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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Tracy and Sally were hanging out at Maple Street Cafe when a message came through on her phone. Tracy couldn’t believe it when she looked at her screen. Tyler. Her ex-boyfriend. She locked her phone and ignored the message, not wanting to respond.

“I have a secret.”

“What?” Tracy asked, her attention returning to the moment. “What kind of secret?”

“Is everything okay?” Sally asked curiously, glancing at Tracy’s phone. It wasn’t often that her friend zoned out of the moment. “Did something happen? Do you need to go?”

“No,” Tracy said. No way was she about to mention Tyler to Sally. Not after how much Tracy had complained to her after Tyler took off with another woman. Karen. What a pig! She was easy on the eyes, of course, but completely vapid in the head. Tracy knew that Tyler missed her. He missed being bossed around and told what to do. He acted like he hated it when they were together, but she knew better.

“Okay,” Sally said like she didn’t quite believe her friend, but she ignored her curiosity because she wanted to talk about herself. “Do you want to hear my secret?”

“What is it?”

Sally folded her lips. She’d been going back and forth about whether she should tell her friend about what she and Patrick did when nobody else was around, but she couldn’t keep the secret anymore. She had to tell someone.

“Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“Yes, I promise! Tell me!” Tracy said excitedly. She was happy to have a distraction from her phone. What in the world did Tyler want? He hadn’t messaged her in ages.

“I don’t know. Patrick would kill me if I told you.”

“What is it?” she asked in a high voice.

Sally folded her lips. She had to tell someone and hoped that Tracy would keep her secret. “Patrick and I have been experimenting.”

“Experimenting how?”

“Let’s just say… I’m taking charge.”

“Taking charge how?”

Sally chewed on her bottom lip. “Patrick likes to have his hole stretched, and sometimes we record it for money.”

Tracy gasped. “Sally! Are you serious?”

“Shh!” She smiled, and Tracy smiled as well. They fell into a fit of laughter, unable to catch their breath for a minute. “I had to tell someone, but you have to swear you’ll keep it a secret.”

“I swear,” Tracy said and grabbed Sally’s hand. “You can trust me, but why do you record it for money?”

“We’re actually starting to do pretty well, and it’s a lot of fun. Patrick loves being my sissy slut,” Sally said in a hushed whisper, feeling so good that she finally got the truth off her chest. She took a big drink from her water glass.

“Your sissy slut?”

“Yes,” Sally said. She explained a bit more about what they did. She only said that Patrick liked to wear lingerie. She didn’t want to reveal his Penny identity, which was what people knew him as online. “It’s a lot of fun.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes! Don’t judge me!”

“I’m not,” said Tracy. “It’s a surprise. Do you like spank him and stuff?” Tracy started thinking of herself. What she would give to spank Tyler’s ass! It would be the perfect way to get back at him for breaking her heart. “Or something else?”

“He likes a light spanking,” Sally said with a laugh. “The lingerie is his favorite. Plus, a good strap-on dildo.”

Tracy roared with laughter. “You’re kidding!”

“I’m not,” Sally said, her cheeks bright red.

“That’s kind of hot.”

“I certainly think so!”

Tracy smiled at her friend, reaching across the table to take her hand. She wanted to tell her about Tyler, but she didn’t want to hear any judgment. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Of course!”

“Tyler texted me.”

“What does he want?”

“To talk,” she said. “I have no idea about what.”

Sally frowned. “He broke your heart.”

“I know,” Tracy said defensively. “That doesn’t mean I can’t talk to him. I’m strong enough to handle the pressure.”

“Fine,” said Sally. “But you text me if you run into any problems. I’ll always be here for you.”

“I know you will,” said Tracy. “Thank you for not judging me, and you know that I’ll be here for you if anything goes wrong with your new side hustle, right?”

“Of course,” Sally said, patting her hand. “Be careful with Tyler. I don’t want to see you with a broken heart again.”

“I’ll be careful,” she said. “Don’t worry.”

Sally smiled at her friend. She would believe it when she saw it but would try not to judge in the meantime. “We should get going. Patrick is expecting me.”

“I’ll let you know how things go,” Tracy said and gave her friend a kiss on the cheek goodbye.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Tracy opened her phone after Sally left, reading the message Tyler had sent. It was clear that he was after more than a conversation. He apologized. Something he’d never done since that skank Karen stumbled into his life. Tracy couldn’t believe she was even considering giving him another chance, but they used to have the best times together. When she was with him, she felt whole, like nothing in the world mattered outside of their bubble.

She felt completely pathetic for even remembering how much she loved him, but love didn’t die easily. As much as she wanted to move past this message, she couldn’t ignore it. Her curiosity wouldn’t allow it. She had to see what Tyler wanted, so she called him.

“Tracy! You called!” Surprise laced Tyler’s voice, making her wonder if she was making a mistake. 

“What do you want?”

“You,” he said.

“What happened to Karen?”

“I dumped her. She was crazy!”

Tracy gripped her phone, trying to calm herself. She could have told him that his skank Karen was a crazy bitch ages ago. She once saw her chewing out a barista at the Maple Street Cafe, but that was before she stole Tyler from her. She’d known Karen for years, and everyone knew that she was a homewrecker.

“Please say something, Tracy. You don’t know how sorry I am.”

“What do you want me to say?”

“That you forgive me.”

Tracy grunted. “You have to be kidding. Why in the world would I forgive you for what you did? You left me, Tyler! You left me high and dry after telling me that you loved me!”

“I know. I’m sorry.” Tyler’s voice was soft and weak. It almost didn’t even sound like him. “Tracy, you loved me right. You were the best girl I could have ever had.”

“Say it again,” she said. After all those nights lying in bed drying her eyes while he was probably fucking that skank Karen, pleading was the least he could do. “Tell me how bad you were.”

“I was terrible. I never should have left you like I did. Will you give me another chance? Can I take you out to dinner?”

Tracy sighed into the phone. She loved this groveling. Part of her was eager to fall back into Tyler’s arms and act like they’d never broken up, but that would be too easy. He had to pay for what he did to her. He had to understand that she was in charge and that she would never give him a third chance. If she just went back to him without making him pay, he would break her heart again. He would get the upper hand, and that just wasn’t acceptable.

“I don’t know, Tyler. Why should I have dinner with you?”

“So that I can earn your forgiveness!”

Tracy sighed. “You act like you can just put a band-aid on what you did. How would you feel if I’d run off with some guy? Would you have been okay with that?”

“No,” he said softly. “Of course not.”

“Then why should I forgive you for what you did?”

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” he admitted. “I only hope you’ll give me a chance to earn your forgiveness.”

Tracy stayed silent for a long moment. “Fine,” she said eventually. “I’ll let you take me out to dinner, but it has to be tomorrow night. I want to go to The Pine Table, and I want a nice bottle of wine when we go there.”

Tyler groaned. He wasn’t the richest guy.

“Oh? Does that mean you don’t want a date?”

“No! I do!” he said. “I was just hoping we could go somewhere cheaper, but don’t worry. I’ll make it work.”

“Good, I’ll text you,” Tracy said and hung up. She gasped when she got off the phone. She paced her living room as her heart hammered in her chest. She couldn’t believe that she was actually going to meet up with Tyler. She went to the kitchen to fix herself a glass of ice water. She shared a cute two-bedroom apartment with her friend Erma in downtown Pinecrest. They didn’t live far from Sally, so the three of them spent a lot of time together. Sally hadn’t been coming around as much since Patrick showed up, but they still tried to get together at least once a week. She’d hoped the glass of water would calm her, but she couldn’t focus her mind. She needed to talk to her friend.

“Hey! What’s up?” Sally asked when she answered. “Let me guess, you talked to Tyler.”

“How did you know?”

“You’re breathing heavily into the phone.”

Tracy cursed under her breath. “What am I doing, Sally? Why did I call him?” She wasn’t sure that she should give him the time of day, but how would she be able to live with herself if she didn’t? She was thinking about all those nights she spent in Tyler’s arms and how good it felt to wake up by his side. She hated him for what he did to her, but they were young. They were stupid. They’d both made mistakes.

“You called him because he has a piece of your heart. What did he say? Are you going to meet up with him?”

Tracy nodded without saying a word, but Sally couldn’t see her. She snapped back a few seconds later. “Yes, I’m going to meet him.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow night. I told him he has to take me to The Pine Table, even though I know he doesn’t have any money.”

“And he agreed?”

“Yes, reluctantly. He wanted to go somewhere cheaper,” Tracy said, laughing a little. “Do you think he’ll break my heart again?”

“Not if you’re strong.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Tracy said. “I want to show him that he can’t walk all over me, but I don’t know how.”

“You have everything you need.”

“Like what?”

“Do you have a belt?”

“Yes,” Tracy said cautiously. “Why would I need a belt?” She already knew the answer to the question, but could Sally really be suggesting that she spank Tyler? Tracy had thought about doing it herself, but Tyler wasn’t a small guy. He played rugby. How was she ever going to get him to submit? Then a thought occurred to her that maybe he wasn’t meant to be. “Actually, maybe I should just give up on him while I’m ahead.”

“That’s another option,” Sally agreed. “But is it what you want?”

“I don’t know what I want,” said Tracy.

“You want Tyler.”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“But you don’t want him to hurt you again.”

“Correct.”

“So, how can you stop that from happening?”

“By showing him that I’m serious,” said Tracy. She’d gone through the reasoning in her head. She understood the logic, but Tyler wasn’t that kind of guy. He was goofy and easygoing, but he was also serious beneath the outgoing exterior. Tracy knew that he took his image seriously. Would he really be willing to give up what he thought of himself to keep her? “What if he doesn’t listen.”

“He clearly wants you, so you’ll have to show him what it costs. If you’re not strong enough to make him pay for what he did, then you need to stay away. Find another guy. Tyler is nice, but he cheated on you. You were heartbroken. Erma and I can’t nurse you back to health again.”

Tracy hated that Sally was right as she wondered if she was truly strong enough to let Tyler back into her life. She wanted him, but she didn’t want to give up the strength she’d gained since the breakup. She’d been so weak when they were last dating, not at all prepared for the storm when it arrived. She’d been through the worst and was now living sunny days.

“Are you strong enough, Tracy?”

“I think so, but I’m nervous.”

“You need to show him who is in charge.”

“How do I do that?”

Sally chuckled. “There are many ways you can do it, but what you have to remember above all else is that he wants your pussy, and he wants you to baby him like you used to do.”

“I can’t go back to that. No!”

“Then don’t, but he has to understand what’s changed and why. If he doesn’t want to accept your terms, then leave him. There are plenty of hotties out there for you!”

Tracy nodded as she held the phone, feeling more prepared to take on Tyler. “Any suggestions for punishments?”

“Well, if it were Patrick, I would dress him in lingerie and stick a dildo up his ass, but Tyler might not want to go that far,” Sally said with a light laugh. “What do you think? Lacy lingerie? You could take pictures of him wearing a thong to hold over his head as blackmail.”

“Hmm, that’s not a bad idea. I’m thinking I definitely want to spank his ass.”

“Why not do it in a lace jockstrap?”

“Is that a real thing?” asked Tracy.

“Yes! They’re great! I have a few new ones that we haven’t used. Why don’t you come over and get one for Tyler? I bet he’ll love the surprise,” Sally said and cackled into the phone. “What color do you think he’d like?”

“I don’t care what color he’d like. Give me something girly.”

“Ooh, I have a pink one right here!”

“Coming over now,” Tracy said and ended the call, feeling her lips curl into a smirk. She had no idea what would happen to her and Tyler, but one thing was certain. The boy was going to pay.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Tyler was already at The Pine Table when she walked through the door. It had a lovely cozy, rustic atmosphere with flickering candles on each table, and the entire space smelled of hearty food. It wasn’t even Tracy’s favorite restaurant, but it was one of Pinecrest’s more expensive eateries, and she wanted to be spoiled tonight.

“Thank you for meeting me,” Tyler said and kissed Tracy on the cheek. She twisted away from him as his lips made contact. “Let me pull out your chair,” he said, trying his best to ignore how she’d dodged his touch.

She grunted as she sat. There was something in his eyes that looked like remorse. She couldn’t believe it. Tyler, the man who thought he was king of the world, was really upset about how he’d treated her. For the longest time, she thought he didn’t even care, but she couldn’t let his sweet blue eyes trick her. 

“I’ve missed you, Tracy.”

“Why should I care?” she snapped.

“You have every right to be angry at me. I did you wrong, but I want to make it up to you however I can.”

“Maybe you should have thought about that before you stuck your dick in that skank’s vagina!” Tracy looked around after belting the words, silently apologizing to the people who’d turned to glance in her direction. She took a deep breath to steady herself, feeling like she would need that bottle of wine sooner rather than later. Talking to him over the phone had been one thing but seeing him in person had her anger spiking to new heights. “I mean, really, what did you think was going to happen? Why did you even call me? I want to know why.”

“You were the best thing that ever happened to me, Tracy. You kept me in line. You helped me see that the future is bright. It doesn’t have to be chaotic or uncertain.”

“I’m not your mother,” said Tracy.

“No, but you could be my wife. If you allowed me to be so lucky,” he said, staring into her eyes. Damn, he looked good. He had a cropped, blonde haircut that was super sexy. All the girls wanted to be with him, which used to make Tracy jealous, but she was already looking at him in a new light. That smitten, head-over-heels-in-love girl was still inside her soul, but it was different. Her view had been obscured by the cheating. She was no longer able to think of him as the man of her dreams. He was a catch. Smart, attractive, athletic, and his dick was fantastic, but what did that matter if he couldn’t be trusted?

“What makes you think I’d ever want to marry you?”

“I don’t know,” he mumbled. “Let’s order.”

“Yes, let’s.” She picked up her menu, ignoring him as he stared. She knew that he expected her to fall back into his arms without a question about what he’d done, but he was crazy if he thought that she was going back to that. The server came over a few minutes later, and they went ahead and ordered everything. A chef’s salad for her, and a hamburger for him.

“I wish I’d never hurt you.”

“That’s fine, but it doesn’t change what you did.”

“Will you ever be able to forgive me?”

She shrugged. “Maybe after a glass of wine.”

He cracked a smile. “I feel like shit over here.”

“Good,” she smiled back at him. “You should.”

He ran his hand down his face. If he could go back in time, he never would have let Karen get his ear. She came up to him at a party, and they spent the night together. It was magical. It was so much fun that Tyler lost sight of his path in life. He didn’t wake up to the truth until he got into a fight with Karen a few weeks after their first encounter. They weren’t even doing anything. She just started yelling at him about how he didn’t treat her right and how he wasn’t a good lover and so much crazy shit. They stayed together, but it only got worse from there, and he missed Tracy the entire time. He wished he’d never hurt her. He wished that he could be back in her arms.

“What can I do to make it up to you?”

“I have a few things in mind.” She smirked as she looked over the rim of her wine glass at him. Their food got delivered a few moments ago as well, so they stayed silent for several minutes while they ate, looking at each other as an intensity passed between them. All the love they’d shared rushed to the surface, but Tracy settled herself. She wouldn’t be able to let her guard down until she knew that Tyler was broken and completely faithful to her. “I appreciate the dinner,” she said when their food was cleared away. “What do you say about dessert at my house? I bought us a couple brownies at the supermarket.”

“I would love that,” he said.

“Are you going to be a good boy?”

“I’ll be on my best behavior. I promise.”

“I hope so,” she said with a smile. Tyler was going to hate her when she pulled out that skimpy lace jockstrap and the paddle, but this was what he deserved. If he wanted her back, he was going to have to prove to her that he could follow her directions and do exactly what she said. Anything else and she would have to seriously evaluate whether she wanted a future with him.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“Where’s Erma?”

“She’s out for the night,” said Tracy. “I thought I told you that.”

“Maybe you did. I’ve been a wreck ever since I saw you. How could I have been so stupid?” Tyler asked and moved closer to her. He grabbed her hands, but she dropped them, shaking her head.

“You don’t get to touch me!”

“I’m sorry!” he threw his hands into the air.

“Actually, get onto your knees!” She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor. She was going to wait and give Tyler his brownie first, but he clearly had a misunderstanding of where the night was headed.

“What?” he asked. “Why would I do that?”

“Because I told you to! Are you disobeying me?”

Tyler’s eyes widened as fright filled them. He shook his head and dropped to his knees in the middle of the living room.

She took a deep breath to calm herself. She went between loving him and hating him every few seconds, and she really needed to spank his ass to get out some of this aggression. How dare he cheat on her! She did everything for him! She even used to give him massages with oil at their best moments, but those days were over. Tyler had ruined it when he stuck his dick into that whore Karen.

“Why am I on my knees?”

“Because you were a bad boy, Tyler. A very bad boy.”

“I know, but I’m sorry!”

“Why in the world should I give you another chance?”

“We had something special. You can’t deny it.”

“Something special that you ruined!” Her voice got the better of her, growing much louder than she cared for, but she had every right to be angry. “You took what we had and tossed it in the garbage, Tyler, and now you’re crawling back to me. Do you think I’m just going to drop my panties for you? You think I’m going to beg you to fuck me after being with that slut?” Tyler said nothing, staring into her eyes like that was exactly how he expected things to happen. She grunted and shook her head. “Take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“Take off your fucking clothes, Tyler!”

Tyler looked at her with pleading eyes, but she turned away from him. She wasn’t going to let those pretty blues confuse her. She went into her bedroom to grab the pink lace jockstrap Sally had given her and a ping-pong paddle that she was going to use to redden up his ass. He was mistaken if he thought he was about to get out of here without a punishment.

She tossed the pink jockstrap at him when she stepped back into the living room. He held it in his hand, looking down at it with a confused expression. “What do you want me to do with this?”

“Put it on!”

“What is it even?”

“A jockstrap.”

His eyes widened, and he tossed the jockstrap across the room. Tracy sighed, shaking her head. She went over to pick up the pink lingerie. “Either you can put this on, or you can get out of my apartment and never talk to me again. You came back to me, Tyler, and it’s time you learn your lesson for crossing me.”

He swallowed a breath and slowly turned his attention to the lacy pink jockstrap that Tracy was dangling from her finger. “What in the world are you going to do?”

“You’ll see. Put it on.”

“Tracy, please. It doesn’t—”

“Yes, it does.”

“Why?”

“Don’t ask questions and put on the jockstrap.”

Tyler felt his dignity falling away. He never expected his evening to come to this, but there he was. He took a deep breath before pulling off his T-shirt. He cursed under his breath and unbuttoned his jeans. He shook his head as he pushed his jeans down his legs and off his ankles. Then he pulled the pink jockstrap up his legs, feeling a strange sensation at his backside. There was no fabric covering his ass cheeks! Nothing stopping Tracy from violating his hole.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Shut up and get onto your hands and knees!”

“Tracy, please. We can work this out.”

“You should have thought about that a long time ago, Tyler! It’s too late now!”

He groaned as he slowly crawled onto his hands and knees, having no idea what Tracy was about to do to him. He wanted her back but never thought that it would entail all of this. Every second on his hands and knees in that pink jockstrap felt like an eternity, and then he heard the snap of a camera. “Tracy!” he screeched and looked over his shoulder, only to find that she was taking more pictures of him. He got up to take the phone, but she shouted at him to stop. “You’re killing me. I can’t do this.”

“Then leave, Tyler. I don’t care.”

He glanced at the door, knowing that he wasn’t about to leave, but why was she doing this to him? Why did she want to make him suffer? He sighed and got back onto his hands and knees, feeling helpless. “You don’t have to do this.”

“It’s the only way you’ll understand how serious I am. What else will stop you from walking all over my heart again?”

“You can trust me, Tracy!”

She chuckled. “Be quiet. We aren’t finished yet.” He fell silent as she got onto her knees behind him. She ran her finger down the split in his ass, making him shiver. She wondered how he would react if she shoved a dildo up his hole like Sally did to Patrick. Instead, she grabbed her ping-pong paddle. She placed it against his ass cheek, listening to how his breaths became shallower.

She lifted the paddle and brought it down on his ass without another word, and the sound of his stinging skin awoke something within her. She took a deep breath and did it again, making him cry out, begging her to stop.

“You deserve this! Tell me you do!”

“I deserve this, but it hurts!” he cried.

“Breaking my heart hurt!” she said and brought down the paddle on his ass again, spanking him for what felt like an eternity until his pleas finally broke through. She snapped out of her trance and fell backwards, gasping for air. Tyler fell forward, gasping as well. His ass was bright red. It looked like it would be tender in the morning, but she didn’t care. Tyler owed her this and so much more.

“Come over here and give me a kiss.”

Tyler began moving slowly. He got to his hands and knees and crawled over to her. He gave her a big kiss on the lips. She lost herself in the kiss for a moment, but Tyler wasn’t about to fuck her. Not tonight. As much as she wanted to feel him inside of her, he hadn’t earned the right yet.

“Eat my pussy.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Better make sure you cum while you’re down there,” she warned him.

“Can’t I fuck you?”

“Another night,” she said. Hurt clouded Tyler’s eyes, but this was his punishment. If he wanted to be in her life, he was going to learn how to please her how she desired, and even more importantly, he was going to earn her trust. “Get down there. It won’t take me long.”

He moved down to her pussy, inhaling deeply once he got off her panties. Home. He’d been gone far too long. Karen didn’t smell anywhere near as good as Tracy. A tear slid down his face when he went in to eat her out, moving his tongue up and down her pussy until she was screaming out at the top of her lungs.

“Yes!” she hollered and pushed on the back of his head. “Drink my cum, naughty boy!”

Tyler moaned on her pussy as he lapped up as much of her juices as he could, loving that he was finally back where he belonged. He reached into his jockstrap to grab his hard dick. He wished more than anything that he was inside of his girl, but he would have to wait. Until then, he came in his jockstrap and relished the fact that he was closer to having his girl back than he’d been a day ago.

to be continued…
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