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It was the best day of Coral’s life. She was marrying Brent, her high-school sweetheart. She was surrounded by her friends and family. She had a new job in the city waiting for her after the honeymoon in Bali. Her cheeks were starting to hurt from smiling so much.

They’d taken so many pictures. In them, Coral’s dark, curly hair fell across her pale, lightly-freckled shoulders. Her blue eyes sparkled with happiness. Brent looked so handsome, his brown hair cut short, his smile wide.

During the reception, just after cutting the cakes, a young man dressed in the uniform of the Hotel Barrington came up to Coral as she was about to take her first bite of Devil’s food cake. 

“Sorry, Ma’am,” he said. He had a thin moustache, a wisp almost. “Your grandmother would like to speak to you in private.”

Nanna? Coral tried to remember if she’d even seen her at the wedding, but couldn’t remember. There was so much going on. 

“Of course,” she said. She told Brent she’d be right back, then followed the young man down a hall away from the reception. The laughter and music faded away. He opened a door into an ornate room, all mahogany furniture and velvet cushions. A painting on the wall showed Englishmen astride horses, one blowing a horn, a fox in the foreground, running. 

And there in her wheelchair, a shawl draped over her chest, was her Nanna. 

“Come here, sweety,” she said. 

Coral went to her, knelt down, and hugged her. The man closed the door behind, leaving them in privacy and silence.

“I wanted to give you your gift in private,” she said. She reached under her shawl and brought out an envelope, the paper a dark shade of crimson. She handed it with two hands to Coral, who took it.

“Thank you,” Coral said. The paper was rich, almost like a fabric. Her name was written in beautiful looping calligraphy. She turned it over in her hands and saw a peach-colored seal of wax. She reached out to touch it.

“Wait,” Nanna said. She put her hands over Coral’s. “Are you happy? With this man, I mean.”

“Yes,” she said. “He’s wonderful.”

“Good,” Nanna said. She coughed. “That’s good. But you may not always be. If you come to a point where you’re no longer happy, and he’s no longer wonderful, open that.” She nodded at the envelope. “Until then, keep it in a safe place.”

So strange. Coral was dying to just pop the seal and see what the big mystery was. Nanna was pushing ninety, so who knew? It could just as well be a meatloaf recipe.

“Okay,” Coral said, nodding. “I will.”

Coral and Brent found a house in the suburbs. He worked most days from home, a nice perk from his graphic design company. She went into the city each morning, where she worked at the prestigious architectural firm, MacKenzie and Durst.

Their one-year anniversary had come and gone. That first year had been good. Not great, but good. But lately she came home to find Brent, not on the Mac, working, but on the sofa in his sweatpants, playing the latest Call of Duty of Grand Theft Auto. 

They were doing fine for money. That’s wasn’t an issue. He just didn’t seem as interested in her any more. They still had sex, once or twice a week. But he used to kiss her all over, whisper in her ear, tell her she was sexy. Now he mounted her perfunctorily, like a ranch hand settling into the saddle of his trusty mare.

Maybe that’s what marriage was. But as time wore on he seemed detached and even bored with her. More and more, she thought of that strange red envelope, sitting at the bottom of her panty drawer.

One night, as she lay propped up in bed, reading a thriller about a female cop hunting a serial killer, Brent’s phone chimed. A text. He was in the shower.

She hated herself for even thinking about looking, but when the phone dinged a second time, she couldn’t help herself. Coral reached across to the nightstand and looked at the locked screen. She’d seen him unlock it a million times, so she knew the pattern. She shook her head at herself as she traced her finger across the screen.

She opened the texting app and gasped. He’d received a picture, a woman pulling down the front of her shirt with one hand, one tit flopping out of her blouse. Her hair was a trashy fake blond. She smiled whorishly with pink glitter lips.

The text below it said, “This needs some sucking.” They were from someone named Kayleigh.

Coral almost hurled the phone across the room. Blood was pounding in her head. Instead, she took a deep breath, closed the app, and put it back on the nightstand.

“You hear something?” Brent said. He stood in the doorway, rubbing the towel on his head.

“Nope,” she said. This needs some sucking. Goddamnit. She wanted to scream at him. Instead she pretended to read her book.

She had always valued her level head. She wasn’t going to overreact. Maybe it was sent to the wrong number. But if it wasn’t, another woman might explain a lot.

Either way, tomorrow, before she did anything else, she was opening that envelope.

The next day was an office day for Brent. She usually left before him, but today she lingered.

“You feeling all right, babe?” he asked her, taking a sip of coffee.

Actually, she didn’t. She felt sick.

“No, I’m fine,” she said. When he was out the door, she nearly sprinted to the bedroom. She knelt in front of her dresser, tears welling in her eyes. This wasn’t the way things were supposed to go.

Nanna had passed just three months after the wedding. She’d thought about opening the envelope then, but she’d held off. Things were still great with Brent then, and she’d made a promise. But now? No, things were not great anymore. She’d put on a few pounds. Nothing crazy, but a few of her pants were too tight to wear anymore. But she wasn’t going to go round and round in her head blaming herself for his shittiness.

Coral opened the drawer and dug out the envelope, still looking as mysterious as ever, something from a bygone age. She almost felt bad breaking the seal. It hissed as she opened it, and she thought she smelled something. Lavender, maybe?

Inside was a filigreed piece of paper, the color of bone, like an ancient invitation. In fine calligraphy it read, “Welcome to The Peach Grove Society.” Below the script was a telephone number, with her area code.

Weird, she thought. Nanna had always been her favorite in the family. She’d always given her great advice, made her feel strong and loved. She hadn’t known what to expect. Maybe just words of inspiration? Certainly not some cryptic message about now belonging to some club, and certainly not a phone number.

She dug her phone out of her purse, sat on the edge of the bed, and dialed.

A husky female voice answered, probably an older woman, though it was hard to tell. “Hello, sister. How can I help you?”

“Oh, hello.” Coral turned the piece of paper over in her hands. “I don’t know.”

“I think you do,” the voice said.

“I mean, my Nanna, my grandma, gave me this number.”

“She was a wise and wonderful woman.”

“Did you know her?”

“Yes, of course I did. A shame she’s gone.” The voice sighed, then brightened. “But you’re still here, darling. And you wouldn’t have called if you didn’t need help. Tell me what we can do.”

Coral paused. She didn’t know what this Peach Grove thing was or who this woman was, but suddenly it didn’t matter. She started to talk and it all poured out: how her idyllic marriage had degenerated so quickly, how Brent had begun to ignore her in favor of just about everything else, and finally the humiliation of the text message, pictures and all, from the little whore named Kayleigh.

“That’s awful,” the woman said. “That won’t do at all. I’m sending one of our associates, our best actually, over this evening. You are at 114 Pilkington Avenue?”

“Yes, how did you know—”

“Is seven o’clock all right? Will Brent be home by then?”

“Yes, he should be, but—”

“Fine, then. That’s good dear. Miss Madison will be there at seven, and we’re going to make everything better.”

And before Coral had a chance to say anything else, the call ended with a click.

She had thought of calling back. Instead, she gathered herself and went to work. Strangely, she felt better, though she couldn’t say why. They knew her address and Brent's name. That should have been disturbing, but for some reason it wasn't. Maybe the way the older woman had talked to her? The way she had listened?

And who was this Miss Madison? Some kind of counselor? Brent hated counselors and therapists. His parents had gone through therapy, and he’d said on more than one occasion he thought it was a scam. If that’s what tonight was going to be, it wasn’t going to go well. But Coral didn’t think so. She didn’t know what it was, but the call, the woman’s voice, everything about it had made her feel reassured.

That evening she picked up Thai for dinner and greeted Brent with a kiss when she got home. He gave her a perfunctory peck on the lips, his usual lately, and headed for the bedroom to put on his sweatpants. No doubt he had an evening of gaming on his mind.

Brent scooped his noodles onto a plate and headed for the TV.

“I was hoping we could—” she started.

He paused in the space between the living room and the dining room, plate in his hand. “What?” he said.

She wanted to lift up her shirt, pull her tit out, and say: "This needs some sucking, you asshole." 

“Nothing,” she said.

He booted up the game system and happily played as he slurped his noodles.

At seven sharp the doorbell rang.

Brent looked up briefly, arching his eyebrows, but didn’t stop playing. Coral went the door.

The woman standing under the porch light stood nearly six feet tall. She had gorgeous red hair tied into a neat bun atop her head. Her auburn eyes twinkled behind black-rimmed glasses. She wore a dark red silk blouse buttoned to her neck with a pearl clasp. Her ample breasts swelled beneath it. Her black skirt reached past her knees. Her legs were covered in dark hose, with high red heels. She held a black leather bag, like something an old doctor that made house calls might carry. She looked like a turn-of-the-century schoolmarm, or a buxom Mary Poppins. Maybe she was both.

She extended a hand, her fingernails painted red. “I’m Miss Madison,” she said. “And you must be Coral.”

“Yes,” Coral said, taking her hand. It was warm, like fresh-baked bread.

“May I come in?”

Coral stepped aside and closed the door, then led her into the living room. She felt her face flush with embarrassment at the sight of her husband sitting on the couch, not bothering to even pause his game. Miss Madison seemed not to mind, though.

“You must be Brent,” she said.

Brent looked up, slightly confused, the expression on his face asking how she knew his name.

“Do I know you?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “But you are going to. Very well and very soon.”

“Uh,” was all he could manage at that.

“Now then, turn that off and give me, and more importantly, your wife, your full attention. We need to talk.”

He snorted, and didn’t stop playing. “About what?”

Miss Madison walked slowly to the wall and jerked the plug out of the wall. The screen went dark.

“Hey!” yelled Brent. “Who the hell do you think you are?”

“My name is Miss Madison, which you would know if you had greeted me properly.”

“Suddenly I don’t give a shit who you are,” he said. “Get the hell out of my house.”

“Technically speaking,” Miss Madison said, “This isn’t your house. I believe Coral’s name is the only one on the mortgage.”

It was true. Brent’s family wasn’t poor, necessarily, but Coral’s was well-off by comparison. She had a nice fund started by her parents when she was very young, and they’d agreed to use it for the down payment. So technically, it was her house. But Coral had no idea how the other woman had known that. Had her Nanna told these people? Her curiosity at just who this woman was and how she knew what she did was at least temporarily overridden by Coral’s glee in seeing Brent put in his place.

Miss Madison turned to Coral. “Do you want me to leave?”

Coral looked at her, then at Brent, his eyebrows furrowed in anger. “No,” she said.

“Well, fuck this,” Brent said, turning to leave. “I’m not putting up with this shit.”

“Yes,” Miss Madison said. “You are. Sit down.” She said it in the tone you might use for a house pet.

Brent’s face was morphing from anger to bewilderment. He started to open his mouth, but Miss Madison spoke first.

“You’ve been a very poor husband,” she said. “You made a solemn vow to your wife to be there for her, but you haven’t honored that vow. You’ve been neglectful, lazy, selfish, and most recently unfaithful.”

His face grew red at this. His mouth, agape, snapped shut.

“Sit down,” she said again, in the same tone of voice.

He paused for a beat, then sat. Miss Madison pulled up a nearby chair and sat as well, crossing her beautiful legs.

“Good,” she said. “Now then, the two of you are going to visit our downtown offices together, starting tomorrow, twice a week.” She snapped open the black bag and took out a card. She handed it to Brent.

“Why—” he started.

“Brent,” Miss Madison interrupted. “You’re going to do this. Not out of guilt. Not out of obligation. And certainly not because I am very good friends with your boss, Dan McEwen.”

“Wait,” he said. “Are you threatening me?”

“Of course not,” she gave a light laugh, but there was a dark twinkle in her eyes that said otherwise. Then her face grew gravely serious. “You’re going to do this because Coral is your light and your love. You seem to have forgotten that. I’m going to remind you.”

With that, she stood, snapped the bag shut again, and took Coral’s hand. “It was wonderful to meet you, dear.” Then she walked out, closing the front door behind her.

Brent looked up at Coral. A new emotion, guilt, now registered there. He looked down at the card at the address written there.

The offices of The Peach Grove Society sat wedged between two modern high rises. They were barely noticeable to walkers-by. The front was windowless red brick with a simple wooden door. There was no sign or any other indication of what the place was.

Coral and Brent stood at the bottom of the steps leading up to the door. He looked like a pouty child. He hadn’t said a word on the ride over. Coral wasn’t much more enthusiastic. She didn’t really know what this was yet. But she trusted her Nanna, and for now that was good enough. If she didn’t like the way things went, they could always just leave.

Coral walked up the steps and Brent followed. She reached out to rap the brass knocker affixed to the door, but before she could, the door opened. Miss Madison stood there in a black silk dress adorned with prints of poppies. Her ample cleavage swelled out of the front. Her luscious red hair was piled atop her head, and her bright red lips parted into a smile.

“So glad you could make it,” she said. “Do come in.” She kissed Coral on the cheek and ushered them both inside.

The lobby looked like something out of Buckingham Palace. A crystal chandelier hung above a room filled with ornate furniture, all satin and deep, dark woods. 

“Would you like some tea?” Miss Madison asked.

“No, thank you,” Coral said.

“Sure,” said Brent.

Miss Madison ignored Brent. “This way,” she said, opening a door to the right. A plainer room greeted them, adorned only with a simple day bed, a leather chair, a wooden cabinet, and an odd metal post fixed in the center. Coral thought this looked much more like a therapist’s room, and she relaxed a little, thinking this would be a counseling session. She and Brent did have a lot of things to talk out.

Miss Madison closed the door behind them, then said, “Brent, dear, remove your clothing.”

“What?” he said.

“You heard me well enough,” she said. “And don’t just pile it on the floor. Fold it neatly and set it by the door.”

“Nope,” he said. “That’s it.” 

Brent headed for the door, but Miss Madison stepped in front of him, lightly touching her fingers to his chest. He paused, and she leaned in close to him, putting her ruby red lips near his left ear. She whispered something to him, something Coral strained to hear, but couldn’t.

He slumped, took a step back, then stayed that way with his head down, thinking. Coral looked at him, then at Miss Madison, who had a mysterious little smile on her lips. Finally, Brent pulled his polo shirt off, unbuckled his jeans, and pushed out of his shoes. As ordered, he stacked everything by the door.

“Those too,” Miss Madison said, arching her eyebrows at his blue boxers.

Brent sighed, then wiggled his way out of them. Coral felt herself blush. She’d seen him naked many times, of course, but not in front of anyone else. He had a nice cock, she thought, though she didn’t have much to compare it to. She was happy he was circumcised. She really didn’t like the fleshy sleeve of uncut ones.

“Good,” Miss Madison said. “Now come over here.” She pointed to the metal pole. Brent shuffled over, while Miss Madison opened the wooden cabinet and took out some items. 

The first looked like some kind of brass cage. The design looked old, medieval even, but the sheen was bright and new. Maybe a dozen wide rings were welded together with a little space between. Miss Madison pressed it and it swung open in two halves. She bent over Brent’s crotch and snapped it on with amazing speed. 

“Hey,” he said, but it was too late. The device apparently had a built in lock. Coral could see a keyhole and heard something click into place.

“On your knees,” Miss Madison said.

Brent shifted from one foot to the other, then looked at Coral, a hurt, puppy-dog look that said: Don’t make me do this, please. For a second, she almost felt sorry for him, but then she remembered the text. This needs some sucking. Any sympathy there might have been vanished.

Brent sighed again and got down on his knees. Miss Madison took the other thing she’d gotten out of the cabinet, a leather collar with a brass chain, and looped it around Brent’s neck. She clicked the end of the chain to a hook on the metal pole, and Brent was all locked up.

“There we go,” she said, standing up. She straightened her skirt and looked at Coral brightly. “Come with me, dear. We’ll get you all fixed up.”

Coral swallowed hard, a flutter in her chest. Was this place some weird dungeon? Was there a collar waiting for her?

Miss Madison held out her hand. Coral hesitated, then took it. It was as warm as it had been the night before. Was that only last night?

Coral glanced back at Brent, his head hung, staring at the floor, a brass cage hanging between his legs. She’d never seen him so docile, so defeated. She just didn’t know what to think about all this.

Miss Madison led her from the room, back into the foyer. The ascended a winding staircase together.

“The very first thing to do is to subjugate him,” Miss Madison said. “Put him in his place. First, keep him naked in your presence. That way he’s vulnerable, literally exposed. He’s much less likely to be willful that way. Second is to lock up his plaything. If you control that, you control him.” She stopped on the middle of the stairs, reached into her cleavage, and withdrew a key on a gold chain. She handed it to Coral, who put the chain around her neck. "And to ease your worry a bit, he hadn't fucked her yet."

"What?"

"Kayleigh. She works in his human resources department. Oh, he's been thinking about it a long time, and was just about to. But he hadn't done it yet."

"Oh," Coral said. She found she was relieved, but how did this woman know these things? "Thank you." She didn't know what else to really say.

"You're welcome, dear."

They walked the rest of the way up, then entered another room.

Coral gasped. Mannequins stood everywhere, adorned with dozens, maybe hundreds of outfits. Some looked like Mardi Gras costumes, bursting with plumage and sequins. Catsuits, bustiers, fishnet, kimonos, latex. The colors and variety were amazing. She looked at Miss Madison, who looked back, pleased. 

“Go on,” Miss Madison said. “Pick one out.”

Coral hesitated again. “I don’t know about all this,” she said. “It just seems so…”

“So what, dear?”

“I don’t know. Weird.”

Miss Madison stepped close to her. “You want to know what’s really weird? For thousands of years, men have lorded over us, marginalized us, used us and taken advantage of us. For all of recorded history, they’ve run the show. Isn't that just a little bit weird, dear?" She took another half step toward Coral and cupped Coral’s crotch. It felt so warm. "You have the pussy, dear. You should have the power. What's weird is that now you do not. But I am going to teach you. And your little Brent."

She gave Coral a kiss on the cheek, then stepped back and flourished her hand, like a game show hostess. “Now go ahead. Pick out something you like.”

Coral took a deep breath. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was time to take charge, not just of Brent, but of her life. She felt her nipples harden slightly, a slickness forming between her legs. 

And that didn’t feel weird at all.

Coral entered the room where Brent kneeled on the hardwood floor. He looked up at her, his eyes widening.

She stood, hands on her hips. A leather corset cinched her waist, half cupping her exposed breasts, her pink nipples standing erect. The key dangled between them on its gold chain. She wore no panties, her curly dark hair glistening just a bit in the soft light. From mid-thigh down her legs were coated in latex, ending in spiked heels.

Miss Madison stood behind her. She leaned forward and whispered in her ear. “May I make a suggestion, dear,” she said. “When was the last time he sucked at your peach? A good husband focuses on his wife’s pleasure before his own. Why not let that be his first lesson?”

Coral thought about it. He had gone down on her, but not in a long time. Certainly not since they’d been married. And he had always rushed, never really seeming that into it. She had used her mouth on him far more often. And no, that didn’t seem fair.

She walked to the day bed, then looked at Miss Madison. “Is it all right—”

“Anything you do in here is all right,” Miss Madison said.

Coral sat onto the cushions, smooth on her ass. Brent was looking at her now, confused, but curious, like she was some strange new species. She supposed she was.

Coral spread her thighs, feeling the cool air tickle her hair. She was quite wet now. 

“Get to eating, boy,” she said. She didn’t care anymore that Miss Madison was looking on. In fact, it aroused her. 

Brent crawled forward, still tethered to the pole. But he had plenty of leeway to reach his head between her legs. When he got close, Coral decided he was moving too slowly. She grabbed his head in two fistfuls of hair and shoved his face to her wet lips.

“I said eat, bitch!” she said, smiling at her own audacity. She’d never talked to Brent this way, never treated him this way. But it felt good.

He licked upwards, tentatively. Coral looked down and saw him wrinkle his nose.

Miss Madison got up, walked behind her and saw his face as well. “That won’t do,” she said. “Your wife’s juices are a sacred nectar. Nothing should smell as wonderful. Nothing should taste as sweet. Hold out your hand dear.”

Coral held out her hand, and felt the cool leather grip of something being placed in her palm. She looked up and saw that a short, single-tail whip had been placed there.

“Go ahead, dear,” Miss Madison said. “Don’t be bashful.”

Coral hefted it in her hand and looked down at Brent. His eyes were wide now, wondering what she would do.

“I thought I told you to eat it,” she said. “Not sit there looking at me like an idiot.”

He bent back down and licked upwards again, a dog lapping at a bowl of water.

Coral snapped the whip across his back, the sound of the crack against naked skin filling the room. That sound surprised her, like a slap of lightning, and she laughed a little at the shock. Brent jolted, but kept his head down. A single red stripe colored into view across his shoulder blade.

“Kiss it,” Coral said. “Sensually. Worship me with your mouth.”

For all his faults, Brent was a quick learner. He closed his eyes and kissed her lips, deep and sensual. It felt good. It was the best he'd made her feel in a long, long time.

She cracked the whip across his back a second time. “Kiss my thighs,” she said.

He kissed along her inner right thigh, and though it tickled, she loved it. Then he kissed the left.

The whip sliced through the air, striking him right between the shoulder blades. “Back to my pussy,” Coral said. “And make some noise. I want to hear how much you’re enjoying it.”

He sucked the juice from her muff, then began kissing her lips again, moaning and slurping. 

Meanwhile, Miss Madison walked back around and took a seat, crossing her legs. She nodded approval, but said nothing. 

Coral grabbed his hair in a bunch with her free hand and slid him up just an inch. “Lick the clit now,” she said. “But slowly. Little circles.”

He looked at her for an instant, and she could see that the initial confusion, the hesitance, was gone. He was enjoying it now, maybe as much or more than she was. Though she was enjoying it an awful lot.

Brent slid his tongue up to her little nub and began to lick, but he was going too fast. Another crack of the whip made him cry out and stop. 

“I said slowly,” Coral said.

He began again, slowly, in little circles. Coral looked across at Miss Madison, a playful smile on her lips. She wondered what it would be like to kiss the woman. Probably wonderful. She closed her eyes with this thought and felt the warmth of Brent’s tongue on her, swirling, rising, building. The room began to swirl as well. The pleasure swelled, a single nexus at the little bump between her legs. She felt like she was going to explode, and she bucked, throwing her head back, heaving her chest, and she yelled. “Fuck! Oh fuck, yes!”

The pleasure rippled through her in waves, radiating from her pussy, which felt soaked now. She clutched the whip with one hand, bracing herself on the bed with the other. The waves pulsing through her were so strong she thought she might fall over. Time lost all meaning. His tongue on her was the only thing in the world and it just kept going and going. She thought she might cry.

Finally, she became sensitive, the intensity of it all too much. She tapped him on the head with the whip, but not hard. 

“Okay,” she said. “Okay, that’s enough.” God damn that had felt good.

“Wonderful,” Miss Madison said. “That was truly wonderful. Coral, dear?”

Coral struggled to sit up. She was dizzy and euphoric. She didn’t think she’d ever come that hard in her life. No, she had definitely never come that hard.

Miss Madison said, “He shouldn’t wash his face until our next visit. He should always smell you on his lips and taste you on his tongue. It’s a privilege.”

“Okay,” Coral said. The thought of her wetness all over his face made her nipples harden just a bit. She’d just had her mind blown and thought she was past the point of getting aroused further, but she apparently was wrong.

“Also, he is now to take over any and all household chores,” Miss Madison went on. “Laundry, dishes, sweeping, mopping, scrubbing the toilets, dusting the blinds. Everything. Tomorrow you’ll be working from home, correct Brent?”

He nodded, “Yes, but—”

“In your world now there are no buts,” she said. “Coral? Would you?”

Coral blinked, taking a second to understand, then grinned and cracked the whip across his back. He yelped.

“Do you understand?” Miss Madison said.

“Yeah,” he said. “Yes. Geez.”

“And no more yeah or geez. You address a woman as Ma’am. Coral?”

Coral whipped him again.

“Okay,” he said. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good,” Miss Madison said. “That’s enough for our first session. I’ll leave you two to get dressed.”

That night in bed, Brent rolled toward her and said, “I guess I deserve this.”

Coral felt a momentary pang of sympathy, weakness. Then she remembered Miss Madison’s words. She was right. A relationship was supposed to be about comprise and sacrifice, but she realized she’d been doing almost all of it, and now was as good a time as any for that to change.

She rolled over with her back to him and said, “I think we both deserve this. Now shut the fuck up and rub my shoulders.”

There was a long pause. Coral wondered if this was the tipping point, whether he’d had enough and was just going to leave. 

Instead, finally, he said, “Yes, Ma’am.” He slid closer to her, and she felt the cold brass of his cage brush against her thigh. The chill was exhilarating, and she felt herself get a little wet all over again. If just a touch of it chilled her leg, how cold must it feel to him?

He put his hands on her shoulders, began to rub, and soon she was asleep.

The next morning the alarm went off at four. Usually Coral set it for six thirty, but the previous night she’d set it a little early.

Brent rolled over, grunting. “What time is it?” he said, his voice slurred with sleep.

“Time to get up, bitch,” Coral whispered.

“Why are we getting up so early?”

“We’re not,” she said. “You are.”

“Huh?”

“You’re not gonna get all that cleaning done without a couple of extra hours.”

Brent groaned and rolled out of bed.

“No complaining,” Coral said, resetting the alarm for its usual time. 

“Yes Ma’am,” he mumbled.

“And have a nice breakfast for me when I do get up.”

Half a grapefruit, a bowl of yogurt and granola, and a steaming cup of coffee waited for her on the dining room table. Brent, naked except for his brass cage, was toweling off the dishes he’d just washed.

Coral smiled. Yes, this was the way it should be. This was the way it always should have been.

She ate her breakfast to the sound of the dishes clinking as she skimmed the news and checked her email on her tablet. When she got up to head to work, she walked up behind him, slid one hand up to a nipple and another down to cup his balls. She pinched the nipple and squeezed his balls.

“Do a good job today, and I might give you a reward.” She let go of his nipple and used the hand on his balls to turn him around to face her. “You know I love you, don’t you, honey?”

“I know,” he said. “I love you too.”

She pulled his balls down so his face was close, then she kissed him, a full, wet kiss. She remembered he’d been instructed not to wash his face, so he still had some of her dried juices around his mouth. That turned her on even more. She gave one last tiny squeeze, then let him go.

At first she’d balked at the whole situation, of Brent in servitude and her in charge, at the strangeness of the invitation and The Peach Grove Society. But in only a couple of days the idea had gone from alien to familiar to amazing. This was her new life, and she was never going back.

That evening, Coral opened the front door to hear the vacuum running in another room. She yelled his name and heard the vacuum stop. He appeared in the front hallway, still naked. He was sweating, exhausted. That was good, but…

“Whenever I get home,” Coral said, “You should be there to greet me properly.”

He nodded his tired head. “Yes Ma’am.”

“Good,” she said. “Let’s try it again.” She walked back out the front door, waited a couple of seconds, then opened it again.

She smiled. Brent was on his knees by the door, his head bowed.

“Welcome home, my love,” he said.

She closed the door. “Words are nice, but actions speak louder.” She stepped closer, putting one of her black pumps on the ground before him. He looked up at her. No, he wasn’t quite broken in just yet. But that was fine. Bringing him the rest of the way was going to be fun. 

She pointed at her shoe and raised her eyebrows. He lowered his head, but not fast enough for her liking. She stepped on the back of his head with her other foot and pushed him down. 

He kissed her foot, a tiny peck.

“Such a little kiss?” she said. “You think that’s a proper greeting? Let me hear it.”

He kissed loudly this time, smacking his lips on the shiny black shoe.

“Now the other.” She did not move, making him shift to kiss her other foot. “You finished all your chores today?”

“Almost.”

She made a tisking sound. “Almost isn’t good enough. You can finish your chores after dinner. Which reminds me, what’s for dinner?”

“I, uh…”

She shook her head. Brent wasn’t a very good cook. His signature dish was homemade spaghetti. He considered sauce out of a jar homemade. But if he was going to be a good husband, he was going to have to learn. She’d send him to the bookstore for cookbooks later this week, but she was too hungry to wait.

“I want Greek,” she said. “Lamb kabobs and a feta salad from that place over on Highland. Get dressed and hurry up.”

“That sounds good,” he said, getting up.

“Oh,” she said, eyes wide. “You’re not having Greek. Your dinner is peaches and cream.” She pinched his cheek, waggled it, then slapped him. “Now hurry the fuck up.”

They had dinner together.

She sat on the edge of the chair while she ate, occasionally looking down at him through the glass tabletop. He kissed her, lapped at her, gently sucked at her. Already he had improved over the previous day. But he still needed work.

She reached under the table and twisted his ear. “Slow down,” she said. “Don’t eat too fast. You’ll get a tummy ache.” She laughed. 

She’d never eaten a meal while being eaten herself. Sometimes it was difficult to focus on the juicy, minty bite of lamb in her mouth and the warm, soft pressure of Brent’s tongue. It was a good problem to have, though. I think I’m having dinner like this from now on, she thought.

As she slid the last piece of meat from the skewer into her mouth, she came. She arched her back, put a hand under the table to grab his hair, and savored everything. She threw her head back and squeezed her eyes shut, a tear running from her right eye. She finished chewing, swallowed, and sighed.

“Oh yes,” she said. “That was a good meal.” She dabbed at her eye and the corner of her mouth with the napkin. “Did you enjoy that, honey?”

He looked up at her from under the table and nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good. Now clear all this away and run me a bath.”

The next evening was their second appointment with Miss Madison at her offices. She greeted them at the door in a ruffled white blouse and a beige corduroy skirt. They followed her to the same room as before, where Brent disrobed and knelt by the pole. 

“Why don’t you go ahead and prep him this time?” Miss Madison said.

Coral walked to the cabinet and opened it. So many wonderful things inside: whips, crops, collars, belts. Everything looked to be of the highest quality. She took a collar and then, as she was closing the door, she spotted what looked like a gag, the kind you might use on a horse. She touched her fingers to it and heard Miss Madison say, “Yes, good. Go ahead.”

She slid the collar around Brent’s neck. She already felt in control, and that made her feel powerful. 

“Open,” she said, and Brent opened his mouth. She slid the bit between his teeth and buckled it at the back of his head. He looked cute that way. 

“Should we go upstairs now?” Coral asked.

Miss Madison smiled. “Let’s have a seat, dear.”

Coral wondered if something was wrong. These last few days she was beginning to expect the unexpected, but she thought she had a handle on how things were going to go now. She sat on the day bed. Miss Madison sat beside her and took her hands.

“Some women that come to us,” Miss Madison said, “They take weeks worth of sessions. Sometimes months. Fewer still never become part of our sisterhood. But you, Coral, you took to everything straight away.”

“I don’t understand,” Coral said.

“You are one of our sisters now. You don’t need any more training.”

“But I have so many questions.”

“And I’m here whenever you need me,” Miss Madison said. “But based on what I’ve seen, you’re ready to do this on your own.”

They leaned in to one another and hugged. Coral felt those warm, soft breasts push against her own. She wouldn’t have minded popping the buttons on that blouse, setting them free, and finding out what they tasted like. Instead she kissed Miss Madison’s cheek.

“You have the power now,” Miss Madison said. She nodded at Brent, kneeling on the floor with the bit in his mouth. “He’s your little bitch now, as a good husband should be. You’ve wrapped him around your finger faster than any recruit I’ve ever seen. You can do with him as you please, and he’ll serve you faithfully.”

“How often should I let him out?” Coral asked, touching the key between her breasts.

Miss Madison smiled. “As I said, as often as you like. Once a month is fine. If you want his cock, so be it. If you want a lover of your own—”

Brent whimpered through the bit in protest.

Miss Madison got up, walked to where he was kneeling, and kicked him in the balls. He grunted and doubled over.

“As I was saying,” she said. “You can do as you like. Though I’d recommend taking him up the ass at least twice a week to remind him his place in the scheme of things.”

Coral glanced at the cabinet. She didn’t remember seeing one in there, but there had been so many things. “Do you have…?”

Miss Madison laughed. “Of course, dear. Take whatever you need.”

Coral stood up. “So that’s it?”

“That’s it. Congratulations on becoming a sister in The Peach Grove Society.”

They hugged once more, as Brent moaned on the floor.

A year later, Coral sat under the shade in her back yard, sipping on a fresh mojito. 

“Hello?” she heard a female voice from the gate.

“Come on back!” Coral yelled. “It’s open.”

The gate swung open and her friend Dana stepped into the back yard. She’d been a bridesmaid at the wedding. They hadn’t kept up much, but Coral had a bit more free time these days, and she wanted to spend more time with her friends.

Coral got up and hugged Dana. “You look great,” Coral told her, and it was true. She’d always been jealous of Dana’s corn-silk hair and her pale blue eyes. 

Dana hugged her back. “You too,” she said. “You look so…happy.”

“You say that like you’re not."

“I don’t know.” Tears stood out in Dana’s eyes. 

“Come sit down. Have a drink. Tell me all about it.”

They sat down in matching lounge chairs. Dana reached down to pick up a tiny brass bell and rang it. The back door slid open and Brent poked his head out. 

“Yes, dear?”

“Get Dana one of these.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Dana looked at her, eyes narrowed. “What was that?”

“That,” she said, “was my husband. How’s Mike?”

“Distant,” Dana said. “Kind of shitty, actually.”

The back door slid open again and Brent emerged in loose cargo shorts, no shirt, carrying two drinks.

“I didn’t know if you needed a fresh one,” he said. “So I brought two just in case.” He handed out the drinks and turned to go.

“Hold on,” Coral said. He froze. “You hungry?” she asked Dana. 

“Um, yeah, I guess.” 

“Fix us some lunch,” Coral said to Brent. “Ooh, make some of those paninis with turkey and cream cheese.” He’d learned all right, becoming quite a good cook over the past year. He’d learned a lot of things, in fact.

“Anything else?” he asked.

“Yes,” Coral said. “Get out your nail kit. After lunch we’re going to want full manicures and pedicures.”

Brent shifted his eyes from Dana to his wife, then nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Okay,” Dana said. “What the fuck is this?”

“This,” Coral said, “is a happy marriage. Very happy. Does Mike eat your pussy?”

“Coral!”

“Brent does. Whenever and wherever I want. Sometimes two or three times a day. You said I looked happy. Now you know why. And he doesn’t get to cum without my say so. He doesn’t even get to touch the little thing.” She nodded to Brent. “Show her.”

Brent’s face flushed bright red, but he unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them down. 

“Holy shit,” Dana said. “This is—”

“Weird?” Coral said. She turned to Brent. “Go on. Those sandwiches aren’t gonna make themselves.” She slapped him on the ass, a loud smack that was sure to leave a mark.

He quickly pulled his shorts back on and went back inside.

Coral reached under a peach-colored towel by the chair. She pulled out an ornate red envelope with Dana’s name written in beautiful calligraphy and handed it to her.

“Let me tell you what’s really weird.”
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