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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

It was strange how the sun shined the brightest after a devastating storm. Cindy stared at her wrecked cafe. Debris had smashed out her front windows. She wiped away the single tear that ran down her cheek before stepping forward to better assess the damage. She hated it, but she would have to call her contractor to fix the damage as soon as possible, hoping that her insurance would reimburse her for the costs when she filed a report.

“Cindy!” George spoke brightly when he answered. “How are you? Did the storm get you?”

She sighed. “Yes, I’m standing outside the cafe now. How long do you think it’d take to get me some windows?”

“I’m out of town with my wife right now, but I can send over one of my best guys to check it out. He doesn’t work for me directly, but he comes highly recommended.”

“Thank you, George. How’s your trip going?”

“Just peachy. We checked our video cameras, and everything seems in order at the house, so I can’t complain.”

“Glad to hear it. Thanks again for sending someone. See you later,” Cindy said and ended the call. She had been dying to redo her floors with a new stain, along with some other small repairs around the restaurant. If the windows took a while to arrive, maybe it would be the perfect time for some renovations. George sent her message that his associate would be over within the hour.

Cindy spent the time cleaning up what she could, careful to avoid the glass that covered the floor. She hated that the storms were getting worse and coming more often, but she had no option other than to pick herself up and keep going. Her employees and the community counted on her to serve them up delicious pastries and coffee. She was near the university in East Ridgewood, and the students needed their caffeine.

The hour passed quickly. Cindy jumped when she heard a knock at the door. She could hardly believe her eyes when she saw who was standing outside. Darrel. Cindy pulled out her phone to call George and give him a piece of her mind before she remembered that he was out of town with his wife. He wouldn’t care that her friend had been traumatized by Darrel’s behavior.

“Excuse me, do you know where I can find the owner of Milk & Beans?” Darrel asked in a smooth voice. “I got a call to come here and help.”

“I’m the owner,” Cindy said and stepped closer to the open door. She searched Darrel’s eyes for any hint of recognition, but she was positive that he had no idea who she was. “Who referred you? Just checking for my own safety.”

“Of course,” he said with a sly smile. “George Nelson referred me. Said he was out of town with his wife. He apologized for not being able to make it.”

Cindy had it in her mind to go off on Darrel for how he’d treated her friend in the past, but she desperately needed repairs at the cafe, and she wanted to see about redoing the floors while they were at it. Once the floors were in, she would be able to deal with new tables, chairs, and paint.

“That storm last night was something else, wasn’t it?”

“I’d say,” Darrel said with a nod as he stepped into the cafe. He glanced around with his hands placed squarely on his hips to assess the damage. He looked so smug. Cindy could hardly stand it. She wanted to slap that smile right off his face. If he weren’t so handsome, he probably would have ended up behind bars years ago. Cindy didn’t know the man personally, but the stories Ellen used to tell her made her skin crawl. He would bang on her walls and tell her to quiet down before making mountains of noise himself. He used to bring over women and do things to them that weren’t anywhere near quiet, but Ellen never said a word. Cindy demanded her friend stand up for herself, but she never did. She let Darrel walk all over her when they lived next door to each other. He moved out after her first few months in the apartment, thankfully, but Ellen would never forgive the man for the trauma he caused her friend.

“Would you mind looking at the floors while you’re here? I would love to have them redone. It’s about time.”

“Sure, no problem. What kind of floors were you thinking about getting?”

“I want luxury vinyl plank similar to the color I already have, but these hardwoods squeak, and it really drives me crazy.”

“Excellent choice. Durable and beautiful.”

“Yes, thanks what I was thinking,” Cindy said and flashed the man a smile that betrayed how she truly felt about him. Darrel was scum, unworthy of her time and money, but she couldn’t wait for George to return from his vacation. She was tired of the old, ugly fake tiles that had been in the cafe ever since she acquired the building. “How are you at doing lighting? I have some lights in storage I’ve been meaning to hang. Might as well take care of everything at once if I’m going to shell out money for the windows.”

“Have you called your insurance company?”

“Yes, they’re going to pay, but they won’t cover the entire cost. Sometimes I don’t even know why I bother with insurance.”

Darrel shook his head, looking remorseful, but Cindy knew the truth about who he was. She couldn’t trust him. She had no choice but to let him renovate her cafe, but this didn’t mean she was going to forget what he did to Ellen. When the time was right, she was going to make him pay for how he treated her friend. He could tell that she didn’t recognize him, but it was for the best. This way it would be a complete surprise when she hit him where it hurt.

“Insurance has hurt many of my clients.”

“I can only imagine,” she said with a heavy sigh. “They charge us these high premiums and don’t want to give us a thing for it. Want to know what makes it worse?”

“Huh?”

“My cousin’s daughter works for one of those insurance companies, and all they do is take vacations! She’s gotten so much free junk over the years. We can hardly believe it!” Cindy grew animated, as she always did when she talked about insurance companies and how they were screwing everyone over.

Darrel nodded in agreement. “They’re terrible. I don’t know what we’re going to do when the weather gets worse.”

“Take care of each other,” she said, wishing she could take the words back as soon as they came out of her mouth. She didn’t want Darrel to think he was part of her community. Not after what he did to her friend. “Anyway, how long do you think it’ll take?”

“Hopefully the windows don’t take too long to arrive, but there’s no telling with all the damage that was done. I’ll take measurements and get an order in as soon as possible. The floors shouldn’t be an issue, and I have a guy who can install your lights.”

“Thank you,” she said, relief flooding her body. She wished the man who’d shown up to help her wasn’t Darrel, but life had a funny way of doing things. “I’ll clean up while you work. Just let me know when you have an estimate.”

“Will do. Thank you, ma’am.”

She ignored the word ma’am as best she could, trying not to feel old, but a strange mix of loathing and determination washed over her when she stepped into the kitchen to catch her breath. Darrel was going to pay, and she was going to make sure he didn’t like it.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Cindy was dying to tell her friend Ellen about Darrel, but she wasn’t sure what to say. Days had passed since he first arrived to fix the windows, and things were moving along rather well at Milk & Beans. He was controlling, demanding, and everything else one would expect from a general contractor, but he got things done. Cindy caught herself more than once watching him in awe while she perched against a wall in the corner. It was pathetic.

She still had plans to make him pay, but she had to take her time. She had to be careful. If she moved too quickly, he would get scared and run off into the wilderness. He would fly away like a bird after a bang. Cindy didn’t know who to turn to about her plans, but she was going crazy. She needed to speak to someone. 

“Hello? Cindy?”

Ellen’s voice sent panic racing through her heart. “Hi, Ellen!”

“Is everything okay?”

“Yeah! Totally fine!” What in the world was she doing? She couldn’t tell Ellen. At least not over the phone. She had to see her. “Can you meet for lunch? I would love to see you.”

“Hmm, I have an appointment at two, but I could meet you at one for a quick lunch. Would that work?”

“Yes, see you then!”

***

Cindy and Ellen always met at Bloom and Blossom when they had lunch if they weren’t having it at the cafe, which wasn’t possible, seeing as Darrel was over there right now working. He wasn’t very expensive, so she was taking full advantage of his services. In all honesty, he was probably even better than George, but she’d been going to George for years and wouldn’t be able to switch contractors when he got back home. It would be a betrayal of the highest degrees.

“It’s so good to see you!” Cindy said brightly when she stepped into the restaurant. She threw her arms open to give her friend a big hug. They had a table in the middle of the room. It was rather busy for a random weekday afternoon, but it was nice to see at least one business in East Ridgewood hadn’t been shuttered because of the storm. “It’s been too long!”

“Don’t remind me,” said Ellen. “How’s the cafe?”

Cindy sighed. “It’s coming along, but I’ve lost a lot of money from being closed. Not to mention what I’ve had to pay for the renovations. It’s all a bit much.”

Ellen made an exasperated noise. “I’m so sorry. I’ll come work for free the day you open. I wish I could help you with construction, but I’m no good at that.”

“Thank you, Ellen. I appreciate it,” said Cindy. The server came over to take their order, relieving a bit of tension. She was at a loss for words sitting across from Ellen. They’d been friends for ages, ever since they were in college themselves. They stayed in the community and offered their services, and neither of them deserved to be treated poorly. Cindy wished Darrel wasn’t doing such a wonderful job at the cafe. She wouldn’t feel so bad for having to punish him.

“Is everything okay? You’re acting strange.”

Cindy shook her head. “It’s everything that’s happening at the cafe. It’s too much to handle.”

“Who’s helping you fix it? George?”

She frowned.

“What?” Ellen stared at her friend, slowly putting two and two together. “No,” she gasped. “You couldn’t!”

“It wasn’t me! It was George!”

“What do you mean it was George?” Ellen hissed. “You’re a grown woman completely capable of making your own decisions. How in the world could you hire him?”

The way Ellen spoke left no room for doubt about how she felt regarding Darrel. Cindy felt worse than ever knowing that her friend didn’t approve, but there was no going back now. “Please, let me explain. I never wanted to hire him. I called George right after the storm and asked him to fix it, but he’s out of town with his wife. They’ve taken some long anniversary trip.”

Ellen sat stewing in the reality of Cindy’s situation, too shocked to say a word. Cindy hated putting her friend in this position. If she could, she would tell Darrel to get lost. She would have kicked him to the curb the second she saw him standing outside of her cafe, but she had no choice. She couldn’t trust just anyone to renovate her business. She wouldn’t tell Ellen how delightfully surprised she was by Darrel’s work. It would only be cruel.

“You can’t be serious!”

“I’m sorry, Ellen! Please don’t hold this against me. I’m already thinking of ways to get back at him.”

Ellen leaned back in her chair and shook her head. She couldn’t believe her friend was actually working with the worst neighbor she’d ever had. Just thinking about him had her skin crawling. “Paying him money isn’t teaching him any lessons.”

“It’s not my fault that George went out of town.”

“No, it’s not. I just hate that you’re working with him!”

“I know,” Cindy said and reached to touch her hand to reassure her friend. “You’re always my number one, but my plan is a little… extreme.”

“What are you going to do?” Ellen asked, her voice rising. She could hardly stand this conversation. When she’d agreed to come out for lunch, she never would have imagined it would go like this. “Why don’t you just leave him alone?”

“I can’t! Not after how he treated you! I feel bad enough that he’s working for me, so I’ve been thinking about how I can give him a taste of his own medicine.”

“You’re not mean like him.”

“No, but I have what he wants most.”

Ellen raised an eyebrow until she read between the lines. “So, what? You’re going to fuck him? You really think that’s going to teach him a lesson?”

“I’m not just going to fuck him, Ellen! I’m going to humiliate him. Dominate him. Punish that nasty little man out of him.” Cindy caught her breath, feeling herself get carried away in the excitement she felt for making Darrel learn his lesson. He hadn’t been rude to her, but she’d seen how cruel he could be to his employees. She could see that he wasn’t the type of person that was intimidated by others. He walked around with his shoulders held high, acting like he owned the world. It was rather obnoxious to watch, but Cindy was keeping her mouth shut until construction was over.

Ellen’s eyes were big from Cindy’s words. “What do you mean you’re going to dominate him? You’re not a dominatrix!”

“No, but I can be. For you.”

“Really, it’s not necessary.”

“Don’t you want to help?”

“Help?” Ellen asked. She looked around for the exit, wondering when her friend had completely lost her mind.

Cindy could see the concern on her friend’s face. She hated it. She wanted her friend to know that she was going to make Darrel understand how badly he hurt her, even if her methods weren’t conventional. “Once I have Darrel where I want him, you can help. Maybe even give the final blow.”

“This isn’t some movie, Cindy! Darrel is a dangerous man! The only reason he’s being nice to you is because you’re paying him money. The second you’re not giving him money, you’ll see.”

Cindy was offended that her friend didn’t think she could handle Darrel on her own, but she would see. It was only a matter of time. “What do you want me to do, Ellen? I thought you would be happy that I was getting revenge.”

“You’re trying to get revenge on a crazy man! He’s going to eat you alive, Cindy. You’re strong, but he’s an animal. He doesn’t care about anyone other than himself and his money. You should have heard the way he screamed on the phone. I could hear everything through those thin walls, but he would explode if I made any noise. He tried to micromanage my existence every chance he got. Ahh!” Ellen screamed and pushed her hands into her blonde hair. “Just thinking about it gives me PTSD. Get away from him while you have the chance. Please, I’m begging you.”

“How will he ever change if I don’t do something?” Cindy asked in a soft voice, almost like she was speaking to herself. She knew that she should take Ellen’s advice and run. It would be the sensible thing to do, but where would she be then? How many hours would she spend thinking about how her chance to teach Darrel a lesson slipped away? She didn’t want to be obsessed, but it was hard for her to walk away from a problem when it needed fixing. She also knew that a tiny part of her had grown attached to Darrel during their time together, but she was ignoring that fact. Her plan would be fine. It would work out perfectly. She was sure of it.

“You don’t have to change him! Just give it up, Cindy. This is not why I came to lunch. I must get going.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t expect to see him!”

“I understand, but you have to let it go. I don’t want any part of your plan.” Ellen stared into Cindy’s eyes for a long moment, showing the seriousness of her words. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, but—”

“What is there to argue? It’s done.”

Cindy bit her lip to stop herself from speaking, nodding slowly. She wanted to forget about Darrel and how he’d treated Ellen. She knew that she should, especially after her friend begged her to let it go, but she couldn’t. Darrel was an asshole. He couldn’t spend the rest of his life being rude to everyone he encountered just because he thought he was better than them. It was time for an intervention, and she was the one to give it to him.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

The project’s last day had arrived, and Cindy was still going back and forth about what she should do. She wore her favorite black A-line dress with long sleeves, pumps, and a pearl necklace. It was a classically elegant outfit that always turned heads anywhere she went. The power of a gorgeous dress was unmatchable.

“Thank you for always paying on time,” Darrel said as he gathered up the last of his supplies. She’d asked him to fix one last thing in the kitchen she noticed before he left. There were still a million tasks on her to-do list, but she couldn’t wait to open the doors for business on the weekend. She could finally start bringing in some money.

“Let me grab your last check.”

He smiled. “I appreciate it.”

“Can’t stand between a man and his money.”

“You’d be surprised by how many do,” Darrel said, a rush of darkness filling his tone. He closed his toolbox with a force that made Cindy clutch her chest. Being around him was intoxicating. It almost felt dangerous. Ellen’s warning rang in her mind, but it vanished just as quickly. Darrel turned his attention to her, his expression transforming. “You look incredible in that dress. Are you going somewhere after this?”

She shook her head. “Sometimes I just like to wear nice things,” she said and touched her pearl necklace. “I usually wear dresses when I’m working here at the cafe. The clients love it.”

“I’m sure they do,” Darrel said as his gaze raked over her. She clutched her pearls more tightly, worried she might not have the strength to go through with her plan. She wasn’t the most passive woman, but Darrel was pure dominance. He stepped even closer. His scent hit her nose, stirring something deep within her. “I wish I had come to the cafe earlier. I would have seen how beautiful you look.”

Blush crossed Cindy’s cheeks. Darrel’s full attention was trained on her, and she rather liked it. She honestly forgot about Ellen as she stared into Darrel’s eyes, thinking back to all the times she watched his arm muscles bulge while he worked. She had traced the outline of his body in her mind, and she desperately wanted to see him without clothes.

“What are you doing later tonight?”

Cindy dropped her hand from her necklace and placed it behind her back with the other, rubbing her hands together as she thought of what to say. “Nothing,” she said quickly. “I mean, I have plans, but it’s none of your concern.”

He smirked. “Do you really have plans, or are you just saying that? I’m only trying to be nice. No ulterior motives here.”

Lies. Cindy could tell by the way he was molesting her with his eyes that he was only thinking about one thing, and that was how fast he could get her to drop her panties if they went out for dinner. Maybe he’d noticed her staring at him from different corners of the room. Maybe not. Maybe he just thought he could get some easy pussy.

“Fine. I don’t have any plans.”

“Then let me take you out to dinner.”

She sighed and placed a hand on her hip. “I knew you were going to ask that!”

He shrugged. “Say yes. We both know you want to have dinner with me. You’d only be lying if you said otherwise.”

She hated him for being so cocky and arrogant, but damn he was right. She was already fantasizing about walking into a room with him standing by her side. Every woman would turn to look at them. They wouldn’t have any other option. They wouldn’t be able to look away. Darrel was one of the most attractive men she’d ever met, and she thought she wasn’t so bad herself.

“If I go out with you, you can’t wear that,” she said with disgust as she gave his wardrobe a disapproving look.

“Why in the world would I wear this?” he asked with a laugh.

She shrugged. “There’s no telling what a man will wear.”

“Fair enough, but I’m not your average guy.”

“Right,” she said. “So you say.”

A darkness flashed through Darrel’s eyes. She saw a hint of the monster she would have to tame if she dared to unleash it. She had second thoughts about everything as she stood there avoiding Darrel’s intense gaze. There was no telling where a date would lead them, but Cindy had to have faith in herself and the plan she created. Darrel could act tough, but she knew most men had a soft spot, and she was confident that she would find his.

“You don’t believe me, huh?”

“I don’t believe what most men tell me, you included.”

“Ouch, what have we done to deserve that?”

She shrugged. Why should she explain herself? Truth was, she quite liked men. She enjoyed how they were frank and assessing and liked to do laborious tasks that she would rather avoid, but they weren’t perfect. She hated how men were overly emotional and reactionary. She hated that they were arrogant and often acted like they couldn’t be wrong. Darrel had many of these qualities, and it was her job to rid him of them.

“What have women done to deserve your wrath? Do I really have to go over all of the ways men harm women daily?”

“Not all of us guys are like that.”

Tell that to Ellen.

Cindy bit her tongue, not able to bring herself to say what she most wanted. He would understand why she was being so hard on him if she knew the horror stories Ellen had told her. She had no sympathy for Darrel. He was about to be in a situation of his own making if she could keep her head on straight. She couldn’t get distracted by the little butterflies that fluttered in her stomach when Darrel brushed up against her.

“I’ll go out with you, but it’s going to be on my terms.”

“Whatever you want.”

“The Riverwalk at seven. We’ll decide on a place once we get there.”

“Fine,” Darrel said casually. He acted cool, but she could tell that her bossiness was getting under his skin, but he was about to be in for a rude awakening. She’d spent the past couple weeks brushing up on how to be more dominant. She was going to make him regret that he ever spoke to Ellen out of line. Her friend had messaged her since they got lunch begging her not to go through with her crazy plan, but Cindy couldn’t stop what was in motion. She was on autopilot as she marched toward the storm ahead.

“See you tonight at seven,” Darrel said after a moment of mutual silence, stepping forward to close the gap. A gasp left her lips as he moved his mouth to her ear. “Can’t wait.”

She stood breathless as Darrel marched out of the door without turning to look back at her, and she couldn’t help wondering what in the world she’d gotten herself into with this insane idea.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

It wasn’t too late to stop, Cindy thought to herself as she slipped an earring into her ear. She was about done getting ready with only thirty minutes left until she was supposed to meet Darrel at the Riverwalk. She couldn’t think of a reason to cancel other than her increasingly intense panic that she was making a massive mistake. She had no idea what she was going to do, but she couldn’t stand around the house for another second. She grabbed her purse and raced out of the door.

The Riverwalk was bustling when she got there, which wasn’t surprising considering the splendid weather. It was sunny and in the seventies, perfect for sitting on a patio if they were lucky enough to find one with open tables. “Cindy! Over here!”

Darrel’s voice surprised her, but she was even more shocked when she turned to look at him. It was then that she realized she’d only ever seen him in paint-stained clothes with tools everywhere he could fit them. He was wearing a black button-up shirt with a pair of jeans that made his bulge look massive, and he smelled utterly delicious. Several women turned to look in his direction. Even some of the guys were staring.

“Darrel! It’s so nice to finally see you outside of work,” Cindy said as she gave him a brief hug. She had to steel herself as her body tingled. She didn’t want to like Darrel. She couldn’t. “I almost didn’t recognize you.”

He grunted. “You don’t look so bad yourself.” He let his gaze move over her body, disarming her. She hated that she wasn’t back at the cafe where he was her hired help. “Do you know where you’d like to have dinner?”

Cindy looked around, trying to ignore how much she didn’t like Darrel’s tone. He asked the question like he knew he was going to get laid after they ate, and there were absolutely no guarantees that was true. She couldn’t have sex with him. She would be powerless if she did. He grabbed her hand when she stepped away. “Where are you going?”

“Nowhere,” she said, snatching her hand away from his. He was moving too fast too soon. She would never be able to maintain control of this situation. She was spiraling out of control. Everything had been so easy in her mind, but standing next to Darrel was an entirely different reality. She needed to ground herself. Focus. “I was just looking around for somewhere to eat.”

“How often do you come to the Riverwalk?”

“Not often. I spend far too much time at the cafe.”

“You must live there.”

“You can only imagine.”

“I live at my business,” he said firmly. “They would be lost if I weren’t there to guide them.”

Cindy didn’t love how cocky he was about his own self-worth, but she couldn’t deny that he looked damn good standing there. He radiated confidence. Everyone around them knew it. There was no denying that this man took care of business, but he had a dark side.

“Pick somewhere to eat,” he said. “I’m hungry.”

“Hangry is more like it.”

“Look, it was a long day. I went to another project after I left your cafe.”

“You’re the one who asked me to come out!”

“Yeah, and I would like to get a move on with the night,” he said and locked his gaze with hers, sending a chill down her spine. She didn’t like his attitude, and that was enough to splash a little cold water on the fire he’d ignited with his touch.

“If you’d like to move so quickly, why don’t you choose the place? I’m not picky.”

He grunted. “That would surprise me. You women don’t know how to decide on anything. Not even with a gun to your head.”

“Hey! Who are you to judge women?”

“You can judge men, but I can’t judge women? How does that work?” Darrel asked smugly as he stared at her. She hated how the corners of his lips curled just a touch, taunting her. “Right, that’s what I thought.”

“Be quiet,” she chided. “We’re going to the Italian Restaurant. Hopefully we can get a table with views of the river.”

“Leave it to a woman to choose the most expensive restaurant.”

“I’m only choosing it because you’re an asshole.”

He shrugged and turned away from her to walk down the Riverwalk to the Italian restaurant where she wanted to eat. She screamed after him, running in her heels to catch up, but he didn’t bother to look back at her. He kept going, completely ignoring her as she pounded on his shoulder, making her angrier with each passing second. She couldn’t believe that he would dare ignore her. The nerve! She stopped and took a deep breath.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, turning to her. He was already several paces ahead, threatening to leave her behind. She could hardly believe his behavior. “Am I hurting your feelings? Are you going to cry… like a girl?”

She curled her hands into fists. She resisted the urge to charge at him and had to force herself not to cry.

He groaned. “Ugh, I thought you were tougher, but your just like all the other girls. Emotional, needy, and bundled up with way too much baggage. Come on, let’s just get dinner.”

She couldn’t say another word as she followed after him, hating herself for even coming out on this date, but now she was more determined than ever to teach Darrel a lesson. He couldn’t walk around thinking he was the king of the world. He had to learn his place, and it most certainly wasn’t at the top.

Darrel waited right outside of the restaurant for her to catch up, looking at her smugly as he opened the door. She thanked him with a big smile, acting like she was unfazed by his behavior on the way over. She wasn’t going to give him any power. Not an inch. Nothing. He had to know that she wasn’t going to be broken like the other girls in his life. His little mind games weren’t going to work on her.

“Have you eaten here before?” she asked him as they waited for a table. “Their pastas are heavenly.”

“Is that so? You sure you want to eat that many carbs?”

She sighed. “And what is that supposed to mean?”

“I think you know.”

“If you’re trying to make a comment about my weight, I suggest you say it outright. Otherwise, you can shut the fuck up.”

He chuckled. “You’re not fat, but anything could happen if you aren’t careful.”

“Would you like me to come take a look at your fridge? I bet I could find a dozen things that aren’t even remotely healthy.”

“I beg to differ,” Darrel said sharply just as the host returned to show them to their table. Tension filled the air between them, but the fact that she was getting under his skin made her walk on her toes with joy. She was eager to go forward with her plan now that she knew she could make Darrel tick. She slid into her chair and crossed her legs, opening up the menu.

“I wonder which pasta I should get today,” she said mindlessly as she gazed at the menu.

“Too bad your tits aren’t big like hers.”

Cindy’s eyebrows shot up, but she played it cool, turning to look at the woman who’d caught Darrel’s attention. She had huge breasts that were probably fake, but even if they weren’t, every woman knew huge tits were more of a curse than a blessing. “I don’t know. You should ask her how much they hurt her back.”

“I’ll hurt your back later if you let me.”

“Gross,” she said and covered her mouth like she was going to throw up. “I can’t believe you would say something like that. I’m a lady. Not some two-bit whore.”

“Sorry,” he said quickly, looking like he’d been slapped by his mother. Ooh, this was going to be good. He was being a jerk and trying to push her buttons, but she could care less what a man thought about her. She’d had enough bad breakups in her life to know that as amazing as men were, they weren’t everything. “I should have pointed her out to you and said that. I’m trying to do better.”

“Are you?”

He nodded, looking like a different person. “I used to be a lot worse. I’ve been controlling since I was a kid. People used to hate me for it, but I couldn’t help myself.”

“Why do you act like that?”

He shrugged. “If I knew, I would tell you, but I honestly don’t.”

“Just born that way, huh?”

“I don’t know,” he said softly. “I used to think so, but I hear a little voice in my head every time before I do something bad. It’s like I could stop myself if I wanted to, but I never try hard enough.”

“Why do you think that is?”

“I don’t know,” he groaned. “If you ask me to explain, I’ll never be able to do it. You don’t understand.”

“But you want to get better?”

“I do,” he said with a nod. “More than anything. I hate that I’m like this, but it’s like I can’t control it, like there’s this bad part of my mind that’s stronger when it should be the other way around.”

Hearing the remorse in Darrel’s voice made Cindy’s task feel even more urgent. She had to help him find a better path. It couldn’t wait another second.

“I can help you,” she blurted.

“Help me? How?” he asked.

She went back and forth about whether she should tell Darrel about Ellen but decided it wasn’t the time. She didn’t want to scare him away yet. Not before she could show him what she’d been practicing over the past few weeks.

“It would be better if I showed you,” she said.

“No, you have to tell me.”

“What you don’t know won’t hurt you.”

Darrel shook his head, not wanting to hear it. She was up to something, and he didn’t like the sound of it. He was a person who had to always be in control of every situation. He didn’t like not knowing what was going to happen to him.

“Tell me, or I’ll never let you help.”

“Fine.” She sighed and crossed her arms. “If you don’t want me to help you, then I don’t have to help you.”

Darrel’s eyes filled with hurt. “Why wouldn’t you want to help me?”

“I do want to, but I can’t tell you what I’m going to do before I do it. Then you would never agree.”

He knew she was up to no good, but he was too weak not to tell her yes and relinquish all of his power. He couldn’t recall the last time a woman had left him powerless. Perhaps it’d never happened in his life, but there was a first time for everything. After years of therapy, he was only marginally better than before, and he would give anything to be a better man. A man who could control himself and his mouth. He was doubtful that Cindy could actually help, but at least he would get to have sex with a hot woman along the way.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

They went back to her house in East Ridgewood. Cindy stepped inside first, feeling a little uneasy as she closed the door behind Darrel. They’d only ever interacted at her cafe before tonight. It was rather strange to be standing in her entryway next to him wearing evening attire. “Would you like to have a glass of wine? We didn’t have any at the restaurant.”

“Wine has carbs.”

“You’re really obsessed with these carbs, aren’t you?”

“I wouldn’t have abs if I didn’t obsess over them,” he said plainly. “My body takes work.”

“I’m sure it does,” she said without meeting his eyes. She turned away from him and walked to the kitchen. He followed, looking around to take in the details of her home. It was tastefully decorated with original artwork and tapestries from foreign lands. She even had a few pieces of pottery displayed. “What would you like to drink?”

“Water is fine.”

“Very well,” she said and grabbed glasses from the cupboard. She filled them with water before going to sit next to Darrel on the sofa. She had no idea how she was going to be able to dominate him, but she had to try.

“So, what’s your plan for me? Hypnosis?”

That wasn’t a bad idea. She could get out one of the crystals she had tucked away in a drawer from when she went on a bender trying to predict the future. She thought a swinging crystal would tell her which way to turn in life, but it never worked. She never learned anything new about herself other than the fact she was insane for believing a crystal could tell her anything about her life.

“No,” she said and took a sip from her glass.

“Then what?”

“I can’t say,” she said.

“Of course you can.”

“No, I can’t.”

“If you don’t tell me, what’s the point in me staying?”

“You know where the door is if you’d like to leave.”

Darrel scoffed. “What’s your deal?”

“I could ask you the same thing, Darrel! I knew who you were the second I saw you! You disgust me!”

“What in the world are you talking about?” he asked, throwing out his arms. “You knew me?”

“Yes! You used to live next to my friend!”

“You’re crazy! I knew I never should have asked you out on a date!” He pointed his finger in her face, jutting it back and forth. “Why didn’t you tell me that you already knew who I was? Were you coming up with this plan the entire time?”

“No, of course not!” Her voice was full of fire, so it didn’t even sound like she was lying. She put her finger in his face. “I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want you to mess up my project. It was bad enough that I had to hire you.”

“Then why did you agree to come out with me?”

“I came up with the idea when you asked me out,” she said, lying through her teeth. “I didn’t want you thinking that you could walk all over me. I’m never going to let you treat me like trash. Do you understand that?”

“Yes, but I told you I’ve changed. What is your friend’s name?”

“Ellen.”

“Ah,” he said. “Yeah, I wasn’t great to her. That’s actually why I started getting therapy. Living in an apartment brought out the worst in me. I’m not built for having neighbors live on each side of me, but I was trying to grow my business at the time.”

“Living next to her made you start therapy?”

“I felt bad for how I treated her. She didn’t deserve that.”

Cindy couldn’t believe it. She felt her heart get all warm and mushy. It was pathetic. She couldn’t let him get away with this. For all she knew, he was lying, just saying whatever he had to say to get in her panties. She wasn’t dumb, and she wasn’t about to fall for this trick.

“That might be true, but you still need to learn a lesson.”

“How are you going to teach me a lesson, Cindy? I’ve been like this for as long as I can remember, and I’m a grown man now. You won’t be able to change me no matter how hard you try.”

Cindy chuckled. “We’ll see what happens.” She stood to grab her bag of goodies from the bedroom, switching her hips as she walked back into the living room. Darrel set down his glass of water to watch her more closely, enjoying every twist and turn of her body. He longed to strip her naked, but she had other plans for him.

“What’s in the bag?” he asked.

“Take off your clothes.”

Darrel made goofy noises as he reached for the hem of his shirt to pull it over his head. He tossed it to the side and unbuttoned his jeans. He stared at Cindy from where he was sitting on the sofa as she looked down at him. “Aren’t you going to take off your clothes too?” he asked before pulling down his zipper.

“No, you’re going to get undressed first.”

He stopped, moving his hands away from the zipper. “Why? What are you going to do to me?”

“You’ll find out… once you take off your clothes. Enough playing around,” Cindy said with a big smile on her face, but her voice was laced with sinister tones. Darrel looked at her with a worried expression, yet he pushed his zipper all the way down before pushing his pants to his ankles. He kicked them off, leaving him in nothing other than his briefs, and damn did his bulge look good.

Cindy stepped forward, looking Darrel up and down as she walked around him in a slow circle. She reached out to touch his bare flesh, loving how warm he was against the tip of her finger. His skin reddened as she moved her finger closer and closer to the waistband of his briefs.

“I thought you’d be a boxers guy.”

He shook his head. “I prefer the support.”

“You sure do fill them out nicely.”

Darrel turned even redder at her words, casting his eyes to the floor. She snickered. She placed her fingers beneath his chin and lifted it, making him look her in the eyes. He was afraid. She smiled as she dropped her hand and turned away to pick up her bag from the floor. Darrel took a deep breath as she unzipped it.

“Aren’t you going to get undressed?”

“If you’re a good boy.”

“If I’m a good boy? What are you talking about?” he asked, his tone spiking. “I haven’t done anything wrong!”

“Haven’t done anything wrong?” she asked, contrite. “Do you not remember how you were treating me at the Riverwalk?”

“Oh, come on! I was just playing around.”

“Playing around? Do you think I appreciated that?”

Darrel shrugged. “Some people tell me I’m not the nicest guy.”

She grunted. “No kidding. If you ask me, you’re a first-rate asshole. A man who could learn a lesson or two.”

Something flashed in Darrel’s eyes as he met her gaze. An understanding. She didn’t have to pull out all the toys she’d recently bought for him to know that the time to change had come. “What are you going to do to me, Cindy?” He reached for his clothes, but Cindy put out her hand to stop him.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

“The hell I am,” he said and grabbed his clothes.

Cindy grinned and unzipped her black dress, letting it fall to the floor. Darrel stopped dead to take in the sight of her in nothing other than pumps, pearls, and lingerie. He dropped the clothes from where he’d lifted them, stepping back into the middle of the living room. “Bend over the sofa.”

“Excuse me?”

“Bend over the sofa,” she said again, even though they both knew he’d heard her. “Now.”

He swallowed and glanced at the sofa, turning even redder. He was practically the color of a tomato. Cindy absolutely loved seeing him vulnerable like this. She was feeling on top of the world. Not even a bit bloated from dinner. It was incredible. She reached over to pull out a paddle from the duffle bag.

“Cindy, please. Why?”

She sighed. “This is really for my friend. She told me not to do it, but I couldn’t stop myself. She used to come over here crying when you lived next to her. It was honestly rather traumatic for me! I didn’t know when she was going to show up, what she was going to say, or anything! It was ridiculous!”

Darrel’s expression deteriorated. “Really?”

“Yes, really! It was terrible!”

“I’m sorry.”

Cindy shook her head. She pointed a finger in his face. “Sorry isn’t going to cut it! You’re going to learn how to be a better man.”

Darrel looked doubtful. “I’ve always been like this.”

“You can change.”

“I don’t know that I can.”

“Of course you can. We can all change if we put our mind to it. Don’t you know that?”

He shook his head. “I’m different. I have a hard head.” He beat his fist against the top of his head, making them laugh. Cindy hated that she broke character, but his sense of humor was redeeming. “Really, I’ve tried. I wish I weren’t like this.”

“An asshole?”

“Yes,” he said. “I’m controlling, dominant, and things just come out of my mouth.”

Cindy shrugged. “Stand up and bend over. Enough talking.”

“A spanking won’t change me.”

“We’ll see about that.”

“I’m not doing it.”

“Then you won’t ever get this,” Cindy said and reached between her legs to cup her pussy, panting and moaning as she held her hand tightly against it. “Is that what you want? You really want to give up your chance to have this?”

Darrel cursed as he watched Cindy touch herself and fill the room with her high-pitched moans. He wanted nothing more than to drop to his knees and dive between her legs for a sweet treat, so that was exactly what he did. She gasped when he placed his mouth on the inside of her thigh. “Let me eat you out,” he said. “My tongue will be the best you’ve ever had.”

She laughed. “How can you be so sure?”

“I’ve been told I have the best.”

“Hmm, tempting, but you’re not taking control of this situation. My door’s open if you want to leave, but if you’re staying, then I suggest you stand up and bend over the couch. It’s time for you to learn a bit of humility.”

Darrel stared at Cindy for a long moment, like he was debating if her pussy was worth getting a spanking. She’d never seen a man look more conflicted, but he eventually got up and bent over the sofa. She smiled to herself as she walked over to him, loving how the pieces of her plan were falling into place. He winced when she placed the paddle on his ass. “You afraid?”

“No,” he said in a rough voice. “Get this over with.”

“You’re never going to learn with that attitude, Darrel. You have to think about why you’re getting this spanking while I’m giving it to you, or else it will be pointless.”

“It’ll be pointless regardless. I don’t regret the things I do.”

“Hmm, maybe we should try something besides a spanking.”

“Like what?” Darrel asked, his voice flushed from fear.

“There are many things I could do to you, Darrel. Would you like to find out what they are, or would you rather repent with a spanking?”

Darrel’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the edge of the sofa more tightly. He was silent for a long moment before shaking his head. “I really do regret being mean to your friend, but it wasn’t personal. I’m like that with everyone, and I used to be a lot worse.”

“Why? There must be a reason.”

He shrugged. “Rough childhood?”

“Didn’t you get therapy?”

“Yeah, but it didn’t work out.”

“Why not?”

“Didn’t like my therapist. He wasn’t serious enough for me, and I also hated the way he decorated his room. He had the cheapest shit.”

Cindy shook her head. “Is decor really a reason to fire a therapist?”

“It is in my book.”

“Fine,” said Cindy. “Did you try to find another therapist?”

“No, why would I?”

“To be a better person? Do I have to remind you that one of my best friends used to come over and cry on that very couch where you’re sitting?” she asked. “Don’t you care about that at all?”

“Of course I do, but it’s only a drop in the bucket compared to all the other terrible shit I’ve done to people!” Darrel screamed. He stood in front of her, centimeters away, flailing his arms like a maniac. “I’m not a nice person, Cindy! I do bad shit! I scream and curse and tell people what’s on my mind!”

Spittle landed on her face, but she stood unfazed. She wasn’t going to let his loudness rattle her. She wasn’t going to fall into a fight with him like he wanted. “Either put on your clothes and leave or bend over to repent. The choice is yours.”

Tears ran down Darrel’s cheeks. There weren’t many, but his eyes were burning. He looked confused, angry, and frustrated. He had nowhere to turn. They both knew he wanted her pussy, and he was going to do what he had to get it, even if that meant getting his ass spanked like a naughty boy.

“I appreciate you telling me the truth, but it’s time you bend over, Darrel. I’m not going to tell you again.”

He wiped away the tears and bent over the sofa. Cindy had ignored it, but his cock was rock hard in his briefs, and there was a huge stain of precum at the tip. She was desperate to play with his cock, but she could only take it out once he’d given into her completely. Darrel was a dominant man, and he didn’t want to submit. He was fighting against it with his every breath.

“This is stupid.”

“Shut up,” she said and brought the paddle down on his ass, making him scream out. “Don’t make me muzzle you!” She brought the paddle down on his ass, but he tried his best not to scream the second time or the third or all the other times she spanked him. She lost count as she pounded his ass with the paddle.

“Please! I’ve learned my lesson!”

“Hardly!” she said and brought the paddle down one last time as hard as she could. She cursed as she stumbled backward, wondering if she’d cum. She was hot and bothered and felt like she was coming out of a trance. She lost all sense of self when she was spanking his ass, gasping when she saw how red she’d made it. “Are you okay?” she asked, panicked she’d gone too far.

Darrel was grinning when he looked over his shoulder at her. “You made me cum.”

“No way!”

“I’m serious!” he said, sounding giddy as he turned around to show her the big stain on his briefs. Her smile widened from ear to ear as she stepped forward to press her finger against the cum-stained fabric.

“Oh, my.”

“See what you did to me?”

“Yes, but did you learn your lesson?”

Darrel sighed. “Truthfully? Hearing your friend’s name and remembering what I did to her hit me more than anything else. Sometimes I don’t realize what my actions do to others. I’m always thinking about a million other things.”

“Just because you’re busy doesn’t mean you have to be an asshole. You know that, right? Everyone is busy.”

He nodded. “I’ve heard the same thing a million times.”

“Then why don’t you listen?”

“I wish I knew,” he said sadly.

Cindy almost felt sorry for him, but she had to remain strong. He needed her to guide him through this. He wanted to find his way to the other side. She could feel it, but how would he change if he’d always been this way? Cindy needed to get to the bottom of his trauma, but that would have to wait for another time. For now, his lips were calling.

“It’s your turn to get me off,” she said and sat on the sofa. “There’s nothing I love more than getting my pussy licked.”

Darrel grinned as he hooked his fingers in the waistline of her thong to pull it down her legs. She gasped when his mouth pressed against her pussy, sending her pleasure to new heights. She threw her arms above her head and enjoyed the movements of Darrel’s tongue. She wasn’t going to tell him yet, but fuck, he gave her the best head of her life.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

A few days passed of texting and talking on the phone. Cindy felt like a teenager again, and it was incredible. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d stayed up until the wee hours of the morning talking to a guy on the phone, but Darrel told her everything. He had a horrid childhood with an overbearing father who didn’t give him any space to breathe and controlled his every move. 

She could only wait to see how Darrel worked through his past trauma, but she was ready to help him move into the future. A future where he could be calm and friendly and a man others wanted to be around. They found him a new therapist. Cindy hoped that he clicked with him more than the last guy that he had.

She knew that she shouldn’t be growing attached to Darrel, but it was a long time since a man opened himself up so much to her. All those weeks of working together while he repaired the cafe really brought them together, but that head he gave her sealed the deal.

She couldn’t stop thinking about how good Darrel looked on his knees between her legs. How amazing his tongue felt moving over her wet pussy until she exploded. She forgot all about her open windows as she let out a deafening cry. Just thinking about it made her cheeks redden from embarrassment.

Cindy’s phone rang. She ran over to it, smiling when she saw Darrel’s name flashing across the screen. She’d been thinking about him nonstop and couldn’t wait to hear how his first therapy appointment went.

“Hi, Darrel! How’d it go?”

“It was amazing!” he said excitedly. “Dr. Klein is so much better than the last guy I was seeing. He knows all about football and basketball. We just talked about sports for like fifteen minutes before getting into anything really serious. He kind of switched it up on me, but it was cool. I liked him a lot.”

“That’s amazing! Do you think he’ll be able to help?” asked Cindy.

“I hope so,” he said. “There’s no telling with me, but I’m ready to put in the work. I can’t have you thinking you can keep giving me spankings.”

“I’ll give you as many spankings as it takes,” Cindy said playfully as she turned to look out of the window, reminiscing in the bliss she felt when he was rocking her world. “What are you doing later? I’d love to see you.”

“I’m a bit behind with my projects, but I could bring by a late dinner around seven or eight. If you’re willing to wait up for me.”

“Yes, I’d love to see you.”

“Cool. See you then.”

Cindy held the phone against her chest after disconnecting the call. She felt a little guilty for falling into a relationship pattern with Darrel, but there was something about him that had her head over heels. She couldn’t even think when she was working at the cafe from having him on her mind.

***

Cindy enjoyed a wonderful night of lovemaking with Darrel. She spanked him, sat on his face, and rode his dick. His attitude was honestly improving, so his spankings were getting lighter. Cindy couldn’t believe how much he’d changed even since they first met. She could tell that he was bothered by his past behavior and that he truly wanted to be a better man, but he needed her help to do it.

As much as she loved spending time with Darrel, she was feeling more and more guilty about doing so. She’d promised herself that she was only going to mess around with Darrel to get back at him on Ellen’s behalf, but she’d fallen for him along the way. She couldn’t spend a minute without thinking about him. It was ridiculous.

Cindy sighed as she picked up her phone to call her friend. She had to do something, anything to absolve herself of this guilt.

“Hey, Ellen.”

“What’s up?”

“Not much,” Cindy said, trying to ignore the fact that she could still smell Darrel on her sheets. It wasn’t long ago that they were rolling around together, kissing and touching each other like they were afraid they’d never have a second chance.

“Then why did you call?” Ellen asked with a light laugh. “Are you okay?”

Cindy was silent for a long moment. “No, I’m not.”

“Why? What’s wrong? You’re acting really weird.”

“I’m sorry,” Cindy said, knowing that it only added to her weirdness. “I don’t know how to tell you this.”

“Let me guess, you’ve fallen in love with Darrel.”

“No!” Cindy yelled defensively.

“You’re lying,” said Ellen.

“Look, it’s not how it sounds.”

“No, then what is it?”

Cindy couldn’t reply with anything that wouldn’t sound pathetic, so she decided to try something else. “Let me take you out to lunch.”

“I appreciate what you tried to do, but it’s clear he seduced you just like all those women I used to hear through the walls.”

“No, Ellen! It’s really not like that. He’s getting therapy now, and it’s all because of me! I’m trying to change him. Just let me take you to lunch, and I’ll explain everything there. I feel terrible for keeping this from you.”

“Fine,” Ellen said with a sigh. “You can take me to lunch, but I’m doubtful that a man like Darrel can change.”

“I’ll see you at our place in thirty, okay?”

“Okay. Bye.” Ellen killed the call aggressively, but Cindy was happy that she would have a chance to explain what was going on with Darrel.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Ellen was already at Bloom and Blossom when Cindy walked through the door. She raced over to the table, eager to give her friend a hug, but she was met with a cold welcome. She stepped away from Ellen and sat in the chair across from her, trying not to feel rejected, but damn it was hard.

“How are you?”

Ellen gave her a deadpan expression. “I’m just fine, Cindy. How are you? Did you see Darrel last night?”

“Is that really important?”

“That’s a yes.”

“Look, Ellen, you were right. He’s not the best guy. He was horrendous when we went out on a date together, but I took control later, and he’s been eating out of my palms ever since.”

Ellen looked doubtful, but she didn’t write Cindy off at once. “How did you take control?”

Cindy smirked and leaned forward to whisper to her friend. “I spanked him with a paddle.”

Ellen gasped, a smile spreading across her face. “You didn’t!”

“I did, and it wasn’t the only time.”

“Oh, my goodness!” Ellen covered her mouth with a hand as her cheeks reddened. “I can’t believe it.”

“Believe it.” Cindy felt more at ease after seeing the amused expression on her friend’s face. She’d been so worried that she would never forgive her for letting this punishment turn into something more, but it was like nothing had happened at all as they started talking about their lives. “There’s something else, though,” Cindy added when their normal conversation had lulled.

“What?”

“I thought you might like to give him a spanking yourself.”

“No!” Ellen shook her head, but Cindy could tell that she was interested when she looked into her eyes. “I could never.”

“You could, and we both know you want to do it.”

She waved her hands in the air. “There’s no way, Cindy. You’ve lost your mind!”

“Just come over to my place and give him a spanking. He deserves it. Plus, it would give you some closure.”

“That man really let you spank him?” Ellen asked in disbelief. “Maybe you’re messing with me.”

“I’m most certainly not, but I also had another idea.”

“What?”

Cindy smirked, wondering if she was taking this revenge too far, but she didn’t want Darrel thinking that he could ever cross her or any other woman in his life. He had to be a better person. He had to learn some humility once and for all, and what better way than to humiliate him? “You’re going to think I’m crazy.”

“I already do,” she said.

“Fair enough, but this is serious.”

“I’m listening.”

“We should dress Darrel up like a girl and record it. Give him spankings and stuff too.”

Ellen gasped. “No way! He would kill us!”

“No, he won’t. Not with you there. I’ve been going back and forth about whether I should push him that far, but I can’t resist anymore, and I want you to be there by my side when I do it. We can make him think twice about ever messing with us again.”

Ellen shook her head slowly. “You’re crazy. He’ll never go along with that.”

“He’s not the same man you knew.”

“He might not mind a spanking, but becoming a girl? Are you talking about like a wig and makeup?”

“Yes, everything. A full transformation,” said Cindy.

“What if he doesn’t do it?”

“Then I’m done with him.”

“Are you sure you can give him up?” asked Ellen.

“If he doesn’t do what I want, then he’s not making progress, and I don’t want anything to do with the man he used to be.”

Ellen stared at her friend for a long moment, assessing whether she could trust her. If they stepped into the bedroom together with Darrel, there was no going back. Their relationship would forever be altered. They wouldn’t be able to forget what they did together.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?”

“No,” Cindy admitted. “I’m not sure it won’t be a total disaster, but I had to ask you. If you’re at all interested, I think you can handle it. We can turn Darrel into Danielle for the night.”

“Fuck, you’re crazy.”

“That’s why you love me. Admit it.”

Ellen shook her head as she tried to fight back a smile. “I love you, Cindy. There! I said it!”

The girls laughed and switched to much lighter talk as they ate their lunch. It was wonderful, and they couldn’t wait to get back together to teach Darrel a lesson he would never forget.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

Darrel had no idea what was coming his way as he stepped into Cindy’s house. He knew that Ellen was coming over for dinner, which he was ready for after several sessions with Dr. Klein. He had talked through a lot of his childhood already and was starting to understand why he acted the way he did, and Dr. Klein had given him several strategies to deal with the bad urges that arose in his mind. He had control over his decisions, whether he wanted to accept it or not.

He knocked on the door with a bouquet of flowers in his hand. He worried Ellen wouldn’t be able to forgive him, which he had to accept if she couldn’t, but he had never faced a victim from his past. Cindy answered the door wearing a loose-fitted dress and heels. “Hey, Darrel! You’re right on time!”

“Is Ellen here already?”

Cindy nodded. “Don’t worry. She’s excited to see you. How was your session with Dr. Klein?”

“Great! We’ve done some pretty intensive therapy over the past week, but I’m ready to become a better man. I can’t keep pretending like my actions aren’t a problem when I know that they are. They affect everyone around me.”

She placed a heavy hand on his shoulder, clamping it tightly. “I’m glad you’re doing the hard work.”

“Thanks,” he said. “It’s long overdue.”

“Well, come inside,” she said and opened the door more widely. “Ellen is waiting in the living room. We have a surprise for you.”

His face drained of color. “What kind of surprise?”

“Just get inside! You’ll see soon enough! I’ve told her about all the hard work you’ve been doing, so be a good boy, and show her that you’ve changed.”

Darrel’s heart was racing as he stepped further into Cindy’s home, worried that he shouldn’t have come. Being with Cindy alone was one thing, but now there were two against one. He didn’t want them to team up against him and do something drastic, but Cindy was right behind him when he looked over his shoulder at the door. He couldn’t run. He couldn’t hide.

“Don’t be afraid, Darrel. We don’t bite.”

“Saying that makes me afraid.”

She cackled and shrugged, looking like she couldn’t care less about what he had to say. He turned around to face the living room. Ellen was sitting on the couch with her legs crossed when he turned the corner. She smiled at him, but the smile didn’t meet her eyes. 

Memories flooded his mind. All those times he’d banged against the walls to tell her to shut up while making as much noise as he pleased. Those were some of his worst years when he lived in that apartment. He'd started his business, was making a bit of money, and felt like he was king of the world.

“Welcome, Darrel. How was the drive?”

“Fine,” he said uncomfortably. “It’s good to see you, Ellen.”

“Come over here and sit,” she said and patted the spot next to her on the sofa. “Cindy tells me you’ve been going to therapy.”

“Yeah, I’m trying to be better.”

She smiled gently. “That’s wonderful. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks,” he said uncomfortably as he sat next to her. “Can I get something to drink? It’s hot in here.” He pulled at his shirt’s collar, but Ellen slapped away his hand. “You’ll stretch your shirt if you do that,” she said.

Cindy smiled at them. “I’ll get us all some water.”

Darrel shifted in his seat, realizing that he was alone with Ellen. There was so much he could say to her. “I just wanted to apologize for how I treated you when we were neighbors. It wasn’t right of me.”

Ellen’s eyes flashed with surprise, but she quickly steeled herself. She couldn’t let Darrel know how much she appreciated hearing that after all these years. Not until he got his punishment. They’d picked out the cutest outfit for him to wear. They hoped he didn’t freak out when they showed him, but only time would tell.

“Do you forgive me?”

“I don’t know,” she said honestly. “You hurt me.”

“I know,” he said. “What I did to you was terrible.”

“I lived with that trauma for years.”

Hearing that hit Darrel hard. He was like his father in her eyes. Cruel. Mean. Ruthless. Uncaring. Destructive. Darrel could fill a notebook with crude adjectives to describe his father, but no amount of words would be able to describe the damage that Christopher Burmeister had done to him. He would forever be haunted by the ghosts of his past. He would do the work to cure them, but they would always linger, and he would hate for that to be true about Ellen.

“Please don’t let me haunt you like my father haunts me.”

Ellen blinked several times. “Is that why you’re going to therapy? Your father?”

Darrel nodded, not wanting to talk about his past after an intense therapy session, but he had to know that Ellen wouldn’t hold onto the trauma that he caused. “I brought you flowers,” he said and picked them up from the coffee table to give to Ellen. “I know they don’t come close to turning back the clock on what I did to you, but I hope you’ll find a way to forgive me one day.”

“Thank you for the flowers, Darrel.”

“You’re welcome.”

“You do seem like a new man,” Ellen said gently as she placed a hand on his thigh. “I won’t hold anything against you.”

“Thank you. I appreciate that. I was a bit of a jerk.”

Ellen chuckled. “It’s okay.”

Cindy stepped back into the room with three glasses of water on a tray. She smiled at her guests as she passed them glasses of water. “I take it you two talked.”

Ellen nodded. “If there was ever anything between us, it was all a misunderstanding.”

“Don’t be that nice!” Cindy snapped at her. “We’re here to teach Darrel his final lesson.”

“My final lesson?”

“That’s right. You won’t learn proper humility until you’re humiliated. I wish it didn’t have to be this way, but you were terrible to Ellen, and it’s time you paid your price.”

Darrel wanted to protest. He wanted to walk out of Cindy’s house and never return, but he couldn’t leave. She was the best thing that’d happened to him in years. She didn’t run away when he treated her like shit. She put him in his place, and he was willing to change, desperate to become a better man, and there was nobody else besides Cindy who could make it happen.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Wow,” Ellen exclaimed. “He has changed, hasn’t he?”

“I told you.”

Darrel smiled, feeling proud of himself. If doing whatever the girls had planned made Ellen hate him less, he would be a willing participant. He wouldn’t be able to make amends with everyone from his past that he’d hurt, but he could start with her.

“What should I do?”

“We bought you something. We hope you love it,” Cindy said brightly, but there was a sinister undertone in her voice. She grabbed the bag from the living room floor and placed it in his lap. It was light and lumpy. He raised an eyebrow. “Go ahead, Darrel. Open it!”

A drop of sweat ran down his back as he slowly pulled open the bag, gasping when he saw what was inside. “What in the world is this?”

“I told you we were going to humiliate you.”

“By making me wear this?” he asked, his voice shooting higher. He saw heels, a skirt, a feminine camisole with holes cut into it, and what looked like lingerie. He’d never worn lace in his life and really didn’t want to start today. “I don’t know about this.”

“You can do it, or you can leave. The choice is yours.”

Darrel groaned. “Can’t you think of anything else to humiliate me? I don’t want to dress like a girl.”

“Which is even more reason to do it!” Cindy said brightly. “You probably need to shave, don’t you?”

“No! I’m not shaving!”

“You men expect us ladies to do it, and you’re going to be our lady for the night. We’re going to show you just what it’s like to be on our side of things. Isn’t that right. Ellen?”

“Mhm,” she said. “Can’t wait.”

“You guys want me to shave?”

“It’s the least you could do if you want to fool around. We don’t want to be with a hairy girl!” Cindy shouted, snickering. “Right, Ellen?”

“That’s right! Get in there and shave!”

Darrel looked at both the women, waiting for one of them to bail him out of this predicament, but nobody was saving him. He was on his own, dangling off a bridge of his own making. He could have been a better person throughout his life, but his decisions had led him to this point. If he’d never been cruel to Ellen, she wouldn’t have complained to Cindy, and she never would have known who he was when he showed up at her cafe door to fix the storm damage.

“What’s it going to be, Darrel? Are you going to give us the girl we want or leave us alone so we can have a girls’ night?”

Darrel shook his head as he gripped the bag tightly and stood from the sofa. He couldn’t believe that he was about to dress up as a girl, but maybe he deserved it. Maybe it would teach him a lesson he’d never forget. He held his head low as he walked to the bathroom. He stepped into the shower to shave his legs and body, making sure to get into all the nooks and crannies. It took far longer than he expected it would, but he kind of liked how he looked smooth. He rubbed lotion onto his dewy skin. He couldn’t believe how good he looked when he stood in front of the mirror.

His cock looked longer and thicker than ever since he went ahead and shaved down there too. It was strange being bare, but that was kind of how he liked his women. He would have trimmed a little bush around his cock if he could, but he didn’t know if Cindy had clippers, and he would rather be bare than have a big bush.

He stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist once he was ready. It was too steamy in the bathroom to slip into the clothes, so he stepped into Cindy’s guest bedroom and closed the door. His heart was racing as he opened the bag of clothes, dumping them onto the bed in the corner.

There was pink lingerie, but only the bottom half. He picked it up, looking confused when he noticed there was a huge hole. He tilted his head to the side, trying to figure out what it was, and then it clicked. It was some type of pink, lacy jockstrap, but it’d been made for men. It had a little pouch and everything, but why in the world would the girls want him to put on a jockstrap? Wouldn’t they want to play with his dick?

The brief concern left his mind as soon as it arrived. He picked up the skirt next, thinking he would like it on a girl, but him? He wasn’t so sure. It was black and short with big bubble pleats. He pulled it up his legs, folding his lips when he noticed how good his legs looked. He cursed and pulled his hand down his face. What in the world were these girls doing to him?

He pulled out the shirt. It was pink like his lace jockstrap and had holes in it that would expose his skin. He couldn’t believe he was putting it on, but he did, and he looked pretty damn good. He turned his back to the mirror, shaking his head when he saw himself from the back. He looked just like a chick. It was ridiculous. He couldn’t believe it. He was fuming when he stepped out of the bathroom and marched into the living room.

“No! I can’t do this!”

The girls jumped when Darrel came into the living room yelling, but all they could do was laugh when they saw him. He was wearing the pink top and skirt, and his legs and chest were bare. He looked like a completely different person.

“You’re already doing it,” Cindy said as she suppressed her laugh. “If you keep yelling, we’ll have to spank you harder.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“Don’t freak out, but we set up a little camera while you were in the bathroom,” Cindy said softly and pointed to the corner where she had her tablet pointed at them. “We’re going to record every moment to make sure that you never cross us.”

Darrel raced over to the tablet but stopped when he heard Cindy snickering. He was boiling inside, ready to destroy everything in his path. He would have already if it weren’t for all those intense therapy sessions with Dr. Klein. He was clinging to sanity as he tried to calm himself. He didn’t want to snap, but this was crazy. He couldn’t have a recording of him dressed up as a girl out there!

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“Everything is being streamed to the cloud. It doesn’t matter if you destroyed the tablet. You won’t be able to stop what’s coming,” said Cindy.

“Why are you doing this to me?”

Cindy sighed and looked at her friend. “You hurt her, and we’re going to make you pay, but you have to be honest. This doesn’t compare to the pain you caused her. The heartache.”

Ellen sighed, hating to be reminded of those dark days. She preferred to forget they happened, but it would be nice to spank Darrel’s feminized ass and have it on camera to enjoy forever. She never thought she would be able to get back at him when he moved out of his apartment, but the day had arrived. “We have more to do to you, Darrel. Why don’t you go get those heels you left in the bag?”

He shook his head as he turned, defeated by the women. He couldn’t argue with them. He’d been terrible to Ellen for months on end. He was taking out all his aggression on her, and those were some of the most stressful days he’d ever faced in his business. He wished he could take back how he’d acted, but it was impossible to turn back time. He would have to live with the mental anguish of his actions, but he was ready to work through the pain. He came back to the living room with the heels dangling from his fingers.

“We made sure they were your size,” said Cindy. “Come sit so we can do your makeup and put a wig on you.”

“A wig?”

“Yes! You’re going to be our girl for the night!”

“Fine,” he said reluctantly.

Ellen and Cindy sat around him at the dining table. They spent the next fifteen minutes doing his makeup. They looked at each other with an expression that gave him goosebumps, but he was far too gone to turn back now. He had heels on his feet, makeup on his face, and a wig on the top of his head. He was unrecognizable when he looked at himself in the mirror again.

“What did you guys do to me?”

“We made you a girl! Now it’s time for you to pay,” Cindy said and grabbed Darrel’s hand to have him stand from the dining table. “Think we should call him Danielle now, Ellen?”

“Yes, he’s… I mean she’s not a Darrel anymore. Not even a little bit,” Ellen said with a wicked smile. They circled him like sharks while he tried to ignore the tablet recording their every movement in the corner. The longer he stood there, though, the more humiliated he felt. “What do you say, Danielle?” Cindy asked, poking his shoulder. “You ready for your punishment?”

He shook his head, but they pushed him over to the sofa. “Get on your knees, Danielle. We’re going to redden that tush up with the paddle, and Ellen’s going to spank your ass first.”

Ellen grinned as she took the paddle from Cindy. She stood behind Danielle and lifted his skirt. She pressed the paddle against his cheek, teasing him. “No!” Danielle screamed. “Please don’t spank me! I’ll be a good boy!”

“You’re a girl!”

“I’ll be a good girl,” he pleaded. “Please, just don’t spank me.”

Ellen looked at her friend, feeling guilty for doing this, but Cindy shook her head. She had to be firm. She couldn’t let Darrel off the hook. “Think about all those nights you came over here and sat on that very couch complaining to me about him. Danielle deserves this.”

Danielle whimpered. As much as he wanted to stand up and run out of the door, he deserved punishment for how he’d treated Ellen. He glanced over his shoulder and looked into her eyes, letting her know that he was okay with this. She took a deep breath as she lifted the paddle higher into the air before bringing it down on his ass. Danielle screamed out as a sharp pain flooded his body, but this was his punishment. This was how he could give back to the woman he’d hurt all those years ago.

“Yes, Ellen! Spank me! I was a bad girl!” Danielle was in pain as Ellen pounded the paddle against his ass, but he didn’t complain. He never told her to stop.

“Get her, Ellen! Danielle was so bad to you!”

“Yes, she was! Terrible! She was a bitch!”

Danielle cursed as his cock grew hard in the tiny pink jockstrap that they’d made him wear. He wanted to pull out his dick, but the girls weren’t giving him a chance to do anything other than grip the back of the sofa. They eventually stepped away from him, letting the paddle fall to the floor. They’d taken turns on his ass, and it’d never felt so raw.

“Is that why you made me wear a jockstrap? To give me a spanking?”

“Among other reasons,” said Cindy. “Get the toy.”

“The toy?”

“Shh!”

Ellen came back with a butt plug. Danielle shook his head. “No! No way! You can’t put that in me!” He turned to sit on his bottom, but the girls weren’t having it. They turned him back onto his knees and grabbed a bottle of lube to lather the plug.

“We’re going to stretch you, and you’re going to be a good girl and take it, aren’t you?”

“Please, girls. Wasn’t the spanking enough?”

Ellen and Cindy both shook their heads. “This is what I really wanted to do,” said Ellen. “Are you going to take that from me?”

Danielle couldn’t protest. Not against Ellen. He groaned and turned back to the wall. He’d never had anything up his ass before in his life. He’d heard of straight guys liking it, but that sounded crazy as fuck. There was no way he was going to like having a plug up his ass, but he had to give the girls what they wanted.

“Please be gentle.”

“We will, Danielle.”

The girls snickered as they lathered the plug with lube. Danielle’s hands were sweaty. He was gripping the back of the sofa, regretting every moment he’d ever been mean to others. He didn’t think the girls would be able to teach him anything, but damn, he’d learned not to mess with them. He wasn’t going to cross either of them ever again. That was for sure.

“Fuck!” Danielle cried out when they pressed the plug against his ass. “Be gentle!”

The girls laughed hard. “We barely even put any of it inside of you! Don’t be a wuss! You can do it.” Cindy spanked his tender bottom. Ellen spread his cheeks wider and pressed the silky tip of the plug against his ass. A strange sensation rippled through his body as she pushed the plug a little deeper. “You like that?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” said Danielle.

“She doesn’t hate it,” said Cindy. “Push harder.”

Danielle cried out in protest, but Ellen listened to Cindy and shoved the plug a little harder. It went deeper and deeper into Danielle’s hole. He couldn’t stand having something inside of him, but when he relaxed, it started to feel good. His cock was rock hard. He couldn’t believe it.

“Ooh, she likes it!’ Cindy said when Danielle hadn’t complained. “Push it deeper!”

Ellen did as she said, rendering Danielle speechless as the plug filled him. He reached his hand up his skirt to grab his cock, but the girls slapped away his arm. “Don’t touch yourself yet! We aren’t through with you.”

“What are you going to do?”

Cindy smiled and turned to grab a dildo she had hiding in her bag. “We’re going to fuck you with it while you cum for the cameras.”

“This is so humiliating,” said Danielle.

“Good! That was the point. Get on your back.”

Danielle climbed off the sofa and onto the floor where Cindy directed. The camera had a perfect angle of him, and he’d never felt more humiliated in his life, but he was strangely excited to see what that dildo would feel like in his ass. Cindy shoved a pillow under his lower back to prop his hole into the perfect position for the dildo.

“Her hole is nice and loose,” Cindy said as she held up her phone to take a picture of Danielle, in all his feminized glory. “You ready to feel some dick?”

Danielle bit his lip and nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Good,” Cindy said. “Get ready.”

Danielle gasped when Ellen pressed the cock against his hole, but it was pure bliss. He was stretched out from the plug and ready for the dildo. He cursed as she pushed it deeper into him, stretching his virgin hole.

“You like that?” asked Cindy.

“Yes!”

“Fuck, this is pretty hot,” said Ellen. “Look at that precum stain.”

“Mmm, I should play with her cock,” Cindy said and reached into Danielle’s jockstrap to pull out his cock. He screamed when she wrapped her slick, lube-covered hand around it. His body shook as she stroked his cock. Every sensation in his body overloaded. Between Ellen fucking him and Cindy stroking his cock, he couldn’t last.

“Please!” he screamed, but it was useless. Cum squirted from his cock like a fountain. It splashed onto his camisole and skirt and Cindy’s hand, but she didn’t mind. She wiped it along Danielle’s leg as he came back down to Earth. “What did you two do to me?”

“We showed you a good time, but don’t forget that we got everything on video. If you ever treat us wrong again, we will use this against you. Got it?”

Danielle nodded aggressively. “Yes. Don’t show anyone that video, please. I’m begging you.”

“Only if you’re a good girl,” Cindy said with a smile. “Now go take a shower while we clean up.”

Danielle ran off to the bathroom, feeling lighter than air when he stripped naked to step into the hot stream of water, loving that he’d been pushed far outside of his comfort zone. He was changing and couldn’t wait to see what kind of man he became.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

One Year Later

Darrel sat on the stoop of Cindy’s cafe, waiting for her to show up. It was exactly one year since the first day he met her after the devastating storm, and so much had changed. He had a bouquet of flowers in his hand and a tight thong around his waist. Sometimes they fooled around at the cafe when nobody else was there, and he was hoping today would be one of those days. He wasn’t able to see her the day before because he was up late at a construction site, and he really wanted to see her now.

She showed up right on time, running into his arms when she got out of her car. He held her and twirled her in a circle before giving her a big kiss, grateful that this woman had come into his life. She’d changed him in ways he never expected. He was still seeing Dr. Klein, but it was mostly maintenance. He wasn’t snapping at others, and his employees treated him so much better, almost like he was one of them. It was a welcome change from who he used to be.

Luckily, Cindy never had to use the video.

“What are you doing here?” Cindy asked when he finally put her down. “How did the project go last night?”

“We finished. They’re moving in today. The designer is there now staging. She’s kind of pissed at me for taking so long, but these clients were some of the most difficult ones I’ve ever had, so I had to make sure everything was perfect.”

“Hmmm, yeah. You don’t want bad reviews.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Wanna share a scone?”

“You know I do,” he said, but they couldn’t stop themselves from having a little fun in the back before coming out to enjoy breakfast together. They played footsie under the table as they ate, more in love than they’d ever been, and their love would only keep growing.
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