussy, slipping the tip of his finger into her wet lips. “You want me to fuck you?”

“Fuck me hard. Make me regret keeping secrets from you.”

Simon growls and moves his hand down to Beatrice’s breast, pinching her nipples while he plays with her pussy. She’s a mess in his hands.

“I need that dick.”

“You need to be patient, or you won’t get anything.”

Beatrice gasps. She folds her lips, worried any sound she makes will make Simon stop before he gives her what she needs.

Simon pushes Beatrice back onto her hands and lowers his head behind her. He pushes between her legs and places his mouth on her pussy, licking from her lips to her clit. Beatrice drops her head when he wraps his lips around her button. She won’t last long with him sucking on it.

Just before Beatrice explodes, Simon opens his mouth. He moves his head from between Beatrice’s legs and presses his hand against the back of her head. She gasps as her head falls to the floor.

“Stay right there and don’t move.”

Simon stands and takes his time getting a condom from Beatrice’s bedroom. She’s in the exact same spot when he returns. He rolls the condom over his dick as he stands behind Beatrice with her ass in the air, ready to take his dick. Desperate for his dick.

He likes this switching concept, picturing their roles reversed. Him on his hands and knees with Beatrice standing behind him with her big dick, ready to bury it deep in his ass.

Simon picks up the flogger and spanks Beatrice’s ass once before dropping to his knees behind her. He reaches between her legs to spread her pussy lips, moaning at how wet she is against his hand.

Beatrice moans with relief when Simon finally slides into her. He doesn’t hold back. He fucks her harder and more passionately than any man before him. Beatrice cums three times before Simon can cum once.

Simon growls and thrashes and pushes deep into Beatrice’s pussy as the cum shoots from his dick. Stream after stream. He falls out of her, and the weight of the cum is pulling the condom off his dick. He removes it and tosses it to the side.

Beatrice is still on her hands and knees, waiting for him. He pushes her forward and turns her around to kiss her.

“That was hot,” he says.

Beatrice nods, glad she set her secret free. She wraps her arms around Simon and pulls him close. He relaxes into her, returning Beatrice’s power. They both know she’s in charge, unless she needs a break.
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Carol

If Justin wants to sneak around and try on my panties when he doesn’t think I’ll notice, then he has another thing coming. I can’t even take a shower without him rifling through my drawer. He tries his best to leave my panties looking undisturbed, but I always notice.

We’ll see how far Justin goes. If he wants to play games, then we’ll play.

“Honey, I have one cupcake and a brownie. Which would you prefer?”

“What flavor is the cupcake?” Justin asks from the living room. We’re at my place. My territory equals home field advantage.

“Peanut butter.”

“I’ll take the brownie.”

“Milk?” I ask.

Justin stands from the couch and comes over to the kitchen. “Why are you spoiling me?”

“No reason,” I say and pass him the brownie on a napkin. “Would you like milk?”

“Only a splash.”

I pour Justin’s milk into a rocks glass and do the same for myself. He watches me through the glass as he lifts it to his lips to take a drink. I bite into my peanut butter cupcake, wondering if Justin will want to stay with me after showing him what I have planned for tonight.

He’s been running a little fast. I need to put him back in place. My plan is a little risky, but there’s no reward without risk.

“This cupcake is delicious,” I say. “You want a bite?”

“No, I’m okay. You want some brownie?”

“Sure. Feed it to me.” I part my lips, watching Justin as he guides the brownie to my mouth. I bite into it. “It’s fantastic,” I say after swallowing.

“You want something.”

“Only your love,” I say, leaning forward to kiss Justin.

He watches me suspiciously as I take my cupcake and milk to the living room. I sit on the couch and flip through the channels. He joins me, glancing at me every few seconds like I might jump out to scare him.

“Justin, why don’t you head up to my bedroom? There’s a present for you on my bed.”

“There is?” Justin asks. Concern paints his face.

“Yes, there is. Don’t you love my gifts?”

Justin swallows. He has nothing to fear. I’m only giving him what he wants. Isn’t he the one who asked for panties? Doesn’t he want to prance around my house in lingerie?

“What’s upstairs?”

I chuckle. “You won’t find out unless you bring the present downstairs.” Justin stands from the couch, looking over his shoulder. “I’m not going to hurt you, honey. You’ll love the gift. Hurry.”

I flip the channel to a music station. Smooth jazz fills the room. I enjoy the absence of lyrics. It’s less distracting, and I’ll need every bit of my attention to give Justin a time he’ll never forget. To push him to his limits, no longer worrying about how fast he wants to go.

Justin comes back downstairs with the box. It’s a big box I’ve wrapped with white paper and a pink bow.

“Don’t you love the pink?”

Justin sits next to me on the couch. “It’s lovely, but what’s inside? I’m too nervous to open it.”

“Nonsense, Justin. You mustn’t worry. You’ll love what’s inside.”

Justin pulls at the wrapping paper, slowing revealing the cardboard box. Justin tosses the paper and the bow to the floor. He pushes his finger into the tape holding the box closed and breaks its seal. Tissue paper covers the gifts beneath when he opens the box.

He makes little noises as he removes the tissue paper, one sheet at a time. I’m patient. He’s not leaving until we play a few games.

Justin finds the first gift, and I smile. He holds a bottle in the air. “What’s this?”

“It’s a cream that’ll burn the hair right off your legs. There’s more in the box. I thought we could turn up the heat tonight.”

Justin pulls the rest of the paper from the box, revealing his other gifts: lingerie, a silk slip dress, stockings, heels, makeup, a wig, razors, shaving cream, perfume, lotion, and a fake diamond necklace. It looks real enough, and I can’t wait to doll up Justin.

We’ll see how much he enjoys fumbling around the house in a pair of heels.

Justin examines each item before putting them all back in the box and placing the box on the floor. He glances at me like he’s going to deny my request. Like he might forever regret wearing panties and shaving his legs at my command.

“When did you buy all this?”

“Some of it is mine. Makeup I’ve never used. Others I picked up while I was out shopping. Any problems?”

Justin glances at the box in his hands and shakes his head. “What should I do first?”

“That’s better. Let’s get all that nasty hair off your body. We’re going to be girlfriends by the end of the night.”

“Okay,” Justin says. I take his hand and guide him up the stairs. I pull him into my bathroom, telling him to strip naked. We have much work to do. “Will it burn?” Justin asks as he pulls the white thong that he’s wearing down his legs.

“It might burn a bit, but you can handle that. Right?”

Justin takes the bottle for me, and I tell him what to do. He’s shaking with nerves. It’s the first time I’ve felt in control in weeks. I sit on the edge of the tub, watching as Justin lathers himself with the hair-removal cream.

“Am I doing it right?”

“Perfect,” I say.

“It’s burning,” he says.

“A little burn won’t hurt. Would you like some music to soothe your nerves?”

“That’d be nice,” he says.

I stream a mix of soulful blues and set my phone to the side. Justin continues working, glancing at me every few seconds. I stand and walk over to him, running my finger along his arm to the light hair on his chest. “You’re missing a lot of hair.”

“Don’t you think I should do sections at a time? It’ll burn me if I don’t.”

“You’re right,” I say and pick up the plastic blade to give Justin. “Read the directions on the box, but don’t come downstairs until you’re as hairless as a woman after spa day.”

“As you wish,” he says.

I march out of the room and back downstairs with my phone, connecting it to the speaker after turning off the music on the TV. The shower starts and stops as I sip wine and relax on the couch. I shaved in the morning. I’ve shaved every few days for as long as I can remember. Justin will find out how much work it takes soon enough, and I laugh at the thought of him removing every speck of hair from his body.

“Do you want a snack? I’m heading to the store,” I call up the stairs.

“Nuts?” he says.

“Okay, be back in a sec.” I put on a light sweater and jeans, grab my keys, and head outside. The weather is a little chilly, dropping as the night progresses. I pull into the grocery store parking lot minutes later. It’s one of Justin’s. He owns at least two dozen in the area.

Nobody recognizes me when I walk through the entrance. They don’t know that I fucked their boss in his office. Not at this store, though. He works at one closer to the city. We live in the southern suburbs. I duck my head and walk to the snack aisle, filled with its glorious treats.

I grab salted mixed nuts for Justin and a bag of barbecue crinkle chips for me. A bar of chocolate catches my eye, and I take it. I’ll need all these snacks to watch Justin’s transformation.

“Carol, is that you?”

I lift my eyes and turn around. It’s the woman from the restaurant. “Emma, right?”

She grins and walks toward me, wrapping her arms around me for a tight hug. “Yeah, it’s me. What are you doing here?”

“Getting some treats. Couldn’t help myself.”

“I was texting Beatrice today. She thinks we should all get together soon. I would love that. You don’t know how much you’ve changed my life.”

I glance around the store; worried Emma might say something. We aren’t far from the hospital where I work, and it’s impossible to know who’s within earshot.

“That’s great, Emma. We should get together soon,” I say.

Emma glances over her shoulder. She leans in to whisper. “Do you see that man standing over there?”

“The one with short blonde hair?”

“Yeah,” Emma says with an adoring smile. “That’s my husband. Myles. I spanked his ass the other night.”

I no longer care who’s listening and laugh, letting down my guards. “Did you?”

“He loved it. You should have seen him,” Emma says. She glances over her shoulder again, and Myles is watching us.

“Guess what my boyfriend is doing?”

“What? Where is here?”

“At my place. Removing all of his body hair.”

Emma’s eyes widen and flash with curiosity. “Oh my, goodness. I need to hear more.”

“Over dinner?”

“Yeah, let’s make a group chat in the meantime. You, Beatrice, and me.”

“Deal. We’ll get together soon, and I’ll tell you all about what I’m doing to Justin.”

“Can’t wait,” Emma says and kisses me on the cheek. “See you.”

I wave and make my way to the register, feeling like I might have found a new friend in Emma. She’s sweet, charming, and her smile is contagious. I pay for the snacks and head back to my townhouse. Justin is still in the shower, but it doesn’t take him long to come out and head down the stairs. I’m mixing us gin and lemon cocktails.

“What do you think?” Justin asks, letting his towel fall to the floor.

“It’s certainly a change. How do you feel?”

“Feminine, but my skin is itchy.”

“You need to moisturize. There’s a fantastic lotion upstairs I use after I shave. I’ll grab it for you,” I say and set my cocktail shaker to the side. Justin’s dick hardens as I walk toward him. I don’t touch it, but I give him a gentle kiss on the cheek before heading upstairs.

He’s sitting on his towel on my living-room floor when I return downstairs. I toss him the lotion and finish our cocktails. Justin puts on a little show, rubbing his body down in front of me. I pour our gin cocktails over ice and top them with lemon wheels.

Justin’s naked. I’m in my sweater and jeans. We clink our glasses together. I mindlessly stroke his hard cock as we sip.

“What’s next?” Justin asks.

“Why don’t you wait to dry and put on a second coating of lotion?”

“Whatever you say.”

I reach around Justin and squeeze his ass, wanting to bury one of my big cocks in his ass. He looks so hot when he’s taking my dick. I love how much I can make him moan. I love how he begs for more. How he can’t get enough of my dick.

“Do you miss your cage?”

“Yeah,” he says. “Do you?”

“I might lock you back up, if you’re good.”

Justin’s dick throbs in my hand as he pulls away, removing his cock from my grip. “Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.”

“Are you saying you don’t want to cum?”

“This drink is delicious,” he says.

“Put on my lotion,” I say, and sit on the couch.

Justin sets his drink on a coaster and grabs the bottle of lotion. He squirts a glob into his hand and rubs it all over his handsome body. He still has the frame of a man, but his body has become so much sexier without hair. I notice the dips in his muscles. The ones he’s cultivated since I put him on a diet and exercise plan.

I stand and grab the box of goodies I bought Justin. “You ready for the next part?” I ask.

“Yes,” Justin says and comes up to stand right next to my side. “What now?”

I grab a white thong and white stockings. “Put these on.”

“They’re beautiful, Carol.”

“Come on, Justin. We don’t have all night.”

Justin rushes to pull the white thong up his legs. His hard dick barely fits beneath the fabric. I love how it looks. So big. So juicy. I want to lock up his dick, but I also like using it. Maybe we’ll do some months with and others without. He’ll never know when it’s coming. I’ll always keep it a surprise.

Justin grabs one stocking and runs it up his bare leg. His smooth legs look womanly and delicious. I resist an urge to kiss the inside of his thighs and suck his dick. Justin pulls the other stocking up his leg and stands in front of me, rocking his hips. “How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, but you’re far from finished.”

“What’s next?”

I grab a pink silk slip dress from the box. “This.”

Justin squeals and snatches the slip dress from my hands. It’s the first hint I get my plan might be backfiring. I thought taking Justin to the edge of feminization would turn him off panties, but it only seems to make his desire grow stronger. More profound.

Justin pulls the slip dress over his head, and I will never forget the smile that spreads across his face. My man. My beautiful man. He runs to the powder room on the main level and hollers. He races back to the living room. “I love this dress. These stockings. It’s all so perfect, Carol. Thank you,” Justin says and kisses me on the cheek.

I fold my lips and glance at the box, pulling out the wig. “We can’t forget your hair.”

“If you insist,” Justin says. He runs a hand across his hair. “You don’t like what I have now?”

“Your cut is too masculine. Try on this wig and be a blonde for the night.”

Justin doesn’t argue. He takes the wig and fixes it on his head. “What do you think?”

“You need a touch of makeup. Come sit, and I’ll teach you.”

“Makeup?”

“You’re my girlfriend for the night. Justin is leaving the building,” I say. “Maybe you can just wear stockings and slips another night, but you’re going all the way today.”

“Fine. Bring it,” he says.

I run upstairs for my cosmetics mirror. It shows everything. I honestly hate looking into it, but Justin needs to learn the pains of femininity. Hours in the mirror. Cursing at a smudge. Wondering if the result is as horrid as it feels. The days before tutorial videos are a time I’d rather forget.

I hold the mirror in my hands with my back against the hallway, taking a moment to catch my breath. I love Justin, and this is who he is. He accepts me. I’ll accept him. Who cares if he likes lingerie? Who cares if he wants to express his womanly desires?

I exhale, releasing whatever reservations I’ve had about Justin wearing lingerie, and head downstairs.

Justin looks adorable in his slip dress and stockings. The blonde wig. From behind, he looks like a woman. I melt when he turns to face me. I lift the mirror. “Makeup time.”

Justin smiles. I sit next to him on the couch. I teach him what different brushes do and give a quick rundown on what to do, but he puts on everything himself. Cursing. Begging me to take over, but I refuse. The reality TV we’re watching is too good to waste my time with his makeup.

Justin finishes after half an hour, and I tell him we need a break to mix up some more cocktails.

“Espresso martini?”

“Sure,” he says.

I make espresso and mix up the drink, pouring the frothy liquid over ice even though it should go into a martini glass. Nobody can stop me.

“Cheers,” I say and clink my glass with my girlfriend’s. If Justin doesn’t speak, he can pass for a woman. “How do you feel?”

“Fabulous,” he says.

“We should paint our nails.”

“That sounds fun. What colors do you have?”

“Too many,” I say with a laugh. I grab my box of polishes. We pick out our favorite colors. Justin wants white. I pick a dark blue. “I’ll paint yours first, and then you can do mine.”

Justin nods and puts out his hand. I lose myself in the brushstrokes. “I made a new friend.”

“Who?”

“This woman Beatrice and I met at a bar. Emma. She’s got this gorgeous auburn hair and seductive eyes. She could model.”

“What about her?”

“I ran into her when I was getting the snacks. Speaking of, we need those with our martini. Wait,” I say and grab the chips and nuts and chocolate. I pour chips into a bowl and put the others onto a plate. Justin has his fingers curled and blows on his nails like he’s at the nail salon.

“Ooh, you got my favorite nuts.”

“Anyway, I saw Emma at the store, and she told me she spanked her husband.”

Justin coughs. “You didn’t tell her about me, did you?”

“What do you think?” I say with a laugh. “She overheard Beatrice and me gossiping about you and Simon one evening at a restaurant. We gave her the idea.”

“What? Why would you tell her?”

I smack the bottle of polish against my palm and put out my hand for Justin’s. “Calm down, Justin. She doesn’t care. Don’t be ashamed of what you like. I’m not.”

Justin exhales. “Fine. So, she spanked her boyfriend?”

I throw my head back and laugh. “Yes, girl. You should have seen him, looking at us like he knew we were talking about him.” I run polish over Justin’s nail as gossip flies from my lips, forgetting he’s my boyfriend.

For tonight, he’s just one of the girls.
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“Cheers,” Beatrice says.

Emma and Carol lift their glasses to meet hers. The cool days of autumn are quickly approaching, but it’s not too late to enjoy patio weather. It’s a random Thursday afternoon. Emma had to take a half day off to make lunch, but it was the only way to make their plans work.

“We finally made it happen. The girls are together,” Emma says and sips her margarita.

Carol has grown quite a girl crush on her new friend ever since running into her at the grocery store. They have texted since that night. Carol even sent her a picture of Justin from behind in his slip dress and stockings. Carol loves the picture. He has the blonde wig hiding his face, looking utterly feminine.

“I’m so happy we met you, Emma. You were missing from our triangle,” Carol says.

“You two don’t know how much I love having you as friends. Fate brought us together. How are you and Simon, Beatrice?”

“Are you having fun switching?” Carol adds.

Beatrice grins, feeling her center stir. She can’t think about Simon without getting aroused. His salt-and-pepper beard. His thick cock. How he was fucking her from behind the other day.

“It’s going well,” Beatrice says.

“You’re hiding something. Spill,” Emma says.

Beatrice picks up her margarita. She sips it without saying a word.

“Don’t leave us hanging, B. How was it?”

“Hot,” she says.

“And?” Carol prods. “What else?”

Beatrice sips her drink and looks around the patio to make sure nobody is paying her any attention. She leans forward to tell her girlfriends all about how Simon was fucking her, spanking her, and giving her one of the best orgasms she’s ever had.

Carol waves herself with a menu, even though it’s not hot outside. Emma bites her lip, wishing she could have Myles squatting next to her like a good boy. Her mind runs wild with ideas of how she can dominate Myles. She doesn’t want to switch. She wants to control, but listening to Beatrice’s story about getting fucked by Simon is hot.

“I’ve only spanked my boyfriend, but I’m planning to do so much more.”

“Careful how fast you go. I’ve created a monster out of Justin,” Carol says. She loves her man, but he moves a thousand miles a day. He’s always ready for what’s next. Always ready for more.

“Why do you say that?”

“I had Justin all dolled up the other night, thinking that would set him straight, but it’s no hope. I have to accept my man how he is.”

Beatrice reaches her hand over and pats Carol’s hand. “Your man loves lingerie. What can you do?”

Carol shrugs and drinks her margarita. “I love him. All I can do is use what he loves against him. Maybe not today, but we’ll see how much he enjoys going public. It’ll be so hot to watch him all dolled up and nervous.”

“You’re cruel,” Emma says. “I can’t wait to put Myles in a cage and a pair of panties.”

Carol watches Emma’s excited expression, thinking she may have created more than one monster. Emma has an unmistakable fire behind her eyes. She means business. Carol only hopes Myles is prepared for what his wife has planned.

“How did Myles react to the spanking?” Carol asks.

“You should have seen him. I never knew what was wrong with our relationship until you two came into the picture to set me right. I’ve been expecting him to take control. To tell me what to do when he’s wanted me in charge all along.”

“To our boys,” Beatrice says and lifts her glass.

Emma and Carol lift their glasses to clink with Beatrice’s. Carol changes the subject and talks about her neighbor Erin. Carol has seen her come home with three different men in the past week. Not that Carol’s judging, but it’s juicy gossip. Erin is always loud when she gets out of the car, so Carol peeks through the blinds and sees the men.

She describes Erin’s conquests to the ladies in great detail, and they have a fabulous time bouncing from one topic to the next, losing hours before they even think to check the time.
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Beatrice runs the back of her hand along Simon’s cheek. They’re sitting on her sofa after the most incredible day. They had Beatrice’s daughter, Whitney, in the morning and went to an art museum. Then they went to lunch before driving to a chocolate factory in the city to buy broken, discounted bits of yumminess.

Whitney had a blast and claimed she loved Simon. Beatrice is feeling the same. Vincent just picked her up half an hour ago. Whitney cried, begging Beatrice to stay. They got her to calm down after a few minutes, and she went with her father. It breaks Beatrice’s heart to watch her leave, but she’s the breadwinner and pays her ex-husband a handsome alimony to provide for their daughter.

“I had the most incredible time today. We need to get George and Whitney together soon.”

“They’re never free on the same day.”

“So far. We’ll find a day,” Beatrice says. She’s met George, but only briefly. “They’re far apart in age, anyway. Whitney doesn’t care about sports or cars or whatever boys his age like.”

“George likes sports and outer space.”

“Whitney likes animals, art, and dancing.”

Simon places his hand on Beatrice’s waist. He doesn’t want to discuss their children. They’ve both had lives before meeting, but none of that matters now that they’ve found each other. Simon’s ex-wife never would have done what Beatrice does. He’s never been turned on by a woman so much in his life.

Simon leans forward to kiss Beatrice’s neck. She doesn’t stop him. The touch of his lips is electric. It sends a jolt running through her body. Beatrice lifts her chin. Simon presses his lips against her collarbone.

“I want you,” he says. “I’ve been craving you all day.”

Beatrice gasps as Simon grips her side, acting rougher than he ever has. He moves his lips to her breasts. He kisses until his mouth is on her nipple. She’s still wearing her bra, but it doesn’t last long. Simon pulls Beatrice’s shirt up and off her body so quickly she has no time to react.

“What are you doing?”

“Hush,” Simon says and pushes Beatrice to her back. “I’m taking charge.”

Beatrice wants to submit to Simon. She’s certainly wet, but there’s something off about him. He sucks her nipple and squeezes her side, using his other hand to move up her leg. Beatrice gasps when Simon reaches into the waistline of her pants. He pushes to her pussy lips and sticks a finger in her.

Beatrice pushes Simon. He falls to the other side of the sofa. “What are you doing, Simon?”

“Don’t you want me to take control sometimes? I’ve been thinking about spanking and fucking you all day. You asked for this.”

Beatrice stands from the sofa, suddenly dry between her legs. She shakes her head and waves her finger in the air. “You’re wrong, Simon. This isn’t what I want. If I tell you to dominate me, fine. Don’t jump on me like an animal. That’s not okay.”

Simon frowns and bows his head. “You’re not clear, Beatrice. Either you want it, or you don’t. Why do you get to choose?”

“You’re free to tell me you aren’t in the mood if you don’t want a spanking.”

“I’m always in the mood, though.”

“Not my problem,” Beatrice says and cocks her head. “You’ve lost your mind coming at me like that. Sticking your hand into my pants without permission or warning.”

Simon frowns a few beats before a smile spreads across his face. “Are you going to spank me for being bad?”

“No,” Beatrice hollers. She stumbles away from Simon. She’s hurt. The anger running through her is toxic. “Look, I’m sorry for reacting like this, but I’m in charge. My ex-husband used to do what you just did. He never gave me a chance to argue. I might have spanked you and put toys up your ass, but you’ve always had a choice.”

Simon nods. “You’re right, Beatrice. Forgive me.”

“It’s okay. Do you want a beer?”

“Yeah,” he says.

Beatrice walks over to her fridge and grabs them two beers. She pours them into pint glasses. They clink their glasses together and take a sip, standing at the counter.

“I’m not angry, Simon, but I won’t always be in the mood for you to dominate or fuck me. I want control over my sex life. No man will ever tell me what to do in bed without my permission.”

Simon runs his thumb over the rim of the glass. “I understand. I thought you’d like it, but you’ve proven me wrong.”

“No hard feelings. Should we watch TV?”

“All right,” Simon says and follows Beatrice to the couch.

They don’t have sex that afternoon. Simon leaves early. A funk lingers in the air. Beatrice hopes Simon doesn’t become a clone of her ex. She doesn’t want another man who thinks he can take her when he wants.
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Justin

“Cash or card?”

“Cash,” I say. “You’re sure my girlfriend will love these?”

“I’m positive,” the bubbly salesclerk says. “I’ve been dreaming about getting a set just like these.”

“Thanks for wrapping them in that elegant box. She might like it more than what’s inside.”

The woman tosses her hand in the air. “You’re silly. I’m sure she’ll love what you do to her in the lingerie the most.”

A heat flashes across my cheeks. The salesclerk has fierce brown eyes and wild curls. She’s gorgeous, but nobody compares to my Carol. If only the gifts in the box were for her.

“Now you’re being silly.”

“Anything else, sir?”

“That’ll be all,” I say and grab the bag with hundreds worth of lingerie. Judy, my ex-wife, used to shop. I would scold her for spending half as much as I’m carrying out the store, but I can’t help myself. I’ve gone mad. Lingerie ads pop up on my phone like villains in a game.

I drove thirty miles to buy the lingerie in my hands because I’ve exhausted all the stores near my condo. I keep having to go further and further. If I don’t watch myself, I’ll have to drive to a neighboring city. Three, four hours on the road each way. It’s a high price, but not one too steep for lingerie.

The salespeople always believe I’m shopping for my girlfriend if I ask for a gift box. They think I’m the best boyfriend in the world. I see it in their eyes, like they wish their boyfriends would show up with lingerie. They don’t know the truth. They never will.

The truth is, Carol would question me if I bought her lingerie. She’s in charge, or so I have her believing. She knows nothing about my growing stash. I’m smart enough to keep the pairs she gets me in a separate drawer to wear when she’s around.

I’m moving too fast for her, but I can’t help myself. There are so many different cuts, textures, and colors. I’ve spent more on panties in the past few weeks than I’ve ever spent on anything in my life. The worst is when there’s a sale, which there’s always a sale if I look hard enough, especially on the internet.

I pull up to my condo, looking scarce as I run up the stairs to my door. A neighbor is in the open-air hallway, but my bag is at an angle they can’t see. I wave and push my door open, running inside. I slam the door shut and laugh with my back against it.

There’s a message on my home phone notifying me of a package they have in the office. I forgot all about ordering the lingerie, but their message sends the purchase rushing back to my mind. A mesh robe with a poof trim. It came with three free pairs of panties. How could I resist?

I run down to the condo office, and they give me the box. There are no markings on it to show that it’s lingerie. I always worry there’ll be something on the box, but there never is.

Judy has the girls for the night. Carol is at work, and we’re not hanging out when she gets off, so I spend my evening rotating between different pairs of lingerie. The mesh robe might be the best purchase I’ve ever made. It’s a perfect evening, and frankly, I don’t care what anyone has to say about my lingerie buying habits. Not even Carol.
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“You can’t be serious, Emma.”

Emma rubs her thumb along the outline of a chastity cage. It’s in her hand, inches from Myles’s face. She has him on his hands and knees. His ass is redder than it’s ever been. He was begging her for more until she pulled the chastity cage from her purse. It’s clear and plastic and perfect for watching his dick shrivel when he wears it.

“The choice is yours, but you know you want it.”

“No, I don’t. You’re wrong,” Myles says. He stands. He’s naked and rock hard. Emma is wearing lingerie and heels. She sits on the sofa, placing the cock cage next to the flogger she just used on Myles’s ass.

“You think I’m wrong?”

Myles covers his dick and nods. “Yes, you’re wrong. I don’t want my dick locked up like a sissy. I’m not a sissy, Emma.”

“Okay,” she says. Her voice. Her grin. It’s driving Myles crazy, and she loves it. “Fine. You’re not a sissy, but I still want to lock up your dick.”

“Why?” Myles pleads. “My dick is fine how it is. You don’t need to put it in a cage.”

Emma grabs her flogger and stands. She steps toward Myles. He withdraws until his back is against the wall. Nowhere to go. Nowhere to run. Emma passes the tresses of the flogger through her fingers.

“Do you like it when I spank you?”

“I love it,” he says.

“Then why can’t you trust me? I’m confident you’ll love the cage if you give it a chance.”

Myles glances over Emma’s shoulder at the chastity cage, lying menacingly on the couch. Myles swallows. He can’t put that on his dick. It’s too small. He’ll never be able to get hard. His dick needs room to breathe. It’s unnatural. It isn’t right.

“I don’t know, Emma. Spanking me is one thing, but you can’t expect my cock to fit in there.”

“It’ll fit once we get it nice and soft. Why don’t we give your big guy one more night of freedom?” Emma asks. She places her hand on his cock, rubbing her closed hand along his shaft. “It’ll feel so nice in my pussy before I lock it up. Don’t you think?”

“It’ll feel nice in your pussy even if you don’t lock it in a cage.”

“Don’t be nervous, honey. It won’t hurt once you’re soft.”

“You really want me to do this?”

“Try it for a week,” Emma purrs into Myles’s ear. “If you hate it, we can take it off. I’m not saying you have to live the rest of your life with it. I thought we could have some fun.”

Myles glances at the cage before settling his eyes on Emma. His wife. He doesn’t want to disappoint her, and it might be fun wearing the cage for a week. “Only if you spank me again first.”

Emma points to their table. “Bend over that chair. Your spanking isn’t over.”

Myles does as he’s told. He grabs the chair, bending over it. His dick throbs with anticipation as Emma walks up behind him. He looks over his shoulder, taking in her gorgeous body. Her sexy lingerie and heels.

“Fuck, you’re sexy.”

“Drop your eyes. How dare you gaze at me after being such a naughty boy? Why do you have to make it so difficult when you know you want to wear the cage?”

“I’m sorry,” he says.

“You’d better be. This is for your own good,” Emma says and lifts her flogger. She brings it down on his ass. His knuckles tighten around the chair as Emma repeats her action. The flogger meeting Myles’s skin echoes around the room.

Emma reaches into her panties and touches her wet pussy, ready to take her man before she locks him up. Ready to give him the goods one last time.

Emma rubs her cunny as she spanks Myles’s ass, leaving him red and moaning.

“Turn around and sit your ass on that chair,” she says.

Myles follows her commands. His ass stings when it touches the wood, but it’s a sting he loves. One he doesn’t regret. Never will.

“Your dick is mine,” Emma says. She moves her panties to the side and sinks on her husband’s cock. She rides his dick, staring into his eyes. Myles holds her sides as she uses his cock for her pleasure.

They can’t last long. The build up has been too much.

Emma raises and lowers her hips, fucking her husband’s cock without mercy.

“Your pussy feels so good, baby.”

“I love your cock,” she says. “Touch my clit. Make me cum.”

Myles moves his hand around to her clit, rubbing her button the way she likes. Emma closes her eyes and throws her head back. Myles uses his other hand to squeeze her breast. So soft, yet her nipples are rock hard.

Myles wraps his lips around her nipple as he rubs her clit.

Emma screams. She doesn’t care if people hear her through the windows. She can’t hold her orgasm, and Myles can’t hold his.

He shoots his load deep into her pussy.

Emma cums all over his dick.

They slowly come to a stop. Emma’s forehead falls onto Myles’s shoulder. She lifts herself off him a few beats later. She takes him to their bathroom and cleans his dick off before telling Myles to get his cage from the living room.

“Are you ready?” Emma asks.

Myles glances at the cage. It’s so tiny, but he wants to give his wife what she wants, and he’d be lying if he said he isn’t intrigued by the idea.

“I’m ready,” he says.

Emma slides his cage into place and locks it. They give each other a look, like they know their games have only just begun.
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Carol

“Mind if I take a shower first?” Justin asks.

I’m wearing a strap under my dress as a surprise. We’re at Justin’s condo, and I’m dying to fuck him. Watch his hole stretch as I fuck him from behind. His request to shower will delay our lovemaking, but it’s probably for the best.

“Why don’t you suck my dick for a second before you shower?”

Justin grins and climbs off the couch. He gets to his knees between my parted legs. He holds the base of my clear cock. It’s thick and long, just how Justin likes it.

Justin opens his mouth and closes it around my cock as he stares into my eyes. He bobs his head without breaking eye contact. There’s nothing I love more than hearing him moan when I stretch his ass.

I push my hand into Justin’s hair and force his mouth further down my cock. He can’t fit it all, so he chokes. I push him off my cock and say, “Take your shower, so I can fuck that ass. Put on one of your cute jockstraps.”

“Right away,” Justin says and runs to the bathroom. I watch his ass jiggle in the pink thong he’s wearing.

He’s been so well-behaved with the lingerie over the past few weeks, only wearing what I give him. No shopping. No sifting through my pantie drawer. I’m so proud of him, but my feelings don’t stop me from wandering into his bedroom.

The shower is running, letting me know I’m safe. I have time to rummage through his lingerie drawer. I open a first drawer and see a bunch of familiar panties. Thongs I’ve bought for him. Stockings. The silk slip dress from the night I feminized him. A smile crosses my face when I think about how we gossiped until the wee hours of the morning. It was almost better than fucking, but I’m not wearing this strap for no reason. Justin better be ready, because I’m about to stretch his ass.

What I find in the next drawer shocks me. Justin has a plethora of lingerie. Pieces I’ve never seen. Thongs I certainly haven’t bought. When I dig deeper, I find a few receipts.

To think I was going to put him back in his cage. To think I trusted him. My heart crashes to the pits of my stomach. I grab a handful of the lingerie and toss it on the bed. I’m so angry. Furious. I storm to the bathroom door, but everything stops when I put my hand on the knob.

I don’t open the door. Justin is whistling on the other side, probably thinking how clever he is for hiding his stash. For disobeying my command.

I sit on Justin’s bed among his paraphernalia. He comes out of the bathroom eight minutes later. I’m watching the time with crazed eyes. My mind has been racing with ideas to enact payback. He needs to pay for his transgressions.

Justin’s face drops when he sees me with his lingerie. “I can explain,” he stutters.

“Explain what? How you’ve spent hundreds, maybe thousands, on lingerie behind my back?”

Justin frowns. “It’s not what you think.”

I take a deep breath. Justin has crossed me, but I must accept I can’t control him. Not about this. He needs his lingerie, and I don’t really care if he has it, but I’ll make him pay.

“How is it not what I think, Justin? It’s clear you have a shopping problem. To think I was going to put you back in your cage today.”

Justin drops to his knees beneath me. I don’t move. I ignore him. Justin grabs my hands. “Carol, look at me.”

“What do you want me to say, Justin? You’ve disobeyed my wishes.”

Justin pushes my legs apart and grabs my dick. He closes his mouth around it and sucks my cock in a desperate attempt to reconcile the situation, but we both know a blowjob won’t fix this. I push his head off my cock.

“Not like that, Justin.”

“How can I make it up to you?” he asks.

I grin. “You’ll find out soon enough. For now, get on your hands and knees. It’s time for you to take my fat dick.”

Justin climbs on the bed. I grab a bottle of lubrication from the box of toys we have in his closet. We add a new toy every week or so. It won’t be long until we have to buy a chest. “What do you have planned for me to make this up to you?” Justin asks, looking over his shoulder. He looks so sexy on his hands and knees, waiting for me to dick him down.

“It’ll require you wearing panties,” I say.

“Really? Okay,” Justin says.

He smiles and drops his head. I climb on the bed behind him and cover my dick with lube. I put some on Justin’s hole. He moans. His body twists. His ass moves closer to the tip of my massive cock.

Justin’s ready. He’s had the training. I slide into his accepting hole with ease. He moans, adjusting to my size.

My eyes focus on how his ass stretches over my cock. It looks so big in his tiny hole, but he’s taking it; basically fucking himself with my cock.

I smack his ass. Justin moans. I reach around his chest and pull him erect. I pinch his nipples and take over the fucking using long strokes. Making him moan each time I push deep into his ass. I suck on his ear, running my hand down until it’s on his cock. My breasts press against his back, absorbing his heat.

Justin moans as I fuck him. He takes my dick without touching his own because I’m holding it in my hand, savoring every thrust of my cock.

“You’re going to eat my pussy before you cum. Understand?”

“Yes,” Justin says through a moan. “I want to taste your pussy on my lips.”

I tell Justin to move to his back and fuck him for a couple more minutes with his cock in my hand, edging him until I can’t take it.

I pull out of Justin and take off the strap. Justin moves with me. I sit on the edge of the bed, and he gets between my legs. He wastes no time putting his mouth on my pussy, licking me how I like. Rubbing my clit. Sucking on it. Fingering me.

I lose all control after a few minutes of him playing with my pussy. He holds his face against my pussy as I let go, releasing the floodgates.

Justin falls to his ass and strokes his cock before covering his torso with his milky seed.

I fall back to the bed, exhaling. “Shit, I love fucking you. Come here and let me feel that stretched hole.”

Justin comes to me and gets in the little spoon position. I put my hand against his hole. He’s all wet and loose, and I consider making him where a plug the rest of the day, but I have something even better.

“Let’s take a shower,” I say.

We bathe together. Justin dries me with a fresh towel before using it to dry himself. I pull him to the living room, where we stand naked. I retrieve a gift from my purse and hold it out.

“It’s time.”

Justin swallows, but he agrees. “Okay,” he says with a nod.

I fix the chastity cage onto his cock and close the lock.

“You’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” he says.
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Beatrice pushes a dildo deeper into Simon’s ass, watching his face contort. Loving the control she has over his body.

They had a fight, but they’ve made up and made love several times since.

“Fuck, that feels good.” Simon grunts and moans as he strokes his cock, enjoying the dildo in his ass. It has a vibrator. Simon craves how it shakes his ass. “Can you hit the button?”

“You’re naughty, and I love it.” Beatrice hits the button, and a vibration sound emanates from Simon’s hole. He purrs. They are both naked, and Beatrice is wet for his dick. She fucks Simon for a couple more minutes with the vibrating dildo until she is running wild with lust.

“Wanna switch?”

Simon grins. He wishes he could keep the dildo in his ass, but it’d fall right out doing what he has planned. Simon pulls the dildo from his ass and tosses it to the side. He grabs Beatrice’s face and kisses her deeply, pushing her to her hands and knees.

He spanks her. Kisses her. Plays with her pussy from behind before sliding into her.

They’ve found their rhythm, switching. Giving each other control. They normally end up trading off every time they fuck, and Simon loves it. Beatrice, too.

She moans as his dick slides in and out of her pussy. She hollers when he pinches her nipples. Moans when he shoots his load all over her back. Cries when Simon flips her over to lick her pussy until she cums with him.

Simon wraps his arms around Beatrice and pulls her close. Her back is sticky with his cum. His face is no different, but they aren’t in a rush.

They cuddle and kiss as they learn how to switch.
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Myles lies in bed, staring down his body at the cage encasing his dick. It’s crazy how Myles has grown to accept it as part of his body, like an extension of himself. He can’t jack off in the shower or under the covers in the middle of the night, but not giving into every urge that rises within him is refreshing.

Emma walks through the door. Myles has no problems lying naked now. She won’t ever catch him with a hard dick in his hand since his dick can’t expand further than the cage.

Emma steps into the bedroom, glancing at her husband sprawled out on the bed. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you,” he says.

“Enjoying your cage?”

Myles grins without saying a word. They both know how much he’s loving it, despite resisting when Emma first presented the cage. She sits on the edge of the bed, running her fingers along Myles’s soft skin. His dick swells in its cage, but it can’t escape, and only she has a key.

“Why don’t we wash him? Wanna take a shower with me?”

Myles grins. Emma puts out her hand, and they head to the bathroom. She unlocks his cage, letting him free. She wraps her hand around his cock. He grows hard in her grip.

“Turn on the shower,” Emma says.

Myles bends over to turn on the shower. Emma doesn’t miss the opportunity to give his ass a little color by spanking him. They step into the water. Emma lathers her hands with soap before stroking Myles’s hard cock.

He loves her touch and the stiffness of his manhood, but part of him misses the cage. He loves how it hugs his cock. It’s almost like having a shield. A protective layer. He hopes Emma will put it right back on his dick, locking him up with a key only she holds.

“Your turn,” Emma says and hands Myles the soap.

Myles cleans Emma’s body, careful to cover her entire frame with soap. He rinses her off. Emma grabs Myles’s hand when it hits her waist. She moves his hand to her pussy, pushing herself up against the wall.

“Fuck me from behind,” she says.

Myles spreads Emma’s legs and lifts her hips until her pussy is in the perfect spot. Myles pushes into Emma. She moans and grabs his hand, putting it on her waist, telling him to fuck her hard. Not to hold back.

Myles follows her command. He thrusts with an intensity he never knew was within him. Emma claws at the shower wall as he fucks her, telling him to push deeper, so he does.

“Touch my clit. I want to cum with you,” Emma says. She can feel Myles tensing up behind her, desperately trying to hold his orgasm.

Myles lowers his hand to Emma’s pussy and plays with her clit while holding her side with his other hand, fucking her pussy without worrying about how close he is. Without worrying about cumming too soon. Myles will fuck his woman how she wants, even if it means cumming quick.

Emma bites her lip. Her walls squeeze Myles’s cock. She wants to push his hand away from her sensitive button, but she won’t. She can’t.

She screams to release her tension. Myles feels her cumming on his dick. Her walls contracting.

He pushes deep into his wife and releases his load.

They stay in that position for a few beats until Myles falls out of Emma. His dick is slick and softening. They wash each other off before heading back to bed, wearing nothing.

“Time to put on your cage,” Emma says and runs to the bathroom to clean it.

Myles doesn’t protest when Emma returns and slides his cage into place.
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Justin

My legs are freshly shaven, per Carol’s request. I’m waiting for Carol to return from the store on her living-room floor. Sitting on my hands and knees. It’s been a few days since she discovered my pantie stash, and today is the day I must face payback. I’m naked except for the cage around my cock until Carol returns to give her commands.

She walks through the door with bags in her hands. “Don’t sit there. Help me,” she says.

I race to grab the bags from her. They’re from my grocery store, so I recognize the deli selections instantly, but there’s far too much food for Carol and me alone.

“Unpack those while I get the rest from the car.”

I nod and take the bags to the kitchen, unloading the different dishes onto Carol’s counter. There’s dip, pasta salad, leafy salad, meat, and potatoes. Carol returns with bottles of wine and booze.

“Are you having a party?” I ask when she places her bags on the counter.

“Something like that,” she says.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re going to put on a dress and be our server for the night.”

“Our? Who is coming?”

“The girls. Beatrice and Emma.”

Panic races across my body. “You can’t be serious, Carol. I will not work as a waitress.”

“You disobeyed my order, and this is your payback. If you don’t want to do it, leave. I’ll take off your cage later.”

Carol knows how to push my buttons. I can’t believe I’m even considering going through with her plan. She’s lost it. Wearing a dress around her while we watch TV is one thing, but she can’t expect me to do it in front of her friends.

“This is crossing a line, Carol. I can’t do this.”

“My friends won’t judge you. You can buy all the panties you want, but you have to do this. One night. You know you want to, Justin. Why deny it?”

I can’t lie. My cock is pressing against its cage, thinking about dressing up as a girl in front of her friends. I bite my lip and glance at the food spread across Carol’s counter.

“You promise they won’t judge?”

“I can’t control them, but they’re an accepting group.”

I take a deep breath, exhaling. My mind feels a tad more at ease. I’ll be a nervous wreck all night, but at least Carol will be here to smile and remind me I have her love, no matter what.

“Do you have an outfit picked for me?”

“You know I do,” Carol says. “Wait here.”

I prep the food she got, setting aside the dishes I’ll need to heat later. Carol returns with a white dress, white thong, white tights, and the blonde wig. She has heels and a bra. The bra I’ve never seen.

“What’s that?”

“The bra has breast forms to fill out the dress,” Carol says and passes me everything. “Hurry. You need to do your makeup and get dressed. The girls will be here in an hour, and I expect you to be ready to serve us. Got it?”

“Yes, Carol.” I rush to the powder room to put on everything Carol has picked out for me to wear, transforming into a gorgeous, womanly version of myself.

I have the best girlfriend in the world.

***

Carol

“Welcome, ladies. Did you drive together?”

“Yeah,” Beatrice says. “Emma parked at my house. Who’s—”

“That’s right,” I say with a laugh. “Justin will be our waitress tonight.”

“You’re kidding,” Emma says, covering her mouth. “This is the best thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

She pushes past me. Justin remains professional, not letting the boobs, wig, or heels phase him. “Good evening, Emma. Would you like a glass of wine?”

Beatrice pushes her arm through mine to link them. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

Emma requests a glass of white wine. Beatrice and I get the same. Justin serves us food as we gossip about our jobs and ignore his presence, as though we were in a restaurant. Justin holds his shoulders high as he walks around in a dress and heels, serving us food and mixing us drinks when the wine runs dry.

I’ve never felt prouder or more in love.

The girls leave after a couple of hours. Justin is cleaning when I come up to him from behind, wrapping my arms around his waist. He stands erect, holding dirty dishes.

“You know what we should do?”

“What’s that?”

“We should go out with you dressed like this.”

Justin stiffens. “You think? I had fun tonight, but I don’t know about going in public.”

“We’ll sleep on it.” I kiss Justin on the cheek before releasing him. He finishes cleaning up and joins me on the couch. I’m horny but too tired to do anything except curl up under Justin’s arm as we watch TV. I yawn. Justin mindlessly runs his fingers through my hair.

Sex will have to wait, but it’ll be just as magical to cum all over his face in the morning light.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading New Beginnings. Look out for the next books in this series! Carol has a lot of plans for Justin. She has him back in a cage after plenty of drama, yet she’s over resisting Justin’s femininity. What will happen when she pushes Justin to new heights?

Beatrice and Simon have found their groove. They better hope nothing from the pasts pops up to derail their budding love.

Emma is discovering her dominance and ready to push the limits with her husband Myles. Will she go too far?

Book 4 will have plenty of surprises and action. It will also be the penultimate book of the series.

Please consider leaving a rating or review if you liked New Beginnings 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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