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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Wayne Leclerc was now living in his hometown after a stint in the city right out of college. He was driven by his dreams of becoming a journalist, which he achieved, but it wasn’t a dream he wished to continue living. It felt as though the city had chewed him up and spit him out after all the years of reporting the tragedies of the world. Positive news stories were few and far between, and Wayne was tired of it, so he was leaving New York to head to Pinecrest, a small city in the forests only thirty miles from the coastal city of Seahaven. They were both popular tourist spots for people in the Northeast, but they were home to Wayne. Places to which he swore he would never return, but where else could he find a cheap house to write his novels?

When Wayne first arrived in Pinecrest, he was full of energy. He wrote chapter after chapter of a thriller novel only to remind himself that he was supposed to become a real writer. He hadn’t given up his career in journalism to write five-dollar-bin thrillers. He wanted to write serious novels. The ones that people would talk about for generations, so he scraped his thriller idea and began working on the story of a lost man. One who didn’t know which way he was going in life. One who lost everything after having it all. A story that would touch the hearts of men across the country, except Wayne couldn’t find the words. He had an outline of a story but nothing serious. Nothing worthy of his time, but he couldn’t stall forever. His savings wouldn’t last. He would have to find some other job, which he was thinking about doing anyway as he struggled against writer’s block.

Wayne gathered his things to get out of his house and try something new. He bought a small house on a big plot of land on the edge of town, thinking that the rustic scenery would inspire him to write more, but it only made him more conscious of his lot in life. He had a decent job in the city and was working his way up the corporate ladder, but he had no type of social life. No girlfriend. Few hobbies. All he thought about were the words he wasn’t writing and needed that to change.

Once he was in town, he went to the Pinecrest Public Library, which was part of the Harborview County system. He stepped inside and went to the back of the library where there was a small cafe and tables to work on his laptop. It was much busier than he expected at the library, but he found it comforting to be around so many people. 

He was deep in his work with a steaming cup of coffee by his side when he heard a familiar voice. Wayne looked around the room, wondering if he was in some type of dream, his eyes widening when he saw her. Alma Lewis. She was his girlfriend during his freshman and sophomore year of college, when he was nineteen and twenty. She was eighteen and nineteen at the time. They were so young. So naive. They met over the winter break of his freshman year of university at the house party of a mutual friend. They danced and hit it off and enjoyed a whirlwind romance that ended when Alma learned Wayne had been fooling around with a girl on campus. He tried his best to stay faithful while they were dating, but he was stupid and lonely. It was no excuse for what he did and hearing her now brought back the pains of his past.

Alma was reading a story to a group of children, animated and joyous, but she nearly broke character when her eyes finally met Wayne’s. She paused for the briefest of seconds to fix her face before continuing with the story. She read a story to the kids every Saturday, but the last person she ever expected to see at her library was Wayne Leclerc. She hadn’t heard from him since he ran away to New York City to work for a local news station. She wondered if he ever moved on from writing evening reports as she tried her best to focus on the words, cursing herself for giving him even a second of her attention. She sucked in a sharp breath before using an explosive voice to read the climax of the story. The kids shrieked and cheered, and she managed to keep her attention focused through the end of the book, but she couldn’t avoid Wayne once she finished.

He came up to the counter where she was working, smiling like he hadn’t broken her heart. “You’re back in town, huh? What happened to New York?”

“It’s too big for me.”

“You could always try Boston or Buffalo or anywhere else but here,” Alma said as she worked on reducing her return pile. There was one other librarian working, Cindy, who was taking care of everyone while Alma scanned returned books back into their system, but Wayne had distracted her from her work. “Why did you come back, Wayne?”

“Aren’t I allowed to come back to my hometown?”

“Pinecrest doesn’t want you. Not after what you did,” Alma said sharply, gathering the attention of her coworker Cindy. She felt guilty for showing this side of herself at her job, but Wayne could bring out the worst in her. To say that she harbored some resentments was an understatement. “Follow me,” she hissed at him quietly.

Wayne followed Alma outside. They walked around to the side of the building. “Look, Alma. I wasn’t trying to cause a scene. We both know what I did in college was wrong, and I was just trying to say hello.”

“What if I don’t want to hear from you?”

“I didn’t even know you were a librarian! Shoot me!”

Alma felt a touch offended that Wayne hadn’t kept up with her enough to know that she was a librarian in town. For some reason, that made her even angrier than she’d been feeling when she was sitting at the counter thinking about how Wayne had wronged her in the past. “Why don’t you just go?”

“What if I was meant to run into you?”

“You have to be kidding,” Alma said smugly. “Why in the world would you be meant to run into me?”

“To apologize.”

“And how would you do that?”

“Take you to dinner? I heard The Evergreen Bistro is still open,” Wayne said with a disarming smile. Alma hated it when he looked at her like that, but how could she say no to dinner at the Bistro? “You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

“It’s the least I could do to apologize,” he said.

Alma wanted to deny Wayne this chance to weasel his way back into her life, but she was a changed woman. She wasn’t the same nineteen-year-old who cried into her pillow for a week straight when she found out that her boyfriend was cheating. She’d been through a lot since then and was much stronger than before. Wayne wouldn’t be able to walk all over her heart this time around. He didn’t yet know it, but Alma had developed a taste for dominance since they were last together, and if he wanted any chance of being with her, he was going to play by her rules and learn a thing or two about obedience.

“Sure, we can go to the Bistro.”

“You mean it?” asked Wayne. “It would be great to catch up with someone from town. I’ve been here over a month and have only seen Samuel a couple times,” Wayne said, referring to the friend who’d hosted the party where they met all those years ago.

“Samuel has a couple kids now, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah, he’s super busy. Everyone seems to be busy now.”

“We are in our thirties,” Alma said with a laugh.

“Don’t remind me,” Wayne said. “So, should I make a reservation for us tonight?”

“I’ll meet you there at seven.”

“See you then,” he said and gave her a hug. He pulled away slowly when she didn’t really hug him back, realizing he was moving far too fast. “Sorry,” he said and darted off to his car. Alma watched him go with a smirk on her face.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Alma walked into The Evergreen Bistro wearing a pair of jeans with a white sweater and matching heels. She did her makeup and fixed her hair but didn’t want to look like she was trying too hard, which she felt her outfit achieved. She certainly caught Wayne’s attention as she approached the table. “Wow, Alma! You look great when you’re not at work!”

“Does that mean I look bad when I’m there?” she asked with a hand on her hip. She dropped her oversize purse down her arm and held it at her side, giving Wayne as much attitude as she possibly could. “Is that what you’re saying, Wayne?”

“No, Alma! That’s not what I’m saying at all! You looked great when you were at work too,” he said, feeling off-balance. “Thank you for meeting me here. Order whatever you want. My treat.”

“Now that you have money, you can spoil me?”

“Are you going to beat me up all night?”

“Don’t know,” Alma said with a shrug. “Don’t you think you deserve a bit of punishment?”

“Probably, but I don’t like it.”

Alma was thinking of all the punishments she could give Wayne if they went back to her place after dinner, but Wayne moved the conversation to a subject that got her mind out of the gutter.

“How’s your mother Rozella doing? Is she still running the giftshop in Seahaven?”

“No, she actually sold Seahaven Gifts & Crafts not too long ago. They used her space to add to the art gallery next door.”

“Oh, wow. That’s incredible. We’ll have to go see it sometime.”

“Are you implying that I’ll ever want to see you again after this dinner?” she asked with sass.

“C’mon, Alma. Give me a chance.”

“Why? All you men are exactly the same. The only reason you want me to give you a chance is so you have a chance at getting your dick wet. Try telling me I’m wrong.”

“That’s not why I invited you to dinner,” Wayne said in a defeated voice. He didn’t know what he could say to convince Alma that he wasn’t like that. That he actually cared about her as a person and wanted them to start over, even if it was only as friends. Wayne felt lonely now that he was back in Pinecrest and away from his busy job. Each day that passed only made him realize how lonely he truly was. “I don’t have any friends here anymore. It’s not the same city I left.”

Alma started to say something snarky but stopped herself. Wayne sounded sad. In truth, she couldn’t imagine what it would be like spending so much time away from her hometown. She knew that it wouldn’t be easy to come back to Pinecrest after so many years in New York when she tried to imagine it for herself.

“I’m sorry,” Alma said meaningfully. “It must be hard coming back to Pinecrest after so many years away.”

Wayne breathed deeply, feeling like he was finally with the Alma who meant so much to him. The one who listened to him when he talked about his dreams of traveling around the world to write stories for the public to devour. He thought so highly of himself when he was young, sure that he wouldn’t fail, but the job was the one that ended up eating him in the end. He got promoted from the local stations to the national ones, but the same problems existed, only magnified. He had to write the same stories from the same angles over and over again, slowly chipping away at his soul until he felt like he was going to explode. Now that he had a chance to catch his breath in Pinecrest, he couldn’t think of the words he wanted to write. The ones he felt would change the world.

“You can’t beat yourself up so much,” Alma said to him after she heard his story. “The words will come to you eventually. Some of the greatest authors of all time dealt with writer’s block.”

“Yeah, but I can’t afford to stay like this. I’ll go broke,” Wayne said with a dry laugh.

“That would be tragic, wouldn’t it? You can’t write any freelance articles?”

“They don’t want my writing. They’ve already forgotten all about me.”

“Don’t say that,” said Alma. “I’m sure they haven’t.”

Wayne grunted. Alma was still the same woman he’d fallen in love with before he messed everything up by cheating on her, but she was silly if she thought his old newsroom cared anything about what he was doing with his life. They had a stack of applicants waiting in the wings to replace him and anyone else who dared step out of line. It was a suffocating environment, and Wayne was happy to be away from it. He just hated how uncertain his future felt.

“Don’t you miss being young?”

“Not really,” Alma said with a shrug. She was too weak in her younger years for her liking. There was no way she would trade her current life for her past. She lived in an adorable condo at a high point in the city with gorgeous views. It was a small complex with a shared pool, barbecue grills, and grassy areas. They even had their own private trail that went into the woods that the complex owned. “I like the life I have now.”

It dawned on Wayne that Alma probably already had a boyfriend, but why hadn’t she mentioned him? “Are you dating someone?”

“Not anymore,” she said.

“What happened?” he asked.

Alma preferred not to think about her ex-boyfriend Steven Green. She thought they were going to end up together. Start a family. Live happily ever after and all that other stuff. She planned out all the ways that their life together could go in her mind, so when he yanked the rug out from under her feet, she was devastated. He told her that it was because he couldn’t keep being her sub. He had dignity, he said. Alma was crushed when he walked out of her life, and she never thought that she could trust a man again. She told Wayne a washed-down version of her story, not wanting to get into the details.

“How long ago did you break up?”

“Almost a year ago,” she said.

Wayne tried not to feel excited that she was single, but he was feeling hopeful that he could earn her forgiveness in more ways than one. He remembered their lovemaking to be tender and sweet. Something he took for granted when he was nineteen, but now he was longing for a woman’s soothing touch.

“That’s too bad. He doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

“Are you saying that you want to find out?” she asked.

“Would you let me?”

Alma thought tonight would be the perfect time to introduce him to her toys. She couldn’t wait for him to find out who she’d become after all these years, and doing this for her, becoming her sub for a night, was the perfect way to pay her back for cheating on her when they were young.

“Yeah, let’s go to my place after dinner.”

“Seriously?”

“Don’t act too excited, or I’ll change my mind.”

“Sorry,” Wayne said and lifted his hand to request the bill. He was grateful that Alma was willing to give him another chance, and he wasn’t going to mess it up by acting like a fool.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Then they got to Alma’s condo, and everything changed. 

Slowly but surely. 

Things started out fine. They arrived and mixed cocktails with some booze and fruit juice that she had stashed at the back of her fridge. They added a lime for a bit of freshness and went out to her balcony to talk. It was early November, so the weather was chilly, but it wasn’t so cold that they couldn’t sit outside to enjoy their drinks.

“Do you have a deadline to finish your novel?”

Wayne sighed at the question, wishing he had an answer, but he wasn’t sure about his writing anymore. Maybe he was destined to write thrillers. Maybe he didn’t have a serious novel in him, and honestly, who would read it if he did?

“What if I wrote thrillers instead? I had a decent draft going but threw it out when I convinced myself that it wasn’t artistic enough.”

“Wayne! Why in the world would you do that?” Alma asked in a high-pitched voice. “Please tell me that you saved a copy of it.”

“I did, sheesh.”

“You made it sound like it was gone forever!”

“What if I’m a thriller writer? What does that say of me?” he asked.

“That you’re willing to do what you love. If you were able to write an entire draft since you got here, that tells me that you really like doing that, so why shy away from it?”

Wayne knew that Alma was right. When he was working on the thriller, he had trouble sleeping he was so involved in the story. It consumed him in the best ways possible. “What if people don’t remember me for my stories?” he asked softly.

“Who cares if you’re enjoying yourself and making money?”

“Yeah, but—”

“Stop it with the self-deprecating behavior! What’s wrong with you? You’re a talented writer, Wayne! If you want to write thrillers, then write thrillers and enjoy yourself! You’ve always been so serious. Why can’t you just loosen up?”

“I don’t know,” he said in a heavy voice. “It’s never been easy for me to give up on my dreams.”

“What dreams are those?” she asked Wayne as she sipped her cocktail. “To be on TV? Who cares if you’re on TV if writing thrillers is what you love?”

“I care,” he said.

Alma sighed, but she didn’t blame Wayne for holding on to those dreams he had when they were younger. He used to talk a lot about how he would become a top news anchor on a cable network. He thought they were the coolest people in the world, but then he saw what it was really like to work at a corporate network and couldn’t stand selling his soul for another second.

“Finish the thriller and see how it goes,” Alma said. “We can have an event for you at the library once you publish it.”

“That would be cool,” he said.

Alma nodded as she sat silently, trying to calculate how Wayne would react when she told him what she really wanted from him. “Were you wanting to stay over tonight?”

“Would you let me?” Wayne asked with measured excitement. “I would like to if you’re willing.”

“If you stay, are you going to do what I say?”

“Okay,” Wayne said slowly. “What do you mean?”

Alma smiled and stood to go inside, Wayne eagerly following her, not at all prepared for what was coming his way.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

The night took a turn when they stepped inside. Wayne thought that he was going to get Alma right then and there as she pulled him back to her bedroom and pushed him onto the bed. She set their drinks to the side, but alcohol was the furthest thing from Wayne’s mind as Alma went to her closet. When she came out she was wearing sexy white lingerie and the white heels she had on at dinner. Her long brown hair hung past her pert tits, taking Wayne’s breath away.

“You like what you see?”

“Very much so,” Wayne said as he propped himself up with his arms, his cock stiffening between his legs. “You look sexy as hell.”

“If you want to fuck me, you’re going to join me.”

“What does that mean?” Wayne asked in a meek voice.

Alma pulled some sexy red lingerie out of the bag she was carrying. “You’re going to get in my shower, shave your body, and then put on these red crotchless panties and a matching bra.”

“No way,” Wayne said with a shake of the head. “You can’t make me do that. I won’t!”

“Then leave!” Alma said and pointed at the door.

Wayne looked at the door and then back at her exquisite body, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to resist the temptation laid out in front of him. Alma was gorgeous. She wasn’t the same woman as before. She looked a million times better now. It was something about the way she stared him down. There was a maturity in her eyes, and it was a major turn on to see her standing so confidently in front of him. He couldn’t leave her. Not now.

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll put on your crazy lingerie!”

“You’ll love it,” she said with a wicked smirk before directing Wayne to her bathroom. He didn’t have much body hair, so it wouldn’t take him long to shave it. His piercing, deep blue eyes hit her before he disappeared into the bathroom. She went to the living room to freshen up her drink as she waited for him to emerge.

When he did, he looked incredible. His skin was smooth and soft, but what Alma loved more than anything was the smile on Wayne’s face. He didn’t even attempt to say that he hated it. He wished he’d tried shaving a lot sooner. It was incredible how his skin felt as he moisturized it after the shower, and shaving the hair around his dick made it look bigger than ever before.

“Mmm,” Alma said as she took in the sight of Wayne’s hairless body. “Are you ready to put on your lingerie?”

“Not really, but I will.”

“It’s the least you can do after what you did to me,” she said and walked over to him to put her fingers on his smooth chest. He had a towel wrapped around his waist, but the outline of his cock beneath the fabric was undeniable. She poked it before grabbing his wrist to pull him back into the bedroom. “Put these on. Your cock is going to look so hot in them.”

Wayne pulled the crotchless panties up his legs beneath the towel, reminding himself that he owed Alma for his past actions. She trusted him with her heart, and he destroyed it. He was a pathetic jerk back in those days, surprised that Alma had even let him come this far after what he’d done.

“Drop the towel,” she said firmly. “No use in hiding from me.”

Wayne swallowed his breath before dropping the towel, revealing his erect cock that was sticking out of the red fabric. He cursed under his breath as he looked down at his body, but Alma didn’t waste a second. She grabbed the matching bra and pulled it up his arms and helped him latch it in the back.

“Perfect,” she said. “Look at yourself.” He groaned when Alma pushed him in front of her tall mirror on the back of her bedroom door. “Don’t make that sound! You know you look good!”

Wayne grabbed his hard cock as his cheeks turned a bright red. He was embarrassed to be standing there in red lingerie, but he had to admit that he looked pretty good in it. He had no idea why Alma was asking this of him, but he would go along with her desires if it put them on a better path.

“Can we fuck now?” he asked her.

Alma chuckled. “Get on your hands and knees!” she said and pointed at the bed.

“Why would I—?”

“Don’t talk back to me! Get on your hands and knees!”

Wayne scrambled to do what she asked of him, wondering why in the world she would want him on his hands and knees. He understood when she pulled a flogger out of her bag, slowly running the braided tendrils through her fingers as she stood behind him.

“Why do you deserve a spanking, Wayne?”

“I don’t!” he said.

Wack!

“Alma! What are you doing?” Wayne asked as he collapsed to the bed.

“On your hands and knees!” she demanded.

Wayne took a breath, wondering if he should run away while he could, but his throbbing cock wouldn’t let him leave. His curiosity for what else Alma would do to him returned Wayne to his hands and knees.

“Tell me why you deserve a spanking,” she repeated. “If you want, I can put you in a dress and makeup too.”

“No, please! The lingerie is enough,” he said.

“Tell me why you deserve a spanking, Wayne. I’m not going to ask you again.”

“For what I did to you. I’m so sorry, Alma. I never should have cheated. Can we please put that in the past?”

“Maybe after tonight,” Alma said and brought the flogger down on his ass again. He gasped loudly as she spanked him several more times until his ass was red and tender. “Mmm, so sexy,” she said and pressed her fingers against his flesh. “I love how you’re still hard for me too,” she said and reached between Wayne’s thighs to grab his hard cock. “Have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, I have!”

“Are you sure?” Alma asked, still holding the flogger in her hand. She was more than willing to use it on his ass again, but she was also desperate for his dick. It’d been far too long since she had some good dick. “Should I make your cock feel good?” she asked as she held his shaft in her hand, pumping it slowly.

“Yes, please,” Wayne said. His ass was stinging, but he’d gotten what he deserved, and deep down, he was loving his punishment. It was so sexy to have Alma spank him with that flogger. It turned him on way more than he ever thought possible, and now she was going to use his dick. She turned him over to his ass and pushed him further up the bed. “Sit against the headboard.”

Wayne moved up to the headboard and watched in awe as Alma stripped naked at the edge of the bed before climbing onto it to straddle his legs. He took her breasts into his hands as she lowered herself onto his cock. He groaned loudly as she split her wet pussy lips on his shaft, loving how she screamed as she moved her pussy all the way down to his base.

“Fuck, girl. That pussy feels so fucking good,” Wayne said as he played with her tits while she bounced on his dick. “Use this dick.”

“You like how I put you in lingerie?”

“Yes! It’s so fucking hot,” he admitted, no longer afraid to confess his true feelings to Alma. Now that he was inside of her, he wanted to do whatever was necessary to get access to her hot cunt again and again, even if it meant wearing lingerie and getting spankings when he was bad. He was willing to do anything he could to make her happy.

“I love this bra on you,” Alma said as she slipped her fingers into the straps. “I can’t believe how well it fits.”

“I fucking love it,” Wayne said as he pushed his cock deeper. Alma gasped loudly and dropped her head back as she concentrated on riding his feminized dick, using every inch of it as she bounced up and down. “Fuck, Alma. I can’t last much longer.”

“Cum with me,” Alma said and took Wayne’s hand to move it down to her clit. “Cum with me, Wayne!”

Wayne grunted as he played with her silky nub, rubbing it between his fingers while she used his dick, screaming and moaning. She sounded so fucking hot. Wayne held her by her lower back as she worked his dick with her pussy, getting closer and closer to cumming.

Then they came.

Alma was first. She screamed as she creamed all over Wayne’s dick. She dropped her body against his as her pussy clenched his dick and milked it for all it was worth. He came seconds after her, flooding her pussy with his milky goo. They held each other as they panted.

“Thank you for giving me another chance,” Wayne said as he held his cock inside of her and kissed her naked body.

“Don’t mess up again,” she said and lifted herself off his dick. She curled up by his side, clasping her legs together. “I don’t think I could forgive you a second time.”

“I don’t expect you to have to ever forgive me again.”

“Let’s hope so,” Alma said and held her arms open. Wayne fell into her arms and kissed her. “Are you going to write your thriller novels?” she asked him.

“Yes, you’ve inspired me,” he said. “I can’t keep being pretentious if it’s going to stop me from living my dreams.”

“Good,” she said. “I can’t wait to read them.”

Wayne smiled as he held Alma, not at all concerned that he was wearing lingerie or that she’d spanked his ass now that she’d forgiven him of his past mistakes and inspired him to live a better future. He realized then that she was the woman who’d been missing from his life. Someone who could push him to be a better person. Someone who could steer him in the right direction when he turned the wrong way, which was exactly what Alma had done. He couldn’t wait to get home to write more of his thriller, but he wasn’t in a rush. Not when Alma was in his arms.
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