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    Chapter 1 – People Change


  


  Jen sat at the kitchen table with a visibly disgusted look on her face. Her contempt had been seventeen years in the making. What happened to her husband after their three-year anniversary? It was like he’d suddenly stopped giving a shit about everything in his life.


  Tom was a handsome, fit guy when the two first began dating. He possessed a thick head of brown hair, muscles everywhere, and a very low body fat percentage to match. Not only did the twenty-five-year-old stud have stamina for days, but he could get her going just by taking his shirt off. Things slowly started to change, however.


  His healthy diet was replaced by fast food, his gym routine was ousted by video games and hours of watching TV, his sexy five o’clock shadow was swapped out for a ragged-looking beard, and his thick hair was now thin and straggly. Sure, some things weren’t under his control. She couldn’t fault him for his thinning hair, but it was more a combination of everything. This current forty-seven-year-old version of her husband didn’t even slightly resemble the twenty-five-year-old man she’d fallen in love with.


  Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


  God, it was so gross. The way he ate drove her insane. His mouth was always open, and it felt like a lack of common courtesy to her. Nobody wants to hear you chew your food! Close your goddamn mouth! She just wanted to scream!


  Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


  Why was he eating cereal? She’d showed him how to make smoothies in her blender years ago. All the ingredients were in the refrigerator, and they were so easy to make. Kale, tomatoes, celery, throw in some fruit, add a little water, and blend it all up. It was a perfectly nutritious breakfast; but no, Tom was eating junk food cereal which he’d specifically bought for himself—just like he did every morning.


  Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


  It was like he chewed that loud on purpose just to bug her. That wasn’t even the worst part though. There was milk in his already repulsive beard! She turned her attention to her coffee to hide her disgust. She never would’ve imagined calling this man her husband two decades ago.


  Tom worked in construction, and his job didn’t exactly bring in the big bucks—not that his lack of income was a problem. She valued personality, loyalty, and how a man could make her feel over finances; and Tom had all those things in the beginning. He was responsible, enjoyable to talk to, and his body could make her melt from the slightest of glances in his direction.


  He was by far the most mature and loyal of her post-college boyfriends, despite his lack of creativity and adventure. She knew that his looks wouldn’t necessarily stay the same twenty years down the road, but she hadn’t expected his personality to change the way it had. He just wasn’t enjoyable to be around anymore. He never made time to talk or ask about her day, he put off real responsibilities for selfish pleasures, and he spent his days glued to his phone or playing Xbox down in the basement. He was even busy fidgeting with his iPhone on the oak kitchen table at this very second! Twenty years ago they would’ve at least been having a conversation over breakfast; now, they weren’t even looking at each other.


  “Hey, Mom.”


  The brunette mother of one had no qualms about being the family’s primary breadwinner. She was an RN who made close to double her husband’s salary, but there wasn’t any resentment or loss of respect over their financial differences. She never looked at it as “her money” or “his money.” She saw it as “their money.” They were a team. The entire point of a marriage was to help each other out, but Tom wasn’t doing his part. There was no sex, no stimulation, and nothing he did resulted in her desiring to be in his presence.


  “Hey, Mom!”


  She loved giving head and she loved to please, but even the thought of sticking his dick in her mouth disgusted her. Where to start? There was his disgusting beer belly, his general lack of grooming downstairs, and that awful winded sucking-sound he made whenever they attempted something sexual. Receiving a blowjob was exhausting for him thanks to his incredibly low stamina, and his borderline nonexistent sex drive made those encounters few and far between. The most bizarre part of it all was she still tried. She still attempted to give him oral sex because she wanted to please him, but it was like he wasn’t interested.


  Jen worked hard to keep herself together—even if she didn’t exactly look like she had back in college. Her toned legs, slim figure, and impressive bust weren’t anything to scoff at though. She was proud of her appearance. Healthy eating, a solid gym going habit, and lots of hiking and yoga were her lifestyle.


  She was very fit and noticed plenty of guys checking her out wherever she went—especially at the gym. Young hunks, older guys, married men, single players: it didn’t matter. They all made time to at least look at her, if not go out of their way to make small talk. It’d gotten to the point where she was embarrassed to be seen in public with Tom. It wasn’t like that was a major problem or anything. He would never leave the house if it was up to him.


  “Mom!”


  Her eyes snapped to the left to find her eighteen-year-old daughter sitting at the table with a meal replacement bar in hand.


  “Oh, hey,” Jen smiled. “I didn’t see you there.”


  Ashley curiously observed her mother while unwrapping her breakfast. “What’s going on with you?”


  “Nothing,” Jen smiled again. “Just thinking.”


  “Dad,” Ashley acknowledged her father.


  “Hey,” Tom responded with his eyes still glued on his phone.


  Just like her mother, Ashley had been blessed with long brown hair and striking chestnut eyes. The busty brunette was quite the looker and received her fair share of attention from the boys at her high school; and unfortunately, she also shared something else in common with her mom. It wasn’t something that she was happy with either.


  Her relationship with her mom resembled more of best friends type of vibe than your typical mother-daughter rapport, but that wasn’t necessarily her choice. She had to go to Mom with her problems and needs since Dad didn’t take much of an interest in her personal life. Maybe things would’ve been different if she was a boy? She really didn’t have too much in common with her father, but she didn’t allow that to bother her the way she had in the past—or at least she tried.


  “My soccer game’s at five,” Ashley announced. “You guys are coming, right?”


  “I’ll be there,” Jen nodded.


  Tom continued to play with his phone while noting, “Me too.”


  “Okay, cool,” Ashley said with a smile. “I’m gonna get going to school. See ya later!”


  “Have a good day, sweetheart!” Jen told her daughter as she watched her walk away.


  Tom raised his hand in the air and gave a quick wave, never breaking stride from the game he was playing on his smartphone.


  “Mom! Come here!”


  Jen left her seat and hustled to her daughter’s frantic voice. She found the front door open, and Ashley standing out on the concrete pathway after she arrived. “What is it?”


  Ashley pointed next door.


  “Holy shit,” Jen laughed. “Wow, they actually sold it.”


  “Didn’t you say that it would be for sale forever?” her daughter asked. “That it was way overpriced?”


  “I thought it would be,” Jen confessed. “I wonder if they got the asking price?”


  Their neighbors had put their house up for sale fourteen long months ago. Jen couldn’t believe how much they were asking even in this extremely hot seller’s market; and to be honest, she didn’t want them to move. The Tappins were perfect neighbors. The older couple mostly kept to themselves. There was no noise, no disturbances, and the sixty-something-year-old Italian couple was extremely nice whenever they encountered one another. Part of her dreaded what could potentially move in: screaming kids, loud music, or constant partying. She wasn’t sure about a lot of things these days, but there was no denying that their new neighbors wouldn’t be anywhere near as great as the Tappins.


  “Who do you think is moving in?” Ashley asked.


  “No idea,” answered Jen, still curious if they’d received the asking price.


  Ashley had different concerns. “Hopefully it’s someone cute.”


  “Is Mike aware of your boy crazy ways?” Jen inquired, a little jealous of her daughter. She would kill to be a carefree eighteen-year-old cutie again.


  “Hey, there’s nothing wrong with looking,” Ashley grinned. Her boyfriend couldn’t get mad at her for taking a peak at some sexy stud next door. That wasn’t cheating!


  Jen wouldn’t argue against having some eye candy around. There definitely wasn’t anything to look at in her own house. Maybe some cute high school boy wouldn’t be the world’s worst neighbor?


  “Oh my God!” Ashley dramatically stated. “What if Ryan Gosling moved in?”


  Jen burst out into laughter. “What?”


  “How awesome would that be?” Ashley smiled, staring at their neighbor’s house.


  “What would Ryan Gosling be doing buying a house in upstate New York?”


  “I don’t know,” Ashley answered. “Maybe he likes the mountains and the wilderness. Or maybe he’s in love with me.”


  Jen continued to laugh.


  “And he needs to be in my presence so he bought the house next door,” Ashley went on. “And we’re going to start dating, and fall in love, and we’re going to get married…”


  “Quite the imagination there, kiddo,” Jen noted.


  “Hey, a girl can dream,” Ashley smirked. “Okay, so I have permission to date Ryan Gosling if he moves in next door, right?”


  Jen nodded with a sarcastic smile. “Yeah, I think I’ll take my chances with that one.”


  “So, who’s your guy?”


  Jen’s eyebrows perked up at the sound of that question. “What?”


  “You have one guy to be able to do anything with if he moves in next door,” her daughter explained. “Who’s it gonna be?”


  There was no question of who held the sacred title of being her all-time celebrity crush. “Pierce Brosnan.”


  Ashley’s brow swiftly furrowed, confusion replacing her former grin. “Who?”


  “What!?” Jen exclaimed, stunned. “Are you serious?”


  “Never heard of him,” the teen admitted. “Is he an actor or something?”


  “Oh my God…” Jen groaned, reaching into her pocket to retrieve her phone. “He was super popular in the nineties.”


  “Jesus…” chuckled Ashley. “What is he like, sixty?”


  “Sixty-four,” Jen said while holding out her phone. “Here, take a look.”


  Ashley’s eyes lit up the moment they hit the screen. “Whoa! Yeah, I’d get some of that.”


  “Oh my God!” Jen laughed. “You’d get some of that?”


  “Absolutely…” the young brunette purred. “He was James Bond?”


  “Yep, and he was the best one too,” Jen said, moving past her daughter’s rather crude comment. Who was she to say anything? How many times had she fantasized about Pierce Bronson while in bed with Tom? Only like a million!


  “Oh yeah, I’m all over that” Ashley whistled as she continued to scroll through the pictures with her finger. “Oh wait, I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I forgot, he’s yours. I get Ryan Gosling and you get Pierce Brosnan. Deal?” she proposed with her hand extended.


  Jen accepted her daughter’s handshake with a smirk. “You got yourself deal.”


  “Alright, I gotta get going,” said Ashley. “I’ll see you at my game later.”


  “Have a good day, baby!” she shouted while watching Ashley hustle to her car. She turned back to her neighbor’s house and grinned. Ryan Gosling, Pierce Brosnan, or just someone who gave the slightest of shits about their personal appearance would be a godsend at this point. She had no intentions of cheating, but her daughter was right: there was nothing wrong with looking.


  




  

    Chapter 2 – Meet the New Neighbor


  


  Forty-Two Days Later. October 27th. 5:43 PM.


  Jen was busy enjoying a novel on her Kindle while she relaxed on the swing in the backyard. There was an undeniable urge to savor every second of the remaining fall weather before an early winter storm rolled through next week. The forecasters were already calling for six to eight inches of snow, and it wasn’t even November!


  But there wasn’t any snow in the forecast on this sixty-two degree day. Nope, she was comfortably dressed in a pair of black yoga pants and a purple tank top, and the entire backyard was hers. That wasn’t much of a surprise though. Tom had run downstairs after work to play some new video game he’d picked up on his way home—per usual.


  Her contempt for her husband had been growing by the day for the last decade, but it’d become exponentially worse over the past week. Why couldn’t she find any redeeming qualities in him? In fact, she found herself growing jealous of her girlfriends’ relationships.


  Sure, some of her friends were with assholes, but at least their men their shit together. The idea of Tom being an in-shape jerk with a high sex drive had become a fantasy. She didn’t even need for him to be in good shape at this point! She would kill for the sliding glass door to open that led to the backyard, and for Tom to waddle in her direction before grabbing a handful of her hair, and dragging her upstairs to their bedroom for a long overdue pounding. She wasn’t even asking to be seduced or talked to. She just needed to be fucked properly! And as disgusting as he was to her physically, she was more than willing to let him have his way with her if it resulted in some great sex. She desperately needed it.


  The sliding glass door opened, but it certainly wasn’t her dream guy.


  It was Ashley.


  “Mom!”


  “Hey,” Jen acknowledged her daughter, significantly less enthused than the tone she’d been greeted with.


  The teen pointed over at their neighbor’s house. “The movers are here!”


  Jen jumped to her feet, visibly excited. This moment had been on her mind for over a month. Who was moving in next door?


  She followed Ashley into the house, through the kitchen and living room, and out the front door. There, the two of them were met by a moving truck with what appeared to be college-aged boys unloading furniture and boxes.


  “Did you get a look at anyone?” Jen asked.


  Ashley shook her head. “Just the guys from the moving place. There’s a black BMW parked in the street though.”


  Jen attempted to look but couldn’t see anything.


  “The truck is blocking your view,” Ashley told her. “You know who would drive a BMW though? I’ll give you a hint. His name starts with an R.”


  “I’ll tell you what. I’ll buy you a BMW if Ryan Gosling is our new neighbor,” Jen sarcastically proposed.”


  “Me and Ryan…” the young brunette smirked. “Cruisin’ in my BMW…”


  Jen shyly glanced down after one of the twenty-something-year-old hunks smiled in their direction.


  “I think that one was for you,” Ashley teased her mother. “You want me to introduce you?”


  Jen rolled her eyes.


  “That’s all!” one of the movers shouted. Minutes later, several men piled into the moving truck, while three others loaded themselves into a car which was parked behind the black BMV in the street.


  “Come on,” Jen spoke up. “Let’s go say hi.”


  The two girls walked over the grass and onto their neighbor’s driveway, before journeying the pathway that led to the front door. Ashley turned and caught her mom’s attention before Jen could reach out to ring the doorbell.


  “Should we have brought something?” Ashley asked. “Like a housewarming gift?”


  “Shit…” Jen groaned. “Um…maybe…ah…it’s too late now. I’ll make cookies or something tomorrow.”


  The door abruptly opened before either girl could ring the doorbell, revealing a man with a particularly curious expression on his face. He greeted them, “Hi.”


  “Hello,” Ashley smiled. “We came over to say hi.”


  Their new neighbor continued to give them an inquisitive look.


  “We-we live next-next door,” Jen struggled to expound on what they were up to. “The white house.”


  Jen couldn’t believe that she was nervous. It wasn’t from meeting their neighbor either—that wasn’t a big deal. It was his appearance that had made her giddy. The mystery man’s brown hair was styled in a falling quiff cut, his face was chiseled and defined with the start of a five o’clock shadow, and his blue eyes were striking. She felt her daughter reach out and lightly elbow her, and she knew exactly what Ashley was referring to. Their new neighbor had a striking resemblance to a forty-something-year-old Pierce Brosnan.


  “Oh, hey, neighbors. I’m Ryan.”


  Ashley turned to her mother and smiled. Jen shot her a quick grin back before looking straight-ahead at this remarkably handsome man again. Ryan would certainly qualify as eye candy, alright.


  “I’m Jen,” she introduced herself, finally gaining her composure. “And this is my daughter, Ashley. We just wanted to come over and say hi. You probably have a lot of work to do so we don’t want to be a bother.”


  He stepped aside to reveal dozens of large boxes behind him in a mostly empty living room. “Nice you meet you two. Fortunately, I have some time off over the next few days, but I still a lot to take care of.”


  “What do you do for work?” Jen asked. “If you don’t mind me asking.”


  “I’m a financial adviser,” he answered, his deep voice sounding throughout the cool late-October air. He promptly turned his attention to Ashley. “But the real question is, what do you do for work?”


  “Me?” Ashley questioned.


  He nodded.


  “I sometimes help out at my friend’s mom’s dog grooming business on the weekends, but I don’t have a lot of time with school, and soccer, and stuff,” Ashley revealed.


  Ryan’s eyes were solely locked on the eighteen-year-old brunette. “Do you want to make some money?”


  Ashley had never been one to pass up an opportunity like this. The chances at making spending money were few and far between at her age. “Um…yeah. How?”


  Ryan pointed at the stacks of boxes to his rear. “I could use some help unpacking.”


  “Totally,” Ashley smiled before looking at her mom. “Is that okay?”


  “Sure, I don’t see why not,” Jen answered, wondering why she was so quick to agree. She didn’t know the first thing about this man! “Do you want her to help you now?”


  Ryan nodded again.


  “Let’s get started!” Ashley cheerfully announced as she squeezed past their new neighbor and let herself into his house.


  Five Hours Later.


  Jen sprawled along the sofa with her Kindle, compulsively checking her phone for the hundredth time. She’d been texting her daughter every thirty minutes to make sure that everything was okay, but she was beginning to wonder if she’d been too trusting. She didn’t know this Ryan guy. She hadn’t even gotten his last name! And while Ashley had immediately responded to every one of her texts; five hours had passed since she’d last seen her daughter, and perhaps it was time to check on the two of them.


  The sound of the front door opening put an end to her worries.


  “Hey, Mom!” Ashley greeted her mother with a big smile as she strolled into the living room. “Guess how much I made?”


  “How much?” asked Jen.


  The young girl held up two crisp one hundred dollar bills. “Two hundred dollars!”


  “Two hundred dollars!” Jen shouted. “Are you serious? Jeez, I should’ve offered to help.”


  Ashley took a seat in the recliner next to the sofa. “And can we talk about our new neighbor for a second?”


  Jen sat up with a smirk before looking at Ashley. There wasn’t any need to keep their voices quiet with Tom having gone to sleep almost an hour ago. Playing video games for four straight hours was quite the exhausting lifestyle, after all. Sometimes she wondered if she was married to a forty-seven-year-old man, or to one of her daughter’s boyfriends. At least those high school studs would be paying her the proper sexual attention.


  She opened her mouth to give her thoughts on Ryan, but Ashley quickly cut her off.


  “Oh my fuckin’ God!”


  “Ashley!” Jen reacted, eyebrows raised in shock. Her voice had a mix of scolding and surprise to it.


  “Mom!” Ashley exclaimed. “He’s so sexy!”


  Jen glanced away, doing her best not to smile. Her daughter definitely wasn’t wrong.


  Ashley had been waiting five long hours to have this discussion. “Okay, he looks just like Pierce Brosnan, but his name is Ryan! Ryan! Isn’t that crazy? He’s like a combination of our dream guys. Oh my God, I didn’t tell you that he took off his sweatshirt once we got inside! You wouldn’t believe the body he has!”


  Jen turned back to her and questioned, “Really?”


  “His sweatshirt was bulky, but you could tell that he was in good shape with it on,” Ashley said, biting her lower lip. “But when it came off…”


  Jen had plenty of girl talks with her daughter. They discussed boyfriends, random guys, and sexual questions, but this was new. They’d never gawked over the same man before.


  “Lots of muscles?” Jen asked.


  Ashley wasted no time in nodding. “Muscles, veins, and when he lifted a box over his head—I saw abs. Abs, Mom!”


  “Abs?”


  “Sexy, yummy, glorious abs,” the young brunette purred. “He’s forty-five and he has abs! And hair like that! Mom, I gotta be honest with you, I think I’m in love.”


  Jen shot her daughter an unamused look, which resulted in a laugh from Ashley.


  “I’m just kidding, but not about how sexy he is,” the high school senior confessed. “He’s crazy good-looking and super nice, and he told me that he’s single and has never been married. How’s that possible?”


  “Sounds like a playboy to me,” Jen commented. “You want to avoid those types of guys, sweetheart. They’re just looking to use girls.”


  “He could use me all he wants…” Ashley grinned.


  “Ashley!” Jen raised her voice. “Seriously? Do I need to worry about this?”


  She sent a smile her mother’s way. “Relax, Mom! I’m just kidding. Anyway, I think you’re the one I need to be worried about.”


  Jen wasn’t following. “Me?”


  “Yeah, you,” said Ashley. “Your dream guy’s twin is living next door.”


  “I’m a married woman,” she announced before turning her attention to whatever show was playing on the television. She hadn’t glanced at the TV in hours, but was desperately trying to prevent her daughter from seeing any potential cracks on her face. “I don’t think about stuff like that.”


  Ashley giggled, “I know, but there’s nothing wrong with looking.”


  “There certainly isn’t…” Jen smiled as she slowly turned back to her. “And I’m going to be doing a lot of looking!”


  Now, this was the version of her mom that Ashley was familiar with. “You and me both! He actually offered me a cleaning job too.”


  Jen couldn’t possibly have heard that correctly. Who in the world would pay her daughter to clean? “Cleaning?”


  “Yeah, I’d go over there and clean his house once a week,” Ashley revealed.


  “You? Cleaning?” Jen laughed, beyond amused. “Does this guy have any idea how messy your room is?”


  Ashley rolled her eyes and said, “I know, but if he paid me forty bucks an hour to unpack his stuff, then imagine what I’d get for vacuuming and doing his laundry?”


  “Wait, you’re gonna do it?” she asked.


  “Absolutely,” Ashley answered. “It’s an easy gig, and where else am I going to make that kind of money in cash?”


  A few moments of silence passed before Jen broke the ice. “Abs and muscles?”


  Ashley stood up with a chuckle before giving Mom a hug. “Lots and lots of muscles. Goodnight, Mom.”


  “Goodnight, baby,” Jen bid her daughter farewell. Suddenly, she was in the mood for some action.


  Five Minutes Later.


  “Tom… Tom… Tom!”


  The thunderous sound of snoring was the only response.


  She pinched her husband’s nose shut and waited a few seconds. It was a rather cruel way to wake him, but it was about the only thing that actually worked. Dumping a glass of ice cold water on him probably wouldn’t even do the trick.


  Tom’s head shot up and he quickly looked around the bedroom in a panic. “Jen?”


  “Yeah,” she answered.


  He asked, “Is everything okay?”


  “I need Daddy to take care of me,” she seductively purred into his ear.


  That was the last thing the overweight husband wanted to hear. He’d been woken up for this nonsense? “Jesus Christ, Jen, really? With the daddy stuff again?”


  “What?” she asked. “It’s hot.”


  He shook his head once more. “No, it’s not. It’s weird.”


  “Come on…” she whined. “Daddy’s little girl has been very bad.”


  “You’re my forty-four-year-old wife,” Tom firmly stated. “You’re not a little girl.”


  Jen bit her lower lip, shooting him an innocent look.


  “Just go to bed, alright?” he huffed, fed up with her juvenile behavior. “I’ve had a long day and I just want to sleep.”


  She leaned in closer and pressed her mouth directly against his ear. “You can do whatever you want to me.”


  That peaked his interest slightly. “Whatever?”


  “Whatever,” she grinned.


  “Whatever” was Jen’s answer because she had no intention of having sex with Tom tonight. Well, physically, Tom would be the one in the room; but in her mind, Ryan would be the one doing the deed. His gorgeous face, his deep voice, and that body her daughter had described to her: tonight, she would be getting fucked by the stud next door.


  She watched him throw the blankets off himself and quickly position his body over hers. The pressure of his heavy weight already had her second-guessing her decision. Ryan sure the hell wouldn’t feel like a truck was pushing down on her chest.


  “How about you get behind me?” she suggested, struggling for breath.


  “I thought you said whatever I want?” he asked.


  She rolled her eyes and attempted to push his body up slightly to give herself room to breathe. Everything about missionary sex sucked: how vanilla it was, the lack of surprises, and the fact she had to stare directly into Tom’s face. The latter was probably the least charming part of the entire ordeal.


  “I’m gonna give it to you real good,” Tom grunted while laboring to pull down his boxer shorts. He finally completely the task and slid inside her.


  She’d never had a problem with Tom’s penis size. He wasn’t necessarily big, but he was more than adequate to get the job done. Other than his appearance, her biggest issue with him since his substantial weight gain was his performance in bed. It was slow, boring, and usually over in less than thirty seconds. She yearned to be ravished. She craved for a strong man to slam her against the wall and slap her ass so hard it stung. She wanted to be forced to crawl on her hands and knees with a leash around her neck. She just needed a man to use and dominate her in the bedroom.


  Was she really asking for that much? Don’t guys love porn? Why couldn’t he just do some X-rated stuff to her? Pull her hair, spit in her face, make her drink his cum out of a glass—her list of kinks and fetishes had exploded since she turned forty—but she didn’t have anyone to explore them with. Maybe Tom needed to be led. Perhaps she had to take charge of the situation.


  “Fuck your little girl.”


  He pretended to ignore her as he gave her another light pump.


  “God!” she let out an exaggerated moan. “Your cock is so big, Daddy!”


  He responded with an annoyed huff. Her role-playing wasn’t turning him on.


  She gazed up into his brown eyes and seductively moaned, “I want you to cum on my face.”


  “Stop,” Tom demanded.


  She asked, “What?”


  “Stop,” he repeated. “Just stop talking, okay?”


  “But—”


  “But nothing, Jen!” he interrupted. “I’m not your daddy, you aren’t my little girl, and I’m not cumming on your face! Just stop!”


  “Nooooooo…” she whined. “Come on…”


  He pulled out of her and rolled back over to his side of the bed. He’d reached his limit in regards to his wife’s absurdity. Ashley was the only person who should be referring to him as “Daddy.”


  “One time!” she begged. “Please! Just give me what I want and I won’t ask for it again!”


  “One time of doing what?” he inquired.


  “I want you to get behind me, and pull my hair while you fuck me as hard as you can,” she started. “I want you to call me names, and to slap me around, and to use me! Anything you’ve ever seen in porn that you want to try is fair game! I’m literally up for anything! You want to cum on the floor, grab me by my hair, and make me slurp it up? Go ahead and do it!”


  Tom couldn’t have been any more repulsed by what he’d just heard. “Oh my God!”


  “What?” she asked.


  “What? What!? Are you serious?” he reacted, offended by this level of perversion. “What kind of disgusting stuff are you talking about? I would never make you do something like that!”


  “But I want to do it!” she groaned.


  “Maybe you should talk to someone,” he noted, still shaking his head in disbelief.


  “What? Talk to who?”


  “Like a therapist or something,” he explained. “This isn’t normal.”


  Her sexual frustration turned to anger. How could two people have desires which were so far apart? “Not normal? Not normal!? Not normal is barely having sex; and when we do, doing it in fuckin’ missionary. God, I fuckin’ hate missionary!!!”


  “Keep your voice down,” Tom whispered. “And since when do you hate missionary? You’ve never said anything.”


  “Why do I have to say something?” she asked with an aggravated tone to her voice. “Why can’t you just know? Why can’t you be a man?”


  “Be a man? I am a man, Jen. What I wasn’t aware of was the fact that I’m married to a fuckin’ slut.”


  Her eyes bulged at his last comment. Tom never swore, and he especially never called her names. “A fuckin’ slut?’” Maybe she had something going here. There was a fire in his eyes that she hadn’t seen in a long time. Questioning his masculinity had bothered him. She knew that she had him close.


  “I’m a dirty little slut,” she said.


  Tom opened his mouth.


  Demand that I suck your cock. No, don’t demand it! Just grab my hair and fuck my face until I can’t breathe! Cum in your hand and make me lick it clean! Just do something kinky for once in your life!!!


  “Fine,” Tom huffed, pointing at the mattress. “If you want me behind you…then okay…I guess.”


  Yes! Oh my God, finally! Something other than missionary!


  She was going to get spanked, and have her neck snapped back, and do all the things those sexy porn girls did in the X-rated movies she’d become all too familiar with over the past decade. And all those amateur videos she watched of couples filming wild stuff? She wanted in on it! Tom would never look like the man she wanted to fuck, but he could still fuck her like a man.


  This was it! This was the turning point in her miserable marriage! She wouldn’t be sexually deprived any longer! She quickly positioned herself on her hands and knees and felt him slowly slide inside her before taking a short, quick pump. It was followed by another weak thrust. This wasn’t exactly the pounded she had in mind.


  She requested, “Fuck me.”


  His pace didn’t change.


  “Fuck me, Tom!” she demanded.


  “I am,” he said.


  “No, you’re not,” she huffed. “Just fuckin’ give it to me!!!”


  Tom responded by hitting her plump butt cheek with a light slap. She barely felt it. In fact, the thuds from his big, hanging stomach thumping against her backside were far harsher.


  She remained on her knees with her butt in the air and her head resting against her hands, bored out of her mind as her husband did his best to play out her fantasy. What was the point in lying to herself? She would never get what she needed out of him.


  Jen silently waited for him to finish before her misery was mercifully ended from the warmth of several spurts of cum landing on her butt and lower back. She climbed out of bed and silently walked to the hallway bathroom to clean herself off.


  She was strong enough to handle this. Plenty of men and women were stuck in shitty marriages. There was no reason to feel sorry for herself. She—


  She started to cry.


  Her hand rushed to turn on the bathroom wall fan to drown out the sound of her sobs. Why was she like this? Why couldn’t she just be happy? She had a beautiful daughter, an enjoyable career, a nice home, friends, and a husband who didn’t cheat or abuse her. She should be thankful for all of that, but the one thing she wanted; no, the one thing she needed—she couldn’t get.


  Maybe it was time to look elsewhere. Even during all these awful years of being trapped in a dead bedroom marriage, she’d only ever tried to change herself and Tom. She’d never considered attempting to find what she truly desired elsewhere. There were so many options. An endless supply of men were out there who’d be up for giving her what she wanted, but it still didn’t feel right. Cheating on the man she’d promised to stay loyal to wasn’t something that she could just do on a whim. This wasn’t a game.


  She seriously needed to think.


  




  

    Chapter 3 – Finding Out About Mr. M


  


  Jen sat alone at the kitchen table, a familiar noise ringing in her ears. That sound was straight from her nightmares. She couldn’t escape it. Wherever she went, whatever she did, and no matter what she attempted to think about: that enraging commotion refused to leave her head.


  Crunch… Crunch… Crunch…


  Tom had traded shifts with his coworker and didn’t have to be at work until two in the afternoon today, so why could she still feel his presence at the table? There wasn’t an overweight, antisocial recluse sitting across from her on this fall morning. And not only could she still hear him; she could sense him.


  The soft, timid, passionless sex from hours ago lingered. She’d never even been presented with the opportunity to allow Ryan to seep into her mind last night. Her fantasy evening was rather lackluster without the main attraction making an appearance. There was no successful businessman, no ripped stud, and no real man who took what he wanted. It was merely another boring night with her mediocre husband.


  Why did she feel a connection with Ryan? She didn’t even know his last name, but there was a sense of chemistry in that brief moment on his front step. It was an impression that she couldn’t easily move on from.


  She could picture the way he moved and operated in the bedroom. She could visualize his love for rough sex and endless kinks. There was a certain vibe which resonated from the mature, successful, good-looking man next door. His presence created a powerful energy.


  She had occasionally encountered these mysterious types of men at the gym or while out running errands. They were the kind of guys who knew what they wanted, and went for it. Those same studs hit on her despite the wedding ring on her finger. And why would they care? They saw a woman they wanted, so they made their intentions perfectly clear, and receiving attention from those types of men was the highest of compliments.


  “Hey, Mom.”


  “Hey, sweetie,” Jen greeted Ashley. “Someone’s up early for once.”


  The teen momentarily disappeared behind the refrigerator door to dig around inside for ingredients. She quickly re-emerged with two handfuls of fruits and vegetables in assorted bags for a morning smoothie. “I know. Couldn’t really sleep. Where’s Dad?”


  “He’s working late today,” Jen answered. “How are things going with your boyfriend, by the way? I feel like we haven’t talked about Mike in a while.”


  Ashley began piling kale into the blender before dropping several frozen strawberries in as well. “Um…good…I guess.”


  “Uh-oh.”


  She shot her mother a look. “Uh-oh? What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “‘I guess’ is never good,” Jen commented before taking a sip of coffee. “At least in my experience.”


  “Well…I just…I don’t know,” Ashley debated with herself. “Maybe we shouldn’t talk about it.”


  Jen was blown away. Where in the world was this lack of openness coming from? “Excuse me?”


  Ashley dropped a small pile of carrots, tomatoes, and blueberries into the blender and fastened the lid after adding some water. “I know we talk about pretty much everything, but this is kinda personal.”


  “That’s what I’m here for, baby,” Jen said before pausing to allow the blender to run. She waited for Ashley to finish liquefying her breakfast before continuing. “I’m here to talk about anything with you—anything at all. I’m your mother. That’s my job.”


  Ashley carried her smoothie over to the kitchen table and sat in her father’s usual seat, directly across from Jen. “I know, but…it’s…I don’t know…”


  “Baby, you can tell me anything,” Jen reassured her softly. “I’ve been around the block a time or two. I can help.”


  The eighteen-year-old took a sip of her drink before peering up at her mother. “Okay, but you can’t say a word to anyone.”


  “Who am I gonna tell?” Jen asked.


  Ashley took a deep breath and admitted, “Mike is just so…I don’t know…passive.”


  “Passive?”


  “Yeah, passive,” Ashley went on. “He never initiates anything.”


  “Like how?” questioned Jen.


  The teen took another deep breath. It felt good to get this out. “Let’s say we go for a walk. He never holds my hand. I mean, he’ll hold it, but I have to be the one to reach out and take his hand. Once I do, he’ll hold it, but he never just takes it.”


  Jen inventively listened.


  “And like…if we want to go somewhere to eat—oh!” Ashley shouted as the perfect example suddenly came to mind. “This just happened last weekend! So I ask him what restaurant he wants to go to, and he tells me—”


  “That he doesn’t care?” Jen asked, interrupting her.


  Ashley’s jaw dropped. “Yeah! How’d you know that!?”


  Jen let out a light laugh and motioned with her finger for her daughter to continue her story.


  “Okay, so he tells me that he doesn’t care, but it wasn’t just with the restaurant,” said Ashley. “It’s like that with everything. He’s always fine just doing whatever I want. At first, I thought it was a good thing. You know, that way we can always go to the places I want, and do the things I want to do.”


  “But sometimes you want him to lead you?” Jen asked.


  “Exactly!” Ashley passionately confirmed.


  “Honey, he’s never going to change.”


  “He isn’t?” her daughter questioned.


  Jen was about to admit to something extremely personal. “You can NEVER repeat this to your father.”


  “I swear,” Ashley promised.


  “I still care about your dad and I always will, but there were a few signs I look back on and realize that I missed,” Jen confessed. “Either that, or I just refused to see them when they were right in front of me.”


  It was no secret to Ashley that her parents’ marriage wasn’t exactly smooth sailing. They rarely talked or even made eye contact with each other; but at least they were still together, and that was better than most of her friends’ parents who had seemingly all divorced over the past five or so years.


  “Dad’s a laid back guy,” Jen continued. “You know that. He pretty much just goes with the flow; and while that’s nice in a lot of aspects, it really sucks in others. He was the same as your boyfriend back when we started dating. Sure, we clicked; and yes, he had his shit together unlike most of the other guys his age—or any age really; but I was always the one taking the lead. And I’m not talking financially either. The whole ‘men need to outearn women thing’ is nonsense and outdated. That was your grandparents’ biggest concern when we started dating, and especially when we decided to get married. That I wasn’t marrying some wealthy guy with a prestigious job.”


  “I don’t care about money,” Ashley chimed in after taking another sip of her breakfast. “I plan on being more than capable of supporting myself, and I don’t expect a guy to provide for me. I’m fine as long as he’s doing something to contribute.”


  Jen pointed her finger at the young brunette who was wise far beyond her years. “Exactly! And that’s how you should feel, but there are certain things you can’t fight.”


  “Like what?”


  Jen briefly debated with herself over how to word what she wanted to say. “We’re women, and as women, we gravitate to men who know what they want.”


  Ashley asked, “Who know what they want?”


  “Yeah, men who know what they want, and men who keep us on our toes,” Jen revealed. “It’s part of human nature.”


  Ashley obviously wasn’t following. Her look was one of confusion and downright bewilderment. This wasn’t the simple solution that she’d expected for her relationship problems.


  “Okay, I’ll give you an example,” Jen said as she noticed her daughter’s lack of understanding. “Before your father, I dated a guy in college named Bill. Now, Bill was a bit of an asshole.”


  The teen chuckled.


  “He really was,” Jen went on. “He cheated on me, I took him back, and then he cheated again. But Bill had some qualities that separated him from almost every man I’ve ever met.”


  The two girls both took sips of their respective drinks before Jen continued. “He was…really…unique.”


  “Unique?” Ashley inquired.


  “Yeah, very unique,” Jen reiterated, thinking back to those days over twenty years ago. “Now, Bill was against the idea of gifts, and jewelry, and really spending money on anything. He would buy some stuff here and there; but never anything crazy, and that bugged me at first. I would see girls around me getting chocolate and flowers on Valentine’s Day, and I’d listen to their stories about how they went out to fancy restaurants and received two thousand dollar necklaces, and it would make me jealous. I thought I was missing out.”


  “You kinda were, weren’t you?”


  Jen shook her head with a big smile. “Not at all, because Bill realized something. He was hilarious, fun to be around, spontaneous, exciting, assertive, and the sex was amazing. I just couldn’t get enough of him.”


  Ashley was lost.


  “And he figured out the game,” continued Jen. “Gifts, lavish vacations, and expensive dinners are for men who need to impress women that way. Those guys don’t think they have any other worthwhile qualities, so they shower their girlfriends and wives with money; and in return, they’re looking for love and affection.”


  Ashley had never been privy to this type of brutal honesty. It was interesting. “What did you guys do for Valentine’s Day then?”


  “He set up a scavenger hunt that started in his dorm, took me to his car, then to my car, then to the campus library, and finally ended in my dorm,” Jen said. “Each clue had a little present or something we would only understand because it was an inside joke between the two of us. None of the gifts were expensive, but they were thoughtful. They meant something. And then the last gift—


  …


  …


  “What, Mom?”


  Jen shook her head with a sheepish smile.


  “You gotta tell me!” demanded Ashley.


  “The last gift,” Jen laughed. “The last gift was…a…”


  It sounded like her mother had the greatest relationship ever back in college, and Ashley was eager to hear every juicy detail. “Mom! Tell me!”


  Jen took a sip of coffee in an attempt to compose herself. She couldn’t believe what she was about to admit to. “The last gift was one of those sexy cupid costumes that I ended up wearing for him that night.”


  “Mom!!!” Ashley yelled, stunned.


  Jen’s cheeks turned bright red with embarrassment. “I know, but out of every Valentine’s Day I’ve ever had, that one sticks out to me the most. And it was like that with my birthday, Christmas, and random days too. He always had these fun things planned. It was so out of the box that every moment felt exciting to be around him. I’ve had guys spend so much money on me for dates and gifts, but the things Bill did are what I still remember. You know, my friends used to say that he would ruin me for the next guy I dated.”


  “Did he?” Ashley asked.


  She peered down into her half empty coffee mug before admitting, “I wouldn’t say he ruined me, but dates and holidays never seemed as fun after him. Everything always felt kind of boring. Instead of going out for my birthday, I’d rather go on some fun hike, have my man cook me a surprise dinner, and then interrogate him in order to find out where my present is…if you know what I mean.”


  “Mom!” her daughter loudly reacted. “Interrogate him to find your present? You’re so bad!”


  “I was a bit wilder back in the day,” Jen smiled. “Bill brought that out in me.”


  “And Dad doesn’t?”


  Jen let out a deep, frustrated exhale. “I don’t know, honey. He certainly doesn’t bring out my wild side like Bill did, but your dad has some good qualities that Bill didn’t possess. Like, he doesn’t stick his dick in everything with a pulse!”


  A laugh sounded from Ashley’s end of the table.


  “And he isn’t constantly in debt or always lying,” Jen added to the slim list of Tom’s positive traits. “He doesn’t turn into an asshole when he’s drunk either.”


  Ashley tried to give her mother a smile, but hearing all of this was eye-opening. Mom chose what she thought was a responsible guy, but still clearly missed the fun and excitement her former boyfriend brought to her life over two decades ago. It was kind of sad to hear.


  “You don’t regret marrying Dad, do you?”


  Jen took a moment to think before slowly shaking her head. “No, I don’t. I wouldn’t have you if I didn’t.”


  Ashley lovingly smiled across the table.


  “But…I don’t know,” Jen went on. “Sometimes I wish your father had some Bill in him, you know? Listen, honey, the longer you’re in a relationship, the more sparks need to fly. The honeymoon phase wears off and then it’s just you and him; and if he can’t push your buttons six months into dating, then what’s it going to be like in twenty years?”


  The teen finished the last of her breakfast.


  “I’m happy I didn’t end up with Bill,” Jen told her daughter. “He wasn’t a loyal guy and there’s no way I would’ve been able to stay married to a man who was constantly cheating on me; but at the same time, I often wish your dad had more of a take-charge attitude. It would be nice if he was the kind of guy who’d just grab my hand and lead me somewhere for a night because he felt like it. I mean, Bill and I did things I never would’ve dreamed of doing, and I still think about them all these years later. That’s the kind of man you want. Find yourself a creative, fun guy who knows what he wants, and can make memories with you that will last a lifetime. Because sex drives change, emotions change, jobs change, and looks change, but two things don’t change: creativity and an assertive attitude—and those two qualities will make endless memories. Don’t get me wrong, gifts and presents are nice, but real memories are so much more important than diamond bracelets and expensive dinners.”


  Ashley had a few questions after this unexpected conversation, but one far and away took priority to the others. Mom had briefly mentioned something and now it was stuck in her head. She needed to know.


  “What was Bill like in bed?”


  Jen smiled before peering down at the table.


  “Hey!” Ashley remarked. “I thought we discussed everything?”


  “Okay, okay,” Jen laughed, conceding to the inevitable. It was only fair to be completely honest. “He was…fun. He was unpredictable, aggressive, and his take-charge attitude carried over into the bedroom, and I honestly didn’t realize how important that was until I no longer had it.”


  “With Dad?” Ashley asked.


  Jen nodded and said, “Yeah, listen, no guy’s perfect, and I’m sure your father has a list of thing I do that drives him nuts. Everyone has flaws. I just want you to find a guy who checks off your most important needs, because you won’t be able to change a guy into the man you want no matter how hard you try. Bill was a cheater. I tried to change him into a loyal guy, I couldn’t, and I eventually had to move on. Loyalty was too high up on my list of needs to sacrifice. So if an assertive attitude is important to you, then you shouldn’t waste your time with a guy who needs to be led.”


  “I wish Mike was like that,” Ashley remarked. “You know, sexually. I always have to be the one to initiate things. Sometimes I wish he would just take control.”


  Jen took another sip of her coffee.


  “Do you think I need to find a different guy?” her daughter inquired.


  “I would never tell you who to date, but really think if Mike is giving you the things you want,” Jen said. “If he isn’t, then find someone who can.”


  “Oh my God!” Ashley dramatically shouted. “Speaking of sex! I can’t believe I didn’t tell you!”


  “Tell me what?” Jen asked.


  “Okay, so while I was over at Mr. M’s—”


  Jen interjected, “Mr. M’s?”


  “Yeah, that’s Ryan’s name,” the teen told her mother. “It felt kind of weird calling a guy that much older than me by his first name, you know?”


  “What about him?”


  A big smile grew on Ashley’s face. “So, I carry one of the boxes labeled ‘bedroom’ upstairs to his room, set it down on the floor and open it up, and guess what I see?”


  Her mother waited.


  “Guess,” Ashley requested.


  “I have no idea.”


  “Come on, Mom, guess,” whined Ashley.


  “Um… Clothes?” Jen speculated.


  Ashley shook her head.


  “Sex related?” Jen asked.


  Her daughter nodded.


  “Was it porn?”


  Ashley shook her head again.


  “I have no idea,” Jen finally conceded. “What was it?”


  Ashley’s smile couldn’t be bigger at the moment. How had she forgotten to reveal this information? “It was full of sex toys.”


  “Sex toys!?” Jen shouted, her eyes instinctively looking to the ceiling after she remembered that Tom was still asleep.


  “Uh-huh,” the eighteen-year-old brunette nodded. “And not just sex toys, but kinky sex toys!”


  Jen’s ear to ear smile now resembled that of her daughter’s. “Like what?”


  “Belts, paddles, blindfolds, leashes, collars, ball gags, rope, handcuffs, and I saw something which looked like nipple clamps.”


  “How do you know what nipple clamps look like?” Jen laughed.


  The teen blushed before admitting, “I guess I wouldn’t, but, I uh…a few years ago…kind of started reading erotica.”


  “What!?” Jen yelled. “Are you serious?”


  It looked like everything was out on the table. Why stop now? Ashley was ready to admit to it all. “Heather shares an Amazon account with her mom and she reads that kind of stuff. Heather ended up downloading some of the books and got into it, I tried reading some of them; and well, I liked it—a lot.”


  Stunned would be the best world to describe Jen’s current mood. Her daughter was reading erotica? Erotica!? Wasn’t that reserved for old ladies with horrible sex lives? Gorgeous girls still years from the legal drinking age were the last demographic she’d expected to be reading porn.


  “What kind?”


  “Um…I uh…I like a lot of the rougher stuff,” Ashley admitted, still slightly embarrassed. “Do you know what BDSM is?”


  Jen’s jaw dropped.


  “You do!?” Ashley laughed.


  “Sweetheart, I’ve read more erotic novels than you could possibly imagine,” said Jen. “I’m well versed in the world of BDSM. Well, not in real life; but when it comes to fantasy, I’m an expert. Believe me, I could give you a long list of recommendations if you want.”


  Ashley excitedly asked, “You can!?”


  “Absolutely, I—”


  Ashley abruptly shot out of her seat and hurried to grab her backpack. “Shit! I’m gonna be late! Thanks for the talk, Mom!”


  “Anytime, honey,” Jen smiled as the sound of her daughter’s rapid footsteps quickly faded, giving way to the thud of the front door slamming shut.


  She sat alone at the table and reflected on what she’d just heard. Ball gags and nipple clamps? Who exactly was this Mr. M?


  




  

    Chapter 4 – Temptation


  


  One Week Later. 8:45 PM.


  Tom’s occasional shift changes had turned into his new schedule over the past week; and as bad as it may have sounded, Jen kind of liked it. Her husband’s 8-4 hours had been replaced by 2-10, and that resulted in her rarely encountering him these days. And not feeling the slightest bit of sadness over seeing him less had to be a sign, right? That things were officially dead?


  Jen had been thinking more and more about the conversation she had with Ashley last week. She’d finally accepted responsibility for the way her life had turned out. As much as she loved Tom at the beginning of their relationship, he still lacked the vital qualities she required; and unfortunately, she wasn’t aware of just how important those traits were at the time.


  Her biggest regret in life was not marrying someone who possessed the mentality she desired; and to make matters worse, her sexual lust had only grown since Ryan’s arrival. Suddenly, every guy at the gym was sexier to her as well. Everywhere she looked she saw men—real men. Men with muscles, passions, and dominant personalities. Forty-seven-year-old married fathers shouldn’t be playing video games and overindulging in fast food, and it was unbelievable that Tom didn’t feel the same way.


  And she almost slipped.


  It’d all started three days ago at the gym. She was midway through her leg and butt workout when she headed over to the water fountain to grab a drink. It was an opportunity to allow her body a few minutes to cool down as well.


  “What are you doing tonight?”


  She reached out to retrieve a paper towel from the dispenser on the wall, using it to wipe away the sweat from her forehead. The dreaded Bulgarian split squats were next on her list. It was an exercise that she knew not to skip, but was awfully tempted to anyway. They were just so difficult!


  But someone was blocking her route to the barbells.


  This Italian-looking kid had come out of nowhere. Why was her path being obstructed by a college-aged hunk in a red tank top and black basketball shorts? And more importantly, why couldn’t she tear her eyes away from him?


  His arms were chiseled, visible veins bulging from his biceps to his forearms. His shoulders were thick and wide, but his body was lean. His face possessed a dark scruff, perfectly complementing his dark, curly hair. It wasn’t his looks that had captured her attention, however. No, that came courtesy of the unmistakable confidence which oozed from him.


  “Excuse me?” she asked..


  “What are you doing tonight?” the young stud repeated.


  She flashed him a polite smile before tossing her paper towel into the garbage can. “Um…I’ll be at home.”


  “At home?” he questioned, his grin oozing of self-assurance. “That doesn’t sound very fun to me.”


  Jen took a step to her right, but it was matched by this young man who continued to stand in front of her. He had some rather choice words for her as well.


  “I’m going to take you out.”


  She immediately laughed, looking up into his dark eyes. “You’re going to what?”


  “I’m going to take you out,” he confidently repeated. “We’ll grab a coffee and then go back to my place. Hang out for a while.”


  She responded by raising her left hand into the air to flash her wedding ring.


  “And?” he asked, not deterred in the slightest.


  How couldn’t he see that she was taken? “And?”


  “Yeah…and?” he said again.


  “I’m married, sweetheart,” she smiled before attempting to take another step to her right. He once again matched it.


  “Is your husband out there?” he questioned, glancing toward the weights.


  She responded with a chuckle.


  “Not a gym guy, huh?” he asked. “How does that work? You work hard to take care of your body, but your husband doesn’t?”


  “We make it work,” she answered, doing her best to conceal any hint of a lie. She never had the best poker face.


  The muscular college student had a clear mission, and he was about to let her in on his plan. “You seem like a real straightforward kind of woman to me. I get the impression that you aren’t someone who has time for games and bullshit, so I’m going to be straightforward with you too.”


  Jen continued to listen, caught off guard by the boldness of his words.


  “I’m going to give to you whatever you’re not getting at home.”


  Her jaw dropped.


  “And you’re not going to remember your husband’s name after I get done with you,” he finished, his focus never straying from her timid eyes.


  “You’ve got some balls, you know that?” she remarked, blown away by his brashness.


  “Oh, you have no idea,” he told her with a grin.


  She took a step back, only to be matched with a step forward from this younger man. This repeated until she found her back against the wall, his large frame towering over her petite body. All this time she’d been wishing for a man who went after what he wanted; but now that she found herself in her fantasy scenario, she was beginning to wonder if she’d bitten off more than she could chew.


  “Anthony,” he finally introduced himself from only a foot away.


  “Jen,” she quietly told him. “And I’m old enough to be your mother.”


  His eyes meticulously took in her body before moving back to her face. “You don’t look like any mom I’ve ever seen.”


  She instinctively bit her lower lip before glancing down at the floor. What was she doing? Why was she tempting herself like this? What good could possibly come from flirting with someone more than twenty years her junior?


  “When was the last time you got what you wanted?” Anthony asked.


  “I have everything I need,” she answered with her eyes still positioned on the black tile floor.


  She suddenly felt his presence draw closer as he reached his arm out and pressed it against the wall to her rear. She was trapped, but even if the situation was different, she wouldn’t necessarily be in a hurry to go anywhere. This was fun in an extremely inappropriate way.


  “I’m talking about what you really want,” he said.


  “And you’re going to give me what I want?” she asked after finally glancing up at the stud standing mere inches in front of her.


  A confident smirk appeared on his handsome face as he lightly shook his head. “No, I’m going to give you things you had no idea you wanted. Things that never even crossed your mind before.”


  “And how do you know what I want?” she inquired.


  His grin turned to a smile before he divulged, “Every woman wants the same thing; but unfortunately, there aren’t a lot of guys out there who can give it to them.”


  “And what exactly is it I want?”


  The college student leaned in even closer until his mouth hovered beside her ear. “To get fucked within an inch of your life.”


  A wave of electricity burst through her body. No one had talked to her this way in over two decades. She wanted to get fucked within an inch of her life? Who said something like that? Confident guys—that’s who. Guys who can actually fuck a girl within an inch of their lives, guys who know exactly what women want, and guys who give it to them.


  This kid was at least twenty-five years younger than Tom, but their vast difference in tenacity and self-assurance was staggering. Her desire to see if he could back up the game he was talking was undeniable, but every part of her knew that was a bad idea. Her days of flirting with young hunks should be in the past!


  Anthony’s hand reached into his pocket before re-emerging with his phone. “Give me your number.”


  “I don’t think so,” she told him.


  “You know what?” he said. “I’ll give you my number.”


  Her hesitant look was impossible to miss.


  “Maybe you’re not feeling it at the moment, but that might not be the case two days from now,” he said. “Just take my number and shoot me a text when you decide it’s time for a change in your life.”


  She hesitantly retrieved her phone from her yoga pants and handed it to the imposing stud who continued to tower above her. Was she really doing this? Why was she even talking to a man she wasn’t married to? He created a contact for himself before giving her phone back to her.


  “Have a fun night, Jen,” he told her before making his way to the locker room.


  Bulgarian split squats, stiff leg deadlifts, and walking lunges: she crushed the rest of her workout. Personal records were shattered, and a glow resonated from her rosy cheeks every time she took a peek at her reflection in the mirror. The second half of her workout was the best of her life.


  –


  But as Jen sat on the couch with her Kindle and the TV playing in the background, her mind continued to gravitate to the phone number she’d received three days ago. Anthony was a college kid. He didn’t have responsibilities, commitments, or any real concerns. He had one priority just like most college boys, and that was to fuck.


  Wasn’t that what she really needed though? Just to be fucked?  There was always some elaborate event planned in her mind whenever she fantasized about cheating. The guy would call her the exact names she wanted, her desire to be tied up and slapped around would be second nature to the stud, and she would leave his place feeling used but satisfied. But what were the chances of that actually happening?


  The more she thought about it, the more she imagined it going horribly wrong. What if the sex sucked? Then she was just another cheater who’d broken her loyalty to her husband for a mediocre fling. What if she wasn’t satisfied when it was over? What if she felt violated and dirty? What if that feeling never went away? What if cheating and fantasizing in the erotica she read was significantly better than experiencing an affair in reality?


  She needed a connection with someone to fool around. She wanted a guy she desired on more than just a sexual or physical level. She required a man who could get inside her head and make her explore herself; but at this very moment, she would settle for a good pounding.


  She was going to give it one last shot; and if this didn’t work, then she was all out of ideas.


  10:17 PM.


  The basement door open just as expected. Heavy footsteps trudged down the steps as Tom made his way to the couch for another long night of video games. Her eyes peered from the dark corner of the room to watch him plop down in his seat, giddy to waste countless hours of his life accomplishing absolutely nothing.


  The sound of the Xbox powering on quickly filled the room. This was it. This was her Hail Mary attempt, and Anthony’s number would look a whole lot more appealing if it didn’t work.


  “Hey, stud.”


  Tom’s head quickly turned as his large body attempted to spin in his seat. “Jen?”


  She slowly and sexily emerged from the shadows, dressed in a rather uncharacteristic outfit. A pair of cowgirl boots, ripped blue jean shorts, one of Tom’s old plaid shirts which she’d tied off under her large breasts to expose her stomach, a backwards baseball cap, and a toy shotgun she’d picked up at Walmart completed her sultry look. She googled “Call of Duty cosplay” and copied the sexiest girl she could find. She even went the extra mile with fake blood on her waist and light dirt on her cheeks. She was a sexy survivor in some post-apocalyptic wasteland that had been overrun by zombies, and the look in Tom’s eyes was one she hadn’t seen in a long, long, long time.


  He remarked, “Whoa!”


  She smiled while strutting in his direction, her plastic shotgun spinning with each and every step she took. “Excuse me, stranger,” she shyly said. “Do you know where a lonely, desperate girl could spend the night?”


  “This is no place for a girl like you to be all alone in the dark,” he said.


  Okay, so this wasn’t exactly her fantasy. There wouldn’t be any leashes, ball gags, or ropes; but for the first time in years, Tom appeared to at least be into something she was doing. And if she could get him going this way, then maybe he would be more open to exploring her desires and fantasies? It was worth a shot.


  “Thank you so much,” she smiled before taking a seat on his knee. “How could I ever repay you for your generosity?”


  “You can get on your knees.”


  Jen’s brain nearly exploded. “What?”


  “Get on your knees,” he told her again.


  She eagerly slid off his lap and sank to her knees. ‘Get on your knees?’ ‘Get on your knees!?’ He never said anything like that! He was never dominant, or controlling, or demanding at all! Maybe he was changing. Maybe he was changing for her!


  She quickly unbuckled his pants as he struggled to prop his hips up—allowing her to pull his jeans down. Moments later, she was rapidly bobbing up and down on his cock.


  She didn’t care that he hadn’t trimmed his pubic hair in God knows how long, or that those wheezing noises were back, or that she had to dress in this ridiculous getup to get him going. At this very second, all she wanted to do was suck someone’s cock, and that was the exact thing she was doing.


  “I’m gonna cum.”


  She pulled her mouth off his penis and looked up at him, confused by what she’d just heard. “You’re gonna what?”


  “Cum…” Tom grunted before a spurt of semen flew from his dick and slammed into her cheek.


  She hurried to wrap her lips around his manhood and allow the rest to empty inside her mouth. How did that happen so fast? This was supposed to be a fantasy night, and it was all over in seconds!


  He slouched back into the couch, noticeably exhausted. It was like they’d just finished an all-night sex marathon—except they hadn’t. His cock was already limp after her twenty second blowjob.


  She couldn’t even swallow. The taste from his awful diet made his semen unbearable. It was so bitter and gross. She retrieved a cup from the table next to her and spit into it before wiping her cheek with a napkin. This was officially her line. She’d spent close to an hour dressing up, going to get that dumb toy shotgun, and finding fake blood: all for twenty seconds. Twenty seconds which left her unsatisfied and unfulfilled once again, and she could already hear light snores coming from the sofa. The insults just kept coming!


  She couldn’t do this anymore. She had to look elsewhere. Jen marched up the stairs and headed to her room. She didn’t even change out of her costume before pulling out her phone and finding Anthony on her contact list. She took a deep breath and texted him from her seat on her marital bed.


  She typed, “Hey,” and hit send.


  What was her game plan? Actually, she didn’t have one, and that’s what made this so exciting. For the first time in over twenty years, there was an opportunity for a man to lead her. She had no idea how Anthony would respond. Maybe he wouldn’t reply at all. What if he hit on dozens of girls every day? Their interaction could’ve been nothing special in his eyes for all she knew.


  But she wasn’t necessarily looking for an emotional connection either. Getting that from some early-twenties musclehead at the gym was an outlandish fantasy. She just wanted to feel sexually satisfied for the first time in God knows how long, and part of her needed to feel wanted. Nothing Tom did caused her to feel sexy or desired, but the way Anthony approached her the other day made her feel special. There was a vast desire for more of that in her life.


  Her phone buzzed. “Hey, Jen.”


  Now what? Was it on her? Did she have to steer the conversation in the direction she wanted? Did she have—


  Her phone shook again, putting a stop to her spinning mind. “Send me something sexy.”


  Her face lit up before her excitement quickly dissipated. Cell phones had barely existed the last time she was in a situation like this! This kid was used to girls his age who grew up flirting with phones and the internet.


  Send him something sexy… Send him something sexy… Think. Think!


  Jen typed, “I guess it all depends on what you find sexy,” and sent it his way.


  Is that flirty? Or smooth? Or anything? Girl, you’re so in over your head!


  Her phone buzzed. “You can start with that perfect ass of yours.”


  An audible gasp escaped from her previously sealed lips. Perfect ass! When was the last time Tom complimented her body? While she wasn’t needy, what girl didn’t like to feel appreciated. She worked so hard to stay in shape, and sometimes she wondered what exactly she was doing it for, but this simple validation justified all those hours of hard work. Those times she’d passed on pizza for a salad swiftly became worth it.


  Should I send a picture of my butt in jeans? Or maybe in yoga pants? I do love how my butt looks in them. Or…no…well, maybe in a thong? Or is that too much? You know who would know?


  She immediately laughed at herself. Had she really just considered that? Had she actually contemplated asking her daughter for advice on how to flirt via texting? She really was a dumbass sometimes.


  She slid off the bed and strutted over to her dresser where she collected a black thong, black yoga pants, and a pair of red boyshorts. Her hurried feet carried her to the upstairs bathroom with her hands full. She needed plenty of options.


  Five minutes later, she stood in front of the bathroom mirror, completely clean of the fake blood and dirt she’d gone out of her way to wear for Tom. She felt just as ridiculous scrubbing it off as she had putting it on. And it was all for for nothing! But enough about Tom. Tonight was going to be about her.


  She picked up her phone and started typing again. “Option 1, 2, or 3.”


  She loved how flirty she felt. Maybe attention was all she needed. Perhaps she didn’t actually have to go through with anything, but some praise and approval once in a while would make up for what she lacked at home.


  Her phone vibrated on the bathroom counter. “Option 4.”


  A curious smile washed across her face as she began typing. She was getting a hold of this flirting via text thing. “What’s option 4?”


  Her phone buzzed. “Your sexy ass in a thong…with my name written on it.”


  There wasn’t a single second of hesitation or debate. She immediately changed out of her costume and slid into her black thong—the thin cotton providing the only layer of clothing on her otherwise naked frame. She dug through her makeup bag and found her red lipstick, turning her body so she could see her reflection in the mirror. Thirty seconds later, she had some college kid’s name written on her ass; and for the first time in two decades, Jen felt owned. She finally belonged to someone.


  Anthony was probably just some asshole kid who had dozens of girls do this for him, but that only egged her on. There was an undeniable urge to outdo those other girls. She wanted him to be thinking about her instead of those twenty-year-old coeds with their perfect bodies. She looked just as good as any of them, so why couldn’t she feel as good as they did? A cute college girl would leave a bad relationship; but for some reason, Jen refused to do just that. She wasn’t ready to leave yet. No, but at this very moment, she was ready to cheat.


  She went to her camera and hit the forward facing button before finding the perfect position in the mirror. She looked good—really good. Her ass was perky and toned, but she wasn’t a stick figure. There was some meat on her bones, and she didn’t neglect the rest of her body at the gym either. She made sure to cover the side of her right breast with her arm. There was nothing wrong with keeping this kid wanting more.


  She found the perfect angle with her back turned to the bathroom mirror at a slight angle, excluded her face from being captured, and took the picture.


  Something didn’t feel right.


  Do something more. How many girls have sent him a picture like this? Stand out. Be memorable.


  She switched the camera to video mode, raised it over her shoulder so it recorded her reflection in the mirror once again, and began twerking.


  This wasn’t her first time attempt to twerk. Years ago, one of the younger girls at work told her how turned on her boyfriend would get when she did it for him; so like plenty of things over the years, she ran home thinking she’d found the answer to her dead bedroom problem. Her attempts at spicing things up were meant with anything but lust, however. In fact, Tom seemed turned off by the whole ordeal when he told her to stop acting like a tramp. But she didn’t care anymore. Tonight, she was going to be a tramp. Tonight, she was going to twerk her ass in the mirror with some college stud’s name written on it. Tonight, she wanted to be bad.


  She stopped the recording and watched the video back, a big smile covering her proud face. She looked amazing. All of those hours doing squats and reverse hip raises had done wonders on her backside, and she was on top of the world as she surveyed her ass bouncing in the video. The word “Anthony” jumped around with every movement!


  This kid had gotten her to push her limits—just like Bill did back in her college days. He created a memory for her. She would never forget the time she recorded herself twerking in the mirror with a college boy’s name on her butt.


  She added the video to their text conversation and sent it.


  A minute later, her phone vibrated. “Good girl.”


  She wanted to fuck this kid’s brains out. She wanted to gag on his cock. She wanted him to record it all and show it to his buddies. She wanted them to see how naughty she was—for them to realize that they were wasting their time with those stupid college girls. They needed to see what it was like to be with a sexually deprived woman.


  Her phone buzzed again. “4033 Deer Meadow Ave. Apt 3C.”


  She went to her maps app to discover that he lived eleven minutes away. She was six hundred and sixty seconds from her fantasy. A mere four and a half miles was all that separated her from a dominant, muscular young stud who could give her exactly what she needed; but instead of getting dressed and telling Tom that she had to go to her parents’ house for a while, she powered her phone off.


  For the six thousandth consecutive night, she went to bed frustrated.


  




  

    Chapter 5 – Cleaning Service


  


  5:07 AM. The Following Morning.


  Jen had been staring at her bedroom ceiling for hours. It was slightly illuminated from the moonlight penetrating through the window, but she would have been up regardless of how much glow was coming in. She’d figured out the problem: she was a wimp.


  Women left marriages all the time for small things. Little fights and minor turn-offs resulted in brutal divorces on a regular basis throughout the world; yet here she was, afraid to leave her marriage despite not having been sexually satisfied in seventeen years. It wasn’t her morals. She wouldn’t have flirted with Anthony last night if it was. She was afraid of the unknown. She was terrified of having to start a new life all on her own. It scared her.


  Tom wasn’t very reliable, but at least he was there. That was better than having no one, right? And what about Ashley? Jen had been devastated by her own parents’ divorce when she was twelve-years-old, and she made a promise to herself that she would never put her child through the pain and hardship she’d gone through as a teenager.


  All she desired was to roll over and snuggle into the arms of a strong man. She longed for the hold of a guy who loved and cherished her. She needed someone who she craved emotionally, mentally, and physically; but when she peered over to her left, the spot on the bed was vacant. Tom had fallen asleep in the basement instead of coming up to bed. She couldn’t leave him. She knew that. She simply needed to accept her situation for what it was, and to stop feeling sorry for herself.


  She closed her eyes and attempted to fall asleep.


  Later That Same Day. 5:15 PM.


  She stood at the kitchen counter—chopping up celery for the soup she was making—when two strong hands roughly slammed down on the granite countertop to her sides. A body leaned in and gently pressed against her back, a pair of warm lips softly caressing her neck.


  “How was your day, sexy?”


  Her face lit up as she continued slicing vegetables on the wooden cutting board. Those arms which had been to her sides, were now making their way along her body. They started with her shoulders before moving down to her hips, and ended with a firm grab of her butt. That was the norm in her marriage. Even after twenty years, her husband couldn’t keep his hands off her ass.


  Those hands regained their place on the counter, resulting in a smile from the joyous brunette. The bulge poking against her backside made her husband’s intentions perfectly clear. It was 5:16 PM and he was ready to go—just like he always was. Day or night, summer or winter, sickness or in health: he just couldn’t get enough of her.


  She finally set the sharp knife down on the counter and spun to face her spouse. When she did, two hands grabbed her butt and propelled her body into the air. Her hubby picked her up and was now carrying her upstairs to their bedroom, making out with her the entire way.


  Dinner could wait and Ashley would understand. Their daughter was well used to her parents’ ways by this point. Mom and Dad just couldn’t keep their hands off each other, and the cute teen found it was romantic. She dreamed of marrying a man who would adore her the way her father worshipped her mom.


  Her yoga pants and panties were swiftly yanked down after she landed on the bedroom mattress. It didn’t take long before her husband had his head in his favorite spot, and she responded by grabbing a handful of his thick hair. The physical bliss palled in comparison to the powerful voice which resonated throughout the bedroom, however.


  “I heard someone’s been a bad girl.”


  She smiled as she pulled his face back into her vagina, allowing his wet tongue to flow over her throbbing clit. “I can’t help it, Daddy.”


  That world of pleasure had suddenly been ripped away from her, but it was for a good reason. Nothing did it for her like the sight of him meticulously unbuckling the belt on his dress pants. Her heart raced while she watched it slide from the loops, and hang from his masculine hand.


  “On all fours, slut.”


  She obediently obeyed his order, eagerly awaiting her husband to do what he did best. Every week there was something different: new places, unique scenarios, amazing toys, and compelling head games—but some things stayed the same. Like the way he made her feel. She was vulnerable, yet completely protected. She knew her man would take care of her, but she had no idea how far he would to push her limits, and it was that constant excitement which drove her crazy.


  The leather belt dropping around her neck was a clear sign that she was about to be taken to heaven.  She braced herself. Three…two…one.


  It tightened.


  Her attempt to breathe failed miserably. That thick, fat cock stretched her tight pussy before her head was firmly snapped back by the leash around her neck. The view of her hubby’s gorgeous face hovering over her as the pounding increased in ferocity was a welcoming one. She couldn’t ask for anything better.


  A long string of spit fell from her man’s mouth, her lips wasting little time in parting to accept it. Every fluid, every body part, and every single ounce of him was a treasure. She just wanted more; and as the hammering continued, the world around her began to darken. She was being fucked so roughly that the room began to spin. It was like watching clothes in a washing machine. Around, and around, and around they went. Everything spinning, and spinning, and spinning.


  Buzz.


  The load of laundry finished. She opened the washing machine door before piling the wet clothes into a basket, laughing to herself as she realized what had happened. She’d actually fantasized about being married to a completely different man—who fucked her properly—all from staring at a washing machine door. She was going crazy.


  She tossed the garments into the dryer and headed back upstairs, eager to check in on Ashley. Today was day one of her daughter’s weekly cleaning job at Ryan’s house. She still couldn’t get over that! Someone was paying Ashley to clean! She could barely find a passable route through her room most of the time! There were clothes, bags, and boxes scattered everywhere, but perhaps cleaning for someone else would be different. Maybe it would be good for her.


  Jen pulled out her phone and texted her daughter. “Everything good?”


  The unmistakable sound of a text message being received in the kitchen caught her attention. She curiously wandered into the room to find a green case face down on the counter. Ashley had forgotten her phone.


  You know everything’s fine. Just relax. Ashley is a grown woman who can take care of herself. Stop being overprotective.


  But she had to be overprotective. Who else would look out for Ashley if she didn’t? Certainly not Tom.


  She grabbed her daughter’s phone and slid it into her pocket, throwing on her fleece and heading out the front door. It was chilly on this early November evening—not cold—but chilly. The snowstorm prediction hadn’t been accurate, but the sun was already beginning to go down despite daylight savings not starting until tomorrow. Her footsteps journeyed across the grass and to her neighbor’s front door where she rang the bell.


  The door opened.


  “Hi, Ryan,” she greeted him.


  “Hey, Jen,” the handsome businessman responded. “Come on in.”


  She smiled as she stepped into the house and slipped off her shoes on the entryway rug. “Wow! Look at this place!”


  “Yeah, it’s coming along,” he noted, closing the door behind her. “Thanks to your daughter.”


  Jen smiled again while watching him stroll back to the kitchen table, looking spectacular as ever in his black dress pants and partially unbuttoned light blue dress shirt with the sleeves rolled hallway up his muscular arms. There was a cup of either coffee or tea on the oak surface next to an open newspaper.


  “Tea?” he offered.


  “No thanks, I’m good,” she declined. “Where’s Ashley? She left her phone at home.”


  Ryan shrugged his shoulders after taking a seat, raising the newspaper to his face to resume his reading. “She’s around here somewhere.”


  She shot him a curious glance before heading into the hallway, noting the layout of the impressive house as she went. The paintings on the walls screamed of class. The beautiful oak table in the passageway reflected a man with phenomenal taste. Nothing looked overly expensive, but the scene was stylish. Tasteful, if you will.


  She soon found herself in the living room where she was met by gorgeous leather furniture. A large television sat in the middle of a beautiful entertainment center, but the amazing setup wasn’t what had captured her attention. No, she was flabbergasted by how clean everything appeared.


  Maybe Ashley was actually doing a good job. Perhaps her daughter had a knack for cleaning that she was unaware of.


  “Hey, Mom.”


  Jen turned around at the sound of her daughter’s voice; and when she did, her jaw immediately dropped.


  Ashley had strutted into the room in a french maid outfit which appeared fitted for a girl half her size. The black one-piece ended in a mini skirt—fancy white lacing running along the bottom. The outfit barely covered her butt, and showed plenty of skin above the fishnet stockings that ran up to her mid-thighs. Her black high heels cracked with each step on the hardwood floor, and the cute white and black headpiece in her brunette hair bounced with every stride. It was the exact type of outfit that she imagined wearing for her fictional husband. The only problem was this was her eighteen-year-old daughter! The top of the one-piece came left the upper-half of Ashley’s breasts exposed, for God’s sake!


  Jen still couldn’t get over what she was seeing. Ashley nonchalantly held a feather duster in her hands, which just so happened to be covered by fingerless white lace gloves. She began cleaning around the television like nothing was going on.


  “Ashley…”


  The teen stopped and turned to her mother.


  “What are you wearing?” Jen asked.


  “It’s my cleaning outfit,” Ashley answered with a proud smile.


  Jen was doing her best to control herself. “Did Ryan make you put that on?”


  Ashley quickly shook her head. “No.”


  “So, why are you wearing it?” Jen asked calmly. Her blood pressure was rising with each passing second.


  “Mr. M told me there was a cleaning outfit in his closet,” Ashley said. “He didn’t make me put it on or anything.”


  “Then why are you wearing it?” Jen repeated.


  Ashley peered off to the side, fully aware of how her mother would respond to her reasoning. “Because it makes me feel sexy…”


  “Go change,” Jen said.


  “But, Mommmmmm…” Ashley whined.


  “Go change!” Jen demanded, her tone turning cold and sharp.


  She watched her daughter storm to the stairs and angerly ascend the steps as her hands began to shake. She was on the verge of losing it. She took a deep breath and stomped down the hallway, back into the kitchen.


  “What the hell is that!?”


  Ryan casually glanced up from his paper.


  “Seriously?” Jen furiously asked. “Like you don’t know what I’m talking about!”


  He shot her a dismissive look before turning his attention back to the newspaper.


  “Hey, dickhead!” Jen snapped.


  He didn’t react.


  She rushed over to the table and aggressively yanked his newspaper down. “Hey! I’m talking to you!”


  Ryan only stared at her.


  “Why do you have my daughter dressed like some kind of whore?” she asked.


  “I didn’t make her do anything,” he responded before bringing the paper back to eye level.


  “She’s a child,” Jen informed him.


  “No, she’s not,” he spoke, his voice calm and deep. “She’s eighteen. She’s a woman.”


  “You’re a predator,” she declared. “You’re probably thirty years older than her, you disgusting pig.”


  Ryan lightly chuckled to himself while his eyes continued to descend the newspaper column he was reading. His condescending attitude enraged her. This asshole had some nerve!


  “When my—” Jen cut herself off.


  “When my husband finds out about this,” is what she really wanted to say. Yeah, she could say it. Tom would have to freak out after hearing about this. He wasn’t passionate about too many things these days, but what father isn’t protective over his little girl? Especially when they were dressed the way Ashley was!


  “When my husband finds out about this, he’s going to lose his shit!” she said.


  Ryan’s eyes didn’t leave his paper.


  “Do you get off on this?” she continued to berate him. “Paying teenagers to clean your house while they dress like sluts? You sicken me! You wealthy assholes are all the same! Thinking you can do whatever you want as long as you pay people! Well, guess what, Ryan? My daughter isn’t for sale!”


  “You need guidance.”


  She took a step back, stunned by his choice of words. “What did you just say to me!?”


  “Guidance,” he slowly repeated. “You need it.”


  The left side of her face twitched. She was fighting the urge pick up that cup of tea and smash it over this cocksucker’s head. How dare he speak to her this way!


  “I happen to be a successful woman—”


  “I’m not talking about your career,” he interrupted. “I’m talking about your personal life.”


  She was tired of talking to a newspaper. She took a few steps forward, forcibly lowering the business section down to the table while glaring at him. Her next words were cut short by the sound of footsteps growing closer in the hallway behind her. She turned to see Ashley dressed in a pair of jeans and a hoodie.


  “Home!” Jen demanded. “Now!”


  “I have to finish cleaning,” Ashley told her mother.


  “Now!!!” Jen shouted.


  “I’m not done yet…” Ashley whined.


  Jen turned back to the table to find Ryan retrieving his wallet from the back of his dress pants. This guy just wouldn’t stop. It was one insult after another.


  “She’s not taking your money,” she scowled at him before turning back to Ashley. “We’re leaving!”


  “But, Mom…” Ashley grunted, embarrassed by her mother’s behavior.


  She stormed over to her daughter and roughly grabbed her by the arm, leading her out the front door. This was the man she’d fantasized about? This was the guy she dreamed of having in her life? Ryan was an asshole!


  “Mom, stop! Stop!”


  It was like Jen couldn’t hear a word Ashley was saying. She was just so flabbergasted by what she’d seen. This environment was toxic, and they both needed to escape its bad energy. She continued to drag the annoyed eighteen-year-old across the grass and into their house.


  “What’s wrong with you!?” Ashley shouted.


  Jen couldn’t believe she’d just said that to her. “What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with me!? What the fuck is wrong with you!?”


  “I was trying to do my job!” Ashley huffed, rolling her eyes in the family room entrance.


  “Prancing around some pervert’s house dressed like a whore is your job now?” asked Jen.


  “God, this is so unfair!” Ashley huffed.


  “Grounded!” Jen announced. “One week!”


  Ashley’s jaw dropped. “For what!? This is such bullshit!”


  “Two weeks!” Jen exclaimed.


  Ashley was stunned. “I didn’t even do anything!”


  “You swore,” Jen informed her. “Keep it up and it’ll be three.”


  “But you swear all the time!” Ashley shouted, throwing her hands into the air in frustration. “What the hell, Mom!?”


  Jen took a step closer to Ashley, lowering her voice to a growl. “I can swear all I want because this is my fuckin’ house, and you’ll live by my fuckin’ rules. And if you have a fuckin’ problem with that, then you can spend the rest of the fuckin’ year in your fuckin’ room.”


  Ashley turned her head to the side and screamed, “Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!”


  “Three weeks!” Jen loudly declared as her daughter hiked into the kitchen and stomped to the stairs. “Go ahead and say something else! I’ll make it a month!”


  She listened to Ashley’s angry footsteps climb the steps, the sound of her bedroom door slamming shut ending the chaos that had just ensued. She couldn’t believe it, but she needed her husband. She desperately needed Tom.


  10:22 PM.


  Headlights appeared through the windows while Jen sat at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. For the first time in at least a decade, she was impatiently anticipating the arrival of the man she once loved. Heavy footsteps trudged into the kitchen a minute later.


  “Oh, hey,” Tom said.


  “Sit down,” Jen told him, not in the mood for small talk. “There’s something you need to hear.”


  Tom took a seat across the table from his wife. “Is something wrong?”


  Something was wrong alright. Something was wrong with their sex life, their marriage, and their lack of love for each other, but there was no point in having that discussion now. It was time to talk about Ashley.


  “Our new neighbor hired Ashley to clean his house.”


  Tom nodded. “Okay.”


  “And I went over there today to check on her,” Jen said.


  Tom continued to look on, confused by whatever point was attempting to be made.


  “She was dressed like a french maid,” she revealed.


  He didn’t react.


  “Like a slutty french maid,” Jen clarified herself, expecting a more passionate reaction from him. “Her butt was practically hanging out, and half her breasts were exposed. It was ridiculous!”


  “He made her wear this?”


  “Not exactly…” she faintly answered.


  “Not exactly?” he asked. “What does that mean?”


  “No, he didn’t make her wear it,” she huffed. “But he told her there was a cleaning outfit upstairs. He pretty much coerced her!”


  “How’d he coerced her?” Tom inquired.


  “By implying that a maid costume was part of the job!” Jen yelled.


  His confusion had yet to dissipate. “But he never said it was, right?”


  Jen was stunned. He seriously wasn’t coming to her defense on this? Aren’t husbands always supposed to have their wife’s backs? She couldn’t even get support on the issue of Ashley dressing like a slut for their dickhead neighbor?


  “Honey, Ashley’s a grown woman,” he said. “She isn’t a child. If she decides to dress a certain way, then that’s her decision.”


  “Why are you siding with him!?”


  “Siding with who?” he asked.


  “Our asshole neighbor!” she shouted. “You’re taking his side!”


  “I’m not taking anyone’s side,” Tom calmly told her. “I just don’t think it’s right to get mad at our daughter for making her own decisions.”


  “She’s your daughter, Thomas!” Jen tried to point out the obvious, running her hands through her hair in frustration. “You’re supposed to protect her!”


  “She isn’t a kid anymore, Jen,” he rebutted. “She’s eighteen.”


  Jen sighed, “Unfuckinbelievable…”


  “Do you have to swear all the time?” he asked. “It comes off so trashy.”


  She began to seethe. That’s what he’d decided to take a stance on? “Trashy? Trashy!? The neighbor had our daughter parading around his house like a fuckin’ whore, but I’m the trashy one!?”


  “What do you want me to do, Jen? Go fight the guy?” he sarcastically asked.


  “Do something!” she begged. “Protect your daughter!”


  “We aren’t cavemen,” Tom rolled his eyes. “We live in a civilized society. Our daughter made a decision, and it’s really none of our business.”


  She couldn’t even find the words to respond. How had she’d been so wrong? She was positive that Tom would come to his family’s defense; but once again, he’d let her down.


  “Are we done here?” he questioned.


  She nodded, depressed and defeated.


  He hopped out of his seat and disappeared into the basement.


  Jen continued to sit in her chair and stare at the oven off in the distance. She couldn’t even get her husband’s support on this. Not only did she run their household and take care of everything, but now it was her sole responsibility to look out for their daughter as well? What exactly was the point of being married to Tom? He couldn’t even make her cum! The least he should be able to do was look after his own child! She just wanted to scream.


  Well, it was all on her now. She had to play the role of dad as well. She needed to go confront this piece of shit who’d moved in next door before he did something else to Ashley.


  




  

    Chapter 6 – Guidance


  


  One Week Later. 6:24 PM.


  Jen was a mess. She had no idea how to approach the next door neighbor; and to make matters worse, Ashley hadn’t spoken to her in a week. A divorce would most likely be in her future if this was a sign of things to come after her daughter went off to college. She was so lonely. There was no one to talk to or gossip with. Her life had become a boring routine which consisted of going to work, hitting the gym a few days a week, and finally coming home to an empty house.


  She’d almost texted Anthony a handful of times over the past seven days—including sending him a picture of her taking the majority of her long purple dildo down her throat. Sure, it looked ridiculous when she viewed the image, but she just wanted to impress someone. Was it bad that she wanted someone to be thinking about her? What was so taboo about desiring a powerful man to call her a good girl after following an order? Was there anything wrong with being submissive?


  Not only were none of her personal desires being met, but she still had to go next door and tell this asshole what the deal was. That was the job of a man! It was something her husband should’ve already done! God, everything was so frustrating!


  It finally came to her: keep it simple. She would go next door and ring the doorbell, tell Ryan she’d call the cops if he ever talked to Ashley again, and come back home. Oh, and she would get an apology too. That’s for damn sure! She grabbed her winter coat and headed out the door.


  Be firm. Be demanding. Tell this asshole how it’s going to be! You’re the one in charge, not this creepy pervert. You’re a strong, brave, independent woman. Show this dickhead that you deserve just as much respect as any man!


  Jen rang the doorbell and her heart swiftly fluttered.


  Ryan answered the door in only a pair of orange athletic shorts. A noticeable sweat dripped down his toned, lean, shirtless body as he used a towel to dry off his thick brown hair. Ashley was right about him having abs—abs and veins. Thick, prominent veins ran down his arms and biceps, only emphasized by his chiseled and muscular chest. He was perfect.


  “Jen?”


  She snapped to attention, flustered and blushing. “Um…h-hi-hey.”


  The businessman smiled before taking a step to the side. “Come on in. It’s cold out there.”


  She quickly scurried into his house and stood on the gray entryway rug.


  “Just finished a workout downstairs,” he told her, shutting the door and making his way into the kitchen to pour himself a glass of water.


  She kicked off her shoes and followed him into the kitchen. “I wanted to talk to you.”


  He filled a clear glass with water and leaned against the edge of the marble countertop, waiting for her to divulge whatever was on her mind.


  “I would like an apology,” she said.


  Ryan finished his long sip before glancing in her direction. “An apology?”


  “Yes, an apology.”


  “For what?” he asked, clearly amused from what he was hearing.


  “For the way you took advantage of my daughter,” she told him.


  He walked over to the table and took a seat, pointing to the chair next to him for his guest to sit. “Take a seat.”


  Jen followed his order.


  “How about you tell me what’s really going on?” he said.


  “Excuse me?” she asked.


  “With you,” he specified. “What’s really going on with you?”


  “This isn’t about me,” she said. “It’s about my daughter.”


  “When was the last time someone talked about you?”


  This wasn’t the conversation she’d expected to be having. “What?”


  “With your husband, or your daughter, or your friends,” he said, his hand resting calmly next to his glass of water. “When was the last time the conversation was about you?”


  Jen thought to herself for a few moments before shrugging her shoulders.


  “Remember last week when I told you that you needed guidance?” he questioned.


  She nodded, those words causing her skin to tingle once more. This man possessed an arrogance that she’d never been privy to before, but there was something warm and captivating about him at the same time. She was experiencing a cavalcade of emotions.


  “Here we are, a week after you stormed out of my house, furious at me over what your daughter was wearing,” he said. “Yet your husband never confronted me and now you’re here, sitting at my kitchen table, asking for an apology.”


  “Which I still want,” she said, her eyes refusing to shy away from the stud whose body still had her a bit flustered. She was successfully hiding her lust.


  Ryan let out a soft, almost arrogant laugh after taking another sip of water. “I’m not going to apologize to you.”


  “Why not?”


  “You think you want an apology?” he asked with a slight grin.


  “I know I want one,” she nodded confidently.


  Ryan slowly shook his head. “Jen, you don’t have the slightest clue as to what you want.”


  Her eyebrows perked up.


  “And you want to know why?” he asked.


  She waited for him to reveal the answer.


  “Because you don’t have anyone guiding you,” he said. “Are you familiar with the concept of hypergamy?”


  She shook her head no.


  “Hypergamy is the notion that people are always in pursuit of the wealthiest, best-looking, highest status person they can attain—whether they’re married or not,” he filled her in. “It can be wealth, looks, status, or power, but people are always looking to trade up. Especially women.”


  “That’s ridiculous,” Jen replied dismissively, rolling her eyes in the process.


  “Is it?”


  “Yeah, what about love, loyalty, respect, and children?” she voiced her thoughts. “Those mean a lot more than money and looks.”


  Ryan silently agreed with a nod. “Absolutely. It’s a rather outdated concept, isn’t it? You’re a working woman with a good job,” he stated while holding out his hand to acknowledge her presence. “You’re not some housewife without an education or the ability to support herself.”


  “So, what’s your point then?” she questioned harshly.


  “My point is while women have shifted their desires and what they value in men as we’ve progressed as a society, some things can’t be changed.”


  Her brow furrowed. “Like what?”


  “Your primal urges,” he answered.


  “My primal urges?” she laughed, not sure as to why she was still entertaining his nonsense.


  Ryan took another sip of water before setting his glass down on the table again, still shirtless. “You see, Jen, all women want the same thing.”


  “And what’s that, Mr. Know-It-All?” she inquired.


  “To submit to a man she deems better than herself.”


  Jen audibly gasped. What in the world had he just said to her? “That’s the most sexist thing I’ve ever heard!”


  “Is it?” he asked, the calm tone to his voice never swaying. “You’re not attracted to men you deem better than you?”


  “Better than me? And what qualifies a man as better than me?”


  “It’s different for every woman,” Ryan announced. “For some it’s success. For others it’s power, or intelligence, or sense of humor, or physical prowess. No woman has the same list of things that makes her tick, but every woman has something that gets her going. Every woman gets off on the idea of submitting to a man whom she looks up to.”


  “This is asinine,” she groaned.


  “What type of man do you fantasize about?”


  She wasn’t about to answer that. “That’s none of your business.”


  He pointed his finger at her and smirked. “My point exactly.”


  “What point?” she asked, not following.


  “The answer wasn’t your husband,” he remarked. “Because like most women, you aren’t with a man you look up to.”


  She shook her head, doing her best to show him that he wasn’t getting under her skin. “You don’t know the first thing about my husband.”


  “Is he unpredictable, Jen? Does he keep you guessing? Do you feed off his drive and ambition?”


  She peered down at the table.


  “Not everyone can make six figures,” he went on. “Not everyone can have seven percent body fat or an amazing personality. Some men are just men. Average Joe’s, if you will. They aren’t particularly creative, intelligent, or good-looking; but every man—every real man—has drive. He wants to better himself. He desires to push himself. Whether it be his career, in the gym, with his hobbies, or whatever motivates him. Women see that, and they want a piece of it. They want part of a man who will take them along on a ride. They want to feed off his intensity and motivation. Jen, every woman wants a man like that. A man she can brag to her friends about. A man she looks up to the way she looked up to her father when she was a little girl.


  “You’re delusional,” she said with a dismissive chuckle, glancing back toward the entranceway.


  He lightly laughed as he leaned back in his chair with a confident smile. “The first door on your right when you walk upstairs is my bedroom. You’ll find a maid outfit in the closet.”


  Her head snapped back to the table in an instant. She stared him stone-faced for close to thirty seconds. Slowly but surely, she began to crack until her roaring laughter filled the kitchen. “Oh my God, you can’t be serious!”


  Ryan continue to gaze at her with the same self-assured look he had from the moment she’d stepped inside his house.


  “You think—” she laughed, barely able to speak. “You think I’m going to clean your house!? Oh my God!”


  He took another sip of water, tranquil as ever.


  “You’re too much!” she continued to laugh before standing up and starting for the door. Suddenly, she stopped.


  Eight Minutes Later.


  She found herself standing in front of her neighbor’s upstairs bathroom mirror, adjusting her french maid outfit to show as much cleavage as possible. As good as she looked, the appearance of disbelief was vividly planted on her face. How’d this happen? Why didn’t she just walk out the front door? Why didn’t she leave his house and forget all about their ridiculous conversation? Why did she stop, journey upstairs without saying a word, and retrieve the maid outfit from his closet? And it was the same outfit she’d freaked out about Ashley wearing just a week ago! It was the very reason that her daughter was still grounded! She was such a hypocrite; but more importantly, why did all of this make her feel so good?


  Was Ryan right? Were her primal urges something that she couldn’t control? Her neighbor was correct about one thing, and that was the fact that she didn’t look up to her husband in the least. In fact, she looked down on him, and she’d been beating herself up for being married to a man like Tom.


  Her “soulmate” behaved like a child. He didn’t even remotely resemble the type of guy she used to dream of being with. Isn’t that what every woman wants? No matter how old they get, every female desires a strong male figure in their life. Someone who can lead and protect them. Someone they can look up to and respect. Someone who pushes them to better their own lives. Tom didn’t do that, but Ryan did.


  Was it his house? Or maybe it was his success? Or what about his body? Yeah, his body definitely had something to do with it. She respected men who cared about their own health and well-being, but there was something more—something she couldn’t quite put her finger on.


  It was his confidence. She fed off it. The way he explained his thought process to her in such a calm, efficient demeanor was charming. He didn’t talk down to her, but he never showed a hint of weakness. Every speed bump she tossed in his way was smoothly bypassed. It was like his voice had a hold over her; and as she gazed at her reflection in the mirror, she finally realized something.


  She was desperate for his approval.


  One Hour Later.


  She placed the last of her neighbor’s workout clothes in the basket next to the dryer after folding them. Over the past sixty minutes, Jen had vacuumed, swept, dusted, ironed Ryan’s work clothes, and folded the large load of laundry that had been sitting in the dryer machine; and each time she completed a task, she strutted toward the next one with a bounce in her step. Why? She couldn’t explain it. It just felt nice doing things for a man. She wanted Ryan to look at her with a sense of approval and to see her as an equal; but at the same time, she didn’t want to be his peer. She needed him to be better than her. He was right. She was seeking the approval of a real man.


  She carried the basket of clothes up the basement stairs before heading up even more steps on her way to Ryan’s bedroom. She decided to take a peek inside his closet after putting the garments away into their respective dresser drawers. Dress pants, dress shirts, ties, belts, suits, and dress shoes made up the right half, while casual shirts and athletic shoes filled the left side. Up on the top shelf were folded jeans and sweaters. It was the closet of an organized man who had his shit together. It was the polar opposite of what her husband’s closet looked like.


  First off, Tom didn’t own any dress shirts or pants other than the one pair of khakis and that awful gray polo he would wear if he absolutely had to. And his closet was full of childish t-shirts and scattered clothes on the floor. It was so messy and unorganized. She’d occasionally cleaned and organized it every few months throughout the first decade of their marriage, but she eventually scraped that sporadic task due to its lack of appreciation.


  A medium size black wooden box jumped out at her as she took a peek at the lower left corner of his closet. She slid it out and looked inside, her eyes instantly lighting up. It was full of the toys Ashley had told her about.


  “Like anything you see?”


  Her head snapped in the direction of a particular deep voice. Ryan leaned against his bedroom wall, staring at her with a t-shirt on this time. Clothed or not, she was enamored.


  She hesitantly lifted the a gag from the top of the pile.


  “That’s a favorite.”


  “Of yours?” she asked.


  Ryan slowly shook his head.


  “What’s your favorite?” she questioned, now gazing down into the box of toys. An unmistakable energy slowly crawled along her skin.


  “What do you think my favorite is?” he asked.


  She moved a blindfold to the side to reveal a pair of steel handcuffs. Seconds later, she held it in the air, praying that her guess was correct.


  Ryan smirked.


  She was wet.


  “The house looks nice,” he told her.


  She didn’t have a chance at hiding her smile. In fact, she was glowing. Was that all it took to make her feel this way? A simple compliment? To just have someone appreciate the work she’d done for them? Tom always seemed to take everything she did for granted: the cooking, the cleaning, her sexual advances—it was all just expected. Married or not, she still liked validation.


  “Good job,” he added.


  She was six years old again. She’d been taken back to the days when a “good job” from her father was the highlight of her week. Male appreciation was so important to her, yet she had such a lack of it in her life. She didn’t desire for Tom to make more money, to lose eighty pounds, or to become an amazing conversationalist. What she truly needed was someone who made her feel like a woman, and appreciating the work a woman puts in—especially inside the home—is worthy of compliments.


  Her fingers trailed the length of a rugged black leather paddle inside the box of toys. She held it in the air, turning to the door to ask, “What about this one?”


  Ryan was gone.


  She felt his presence vanish from the room. That strong, powerful, dominant aura had disappeared, and she was already longed for its return. Life was so empty without him around.


  She hung her outfit back up in his closet after changing, and made sure to slide the box of toys back into the corner. One last smile was all she needed. Just another “good job” would do it for her. She made a quick trip around the house to receive that final pat on the head, but Ryan was nowhere to be found.


  




  

    Chapter 7 – A Second Hail Mary


  


  10:13 PM.


  This wasn’t how Hail Mary’s worked. You don’t get two shots at them (unless you’re Aaron Rodgers). A Hail Mary was supposed to be a last ditch effort. It was a heave that you prayed would be caught, and Jen was taking that heave—for a second time.


  She’d spent the last two hours diligently working after arriving home at eight o’clock. So what if she couldn’t have a fit, charming, sexual stud of a husband? There were other options. They could still make this marriage work.


  She decided on something very basic. She would satisfy Tom; and in return, he would praise her. It was as simple as that. She desired for someone to notice all the work and effort she put into making her household operate. She needed to be appreciated.


  The house was completely clean, her homemade cheesecake waited in the refrigerator, and the basement where Tom spent the majority of his free time had received a makeover. As if taking out the overflowing garbage and restocking the minifridge with an array of beverages wasn’t enough, then she’d picked up the hottest new video game on top of everything else. She’d even removed the mess of cups and plates that always covered the coffee table.


  She took a step back and smiled. She was an amazing wife. How many other full-time working mothers would do something like this for their husbands? Not many. And all she needed was for him to appreciate her. It was that easy. Not to mention that she was wearing her sexiest black lace nightie.


  The basement door opened and footsteps scurried down the stairs.


  “Hey, Jen,” Tom acknowledged her as he made his way to the couch. “What’s going—whoa!”


  She smiled.


  “You did this?” he asked, looking around at his spotless man cave.


  She answered with a nod.


  “Wow! Thanks, honey!” he smiled back before sitting down on the sofa.


  Jen quickly ran upstairs and sliced a big piece of cheesecake onto a plate, before returning with it on a white plate.


  “Is that what I think it is!?” Tom asked excitedly while reaching for the plate. “Awesome!”


  She sat down next to him and rubbed his back while he wolfed down his favorite dessert.


  “Ah, and it’s homemade!” he almost yelled. “Jen, this is amazing!”


  She pointed at the coffee table in front of them. Tom peered his eyes in the relative darkness before turning to her with an even bigger smile.


  His excited hands placed his empty plate on the table, and reached for his new gift. “This is incredible! What did I do to deserve all this?”


  “Just for being you,” she answered, her left hand continuing to run along his back. She noticed cheesecake crumbs in his beard as he struggled to open the plastic wrapping on the video game case.


  Stop! Don’t do it! He thanked and praised you for what you did. Don’t let contempt seethe back into your blood. Respect him! He’s your husband!


  “Need scissors, honey?” she asked.


  “No, I got it,” he answered, finally breaking through the seal. “This game is so cool. The multiplayer is sixteen versus sixteen matches! That’s how big the maps are! They can easily fit thirty-two people!”


  She was doing her best to stay interested.


  “Hey, you wanna watch me play? Or I can teach you how to play! You wanna give it a shot?”


  She took a deep breath. It was getting harder and harder to put on a smile. “I’ll watch.”


  He labored to get out of his seat before placing the disc in the gaming console. “Thirty-two person multiplayer is going to be insane! And there isn’t even any lag!”


  “What’s lag?”
she inquired.


  Do you care what lag is? Do you care about any of this? Why’s he so excited to play a video game when you’re sitting next to him in a nightie? Shouldn’t his hands be all over you? No, stop! Stop being a bitch! Just try to take an interest in what he enjoys!


  “Lag is when the game jumps and delays because the servers are overloaded,” he explained while sitting back down. “Sometimes it’s hard for the servers to keep up when a lot of people are playing, but not with this one! I read that it’s completely smooth. Well, the gaming reviews sites always say that, but I believe…”


  Jen was zoning out. Was she a bad person? Was it wrong to be so turned off by her husband’s childish hobby? There was nothing wrong with playing video games, but she couldn’t help but feel that he shared the same passion for them as a teenager. And she was sitting right next to him! In a fuckin’ nightie!


  Her left hand continued to rub his back as her right hand moved to his groin. She saw him grin and raise his video game controller, allowing her access to his lap. She unzipped his jeans; and moments later, she was attempting to stroke his cock to life.


  Eventually, his manhood hardened in her hand. “Can you try to last a little longer this time?”


  “You want me to last longer?” he asked, surprised.


  Unbelievable! Twenty years of marriage and he still doesn’t know what you like!


  “Yeah, I like doing it, so can you please try to hold back from cumming right away?” she asked.


  He nodded as his eyes moved back to the TV. She accepted him inside her mouth and began to bob her head. This wasn’t the man she craved; but at the end of the day, she still yearned for a man. Tom would just have to do.


  “Oh, shit…”
he abruptly groaned.


  You’ve got to be kidding me…


  Her mouth began to fill with Tom’s semen.


  “Fuck…” he moaned as the last of it shot out. “I’m sorry.”


  She sat up and looked for a cup to spit his bitter seed into, but there weren’t any around. She’d thrown them all away. She was left with no other chance but to hustle up the stairs and spit his cum into the kitchen sink. She hurried to position her lips under the faucet to fill her mouth with water, rinsing and spitting in an attempt to cleanse her gums and tongue of that awful taste.


  Fuck this.


  She jogged up to her room, grabbed her phone, and texted Anthony. “Send me a picture of your cock.”


  It didn’t take long for her phone to buzz in her hand; and just as she’d expected, this kid had quite the piece on him. Her phone swiftly vibrated again. This time, an eighteen or nineteen-year-old blonde had three inches of his dick in her mouth. The picture had been taken from the college stud’s point of view.


  Jen sent him a text. “Looks like she could use some help.”


  Her phone instantly buzzed. “Think you could do better?”


  She opened her camera roll and found the picture of her with her favorite purple dildo lodged down her throat. She’d decided against sending it to him before, but she didn’t care anymore. She just wanted to impress someone worthy of her attention.


  She sent it to him.


  It didn’t take long for her phone to vibrate again. “Get your sexy ass over here. Briana could use some lessons.”


  A mere eleven minutes was all that separated her from a confident college stud with a big cock. Kneeling in front of him was some cute blonde girl, playing with the very toy she so desperately craved. She’d never been with a woman before, but the idea of playing with one—especially a younger one—had her wet. And what if Anthony invited a friend over? What if she could have two big cocks? Maybe they would take turns with her? Or what if they ravished her at the same time? Oh my God, she could barely contain her excitement!


  She slipped out of her nightie and hopped into a pair of jeans, threw on a hoodie over the t-shirt she’d just changed into, and headed downstairs. The cold metal feel of her keys pressed against her hand as she scooped them off the table and hustled out the front door. There wasn’t a hint of hesitation as she opened her car door and slid inside. The key found its way into the ignition and—


  She stopped.


  Turn it! Turn it and you can actually get what you want! Stop depriving yourself!


  She stared at her dashboard for the next ninety seconds.


  Sexy, young, fit people want to fuck your brains out! Isn’t that what you want? Why are you making this so hard on yourself?


  She pulled the key out of the ignition, exited her car, and found herself back in the driveway. She angrily slammed the door shut behind her.


  “YOU’RE SUCH A WIMP!” she screamed before storming up the blacktop and back into the house. She ran to her room and quickly found her vibrator. It would be yet another night of mediocre self-pleasure.


  




  

    Chapter 8 – Sherbet


  


  One Week Later. 5:59 PM.


  The kitchen hummed a chaotic symphony of roaring blender blades tearing through ice. Jen removed the cup and unfastened the lid—her finger dipping into the cold, tasty treat below—and raised it to her lips. It wasn’t too icy; but at the same time, it wasn’t too watery. It was the perfect consistency. She found a container and dumped the pink substance inside before sealing it shut with a lid.


  She grabbed her coat and headed over to her neighbor’s house on this chilly, dark evening. A particular man had been on her mind for the past week. The most difficult part was it’d been seven long days since she’d seen him, and she couldn’t go another hour without being in his presence. It was a little unsettling how much she missed him.


  Ryan answered the door dressed in a pair of black dress pants, a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up his thick forearms, and a loosened baby blue tie around his neck. His choice in attire always caused her to melt.


  “Hey, Jen. Come on in.”


  She quickly stepped inside out of the cold, and raised a plastic container with a red lid to him. “I made you something.”


  He curiously peered at the surprise before motioning her further into the house.


  She kicked off her shoes and followed him into the kitchen. An open laptop and a cup of what appeared to be green tea were the only items on the table. How refreshing was it to see a man doing something other than playing video games? Ryan appeared to always be working or bettering himself, unlike Tom who spent all of his free time on childish activities.


  “I made you some sherbet.”


  “I don’t eat ice cream,” he told her.


  “Oh, it’s not ice cream!” she quickly rebuffed. “It’s watermelon-coconut sherbet. All organic without any added sugar. It’s just watermelon and coconut milk!”


  “And you made sherbet from that?” he asked.


  She nodded excitedly. “Yeah, you wanna try some?”


  “Sure,” he said before walking over to a cabinet. He returned with two small bowls and a pair of spoons.


  Set the container down on the table, and dished a generous amount into each bowl. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this nervous. What if he hated it? What if he thought it was gross? What if he laughed at her idea of dessert?


  Relax…


  She watched him gather a small amount of the creamy substance with his spoon before raising it to his mouth. Her heart pounded as he wrapped his lips around the steel eating utensil. It was no secret that she desperately sought his approval.


  He looked at her again, this time furrowing his brow. “You made this?”


  Jen nervously nodded.


  A few moments of silence passed before he announced, “This is amazing.”


  She almost shouted with excitement. He thought it was amazing! Every part of her wanted to hug him, but she did her best to control herself. “Really?”


  “Yeah, how’d you get it so smooth?” Ryan inquired.


  “Well, after I initially blend it, I freeze it, then run it through a blender again, freeze it, and then blend it one last time,” she revealed her secret. “The more times it goes through the blender, the creamier it gets.”


  He took another big spoonful and slipped it into his mouth. “This tastes exactly like sherbet, but it’s healthy?”


  “One hundred percent,” she smiled before indulging in a spoonful from her own bowl.


  “This is phenomenal,” he said, helping himself to a big helping.


  She blushed and pointed at the container on the table. “That’s yours to keep, and just let me know if you want more!” She picked up the Tupperware and carried it over to the freezer to place it inside. “Is there anything else you need?”


  He gave his kitchen a quick once-over with his eyes. “There’s always something around here that needs to be done…”


  Thirty Minutes Later.


  She feverishly scrubbed the hardwood kitchen floor with a sponge, dressed head to toe in the same maid outfit she’d worn last week. Next to her was a yellow bucket containing a mix of water and vinegar. Ryan had walked through the kitchen and caught her eye a few times, but he never stopped to look or talk to her. Was she really doing this for his approval at this point? Was this her way of trying to submit to him? She was so confused.


  She was a registered nurse who spent forty hours a week caring for the sick and elderly without much appreciation. She then came home to a husband she didn’t respect, took care of all the household chores, and handled the cooking every night. Her schedule was busy enough. Nothing was adding up. Why was she doing this?


  Did you ever think that maybe you aren’t capable of being happy? There are people out there like that, you know? People who feel like they’re always missing out on something no matter what happens. Look in the mirror, sister. That’s you.


  No, I’ve been happy before! I was happy with Bill. Well, at least most of the time. And I was happy with Tom at the beginning…kind of. Shit! I’m not one of those people, am I? I can be happy! I’m happy now! Wait, why am I happy now? Because I’m cleaning my neighbor’s kitchen floor? What’s wrong with me?


  “I think you got that spot.”


  Her head perked up to see Ryan standing just a few feet from her. “Huh?”


  “That spot,” he repeated while pointing at the floor. “I think you got it.”


  Jen glanced down and girlishly giggled. She’d been scrubbing the same three inch space for God knows how long, while attempting to understand exactly what she was doing. Her seductive efforts to expose her cleavage in Ryan’s direction went for not. He simply filled up his glass, and headed back into the living room without acknowledging her outfit.


  Shit!


  Fifteen Minutes Later.


  The dirty water disappeared down the drain, signaling the end of a job well done. There was still a sense of disbelief when it came to what she’d done. Not only had she willingly put on the maid outfit she was currently wearing, but she’d skipped upstairs with a childlike excitement to get dressed. Just being in the same house as Ryan was enough to bring an unrivaled energy into her life.


  She made her way into the living room to find him sitting on the sofa, working on his laptop.


  “All done,” she announced.


  He nodded, his eyes not venturing from the computer screen.


  “Is there anything else you need?” she asked.


  There wasn’t a response.


  She slowly made her way to the couch, running her fingers along the firm leather material when she arrived. “Anything at all…”


  A pen swiftly flew through her peripheral vision, landing on the floor only a few feet to her right. This was it. Her life could change at this very moment. The past forty-four years of her existence felt like a mere blimp on the radar. She could either ignore his most recent action and return home, or give into her deepest, darkest desire. Being good isn’t always so fun. Sometimes, it’s better to be bad.


  She sank to her knees and crawled to that pesky pen.


  The laptop previously on Ryan’s lap had been moved out of the way. He comfortably rested back against the exotic leather, eyeing her as she positioned herself in front of him—on her knees. She reached out and handed the pen to him.


  He took it from her, observed it for a moment, and held it back out. She moved forward and wrapped her lips around the plastic, her focus never straying from his dark, masculine eyes. That pen was promptly discarded and sent sailing to the other side of the room, his arms sprawling along the top of the sofa once again.


  Jen eagerly scurried forward, her hands racing for his belt buckle. Her husband, daughter, career, priorities: nothing else mattered at this very moment. This was her story. She was the star of her own erotic novel. Now, she was a single girl whose only concern involved seducing her unrealistically perfect neighbor. It was time for things to be about her for a change.


  She finally managed to unlock the steel of his belt after a slight struggle, and her attention quickly shifted to the button on his dress pants. Seconds separated her from everything she desired. Who needed a stud husband when the world’s most perfect man lived next door?


  Ring.


  Ryan raised his index finger in the air and tilted his body to the side to retrieve his roaring cell phone from his pants pocket. She patiently sat back on her knees, waiting to recapture his full attention as he accepted the call. The brief delay only built the tension in the room. She had no plans of being naughty. Behaving badly was child’s play compared to what she had in mind. The deepest, wettest, filthiest blowjob in the history of humanity was about to take place inside a man’s house who she barely knew, and she couldn’t possibly be more excited.


  Ryan answered the call. “Hey, Hank.”


  …


  “He did what? Did someone tell him to do that?”


  …


  “Hank, relax.”


  …


  “Relax.”


  …


  “He’s new. He’s only been on board for a few weeks. Mistakes happen.”


  …


  “He’s at the client’s house now?”


  …


  “Okay, I’m heading over there.”


  …


  “Yeah, now. Send me the address. I’m on my way.”


  …


  “No problem. Remember, he’s part of the team, Hank. Losing your shit over something like this isn’t good for anyone. I need you to set a better example than acting this way.”


  …


  “There’s no need to apologize. I just need you to be more of a leader.”


  …


  Okay, good. I’m leaving my house now.”


  …


  “Bye.”


  Ryan slid his phone back into his pocket before revealing his change of plans. “I have to go.”


  “Now?” she asked, her voice full of disappointment. Her eyes possessed an even more devastated reaction. Her fantasy was about to happen before that stupid phone rang!


  He sat up and briskly headed into the kitchen. “Yeah, now. Make sure you lock the front door when you leave. The kitchen looks great, by the way.”


  The door slammed shut, causing her to scurry and retrieve the ballpoint pen to place inside her mouth. She needed to bask in the praise and approval of the man who lived next door. She wasn’t sure how or when, but Ryan would restore order in her life. She finally had a man worthy of acting like a woman for.


  




  

    Chapter 9 – Like Mother, Like Daughter


  


  8:12 PM.


  Dinner was late tonight for two reasons. One, Jen had spent forty-five minutes cleaning Ryan’s kitchen floor for a wide array of bizarre reasons. Two, she hadn’t exactly hurried home after he’d left to take care of his work-related issue. She’d decided to make herself rather comfortable instead.


  “Sorry dinner’s late, honey,” Jen apologized to her daughter from across the table.


  Ashley didn’t respond.


  She was still riding high from Ryan’s compliment after he’d left to handle his business affairs; and like some horny teenage girl with an oral fixation, she ran upstairs with his pen in her mouth. He could still help her out without being in the room. Her imagination had been doing the job for well over a decade, after all. This wasn’t anything new.


  A minute later, she was introducing herself to his king size bed, completely naked with a dress shirt she’d retrieved from the laundry pressed against her face. It smelled so manly. There wasn’t a hint of cologne or deodorant permeating from the cotton. The scent radiated one of pure testosterone.


  She didn’t need any help from her dildo or vibrator this time. Her only requirements were his dress shirt, and her fingers frantically rubbing her clit. The fantasy of what Ryan could do to her was more than enough fuel to help her cross the finish line in record time.


  “And I’m sorry,” Jen apologized.


  Ashley made eye contact with her mother for the first time in two weeks.


  “I overreacted that night, and—”


  “I’m so sorry, Mom!” Ashley passionately interrupted. “I acted like such a bitch!”


  “No, no, no, I did,” Jen argued. “I was out of line.”


  The young girl was quick to shake her head in disagreement. “No, it’s my fault. You were just looking out for me, and I don’t know why I got so mad at you. I’ve missed talking to you!”


  A smile swiftly covered Jen’s face. The past two weeks had been rough for a number of reasons, but her immense loneliness took the cake. Tom and her had basically been roommates for years. They usually greeted each other with a slight nod and went about their days. She hadn’t realized just how important Ashley was for her sanity until they weren’t on speaking terms.


  “I broke up with Mike.”


  Jen’s smile turned to shock. “What!?”


  “Two days ago,” her daughter admitted.


  “Why?”


  “Because of you,” Ashley answered.


  “Because of me!?” Jen reacted, stunned.


  “Yeah, because of you,” nodded Ashley. “Okay, so I’ve been spending a lot of time just thinking lately. You know, there’s only so much Netflix a person can watch…”


  Jen looked on, taken aback from this surprising revelation. She should’ve kept her big mouth shut. Here she was, thinking she was doing her daughter a favor, but all her advice did was cost Ashley a relationship.


  “Sure, Mike and I FaceTimed every night, but we hadn’t seen each other outside of school in two weeks,” Ashley went on. “And do you want to know the craziest part? He seemed fine with that.”


  Jen set her fork down on her plate before adding her thoughts. “Oh my God, me grounding you is the reason you broke up with Mike?”


  “Kinda,” Ashley responded. “Actually, no, it opened my eyes. Well, a conversation we had a while ago was really what did it. Remember when we talked about your college boyfriend, Bill?”


  Jen nodded.


  “Okay, so I’m sitting in my room the other day and it finally hit me,” Ashley said. “Your relationship with Bill sounded like so much fun. It wasn’t over-the-top, Hollywood movie type of stuff. I’m not delusional. I don’t expect a guy to do some amazing, unimaginable thing every day; but on the other hand, I don’t want some boring relationship. I couldn’t stop reflecting on the fact that Mike hadn’t made one attempt to see me for an entire week.”


  “Because you were grounded,” Jen reminded her.


  “Yeah, but…”


  “Yeah, but?” Jen asked with a smirk. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  Ashley glanced down at the table with a giggle. “I kept waiting for him to try sneak me out somewhere, or to show up one night and sweet talk you into letting him hang out for a little while, or something like that. I know you, Mom. You act like a big hardass, but you’re a giant softie at heart. You totally would’ve let him in.”


  “Yeah, I probably would’ve,” Jen confessed.


  “And then I had a dream three days ago where a rock kept hitting my bedroom window in the middle of the night,” Ashley continued. “I get out of bed to go see what it is, and Mike is sitting in our front yard in a lawn chair. It’s like twenty degrees out and lightly snowing, but he doesn’t care. He’s just waiting for me. Guess what happened after I opened my window?”


  She waited for her daughter to fill her in on her dream.


  “We just talked—for hours,” said Ashley. “We had a conversation where we shouted back and forth to each other in the middle of the freezing cold, all because he just had to see me. And then I woke up and-and-and…”


  “And what, honey?” Jen asked, her interest peaked even further from Ashley’s sudden stutter.


  “And I realized that would never happen,” the young brunette finally got out. “That he would never make a moment like that with me. That he would never do the kinds of things that Bill did with you; and at that very moment, I realized I didn’t want him in my life anymore.”


  Jen questioned, “So, now what?”


  “Well, now I kinda look at guys differently,” Ashley announced. “I don’t judge them by looks, or athleticism, or whatever—at least not as much. I kind of find myself drifting toward the creative types. And maybe even some of the bad boys.”


  Jen didn’t like the sound of that. “Oh, no…”


  “Not like drug dealers or anything, Mom!” Ashley laughed. “Just like…I don’t know…guys who have an edge to them. Guys who I wasn’t giving a second look to in the past. And I can tell you this. I’m done asking men out! If a guy wants me, then he better make a move on me, because the kind of guy I need doesn’t wait for me to make a move on him!”


  Jen could only shake her head in amazement at what she’d heard. Ashley was only eighteen years old, but she was already armed with the knowledge most women don’t acquire until their thirties or forties. This girl certainly wouldn’t have any problems when it came to dating.


  What about you?”


  Jen looked up at the sound of a question being fired her way. “What?”


  “You and Dad,” Ashley clarified herself. “What about you guys? Have you been working on things?”


  “Some things can’t be fixed, honey,” said Jen.


  “It can’t be that bad, Mom,” Ashley voiced her opinion.


  It can’t be that bad? She’d come unbelievably close to giving Ryan a blowjob just a few hours ago. If that didn’t qualify as bad, then she didn’t know what did. “It certainly isn’t good.”


  “I’m sorry,” Ashley sighed.


  “It’s not your fault,” Jen told her. “You want a little advice? Try out as many guys as you can, and I’m not talking sexually. In fact, that’s the last thing I want you doing. I’m talking about getting to know men. You want to be able to tell if he’s reciting lines, or if his personality and conversational abilities are really naturally effortless. The key to long-term happiness in a relationship is being with someone you respect and admire. It’s finding a man who can push you to better yourself. You want someone who possesses qualities that you look up to.”


  Jen couldn’t believe that had just come out of her mouth. Not only did she pretty much admit to Ashley that she didn’t look up to or respect Tom, but she’d essentially repeated what Ryan told her at his kitchen table the other day. Her neighbor was right: she needed guidance.


  “Duly noted,” Ashley said with a nod. “And by the way, men kinda suck.”


  “No, they don’t,” Jen chuckled, thinking back to all the times she shared a similar view of the male race. “Men have it tough, honey. They’re raised being told that they need to treat women like princesses; when in reality, nothing turns a woman off more than that kind of behavior. You wouldn’t have a problem finding a great guy if more boys were raised by real men because they would be everywhere. The problem is the world consists of thirty and forty-year-old boys who can’t figure out why flowers and chocolate don’t gain a woman’s undying love and loyalty.”


  Jen caught herself again. Holy shit. Ryan was right.


  The two girls resumed enjoying their salads—Ashley pondering if any of the guys at school met her new criteria, while Jen was busy reflecting on the staggering amount of information that Ryan had been correct about. The mother and daughter did share a mutual problem; however, and that involved the lack of a real man in their lives. Eighteen and forty-four years old, and they were both after the same exact thing.


  “What’s the craziest thing you’ve ever done sexually?”


  Salad almost fell out of Jen’s mouth as her eyes bolted across the table. “Excuse me?”


  Ashley looked up from her dinner and said, “You told me that you and Bill did all kinds of crazy stuff that you still think about and remember. Like what?”


  “Let’s not go there,” Jen told her.


  “God, why do you always do this?” Ashley huffed, rolling her eyes in the process.


  “Do what?”


  “Act like you don’t want to talk about sex,” the teen stated. “But then you always cave and get really into it the second we do. Can we just skip the act for once?”


  Jen smiled at her daughter before digging at a carrot with her fork. “Craziest thing I’ve ever done?”


  “Craziest thing you’ve ever done,” Ashley returned her mother’s smile. “Be honest too!”


  It took a moment, but a particular memory eventually came back to her. “Bill and I spent Christmas at his parents’ house one year. They had a pretty big house; but it was older, and you can hear everything in older houses.”


  Ashley’s smile swiftly grew. She liked where this was headed.


  “His parents, brother, both sisters, and two cousins were all there,” Jen continued her story. “So, we go up to our room for the night, and I honestly just wanted to go to bed. You know, we’re in a strange house full of people I’d just met. It wasn’t not my ideal place to get romantic.”


  Ashley was grinning now.


  “But I start feeling hands on me,” Jen said. “I slap them away all playfully thinking Bill’s just teasing me; when suddenly, there’s something around my neck.”


  Ashley took a quick bite of her dinner before inquiring, “What was it?”


  “His belt,” Jen answered. “He didn’t ask or give me a heads up that it was coming either. He just wrapped it around my neck and pulled…tight.”


  A belt? Just how crazy was her mother? “Jesus…”


  “Jesus is right,” Jen smirked, taking herself back to that night. “We had a safe word and everything, so it’s not like I couldn’t have put a stop to it.”


  “What was it?”


  “What was what?” Jen asked.


  “Your safe word,” Ashley specified. “What was it?”


  “Vandelay,” Jen revealed.


  Ashley was lost. “Vandelay?”


  “Yeah, I was dating a Seinfeld fan,” Jen said with a giggle. “Anyway, so the next thing I know, I’m on my hands and knees and he’s hammering away at me from behind.”


  Ashley’s eyes were on the verge of bulging out of her head. Her mother had always been open with her in the past, but this was wild. She loved it!


  “And every time he pulls back on the belt, I can’t breathe,” Jen went on, able to recall every specific detail from that memorable night. “So, there I am, instinctively reaching out for something to grab onto, and I end up knocking the lamp off the nightstand and it breaks. A minute later the alarm clock follows. And they both smashed onto the floor. Remember, it’s like three in the morning and everyone’s sleeping.”


  “What happened next?” Ashley inquired excitedly.


  “I’m getting kinda loud. I don’t know, it’s how I’ve always been, I guess,” Jen divulged in sexual details that had previously been off-limits. “So, he stops, takes off one of the socks he’s wearing, and stuffs it into my mouth before getting back to business.”


  “Ewwww!” Ashley reacted, placing her hand over her mouth in disgust. “That’s so gross!”


  “Nothing’s gross when you’re in the moment,” Jen shook her head. “The actions picks up again and I’m seriously considering using our safe word for the first time in our relationship. I trusted Bill, but he was the most sexually aggressive person I’ve ever met. A bomb going off wouldn’t have stopped him when he was in the swing of things, but I knew our safe word would bring our session to a halt. I reach out and grab the bed headboard, and it’s instant relief. Finally, I have something to hold onto, you know? But nope. Bill yanks me back and slaps my ass—hard!”


  Ashley gulped.


  “Like, really hard,” Jen emphasized. “I spit his sock out and yell, ‘What the fuck!’ completely forgetting that we’re in a house full of his relatives.”


  “You did?” Ashley laughed, amazed that was privy to all these juicy details from her mother’s past. Bill sounded like fun!


  “Yeah, my ass is stinging when suddenly my neck snaps back. I look up and Bill’s face is hovering over mine. He peers down into my eyes and says, ‘How dare you disobey, Daddy!’”


  Ashley’s eyebrows immediately shot up. This was incredible! “Holy shit!”


  “He shoves his sock even deeper into my mouth, and yanks me back so hard that my entire body goes flying backward into his chest,” Jen said. “Ashley, still to this day, I have no idea how he didn’t break me in half. I’ve never felt anything like that. I’m literally in heaven, but something catches my eye in my peripheral.”


  Ashley had never been more captivated by a story in her life. Forget about Bill. The real question was did Mom’s ex-boyfriend have a son? Now, that was a guy she would date.


  Her daughter was going to love this. “The door’s opening.”


  “No…” Ashley grinned.


  “Uh-huh,” Jen nodded. It felt like this night had just happened. Everything had come back to her so clearly. “I’m screaming ‘Vandelay! Vandelay!’ at the top of my lungs, but because this fuckin’ sock is lodged down my throat, it’s sounds like ‘Vaaaaa! Vaaaaa!’”


  Ashley pounded the table in a fit of laughter.


  “Real funny, right?” Jen rolled her eyes. “What’s even more funny is who was standing there.”


  “Who was it?”


  “His dad,” Jen confessed.


  Ashley shouted, “His dad!?”


  Even the lack of surprise on Bill’s father’s face was clear as day in her memory. “He just shook his head, turned around, and walked out of the room—closing the door behind him.”


  “What about Bill?”


  “Oh, he never stopped,” answered Jen. “I told you, a bomb wouldn’t distract him during sex. The next morning we’re all sitting at the table during breakfast, and none of his family would even look at me. Well, except his little brother. He had an ear-to-ear grin on his face until we finally left that afternoon.”


  “Jesus, Mom, you were wild!” Ashley said, ready to declare this as the greatest dinner ever.


  “I had some fun times,” Jen smiled. “You’re up.”


  Ashley was lost. “I’m up? Huh?”


  “Yeah, let’s go,” Jen nodded to confirm her demand. “What’s your wildest story?”


  “I can’t follow that!” Ashley laughed. “Are you crazy?”


  “It’s not a competition,” she told her daughter. “Come on, it’s only fair.”


  Ashley only had one story that even had a chance of rivaling the tale she’d just heard. It was time to pull out the big guns.


  “Okay, over the summer, I went to a party with Mike at his friend’s house,” she started. “The parents were out of town and everyone was playing beer pong in the basement and stuff. You know, high school shit. I really try not to be an old lady, but I just hate that stuff. I’d rather go on a hike, or watch a movie, or really do anything else…but I’m getting off track. So, one of Mike’s idiot friends gets the idea of having the girls play strip beer bong; and of course, no one agrees to it. Well, one girl did. Stacy Moretti. But Stacy would make out with Grandpa John if you asked her to.”


  Jen laughed before digging into more of her salad.


  “Mike’s dumbass friend won’t stop running his mouth; and then suddenly, Mike starts taunting me,” Ashley went on. “He keeps telling me that I’m scared I’ll embarrass myself if I play. I guess he thought he could get under my skin to the point I would want to prove something to him. Like I’m a six-year-old or something.”


  “Did you play?” Jen asked.


  “Yes and no,” answered Ashley. “I decided to make a bet with him.”


  “A bet?”


  “Yeah, a bet,” Ashley said, twirling a piece of lettuce with her fork. “Mike was really getting on my nerves—like he always did when he was around his friends—so I told him I’d make out with Stacy Moretti for thirty seconds if he could make a shot from fifteen feet away.”


  Jen’s jaw dropped. “What!?”


  “Mom, it was an impossible shot,” Ashley told her. “Not only was from the other side of the couch, and there were only three cups left on the table. It would literally be a once in a lifetime make.”


  One of the biggest perks of her close relationship with her daughter was their girl talks. Sometimes it felt like she was back in high school again. Living viciously through Ashley provided her a chance to escape from her boring life, and conversations like these were as good as it gets.


  “What happened if he didn’t make it?” Jen inquired.


  “He would have to kiss his friend Dave on the lips for five seconds,” said Ashley.


  Jen smiled, proud of Ashley for coming up with that agreement. “I like that.”


  “I know, so did I,” Ashley smiled back. “Until he made the shot.”


  Jen couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “He made it!?”


  “The craziest thing was I knew it was going in from the second it left his hand,” Ashley said, glancing off to the side as she replayed the shot in her head. “It had a perfect trajectory to it, bounced off the table, flew into the air, and landed right into the center of the middle cup…splash.”


  “So, you had to make out with this Stacy girl?” Jen asked, stunned by the twist in this story. “Really?”


  Ashley had a few more details to reveal first. “Mike’s jumping around—high-fiving everyone—meanwhile, Stacy’s just grinning at me. She’s so bi it’s crazy.”


  “I hope she’s at least cute.”


  “She’s a sexy Italian girl,” Ashley told her mother. “I could’ve done a lot worse.”


  Jen knew that her daughter had a little bit of herself in her, but this was way more than she’d expected. Kissing a girl? That was something she’d never even done! And Ashley had yet to attend college!


  “All the guys start yelling and complaining after Mike announced that he wanted to do this in private,” Ashley continued. “I was super happy when we went into his buddy’s bedroom because everyone had their phones out. So, I sit on the edge of the bed, and Stacy sits down right next to me. Again, she’s all smiles. It was like someone just told her that she won the lottery or something. I know I’m cute, but I’m not that cute. At this point, I realize that Stacy Moretti has a thing for me.”


  Jen couldn’t believe that her daughter had actually gone through with this. How wild was this story about to get?


  “Mike’s standing there all excited, and I’m just happy he isn’t recording it, you know?” Ashley said with a mouthful of lettuce before nonchalantly digging into her salad again. “Because there’s no way he would’ve been able to keep it to himself. I kind of take a sigh of relief, turn to Stacy, and she’s literally an inch from my mouth—already leaning in to kiss me.”


  “You two really kissed?” Jen asked, still struggling to comprehend that this actually happened.


  “We didn’t kiss, Mom,” Ashley said, shaking her head. “We made out. I have no idea what got into me either. Maybe I’m a little bi too, or maybe I had a thing for Stacy in that moment; but whatever it was, I was really into it. But something felt off. It wasn’t just us two. It was different.”


  “What was it?”


  Ashley peered down at the table, searching for the best way to word what she wanted to say. Yes, this tale was a bit on the crazy side, but it would make significantly more sense with the proper context. The difficult part was in finding those perfect words.


  “What was it, honey?” Jen repeated.


  Ashley attempted to open her mouth, but only a sigh escaped.


  Worry filled the now concerned mother. “Ashley, baby, something didn’t happen to you, did it?”


  The teen instantly shook her head. “No, nothing like that. I kind of felt something though. I just knew something was up; and when I opened my eyes and glanced to the right while still kissing Stacy, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.”


  Jen eagerly awaited her daughter’s reveal.


  “Mike had his dick out.”


  “He had what out?” Jen questioned, beyond stunned. She must have heard that incorrectly.


  “His dick,” Ashley repeated. “And he was pressing it against edge our mouths while we were kissing.”


  Jen had expected to hear that maybe Ashley kissed Stacy for longer than the thirty required seconds. Making out with another girl was wild enough as is. What in the world were these kids doing? They were in high school! This wasn’t porn!


  “I jump back and I’m on the verge of losing my shit,” Ashley said. “Not only is he pressing his dick against my mouth, but it’s against this slut’s mouth too! Like, without even asking for permission! Right in front of me! I’m his girlfriend!”


  “What did he say?” Jen asked.


  Ashley rolled her eyes, perfectly reflecting just how annoyed she had been back in that bedroom. “That this was his ultimate fantasy, and he didn’t know if he would ever have a chance at something like this again. I’m fuming as I’m looking at him. It was so unbelievably disrespectful. I’m ranting and raving when suddenly, his face changes.”


  Jen wasn’t sure if she could handle the rest of this story at this point. Making out with some cute classmate while her now ex-boyfriend had his dick out? And she’d always viewed herself as the promiscuous one in the family!


  “I didn’t know what was going on at first, but it only took me a few seconds to take an accurate guess,” Ashley said. “That fuckin’ slut had slid off the bed, and was on her knees in front of Mike, giving him head.”


  A major detail wasn’t adding up for Jen. “This happened back in the summer, right? I thought you two just broke up?”


  “We just did,” Ashley told her.


  “This didn’t end it?” Jen asked. It suddenly hit her as a slight smile formed across her lips. “Ashley, you didn’t—”


  “I can’t explain why I did it,” her daughter cut in. “The next thing I know, I’m down next to Stacy, trying to prove that I can give Mike a better blowjob than her.”


  “Ashley…”


  “And you know what, Mom?” she continued. “It was the single hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. We ended up making out over the head of his dick. I can’t even describe how sexy I felt.”


  Jen’s right hand covered her mouth in a state of shock.


  “Mike said he has one more fantasy and tells us to ‘open up,’” Ashley confessed to the really dirty details. She wasn’t holding anything back now. “Of course, Stacy—the slut that she is—immediately opens her mouth and sticks her tongue out. And I don’t want to be outdone in front of my boyfriend, so I position myself next to her, lean my face over until it’s resting against hers, and stick my tongue out too. He came on both of our faces.”


  Jen couldn’t even open her mouth at this point.


  “Now, here I am thinking I just did the craziest thing ever, when Stacy grabs my head and starts licking my face clean—like a dog or something!” Ashley revealed her classmate’s wildness, still surprised to this day herself. “She completely cleans off my right cheek before taking Mike’s dick back in her mouth. And of course that asshole starts reaching for his phone, but I snatched it away from him before he could get it. The last thing I want is for any evidence of this to exist.”


  “Is this what you kids are doing in high school now!?” Jen asked, dumbfounded.


  Ashley could only laugh. That little event was the furthest thing from the norm. “No, I honestly don’t think most of our high schools getting any action. It’s pretty much just the guys with girlfriends who are getting something. Well, that, and the guys Stacy Moretti takes a personal interest in…”


  Jen’s hands made their way to the top of her head. “Can’t follow me?” she began to laugh. “Can’t follow me!?”


  Ashley jumped in, and soon the two were laughing hysterically at the kitchen table.


  “I think I have a bit of you in me, Mom,” Ashley grinned.


  Jen wasn’t so sure of that anymore. “Honey, I’ve never done anything like that!”


  “There’s a package for you on the counter, by the way,” Ashley mentioned.


  “For me?” Jen asked.


  “Yeah, it was with the mail,” Ashley said while digging into the rest of her dinner.


  Jen looked over at the counter and noticed a small manila envelope sitting on the marble surface. She sat up and approached it. “There’s no mailing address?”


  “No,” Ashley responded. “Just your name.”


  The only marking on the envelope was a messy “Jen” scribbled in black marker. There wasn’t any postage, mailing address, or any sign that it’d been processed through the mail.


  Ashley spoke up, “What if it’s anthrax or something?”


  “Anthrax?” Jen laughed. “I think someone’s been watching too much Netflix. Anthrax…” she continued to shake her head as she tore open the self adhesive package.


  Her guffaw came to an abrupt stop.


  “Is anthrax that crazy?” Ashley questioned. “I remember reading about people receiving them in the mail after 9/11 or something.”


  …


  “Yeah, but I do like my Netflix…” her daughter said to herself before lifting a forkful of lettuce to her mouth.


  …


  “Oh, Mom, guess what movie I watched last week!? Okay, so there’s this supernatural entity that follows you after you have sex. It’s kind of like a paranormal STD. No one else can see it except the person it’s hunting down, and it won’t stop until it kills them! Once they die, the entity immediately starts hunting the previous person. So, the guy or girl who gave the STD to the person who was just killed, is the next to be followed. I know, I know, it sounds kind of far-fetched; but, Mom, it was amazing! And I know how much you love horror movies! It might be the best I’ve ever seen! I left it in my queue for you.”


  …


  “Mom?”


  …


  “Mom!?” Ashley shouted while turning around in her seat.


  Jen peered up at her daughter, her face pale and her eyes distant.


  “Are you okay?” the teen questioned.


  “I’ll be back…in a bit…” Jen struggled to spit out, audibly rattled. “Don’t…don’t wait for me!”


  “Um…okay,” Ashley said with a hint of confusion to her voice.


  Jen hurried upstairs to her room and locked the door behind her. She quickly sat down on her bed and reached inside the package, her hand emerging with a black leather collar. A large metal loop hung from the middle with the word “Daddy’s” on the left side, and “Girl” on the right of the rugged leather.


  She instantly wrapped it around her neck—finding the closest snap buckle to make it as tight as possible—and fell back onto her bed. The feel of the leather strap choking her throat brought a smile to her face. She finally found the feeling she’d been looking for. She finally felt like Daddy’s girl.


  




  

    Chapter 10 – The Shirt


  


  The Next Day. 4:54 PM.


  Jen had fastened her new collar around her neck the second she arrived home from work, and made sure to throw on a turtleneck sweater to avoid any questions from her daughter. “Hey, honey, you know the neighbor I got mad at you over a few weeks ago? Well, I’m wearing a collar he sent me that says ‘Daddy’s Girl,’ but don’t worry, I still love your father.” Yeah, that probably wouldn’t have gone over so well at the dinner table.


  But then again, perhaps Ashley would understand. The more the two of them divulged in sexy gossip, the more in common they seemed to have. Her mind had wandered all-day at work; and every time it did, she found herself staring down at her wedding ring.


  You tried to suck Ryan’s cock yesterday! Jesus, Jen! That wasn’t a fantasy or emotional cheating. You really tried to cheat! And you would have if he hadn’t receive that phone call! So, this is it? Twenty years and it’s over? You’ve finally thrown in the towel and called it quits? Congrats, you’re officially a quitter!


  What other choice was there? Divorce would devastate Ashley, and she couldn’t do that to her daughter; but in a selfish way, divorce would devastate herself as well. It would mean she finally had to admit to an unsuccessful marriage. Everyone around her would see her as a failure. Why couldn’t she keep her mediocre home life, but have her needs taken care of somewhere else?


  Because that’s not how life works, princess! Are you serious with that shit? So, you want to come home to a nice house every day, but mosey on over next door for your sexual urges to be taken care of? You live in a dream world, you know that, don’t you?


  But what if she could have her cake and eat it too? Without really even cheating? There were still ways around that. The time she’d spent alone in Ryan’s bed last week was proof that she could still get by without physically cheating. It was the hardest she’d cum in God knows how long, and it was purely a mental thing.


  She suddenly dropped the shirt she was folding in front of the dryer and smiled. Bingo! That would hold her over for weeks—at least! God, it was perfect! She scrambled to finish folding the laundry and scurried upstairs, grabbing her coat on the way out of the door.


  Please be home… Please be home… Please be home…


  She rang her neighbor’s doorbell.


  Come on! Be home!


  The door opened and she was greeted by Ryan dressed in a dark black suit, a white dress shirt underneath, a smooth black tie which was completely exposed due to the jacket being unbuttoned, and white french cuffs poking out from his wrists. If he asked her to marry him at this exact moment, her answer would be yes.


  “Come on in,” he smiled before turning and walking toward the kitchen, his black dress shoes tapping on the hardwood floor as he moved. “I just got home.”


  She shut the door behind her and looked in the direction of the kitchen from her spot in the hallway. “Sorry to bug you, but I’m just gonna be a second. I lost something and I think it might be in the basement.”


  Ryan poured himself a glass of water. “What did you lose?”


  “Um…” she stalled for time.


  Oh, shit. You didn’t think this one through, did ya?


  “I uh…I lost my uh…my bracelet. I’ve been looking all over my house, and now I’m thinking that maybe it’s here.”


  Ryan nodded as she hurried downstairs. It wasn’t long before she was back in the hallway.


  “Got it!” she yelled while rushing toward the door.


  “Jen.”


  She froze.


  Just say you’re in a hurry and that you have to go!


  She attempted to step forward, but couldn’t. It was like his voice had a hold on her. She slowly turned her head and looked the fifteen or so feet into the kitchen, making sure to keep her shoulders parallel with the front door that was just feet away.


  “Where was it?”


  “Where was what?” she asked.


  “Your bracelet,” he specified.


  “Um…on-on…um…on the floor,” she spit out, her words hectic and messy.


  He nodded again before taking a sip of water from his spot at the table. “What’s in your hand, Jen?”


  “Huh?”


  “Your left hand,” he said. “What’s in it?”


  She clenched her left hand that she’d thought was hidden from his view. “Nothing.”


  “It doesn’t look like nothing to me,” he spoke, his tone cool and calculated.


  You’re so pathetic.


  She took a deep gulp but only felt dryness in her mouth and throat. This was mortifying. “I uh…I…”


  Ryan calmly took another sip of water.


  She dropped her head in shame while exposing her hand. This would most likely go down as the most embarrassing moment of her life. She wasn’t a teenager. She was forty-four years old! She had a family and bills to worry about!


  “What are you doing with that?” he asked.


  She closed her eyes and tried to think. How could she explain attempting to steal one of his dirty dress shirts without coming off as crazy? She wasn’t sure there was a way.


  “Come over here and take a seat,” he instructed.


  She dejectedly shuffled into the kitchen and sat in the chair next to Ryan. As disgraced as she was, her priorities remained in tact, and that was evident by her left hand still clenching the red dress shirt that was now draped across her lap.


  “I love that shirt.”


  She peered up at his gorgeous face. That strong nose, his amazing jaw, and those dazzling blue eyes were more than enough to destroy her marriage. She was helpless in his presence.


  “What?” she asked.


  “That shirt,” Ryan reiterated with a smirk. “I love it.”


  “You-you do?” she stuttered, tense and nervous.


  His smirk morphed into a warm smile. “Good things always happen whenever I wear it.”


  She was desperate to discover every detail. “Like what?”


  “I wore that shirt to a meeting with a client earlier this week,” he said. “Well, a potential client. We’ve been trying to get this guy for a while. Things went well, and I accepted his invite to join him at a bar. I noticed this blonde a few tables away who kept looking at me while we were there. I would guess she was in her early twenties. She’s blonde, fit, and your stereotypical little gym bunny. So, after my guy decides to call it a night, I go over to this girl’s table.”


  Jen intensively listened to her neighbor reminisce about his night at the bar while she continued to hold onto his shirt. The soft cotton that tangled with her fingers had easily trimmed twenty years off her life. Somehow, she’d been transformed into that cute blonde at the bar. She was the girl on Ryan’s mind.


  “We get to talking, and thirty minutes later, I’m pulling into my driveway with her in the passenger seat,” he said.


  “Just like that?” she asked.


  “Just like that,” Ryan confidently repeated. “You see, Jen, there are four types of guys in the world. The first type of guy is all physicality. I’m sure you’ve run into these types at the gym. They’re usually brash, confident, and almost arrogant at times. This guy believes he can get any woman he wants, because he has the body he wants. He thinks he can fuck a girl into wanting more. And do you want to know something? Sometimes he can, but she’ll eventually walk.”


  “Why?” she asked.


  “Well, that leads us to guy number two,” he continued. “Now, guy number two is a self-proclaimed ladies’ man. He has hundreds and maybe even thousands of lines and witty comebacks for every situation. He’s what most people refer to as a ‘PUA.’”


  She inquired, “A PUA?”


  “A pickup artist,” Ryan explained. “He thinks he can get into a woman’s head and control her mentally, but he can’t. It’s an act. Most of these guys come from a history of failure with the opposite sex, so they read a bunch of books and watch some videos; and suddenly, they think they possess a magical spell that they can just cast onto women.”


  She was very familiar with guy number two from her single days. There was a day and night difference between real and manufactured confidence. What she was currently listening to was the words of a genuinely confident man.


  “These guys can usually keep a women around for a while, but they always see past the act and bolt, because it’s not natural,” he said. “Now, guy number three doesn’t have either of those qualities. He just exists. He’s never going to wow a girl, he’s never going to fuck her properly, and he sure as shit isn’t going to get into her head. He’s just…there.”


  Ryan had described Tom to a tee.


  “What about guy number four?” she asked, strongly squeezing the shirt in her grasp.


  Ryan took a long sip of water before setting his now empty glass down on the table. “There aren’t a lot of number fours out there, Jen. Guy number four has the physical prowess to fuck a girl the right way: when she’s trying to look up but her eyes just roll into the back of her head, when she’s attempting to speak but coherent words aren’t coming out of her mouth, when she wouldn’t be able to pick her own mother out of a lineup because she feels like she’s about to be broken in half, and when she tries to walk to the bathroom after you’re done with her but she can’t because her legs are weak. Newborn baby deer legs…” he added with a chuckle.


  She opened her mouth to add her thoughts, but Ryan wasn’t done.


  “But sex is only ten percent physical.”


  “Ten percent?” she questioned, surprised.


  “Ten percent,” he repeated. “You see, sex is ninety percent mental. A guy who can get into a woman’s head, can do things a guy who’s all brute force can’t dream of, but no woman will be completely satisfied unless she’s being stimulated on both a physical and mental level. I always laugh when I hear men talk about how their wives or girlfriends just lost interest in them out of nowhere. They’ll reference the expensive jewelry they bought or the exotic vacations they took them on, but that stuff is meaningless. Women don’t want gifts.”


  “Most women do,” Jen disagreed.


  “No, they don’t,” he firmly told her. “Women may think they want material things; but deep down, they don’t. If a woman isn’t with a man she truly craves, then she’ll settle for what he has to offer; and in most cases, that’s jewelry and gifts. He works twenty hours to make five hundred dollars, and then he goes and buys her a five hundred dollar necklace. That’s his way of showing his value, right? ‘I love you twenty hours worth.’ But what does that really mean? Is a necklace, or a ring, or a bracelet going to stimulate her on any level? Is she going to go to bed dreaming of waking up to see her man, or her necklace? For most women, the answer is her necklace; and for those men, she was long gone before they ever had her.”


  “Most women still like gifts,” she said. The one under her turtleneck was a perfect example.


  “Show me how many guys are getting laid on Valentine’s Day with a five dollar bouquet of flowers,” he said. “Do you want to know the few who are?”


  “Who?” she inquired.


  “The ones who stimulate their woman’s minds,” he disclosed. “You see, Jen, real men are gifts. Every day around them is special. A truly happy woman doesn’t care about material things, because her man can’t be replaced like a flashy piece of jewelry. If she loses that man, then she’s losing that stimulating part of her life; and sure, she’ll attempt to replace it with some average Joe who’ll pay her bills, but she’ll never get that stimulation back. Take a guess at how much that collar you’re wearing cost me.”


  She couldn’t believe he’d just said that.


  “I know it’s under there,” he grinned while pointing at her turtleneck which showed through her unzipped coat. “Ten bucks.”


  “Ten bucks?” she asked, surprised.


  “Ten dollars,” he nodded. “And I guarantee that ten dollar collar means more to you than a ten thousand dollar necklace from your husband would.”


  Her hand slid under the neck of her sweater to play with her present. He was right. She wouldn’t trade her collar for anything in the world—a ten thousand dollar necklace included.


  “It’s the same reason I didn’t offer to buy that blonde a drink at the bar the other night,” he went on. “Because I didn’t need to. You never truly have a girl if you can’t take her home without buying her a drink. You’re simply renting her for the night. And before I fucked her physically in my bed, I fucked her mentally in that bar.”


  So many different emotions consumed her being. She was enamored, stunned, and captivated, but the biggest surprise was how intrigued she felt. She was desperate to find out more. “How?”


  “I gave her what she needed,” Ryan explained. “Girls who are physically deprived are easy to spot, but girls who are mentally deprived stick out like sore thumbs. I’m sure she had some college jock boyfriend who was fucking her right, but he wasn’t in her mind. If he was, then she wouldn’t have been in that bar, she wouldn’t have looked in my direction all night, she wouldn’t have smiled when I sat down at her table, and she certainly wouldn’t had been making me breakfast when I walked into my kitchen the next morning. I gave her what she needed. I connected with her mentally and carried that into the bedroom. Before I ever fucked her, I’d already marked her mind. She was mine. I could’ve given her the worst lay of her life and she still would’ve loved it, but I didn’t. I fucked her brains out. And you know what? I ruined her for her boyfriend.”


  “But what about if things just get stale?” she asked brazenly. “Like, in a long marriage.”


  “Relationships shouldn’t be work,” he said. “They shouldn’t be stressful. It should be effortless if two people truly desire each other. The problem is people settle for partners who they aren’t devoted to; and when year two or three rolls around, they’re sitting there wondering why they don’t want to fuck their husband or wife anymore. They don’t understand why the sight of their spouse makes them sick. It’s because their disdain for that person was hidden by naiveness. You need to look past a person’s outer shell and see who they really are. Do you know what I saw the day you introduced yourself at my front door?”


  Jen curiously gazed at her neighbor. “What did you see?”


  “A woman who deserved more,” Ryan answered.


  “More?”


  “It was your body language,” he expounded. “Your shoulders were slumped, your eyes appeared tired,  and you just appeared to be defeated. And a woman like you with a beautiful daughter and a nice house; in theory, should never look that way, but you did. And the reason you did is because there isn’t a man in your life—a real man anyway.”


  She was baffled. Not so much with his words, but rather in his ability to correctly assess every part of her life. “You got all that from me standing there?”


  “And it was really evident when you came over to give your daughter her phone,” Ryan continued without answering her question. “The way you lost your shit at me, the way you tried to show your dominance, and the way you took it out on Ashley when you felt helpless. Jen, you were lost. You’re lost because you don’t have anyone to rely on. It’s just you and you alone. You have a daughter, but she’s a young woman, and women need strong men to be there for them. To guide them. To make them better. So, go ahead and keep that shirt, because you need it a lot more than I do.”


  




  

    Chapter 11 – A Little Convincing


  


  One Week Later. 8:03 PM.


  Jen had spent the previous week wearing her neighbor’s dress shirt to bed. She made no attempts in hiding her new choice in wardrobe either. There most likely would’ve been one hell of an awkward conversation if Tom had decided to come upstairs instead of sleeping in the basement, but she didn’t care anymore. It was time to look in the mirror and realize what she was dealing with. She was finally ready to accept her situation.


  Tom would never be the man she needed.


  The past few weeks had resulted in numerous near slip-ups, and her already dwindling self-control was now at an all-time low. But what if she went next door and Ryan wasn’t what she’d expected? What if he was all talk? Was there a chance that he could actually be timid and shy when they got down to business? Then what? She would be a cheater for nothing. Her sexual needs wouldn’t be met, her vows would be broken, and she would be right back at square one.


  The idea of giving Anthony a shot was a possibility, but what Ryan told her at his kitchen table last week was true: she needed a guy who she looked up to. She didn’t admire to Anthony. He was just some college punk with a good body and a big dick. Sure, she’d participated in some crazy stuff in that video she’d sent him, but he hadn’t actually stimulated her mind on any real level. She could replace Anthony with a dozen other guys from the gym, but Ryan was different. Ryan was special.


  But something felt desperate and pathetic about constantly throwing herself at her neighbor the way she was. She’d originally gone next door to chew him out over his part in Ashley dressing like a slutty maid; and in the end, she wore that exact same outfit while cleaning his house. And then trying to steal one of his dress shirts? And actually accepting it after he’d busted her? Or what about the blowjob she’d almost given him? Who was she kidding? She still wanted to suck his dick.


  She needed to make a decision. It was time to either go next door and get it over with, or to stop fantasizing about Ryan. The constant inner-struggle was beginning to take its toll on her. This past week had been the first good night’s sleep she’d gotten in weeks—all thanks to that shirt—but everything else felt off. She was sloppy at work, she constantly felt distant and distracted, and even her cooking wasn’t as sharp as usual. She was just drained. Well, until she put on that dress shirt and went to bed. That simple piece of cotton brought her joy like nothing else. It was heaven.


  She found herself alone in bed on this bitterly cold November night. Ashley worked on a paper in her bedroom while Tom was at his job. Normally, she would be reading or asking her daughter for a movie recommendation on an evening like this. The house was clean, the bills were paid, and she was relatively bored, but her she couldn’t get one thing off her mind. The sight of another small manila envelope in the mailbox after arriving home from work earlier was enough to stop her heart for what felt like a lifetime. Part of her was relieved that she’d found it this time instead of Ashley. Too many suspicious packages might start raising some questions, but a bigger part of her was debating if she should just throw it in the garbage.


  It was obviously from Ryan. The package was identical to the one her collar had arrived in; and while her neighbor had been constantly on her mind over the past seven days, she hadn’t actually seen him. She’d skipped her weekly cleaning gig and tried her best to not find a reason not to see him, but that was becoming a more difficult task by the hour. And opening this package would only make her crave him that much more.


  Every part of her knew what a mistake looking inside that envelope would be, and it was time to finally start behaving like an adult. She was done tempting herself. That package would be buried in the bottom of the garbage can thirty seconds from now. Her days of fantasizing about the mysterious stud next door were about to be in the past.


  Jen opened the envelope anyway.


  A smile quickly grew on her face. Thick, black, firm leather flowed along her hand as the sensation of cold metal trickled against her fingers. She continued to unwind her new present before eventually resting it on top of the satin bed sheets.


  It was a dog leash. A dog leash that had the word “Jen” stitched into the leather with white linen thread. She pulled her collar out of her nightstand and hurried to put it on. That tight, tense, controlled sensation was back, and it made her feel alive. She raised the leashes’ steel buckle to her neck, and clipped it around the metal loop which hung from the middle of her collar, snapping it shut.


  A tingle shot through her body. How did Ryan know she wanted this? Not only the collar, but the leash. Was he that perfect? Was he that far inside her head? She had all the supplies to play out her fantasy, but there was still a key component missing: a man.


  Tom certainly didn’t fit the bill. He wouldn’t be on board anyway; but even if he was, the idea of him dictating the situation repulsed her. She needed someone she desired and lusted after. She needed someone who was strong and wouldn’t hesitate. She needed Ryan.


  She rushed downstairs and wrapped herself in her winter jacket. Her new leash found its way into her pocket as her collar remained around her neck. Her feet carried her across the snow covered grass and to her neighbor’s completely dark house. The lack of light certainly wasn’t a good sign, but she rang the doorbell anyway.


  Nothing.


  She rang it again.


  Nothing.


  Feverish pounds on the door replaced the sound of the bell as she desperately attempted to will Ryan to answer. There was no use. He obviously wasn’t home. She sulked back across the yard, more frustrated than ever. Here she was, finally ready to confront the giant elephant in the room; but of course, he wasn’t there.


  Desperate times called for desperate measures, and her immense destitute resulted in her acting very out of character. She’d never had a conversation with Ashley like the one she planned on having. Either she’d completely lost her mind, or this was her one chance at gaining some sort of sanity. She walked upstairs and opened her daughter’s door.


  The teen had her headphones in as she worked on her computer, oblivious to the fact that her distraught mother stood behind her. A gentle tap on her shoulder caused her to spin around and let out a surprised yell.


  “It’s just me,” Jen said.


  Ashley let out a deep exhale before removing her earbuds. “Jesus, Mom, you scared me to death!”


  “I’m sorry,” Jen apologized. “I need to talk to you.”


  Ashley had never seen her mother in this manner before. Her hands shook and her face was full of panic and confusion. It was an unsettling sight to see.


  “Sit,” Ashley directed her while pointing at her bed. “What’s going on?”


  Jen was done hiding what she’d been up to. She was desperate to spill her guts to someone. She needed to shed this burden that she’d been carrying on her back since that late October day when she first met Ryan, and Ashley was her most trusted confidant in life.


  “I’ve been flirting with Ryan.”


  Ashley’s jaw dropped from her seat in the computer chair. Her mother was only a few feet away, sitting on the edge of her bed. Mom had been flirting with Ryan? Ryan!?


  “I know…” Jen groaned. “It’s—”


  Ashley interrupted, “For how long?”


  “Remember when I got mad at you for cleaning his house dressed as a maid?” Jen asked.


  Ashley nodded.


  “Well, a week later I went next door to bitch him out,” Jen admitted. “Um…except, I kind of ended up cleaning his house.”


  Ashley was flabbergasted. “Mom…”


  “In that same maid outfit,” Jen finished while looking away. “I’m such a hypocrite.”


  Ashley took a deep breath before asking, “Holy shit, has that been it?”


  Was she ready to confess to everything she’d been up to over the past few months? There was no denying the relief she currently experienced. Simply admitting to her flirtatious behavior with Ryan had her feeling like an entirely different person. She was somewhat back to herself. There were a few more details to disclose, however.


  The look on her mother’s face told Ashley that there was more to this story. “What else, Mom?”


  “Well, I’ve been going over there pretty much on a weekly basis to clean. I’ve been thinking about him constantly, and I’ve been wearing this collar that he gave me,” Jen said, unzipping her coat and pulling down the neck of her shirt to expose her favorite piece of jewelry. Ashley’s eyes peered to read the ‘Daddy’s Girl’ writing on the black leather in stunned disbelief. “I’ve been doing his laundry, I made him ice cream, and I kind of-kind of tried to…uh…seduce him.”


  Ashley wasn’t sure that she’d heard those last few words correctly. “You did what?”


  “I may have tried to give him…” Jen gulped. “Oral sex…”


  “Jesus Christ, Mom!”


  “And I tried stealing one of his dress shirts but he caught me,” Jen continued to unload all of her guilt. “He let me have it anyway, and I’ve been wearing it to bed every night for the past week.”


  The high school senior ran her hand through her long, dark hair. She was beyond stunned. “Is this a joke?”


  “No, and you have no idea how good it feels to finally tell someone this.” Jen reached into her jacket pocket and tossed the dog leash to her daughter. “He gave me this too.”


  “Wow…” gasped Ashley.


  “I know,” Jen groaned in agreement. “I don’t know what to do. He isn’t even paying me to clean but I do it anyway. I don’t know him; but honestly, he feels like everything I’ve ever wanted. And I’m not stupid. I know we aren’t going to have some courtship. I’m not delusional enough to think that he’ll want to date me either. He can probably have any woman he wants. I’m just so confused.”


  “You should go for it.”


  Jen’s head perked up. “What?”


  “You should go for it,” Ashley repeated.


  “But, what about Dad?” Jen questioned. “I’m married.”


  “You have no idea how much better I feel without Mike,” Ashley told her mother. “And it’s not even like I replaced him with someone. It’s just nice to have that weight gone, you know? It’s freeing. You and Dad don’t get along. Mom, it’s so obvious, and it’s been that way for years. Remember the talk we had a while ago? Actually, remember the last couple of talks we’ve had? You aren’t happy with him. I’m not a little girl anymore, okay? I’m eighteen. I don’t want you to sacrifice your happiness for me. I’ll always love Dad, but if you decide that leaving him would be the best decision for yourself, then you should do it. And who says you have to take things to that extent? Maybe you go do something with Ryan, and you decide it wasn’t what you wanted. It might make you realize that the life you have now isn’t so bad. How are you ever going to know unless you find out?”


  “Ashley, it doesn’t work that way,” said Jen. “You can’t go mess around with someone, and then come back if it doesn’t work.”


  Ashley didn’t agree with that. “Why not? You aren’t newlyweds. You’ve been married for twenty years. Dad doesn’t have any of the qualities that you value in a man. You said that yourself. Mom, you can’t possibly be happy.”


  This wasn’t helping to clear Jen’s mind. Actually, things had become even trickier to understand. “But what if he just wants to use me? Like, I don’t know if that’s what I want. Sometimes it is, but sometimes it isn’t.”


  Ashley pointed at her mother’s jacket and asked, “Where did you just come from?”


  Jen’s eyes darted down to the floor with a sense of embarrassment. “Ryan’s house.”


  “And?”


  “He wasn’t home,” Jen quietly answered. “I have no idea what I would’ve done if he was either. Part of me wants to throw this collar at him tell and him to leave me alone, but another part wants to hand him that leash and tell him to use it on me.”


  “You’re positive you can’t get what you want from Dad?” Ashley inquired.


  “Beyond positive,” Jen reaffirmed her helpless situation of a marriage. “I’ve literally tried everything. You would laugh at half the stuff I’ve done.”


  “I still say to go for it,” Ashley said. “Trust me, I’ll never think differently of you. I can’t imagine being with Mike for twenty years, so I have no idea how you’re feeling right now. Are you caught up in some kind of fantasy? Maybe, but maybe not. Maybe everything you need is right next door.”


  “He told me a story about how he fucked some young blonde who he picked up at a bar the other week,” said Jen. “I can’t compete with that, honey. I’m not some college girl. I’m forty-four.”


  Ashley swiftly shook her head. “You don’t look your age; and even if you did, who cares? He’s obviously flirting with you. Just go for it. Sure, maybe you two won’t end up together, but it could give you the kick in the ass to go for what you really want—like how the talk we had gave me the motivation to leave Mike!”


  “I don’t know. I mean, it doesn’t seem right…”


  Ashley’s eyes tracked a sudden light in the room, causing her to spin in her chair and look out the window at their neighbor’s house. Ryan’s black BMW was pulling into his garage.


  “…and it could end up being awful,” Jen continued, her focus yet to leave the floor. “I—”


  “He’s home,” Ashley cut her off.


  Jen glanced up. “What?”


  “Ryan’s home,” Ashley repeated. “I just saw his car pull into his garage.” She tossed the leash back to her mother and smiled. “Go get him.”


  “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Jen muttered under her breath.


  “This is like something out of an erotic novel,” Ashley giggled. “A sexually deprived wife falls for her mysterious neighbor, who may or may not have a dark side. Juicy.”


  “This isn’t a joke,” Jen smirked. “But, yeah, I would probably read that…”


  “So would I!” Ashley laughed again. “Come on, go have some fun for the first time in how long?”


  “Like, almost twenty years…” answered Jen.


  “Go…” Ashley encourage her. “Go!!!”


  Jen grabbed her leash and slipped it back into her jacket pocket. She quickly hurried out of her daughter’s room, down the stairs, and out of the house to be greeted by the sight of a black BMV pulling out of her neighbor’s garage. The passenger window rolled down as she approached it.


  “Hey, Jen,” Ryan said.


  She leaned in and smiled at Ryan who was dressed in a black trench coat. The briefcase on the seat foreshadowed how this conversation would likely end. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise either. Nothing in her life ever worked out.


  “Hey,” she greeted him back. “Sorry, are you leaving?”


  “Yeah, I just had to grab a few papers real quick. I’m flying to California for some meetings.”


  Her heart promptly sank. “Oh, for how long?”


  “A week,” he answered. “Do you need something?”


  Yeah, she needed something alright. She’d waited, and waited, and waited; and when she finally decided to go for it, he was leaving. It was like everything over the past month was for nothing.


  “No, I’m okay,” she told him. “Do you want us to grab your mail while your gone?”


  “That would be great,” he said with a smile. “I have to get going. Bye, Jen.”


  She waived as he backed out into the street, his black car shrinking with each passing second. Her fantasy zipped away in a sexy sports car, and her reality would be returning home later with his beer gut and disgusting hygiene habits. Tom with her man, and it was time she finally accept it.


  




  

    Chapter 12 – Baby Steps


  


  One Week Later. Early December. 2:17 PM.


  She had gone back and forth with herself all week. She’d even tried giving Tom another shot for some reason. Actually, she’d given him multiple opportunities. She was rejected all but once, and that rather unfortunate get-together would’ve been better off not taking place at all. It was twenty-three seconds of missionary sex, with a horrific grunting noise during his orgasm that still rang in her head. There wasn’t even any foreplay. In fact, Ryan being on her mind was the only reason she’d been wet.


  Everything always came back to her neighbor. She felt like a teenage girl who’d been rejected by her crush after he pulled out of his driveway seven days ago. Ashley had told her to wait—to hold guard until he came back and then to go for it again—but more and more doubt crept into her mind as the days passed.


  She could picture herself standing in front of some judge in a divorce court, being labeled as a whore and a cheater for her despicable actions. How could a wife and mother allow herself to give into such unfaithful temptation? What kind of example was she setting for her child? But that judge wouldn’t understand. He wouldn’t know what it was like to feel undesired for so long. He couldn’t relate to never receiving the proper sexual attention. Men couldn’t possibly understand her pain. Orgasms from sex were almost a guarantee for guys; and if they didn’t cum, then it was a problem on their end. Women were so often just an afterthought in bed, and the answer is always the same: get yourself off. Well, she was tired of playing with herself like some horny schoolgirl. She was ready to be taken care of.


  Perhaps Ashley was correct. Maybe she had to go get what she wanted. What if she had to get aggressive in order to be submissive? That sudden revelation was the entire reasoning for her staring out the window on this snowy afternoon.


  She was off from work and desperately praying that Ryan would return home early. There had to be a decent chance of that happening, right? Seven day business trips were usually rewarded by heading home a few hours before the norm—at least in her world. Ryan didn’t seem like the kind of guy who took shortcuts though. There was a chance that today wouldn’t be any different from a typical weekday for the man next door. She didn’t know for sure, but she wasn’t taking any chances missing him again, and the fact that she’d been standing in front of her window for the past ninety minutes only showed how committed she was. She was ready to cheat.


  Three Hours Later.


  That black BMV may as well have been Elijah in a chariot of fire. The view of Ryan’s car pulling into his driveway had grabbed her attention like nothing ever had. She threw on her coat and bolted out the door.


  Seconds later, she stood on Ryan’s front step, ringing the doorbell while her foot rapidly tapped on the frozen stone below. The wait was over. She was done depriving herself from what she really wanted. The sexy hunk who lived next door was going to play out all of her wildest and craziest fantasies—today.


  There wasn’t an answer at the door. She impatiently rang the bell again, following her frantic greeting with three firm knocks on the cold wooden frame. Finally, it opened.


  “Hey, Jen.”


  She reached into her coat pocket before holding out her hand. The leather leash dangled from her grasp. “I want this.”


  Ryan stared at her, his lack of emotion causing her to repeat herself.


  “This. I want this,” she firmly demanded once again. “Now.”


  He calmly stepped aside, allowing the bold brunette to move into the warm house. “So, how do we do this?” Jen asked.


  Ryan shut the front door and turned to his neighbor, his stoic expression unchanged. He removed the leash from her grip and methodically walked into the kitchen—still dressed in his winter trench coat—before setting a teapot on the stove.


  “Do you want me to go upstairs or what?” she questioned impatiently.


  She watched him find a mug and a teabag in the cupboard, and place them down on the counter before taking a seat at the kitchen table. Was she a ghost? What wasn’t he responded to her?


  “Hello?” she asked again.


  He didn’t react. He didn’t even look in her direction. The leash now sprawled across the oak surface of the table as he silently waited for his water to boil.


  What was going on? Was he not on board with this? Maybe her worst nightmare had come true, and he was all talk exactly as she’d feared. Was there a chance that the cute blonde from the bar that night was actually fictional? What if he was buckling under the pressure? What if he loved to talk a big game; but when a girl finally took him up on one of his offers, he folded?


  But maybe it wasn’t any of that. He could’ve been waiting for something else. What if they were reading the same book, but she was a few pages behind? In her mind, he was a dominant alpha male who’d just arrived home after being out of town for the past week, and she was dying to be his submissive plaything. Barging into his home and demanding sex probably wasn’t the best approach after she reconsidered her actions, however. He had a million different options and she couldn’t even get her own husband to fuck her properly, so who was she to be making demands? She had to earn what she wanted, but how?


  A small layer of dust on the end table caught her attention. Bingo.


  An Hour Later.


  She finished the last of the laundry and carried the full basket of clothes upstairs to Ryan’s bedroom. She’d already cleaned the entire downstairs without him acknowledging her. He merely sipped his tea while working on his laptop at the kitchen table.


  She was beginning to consider the possibility of this not happening. It seemed more and more like he wasn’t interested in her. Sure, the way she approached him today may not have been her best idea, but what guy turned down sex like that? Well, Tom for one, but Tom was different from Ryan. Her husband was lazy and unmotivated while Ryan was sexy and driven. What if he’d had some twenty-year-old hottie fucking his brains in California all last week? That definitely wasn’t out of the realm of possibility; and if that was indeed the case, then the sight of her throwing herself at him might not be so appealing.


  But none of that stopped her from strutting through his house in her maid uniform, with her “Daddy’s Girl” collar tightly wrapped around her neck. Desperate, pathetic, woeful: the adjectives that described her behavior over the past month no longer bothered her. She was determined to stick this out until she got what she wanted. She still had to clean the upstairs, but she was running through possible scenarios in case he didn’t make a move on her today. She would absolutely initiate things if it came to that. Yes, her fantasy would take a hit. He wouldn’t appear as dominant and controlling if he needed to be led, but that wouldn’t ruin things for her. It could still turn out how she wanted. Maybe if—


  Her head snapped around courtesy of a loud whistle sounding from her rear. There, she was greeted by the sight of Ryan leaning against his bedroom doorframe, clothed in black dress pants and a white dress shirt that was partially unbuttoned. A hint of dark chest hair on his muscular upper chest was visible, his usual five o’clock shadow appeared slightly darker and more pronounced than normal, and his dazzling blue eyes were as piercing as ever. She nervously fumbled the pair of athletic shorts she’d been putting away before quickly kneeling to retrieve them.


  Another whistle caused her attention to shoot back to her neighbor. His right hand slowly moved away from his body as he gave her the “come hither” motion with his index finger. She briskly moved to her feet, and placed his shorts into the drawer before taking a step in his direction.


  This time, there wasn’t a whistle, or words, or even a hand signal. It was his eyes. His powerful, compelling, irresistible blue eyes demanded she stop. They were silently scolding her for being a bad girl. They were punishing her for misbehaving.


  She didn’t waste a second in dropping to her knee after his finger pointed at the floor. She wasn’t sure how, but she knew exactly what he desired. It was like they were silently communicating with each other.


  Her right hand found the floor as her left hand followed. The thin layer of nylon covering her knees courtesy of her stockings didn’t do much to ease the roughness of the hardwood on her skin, but she didn’t care. Broken glass littered throughout the room wouldn’t halt her journey. Ever so slowly, she crawled toward her neighbor, her head never more than a few inches off the ground. Her brown eyes never leaving her master’s face. Master? Was that what he was? He could be whatever he wanted and she would go right along with it. As much as she lusted after Ryan while she was standing, her spot on the floor only caused her to crave him that much more.


  She finally reached his feet which were covered in black socks, and obediently gazed down at the floor. What was coming next? More instructions? Or maybe she would be dragged over to his bed for the pounding of her life? But before more lavish fantasies could rifle through her brunette head, the sound of steel snapping around metal filled her ears. Her eyes caught up a moment later as she noticed her leash now locked around the loop on her collar.


  She looked up and asked, “Where are we going?”


  His stern glare returned. It was the same expression that had mutely called her a bad girl mere moments ago. A slight pain burst through her body as a result of his reaction. She never wanted to experience a moment resembling this again.


  “Two rules,” Ryan began. “One, you speak when spoken to. Understood?”


  She quickly nodded.


  “Two, you will address me as ‘Daddy’ from now on. Are we clear?” he asked, his words firm and demanding.


  Her arms shook. Her breaths turned short and rapid. It was finally happening! “Yes, Daddy.”


  “Good girl,” he praised with a comforting smile. “The downstairs looks nice. You did a very good job.”


  She was glowing.


  “I have a little treat for you,” he informed her as he choked up on the leash, her head lightly jolting forward due to his strength.


  She willingly allowed herself to be moved out of the room as she crawled behind the man who led her with a leather leash. They took a right in the upstairs hallway, and made their way in the direction of his office. If a stranger peeked out of the bathroom and was asked for their thoughts on the situation, a few choice words would probably come to mind: demeaning, humiliating, or even embarrassing. But Jen wouldn’t use any of those descriptions. Words like comforting, soothing, and reassuring would most likely be those of her choosing.


  She was a grown woman with a husband and a daughter. She worked full-time, ran a household by herself, and dealt with all the problems Tom refused to tackle himself. When was the last time she’d left the house without her cell phone? In fact, she would probably have a panic attack if she did.


  A desire to recreate her childhood consumed her—to go back to the days when she would run outside after school, and not return home until the sun went down. She didn’t possess a phone, ID, or even money when she was a kid, yet she was fearless going out into the real world empty-handed. Why was the ten-year-old version of her more comfortable in that type of situation than the forty-four-year-old version? She owned a hunger for a lack of stress and responsibility, and that was the exact thing she was experiencing at this very moment.


  She was innocent and helpless. She felt youthful and naive. Her emotions resembled those of a child. But a child struggles for that sense of safety unless they’re aware that someone’s looking out for them, and she had a protector, alright. She had a master. She had a daddy.


  Every foot crawled forward sent a chill down her spine. Someone may as well have ripped off her outfit and opened a window to allow the frigid polar air to tear through her skin. Each inch closer to his office made her feel alive. It exposed just how powerless and vulnerable she really was. She was in the mood to be bad—very, very, very bad. And punishment was only one remedy for a girl as devious as herself.


  Daddy turned the handle after they arrived at the door. Everything appeared similar to when she’d cleaned his office earlier. A desk sat in the far back in front of the window, a bookshelf with an array of novels and paperbacks occupied the spot to her left, and stacks of boxes containing paperwork and files lined the wall on the right. One thing was different though. One thing was very out of place. Well, out of place for most people. Not for her. For her, it couldn’t have been more perfect.


  A stainless steel dog bowl sat in the middle of the floor. Daddy pulled on the leash and led her to her treat. It was her reward for doing such a great job cleaning the downstairs. In reality, it was a bowl full of water; but deep down, it was so much more than that.


  It was the beginning stages of showing her submission and accepting Daddy’s dominance. She wanted to be treated like a pet. Masters love and care for their animals, but they don’t respect them on the same level as a spouse or a partner, and that’s exactly what she needed from him. She wanted to impress him, but she desired to be seen as less than an equal. Masters don’t ask their animals for their thoughts and opinions, and that was the very thing she yearned to receive from their relationship. There was finally a man in her life who’d allow her shut off her brain and act on her most primal of instincts. She could please him without having to think; and as she crept closer to that dog bowl, her mouth began to salivate. She was frantic to show her new master just how much she craved him.


  “Go ahead,” Ryan gave the green light. “You’ve earned it.”


  She began lapping at the water with her tongue. The sense of humility was indescribable. No part of her was thirsty, but she continued to drink anyway. Something about this position was natural to her. A shock of electricity burst through her blood from the sound of the metal loop on her collar hitting the steel bowl. Nothing about this even slightly resembled her time with Bill. Her old college boyfriend had dominated her with physicality—not psychology—and knowing that she was outmatched by a superior man made her tingle.


  She drank her fill before innocently looking over to her left where he was waiting.


  A firm hand dropped onto her head, softly tousling her wavy brown hair. “You can finish cleaning the upstairs now,” he told her before unhooking the leash. And just like that, he walked out into the hallway and vanished.


  Her hand immediately found her clit as she feverishly rubbed herself through her soft cotton panties. She could cum within seconds if she truly wanted to, but she was going to wait. Nothing would happen until Daddy told her it was okay; but more importantly, he would watch her cum. The days of enjoying her orgasms all alone were over.


  




  

    Chapter 13 – How Rough is Too Rough?


  


  She saved Ryan’s bedroom for last, the cloth in her hand removing any remnants of dust from his nightstand. Her mind was woozy as she attempted to control her anticipation. Honestly, she would come over every day just to be led around on a dog leash. There was little doubt what her biggest fetish was now. It fed her insatiable desire to be dominated. But what now? She was doing her best to clean as fast as she possibly could. The sooner she was done, the sooner they would pick up right where they’d left off—at least that’s what she was hoping.


  Her hand abruptly halted as she froze and listened.


  The unmistakable sound of heavy tread ascending the stairs captured her attention. Slowly and powerfully, those loud footsteps clomped closer to the bedroom. She turned back to the nightstand in a hurry to resume her cleaning.


  Softer, more attentive steps sounded in the hallway, gradually entering the room. She took a peek back at the door out of the corner of her eye, only to come up empty. There wasn’t anyone there.


  She suddenly shouted out in a surprised yelp, “Oh!”


  A rough, calloused hand had firmly grasped the back of her neck. Warm breath tickled her eardrum as a smile formed on her face. She could feel him. Daddy’s touch was impossible to imitate. There was only one Ryan, and he was positioned directly behind her.


  “I’m not going to go easy on you,” that deep, dominant voice whispered. “If at any moment this is too much, you say the word ‘Apple,’ and we’ll stop. But if I don’t hear that word, then Daddy’s little girl is gonna get it.”


  Her body shook while her legs tingled. “Apple” may as well have been erased from her vocabulary. A lot of words would be said over the next however many minutes, but she could guarantee that “apple” wouldn’t be one of them.


  “Tell me you understand,” he firmly whispered again as the strong grip on her neck tightened.


  “I understand, Daddy,” she hurried to say.


  “Good girl,” he said. “Now, go find your toys.”


  His hold on the back of her neck loosened, and a forceful push on her upper back sent her moving in the direction of his closet. Her pace didn’t abate as she excitedly opened the door and dug into the back for the box of sex toys, still dressed in her black high heels and maid outfit. Or better yet, “her toys.” Were they hers now? Were the days of them being used on cute college girls over? She wanted them all for herself. She wasn’t in the mood to share.


  Her hands clasped around the wooden box and she carried it over to Daddy, gently placing it at his feet.


  He pointed at the bed.


  She did her best to hide her excitement as she took a seat on the edge of his mattress, processing the touch of the smooth red silk sheets against her skin. The man of her dreams stood just five feet in front of her. Tall, dark, and handsome. Dominant, authoritative, and athletic. He was everything her husband wasn’t. He was everything the rest of the men in the world weren’t. He was everything she’d ever dreamed of; and at this moment, she was all his.


  He bent at the knee and opened the box. The sounds of metal, steel, and plastic rattled and clanged against each other, creating a paralyzing harmony. She was the star of this story. Living vicariously through the protagonist in a steamy romance novel was for women who don’t live next to Mr. M. The possibilities were endless. The memories would be unforgettable. She’d never been so ready to give herself to anyone.


  His hand re-emerged with a black blindfold. Every step he moved in her direction felt like it was in slow motion. Every inch closer was a painful reminder of the dozens more which needed to be traveled. Finally, he came to a stop as the cotton from his dress pants grazed against the razor-thin nylon covering her legs. Her eyes traveled the length of his clothed body until they arrived at his chiseled face, patiently waiting for her life to change.


  Suddenly, her world turned black. She was surrounded by darkness as the feeling of the blindfold being tightly tied at the back of her head caused her body to shiver. A finger gradually traveled down her smooth cheek, before tenderly pressing against her soft lips.


  She opened her mouth.


  The firmness of his nail was soon replaced by the sleekness of his finger. Deeper and deeper it traveled until it hit her gag reflex and caused her to flinch, but the gentleness was quick to return. The tip of his finger explored the lining of her tongue. She was so innocent—eager and excited to accept every part of Master inside all of her openings. She was completely willing to allow Daddy to push her boundaries; because after all, he knew best. His finger slid along her tongue before tracing her lips, and then that comforting touch vanished.


  Slap!


  There wasn’t any time to prepare herself for the roughness of his open hand firmly making contact with the side of her cheek. A stinging sensation overtook her pain receptors. She’d never been hit before. It wasn’t hard, but it was rough—just rough enough to send a message. His hand contained the perfect amount of aggression to make sure that she was really up for this.


  “You can speak,” Ryan announced.


  He could read her mind. One word was begging to escape from her lips, but she remembered rule number one: speak when spoken to. Somehow, Daddy knew exactly what she wanted.


  A smile formed across her moist lips. The female protagonist in the latest novel she was reading didn’t have anything on her. Ana, a shy and timid twenty-one-year-old virgin, would be appalled by what was about to come out of her month. She wasn’t some princess searching for her prince. She was an average suburban mom—seeking a man worthy of being submissive for—and Ryan could bring out every filthy fantasy in her dirty mind.


  “Harder,” she giggled.


  A harsh crack propelled her body to the left, her hands pressing against the mattress below to keep herself from falling back onto the sheets. It was a painful stinging that reminded her she was alive. That she had feelings. That she liked a little pain to go along with her pleasure.


  But before she could process more of her emotions, her body was roughly flipped and bent over the edge of the bed. Her heels locked on the hardwood floor below as her legs towered over the side of the mattress. Hands began to explore her thighs, slipping under the skirt of her costume to find a mix of skin and cotton panties underneath. She was being silently worshiped. Her body was being mutely admired. Rough, masculine skin pressed against the surface of her soft, feminine body; and the results were evident in her soaking wet panties.


  The feeling of safeness and protection were replaced by coldness and worry as those warm hands left her body, the sound of footsteps taking their place. His aura vanished along with his physical presence. The desperation to be near him was overwhelming. The bedroom now resembled that of an unexplored tropical island, and she was its sole inhabitant.


  Thud. Thud. Thud.


  He was coming back.


  A rumbling resonated from the box of toys behind her before a large bulge pressed against her backside. Those powerful hands had returned on her body. The top of her maid outfit was yanked down, revealing her bare breasts to the warm bedroom air as her costume continued to descend. Her nipples were sharp and erect. Goosebumps covered her pale skin. This was everything she’d dreamed of, and they’d yet to begin.


  The black polyester material trailed down her legs before a guiding hand on her calves told her to step up. He pulled her outfit off and tossed it to the side, thoroughly exposing her frame to his eyes. A pair of black high heels, thin white nylon stockings, and black cotton panties were all that covered her from the world; but as vulnerable as she was, the comforting sensation of those strong hands on her skin resembled being wrapped in a fluffy blanket. His hands were always on her. Her legs, thighs, and perky butt received the majority of the attention, but her back and shoulders were being well taken care of as well. She felt like a goddess—like a virgin moments before her purity was lost. This soft, gentle side of Daddy wouldn’t last long. She was sure of it.


  His hands ran the length of her toned back, eventually moving south to settle on her panties. She expected them to be lowered. Maybe he would continue to be gentle with her? Or perhaps he would roughly yank them down to reaffirm his authority? She wasn’t sure how he would lower them, but he there was little doubt that he would.


  Jen was wrong again.


  His fingers sank into the cotton—his hands roughly separating to the sides—taking the material with him. Her underwear was ripped in half and disappeared from her skin. The time for tenderness was over. She was about to find out if she was truly up for this.


  The rattle of his belt buckle filled her head. She was submissively bent over his king size bed with her butt arched high in the air, eagerly awaiting to be taught a lesson. A lesson about sex. A lesson about lust, passion, and devotion. A lesson about pleasure, and a lesson about pain.


  His belt hit the silk sheets beside her, causing a light thud to echo off the walls. She anxiously awaited the sound she craved more than life itself. It was a noise which meant more to her than her own safety or well-being. It was a clamoring that her personal joy and happiness couldn’t compete with.


  Zip.


  It was the sound of his zipper descending.


  The tension was excruciating as she waited for that feeling. Suddenly, it was there—the head of his penis rubbing against her glistening vaginal lips. It was enough to make her forget all her worries in the world. What was for dinner, the cable bill she may have forgotten to pay, or what would happen with Tom: none of it existed any longer. The only thing that mattered was what Daddy had planned for her.


  The electricity of their most intimate of areas finally touching faded as she heard more footsteps in the darkness. While she’d prefer to be able to see her surroundings, the thrill of being this helpless was even more rewarding when the prize would lastly be unveiled. It was the ultimate game.


  Her right arm was abruptly snapped behind her back, cold steel clamping around her tender skin. Her left arm soon followed and her wrists were tightly locked together. A pair of black handcuffs had raised the stakes to an entirely different level. She was no longer just blindfolded over her master’s bed. She was now blindfolded and helplessly handcuffed. Even the previously simple task of touching the firm leather of her collar was now rendered impossible thanks to Daddy’s latest deed. The right side of her face continued to press into his silk sheets as she patiently waited.


  “I know what you want, Princess.”


  Princess? Princess!? She had a pet name! She’d begged Tom for a pet name for years. Hell, she’d begged Bill and the boyfriends before him as well, but none of them liked the idea of calling her anything other than Jen. But now she was “Princess.” And what could be more fitting? What else would daddy’s girl prefer? That’s what she really wanted to be at heart. She was finally a princess.


  This time, there wasn’t any exploration of her body with his hands, there was no teasing of her damp pussy lips, and the room lacked the sounds of kinky dirty talk. There was merely an overwhelming fullness.


  His long, thick girth sank inside of her, and the sensation of wholeness caused her mind to blank. Her eyes—hidden deep behind the silk of her blindfold—instantly rolled back into her head. The ten inch dildo her friend had bought her as a gag gift for her birthday may as well have been pushing inside her. The very dildo she’d messed around with—curious to see how it’d feel on a boring Thursday night in May—was now alive and moving behind her. Every time she thought she’d taken all of him, another forceful inch burrowed deeper. Her previously tight pussy was being stretched and worked in ways it never had. Parts of her were touched for the first time. All this, and he’d yet to take a stroke. He was merely working his way in.


  His tender movements soon morphed into long, deep pumps as his pace began to increase. A wetness against the side of her cheek caused her to realize that she was drooling. She felt dumb. She felt stupid. She’d uncontrollably salivated and wasn’t able to shut her mouth despite her best efforts.


  Louder cries and moans began to escape from her lips as her insides did their best to adjust to his size. Her cries fell silent to a loud yelp as Daddy roughly slapped her backside. The stinging sensation shot down her body and ran through her undoubtedly red butt cheek. The ferocity of his slap resulted in her experiencing real pain for the first time in her life. This wasn’t little stings or minor bumps and bruises. This was real, legitimate pain, and she did the only thing her mind could process.


  She begged for more.


  “Again!”


  The pounding, the fullness, and the domination all stopped. Everything came to a halt as his penis slid out of her wet hole and caused her to once again be vacant. She briskly panicked. She’d spoken out of turn.


  As rough as the slap against her right butt cheek was, the brutality of what happened next was tenfold. Master’s open palm slammed against her left cheek and propelled her entire body into the air. Her heels lifted several inches off the ground before finally touching back down on the hardwood surface. The entire bottom left side of her body was numb, but she wasn’t in pain. No, she was thankful. Thankful to have learned what would happen if she stepped out of line, thankful to be taught her lesson sooner rather than later, and thankful to finally have someone call her out on something she’d done wrong. There wasn’t a husband kowtowing to her this time. Now, there was a master who refused to take a single second of her bullshit. She’d messed up; and as a result, she paid the price. It was exactly the way she wanted it.


  The leather of her collar was soon joined by more leather as she felt something tighten around her neck. It was his belt. That sexy, masculine, seductive black belt of his stiffened around her throat, and soon a voice sounded in her ear.


  “If you want to act like a whore, then Daddy’s going to treat you like a whore. Tell me what you are.”


  Jen was mindlessly drooling. A large puddle had collected on the sheets, causing the side of her face to soak in her own personal swimming pool. She gathered every ounce of her remaining energy and took a deep breath.


  She answered, “A little whore.”


  The belt clamped even tighten around her neck, letting her know that her answer was incorrect.


  “Daddy’s little whore!” she quickly corrected herself.


  The belt temporarily relaxed, allowing her to breathe. “Never forget it either.”


  “Temporarily” was the keyword, because that’s exactly what it was. Suddenly, something pushed against her head, roughly driving the side of her face deep into the bed sheets. It wasn’t his hand. As strong and powerful as his arms were, this was different. It was almost as if the entirety of his muscular body was smothering her. She quickly connected the dots. It was his foot.


  Daddy’s foot was now placed on the side of her face, and he was back inside her as well. His thick, rock hard meat took its rightful place where it belonged. And that’s what she yearned to be for Daddy: a little hole for him to get off in. Because when she boiled herself down to her truest state, she wasn’t a mom, or a nurse, or even a human being—she was just a collection of holes. Three holes for someone better than her to take pleasure in; and in turn, that brought her satisfaction. Knowing that she made Daddy happy was more than enough.


  He pulled back on the belt and firmly pressed his foot against her face, cutting off all oxygen to her lungs.


  Was this how it would end? Getting fucked to death on her neighbor’s bed? Maybe it wasn’t all fun and games? Maybe there were consequences to her actions? Maybe she’d found someone who didn’t have a line? Every second that passed resulted in more and more life being drained from her being. The harsh pounding wasn’t even registering anymore. It was funny how quickly her priorities had changed after the simplest of human needs were taken away. The already dark world she’d been living in for the past ten minutes started to fade. It was—


  Jen gasped.


  He eased his grip and she urgently scrambled to collect every bit of precious air her mouth could inhale. She’d never been this desperate. Her tight chest was finally able to expand as her oxygen-deprived lungs began to fill. Daddy had temporally removed one of her vital necessities, and showed her how she’d taken something as simple as breathing for granted.


  Her relief disappeared in favor of panic. It was back. He choked up on the leash even more, and now she wasn’t receiving the slightest bit of air.


  “You want to know something, Princess?” Daddy addressed her while continuing to stretch her pussy. “I love seeing that.”


  Her mind attempted to focus on his words as that deep darkness began to sink in yet again.


  “The way the human body twitches and shudders when it’s deprived of a basic necessity,” he spoke. “It’s beautiful in a cruel way.”


  Her lungs tried their best to open, but there was nothing to expand for. And now that suffocating feeling engulfed her once again as the majority of his weight shift to the foot on her face.


  “But it’s the simple things that make us feel alive. It causes us appreciate how exquisite life truly is, don’t you think?” he asked.


  Moments from having her brain shut off for good, Daddy relaxed his grip, and her black world swiftly filled with color. Reds, yellows, and purples danced and darted under her blindfold. She saw scenic landscapes and snow-capped mountain tops. Majestic lions and glowing jellyfish sparkled in her eyes as he allowed precious air to dash into her lungs. All the things she’d seen and shrugged off in her forty-four years on this planet, were flooding her now thriving mind.


  “Cum for Daddy,” he demanded.


  She’d never been more alive and alert. Her mind was clear and operating on all cylinders. She needed this. She needed it all the time. It was incomparable the way he made her feel, but she couldn’t cum from intercourse. She never had before; but then again, Daddy was different. He was special. She needed to rub her clit to have any chance at getting off, and that would be quite the difficult task with her hands locked behind her back.


  “Cum for me, Princess.”


  She pushed away the sounds of his balls slapping against her pussy while his pelvis hammered into her plump backside. She had to focus. She needed to lock-in on this feeling. And it didn’t have anything to do with how large and girthy he was, or how rough and physical he was treating her. It was something else. She felt loved. She felt desired, and craved, and coveted. She felt appreciated. Why? She couldn’t explain it. Why did almost being choked to death make her feel special? Maybe it was because she knew that he was doing this for her. It felt good for him, but he was giving her what she wanted, and she owed it to him to give him what he desired in return.


  She cleared her mind and allowed her world to go dark again; and just like that, Daddy knew exactly how to give her a hand.


  He pulled back on the leash once more, causing her air supply to vanish. The harsh, violent pounding created a warm, buzzing sensation deep inside her body, and it was beginning to expand. Her thighs and stomach tingled as her lifeless frame continued to take everything Master had to give. And then for the first time in her life, she orgasmed during sex.


  New windows were being opened. New possibilities were being explored. The combination of fullness and warmth resulted in ripples along her skin and inside her blood. A pair of jumper cables may as well had been hooked up to her skin as that powerful sensation left her a exhausted mess.


  But Daddy wasn’t done.


  She was unexpectedly flipped over and thrown onto the bed. She struggled for air from her new position on the bed, her back lying along the silk mattress sheets with her arms trapped behind her. Her fight for oxygen was made that much easier from the presence of Daddy joining up on the bed. His aura created a natural sense of security, and now there was a different feeling inside her. It wasn’t his large manhood that was giving her tingles this time.


  It was his fingers.


  The belt around her neck loosened as two fingers slipped inside her and curled, causing her hips to buck and fluctuate. What was this? She no longer felt comfortable. Something was off. Something he was doing had caused her to feel uneasy.


  “Relax.”


  Everything calmed thanks to his smooth, powerful whisper in her ear. The fear and worry that she saw in the darkness had been replaced by a light—the light of her daddy. The reassuring feeling that he wouldn’t allow anything bad to happen was intoxicating. He would protect and guide her. He would make everything okay.


  “Let yourself go,” he softly told her. “Don’t hold anything back.”


  Whatever he was touching inside her caused the bottom half of her body to shake and twitch as his free hand found her throbbing clit. He began to frantically rub it as a new sensation boiled to the surface. She desperately needed to pee, but Daddy had told her to let herself go—to not hold anything back. She was just an innocent princess. Little girls don’t know what’s best for them, but you know who does? Their daddies.


  She kicked down the last of her barriers and was immediately overcome by wetness. Everything was soaked. Her vagina, her skin, her mind: it was a world of water. Her pussy began to contract as a pressure built deep inside her.  Her normal, dry orgasms were always satisfying and relaxing. Cumming typically resembled that of a strong man snuggling with her beside a roaring fireplace, but this was different. The pressure which was building, and building, and building deep inside of her, was finally let out. Only, it didn’t seep or drip. It exploded out of her being. It was a regular orgasm on speed. Every bit of tension and anxiety came pouring out of her. Her mind convulsed at the same rate as her body before finally coming down from whatever had happened forty seconds earlier.


  “What-what did-did you just do to-to me?” she asked, struggling to speak due to her frantic panting.


  Her mind slipped and she’d forgotten the rules. She’d spoken out of turn. She braced herself for her punishment. She was a bad girl and Daddy would show her what happened when bad girls stepped out of line.


  A hand slid along the skin of her cheek—calculated in its route to the side of her head—before her world was brightened again. The blindfold came off and the belt was removed to reveal Daddy’s face hovering over hers with a comforting smile that told her she wouldn’t be punished this time. No, she would have her question answered instead.


  “You squirted, Princess,” he said.


  She’d squirted. As if the orgasm from intercourse wasn’t enough, now he’d made her squirt as well! He really was perfect. Every word that flowed from his mouth had purpose. There was no wasted energy or nonsense. Everything possessed meaning with this incredible man, and she knew what her greatest purpose was—to give Daddy the ultimate pleasure.


  He moved off the bed and wrapped his dominant hands around her legs, pulling her with him before flipping her over. Once again, she was bent over the side of the mattress as the fat head of his big cock pushed inside her. Rough thrust after thrust resulted in loud yelps and moans to pour from her lips. The dominant hands locked on her hips were her new home. She needed him to feel what she’d felt—for him to experience the utopia her mind and body had been sent to during their time together. She was ready to be marked. She was ready be claimed. She was ready to officially be his.


  His thunderous roar sent a chill down her spine. Her head was roughly pushed into the sheets as he came deep inside her. That warmness was back, but this time it was different. It wasn’t her own orgasm which had raised her temperature; it was his, and that was more important to her. The needs and desires of Daddy far outweighed that of her own, and all she wanted was for him to experience heaven.


  “Stay there,” he ordered before sliding out.


  Silence filled the room for the next half minute as she soaked in the feel of Daddy’s warm semen leaking out of her—her face still buried in his bed sheets. She wouldn’t dare move a muscle until she was instructed. She knew better by now. He’d let her off the hook once, and she by no means wanted to push her luck.


  Footsteps sounded as his presence left the room. He returned moments later, and snapped the leash around her collar before removing the handcuffs from her wrists.


  “Come on,” he ordered.


  She obediently allowed herself to be pulled off the bed, sinking to her knees and crawling behind him once again. Nothing on the planet compared to being led around this way. This was stronger than sex. It was more passionate than the most chaotic of orgasms. There wasn’t anything like being dominated to the extent that she felt like Daddy’s pet. It was beyond words.


  They took a right out of the bedroom and headed toward his study for the second time today. What now? More treats for being such a good girl? Or maybe he had new toys to show her for next time. Wait, would there be a next time? There had to be a next time! She couldn’t possibly return to regular sex or even masturbating. Even the idea of fantasizing seemed like an impossibility at this point. She finally had the real thing, and they’d just scratched the surface of what could be.


  Stop! Just stop thinking! You’re doing it again! Turn your brain off and allow yourself to be led. It’s better that way.


  Her eyes instantly lit up the second he opened the door. Her dog bowl remained in the middle of the room, and Daddy was obviously leading her to a much needed drink. Both her mouth and throat were parched and she was in great need of water; but as she crawled closer, she quickly realized that water wasn’t on the menu. The bowl was holding something else.


  It was full of Daddy.


  It suddenly clicked for her. “Stay there.” Of course! He told her to stay there because he was collecting his DNA that was dripping out of her. He’d already marked his territory by cumming inside her, but now he wanted her to submit to him again. And how would she show her unmatched loyalty and love for him? By being his little pet, of course.


  She lapped at his semen with her tongue, quickly swallowing the first layer that had collected the inside of her mouth. His seed was sweet with a slight hint of saltiness. It was the polar opposite of the way her husband tasted. That was undoubtedly due to Daddy’s clean diet and healthy living.


  Her small laps were soon replaced by pressing her lips against the bottom of the bowl and strongly sucking. Her mouth moved along each inch of the steel surface, eager to collect every drop. She took a deep swallow before glancing down at the dish. It was sparkling clean.


  Daddy unbuckled her leash and left the room, leaving her to collapse on the floor out of exhaustion. She stared up at the white ceiling; stunned, but undeniable satisfied. She did it. She actually did it, and it was everything she’d imagined…and then some.


  




  

    Chapter 14 – Daddy’s Girl


  


  She managed to scrape herself off the office floor ten minutes later. She made her way into his empty bedroom, slipped into her clothes—minus her ruined panties—and pulled the wet sheets off his bed before carrying them downstairs into the basement to be washed. She eventually found herself back in the living room, her eyes and ears peeled for Ryan as she trekked along. His mysterious tendency to disappear made her both giddy and sad at the same time. She needed to see him again. She couldn’t just go home after something like this. There was some kind of connection between the two of them. Or maybe that was her hopefulness? This was the exact thing she’d told Ashley about last week, wasn’t it? That she would end up wanting something more out of their relationship than Ryan did, and it would result in her being hurt.


  She journeyed the length of the hallway until she arrived in the kitchen. There, she was greeted by the sight of her neighbor, dressed in only a pair of sharp black pants. He stood next to the stove, waiting for the teapot to whistle.


  She opened her mouth but immediately caught herself.


  “Jen, it doesn’t work that way outside the bedroom,” Ryan laughed. “You’re free to say what’s on your mind.”


  Relief instantly shot through her. He really was perfect, wasn’t he?


  “Okay,” she giggled. “Um…I just…wanted to say—”


  “I’m picking you up at eight,” he interrupted.


  “What?” she asked.


  The suddenly screeching teapot caught both of their attention before Ryan turned off the stove. He filled his mug and dropped a teabag into the piping hot water, slowly approaching her while her legs anxiously wiggled in the middle of the kitchen.


  “I’m picking you up at eight,” he repeated.


  “For-for what?” she inquired with a stammer.


  “We’re going to dinner” he told her. “Black dress, black heels.”


  Her eyebrows perked up. “You want me to wear a black dress and black heels…for a dinner with you?”


  “That’s what I said,” he nodded. “Be ready at eight.”


  She wasn’t completely sure what was going on. “Are we…like…um. Ryan, are we like—”


  He lightly blew into the mug, causing the rising steam to instantly dissipate. A slight grin grew on his face before he revealed his intentions. “Jen, you’re mine now.”


  She gulped. She finally had what she wanted. She finally had a master. She finally had a daddy. Jen was finally owned.
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