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JOB HUNTING

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Bev Jester lived a few hours north of Chicago in Kettering, Wisconsin. She loved her life there, but sometimes she missed her old life in the city. Bev didn’t miss the traffic and pollution. She missed the endless stream of men who used to pass through her bedroom. The nights of relentless lovemaking. There had been a few men in her life since moving to Kettering, but they couldn’t handle her dominance. They all ran away from her once she revealed her truth.

She had a closet filled with toys she never used. Not like she had in her twenties. At thirty-five, Bev was more interested in increasing her retirement fund and breathing fresh air than putting men on their hands and knees. Life goals didn’t stop her fantasies. They persisted. Dominance was in her nature.

If only a man could fall into her life. A man who would love her gently and submit to her in the bedroom. She had found both separately over the years, but she’d never dated a man who could give her both. Most of her submissive dates disappeared, retreating into their caves of masculinity. The third time she saw one of her past conquests married to another woman, Bev gave up all hope and left the city for a simpler life in Kettering.

She’d found her way since leaving Chicago. Bev was one of the top real estate agents in Kettering. She owned a beautiful house within walking distance of Lake Kettering. Her neighbors were kind. Many around town had gotten to know her as the years passed, but she never found a man.

Bev opened her closet, filled with the toys she never used. Whips, straps, plugs, rope, and much more. She used to get endless joy from tying up men and bringing out their most submissive sides, but her single life had plenty of thrills. There were parties. She had friends. Not having a man wasn’t ideal, but Bev could easily survive without one.

As much as she enjoyed being a dominatrix, she wanted love more. She was willing to wait until she found a man who could handle all aspects of her personality. She had tired of men using her for their fantasies. Didn’t men know how badly it hurt when they confessed their love before leaving Bev for a more vanilla woman?

Even if Bev never found love, at least she had learned how to love herself.

***

Larry O’Neal was standing behind the bar, as he did several nights a week. He fell into bartending after college didn’t work. He dropped out freshman year, cutting his losses before he had to take out student loans. Larry went to a community college in Kettering, but he had stopped attending his classes by the end of his second semester. He had no idea what he wanted from life. There were no obvious career paths for him.

Dropping out of college had led Larry to landscaping work for a few years. He enjoyed it, but it didn’t offer enough year-round money. He was at a coffee shop one winter night when someone approached him about bartending school. Larry thought it was a joke, but he ended up taking the one-month course and landing a job at Cynthia’s Kitchen, where he was currently standing and wiping the bar.

He had a few guests along the rail, but it was a slow night. There were many slow nights. Cynthia’s Kitchen wasn’t the same as it’d been when Larry first started working there. They no longer got lines out the door, which used to fill Larry’s bar. There were several new restaurants in town. Maybe people weren’t as in love with Cynthia’s Kitchen. Larry thought it’d improved since he started, but it was impossible not to notice how they had fewer customers.

Cynthia walked in the door, a woman with short brown hair following her. Larry’s boss walked up to the bar. “Would you mind making us two raspberry iced teas?”

“Coming right up,” Larry said.

“Bev should be here in a minute. Why don’t we wait at the bar until she comes?” Cynthia was talking to the woman Larry had never seen. She was impossible not to hear. The woman agreed to stay at the bar.

Larry made their raspberry iced teas as he listened to their conversation. He moved quickly enough to avoid drawing their attention, but he couldn’t believe what they were saying. Cynthia had plans on selling the building to the woman with short brown hair named Merle Smith. She had investor friends to help her finance the project, but she would run the finished business.

“Here you are,” Larry said, placing the raspberry iced teas in front of Cynthia and Merle. Larry tried to fix his face, but his thoughts were a tornado. Where would he work? How would he make money? Larry didn’t love his job at Cynthia’s Kitchen, but it paid the bills. He had a one-bedroom apartment on the edge of Kettering, and he really didn’t want to lose his place.

Larry said nothing as Cynthia and Merle continued their conversation, acting like Larry didn’t exist. Cynthia didn’t seem to care how selling her business would affect the staff. Many people had stuck by her for years, and she didn’t even have the decency to think about them.

They stayed at the bar until a gorgeous woman with auburn hair and striking brown eyes walked through the door. Her eyes were like browned butter, melting over Larry as though he were a bowl of popcorn. He knew from their conversation she was the woman named Bev.

Bev approached Cynthia and Merle at the bar, kissing each of them once on the cheek. “Sorry I’m late. I got caught up at a showing,” Bev said. She lifted her eyes, training them on Larry.

He dropped his gaze to the floor, intimidated by Bev’s blinding beauty. She was wearing heels and a pencil skirt. Her hair was pinned up in a messy bun. Larry lifted his eyes, and Bev was still staring at him. It felt like she could see into his soul. Could she see how pathetic Larry felt? He was about to be an unemployed bartender with no employment prospects and zero desire to search for a new job.

“Would you mind making me a sparkling water with lemon?”

Larry nodded, stumbling as he shuffled to grab a pint glass. He filled it with ice and soda water, placing a lemon wedge on the rim before passing it to Bev. “Here you are,” he said.

Bev focused her brown eyes on Larry. “Thank you. What’s your name?”

“That’s Larry,” Cynthia said. “He’s the best bartender in town.”

“Is that so?” Bev asked. Cynthia confirmed he was and then stood to cross the room to an empty table in the corner to discuss business. Bev was the last to leave the bar. She winked and said, “Bye, Larry.”

Larry lifted his hand in the air and waved, feeling like a helpless fool. He knew a woman like Bev would never go for him. She looked like a million dollars, and he was one paycheck from needing help to buy groceries. He grabbed a towel, wiping the bar several times over. Bev glanced at him. He did his best to ignore her. If he met her eyes, he would trick himself into thinking she liked him.

The business meeting ended a few hours later. Larry was closing the bar. Cynthia stayed to close the restaurant after another manager called in sick. He thought he wouldn’t ask her about what he’d overheard, but then they were alone in her office. She was counting the till, and Larry was wondering when he would no longer have a job.

“Do you have a date?”

“A date for what, Larry?”

“When we’re closing. I can’t believe you haven’t told anyone you are planning to sell.”

“I learned a lot of details today I needed before saying anything. You didn’t tell people, did you?”

“No,” Larry said. He was standing and leaned against the wall across from Cynthia’s desk. She had the cash in her hands and her eyes on Larry. “I haven’t told anyone, but I want to know.”

“Don’t worry, dear. I’ll give everyone a severance package. I can’t stay in the restaurant business forever. It’s been fifteen years since I opened the doors, and it’s been fun, but I’m ready to move on.”

Larry didn’t want to feel angry. Cynthia deserved to live a more relaxing life. She was a great boss, and Larry would miss her, but she had blindsided him. “Do you have a date?”

“Nothing firm, but they want to close the restaurant and renovate once we finalize the sale.”

“I heard,” Larry said. He had his arms crossed over his chest. The anger he felt was subsiding, and sadness was replacing it. Larry bent his neck, looking toward the ceiling. He sighed. “How will I ever find another job?”

Cynthia had finished counting the money. She stored everything in the safe until she could run to the bank the following day. “You’ll find something. I’ll give you some money to hold you over. We’ll have a party. This is a celebration. It’s a time to move forward with our lives. I wish they didn’t want to renovate, but it’ll be their property. What else can I say, Larry?”

Sorrow washed over Larry, but he wouldn’t make a big deal about Cynthia's wishes. It was her restaurant, and he couldn’t argue with her decision. “You still haven’t said a date.”

“Probably within the next month.”

Larry nodded. He wouldn’t let the defeat stop him, and he knew Cynthia would give them a generous severance package. She was kind and cared about them as though they were her children. “Any problems with the money?”

“No, your drawer was perfect as always. See you tomorrow,” she said.

“Bye,” Larry said. He waved before leaving Cynthia’s office. He drove to his one-bedroom apartment on the edge of town, slowly accepting the reality of his situation. Larry would be jobless within a month, but it wasn’t the end of the world. This setback wouldn’t stop him.


CHAPTER TWO

Bev kicked off her heels after a long day at work. She couldn’t get the cute bartender from Cynthia’s Kitchen off her mind. There was something in his eyes. An innocence she had never seen in another man. He looked so hurt. So vulnerable. Bev knew he’d overheard Cynthia talking about selling her restaurant, and it made Bev feel terrible.

Cynthia had asked Bev to find a buyer, which she’d done. Merle and her team had their sights on turning the restaurant into a winery and an apple orchard. They owned a lot of the land around town. The restaurant was the last piece of their puzzle.

Bev walked to her bathroom, staring at herself in the mirror. Her makeup looked flatter than it had in the morning. She usually touched it up in the afternoon but hadn’t had time that day. Bev undid her bun, shaking her auburn hair as it fell to her shoulders. She unzipped her pencil skirt. She pulled it down with her tights and underwear.

Her feet were killing her. It’d been a busy day of showings, meetings, and one closing. A young couple who bought their starter home. They were adorable. Bev had run to grab them a gift in the morning before meeting with them. Seeing their smiles brightened Bev’s day, but she hated how exhausted she felt after running around town.

She took off her top. She unhooked her bra and tossed it to the side. Bev stared at her naked body in the mirror, happy with what she saw. She loved herself. There were flaws. Scars here. A little extra weight there, but what was a beautiful body without a few flaws? To Bev, the scars and weight weren’t flaws. They showed her hard days. The gas station donuts on busy mornings. Scrapes from cleaning strangers’ homes before open houses.

Bev had fine lines under the makeup that grew deeper with each passing year, but she thought they showed her wisdom. She learned something every day. Bev had no problem with aging, but she couldn’t help but wonder if she still had it in her to pull a young man like Larry.

His dark brown eyes had been on her mind all day. She couldn’t close her eyes without picturing Larry behind the bar with a towel in his hand. The way his arms flexed when he moved the towel or shook a cocktail. Bev barely paid attention to her meeting because of how much Larry distracted her.

Bev had crushed on strangers before, but there was something different about Larry. She couldn’t pinpoint exactly what. Maybe it was the way Larry dropped his gaze to the floor every time she looked at him. Maybe it was her desire to help him find a new job. It crushed her knowing he would be without work when Merle closed the restaurant to begin renovations. Cynthia told her all the employees were getting a severance package to help while they searched for new employment, but finding a job was hard.

There was nothing Bev could do for Larry as she stood naked in her bathroom. She shrugged and went to the tub to run a bath of steaming water. She filled it with bubbles. Bev grabbed herself a glass of wine from the kitchen before sinking into the tub of hot, bubbly water.

The warmth hugging Bev’s body relaxed her. She ran her hand along her wet skin. She lifted her leg into the air, giggling as bubbles fell back to the water’s surface. Bev closed her eyes as an image of Larry formed in her head. He had thick arms, a handsome smile, shy eyes, and a seductive voice.

Bev reached her hand between her legs, wishing Larry were there to say her name. She wanted to hear what it’d sound like on his lips. He hadn’t said her name while she was at the restaurant, but they had time. Bev would have other meetings with Cynthia at the restaurant, and she planned to look her best each time.

She’d seen the way Larry looked at her while she was rocking her hips in the pencil skirt. He could drop his eyes to the floor, but that only meant he’d been looking at her before she caught him.

Bev moaned as she touched her button. It was always fun touching herself under water. She could cum without fingering herself. She didn’t need a dildo. All she needed was a mental image of a cute guy like Larry on his knees. Her leg propped on a chair. His tongue on her pussy, licking her as she commanded.

Men acted tough, but Bev knew many of them had submissive tendencies. A man could hide it. He could pretend he didn’t want a spanking. Bev wasn’t a fool. Not every man wanted to submit to a powerful woman like her, but there was something about Larry that told her he might. Maybe he would want to drop to his hands and knees and take her dildo, but did he desire love?

Bev touched herself while thinking about romantic dates with Larry. Dinner over candlelight. Renting a boat to sail the lake. She saw images of them walking through a park, holding hands. Bev found those thoughts as captivating as her dirty ones with Larry’s face covered in her juices.

Bev lifted her hips above the water as she neared her climax, knowing just how to touch herself to cum. She had complete control, screaming out Larry’s name when she released.


CHAPTER THREE

It was Larry’s last shift at Cynthia’s Kitchen. He couldn’t believe how quickly things had moved since he confronted Cynthia in her office. Their conversation was three weeks ago. She’d given every employee around three grand, give or take a little depending on how long they’d been at the restaurant. It was enough to help Larry survive, but he would miss Cynthia’s Kitchen.

Larry was polishing glasses toward the end of his shift when Bev walked through the door. She was wearing a pink pantsuit with matching heels. Her hair was braided into one long tress. Her eyes focused on Larry as she stood in the entryway. Larry could see her pointing at the bar as she talked to the hostess.

He watched as she crossed the room, stopping in front of him. “Do you mind?” she asked.

“No, go ahead. The seat is yours,” he said. Larry couldn’t believe how beautiful she was, and he had no idea what she was doing at his bar. “Could I get you something?”

“A gin gimlet on the rocks,” she said.

Larry confirmed which gin she wanted before mixing her cocktail. He had it ready in less than a minute, placing it in front of her with shaky hands. “Did you want a food menu? The kitchen is closing soon.”

“How about a side of fries?”

“Nothing else?”

Bev smirked before shaking her head and lifting the cocktail to her lips. Larry didn’t know what to think about Bev sitting there, other than she was gorgeous. He went to his computer and put in her order of fries. He went back to polishing his glasses until Bev waved him back to where she was sitting.

“Another gimlet?” he asked.

“Do I make you tense, or are you like this with all your guests?”

Larry swallowed, feeling exposed. “It’s you.”

“What about me?” Bev ran her finger around the rim of the glass as she stared at Larry. “Why do I make you nervous?”

Larry backed up, nearly knocking over a bottle from his back wall. He cursed under his breath. Bev laughed.

“Careful. You might break something.”

“No kidding,” he said. “Do I really have to say the obvious?”

The smirk that made Larry feel weak in the knees returned to Bev’s face. She sipped her cocktail before speaking. Larry loved how she had her eyes trained on him, looking at him like she wanted to rip off his clothes and throw him on top of the bar. “I’d like to hear it.”

“You’re stunning. Every time you come in here, I don’t know what to do with myself.”

Bev had been to the restaurant several times, and they always made eyes at each other. Larry spent most of his time pretending like he wasn’t looking at Bev, but she wasn’t a fool. She’d chased enough men to know when they were interested. The only question was if Bev’s deepest, truest desires would interest Larry.

“That’s sweet. You’re not too bad on the eyes yourself. How old are you, anyway?”

“Twenty-five. You?”

“Don’t you know how rude it is to ask a lady her age?” Bev threw her head back and cackled.

“Sorry,” Larry said. He dropped his gaze and focused on the bar.

“You’re adorable, Larry. Don’t worry. I’m thirty-five. A whole decade older than you.”

Bev spoke in a light, playful voice. Larry’s ears loved hearing it. He wished he were ten years older and in a more stable place. Larry would ask Bev on a date, but he couldn’t. He wouldn’t. They were at different stages of life.

“Are you sad it’s the last day?”

“Yeah,” Larry said. He had finished polishing the glasses; not that he’d ever use them again. There was little time left in his shift. Few patrons. They’d had an employee party, but it was bittersweet. Nobody wanted to spend their time looking for jobs when they already had one that they enjoyed. “I don’t know where I’ll work.”

“I came here tonight with an offer. It’s not guaranteed, but my friend owns The Tulip. Have you heard of it?”

Larry’s eyes widened. Who didn’t know The Tulip? It was the fanciest restaurant in town and had amazing views of the lake. Every couple in Kettering aspired to have their wedding there, but they had to compete with people from Chicago who wanted a wedding on the lake. They had featured the Tulip in national magazines. “Yeah, I’ve heard of it. Are you saying what I think you are?”

Bev placed her purse on the counter, opening it to retrieve a business card. She placed it in front of Larry. “My friend’s name is Dennis Elizondo. He’s the owner of The Tulip. He probably won’t do the interview, but he promised to put you in touch with the general manager if you call.”

Larry picked up the card, feeling a mixture of relief and panic. He wanted the job, but The Tulip didn’t hire just anyone. Every restaurant worker in town dreamed of joining their team. People who worked at The Tulip had been there for ages, but the establishment never felt stale. Larry had heard of Dennis and his high standards. It scared Larry, but he would be crazy to pass up the opportunity.

“This is incredible, Bev. How can I repay you?”

“You don’t have to repay me. I hope you get the job. Cynthia’s Kitchen is nice, but I’ve heard the staff makes incredible money at The Tulip.”

“I’ve heard that too,” Larry said. He didn’t know how he would repay Bev for her generosity, but he wanted to do something. She was a real estate agent, and he’d seen a few of her signs around town since first serving her sparkling water with a lemon wedge. He thought about her when he was sitting alone in his one-bedroom apartment. If he got the job, he’d get her something. If he didn’t, he would have to save his money until he found work, but either way, Larry planned to pay Bev back once he was steadier on his feet.

“It was nice seeing you, Larry. Don’t forget about me,” Bev said. She threw a fifty on the counter, even though her drink was only ten dollars. “I don’t need the change. Take care. I hope you get the job.”

Larry balled the money in his fist, watching as Bev walked toward the door in her pink pantsuit. She looked over her shoulder at Larry with one hand on the door. “Bye, Bev.” She smiled, and Larry waved. His heart ached the moment Bev disappeared from his sightline, and her heart was doing the same.


CHAPTER FOUR

Larry couldn’t believe it, but he’d aced the interview with the general manager of The Tulip, Craig. Weeks ago, Larry thought he’d be leaving his shitty apartment to live in an even shittier box on the street, but he was coming up, and he owed his success to Bev. He also thought the interview would have been much harder than it was, but Craig loved him. He’d tested him by requesting several drinks, and Craig approved of each one.

The staff at The Tulip was like a family, and they’d swiftly accepted Larry. He felt special and loved every time he went to work. He thought losing Cynthia’s Kitchen was a curse, but it was turning out to be more of a blessing.

It was Larry’s first week on the job, and they were already letting him close the bar. Craig managed that night, so he had a close eye on Larry, but that only meant stopping by the bar every thirty minutes to check if Larry needed anything. There was a restaurant, a dance hall, bedrooms, and equipment for lake sports.

When the sun was out, Larry could see Lake Kettering from his bar. He loved it. The tips were great. The restaurant always had people. Larry recognized some patrons from his days at Cynthia’s Kitchen, but there were a lot of strange faces. People staying in the hotel part of The Tulip. Guests coming from out of town because they’d seen the place in a magazine or on TV.

Larry thought of calling Bev to thank her. He wanted to invite her out to a drink. He wanted to date her, but Larry didn’t have the courage to ask. Larry had noted her number from a poster she had around town, but he never dialed the numbers. They were sitting in his phone. If only he could bring himself to use them.

Larry hoped he ran into her at the grocery store. Maybe they’d meet while parked at a stoplight. Larry wanted to see Bev again, but weren’t the chances of her rejecting him high?

Craig came around as they approached closing. Some guests of the hotel were lingering at the bar, but Larry didn’t mind. The Tulip was a few miles closer to home than Cynthia’s Kitchen had been, and the clientele at The Tulip seemed to tip a little better.

“You need anything?” Craig asked. Craig glanced at the couple hanging off each other with a tinge of disgust on his face. Larry thought they were cute. If nothing else, he could offer them a shot before asking them to leave to their room. It wasn’t like they’d be bored behind closed doors.

“No, I’m okay.”

“How was your first close?”

Larry glanced around the room, satisfied with his new position. He could picture himself working at The Tulip for years to come. “It was great, Craig. I can’t complain,” he said.

“Let me know when they pay, and I’ll pull your drawer. There’s a list of tasks in the binder here to finish before you leave,” Craig said. He reached under the bar and pulled out a binder Larry had read through several times over. Larry said nothing as Craig pointed to the list he’d shared before.

“I’ll have everything done. Don’t worry.”

Craig nodded once before disappearing down the hall to his office. He was in charge of the entire business. The restaurant was important, but Craig had many areas to oversee. Larry got to work on the list. The couple paid before he had to tempt them with shots. He gave his drawer to Craig, and he was driving home within an hour after Craig told him he was good to leave.

Larry saw Bev’s sign on the way home. He passed it every day on his work commute. Her smile intoxicated him. There was a power behind her eyes, which was probably why she sold so many properties in the area. Larry had stalked her online several times since they met. He felt like he knew her, but he knew there was much beneath the surface.

Larry didn’t message or call Bev that night. He only thought about it. Maybe he had the courage in another universe. A reality where he wasn’t afraid of rejection or having his heart broken. Larry was a creature of comfort. A man of habits and maintaining the status quo.

He went to sleep with unrealized desires on his mind. Larry could want Bev, but he’d never have her if he did nothing about it.

***

Bev spritzed a feminine perfume onto her wrists, rubbing it against her neck. The perfume smelled of honeysuckle and spring breezes. She had her makeup done to perfection. She was wearing a little black dress with matching heels and a pearl necklace. Bev thought about adding lace gloves but decided against it.

She had a tiny black and white purse, just big enough to fit her phone, a credit card, and some cash. A lady always carried cash, as Bev’s mother used to say. Bev wouldn’t need much where she was going. All she needed was her body and the confidence a fabulous outfit gave her.

Bev checked herself once in the mirror before heading to her car and driving across town to The Tulip. She’d spoken with Dennis, who told her the general manager had hired Larry. Dennis went to the establishment every day, and he knew everyone on the staff once they got hired, but he didn’t make hiring or firing decisions. Only under special circumstances.

Bev pulled up at The Tulip. They had a free valet. She dropped off her car and handed the valet attendant a five before heading inside with her shoulders high. The host asked Bev if she was meeting someone.

“No, I’m here to dine alone. My out-of-town friend was thinking about having a wedding here, and I promised to send some pictures.”

“Oh, sure. Help yourself. The ballroom is behind the restaurant. Would you like a table, or would you rather sit at the bar?”

“The bar should be fine,” Bev said.

The hostess was adorable. Her beaming smile tickled Bev. She led the way to the bar, but Bev forgot all about her once her eyes settled on Larry. His outfit for The Tulip was a stylish button-up shirt with a thin tie. His arms looked huge under the white shirt. Bev wanted to throw a bucket of water on him just to see what he’d look like wet.

Larry stared at Bev as she took a seat in front of him. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing, so he waved his hand in his face. Not only was Bev there, but she also looked better than she ever had. The black dress she wore was dangerously short. It swooped down, offering a stunning view of her cleavage.

“Gin gimlet?”

“No,” Bev said. She tilted her head to the side as she smiled, looking like an angel from the heavens. “How about a lemon-drop martini?”

“Coming right up,” he said.

Bev watched as Larry fixed her cocktail in the shaker. His arms flexed when he shook the metal tin. There were a few other patrons at the bar, but Larry paid them no attention. He had Bev. She was there. He poured the drink into a chilled martini glass, sliding it in front of his crush.

“It’s on me. It’s the least I can do since you got me this job,” Larry said. He went to the computer, pulled out his debit card, and paid for the drink before Bev could argue with him. He closed out the tab and showed Bev the receipt before tossing it in the trash. She’d put up a brief fight, but the smile on her face told Larry she appreciated the gesture. “Try it. Tell me what you think.”

Bev put the martini to her lips, staring at Larry as she took the first sip. It was sour, sweet, and delicious. She told Larry she loved it. Someone at the other end of the bar whistled, waving their hands in the air. They both looked at the man with expressionless faces.

“Glad you like it. I’ll be right back,” Larry said.

“Take your time.” Bev grinned as she watched Larry move down the bar to appease the impatient man. Larry was gone for five minutes, but Bev was happy to watch him work. Her thighs burned when he bent over in those tight pants he was wearing.

Larry returned to Bev once he’d caught up with everyone else sitting at the bar. “What brings you in here tonight? Are you meeting someone?” Larry hoped Bev didn’t have a date. He didn’t know if he could handle watching her with another man.

Bev averted her eyes, tilting her body to the side. She clasped her hands in her lap. She could tell Larry a lie like she’d told the host, but she didn’t want to start their relationship with falsehoods. Larry was the man she wanted. She’d spent enough time thinking about him. She was tired of dreaming and wanted to make her dreams a reality.

“I came here to see you,” Bev said.

“You did?”

“Why do you sound so surprised?”

The smile on Bev’s face was intoxicating Larry. He couldn’t stop staring at her. Was it possible she liked him? He didn’t know why a lady like her would want him when she could have any man in the world, but it made Larry feel special. “I don’t know,” Larry said.

“I wanted to come see how you were doing at the new job. Dennis and I spoke. He said they hired you. I didn’t know if you’d be working, but I took my chances.”

Larry took in Bev’s beautiful auburn hair. He loved how she pinned it. He loved how she presented herself, like she was going somewhere important everywhere she went. Larry had never met a woman as elegant. Her beauty entranced, like fairy dust falling from the sky.

“Aren’t I lucky?”

Bev shrugged. If only Larry knew what Bev wanted to do to him. Would he feel the same if he discovered she wanted to spank him with a paddle before fucking him with a strap? Bev stared into Larry’s dark brown eyes, wondering what he’d look like once she stripped him naked. Judging by the way they were looking at each other, it’d happen soon.

Larry had such muscular arms. She loved when her subs were thicker. Her dream boyfriend was a lot like Larry, but Bev had dreamed enough in her life. She knew reality was harsh. She knew she couldn’t get everything she wanted, but that wouldn’t stop her from trying.

“What if we hung out away from the bar? I’m sure you’re a lot more interesting when you aren’t on the clock,” Bev said. She lifted the lemon drop martini to her lips, taking the final sip.

“Who knows? I guess you’ll have to be the judge.”

Bev chuckled. She could laugh at everything Larry said. His face was so cute. “When are you free to hang?”

“I work tomorrow, but I’m off the next day. Could you do something then?”

Bev lifted her finger as she pulled out her phone to check her calendar. She knew most of it by heart, but there was always something that slipped her memory if she didn’t use the calendar. “I have a showing that morning, but we could do something in the afternoon. What do you think?”

“Perfect,” said Larry. He grabbed a piece of blank receipt paper and a pen, writing his number on it for Bev. He gave it to her. She folded it and tucked it into her tiny purse. “How do you fit anything in there?”

“I only used it for the outfit,” she said.

“It’s a nice outfit.” Larry looked Bev up and down, hopefully communicating how sexy he found her. “Would you like another drink?”

“I probably shouldn’t,” Bev said. “I have a meeting early in the morning, and I already accomplished my goal for the evening.”

Larry smirked, realizing her goal was to find him. “I can’t wait to hang. Will you tell me where to meet you?”

“I’ll probably pick you up,” she said. “I don’t know what we’ll do yet, but I’ll figure something out.”

“Whatever you decide is fine with me.”

Bev lifted her eyebrow. “Be careful with what you say. You never know what I might have in mind.”

Larry swallowed, suddenly concerned he might have agreed to date someone bad. Someone murderous. He pushed his fears to the side as his attraction overruled his sense of danger. What was life without risk? Even one date with Bev was something Larry would remember for the rest of his life. Bev was the most beautiful girl he’d ever liked, and she was the one pursuing him.

Bev grabbed her bag and hopped off the bar stool. “I’ll see you in a couple of days, Larry. Don’t ignore my calls.”

“I won’t,” Larry said. He took in Bev’s full body now that she was standing. He wanted to touch her. Kiss her. He wanted to claim her as his own, but he had a sense she would be the one claiming him. It wasn’t a conscious thought. The submission was in the back of Larry’s mind. Bev dragging it out of Larry by calling the shots. “I’m looking forward to hanging out.”

“Bye, Larry.” Bev waved before turning with a dramatic spin and walking toward the exit, her heels clicking loud enough for everyone to hear. She never turned to look at Larry. He watched her until she was out the door.


CHAPTER FIVE

Larry grabbed his wallet and keys from his kitchen counter. He was standing inside his one-bedroom apartment. He’d spent the past two hours pacing his living room, nervous about his date with Bev. She had called him the night before to tell him to pick her up at noon, not a minute before or after. He was timing himself to make it to her house two minutes before noon, planning to sit outside until the clock struck twelve.

He was wearing a pair of blue chinos, white canvas shoes, and a white button-up shirt. It wasn’t the one he used for work. The shirt had blue geometric shapes stitched into the white fabric. He took a few deep breaths before heading to his car. Bev had asked him to pick her up. He was embarrassed about his decades-old used car, but that wouldn’t stop Larry from fulfilling Bev’s wishes.

He started his car and drove across town. His heart sank the second he pulled into Bev’s neighborhood. She lived in the nicest part of town, close to Lake Kettering. Enormous houses on massive lots occupied the streets. Larry was nervous police would pull him over and ask what he was doing in the neighborhood. His apartment complex was the worst of Kettering, and Bev lived in the best.

These facts swirled through Larry’s mind as he approached Bev’s house. She had a modest-sized home compared to the rest, but her driveway was long. Her yard was incredible. Flowers lined the front of her home. Larry pulled into her driveway with one minute to spare.

He waited until the clock struck twelve before getting out of his car and walking to the front door. He rang the doorbell, nervous about what Bev had planned. Larry told one of his friends about the date in case he disappeared.

Larry heard heels clicking against hardwood floors before Bev answered the door. She was wearing a white dress with clear heels. She had her hair pinned on one side and hanging over her shoulder. “You made it right on time.”

“Didn’t want to disappoint,” said Larry.

“Let me grab my purse, and we can leave. Did you need to use the bathroom or anything?”

“No,” he said. “I can wait out here.”

Bev nodded and disappeared into the house for several minutes. She hadn’t closed the door. Larry stood outside of Bev’s home, and he could see into it. He saw her artwork. The perfect furniture. She had her life together in ways Larry only dreamed. He was dodging the feelings of insecurity at every turn. It helped when Bev came back into view. She held Larry’s gaze as she approached him, making him weak with desire.

“You ready?”

Larry’s mouth was open as he nodded. Bev smiled and patted Larry on the cheek as she walked past him toward the old car. She didn’t mind that Larry had a used car or that he was a bartender. She didn’t care that he was ten years younger than her. If he was willing to accept their differences, she could work with him. They could have something special, but she still had to tell him how she wanted to use her toys. They could enjoy their date before she scared him with the reality of what dating her would entail.

“Where are we heading?” Larry asked as he slid into the driver’s seat.

Bev opened her phone and typed an address into the GPS. “It’ll be fun, but you won’t know until we get there.”

Larry stared at Bev’s garage door straight ahead. His hands tightened around the steering wheel. He thought about telling Bev to get out of the car and flee, but one look at Bev changed his mind.

“It’s a surprise. Don’t worry.”

Larry’s body relaxed, even though a sense of unease lingered in the background. “Okay. Tell me where to go,” he said.

***

Larry’s heartbeat accelerated the deeper into the countryside they went. Bev refused to tell him where they were going. He tried to convince himself that Bev wouldn’t commit murder in such a beautiful dress. Wouldn’t she have worn red instead of white if she were going to do that?

“Please tell me,” Larry said. It was the fourth or fifth time he’d asked Bev. They’d been driving for an hour. He would have a cardiac event if Bev didn’t calm his anxiety with some facts.

“We’re almost there. The GPS says we’ll arrive in ten minutes. You can make it.”

“Can I get a hint?”

“We won’t be hungry on the drive home.”

Larry exhaled, feeling slightly better. He just wanted the ten minutes to pass, and they did. Larry felt silly when a two-lane highway off the interstate led them to a vineyard attached to a cheese farm. “Wine and cheese?”

“Yes. I didn’t know what we’d do until I asked some friends, and one told me to come here. She said they have the best cheese.”

Larry smiled as he internally chastised himself for having such dark thoughts about a lovely woman like Bev. In the future, he’d know to trust her if she wanted to surprise him. “I’ve heard about this place, but I forgot it was here.”

“Why don’t we see what they have?” Bev asked. She opened her door. They both got out of the car, and a warm early summer wind circled them. Larry walked over to Bev, feeling lucky for having the chance to spend his day with such a gorgeous woman. He put out his hand, and Bev took it.

They went inside. A host greeted them, asking if they had a reservation. Bev pulled out her phone and presented two tickets she’d bought for a wine and cheese tasting the night before. “Are any others here?”

“No, it’ll only be you two. Our sommelier is preparing the wines you’ll enjoy. If you don’t mind touring while we wait for her to finish. Since it is only you two, she’s making adjustments to the menu, but it’ll only be a second.”

“Don’t worry. We’re not in a rush,” Bev said. She took Larry’s hand. They walked around the gift shop, checking out what products they had. Bev could have bought one of everything, but then she’d have to make major sacrifices to her yearly budget. Bev and Larry stepped outside to resist their spending urges.

They breathed in the fresh country air before walking around the grounds close to the building. Kettering wasn’t a huge city, but it was dense compared to their current surroundings. The vast fields for cows and grapes and whatever else. The farm rotated crops. They made products with most of what they grew, so there were always new things to try. Larry and Bev held hands as they read a sign about the farm.

“Your tour is ready,” the host called.

“Coming,” Bev said. She felt on top of the world as she stood in the middle of nowhere with Larry. She turned to look at him, and he stared at her with those delicious brown eyes. There was an innocence behind them Bev hoped to corrupt. She didn’t think he realized how gentle and submissive many of his actions were. “Let’s do this.”

“I’m excited,” Larry said. They wanted to start the tour, but neither moved as they stared at each other. “Can I kiss you?”

“Yes,” Bev said.

Larry lifted his hand and moved it to the side of her face. He closed his eyes as he moved his lips closer to hers. Bev felt her stomach flip as Larry’s fingers brushed against her skin. Larry pressed his mouth softly against Bev’s, giving her a light kiss. She leaned into it to tell Larry she wanted more.

He listened. Larry moved his other hand to the small of Bev’s back, pulling her close as their kiss deepened. People were waiting for them, but the world disappeared as their tongues played. Spring air blew around them as the seconds passed, rustling the leaves of nearby trees.

Their kiss ended when the honk of a passing car sent them crashing back to reality. Bev covered her mouth, laughing at how lost she’d gotten in the kiss. Larry dropped his hands to cover the lump in his pants, even though his movement only piqued Bev’s interest. She glanced down without saying a word about Larry’s obvious erection. There was nothing wrong with it. His response was only natural, and it told her Larry liked what he had. If only he could see the wetness in her panties.

“Wow, that was something.”

“Yeah, it was.” Larry agreed. He wanted to spend the rest of his afternoon kissing Bev, but they had a wine and cheese tour for which Bev had already paid. “Maybe we can kiss some more after the tour.”

“I couldn’t see why not,” Bev said and winked. She grabbed Larry’s hand and ran with him toward the entrance. The employees scattered when they walked through the door. Bev smiled to herself, knowing she also would have been watching a couple kiss like they had no cares in the world. She was happy to be part of that couple instead of an outside observer.

Maybe Larry was the one, but Bev didn’t want to get her hopes up.

Their sommelier, Marcia, gave Bev and Larry an afternoon they wouldn’t soon forget. She had used wines that the vineyard had on tap from kegs to avoid opening bottles. Bev couldn’t believe they had wine on tap, and she loved learning about the system. Everything they tasted was incredible. Marcia was an expert at pairing wines and cheese. Bev left everyone she could a generous tip and bought some stuff in the gift shop before Larry drove them back to her place. He’d only had a sip of each wine and spit them all out to make sure he was sober enough to drive.

“You’re the best,” Bev said when they pulled in her driveway. She leaned over the center console to put her hands anywhere she could on Larry’s body. She was much tipsier than Larry, but she had plenty of booze in the house if Larry wanted to catch up. Getting Larry drunk would be a fantastic way to convince him to spend the night. “How can I repay you for driving?”

“It was the least I could do after you bought the tickets. I tasted enough to know the wines were delicious.”

“Did you want to drink the bottle we bought?” Bev asked. She took her hands off Larry and fell back to her seat, disappointed by the serious expression on Larry’s face. Bev had bought one bottle of her favorite white wine with lemon and honey notes, and she wanted to share.

“No, it’s okay. You can save it,” said Larry. They were still sitting in the car. Larry didn’t know if he should go inside with Bev. Should he kiss her? He sat there with his hands in his lap. “Today was fun.”

“You sound like you want it to end,” Bev said.

Larry glanced at her without turning to face her. He was staring straight ahead at her garage, feeling like a fool for not having the courage to lean across the center console, grab Bev, and kiss her. They’d already done it once. Didn’t that give him permission to do it again?

When Larry said nothing, Bev knew she had to take control of the situation. Larry was nervous, even though he had no reason to be. They’d had an incredible afternoon at the winery, and she didn’t want it to end.

“You don’t have to work tonight, do you?”

Larry shook his head. He looked at Bev, enamored by her pretty face. Her sweet voice. “No, I’m off.”

“Come inside. I have video games, board games, cards, and plenty of alcohol. Not that you have to drink, but you can. I don’t mind.”

“Okay,” Larry said. He pulled his keys out of the ignition. Bev leaned over to kiss him on the cheek before getting out of the car and running to her front door.


CHAPTER SIX

Bev and Larry were sitting on their knees atop pillows across the coffee table from each other. They had a board game between them. It was a quick play, and they were on their third round. Bev beat Larry the first time. He beat her the second, but Bev cared little about the game.

Bev moved the pieces. She rolled the dice. She went through the motions of the game, but all she could think about was Larry’s naked body. Bev imagined pushing the board game to the floor and throwing Larry atop her coffee table. She wouldn’t even care if it crashed to the floor under his weight if she got to see him naked on his hands and knees on its surface.

Larry moved his piece. He was a few moves from winning, and Bev had grown bored playing board games. “You win,” Bev said, standing.

“What do you mean? We still have a few moves to make.”

“I’m over it. Let’s make something yummy to drink,” Bev said. She told Larry to follow her. He wanted to win the game outright, but he wouldn’t protest her orders. He stood and followed Bev to the kitchen.

Her kitchen looked like it could have been from a television show or from a magazine. Larry stood at her island, waiting for Bev to tell him what to do.

“What should we drink?”

“I’m okay with whatever,” said Larry.

“Aren’t you the bartender? Come, tell me what we could make,” Bev said.

Larry went over to where Bev was standing. Her white dress stretched over her ass was the first thing he saw. It made his mouth wet, watering like a dog hungry for a bone. Bev threw her hair back and looked over her shoulder at Larry. His eyes hadn’t even registered the cabinet filled with bottles of top-shelf booze.

“Eyes over here, mister.”

Larry blushed and turned his attention to Bev’s liquor cabinet, gasping when he discovered what was inside. “Wow, you have quite the collection.”

“I don’t drink that much, but I enjoy playing bartender some nights.”

“We could make a lot of different cocktails. What are you feeling?”

Bev yawned from all the wine in her system. She cursed under her breath, not wanting to feel tired, but it’d been hours since she had her last sip of booze. “Ooh, I have an espresso machine. Can you make an espresso martini?”

Larry glanced at the cabinet and confirmed he could. A little caffeine sounded perfect. Bev made espresso as Larry got everything ready on her kitchen island to mix the martini. Larry used Bev’s rose gold cocktail shaker, shaking the drink before pouring it into two martini glasses they’d chilled with ice.

“These are gorgeous,” Bev said. She ran over to Larry and threw her arms around him, excited to drink such a sophisticated martini at home, especially since it’d give her energy to do what she wanted most that night.

Bev placed her hand against Larry’s chest as he held her close to his body. “You know what would be fun?”

Larry swallowed and shook his head. “No, what?”

“If we changed into something more comfortable.”

“I have nothing here but what I’m wearing now.”

Bev bit her lip as dirty thoughts passed through her mind. She leaned into Larry’s body, feeling his hardness press into her midsection. She wanted to feel it in her mouth once she’d plugged his ass. He would need his hole stretched before she fucked him for the first time. Would he let Bev get that far? She could only hope so as she clung to his body.

“You can change if you’d like, Bev. I’m comfortable with what I’m wearing.”

A light moan left Bev’s lips as she pushed against Larry’s body to steady herself. Her dress had its zipper on the side. Bev stared at Larry as she unzipped the dress. It was tight against her body, so she had to push it over her breasts and ass. Larry watched her every movement. He told himself to stop staring, but he couldn’t.

“I was thinking we could hang out in our underwear. What do you think? I know ways to warm each other up if we get cold.”

Larry’s dick twitched. He’d been on edge since they kissed in the parking lot of the vineyard. He didn’t have much sexual experience in his life. There’d been a few women, but none of them were as confident and straightforward as Bev. No other woman had unzipped her dress and dropped it to the floor for him unless it was in the dark. Bev was in full light, unafraid of what she offered.

“Take off your clothes, Larry.”

Larry hesitated. He felt embarrassed about undressing in front of Bev, but he wouldn’t disappoint her. He couldn’t. Larry unbuttoned his shirt as Bev leaned against the island, staring at his every move.

It took a minute, but Bev didn’t smile until Larry was standing in the kitchen wearing nothing but his underwear. He had on a pair of boxer briefs that did nothing to hide his throbbing erection.

Bev stepped forward. Larry shuddered when she touched him. “You’re beautiful, Larry.” She placed her hand on Larry’s face. Bev stood on her toes to kiss him. Larry wrapped his arms around her back, and she jumped into his arms. Larry almost dropped her, but he steadied himself before making a mockery of himself.

Bev and Larry didn’t break their kiss as Larry moved Bev to the island. Larry touched her body with more confidence as their kiss continued. Bev was sitting on the kitchen island and out of danger’s way. Her legs tight around Larry’s body. Her mouth against his. Larry between her, kissing her like a maniac.

Larry wanted to act tough like men he saw in the movies, but that wasn’t him. He was a quiet guy. People used to make fun of him for being shy. He had muscles from working out and his time as a landscaper, but muscles weren’t what made alphas. It was a confidence and arrogance Larry never had.

Bev broke their kiss and pushed Larry away from her body. She stared at him as she considered telling him about her dominant desires, but it wasn’t time. She hopped off the kitchen island, grabbed her espresso martini, and went to the door that led to her backyard. It was a private oasis, without views of her neighbors.

“Where are you going?” Larry asked.

“Outside. Come on,” she said.

Larry stood with his espresso martini in hand, terrified of going into Bev’s backyard wearing nothing more than his underwear. “Won’t your neighbors see us?”

“No, there are too many trees. It’ll be fun.”

Bev stood at the door and waited for Larry. She took his hand and pulled him into her backyard oasis. She had a hot tub, chairs, a small garden, and trees lining her yard. Larry relaxed as he looked around, unable to see a neighbor.

“We can use the hot tub another time.” Bev sat at the table with her drink. Larry took a seat across from her. “Tell me about yourself. Where are you from? How did you get to where you are?”

Bev listened as Larry told her about his time before dropping out of college. He talked about his past jobs, growing up in the area, and anything else he could think to share. Bev loved learning about Larry’s past in more detail. They also talked about drinks and food at the vineyard.
Bev shared more about her past. Larry couldn’t believe she’d given up city life for Kettering, but she assured him she was happy with her decision.

A lull in the conversation led to a resurgence of Bev’s dirty thoughts. She’d finished most of her martini during their conversation and couldn’t resist leaving her chair to walk over to Larry. The chairs didn’t have arms, so she straddled Larry’s hips. She placed her arms over his shoulders with her hands on the back of the chair. Their faces were inches apart.

They were wearing nothing but their undergarments in the fresh, outdoor air. Larry was hard, and Bev was soaking wet. She didn’t want to fuck Larry without telling him her truth. They kissed for several beats before she broke the kiss and stood from the chair.

Larry chased after her, even though she’d only gone a few steps. He placed his hands on her shoulders. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. It’s nothing,” she said.

Larry’s hard manhood poked against his boxer briefs, and he did nothing to hide it. He was too concerned about Bev running away from him. He knew there was something on her mind, and it wasn’t ‘nothing’. “You can tell me, Bev.”

Bev grabbed Larry’s hand and took him back inside, leaving their drinks on the outdoor table. Bev took Larry to her bedroom and pushed him to the bed. She climbed on the bed. She was above him on her hands and knees. Larry smiled, excited to be in Bev’s fabulous bedroom, but he wasn’t prepared to hear what Bev had to say.

“I’m a dominatrix, Larry.”

His eyes widened. His dick grew stiffer, threatening to rocket off his body. He had always been curious about dominant women, but they never seemed to exist. Every woman he had dated, which weren’t many, had wanted him to take charge. Bev had differed from the beginning, and he was understanding why.

“You are?”

“I haven’t been with a man in a long time, but I really like you. I want us to have something, Larry, but I had to tell you first. If you aren’t okay with it, now is your chance to leave.”

Larry didn’t know how he felt about becoming Bev’s full-time submissive, but he knew he didn’t want to leave.

“I’m not leaving,” he said.

His words made Bev’s center ignite. Her legs wobbled. Had she found the one? Bev stared at Larry, excited and nervous about where the future might take them. She reminded herself to enjoy the moment. They were there together. Larry knew her truth, and he wanted to stay. Bev climbed off her bed and went to her closet. She stepped inside it, telling herself to remain calm as she went through her collection of toys.

Bev grabbed a paddle, a flogger, and a blindfold. She wanted to start slowly with Larry. She took her toys and returned to the bedroom, where Larry was waiting for her with a tent in his underwear. Bev bit her lip as she crossed the room, holding her toys.

“What do you have?” he asked.

“Things I hope you’ll enjoy.”

Larry grumbled as he felt his dick throb. His curiosity was getting the best of him. What would it be like to submit to a woman? Did he want Bev calling all the shots? “We’ll see.”

Bev placed the paddle and the blindfold on the bed next to Larry. He glanced at them, knowing exactly what purpose they served. Bev held the flogger as she stood in front of Larry. She ran the tresses through her fingers. “Do you know what this does?”

“Will you use it to spank me?” Larry asked. His dick throbbed, shocking him. He never imagined he would want a woman to spank him, but now it was all he desired. He wanted Bev to put him over her legs and tell him he was a bad boy for sitting in her backyard wearing nothing more than underwear.

Bev smirked as her pussy ached at Larry’s words. The erection in his boxer briefs did nothing to help. His shirtless body was delicious, and Bev couldn’t wait to explore it. She only hoped she could have Larry for years rather than one night. Would he run when she pushed him?

“I was thinking about it. Have you ever been spanked?”

Larry bit his lip. “No, I haven’t. I’m willing to try.”

“I’ll be gentle, unless you tell me you want more.”

“Do we need a safe word?”

Bev smiled, stepping closer to Larry. She put her fingers into his brown hair as she stared into his seductive brown eyes. He had a light beard, like he hadn’t shaved in several days. Bev ran her fingers along the stubble. “If you tell me to stop, I’ll stop. I want nothing but to bring you pleasure.”

“You’ve already brought me buckets of it,” he said.

Bev had a speaker on her nightstand. She connected her phone and played a mix of soul music. She picked up the blindfold from the bed and passed it to Larry. “Get on your hands and knees and put on the blindfold.”

An anxious breath left Larry’s lips as he took the blindfold from Bev. He got into a doggy style before covering his eyes. Having his sight cut off heightened his other senses. He took in the floral smells of Bev’s room. Listened to her footsteps. Felt the movement of the mattress as Bev climbed onto the bed behind him.

He moaned when she touched his back, rubbing her hand all the way to his neck. Her fingers snaked into his hair, gripping it and pulling back his head. She pushed Larry to his stomach before pressing her body against his. Her warmth sank into Larry’s body, making him feel like hotcakes lathered in butter. Bev lifted herself off his body. Her hands massaged Larry’s back. He was so hard, and his dick was in an uncomfortable position beneath his body, but he wouldn’t say a word.

Bev kissed up Larry’s back until her mouth was against his ear. “You’ve been such a good boy, but that boner of yours is very naughty. How can I ever make you pay?” Bev reached under Larry and pulled on his dick, knocking it out of its uncomfortable position. It felt incredible in her hand. Larry didn’t know if he could hold his orgasm with her hand on his dick, and he was still wearing underwear.

“Spank me,” Larry said.

Bev purred. “Say it again.”

Larry repeated himself, screaming into the mattress beneath him.

Bev grinned as she lifted herself from Larry’s body. She pulled him to his hand and knees before ridding him of his underwear. She reached around and touched his uncovered dick, loving how thick it felt in her hand. “You love being on bottom, don’t you?”

“Yes, Bev. I love it.”

“You want me to dominate you, sissy boy?”

Larry growled, feeling like he had finally solved every mystery of his sexuality. He loved women, but he wanted one like Bev to dominate him. He needed it. With the blindfold, everything felt more intense, and he wanted nothing more than to feel the tresses of the flogger reddening his ass. “Yes, please Bev.”

He didn’t have to wait long for Bev to fulfill his desires. She lifted the flogger into the air and brought it down against his bare cheeks. She did it three more times, giving each ass cheek two strikes. Larry had to hold his dick; afraid he might shoot a load all over Bev’s sheets. He had never felt anything as incredible as the sting brought to his ass from Bev’s flogger.

“You like that, sissy boy?”

“I love it. Spank me,” he said. Larry’s voice was weaker. He sounded desperate, like he hadn’t had water all day.

Bev grinned as she switched the flogger for the paddle. She loved the flogger, but it was nothing compared to what her wooden, epoxy-coated paddle could do. Bev spanked Larry’s ass, taking pleasure in how he hollered. Her neighbors weren’t close. Larry could scream as much as he wanted. He never told her to stop. His ass was red and would definitely bruise by the time she finished, but Larry was loving it. His erection hadn’t gone done once, not even for a second.

“What’s wrong? Why are you stopping?” Larry asked. He was still wearing the blindfold while looking over his shoulder at Bev.

“Your ass is burning,” she said. Bev loved how eager Larry was. She climbed on the bed behind Larry, wishing she had her strap to fuck him, but that would have to wait for another day. Spanking a man was a lot different from fucking one.

Bev ran her fingers over Larry’s burning ass as she leaned over his body to kiss him. Larry kissed her with an intensity she’d received from few men. Their connection was growing deeper as their tongues touched. Bev touched Larry’s ass. He was accepting her truest form, and it almost felt like a dream. Bev didn’t want to make the wrong move because her heart was on the line. She was already falling in love with two rocks tied to her feet.

Bev propped herself against the headboard. Larry, still blindfolded, climbed between her legs at Bev’s order. Bev guided Larry’s face until his nose was against her clad panties. She had been gushing like a fire hydrant while spanking Larry, and her body was burning for a release.

Larry inhaled deeply, breathing in Bev’s delicious scent. He wanted to slide inside of her womanhood, but he wouldn’t until she gave him permission. He loved having Bev in charge, desperate for her guidance. Larry couldn’t see, but it wasn’t necessary. He felt Bev’s body, and her curves were sweeter than strawberry pie.

“Take off my panties,” Bev said.

Larry moaned as he lifted his hands to complete Bev’s command. He found the waistline of her panties after a little fumbling. Bev lifted her hips, and Larry pulled the undergarment down her legs. He balled the panties up in his fist once they were off her legs before lifting them to his nose and inhaling her intoxicating scent.

Bev chuckled as she watched Larry standing on his knees with her panties to his nose. His naked body exhilarated her. She loved how erect he was. How his dick hung from his pelvic region.

“Eat my pussy,” Bev said.

Larry dropped the panties and lowered himself between Bev’s legs, following her scent until his lips connected with her cunny. She moaned as he stuck out his tongue, poking it into her hole. He could taste her desire. Her wetness had coated his lips the second his mouth touched her pussy, but Larry loved it. He would cum if he touched his dick, so he left it alone.

Larry focused his attention on Bev. She was the star of their show, and Larry loved having the focus on her. He loved how she grabbed his head and moved his lips to her juicy clit. He wrapped his mouth around it, sucking with vigor. Making Bev cum was his only goal. Larry wanted to hear her scream. Shatter the windows.

Bev gripped Larry’s head as her world unraveled. Threads of reality floated away like an untethered balloon. She pushed Larry into her pussy as she hollered. She yelled louder than she had in years. No man had done to her what Larry was doing in so long it felt like another lifetime.

She came with Larry’s lips pressed against her pussy, deflating before she released her hands from his head.

“I want to watch you cum.”

“You won’t have to wait long.” Larry kept his blindfold on as he stroked his dick, standing on his knees. He rubbed, grunting like a maniac, as cum bubbled in his balls. He put out his hand and caught what he could when a load erupted from his dick.

Bev didn’t care about her sheets, but she thought it was hot watching Larry catch his cum. She had her fingers on her pussy, rubbing her sensitive clit and slipping the occasional finger into her hole. “Have you ever tasted your cum?”

“No,” he said.

“Why don’t you try it?”

Larry hesitated before lifting his cum-covered hand. He put out his tongue, unable to see what he was about to lick. He tapped his tongue against the cum, feeling a saltiness cover his mouth. Bev laughed. Larry didn’t try anymore. He pulled off the blindfold, taking in the scene of his sticky hand and Bev’s naked body.

“Wanna wash up?”

“Yeah,” he said. Larry could already feel his tender ass bruising as he sat to scoot off the bed. He and Bev went to the shower, covering each other with soap and kissing until the water ran cold.

***

Larry and Bev were sitting on her sofa in the living room hours later. They’d ordered food for dinner and were finishing their meals. A documentary about rainforest animals played in the background. There were many interesting facts, but they struggled to pay the film any attention.

Larry was thinking about what it’d mean to date a dominant woman like Bev. He was smitten with her, but did he want to make the commitment to becoming her submissive? He had questions. How far would they go? What all did she want? Larry had no idea what she would require other than spanking his ass, which he immensely enjoyed.

“Hey,” he said.

Bev put down her chicken salad, turning to give Larry her full attention. There were only a few bites left. “What’s up, Larry?”

He reached out to grab Bev’s hand. She laced her fingers with his. “I really like you.”

“I like you too,” Bev said. “What’s on your mind?”

“You,” he said without providing more details.

“What about me?”

Larry looked at Bev like she should know what he was saying, and she did. She’d seen the look before, but she thought Larry was going to be different. She thought Larry wouldn’t run. Maybe she was wrong. So many men wanted to be told what to do while hiding in the shadows, running from their truest selves. Would she see Larry married to some plain Jane in a few years? Bev tried to keep the emotions off her face, but it felt like a crater was collapsing within her.

“I can handle whatever you have to say, Larry.”

He was still holding Bev’s hand, but he saw the change on her face. “Your dominance. I don’t know. What more will you do than spank me?”

Bev took Larry’s hand and moved it to her lips. She stared at him as she considered her words. She didn’t want to scare him, but he had a right to ask questions. “There are many things we could do, Larry, but I want you to know you can always tell me ‘no’. If you don’t want something, all you have to do is say it. You have power in this relationship.”

Larry’s heart warmed at her words, and his body relaxed. He knew he was safe with Bev, so why worry? “Relationship?”

“We’re two people who’ve had sex. You can call us friends, but we’re already more than that.”

Larry squeezed Bev’s hand. “I want more than friendship.”

“Me too, but we can take it slow. There are no other men in my life. Don’t worry.”

“There’s nobody else in my life. Just you,” Larry said.

Bev smiled and lifted her free hand to Larry’s hair, pushing her fingers through it as they stared at each other. It was overwhelming how much love she already felt for this man, but it was there. She couldn’t ignore it. Bev exhaled to calm her body, but it did little.

“We’re exclusive, but that doesn’t mean we have to rush. Okay?”

Larry nodded.

“Perfect,” Bev said. She glanced at the documentary they were struggling to watch. “Should we watch something else?”

“Yeah, that sounds good.” Larry released Bev’s hand, and they both relaxed into the couch as they scrolled through the options on TV to find something they both wanted to watch.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Larry was standing behind the bar at The Tulip, thinking about Bev. He loved her so much he ached to be away from her, but they were both busy. Bev had a crazy schedule, but she found time to see him when she could. It’d only been a week since the winery, but they’d managed to sneak a few sessions. Larry loved when she spanked him, and she loved to make him eat her pussy.

He got hard every time he thought about what Bev had waiting around the corner. They hadn’t had more than a couple of quickies since the winery, but Larry was going straight to her place when he got off work. He didn’t have to close, and he had a change of clothes in his car to avoid going home. He needed Bev. Too long had passed since he saw her.

The rest of Larry’s shift passed with ease. The closers came in to help him through the dinner rush, and they let him leave an hour earlier than planned because it wasn’t crazy busy, and they could tell how eager Larry was to see his girlfriend.

Larry ran out of The Tulip, delighted he was finally free to see his woman.

***

Bev checked herself in the hallway mirror as she ran to the door. Her hair was curled and bouncy. She’d spent an hour in the bathroom dolling herself up for when Larry arrived. She wanted him to leave a trail of drool everywhere he went.

“You’re here early,” Bev said when she opened the door.

Larry’s mouth fell open as he took in Bev’s beauty. She was wearing an open robe with nothing but a pretty black thong beneath it. She didn’t even have on a bra, but her breasts looked perfect. Bev was wearing a pair of black pumps that were at least four inches tall. Larry stepped in the door and closed it behind him before someone drove by and saw Bev in her revealing outfit.

“You like what I’m wearing?”

Larry swallowed the pool of saliva that’d formed in his mouth. He wanted to lick Bev from her toes to her neck. “How could I not?”

“I thought you might like it. How was work?” Bev asked. She turned and walked down the short hall to her open living room and kitchen area. Larry followed her, feeling gross in his work clothes. He had a bag in his hand, but he wouldn’t shower until Bev told him.

“Work was fine. What have you been up to today?”

“I had several showings, but my last meeting canceled, which gave me enough time to come home and fix my hair.”

“It’s gorgeous,” Larry said. He was standing at the kitchen island as Bev looked through her cabinets. She pulled out a glass and filled it with ice water for Larry. “Did you cook something for dinner?”

Bev laughed and waved her hand in the air. “Absolutely not. If we stick together, you’ll be doing most of the cooking.”

Larry’s dick jumped at the thought of a future with Bev. He wouldn’t mind cooking, as long as she told him what to cook. “I would like that,” he said.

“We can order food. Why don’t you take a shower, and I’ll decide what to eat?”

Larry went around the island to Bev and kissed her on the forehead before taking his bag with the change of clothes and heading to the bathroom. She ordered them Korean fried chicken and a vegetable rice dish. Larry took a quick shower, and he smelled like soap when he returned to the living room.

“What did you decide?”

“Korean. Is that okay?”

“I’ll eat whatever you pick.”

They watched TV until the food arrived. They ate and talked about their jobs. Bev had sold a few houses that month, so she was happy. Larry was getting better tips than he ever had. Guests at The Tulip came prepared to spend in ways they never had at Cynthia’s Kitchen.

The food was delicious. Larry told Bev they should order from the Korean restaurant again.

“I’ll think about it,” she teased. Bev didn’t care much what they ate, granted she got to decide. The thoughts running through her mind were much naughtier than food. Bev had spanked Larry several times, but she wanted more. She wanted to push him, but fear stopped her. Bev even had a gift for Larry in her closet, but she had yet to give it to him.

Bev placed her fingers on Larry’s thigh, gently moving them along his exposed skin. He was wearing shorts. She liked his submissive masculinity, but Bev fantasized about what Larry would look like in something more feminine, which had led to the gift she bought.

“Larry, you know I really like you, right?” Bev loved Larry, but she was still frightened he might break her heart.

“Yeah, Bev. I feel the same. I’m crazy about you,” he said.

“There’s something I want to give you, but don’t judge.”

“Why would I judge?”

Bev put up her finger as she stood from the sofa. She went to the hall closet and pulled out a label-free white bag. She passed it to Larry as she returned to her seat next to him.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“Open it. Remember, if you don’t like it, all you have to do is say ‘no’.”

Larry nodded as he pulled tissue paper from the white bag. He didn’t know what to expect. He thought there would be some type of toy, so it surprised him when he found a piece of pink lingerie. Larry held the fabric in the air, unsure how it would ever fit on his body. “Are these for you?”

“No, they’re for you. I bet you’d look sexy in them. We’d have to shave your junk first, but it’ll be worth it. What do you think?”

“I don’t know what to say,” he said. Larry didn’t want to disappoint Bev, but he’d never pictured himself as a man who wore lingerie. He barely liked to wear men’s underwear but did so because he’d been taught to wear it.

Bev snatched the panties from Larry. She held them in the air and said, “they aren’t just any panties. They’re crotchless panties, so your dick will stick out of this little hole.”

Larry’s dick stiffened as he imagined it encircled by the pink lingerie. It was nothing he’d ever considered trying, but he would do it with Bev. If she wanted to put him in lingerie, why not? “Do you have a razor?”

“Yes,” Bev said and smirked. She had been afraid for no reason. Larry wanted her to push him. He was adventurous, and his nature was to follow the rules she set. “I bought everything to shave you clean. I want everything above your knees gone. There’s also an electric trimmer. Whatever you prefer.”

“Aren’t you going to help?”

“I’ll inspect, but you’re on your own. I have mirrors and anything else you’d need.”

Larry knew whatever he did would be worth Bev’s reward. Even feeling her lips against his was reward enough, but Larry wanted the paddle. He wanted to put on a pair of pretty pink panties. Larry went to the bathroom. He gave Bev a kiss before she disappeared down the hall, leaving Larry alone to rid himself of hair.

It took him a while to finish, but it was worth it. He had shaved his legs and trimmed the hair on his stomach and chest. Larry moisturized everything with a lotion Bev had left for him. His body looked much more feminine, and the crotchless panties fit around his dick perfectly. The pink fabric circled his dick, making it look bigger than Larry had ever seen.

Larry didn’t know what to do once he’d finished, so he put on his shorts over his pink crotchless panties. He didn’t bother putting on a t-shirt. Bev wasn’t wearing anything other than her robe and the black panties. She never once looked like she felt uncomfortable in her skin. Larry tried to feel comfortable in his, no matter how difficult it was at times.

Bev pouted when she saw Larry. His chest hair was gone, which was sexy, but he was covering up his best parts. The shorts hid what lay beneath them. Bev was desperate to see. She stood from the sofa and walked over to Larry. They stood in the middle of the room. Bev looked through hooded eyes at Larry, batting her lashes before she spoke.

“How am I supposed to inspect your work when you’re wearing shorts?”

Larry grinned. All he needed was to hear the words. He pushed his shorts to the floor to reveal his pink crotchless panties. His dick had gone from limp to stiff. He couldn’t help what his member did in Bev’s presence.

Her nipples hardened as she took in the sight of Larry’s smooth body. He still looked very masculine, but the crotchless panties were the perfect touch. “I love them. What do you think?”

Larry blushed, embarrassed to admit he loved few things in his life more than the pink crotchless panties around his dick. They made his manhood look huge. Shaving had helped. He wanted to jack off six times in a row, but he resisted the urge. He wouldn’t cum until Bev told him he should.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything, Larry. I can see it on your face how much you love those panties.”

Larry nodded, grabbing his dick to cover it. Bev moved his hand. She didn’t want him to restrict her view of such a wonderful sight.

“Grab me a chair from the dining-room table. Put it right here, and don’t move,” she said.

Larry nodded and did what Bev had commanded. She left the room to grab a few things from her closet. She’d spanked Larry several times and was in the mood for something different. Bev wanted everything to surprise Larry, so she put the toys she planned to use into an opaque bag before returning to the living room. Larry was sitting in a chair in the middle of the room as Bev had instructed, bringing a wicked smile to her face.

Bev walked around to face Larry, still wearing her robe and heels. She wrapped her hand around Larry’s dick, staring into his dark brown eyes. “I love how hard you get for me, sissy boy. Do you like being my sissy?”

“I love it,” he said. His dick was leaking precum like wild.

Bev felt like an inferno of desire as she pulled the first toy from her mystery bag. It was a rope. Larry bit his lip as he watched Bev.

“How are you going to use that?” he asked.

“I’m going to tie you to that chair. Stay still,” she said. Bev wrapped the rope around Larry several times before tying it to the chair. She pulled on the rope, and it was snug. Loose enough that Larry could feel comfortable, but there was no way he could leave the rope’s grip.

Larry’s dick told Bev he didn’t mind the constraints. His face told her he was loving it. Bev had been wanting to feel Larry’s cock in her mouth since the first time they undressed, but she was afraid doing so would give him too much power. She much preferred him tied up before wrapping her lips around his dick.

Bev climbed between Larry’s legs, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock. Larry moaned as she moved her lips closer to his dick. Bev had never sucked his dick. He’d fantasized about it more times than he could count, and his fantasies were coming true.

Bev licked Larry’s salty tip, sucking up the precum that’d left his dick. She parted her lips and swallowed half of Larry’s cock. She pressed her tongue against his veiny length, suctioning her lips around it. Bev bobbed her head. Larry’s body shook, but he couldn’t move. The complete loss of control was the biggest turn on. No matter how much he wanted, he could never use his hands to control Bev.

“Fuck,” Larry hollered as Bev’s lips traveled the length of his cock. “Fuck.” He wouldn’t last long with her wet mouth around his manhood. Not to mention how sexy his pink crotchless panties looked every time he bent his head to watch Bev sucking his cock.

Bev held the base of Larry’s cock and sucked him, pushing him to the edge. She lifted her head every few seconds to give him a break. She knew he wouldn’t last long from the loud noises leaving his mouth. The thrashing of his body when she put her tongue on his dick.

Bev wanted Larry to cum, but she had another toy in her mystery bag to show him first. She released his dick and stood. Bev walked around to the back of the chair and untied Larry, telling him to get to the floor once he was loose.

Larry dropped to his hands and knees, hoping Bev was about to spank him. All he needed was a whack or two and he would bust all over. He watched as Bev grabbed her bag. She pulled out a blindfold. She tossed it to him.

“Put that on,” she said.

Larry trusted Bev. He grabbed the blindfold and placed it over his eyes without question, so he didn’t see the butt plug Bev pulled from her bag. It was pink and thick, with a flat circular bottom. Bev squirted a lubricant she had in her mystery bag onto the butt plug, wondering how much Larry would love penetration.

“Take deep breaths,” she said.

Larry nodded, doing as she said. On the second exhale, Larry got the surprise of his life when Bev thrust the tip of the butt plug into his tight hole. She had moved his panties to the side and shoved it in so quick, Larry didn’t even register anything until his body exploded with a pain so sharp and intense that he collapsed to the floor.

Bev reached forward, trying to comfort him, but he pushed her hand to the side. “No,” he hollered.

“I can use more lube,” she said.

“No,” he said again. Larry had never imagined Bev would want to fuck him. He didn’t know that was what she meant by dominant. He wasn’t sure he wanted a part in whatever games she intended to play. Larry picked himself up off the floor, grabbed his shorts, and ran to the bathroom.

Bev knocked on the door. Larry told her to go away. The pain had subsided, but the sense of betrayal hadn’t. He felt she should have told him before sticking something up his ass. He put on the clothes he’d left in the bathroom, completely turned off, even though neither of them had cum.

“Don’t leave,” Bev said as Larry walked past her toward the door.

“I don’t want to leave, but I can’t stay here.” Larry dropped his gaze to the floor as he went for his keys. He didn’t say anything else to Bev before heading out to his car. He had to process how he felt about Bev putting things up his ass.

It pained Larry, but he put his car in reverse and went to his one-bedroom apartment. He didn’t see, but Bev watched him leave with tears in her eyes, wishing she could turn back the clock and think twice before sticking the plug up Larry’s ass without notice.

She checked her phone the rest of the night, but Larry never messaged.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Larry was sitting in his one-bedroom apartment several days after Bev had entered his hole with an object. He wished he hadn’t stormed out of her house. Larry was staring out of his window, thinking about how his life would be different if he had stayed.

He hadn’t heard from Bev since he left. He was afraid to message her. If she told him she never wanted to see him again, he didn’t know what he’d do.

The morning after Bev tried stretching his hole, Larry played with himself in the shower. He pressed a finger against his hole. He even got two of them into his tight entrance. The friction felt good when he was stroking his cock, and he had a feeling it’d feel even better with Bev’s help.

The thought of never having her again frightened Larry. It’d only been a few days without Bev, and his life already felt much darker than it had with her. He hated sitting at home alone. He hated working behind the bar without the prospect of seeing Bev after work.

They hadn’t been dating long, but Larry felt more in love with her than he’d ever been with anyone else in his life.

Larry held his phone with Bev’s contact page open as he sat by his window facing the parking lot. He missed Bev’s face. Her smile. The warmth of her laughter. He missed when she would tell him what to do. His life was gray without her, and he hated it, but Larry didn’t have the courage to send a message.

His stomach rumbled, so he dropped his phone and went to his tiny kitchen to find something to eat. He decided on a sandwich of microwaved deli meat with some lettuce, mustard, and tomato he had in the fridge. It was a meal he ate several times a week. Sometimes with chips. Sometimes with fruit. Larry thought about a life where he had to cook for Bev, like she’d said. He wasn’t the best cook, but he could learn to please her.

Larry was working up the courage to send Bev a message when someone knocked on his door. He put down his half-eaten sandwich and went to see who it could be. To his shock and delight, Bev was standing in the hallway when he looked through the peephole.

“What are you doing here?” Larry asked when he opened the door.

Bev looked past Larry into his apartment, sending a wave of embarrassment crashing over his body. He would have cleaned up if he knew Bev was visiting. “May I come inside?”

“Yes, of course. Sorry,” Larry said and stepped out of the way to allow Bev passage. She stepped into the apartment, saying nothing about the mess. It’d been a hard few days.

“I’m the one who should be sorry, Larry. I should have warned you before putting that plug in your ass.”

Larry swallowed. He loved and feared Bev’s forwardness. “It surprised me more than anything,” Larry said as she sat next to Bev on his couch. “I’m willing to try it again.”

“Really?” she asked.

“I might prefer spankings, but we can work up to it.”

“Yeah, we don’t have to rush. I’d like to work you up to penetration one day, but only when you’re ready.”

“Maybe we can stick to oral and spankings for now,” said Larry.

Bev placed her hand on the side of Larry’s face. She stared into his dark brown eyes. Larry would never tire of her beauty. He hoped they grew old together. Bev was ten years older than him, but it was close enough. Larry never wanted to leave Bev. He only hoped she felt the same. “I wouldn’t mind riding your dick.”

Larry hardened at her words. He was desperate to feel inside her pussy. “You wouldn’t?”

“I’ve been thinking about it a lot. Your thick cock inside of me,” Bev said with a purr in her voice. She had her fingers on Larry’s earlobe, rubbing it gently. “I have a few showings this afternoon, but why don’t you meet me at my house around seven?”

Larry nodded. He didn’t have work that day. Even if he did, he would call off to spend the evening with Bev. “I’ll be there.”

Bev stood, leaning over to kiss Larry. “I missed you, baby. Don’t run out on me again.”

“I won’t. I promise,” Larry said.

“See you tonight.”

Larry walked Bev to the door, and they kissed once more before she disappeared down the stairs and to her car.


CHAPTER NINE

“Welcome home,” Bev said as she opened the door.

“It feels like I’m coming home,” Larry said as he stepped into Bev’s house.

“Good,” Bev said before kissing Larry. She had another surprise for him, but she would ask before giving it to him. She only hoped he liked it. “So, we’re good?”

“I’m perfect. How are you?” he asked.

“Better now that you’re here. I picked up some food on my way home. Are you hungry?”

“I could eat,” Larry said. They sat at her kitchen island and enjoyed the Greek salads and fried calamari she’d picked up from a Mediterranean restaurant in town. They caught each other up on what they’d been doing over the past few days besides missing each other.

“Hopefully the couple will put in an offer, but they wanted to sleep on it,” Bev said, referring to the clients she’d seen before coming home.

“I hope so,” Larry said.

Bev stood after they’d finished and cleaned up their trash. She took Larry’s hand and led him to the bedroom. She wanted to give him what she’d promised.

Larry was already hard as they crossed into her bedroom. Bev pushed him to her bed, undoing the pants he’d worn to her house. She pulled them off and revealed his erection, wrapping her hand around his thickness. “You like when I touch you?”

“I love it, Bev.”

“You’re going to love my pussy even more. Strip naked,” she said. Bev went across the room to grab a pair of crotchless purple panties she’d bought along with the pink ones but didn’t give Larry. She tossed the purple pair to Larry. “Put these on. I want you wearing something cute before I ride that fat dick.”

Larry moaned and did as she said. He wouldn’t argue with her. He loved her too much. Giving her what she wanted brought Larry pleasure, so he pulled the purple crotchless panties up his bare legs. He’d spent the time after Bev left his apartment shaving his body bare, hoping Bev would tell him to put on pretty lingerie.

“Perfect,” Bev said. “Get on the bed.”

Larry climbed on the bed as Bev grabbed her rope. She tied Larry’s wrists and ankles, attaching him to the bed. She took a condom out of the goody box where she kept all her toys. Bev opened the condom and rolled it over Larry’s dick, staring into his eyes as she did.

She added a water-based lubricant to his condom before climbing on the bed to straddle his hips. Larry couldn’t move, but that was how they both liked him. Larry loved nothing more than surrendering control to Bev.

Bev lifted her hips before lowering them on Larry’s slick cock. She was wet, dripping for her man. Her younger boyfriend. The guy she wanted to love forever. She gripped Larry’s chest as she lifted and lowered her hips, fucking Larry with her pussy. Each thrust of her hips made her fall more in love.

Larry moaned as Bev dug into his chest. The tightness of the purple crotchless panties around his swollen cock enhanced every sensation. Bev rocked her hips, throwing back her hair. She stared at Larry as she moved her fingers down to her clit. Her pussy walls tightened around his cock as she lifted and sank her hips.

“Your big dick is going to make me cum,” Bev said as she touched herself.

Larry had been squeezing his muscles to hold his orgasm for minutes. “I’m ready when you are,” he said.

“I love how you wait for me,” Bev said, sinking her hips to the base of Larry’s cock. She moaned as she touched herself. “Fuck, I’m close,” she said.

“Me too,” Larry said. He relaxed his body, letting the warmth of Bev’s womanhood and its beautiful sensations overtake his body. Larry had been denying himself the pleasure, but no longer. He couldn’t move his arms or legs, but he could lift his hips, so he did.

Larry came as he thrust his cock deeper into Bev’s cunny, making her scream and explode. They came together, bonded for life, both more in love than they’d ever been.

They stared at each other as they came down from their climaxes. Bev sighed as she lifted herself off Larry’s softening cock. She untied him and held his hand as they walked to the bathroom. They washed each other with soap. They dried each other with plush towels. Bev stopped Larry before he put on his clothes.

“I have a surprise for you.”

“Uh oh, what is it?”

“If you don’t love it, all you have to do is tell me. Close your eyes.”

“Promise to show me before you try something.”

“I promise,” said Bev.

Larry closed his eyes as he waited for Bev to grab something from her closet. They were standing naked in her bathroom.

“Open your eyes,” she said. Bev was holding a closed box.

“What’s inside the box?”

“Open it,” Bev said, passing Larry the box.

Larry swallowed before opening it, nervous about what he might find inside. He couldn’t believe what he found. “Is this a chastity cage?”

“I want to lock your cock up, just so I know you aren’t playing with yourself too much. There was hardly any cum in that condom, and there have been other times I would have liked a bigger load. How many times a day do you jack off?”

“Two or three times. Maybe four,” Larry said and dropped his gaze to the floor. He felt ashamed for touching himself as much as he did.

“You need to cut back. This will help, but putting it on your dick means a lot. I love you, Larry.”

Larry lifted his eyes to meet Bev’s. There was nothing but sincerity on her face. He’d been waiting to hear those words from her, and they came at the perfect time. “I love you, too.”

“You’ll always know where I keep the key, but wearing this cage will be a challenge. Is it one you’re ready to face?”

Larry considered what his life would be like with Bev controlling his orgasms, and he didn’t hate the idea. “You better put that on before I get too hard,” he said.

Bev smirked and squatted in front of Larry’s flaccid cock. She put the clear plastic cage over his dick, locking it in place. Larry was already pushing against its edges. “Wow, that feels crazy,” he said.

“Do you like it?”

“I’ll learn to love it as much as I love you,” he said.

Bev kissed Larry and told him she loved him before walking over to her bathroom vanity. She opened the top drawer. “The key will be here,” Bev said and placed the key in her vanity drawer.

Larry wrapped his arms around Bev, kissing her on the forehead. He took deep breaths to keep his dick from growing too hard. “Why don’t we watch TV?”

“I’d like that,” Bev said. She grabbed them two plush robes from her closet. They put them on and went to the living room, where they cuddled and kissed until heading back upstairs for bed.


CHAPTER TEN

Four Months Later

Larry was learning how to cook. He had prepared a stir-fry for them on a random weekday night that he didn’t have to work at The Tulip. Larry still loved his job, and the tips were better than ever. He was making a lot more than he ever made at Cynthia’s Kitchen.

“That was delicious,” Bev said. She was still sitting at the dining-room table, watching Larry clean the dishes.

He was still wearing his cock cage, and Bev was thinking about letting him out of it for a few hours after giving him a gift. They were still working on penetration, but Larry was open to the idea. He even fingered himself when they were fooling around sometimes, but they didn’t do much more than that.

“Come back when you finish,” Bev called.

Larry returned several minutes later. She grabbed a small bag she had sitting by her side, passing it to Larry.

“Another surprise? You spoil me,” he said.

“I think you’ll like this one.”

Larry lifted a tiny box from the bag. It was a white box tied with a red bow. He undid the ribbon before lifting the lid, tearing up when he saw what was inside. “Is this—?”

“Yes. It’s a key to my house. You spend enough time here, and I thought it might be time that you move in.”

“You want to live together?”

Bev smiled as she touched Larry from across the table. “What do you think? Do you want to live here?”

Larry hopped up from his seat to hug Bev. “Yes, I do. I can’t think of anything better. I love you, Bev.”

“You’re the man of my dreams, Larry. I love you and hope we have many years together.”

“Me too,” Larry said before showering Bev with kisses.

***

One Year Later

Larry was working through the chore list Bev had left him before leaving for work, wearing heels and a pink maid’s uniform. He still bartended at The Tulip, but he’d cut down to three days a week to spend more time making their house a home. Bev made more than enough to support them both, and they loved the home-cooked meals, fresh flowers, and chores Larry could complete with his extra time.

Larry had also come a long way with the penetration. He had a plug up his butt as he did chores in a short skirt and platform heels. Bev had a few cameras around the house so she could watch him dressed up between showings.

Bev loved nothing more than surprising him during the day to rub his dick through his cage and make him cum while fucking him from behind. She’d done it twice that week, and Larry was really hoping she’d do it again.

The house smelled of cleaning products and fresh-baked cookies. He had filled the cookie jar they kept on the kitchen counter an hour before. It was a chore Bev had written on the list.

Larry’s days were busy maintaining their home, but he couldn’t think of a better way to spend his time. He loved Bev and their life together, and he knew she felt the same. Their love wasn’t conventional, but it was real, and it was profound.

Larry was mopping the kitchen when he heard the front door open. It was the afternoon, which meant Bev was dropping in for a surprise visit between showings. Larry propped the mop against the wall and ran to the front door.

“There’s my beautiful doll. The house smells delicious,” Bev said, kissing Larry on the lips.

“How’s work going today?”

“Stressful. Do you think you can fit me in for a release?” Bev asked. She reached under Larry’s maid skirt and touched his exposed ass cheeks. He was wearing a lace jockstrap that covered his dick and left his hole open for her pleasure.

“Anything for you,” Larry said. His dick grew and pressed against his cage. He’d learned to love it and couldn’t imagine his dick without it.

Bev took Larry’s hand and led him to their bedroom, where she lifted his skirt and took care of business. His lace jockstrap was so soiled by the time they finished that he had to change into a new one, but he had plenty of time to do laundry.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Job Hunting. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did 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. I cherish you for reading ♥

↓ Links ↓

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com
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