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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


CEASEFIRE

17,000 words

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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Justin

“How are your classes? Are you enjoying the new school year?” I ask my daughters. Katie and Gloria are sitting across from me at an Italian restaurant. It’s my evening to feed them, and I thought we could eat at a restaurant instead of sitting around my condo.

“My teachers are nice,” Katie says with a shrug. “We’re already like a month into the year. Not very new.”

“I have a new friend,” Gloria announces. “We’ve been jumping rope and drawing with chalk on the playground.”

“What’s her name?”

“He’s a boy, dad. Jason,” Gloria says.

“Oh, a boy.” I steady myself with a sip of water. What does it matter if Gloria’s friends with a boy?

“Yeah, he’s new this year. He’s from New York.”

“Cool,” Katie says. “Is he from the city?”

“He’s from somewhere called Buffalo,” Gloria says. She picks up her fork and stabs a piece of broccoli in her pasta, guiding it to her mouth. “Everyone laughed when he told us because the city is named after an animal.”

“Don’t speak with your mouth full,” I say.

Gloria pops a hand over her mouth while she chews. Katie turns to me with a scowl, looking more like her mother every day. “Dad, I want to go to New York City. Can we? Please? Don’t act like you don’t have the money because I know you do.”

My girls are my life. I don’t know what I would do if something happened to my daughters, but they test me more and more as they age.

“It’s not about the money, Katie. It takes a lot of time to plan a vacation, and I don’t know if I can take the time off work.”

Katie folds her arms over her chest and pouts. “You never do anything fun with us, dad. All we do is go to restaurants. It’s boring.”

“Come on. We do stuff. We went to the cabin in the summer, and we’ve been to the movies a few times. Why don’t we do some fall activities more local than New York City?”

Katie sighs. “Whatever.”

Gloria watches her older sister, stuffing pasta into her mouth. She’s only shown glimpses of what she’ll be like as a teenager. I hope she won’t be as tiring as Katie. My eldest, who was once sweeter than sugar, has turned into a sassy teenager. It’s rare to see her sweet side nowadays. I can only hope it comes back soon.

“Is there something you want to do this fall, Gloria?”

She nods with enthusiasm. “I want to carve pumpkins before Halloween. Can we do that, dad?”

“Sure,” I say. “We’ll do that.”

Katie stabs her fork into her food, glancing around the restaurant with unamused eyes, but she says nothing to hurt her sister’s feelings. “Where’s Carol, dad?”

“She’s at work,” I say. “She should be getting off soon, but I knew you guys would be hungry before she was free.”

“Can she carve pumpkins with us?”

Katie looks up to Carol. They can talk fashion, makeup, and I’ve even overheard Katie ask Carol about boys. I’m happy they have their own relationship and that my daughter can show someone her positive side.

“I’ll ask, but I’m sure Carol will agree. She loves you two.”

Katie smiles and twirls pasta around her fork. I call the server over to ask for a dish to-go for Carol. I get the bill while the server is at our table. We finish our meals, and I drive the girls back to their mother’s house.

My ex-wife’s house. The house where I pay rent until Gloria is eighteen, per our divorce agreement, unless Judy purchases a house of her own.

Judy comes outside. She doesn’t look as chipper and put together as usual, but I can’t help if she regrets her affair. I can’t help that I fell in love with her former friend. Carol and I found something with each other. There’s no way I’ll stop seeing Carol because of Judy’s feelings.

“How was dinner, girls?”

“Fun,” Gloria says.

“All right,” Katie says.

Judy kisses Gloria on the top of her head, but Katie avoids her mother’s touch. I guess I’m not the only one who gets the cold shoulder.

“She’ll grow out of it,” I say to Judy. We’re standing in her driveway, but she’s already turned her back to me to walk inside. The girls disappear into the house.

Judy faces me. “Shut up, Justin. Don’t speak to me.”

“Damn, Judy. Don’t kill me. I was only commenting on Katie’s teenage behavior.”

“Maybe she’d be less upset if you hadn’t divorced me and left.”

“Okay, Judy. It’s clear you don’t want me here, so I’ll be on my way.”

Judy points her finger in my face, charging at me. I step backwards until I’m against my car. “You had no right to leave, Justin. I don’t want this life. I hate this life.”

“Judy, you cheated on me. I had every right to leave.”

“We could have worked through it. You didn’t have to run off with my best friend. I have nobody, Justin. Nobody. Do you know what that feels like?”

“That’s exactly how I felt when you were out cheating on me while I was spending all day in the office to pay for your big house, your shopping habits, and the lunches with your girlfriends. Hell, I was probably paying for the lingerie you bought to look sexy for Vincent,” I say. Not mentioning my lingerie.

A pink thong hugs my caged dick, but Judy will never know. She can’t see beneath my jeans. She never will again. I laugh in my head, knowing how Carol has me locked up. My life has only gotten better since my divorce, but it seems the same can’t be said for Judy.

“I hate you, Justin.”

“Judy, I need to go, but you can call me if you ever need help.” I turn to my car without waiting for Judy. She’ll yell, but I don’t have time to run in circles with her. We’ve done that before, and I’m not doing it again. I open my car door and slide into the seat. Judy steps back when I slam the door closed, lowering the window once I have the car started.

“I love you, Judy. Don’t forget to love yourself. You can get through this. I have faith in you.”

Judy shakes and screams an ugly sound as I pull out of her driveway and roll up my window. Maybe my comments are condescending, but who cares? I don’t.

I race to Carol’s house, excited to see her. Excited to be with the woman I love. She lets me wear lingerie, which is just about my favorite pastime in the world. There’s nothing better than sitting around the house in a thong and slip dress. Sometimes Carol likes to put me in a wig or paint my nails, even though I’m fine just wearing lingerie.

I love how Carol takes control. I love how she locks up my dick, telling me when and how to cum.

Carol is my perfect woman. There’s a catch, though. She wants me to go in public dressed as a woman. Carol hasn’t mentioned the idea in a couple weeks. I hope she’s forgotten. Our relationship is everything I never knew I wanted except that minor detail. Dressing as a woman in public might be where I draw the line.

***

Carol

Justin thinks I’ve forgotten, but he’s mistaken. I haven’t. I’m only waiting until the perfect moment to strike. He will go out on the town dressed as a woman. He will follow my command.

He’s out with his daughters. I’m finally free from work. I drive to the mall near the hospital where I work as a physician assistant. Nobody judges me for walking around a department store in scrubs. I feel ashamed of myself, but the shopping bug hit me right around the time I was clocking out from work.

“Looking for anything in particular today?” a sales attendant asks.

“Dresses,” I say.

He points at a section of dresses. I thank him and browse through them, wondering which would look best on Justin’s body. I want something that will hide his boxy, masculine frame. A dress he’ll feel comfortable enough walking around in public his first time. He might grow more comfortable dressing in women’s clothing with time. He might hate it. I don’t know, but I want him to try once.

I want to watch him squirm.

There’s a pink dress with a poofy midsection I love. It shows plenty of leg but will hide his flat chest and square torso. His body only squared out more since he started following the diet and exercise plan I made for him.

I take the pink dress to the register, where the sales attendant is waiting to ring me up.

“This dress is gorgeous,” the man says as he scans the tag. “It’s on sale, too! Your lucky day. Anything else besides the dress?”

“That should be all,” I say.

He folds the dress perfectly to fit it into a bag. I take the bag and head outside to my car, ready for a shower. Ready to see my man. To show him his dress and watch his face crumble when he realizes I haven’t forgotten.

Justin’s car is in the parking lot when I pull up to my townhouse. I step out of my car with the bag containing his dress. He’ll never be expecting it. I’ve gone weeks without even mentioning my plan.

“Hi, honey. How was work?” Justin asks. He’s wearing a pink thong and a gray t-shirt. “What’s in the bag?”

“Here, take it and look while I shower. Work was fine,” I say and kiss Justin on the cheek. He opens the bag as I climb the stairs. Realization crosses over his face. He lifts his head, but I move before his eyes meet mine, laughing all the way to the shower.

Justin is waiting on my bed when I come out of the bathroom, scaring me half to death.

“Justin,” I scream. I pull the towel around my chest tighter. “What are you doing in here?”

“You bought a dress,” he says.

“What’s your point?”

“Is it for me?”

“That was the plan. I want you to go out wearing it. Maybe we can go dancing or go to a restaurant.”

“No,” Justin says. “You can put me in a cage and paint my nails, but you can’t do this. I won’t.”

“You won’t?”

Justin shakes his head. I hold my towel in place, doing my best not to laugh. “No, I won’t.”

“Fine,” I say. “Get out of my room. I need to change.”

Justin narrows his eyes for the briefest of seconds before standing from the bed. I slam the bedroom door behind him. He doesn’t have to wear the dress, but he won’t dictate our relationship. If he doesn’t want to play by my rules, maybe he doesn’t want to play at all.

I put on sweatpants and a t-shirt with no bra. No point in dressing up when Justin won’t be getting any of the goodies tonight. Had he agreed to the dress, I might have put on a strap to fuck him. I might have let him eat my pussy.

“Sorry for reacting like that. I could have waited until you came downstairs to tell you I don’t want to wear the dress.”

“Don’t worry, Justin. You’re allowed to do whatever you wish. I only wish you wanted the same as me. One evening is all I’m asking for, and you won’t even give it to me.”

“You’re asking for too much, Carol. Why isn’t it good enough to keep what we do at the house?”

“If you don’t want to wear the dress in public, fine.”

Justin and I stare at each other for a few beats, like he’s daring me to give him the cold shoulder for refusing this request.

“You want some pasta? I got you some from the restaurant.”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

Justin heats my food. I eat as we sit on the couch, watching a cooking show. He doesn’t take off his pink thong. He doesn’t apologize or bring up the dress again.

We sleep with our backs facing each other.


2

Beatrice and Simon link their hands together, enjoying breakfast on Simon’s balcony. Beatrice is a real-estate broker and found Simon a condo a few weeks ago after a quick search. Simon isn’t picky. He has enough room for when his son stays, which is only every other weekend and most of the summer. He had to wait until the school year to house hunt.

“I love how this place faces a pond and trees, and I can’t believe how quickly you found it,” Simon says.

“You’re an easy client.”

“You’re the best broker.” Simon leans over the table between them to kiss Beatrice.

“Why do we have to work?”

“At least we can go in a little late. I love the mornings that we can have breakfast together.”

“Me too,” Beatrice says. She’s lost in her fantasy land until a woman’s screeching voice hits her eardrums. Whoever she is, she’s screaming Simon’s name. Beatrice frowns and looks at her boyfriend. He looks like he might vomit.

“Simon, show your face. I heard you laughing two seconds ago. I know you’re up there with that whore,” she says. It must be Simon’s ex-wife, Helen. Beatrice has only seen her twice in passing. She looked at Beatrice like she was the vilest creature on the planet each time.

“You better get her, Simon. Who is she calling a whore?”

“You know she’s…” Simon says and circles his finger around his ear to say Helen is crazy.

“Simon, answer me. I’ll make a bigger scene than I’m already making. You know I will.”

“Helen, please.” Simon lifts himself to show his face. “What do you want?”

“It’s all your fault, Simon! It’s all your fault.”

Beatrice hates criticizing other women, but Helen is acting insane. She and Simon don’t even speak that much, and when they do, it’s always about George. Beatrice hears their conversations. She spends enough time with Simon to know he isn’t close with his ex-wife. She started cheating on him with her new boyfriend, Walter, and threw their marriage down the toilet.

Much in the same way Beatrice’s ex-husband Vincent did to her.

“What’s my fault, Helen? It’s not even noon yet. Why are you here yelling?”

“It’s Walter. He. He. It’s all your fault, Simon.”

Beatrice pulls on Simon’s shirt. “Invite her upstairs before all your neighbors come outside and make you an enemy of the HOA.”

“Wait right there, Helen.” Simon runs out the door to fetch his ex-wife from the lawn before the trees. Beatrice steps inside to make a cup of coffee for their unexpected guest. Helen and Simon enter the room just as Beatrice places her mug of coffee on the table.

Simon guides Helen to a chair. She scowls at Beatrice, clearly upset by her presence in Simon’s life. Beatrice’s taste pervades every inch of Simon’s new place. The furniture. The art. Simon begged Beatrice to help with the redecorating, and she couldn’t be more pleased with how it turned out.

“Would you like cream or sugar, Helen?”

“Milk, if you have it.”

“No problem.” Beatrice speaks in a soft voice, flashing Helen a knowing smile. Simon isn’t paying them any attention. He doesn’t register the jealousy on his ex-wife’s face.

“What’s wrong, Helen? You can’t come here screaming like that. You’ll make my neighbors hate me.”

Helen glances at Beatrice as she fills a small dish with a spout for milk. “Can she leave? I don’t want her hearing this conversation.”

“Beatrice is my guest, Helen. If you want to speak, you can do it in front of her.”

Helen frowns. Beatrice sets the milk dish on the table, taking a seat. Helen looks like she might explode, but she’s on Simon’s turf. What can she do? He’s a different person than the man she left for Walter. He holds his shoulders higher, and he’s more confident in who he’s becoming with Beatrice by his side.

“I can’t. She needs to leave.”

Simon opens his mouth to protest, but he just wants this moment to end. He turns to Beatrice. His expression says everything he can’t put into words.

She can’t believe Simon. He doesn’t have the backbone to stand up to his ex-wife. Beatrice grunts. She pushes out her chair, anger radiating from her body. Simon gets up to stop her, but she pushes him away. Helen watches the exchange with a grin, bowing her head to hide her amusement.

She won’t get Simon’s sympathy by smiling.

“You’re unbelievable, Simon. She’s playing you.”

“I’ll call you, Beatrice. I’m sorry.” Simon leans in for a kiss, but Beatrice doesn’t allow it. She steps into the hall and leaves without saying goodbye.

Helen is frowning when Simon turns around. She bursts into tears when he sits at the table. Simon rubs her back and listens to Helen blaming him for her new boyfriend’s cheating, even though she was the other woman when they first got together.

Simon can’t believe he asked Beatrice to leave for this, but he does nothing.

Helen only gets worse the more she’s ignored.

Outside, Beatrice curses and slaps her steering wheel. She considers storming back up to Simon’s condo to yell at him, but she won’t make a fool out of herself like Helen. She takes a deep breath and pulls out of the parking lot, wondering if she’s made a mistake by loving Simon.
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Emma’s mind runs wild with ideas about how to push Myles further. She craves expanding her power over her husband, much like emperors on a quest to stretch the borders of their kingdom. How far can she push Myles before he rebels?

He’s already in a cage, but what’s a chastity cage? Emma can do better. She can fly above the rest. Be the toughest domme. Have the best trained husband. She doesn’t want to settle, so why should she?

Emma runs into her house with a bag of treats, careful to avoid Myles. She doesn’t want her husband learning about what she has planned before she can tell him. She runs to their bedroom, wondering where Myles might be. His shoes are by the door.

Emma closes their bedroom door. She goes to the walk-in closet, dropping the bag to the floor. It has a rope, a paddle, butt plugs, and a huge strap. She can’t wait to have Myles on his hands and knees.

“Hey, Emma. How was work?”

Emma stands upright and kicks the bag between a box and their laundry basket. “Work was fine,” she says.

Myles has been coming home after work more often since she put him in a cage and started spanking his ass. He works as a coder. Emma has a job in human resources.

He doesn’t stay gone too long like before, but Emma isn’t confident he’ll want to take things to the next level. He’s been resistant to the idea of Emma sticking anything in his ass, but she really wants to play with his hole.

“How was work for you?”

“It was okay,” Myles says. “What’s in the bag?”

Emma glances at her foot. It’s only inches from the bag. There’s no use hiding it now that Myles has seen it.

“Are you sure you want to know?”

Myles places his hand on over his cock. It’s been in a cage for weeks. Emma doesn’t know when she’ll let it free. She wants Myles’s dick to shirk until it’s be so worthless that he’ll have no choice but to fuck her with a big, attachable dick while he’s in his cage.

Emma picks up the bag and hands it to Myles. He takes it, sitting on the bed. His eyebrows arch when he pulls out the first butt plug. He shakes his head when he retrieves the rest. Myles knows Emma wants to play with his butt. He’s not ready.

“We’ve talked about this, Emma. I’m not sure if I want anal.”

“You’ve asked me for anal, and it didn’t seem to be a problem then.”

Myles casts his eyes to the side. “You could have said no.”

“You’re unbelievable, Myles. Why won’t you even consider it? We can start small,” Emma says and grabs the bag. She holds up the smallest plug. “Look how tiny this is. You can take it.”

Myles takes the plug from Emma’s hand and puts it back in the bag. “It’s not about that, Emma. I like what we have going now. You can control my dick and orgasms. You can spank me. Isn’t that enough?”

Emma snatches the bag from Myles. She knew he wouldn’t understand. She knew he would be difficult. Emma wants to push their boundaries in the bedroom, and Myles is her husband. He’s the man who should indulge her desires.

“I only want you to try, Myles. It won’t be the end of the world.”

“I don’t want to argue about this, Emma. You’ve got me in a cage until you want to use my dick. We’re doing more than enough.”

“Whatever,” Emma says. She puts all the toys away and tosses the bag back into their closet, in the same spot next to her laundry basket.

Myles comes up behind Emma and pushes her against the wall, pressing his caged dick against her backside. “Wasn’t it hot when I fucked you in the shower like this?” Myles asks.

Emma closes her eyes to relive when Myles was fucking her. It wasn’t long ago, and she almost wants to let him out of his cage to do it again, but he’s been bad. Refusing what she wants. Terrible.

Emma pushes Myles off her body. “It was hot, but I’m not in the mood. Let’s eat dinner. There are leftovers in the fridge.”

“Okay,” Myles says. He follows Emma out of the closet, glancing over his shoulder at the bag of toys. It’s causing a rift in his relationship with Emma. Myles doesn’t see this issue resolving itself, no matter how much he wishes it would.
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Justin

The pink dress infiltrates my mind. I see it everywhere I go. The stacks of boxes throughout the store morph into the dress. I see it when I pass a pink shirt. It’s there when I open the cabinet in our break room.

I’m sitting at my desk, wondering how I’ll avoid the pink dress. It’s suffocating me. It’s tempting me. Wearing the dress is my way back into Carol’s heart. She still loves me, but the dress hangs between us like a curtain. Her messages aren’t as loving. Her touch isn’t as passionate.

I worry she’ll take off my chastity cage and never put it back on. I need her holding my key. Carol is my woman. She’s one of the most important parts of my life. Imagining a future without her is impossible. It’s heartbreaking. Tragic.

My phone buzzes, and I jump to check who has sent me a message.

Carol: What if we take the girls apple picking?

My thumbs race across the screen.

Me: I’ll tell Judy. Is this weekend all right?

Carol reads my message. A ‘typing’ indicator flashes.

Carol: This weekend is perfect. Should I come over when you normally have the girls?

Me: Yes, they’ve been dying to see you. Katie, especially.

Carol: I’ll be there.

Me: Won’t I see you before that?

The weekend is days away. Carol and I might go a couple days without seeing each other normally, but she’s been acting off ever since the night I refused her pink dress. Not that the dress is ugly. It’s quite attractive, but there’s no way I can wear it in public.

Carol doesn’t respond after reading my message. Minutes pass with me staring at the screen, but nothing changes. Carol has moved on with her day, ignoring me.

I spin in my office chair, angry. Confused. I want to scream, but people would hear. My office is above the grocery store, people wondering through the aisles. I focus on them with my bird’s-eye view. I’ve seen people steal from this viewpoint on several occasions, and today is no different. Sometimes I confront them. Other times I do nothing.

Today is a confrontation kind of day. I’ve just witnessed a kid slip a bag of candy into his pocket while his father wasn’t looking. I march downstairs and out to the store, hunting the pair down like a crazed man. A heartbroken man. A confused man.

“Stop right there. Don’t move,” I say in the deepest voice I can muster.

The dad glances at me with a confused, irritated expression. The kid looks like he might cry and confess. “What’s your problem, man?”

I point at the son, knowing I’ve overreacted. I’m taking my frustration out on this poor kid who will probably never forget this moment. The angry old man yelling at him for stealing candy.

I take a deep breath, calming myself before I make a scene and end up as a meme. “Your son stole candy. I saw him from my office upstairs. I’m the owner of this grocery store,” I say and point to my office window, looking over the building.

The father turns to his son. “Is this true?”

The kid cries, apologizing and pulling the candy out of his pocket. “I only took it because you said I couldn’t have it. I told you I had the money, but you said no.”

The father snatches the candy from his son, looking like he might hit the kid. I quiver, hoping I haven’t put the son in danger. The father pushes the candy into my chest, stepping closer. “I’m sorry my son stole from your store.”

“It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not okay. What do you say to this man, son?”

“I’m sorry for stealing from your store, sir.”

“If he has the money—”

“No,” the man says. He points his finger in my face. “He won’t have any candy, especially after this.” The father takes his son by the ear and pulls him toward the register. The boy looks over his shoulder at me with pleading eyes, but what can I do? It breaks my heart.

I retreat to my office and eat the bag of candy, feeling worse than when I descended the steps.
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The ladies stay warm sitting next to heaters on the patio of a restaurant they love.

“This spiked cider is so delicious,” Beatrice says.

“It’s too early in the year for cider, if you ask me.”

“Nobody is asking you, Carol.”

“I feel like winter came out of nowhere. Wasn’t it just in the seventies?” Emma asks.

“You know how unpredictable Missouri weather is,” Carol says. A beat of silence descends over the table. Carol leans forward. “Can I ask you guys for advice?”

“Anything,” Emma says. Beatrice sips her spiked cider.

“Justin really upset me when he didn’t follow my lead with the lingerie. I know I’ve exhausted you two talking about it, but there’s more.”

Beatrice and Emma nod along as Carol speaks.

“I bought him this gorgeous dress. Pink and poofy to hide his boxy figure. I want him to wear it in public as a final payback for buying so much lingerie without my permission. He refuses to wear it. I don’t know what to do.”

Beatrice can’t imagine making Simon wear a dress in public. Emma doesn’t agree with Carol’s assessment of her situation. They’re her friends and don’t want to hurt her, so neither says much of anything.

“Come on, you two. Why are you acting strange?”

“What’s so wrong about him not wanting to wear a dress in public, Carol? Why do you have to force it?” Beatrice asks.

“He’s your boyfriend. Don’t you want him happy?” Emma asks.

“He is happy. We’re great together, but he owes me one time in public. I’m not asking for the world.”

“I would be upset with Simon if he pushed me to do something I didn’t want. He and I have had our moments. It’s hard to share power, but we each have our limits and respect them.” Beatrice grabs her drink to take a sip.

Emma bites her lip, wondering if she’s pushing Myles too far. He is on the fence about trying anal, even though she really wants it. Maybe Carol has a point. “Actually, can I change my opinion?”

“Please,” Carol says. “I hate being the odd one out.”

“I bought all these toys, but Myles doesn’t want to use any of them.”

“What are you trying to do?” Beatrice asks.

Emma considers telling her friends the extent of her fantasies, but she withholds. “He doesn’t want me to put anything in his ass, and I’m desperate to try.”

Carol frowns, realizing how she sounds through Emma. Is it so wrong to indulge their men? Is it so wrong that they want to set limits?

“Justin was on board from the beginning. Maybe you could start small,” Carol says.

“I bought one of those training kits, but he’s not about it.”

“Simon likes when I stick stuff up his ass, but anal isn’t my favorite item on the menu.”

“What do you like?”

“I love spanking him, and I love when Simon fucks me from behind. He’s so passionate.”

Emma and Carol make oohing sounds. “You really are a switch, aren’t you?” Carol asks.

“Yes,” Beatrice says. “I’ve found my calling. Simon and I end up trading off while we’re making love, but didn’t I tell you his crazy ex-wife is back in the picture?”

“No,” Emma says. “What happened?”

Beatrice has been avoiding the subject because she doesn’t want to believe the power Helen has over Simon, but her confidence diminishes as she tells her girlfriend the story of how Helen showed up while they were having coffee on Simon’s porch.

“She just showed up?” Emma asks.

“You should have seen her acting all hurt and innocent. She’s the one who cheated and broke Simon’s heart. How is she going to come back into his life to accuse him of ruining her relationship with the man she left Steven for?”

Carol sips her drink and takes a bite of some fries they ordered. “Have you seen him since?”

Beatrice sighs. “No, I haven’t.”

The group falls silent. Emma picks up her menu. She is having an intense craving for red meat, which she rarely eats. She calls over their server to order a steak flatbread on the appetizer menu.

“You two can have a bite. I must not have eaten enough breakfast.”

“There are fries,” Beatrice says.

Emma shakes her head. “No, I want meat. Anyway, what are you going to do about Simon’s ex-wife?”

“Who knows? What are you going to do about Myles not wanting you in his backdoor?”

Emma shrugs. “He’ll come around. Don’t you think Justin will come around to the dress?”

Carol wants to believe Justin will one day wear the dress in public, at least to give her the satisfaction, but there’s a nagging feeling in the pit of her stomach he never will.

“Maybe,” Carol says. She uses the brightest voice she can, despite her doubts. “What if we get the guys together? We could all go on a hayride. Maybe bring the kids along.”

Emma smiles. “I would love to meet Simon and Justin and their kids. Kill all the birds with one stone.”

The ladies laugh. “I’ll run the idea by Simon, but I like it.”

“Perfect. I’m going apple picking with Justin and his daughters this weekend. I’ll let you know what they say.”

Beatrice nods, and the server arrives with their flatbread. They dig in, ignoring their issues and pestering doubts. There are drinks and food to enjoy. They can worry later.
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Carol

“You like that?” I ask, pushing deep into Justin. He loves when I use my big dick, and I love how his hole stretches over my cock.

It’s early in the morning. Golden light pours through the windows of Justin’s bedroom.

“I fucking love it,” Justin says. His voice sounds like shattered glass; fragments all over the floor. “Fuck me hard, baby.”

I grab Justin’s hips and thrust my hips. My breasts sway with the movements, and all I can think about is cumming all over Justin’s lips. There’s nothing I love more than having his mouth on my pussy. Fucking him is a close second.

Justin’s caged dick swings between his legs. I reach around to touch it, running my finger over the outline of his cage. I move my hand to his balls and wrap a hand around them, tugging.

“Right there. Fuck, you’re hitting my spot.” Justin moans as I push in and out of his hole. He sounds like he might cum any second, which he can do without leaving his cage. He loves cumming in his cage, and I love taking him there with my cock.

I listen to Justin’s moans, repeating my movements to hit his spot.

Justin cries through his closed mouth. He whispers sweet nothings as I play with his package and fuck his hole.

It’s not long until Justin screams out, nearly pushing me out of his hole, but I don’t let him. I push deeper as he covers my hand with his milky goo. His dick quickly growing soft, like it was never trying to harden.

I wipe my hand against Justin’s back as he collapses to the bed. I take off my strap, letting it fall to the floor.

“Don’t forget about me.”

“Never,” Justin says. He gets off the bed and to his knees on the floor. I put my foot on the bed and pull Justin’s mouth close to my pussy. He licks me as I hold his face against my womanhood, doing me how I like. Giving me head how I taught him, taking me to the edge of my orgasm in minutes, if not seconds.

I throw my head back. My hair hangs heavy as a moan leaves my lips. Justin doesn’t move his face as I cum all over him, laughing when my body comes down from its high.

I put out my hand. Justin gives me his. I pull him off the bed and unlock his dick. He grows hard the second I remove the cage. I stroke his sticky dick a couple times, pulling him by his manhood to the bathroom.

We take a shower, talking about what we’ll do for the rest of the day as we wash.

Apple picking. Pumpkin carving.

Judy is dropping off the girls in a few hours, so we have plenty of time for breakfast and to clean up our mess from the morning.

“What lingerie will you wear today?” I ask Justin. We’re back in his bedroom, towels wrapped around our bodies.

“You think I should wear some? I was considering boxers.”

“Why would you wear boxers when you want to wear a thong?”

“You’re right,” Justin says. He opens his drawer and grabs a light-blue thong. He puts it on over his package, glancing at me as he does. “Are you going to put my cage back on?”

“Maybe,” I say. “I thought about giving you a few days without it.”

“Are you angry, Carol? About the dress?”

I laugh, blowing off his concern. I was angry, but the feeling has dampened since I heard Emma bitching about how Myles won’t take anything up his ass. At least I don’t have that problem. I would rather have Justin take my dick than wear a dress in public.

“Drop your panties, and I’ll put on the cage now.”

Justin hops away from me. “No, it’s okay. Later.”

I smile and run my fingers through my wet hair. “Do you need anything from the bathroom? I’m going to blow dry my hair.”

“No. It’s all yours.”

I dry my hair in the bathroom, giving it sheen. I hate how dull it looks when it’s wet. Justin puts on a sweater and jeans and a tight belt for good measure, giving me a kiss on the cheek before heading to the kitchen to make us coffee. I smile at myself in the mirror, feeling like I have a loving and caring boyfriend.

Why should I care if he doesn’t want to wear a dress in public? Why should my desires outweigh his?

I lift myself with positive thoughts, but some ill feelings linger. Justin disobeyed my command. He bought tons of lingerie without my permission.

I run my fingers through my dry hair, fluffing it and letting it fall on my shoulder. I stare at myself, unable to shake the mixed feelings.

“Coffee’s ready,” Justin hollers.

“Be there in a second.” I open my makeup bag now that my moisturizer has dried to apply a quick layer of foundation. I zip the bag closed and put on an outfit like Justin’s, a sweater and jeans. My boots by the door will look super cute with the ensemble.

Justin is sitting at his dining-room table with his coffee and a tablet, probably watching the news. Headphones are in his ears. He looks devilishly handsome. I almost forget how he refused to wear the dress I bought. He pulls out his earbuds and hops up from his chair. “Coffee?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“You look gorgeous, Carol. Do I tell you that enough?”

“I wouldn’t mind hearing it more.”

He grins. I flip my hair as our eyes remained locked. Justin only breaks eye contact to fill a mug with coffee. I sit at the dining-room table with him. We sip our drinks.

“I don’t like how you’ve been freezing me out lately,” Justin says. “Do you know how crazy it makes me when you stop replying?”

“Then my actions had the desired effect.”

“Carol, please. I don’t want to fight. Maybe I’ll wear the dress one day. Maybe not. It needs to be my decision.”

“It’s not about the dress, Justin. You went behind my back. You promised to give me control, but what did you do?”

Justin drops his head. “I bought tons of lingerie before you were ready.”

“That’s right. You did something I didn’t want, so why shouldn’t I be angry now that you won’t do something I want?”

Justin shrugs. I consider beating him over the head with more negative comments, but we’ve had the same fight enough times. He won’t wear the dress. I’ll continue acting colder than usual until him until I forget about the dress, or he wears the dress, whichever comes sooner.

“We shouldn’t fight about this, Justin. Not before your daughters arrive.”

“Did you hide the cage?”

“Yeah, it’s in a safe place in your bathroom.” The girls don’t use Justin’s bathroom since they have one.

Justin nods. What more can we say? We’re standing on two sides of a fence. I will move on eventually, but bitch Carol has yet to leave the building. Her bags aren’t packed. I don’t know when I’ll get over the dress, but it won’t be today.

We watch news on Justin’s tablet, chatting about current events. We don’t agree on every issue, which leads to a few intense debates. Our discussions are never upsetting, but they are heated. A knock on the door settles us. Gloria screams from the other side.

Justin exits the videos. We both take a deep breath. We’re always nervous when the girls are around. I follow behind Justin. He opens the door.

Gloria charges at him. “Daddy, daddy! I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” Justin says. He kisses Gloria on the top of her head.

Katie runs toward me, greeting me before releasing a stream of gossip, filling me in on what she and her friends have been up to at school. I listen with a smile until Judy’s intense eyes shake my attention.

“Carol, do you mind if we talk?”

I look over my shoulder at Justin. Judy and I used to be friends when she was married to Justin. In fact, I didn’t like Justin much at all until he was separated and needed a friend because Judy was cheating on him with another man. Our relationship didn’t begin until after Judy’s transgressions.

I never say it, but I’m so happy she messed up with Justin because he’s the best boyfriend in the world. Seeing Judy reminds me of what I could lose by pushing Justin away over a stupid dress.

“Judy, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Then girls have stopped talking to watch us adults. Not that we always act our age. There has been plenty of tension between Judy and me. She doesn’t look like she wants to say anything nice.

“I wasn’t speaking to you, Justin. Carol, do you mind? Woman to woman.”

I touch Katie’s shoulder and tell her how I want to hear all about her gossip when I get back. I gesture toward the hall. Judy follows me outside, closing the door behind her.

“Don’t speak too loudly. The door is thinner than you think,” I warn Judy. We wouldn’t want her girls hearing how much of a bitch their mother really is.

“You’re a piece of work, Carol.” Judy wrings her wrists and shakes her head. “Not only are you a home wrecker, but your influence over my daughter is poisonous.”

“This is about my relationship with Katie?”

“She told me you two were talking about boys. That’s so inappropriate, Carol. You have no business discussing those things with her.”

“You need to watch your tone, Judy.”

“No,” Judy screams. She sprays spit. I pat my face dry with my sweater’s sleeve. “You are not allowed to speak to her about her friends, her relationships, nothing. Do you understand?”

“You know she can hear you, right?” I grab Judy by her lower arm and pull her away from the door. They’re all probably standing by the window watching us, and I’m not having this conversation in front of Justin and his daughters. Judy should have more respect.

I don’t say a word until we’re in the parking lot by her car. I still recognize it, and just by glancing inside, it’s clearly not as tidy as it once was. “If you ever want to know what Katie is telling me, all you have to do is call. There are no secrets when it comes to your daughter, but she needs relationships with more women than her mother. Katie and I have always had a relationship, or do you not remember those times I watched her while you and Justin went out? Do you not remember those times you and I went out with just your daughters?”

Judy deflates, placing a hand on her car. “It’s not the same. You two are closer now, and I can’t stand it. She talks about you all the time. She always asks when she’ll get to see you. It’s like she doesn’t even care how you’re the other woman.”

I clench my fists. “You’re forgetting history, Judy. You’re the one who cheated on Justin. I didn’t wreck your house. You did.”

Judy swings her arm before I have time to stop her. Her nails tear through my skin. My hand flies to my cheek. “You fucking bitch.”

“You’re the bitch, Carol! Why are my kids more excited to see you than me?”

I take a step back from Judy. Whatever chance we had of becoming friends again is dead in the water. Justin and I have done nothing but act politely toward Judy while she sorts through her issues, but this is a step too far.

“You’ll always be their mother, Judy. I hope Justin and I last, but even so, the fact remains. Get over yourself and get your fucking act together.” I hold my cheek and leave Judy in the parking lot, too angry to spend another second with her. I won’t hit. Not like her.

I glance over my shoulder when I get to the stairs that lead to Justin’s condo. Judy watches me with an expressionless face. I put up my middle finger at her before heading up the stairs, holding my face.

Justin rushes outside. It’s dramatic, but I can’t help myself. I fall into his open arms and cry.

“What did she do?”

I lift my face off his chest and move my hand, revealing the scratch marks. “What?” Justin hollers. “I’ll go talk to her.”

“No,” I say and grip his chest. “Let’s go inside. It’ll only give her satisfaction if you go down there. She’s causing drama we don’t need.”

Justin inches toward the stairs, but he relents. He relaxes into my body, and I hug him. I hope Judy is watching us. I hope she sees how Justin is with me. Calm. Patient. Happy.

“The girls are waiting,” I say, and take Justin’s hand. They are watching TV when I walk into the condo, but Katie sees my face. Her lips turn down. I’ll talk to her about it if she asks, but I need to wash my face. Justin has the girls in their jackets when I step back into the living room.

“What do you ladies say we get some cupcakes before apple picking?”

The girls light up. We head out the door and have an incredible day. Katie never asks about the scratch marks on my face, and I act like they aren’t there. We discuss her friends and school life. I ignore Judy’s comments and talk to Katie like I always have. Gloria is a bit too young to notice the nuances of adult relationships, much to my relief.

We pick apples after cupcakes, accumulating many more than we’ll ever be able to eat, but I can turn them into apple pies. We have dinner at a Middle Eastern restaurant before heading back to Justin’s for pumpkin carving. I didn’t think I would end up sleeping over, but I do.

There’s no better place to be than in Justin’s arms.
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Emma hasn’t been feeling like her usual self. Cravings she can’t explain strike her. A sixth sense has been ringing through her body. Emma doesn’t want to believe it, but she can’t think of any other explanation.

Emma has an emergency pregnancy test under her bathroom sink. She always keeps one, even though the doctors told her and Myles there was almost no chance they could have a child. Myles’s sperm is this, and her uterus is that. Emma blocks out the memories of those visits to fertility doctors as best she can.

The hope has always lingered, but it’s diminished with time.

Myles isn’t home. Emma left her office early when she picked out an egg sandwich with a side of chili for lunch. It’s the single strangest meal she’s ever ordered, and she’s a little late.

Emma pees to take the test, placing it atop tissue paper on the counter. She can’t watch, so she washes her hands before heading to another room. Any other room. She loses herself cleaning the stove, wondering what her child might be like. Wondering if she will finally have the chance. Five minutes pass before she catches the time on the microwave, rushing back to the bathroom.

Emma picks up the test, tears budding in her eyes when she sees the symbols that show she’s pregnant.

It’s too good to be true. She grabs her keys and rushes out the door, flying to a convenience store down the street. She pays for three more pregnancy tests and takes them all, crying harder as each of them shows that she’s pregnant.

Emma covers her mouth, cursing at herself for all the alcohol she’s drunk. Pregnancy stopped crossing her mind as a possibility years ago. She and Myles don’t use protection, and he has cum in her more times than she can count. It has never resulted in pregnancy. Not until now.

Maybe locking him up strengthened his cum. His loads have certainly been thicker and creamier. Maybe she finally had a viable egg. No matter what string of events caused this moment, Emma isn’t sure if she’s ever felt happier.

Emma picks up her phone with shaking hands, calling Myles.

“Hey, Emma. What’s up? It’s a busy day here at the office,” Myles says. Emma registers the beeping and commotion in the background of the phone call.

“I left work because I was feeling off, and it’s because I’m pregnant.”

Myles gasps. “You are? But how?”

“Who knows? Can you come home?”

“I’ll be right there,” Myles says.

Emma hangs up the phone, placing it against her chest. Her back is against the bathtub. She can’t pick herself up from the bathroom floor. She’s pregnant. After all the dreaming and heartbreak, she’s finally pregnant. There’s a chance she can still lose the baby. She won’t tell her friends until she’s further along, but there’s no reason she and Myles can’t celebrate.

Myles arrives home an hour later. He races through the door and wraps his arms around Emma, pulling her up from the bathroom floor. He showers her with kisses and carries her to their bedroom, gently placing her on the bed.

They lie next to each other, suspended in time. Myles doesn’t care about work. He’s home with his wife. He rubs her belly, wondering what their baby might look like.

“How far along do you think you are?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a month? I’ve been feeling a little nauseous, but I wrote it off as no big deal. The cravings are what really threw me off. Do you know what I picked out for lunch?”

“Tacos?”

“An egg sandwich and chili. Who in the world eats that?”

Myles runs his fingers through Emma’s hair, staring at her. “You can eat whatever you want. You name it, and I’ll cook it.”

“Don’t tempt me. I might take advantage of this pregnancy.”

“Please do,” Myles says.

Emma runs her fingers along Myles’s body, wanting to undress her husband. He’s looking more handsome than ever. He’s still in his cock cage, which Emma loves, but she wants more. She wants to tie his legs together and fuck him from behind.

She finds herself watching porn whenever she’s alone or bored, wishing she were one of the women in the videos. Wishing she had a man like Justin who likes penetration.

Emma will never leave Myles, but she has desires. Ones he hasn’t been willing to fulfill.

“What do this mean for us?”

“I’ll keep you in your cage as long as I please,” she says.

Myles grins. “You’re the best. I’ve been thinking about what you want. I still need more time, but maybe there’s a chance you could play with my hole.”

Emma pats Myles’s head. “Don’t worry. We’re pregnant. Let’s hit the town and celebrate.”

“All right,” Myles says. He hops out of bed. Emma follows his lead. Both are floating in the clouds, excited about the possibility of having a child.
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Beatrice spanks Simon’s ass, loving how he lurches forward but comes back for more. Always. His hard dick swings between his thighs. Beatrice reaches for it. She wraps her hand around his thickness, bringing the flogger back down on his ass.

Simon moans as the sting of pain runs through his body. “Spank me. I’ve been bad.”

Beatrice nearly forgot how much time Simon has been spending with his ex-wife. Helen’s needy and dramatic. She slithered right back into Simon’s life when problems emerged in her relationship with the man who ruined her marriage to Simon. She cheated on him, ran around all over town. Took vacations.

“That’s right, you’ve been bad. Spending all that time with Helen,” Beatrice says. She spanks Simon’s ass again. “Why did you do that?”

“I don’t know,” he says. “I was stupid. Forgive me.”

Beatrice spanks him harder, repeating her actions. Letting her anger boil to the surface. “Why should I forgive you?”

“Fuck,” Simon says. He falls to the floor. “Stop for a second. That hurts.”

Beatrice catches herself, taking a deep breath. She rubs the spot she reddened on Simon’s ass, caressing him. “Does that feel better?”

“Yeah, a little.”

Beatrice drops her flogger. She stands and pulls Simon with her, guiding him to the bed. They lie next to each other, a tension settling in the room.

“Did I strike a nerve?”

Beatrice shrugs. “I don’t like how Helen came back into the picture. She’s not good news, Simon.”

“She’s the mother of my son. What do you want me to do?”

“How would you feel if I gave Vincent a ton of attention?”

Simon frowns. He doesn’t like Beatrice’s ex-husband. The man is scum. He spends all of Beatrice’s money and doesn’t appreciate how much she provides for his lifestyle. Simon sees where Beatrice is coming from, but his situation is different.

“Helen’s not as strong as you, B. She needs me.”

Beatrice scoffs and scoots away from Simon. “I need you not to baby her. She left you, Simon. She cheated on you. How can you sit there and help her?”

“I need her to stay sane, for my son’s sake. Beatrice, I need you. You don’t know how much I fear losing you, but you can’t ask me to stop talking to Helen. She’s always been like this.”

“How do you expect me to have sex with you when you say things like that?” Beatrice asks. She pulls the sheet over her body. She moves off the bed, standing at its edge. Simon remains where he was. Naked. Soft. Handsome, yet uglier than Beatrice has ever seen him. “I can’t stay here.”

“Don’t leave, Beatrice. Wait,” Simon says. He runs after Beatrice, but she already has her clothes and is heading to the bathroom. She steps inside the bathroom and slams the door shut behind her. Beatrice rushes to pull the clothes onto her body, frustrated. Furious.

“Open the door. Talk to me.”

Beatrice throws her shoe at the closed bathroom door. “Don’t be there when I open this door in two minutes. I don’t want to see your face, Simon.”

“You aren’t seeing it from my side. Helen is a child. You’re a goddess. She isn’t the woman I want, but I have to deal with her craziness to avoid her taking it out on our son. I do everything to keep her in a positive light in his eyes.”

Beatrice softens at Simon’s words, but she doesn’t want to hear it. Tears are running down her cheeks. She can’t even look at herself in the mirror. It’s too pathetic. Too heartbreaking. Beatrice swore to herself she’d never love another man after what Vincent did, but then Simon stumbled into her life.

An accident. Fresh air. Beatrice used to see Simon as though he were a chest of gold at the peak of a mountain, but views change.

“Say something, Beatrice.”

She doesn’t want to push him away more than she has, but she can’t get over this situation he has with his ex-wife. It isn’t fair. Why does Beatrice have to stay strong? Why do people expect her to carry the weight of the world on her shoulders? From her junior agents at the brokerage to her daughter to Simon. They all expect greatness from Beatrice, but Beatrice needs a break.

“Carol wants to get everyone together in a couple of weeks for a hayride. Would you mind bringing George?”

“I can bring George, but what are you saying?”

Beatrice sucks in a sharp breath. She has fallen for Simon, but no relationship is perfect. No man can complete her. “I need a break, Simon. I need time to myself.”

“Are you breaking up with me?”

“No,” Beatrice says. “If you can give Helen what she needs, are you willing to allow me this?”

“Yes,” Simon says. His fist taps the door. Beatrice stares at the closed door, tempted to open it. Tempted to throw her arms around Simon and forget everything she’s just said, but time apart will clear her head. Helen isn’t a threat to Beatrice. She knows Simon won’t cheat, and maybe he needs to baby her for their son’s sake.

“Go back to your room. I’m leaving.”

“Are you sure?”

Beatrice takes a breath before she answers. “Yes.”

Simon says nothing else. His footsteps retreat from the door. Beatrice picks up the rest of her stuff, grabs what she has in the living room, and heads outside. Maybe she’ll call Simon before the hayride. Maybe she won’t. She only hopes that absence does indeed make the heart grow fonder.
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Carol

How can I stay angry at Judy? She’s hurting. Vincent has probably slept with a dozen different women since his separation from Beatrice. Judy thought she was so special when she was running around behind Justin’s back with Vincent, visiting him while their spouses were out earning all the money.

Vincent and Judy are still living on alimony payments from Beatrice and Justin. Their affair might have continued after the divorces, but it’s obviously fizzled out. Judy looks crazier every time I see her, so I bought flowers to give her when she drops off the girls in a few hours.

We’re meeting everyone in the evening for a haunted hayride.

Justin stirs. It’s early in the morning. I’ve been lying in bed for the past hour, thinking about life. My patients at the hospital. Justin’s work. Our sex life. Politics. Current events. My mind hops from one topic to the next, but I haven’t been able to shake Judy from my mind.

We were once friends, until she hurt Justin. Until I had to help him through the dark days that he faced healing from Judy’s affair.

“Morning, beautiful.” Justin rolls toward me and kisses my cheek.

I kiss him on the lips. I stare into his dark eyes, seeing my reflection. My hair is a mess, but Justin doesn’t mind. His hands are on my side. His dick is hard. It presses against my leg. I haven’t had him in his cage for weeks, but today is a grand day for surprises.

I wrap my hand around Justin’s cock. He moans and nuzzles his face into my neck. I moan as his tongue slides across my skin. He grows harder in my hand.

I push Justin to his back and climb on top. He moans as I straddle his legs and push my pussy up against his dick. We’re both wearing panties. I’m soaking through mine. Justin fell out the side of his long ago. They make his dick look even bigger than it is.

“Don’t move,” I say.

Justin breathes heavier as I snake my body down his. He doesn’t dare move. He doesn’t push his hands into my hair. If I suck his dick, Justin knows better than to disturb my flow.

I part my lips when they’re centimeters from Justin’s cock. He moans as I take him into my mouth. Inch after inch disappears past my lips. Justin lifts his ass, pushing his cock into the back of my throat. His toes curls as I swallow him deeper. I take him until his dick makes me cough.

“Fuck,” Justin says. His body thrashes. His toes curl and pop. I’m overwhelmed with the desire to milk his dick, but I need him hard for my pussy. Justin and I have been tested, and I’m on birth control, so I don’t think twice when I move to sink onto his dick.

Justin’s eyes roll around as my pussy envelops his cock. I’m dripping wet and only getting wetter as I move my hips. I’m in control. Using Justin’s cock for my pleasure.

“You like that pussy, baby?”

“I love it,” he says.

I sit upright, bouncing on his dick like it’s my mission. Using every inch that he has to offer and loving it. I reach behind my body and wrap my hand around Justin’s balls. My fingers rest against the fabric of his thong as I tug gently on his package, wet from my leaking juices. It’s a sloppy mess where our bodies meet.

“Touch my clit,” I command.

Justin knows how I like him to rub and slap my button, and he gets to work. I close my eyes to enjoy his touch, playing with his balls to steady myself. To control the budding pressure within my body.

I don’t hold back when Justin’s touch is too much to handle. I throw my head back and scream. Justin knows better than to tell me to shut up. He knows I don’t care if his neighbors hear him pleasuring me. I want them to give me a crazy look in the hall. I want them to wish they were me.

“Cum with me,” I manage as my body writhes with ecstasy.

Justin lets out a breath, as though he’s letting go, and I feel his dick throb within me. I move my hips to milk him, letting him cum deep in my pussy.

Justin loves to taste himself against me, so he climbs down my body when I dismount. He presses his lips against my womanhood, licking up whatever bits of seed might have leaked out.

***

Carol

Justin and I dry off after a shower. We spent an hour in bed, cuddling and watching TV. Talking about my friends who we’ll meet tonight. Justin is nervous about meeting the boyfriends, but our conversations will stay PG since the kids will be there.

That doesn’t stop me from fetching Justin’s cage from the place I left it while we’re in our towels.

“It’s time,” I say.

Justin swallows, glancing at the cage with wide eyes. “Now?”

“Yes, Justin. Now.”

“Fine,” he says.

I sit on the bed. Justin steps closer. I reach forward and pull his towel loose, watching with glee as it falls to the floor. I slip the cage onto his dick before he gets too hard. He’s growing quickly.

“You better lock it now,” Justin teases. “He wants to be free.”

“Not today,” I tease and lock Justin’s cage. “How does it feel?”

“Incredible. I love when you lock up my cock. I love you,” he says and leans over to kiss me.

“I love you too. We need coffee before the girls arrive.”

“I’ll make some,” Justin says. He opens his pantie drawer and pulls out a thong. It’s simple. Purple with a clean waistline. He pulls it over his cage. I smile. He puts on jeans and a sweater, looking like any other guy, but I know his secret.

His dick is mine.

Justin goes to the kitchen to make coffee. I put on underwear, adjusting my bra in the mirror. I put on thick tights and a warm dress. It’s chilly outside, and we’re not meeting everyone until the evening.

The main area smells like coffee when I leave the bedroom. Justin has everything we need on the dining-room table. We drink our coffees and watch news on his tablet. It’s a calm morning, and we’re more than ready when the girls finally knock on the door.

“You don’t have to give Judy those flowers,” Justin says to me in a low voice.

I shake my head. Judy’s hurting, and as much as I hate her for scratching my face, there’s a chance it was her cry for help. She didn’t have many friends before the affair. Linda and I were some of her only friends, and I’m with Justin now.

I grab the flowers. They’re dahlias. I clutch them and lead the way to the door. Justin follows. I curl the flowers behind my back as I reach for the knob to open the door.

The girls smile when they see me and run inside. Judy isn’t there.

“Hi, Carol.” Gloria runs past me to her father.

“Hi, Carol. How are you?” Katie stands next to me, an expectant smile on her face. I love our time together, but I need to speak to Judy.

“I’m well, honey. Where’s your mother?”

“She didn’t want to come upstairs, so she waited in her car.”

“I’ll be right back,” I say and push past Katie. Judy is nearly out of the parking lot when I get to the top of the stairs. “Judy, wait!”

Judy looks through her window at me like she won’t stop. I expect her to continue out of the parking lot, but she doesn’t. Judy turns around and pulls into a parking spot. I walk down the stairs. My heart races. Judy scratched my face the last time we were standing at bottom of the stairs.

Judy doesn’t get out of her car, but I don’t walk past her trunk. I don’t want her doing anything stupid.

“Come out, Judy. I only want to talk.”

Judy opens her door, stepping out of the car. She doesn’t meet my eyes when she closes her door to walk toward the trunk. I won’t hurt her. I won’t hit her like she hit me.

“Don’t hide your face, Judy. We used to be friends. What happened to us?”

“You started sleeping with my husband.”

“Your ex-husband. You two were separated, and the divorce is finalized, and we both know I never would have slept with him if it weren’t for your actions with Vincent. Are we really going to fight about this again, or can we talk like adults?”

Judy sighs, meeting my eyes for the first time. The car acts as a barrier between us.

“Do you know what it’s like to feel lonely and worthless? Do you know what it’s like to lose everything you once had?”

I don’t know how to respond without sending Judy over the edge, so I extend the flowers. “These are for you.”

“You bought me flowers?”

“Yes, Judy. We need to move past whatever hard feelings we have. I’m willing if you are. What do you say?”

Judy gazes at the flowers. I push them closer to her, and she takes them after a few excruciating beats.

“Truce?”

“Yeah, I guess. It’ll always hurt seeing you with him,” Judy says.

“I never meant for it to happen. Who am I to control fate?”

Judy frowns, brushing the back of her hand against the petals. “So, you think fate brought you and Justin together?” Judy doesn’t move her gaze from the flowers.

“It’s possible. I wouldn’t rule it out. Would you?” I ask.

“Was it fate who ruined my life? Do you know what I would give to turn back time, Carol?”

“We all make mistakes. I’ve made plenty of my own, but we can’t let those mistakes stop us. We have to charge ahead.”

“Easy for you to say, since you have the man.”

“Men aren’t everything, Judy. You have two beautiful daughters who love you. You also have a friend,” I say. “Me.”

“If only that were true. I enjoyed our friendship, Carol, but we both know that ship has sailed.”

I pull on my fingers, taking a breath. There’s no arguing with Judy. She can believe what she wants. I’m here if she needs me, but I won’t apologize for falling in love with Justin.

“You know my number, Judy. Don’t be afraid to use it. We’re better off if we aren’t enemies.”

“I’m sorry for scratching your face.”

“Don’t worry. It’s forgotten. See you around.”

Judy gestures at me with the flowers as I take a step away from her car. The girls are probably hungry. We always take them to lunch if we get them this early.

“Bye, Carol.”

I turn and walk up the stairs, lighter. Judy and I might never have the relationship we once had, but we’ve reached a ceasefire, and there’s no better feeling.

Katie and I catch up the moment I walk through the door and all throughout lunch. A message pops up on my phone as Justin pays the bill. It’s a picture of the dahlias. They’re sitting proudly in Judy’s living-room.

Judy: Flowers are gorgeous. Thanks for everything.
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Carol and Justin are the first ones to arrive at the site of the haunted hayride, but the others show up shortly after. It’s the first time all the guys are meeting. Everyone is shaking with nerves, but they do their best not to show it.

Greetings last a few minutes. Couples stick together, as do the three kids.

Carol reaches over to pat Gloria’s shoulder when they near the hayride’s entrance. “Are you sure this is okay? It’s your last chance to turn around.”

Gloria shakes her head. “No, I don’t want to turn around. I want to go on the hayride. It’s not scary. I’m a big girl.”

Carol chuckles. “Okay, if you say so.”

Gloria smiles, and the group continues forward. The group discusses sports, events around the city, and facts about their jobs. They do not mention that Justin and Myles are locked up in chastity cages.

The men glance at each other, like they know their secrets but would never confess to them.

Gloria, Katie, and George claim a corner of the wagon. Gloria quivers against her sister. Katie tries not to act annoyed. She tries not to act scared, even though George screams every time something pops out from behind the hay.

The adults laugh. A few have screamed, but the novelty wears thin after the first few surprises. Everyone is drinking spiked cider except Emma. She has hot chocolate, careful to keep her secret under wraps.

It’s a pleasant evening, albeit a cold one. The temperature seems to drop by the minute. They race back to the gazebo after their hayride to buy warm donuts, funnel cake, and more drinks.

Music plays in the background, and heaters do their best to keep the people warm, but nobody can tolerate the cold for much longer.

They finish their food, hug, and leave, feeling refreshed from having met each other.

None of the ladies are driving, so they wind up texting each other in the group chat they have.

Carol: Next time we should line the guys up and spank them. Adults only.

Emma: We could make them serve us in their cages and dress them up all cute, like Carol did with Justin.

Beatrice: I’d love to stick a plug up Simon’s ass and make him serve me a cocktail. This just might have to happen. He needs to do something to make up for spending so much time with his ex-wife.

Emma: Ugh, he’s still doing that? Put a plug in his ass and a gag around his mouth.

Carol: Make him wear a skirt or a dress.

Beatrice: You guys are terrible, but it sounds pretty hot.

Emma: A girl can dream.

The thread moves into a conversation about how delicious the donuts and cider tasted. It fizzles as they arrive home, distracted by other things than a road. They each dream about making their man serve the group, but when will they ever have time to make their fantasies come true?
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“Bend over and take it,” Emma says.

“No, Emma. Why can’t you drop this? I don’t want anything up my ass. Get over it,” Myles says.

Emma’s desires have only intensified as her pregnancy progresses. She’s tried the pregnancy card, but Myles doesn’t budge. He won’t even let her rub his hole with her finger anymore.

They’re naked on their bedroom floor. Emma has been sucking his dick for minutes to warm him up, but his answer hasn’t changed.

“Why not, Myles? I want to fuck you with this dildo. It’s tiny. Look at it,” Emma says, holding the small vibrator. “It won’t hurt. You aren’t even giving it a chance.”

“Pushing me isn’t helping,” he says. “We can’t have sex anymore without you making a big deal out of this.”

“I took off your cage. I sucked your dick. What else do I have to do?”

Myles shrugs. He has his hand around his cock, mindlessly stroking it. Emma scoots away from him. She wraps her arms over her chest.

“Can I fuck you?”

“No.” Emma wants Myles inside of her, but standing down would make her weak.

Myles strokes his cock. “I’m going to cum then.”

Emma stands and races to the closet. She grabs a paddle. “You can’t cum until I say. Get on your hands and knees. You’ve been a bad boy.”

Myles grins and releases his cock to move into the position Emma requested. Emma climbs by his side. She holds the paddle high in the air before smacking it against Myles’s cheeks. He loves the pain. He yelps, but his body says he wants more.

Emma spanks him until both his ass cheeks are burning red. She’s wet, and all she sees is the split down Myles’s backside. All she wants is to watch his hole stretch. She wants to hear him moan. Hit his spot. She wants to be the woman in the videos she watches when nobody is looking.

“Do you have lube?” Myles asks. He’s still on his hands and knees.

“Yeah, I bought some specifically for anal.”

“No surprise. Go ahead and try, but only a small toy. Nothing big,” Myles says. His voice is loud and commanding, but all Emma hears is compromise. She runs to her closet and picks up a tiny vibrator, shaking with anticipation.

Myles glances over his shoulder as Emma readies the toy. He takes deep breaths, telling himself to relax. Telling himself it’ll be okay to give his wife what she wants. Maybe she won’t even like it after she tries. Either way, he’ll be able to say he did it. He’ll be able to check the box so they can move on with their lives.

What Myles doesn’t expect is how much he loves the vibrator when Emma pushes it in him.

“You like that?” she asks, moving the toy in and out of his stretched hole.

Myles groans, hating to admit it, but the toy feels incredible. “I fucking love it. Does it vibrate?”

Emma grins and clicks on the vibration. Myles gasps, feeling the vibration radiate across his body. His dick shakes. He could cum in a second. “Take it out,” he says.

“Is everything okay?” Emma asks as she pulls the vibrator from his hole.

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

Emma grins. “Get over here.”

***

Emma lies on the sofa a few hours after making love to Myles. He made her stick the vibrator back into his ass before he came. It was one of the single hottest moments of their sex life. It’s almost impossible for Emma to remember the rocky days of their relationship because the present is so bright.

Myles is cooking dinner. Emma pulls up her group chat.

Emma: He finally did it, and guess what?

Carol: He loved it!

Emma: Yeah, he did.

Beatrice: No surprise there. Men act like they don’t want it, but a lot of them really do.

Carol: Justin loves when I fuck him.

Emma: We’re starting slow, but this afternoon was so hot. I’m getting wet thinking about it.

Beatrice: Naughty lady.

Carol: Who are we kidding? I get wet every time I think about fucking Justin.

Beatrice: I’m in the office, ladies. I have clients to see.

Emma glances at Myles, stirring a pot of peppers and onions. He’s making steak fajitas with scrambled eggs on the side. Emma can’t seem to shake her cravings for meat and eggs.

Emma: What do you guys say to a Friendsgiving?

Carol: Love it!

Beatrice: Tell me where and when. I’ll be there, as long as it’s not the actual holiday.

Emma: Send me some dates that work best for you. I was thinking maybe the Saturday after Thanksgiving. We can keep it light. I want the boys to cook.

Carol: Sounds perfect to me. Cocktails, snacks, and no dishes to wash.

Beatrice: I’ll tell Simon next time I see him. Can’t wait!

Emma tells them to confirm the date when they have a chance, and the conversation quickly dies. Emma leaves her phone in the living room and joins Myles in the kitchen. She tells him all about her idea, and he’s on board.
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Beatrice waves at Simon as she steps out of her car. He’s standing by the entrance of where they’re having lunch. Sometimes the only chance they can see each other for days is a random weekday lunch. They always try somewhere new to keep it interesting.

“Afternoon, gorgeous.” Simon kisses Beatrice’s cheek and holds open the door.

“Thank you, handsome.” Beatrice steps through the door. A host greets them, taking them to a table near the back of the restaurant. “This place is fancy. I didn’t even have time to research it before driving over here.”

“I read a review about it in a local magazine.”

Beatrice picks up a menu to glance over it. They have a classic selection, but each dish has a twist. A pomegranate added here. Kale added there.

Simon looks at the menu, but he decided what he wanted when he read the review. They have a special grilled chicken dish. The article raved about the intense flavors, but Simon can read over the menu to give Beatrice time. He would hate to make her feel rushed.

Not that Simon can concentrate for long.

A familiar laugh catches his ear. Helen. He glances around the room and can’t believe what he sees.

Beatrice sets down her menu, noticing Simon staring in the distant. She opens her mouth to ask what’s wrong but sees Helen before she speaks. Simon’s ex-wife has caused her more than enough pain.

Helen glances at them for the briefest of seconds. They see the recognition in her eyes, but Helen ignores them. She laughs, throwing her head back at something her date says. She’s hanging off some man’s arm. He is wearing a gray suit and looks like money.

“That’s him,” Beatrice says.

Simon’s jaw hardens. “Yes, that’s him. Walter Jones. Mr. Real Estate.”

Walter looks right at Simon and Helen, and there’s not a trace of recognition in his eyes. He turns his attention back to Helen, placing his hand on her side. Pulling her close. Controlling her. Helen gives her full self to the man. Beatrice watches with a tight grip on her glass, wanting to walk over to Helen to pour the water over her head.

Beatrice can’t afford to piss off Walter Jones, though. She hasn’t done business with the man directly, but he has a grandiose influence in the local real-estate community.

“Let’s leave them alone,” Beatrice says.

Simon reddens as he watches. Walter glances at him, looking like he really wants Simon to stop staring, but Simon can’t help it. He’s watching the woman who spent the last few weeks crying on his shoulder. Texting him nonstop. Now she won’t even glance in his direction. Helen is acting like Simon doesn’t exist, and nothing has ever made him feel more erratic.

Simon stands from his chair. It falls back. Beatrice covers her mouth, watching in horror as Simon crosses the room to his ex-wife.

“Excuse me,” Helen says. “Can we help you?”

Beatrice shakes her head, wishing their kids weren’t at school. They have to act like adults when they’re around. Simon is raw. Helen is gazing at her ex-husband like she doesn’t recognize him. Like she didn’t run to his condo day after day to cry on his shoulder.

“Are you kidding, Helen? Do you know who I am, Walter?”

“Not a clue,” he says. “A lot more people know my name than the other way around, though.” Walter holds a scotch whiskey, twirling it around. “Baby, do you know this man? Can you say something to make him go away?”

Simon’s mouth falls open, but he doesn’t react. He puts up his hand and takes a breath. “Don’t come crying to me next time Walter hurts you, Helen. I’m over helping you. If you pull something like this again, I’ll sue for full custody.”

Simon pulls out the phone and opens the camera. He snaps a picture of Helen. Her hands are on Walter’s shoulders, like she’ll fall to her death if she doesn’t cling to him. There’s a martini glass between them, and Walter is still holding his scotch.

“Now I have proof of your affair. I’ve been nothing but a good man, and you’ve been nothing but a whore.”

Walter moves his body away from Helen. “Is this your ex-husband?”

Helen frowns. “Yes, but he means nothing.”

“Why are you acting like you don’t know him if he’s your ex-husband?”

Helen’s face falls flat as she tries to answer the puzzle.

“I’ll tell you why, Walter. She’s insane. You should run while you can. It’ll save you the years of stress I went through.”

Walter looks at Helen with an expression she’s seen many times before. Contempt. That he’s better than her, and she’s nothing but a crazy woman.

“Sir, could you bring me the bill?” Walter says.

“No,” Helen says. “You can’t do this.”

“We should have stayed on a break. Next time, it’ll be indefinite. Please don’t touch me, Helen. I can’t be with a woman who pretends not to recognize her ex-husband. That’s crazy.”

“No. No, no, no, no… No!” Helen hops off her barstool and rushes at Simon. “This is all your fault,” she says and pounds her fist against Simon’s chest.

Walter signs the bill while Helen isn’t looking and downs the rest of his scotch. He waves at Simon from behind Helen while tiptoeing away from the situation.

Simon reaches out and takes hold of Helen’s shoulders. Beatrice watches. She can’t believe Walter is sneaking away from Helen, leaving her right where she was a few weeks ago. Her presence almost ruined what Beatrice and Simon have created. Helen might be worse than Vincent. Vincent has had his moments, but he knows when to throw in the towel.

Helen is screaming at Simon when she catches Walter walking out the door.

“This isn’t over,” Helen says to Simon. “Wait, Walter! Don’t leave me! We can work this out!”

“Yes, it is. Don’t come crying to me,” Simon calls after Helen as she runs toward the door to chase after Walter. She turns to flip off Simon, struggling to keep up with Walter in her heels. Simon pulls on the hem on his shirt, feeling relieved. He’ll never fall for his ex-wife’s tricks again. He won’t ever be her prey.

“Should we leave?” Beatrice asks when Simon returns to the table. “That was wild.”

Simon shakes his head. “We’re not leaving. I read a review about this place, and I want my chicken.”

Beatrice purses her lips and shrugs. “Okay,” she says. “Let’s eat.”

Simon reaches under the table. He places his hand on Beatrice’s leg, looking into her eyes. “I’m sorry for all the drama with Helen. It won’t happen again.”

“Wanna make it up to me?”

“What do you have in mind?” Simon asks with a half-smile.

“Emma wants to have a Friendsgiving party. Go with me?” she asks.

“I’d love to,” Simon says. He laces his fingers with Beatrice’s on the table. “Near Thanksgiving?”

“The Saturday after.”

“I’ll mark my calendar.”

Beatrice grins and rubs her thumb across Simon’s hand, wondering how she can make him look extra special for the party.
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Justin

Thanksgiving was incredible. The girls split their time between my place and Judy’s. They spent the second shift with me, and we went shopping early the next morning with Carol. I had Carol buy their Christmas presents when the girls weren’t watching, which was hard because they love hanging off Carol’s hip.

Judy picked them up last night, and we only have a few hours until dinner at Emma’s. It’s been a long time since I’ve done this much socializing in the span of a few days, but it feels nice.

“What are we cooking today?”

“Emma bought all the ingredients, so I don’t know, but she wants you there in a few hours.”

“No problem,” I say. “Do you mind if I take a shower?”

“You know I don’t care,” Carol says.

We’ve just eaten a simple breakfast of fruit and toast. I kiss Carol on the cheek and head upstairs. I open the door to her closet, and there it is.

The pink dress.

She hasn’t brought it up as much lately, but her desire persists. She hides her disappointment well, though. I almost fooled myself into thinking she no longer cared until I accidentally read a message from Beatrice that popped up on her phone, telling Carol she must remain strong. That she should respect my wishes.

That message was a couple of weeks ago. I almost told Carol I would wear it but chickened out right before the words left my mouth.

Can I wear it today?

I grab the hanger holding the dress and stare at it, wondering what my body might look like in it. To keep Carol out of the room, I put a chair under the doorknob. I strip naked and shower, touching up my shaving. Carol prefers my skin smooth. I’m no different.

I step out of the shower and dry myself, thinking about what I should do next. Nearly half an hour has passed since I came upstairs, and Carol needs to get ready too, but doesn’t she want me to wear the dress? If so, she can wait.

Carol gave me a drawer, where I keep a variety of both women’s and men’s clothing. I pull out a white thong. It’s one of my favorites. I’ve lost track of how many times I’ve worn it, but it never loses its shine.

I glance over my shoulder at the closed bedroom door as I pull the thong up my legs. It won’t be long until Carol comes upstairs to demand her bathroom. She hates when I take longer than her getting ready, which has happened more times than I can count.

White stockings and a matching garter belt are next. I put them on, making sure the stockings won’t fall through the evening. Carol has the wigs. She’s accumulated a few, mostly for me, but she’ll wear them herself if she’s in the mood.

I dust myself with makeup before putting on the wig, removing as many of the hard masculine lines from my face as I can. I run mascara over my eyelashes, feeling fabulous as I stare at myself in the mirror. Dressing up as a woman unleashes the pent-up femininity within, but it’s also nerve-wracking.

Questions fill my mind as I grab the pink dress from Carol’s bed. Am I making the right choice? Will this end up being the biggest mistake of my life? Will the guys ridicule me for as long as we live?

I can’t let doubt stop me from living. I can’t hold back any longer than I have. The dress eats at me when I sleep. It crosses my mind when I’m at work. Disappointing Carol is one of my biggest regrets, but I couldn’t wear the dress until I was ready.

My heart races as I put on the bra with breasts forms, standing over the dress. The moment has arrived. No turning back. It’d take forever to take off my makeup and stockings. It’d crush my pride.

I pull the dress over my head. It falls over my fake breasts. The hem stops right below where my stockings end.

I race to the bathroom mirror to check out how I look. Everything is perfect except for the wig. I turn to check out my backside. The pink dress is hugging my body in all the right places. I would drive a man wild from behind, especially with the wig. When I put it on, it’s like I’m no longer a man.

Blonde hair hangs down to my shoulders, stretching halfway down my back. I run my hands from the nape of my neck to the tips of my hair, watching it fall back into place when I release. I spin in a circle, closing my eyes, feeling more fabulous than I ever have until my hand hits the wall.

My hand throbs, but the pain can’t stop me from feeling sexy. Nothing can stop me from feeling on top of the world, except maybe humiliation, but there’s no way people could tell I’m a man unless they stare. Unless they get up in my face or hear me speak.

Carol calls up the stairs. I’ve probably spent ten minutes staring at myself in the mirror.

“What’s taking you so long? I have to get ready.”

“I won’t be long.”

“Hurry,” Carol yells.

I check myself once more before going to remove the chair from under the doorknob, stepping out into the hallway to reveal myself.
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Carol

I don’t know what’s taking Justin so long, but we need to leave soon. He’s been upstairs for well over an hour. He drives me crazy when he takes forever and a day to get ready.

I’m about to yell at him when the door finally opens, but then he comes down the stairs, rendering me speechless. He’s wearing the pink dress I bought him, and it looks incredible on his body. He even has on stockings, which tempt me into staring at the shadows between his thighs.

Not that his dick is hanging free. He’s locked up in his cage and has been for weeks. Maybe I’ll set him free soon. Maybe I won’t. He loves surprises, but I love mine even more.

“You look incredible, Justin. I can’t believe you’re wearing the dress,” I say.

Justin smiles, holding the railing like a debutant as he descends the steps. I take his hand and pull him toward the middle of the room, lifting his arm to twirl him in a circle. The dress lifts just enough that I see where his garter belt meets the stockings he’s wearing.

“I thought I’d wear it to Friendsgiving, and maybe we can pick up wine on the way.”

“Really? You mean it? I know I’ve pestered you, but I don’t want you doing anything—”

“It’s okay, Carol. I’m doing this for myself as much as I’m doing it for you.”

A smile spreads across my face. Justin looks positively feminine. It’s not the public dinner I wanted, but wearing a dress and makeup in front of the other boyfriends is giving me more than enough. The girls have already seen Justin’s feminine form, but they’re easy. Who knows what the other guys will say?

I put my hand on the space between Justin’s fake breasts, staring into his eyes. Peering into his soul. “I can’t wait until we get home from dinner. It’ll be a lot of fun taking off this dress.”

Justin licks his lips. He places his hands on my sides. “I never would have been this happy with myself if it weren’t for you coming into my life. You pulled me out of the darkness, and now I’m in the light.”

“You were only in the shadows. I can’t believe how beautiful you look as a woman.”

“I’m your woman.”

“And my man,” I say.

Justin nods. I reach under his dress and cup my hand around his package. I trace my thumb along the outline of his cage, thinking I’ll let him free tonight to fuck me. His load will probably be huge. He hasn’t cum in over a week, as far as I know.

“Wait here. I’ll be back downstairs in a second, and then we can leave.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Justin says.

I kiss him on the cheek and race upstairs. I take a quick shower and throw on a simple dress. It’s made of jersey and comfy. Perfect for eating a bunch of food and lounging around Emma’s house. I grab my makeup bag before heading downstairs.

Justin glances up from his cell phone. “You think I should wear flats or heels?”

“Wear the heels if you’ll feel comfortable in them through the evening.”

“Okay,” Justin says. He runs upstairs to grab the heels. I check everything is in my purse while he’s gone.

When he comes back downstairs, I hold up my makeup bag. “You’re perfect except for one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Lip gloss. It’s pink and pretty, like your dress.”

Justin puckers his lips. “Put it on me, baby.”

I dip the stick into the gloss and rub it across Justin’s lips, completing his look. I rub the gloss across my lips and kiss him. Justin grabs my sides and pulls me close, deepening the kiss. I break contact before he messes up his makeup.

“We’ll let loose tonight, but you wouldn’t want to ruin all your work, would you?”

“If you took this dress off me, I’d do whatever you wanted.”

“Emma is expecting us,” I say. “We’re already late.”

Justin laughs as I pull him to the door. He nearly falls in his heels. He regains his balance, and we rush outside to my car. I drive us to a wine shop. Not his grocery store. He refuses, which I understand. We pull into the parking lot.

“Are you sure about this? I can go inside without you.”

Justin shakes his head. “I want to do this. Let’s go before I lose my nerve.”

My body shakes as I open my car door and step outside. Justin does the same, glancing around like a bomb might fall from the sky, but nothing happens. I go to his side of the car and take his hand. We walk to the door together.

Nobody in the wine store pays Justin much attention. I hold his hand unless there’s a bottle I need to touch. We make it to the cash register. I feel him shaking in my grip, but he smiles when our eyes meet. I pay for the wine and tell the cashier we’re having a Friendsgiving.

Justin takes the bag, and we’re back outside. He hollers when we hit the fresh air.

“Did you see me in there? I can’t believe I did it, Carol.”

“I knew you could,” I say, wrapping my hand around Justin’s waist. I kiss him lightly on the lips, careful not to smudge his lip gloss.

We get back into my car, and I drive toward Emma’s house. Justin can’t stop talking about the rush he felt.

“We should go to a restaurant next time. I’m ready.”

I pat Justin’s thigh. “Sure thing, gorgeous.”

“You’re incredible, Carol. Nothing could get me down after wearing this dress in that store.”

I smile at Justin and focus on the road. It doesn’t take long to arrive at Emma’s. Beatrice’s car is already in the driveway. We hurry to get inside. Everyone claps when they see Justin.

“Look at you, all feminine and sexy.” Emma approaches Justin and wraps her arm over his shoulder. “Did Carol do this?”

“I did it myself,” Justin says. “She bought the dress, though.”

“That’s incredible. I love it. You look beautiful, Justin. Doesn’t he look gorgeous, B?”

Beatrice grins and nods. She’s on the sofa, cuddled up next to Simon. He is looking positively manly compared to Justin, but everyone in this room knows how Simon likes to be on his hands and knees taking Beatrice’s girl dick. There’s also not a trace of judgement on his face. Justin is in a safe zone, free to fly.

“We bought you some wine,” Justin says and holds out the back for Emma.

“You’re a doll. Thank you,” Emma says. She takes the bag.

Myles comes around the corner, wearing nothing except an apron and short shorts.

“Do a little spin for us, Myles.” Myles lifts his arms in the air and spins.

“All right, gentlemen. I need you in the kitchen,” Emma says. She’s wearing a contoured dress and heels with dazzling jewelry and heels. She smacks her hands together, waving for the men to follow. They follow her like dogs on a leash.

I sit next to Beatrice on the couch. Today is about the ladies relaxing. I plan on putting my feet up and drinking a lot of wine.

Beatrice whispers, leaning over and glancing at the kitchen to make sure the guys aren’t listening. “You wouldn’t know it, but I have Simon wearing a harness with a butt plug attached. I’m getting him nice and stretched for later tonight.”

I grin, glancing at Simon’s ass, but I can’t make out anything beneath his jeans.

“You’re a bad girl,” I say and place my head on Beatrice’s shoulder.

“I learned from the best.”

“We need wine,” I say.

“Emma, can you have one of the guys bring us wine?”

Justin rushes to open a bottle of red we bought and pours glasses for us. Emma tells them to drink the beers in the fridge. Wine is for the ladies. They don’t object.

Justin follows Emma back to the living room with two glasses of wine. Emma was kind enough to carry hers. Justin races back to the kitchen after setting our glasses on the coffee table. I notice Emma’s wine is a different color than ours.

“You trust them in the kitchen?” Beatrice asks.

“Myles knows what to make. I gave him specific instructions before you arrived.”

“If you say so,” I say. “As long as I don’t have to cook, I don’t care.” I’m not concerned about the men cooking. They all look adorable, and we ladies won’t have to lift a finger. Nor will we run dry on the booze. Beatrice and I brought some. Emma has plenty. She even has extra beds for us to crash, even though we’ll probably call a ride home.

“Cheers, ladies.” I lift my glass.

“Cheers,” they say.

We clink our glasses together. We take a sip.

“Emma, why is your wine a different color? Is the wine I brought not good enough for you?” I ask.

Emma chuckles, folding her lips. “No, it’s not that. This is grape juice. I was waiting to tell you guys, but we’re pregnant. Myles and I are having a baby!”

Beatrice and I scream. Emma has told us all about her fertility problems, so this is a shock. “Pregnant? When? How? Congratulations, Myles,” I yell to the kitchen. He lifts a spatula and thanks me.

Emma tells us all the juicy details about how she might have gotten pregnant. It’s an incredible day. Not only is Justin finally wearing his dress, but I’m surrounded by people I love.

I can’t think of a better way to spend Friendsgiving.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Ceasefire. Look out for the next book in this series. It will be the last of the series!

The ladies are in a good place now, but good fortune can change on a dime. Will they face unforeseen headwinds, or will they get their happily ever after?

Only time will tell…

Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed Ceasefire 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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