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Chapter One

Three knocks came in rapid succession on my bedroom door, “Lacie, your alarm has been going off for the past thirty-five minutes, please get up!”

I groaned and looked across the room where my phone rested on my desk. Rolling out of bed, I stumbled across the cold linoleum and swiped the screen to turn the alarm off. “Sorry. I’m up.”

“Do you need a ride to work or are you going to be walking?” she asked. “I’ve got to leave in the next ten minutes, so if you can’t be out of the shower and ready to go by then—”

“I’ll walk!” I shouted.

There was a pause and my mom let out a deep breath before walking away. I was going to hear about my attitude later, but I didn’t care. Today was going to be a shitty day and I wasn’t in the mood to be rushed out of the house. My shift didn’t start for an hour anyway and if I didn’t walk, what exercise would I even get?

I sat down at my desk. The uncomfortable plastic chair dug into my back and I leaned forward. Life was supposed to get more calm after I got out of high school. Now, I had to try and juggle keeping my parents happy, paying rent to live in their house, and dealing with the compliments random guys gave me at work. As sweet as the sentiment was supposed to be, I didn’t ask to be flirted with.

But after I got out of the shower, I put on my revealing uniform and frowned as I looked at my lack of cleavage in the mirror before grabbing my wallet and phone. As I walked the two miles to the coffee shop, I kept my eyes on the horizon and tried to keep myself focused.

My therapist told me that walking would be good for me, but it reminded me too much of my ex. Abusive relationships were never a good thing, but leaving them could be just as hard as staying in them. In the end, it took lots of therapy and work with the police to get him out of my life and to try and revert some of the damage he’d done to me.

Glancing down to my left forearm, I bit my lip and couldn’t stand looking at the scars for more than a second. They weren’t as bad as some of the others I’d seen while I was going to group therapy, but they were mine. They hurt me differently. Knowing that I was in a place that putting a blade to my skin was easier than accepting that I wasn’t a problem tore me in two.

But I was over that now. At least, the physical craving to hurt myself. I still didn’t feel like I deserved love. So I didn’t look for it and more often than not shut people down when they tried to get to know me.

Looking at the familiar car that was always parked outside the coffee shop, a smile pulled at my lips. I might not be able to count on much, but there was one thing that I could count on. The sun would rise and Selena would be waiting for the coffee shop to open while she read in her car every morning.

Selena was a curious person, all I knew was her name and that she loved her bright red lipstick more than she loved money, apparently. I wasn’t one to judge, but how could she afford to sit in the cafe and read for twelve hours a day while having a cup of coffee brought to her every hour?

Our prices were a little high and they had to be, we were a store dedicated specifically to coffee in a town where most people would rather just grab a cup at a gas station and move along with their day.

“Lacie!” an excited voice called out. My coworker, Pepper, rushed over to me and started unlocking the doors, “It’s a little chilly out here. How long were you waiting?”

“Just a few seconds, really. Don’t worry about it, how are the kids?” I asked.

She shrugged, “I got them ready for school and on the bus, but they’re going to school. How good can they be?”

“I don’t know, but I feel for them. I hated going to school,” I said. “I bet you can tell.”

“Oh, don’t be hard on yourself, you’re a smart pickle,” she said and held the door open for me.

I slipped inside and stole a glance at her breasts. It wasn’t polite to her, but I wondered just how different my life would be if I had more noticeable features. My ex might not have been such a prick if I was a little more attractive. Self-confidence and I weren’t good friends most times. But the one thing I felt confident in was my work.

It might not have been super hard or demanding, but I never had to question if something I made was good or not. Our customers loved the drinks I made, and if I had any complaint, it was the flirting. And maybe having to wake up at six in the morning to be here by seven-fifteen.

As soon as we were inside, Selena stepped inside and waved a hand at us before heading over to the most comfortable seat we had. She pulled up the ottoman and kicked her feet up. A smile crested my lips as she got comfortable and cracked open yet another new book. This one looked like a fantasy novel of sorts, and I had to wonder just where her imagination was going to take her today.

Rumor had it that Selena was a widow of some super wealthy man, but that was a small town rumor. The actual credentials couldn’t be verified and no one really asked her about it. She was just someone that the boss told us not to run off as she was our best paying customer. Not to mention, she tipped like a mother fucker at the end of the day!

She didn’t have to ask me to make her Caramel mocha anymore. I brought it over to her and she whispered, “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. Your hair looks really nice today,” I said quietly. Usually, she wore her dark red hair in a ponytail, but today it was worn down with the lower half of it being curled. It truly was beautiful, but I was being a hypocrite. Offering her a compliment that she probably didn’t want.

Selena flipped the page of her book, never taking her eyes from it, “I appreciate that. Lacie, right?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Lacie, I’m in the middle of a really interesting scene. Would you mind checking back in with me in a little while?” she asked politely.

I took a few steps away before the rejection set in. Not that I blamed her at all, when I read, I didn’t enjoy being disturbed. But at the same time, I did feel a strange sense of validation from her remembering my name. We didn’t wear name tags.

Pepper smiled at me when I got back behind the counter and whispered, “Did you find out her secret?”

“Not yet, but I don’t think there is much of one. I think she just likes reading,” I said softly.

The door chimed as our second customer stepped through and I greeted them warmly at the counter. The steady filter of people didn’t bother me. There weren’t too many that I couldn’t handle things, but there were enough to keep my mind occupied. Between customers, we could clean our area a little and chat, but it was the same thing that happened every day for the past month since I got this job.

Closer to the end of my shift, I brought Selena another drink. This time, she closed the book around her index finger to keep her place and smiled at me, “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. Is there anything else I could get you?” I asked.

She looked behind me at the clock hanging above the counter, “Your shift should be ending soon, right?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Selena groaned and stood up. “I’m getting dangerously close to finishing this book and I’d really rather not leave until I’m done. Would you be willing to grab us a sandwich from the store across the street when your shift is over? My treat.”

The offer wasn’t unappealing. I really didn’t want to go back home and deal with my mom. She was going to be bitter that I yelled at her and I just didn’t want that stress right now.

“I wouldn’t mind grabbing food for you,” I said. “I’ll be free in about thirty minutes if you can wait.”

“Excellent, by the time you get back with the food, I should be just about done with this novel,” she said. Selena opened the book to check the page number before putting it down on the ottoman. She reached into her back pocket and pulled out a leather wallet and turned away from me for a moment before muttering something under her breath.

The sound of a crisp bill sliding against another made me curious as to why she was hiding what was in her wallet, but I could understand the desire for privacy. Hell, I wouldn’t want her to see how empty mine was either.

She closed her wallet and put it in her back pocket again before turning back to me, “I was hoping I had something smaller than a hundred, but let’s hope they can break it over there.”

If she was upset that she didn’t have a smaller bill than a hundred, she had the kind of problems I’d love to have. I smiled at her and shook my head, “It’s fine, I can break it here.”

“No.” Selena’s dark brown eyes met with mine and she clicked her tongue against her teeth before continuing, “Let them break it over there, then you can keep the change. I’ll have their chicken salad sandwich with tomato and lettuce. I have a drink already, but feel free to get one for yourself. Buy yourself something to eat as well, you seemed to want to talk earlier.”

I tentatively took the bill from her, “Are you sure about this?”

Selena picked her book up and sat back down, “I don’t repeat myself.”

“Noted.” I stepped back behind the counter and Pepper was on me immediately.

“What did she say?” she asked.

I smiled at her, “Well, she wanted me to go grab her something to eat and bring it back over here after my shift ends.”

“Ooh, like a date?” she asked.

“I really doubt that someone like her would be interested in someone like me,” I mumbled.

Pepper shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t know, if I was into women, I think you would be a great catch. If nothing else, that cougar would probably want to feel your tight little butt.”

“Pepper!” I hissed.

“What, I’m just being honest. She’s got to be in her thirties,” Pepper said.

I rolled my eyes and took a few deep breaths in a vain attempt to cool the burning in my cheeks. “Let’s just see what happens before we start making sweeping statements. For all we know, she just wants to be nice to me and give me a tip while getting to be lazy.”

“Ooh, but hear me out, maybe she really is super rich. Think about it, she always has a new book every day. She donates the books to the local library after a single read, and she spends like fifty dollars on coffee every day. Our manager even lets her open a tab. Like, think about it,” Pepper said.

“I think you’re just trying to make her into some kind of fantasy because our job is pretty boring,” I mumbled.

“Maybe, but you can’t tell me that you didn’t feel her eyes on your ass when you were walking away. I saw the way she looked at you,” Pepper said softly. “Like a cat eyes a mouse.”

A chill ran down my spine. If Selena really did look at me like that, then surely she was good at hiding that she was interested in me. Or maybe she just didn’t want me to get the wrong idea. There was a clear difference in liking how someone looked and liking them.

“You were probably just seeing what you wanted to see,” I said. “It’s not like I have much to look at.”

Pepper put her hand on my lower back and chuckled, “Skinny girls are sexy for different reasons. You don’t need huge tits or a big, round butt. You just need to be yourself.”

I rolled my eyes, “Sounds like you’re saying that I don’t have much to look at.”

She giggled and pulled her hand away, “Look sharp, customer incoming.”

Pepper took care of the customer while I cleaned up around the area, trying to keep the next barista’s shift as easy as possible. Nothing was worse than coming in to find the afternoon shift’s mess.

Once I finished my shift, I walked across the street and bought two of the same sandwiches so that I couldn’t mess it up. I added a soft drink to the order and walked back over to the coffeehouse. As strange as it was to come back to work when I wasn’t required to be there, I was excited to talk to Selena. Maybe it was the mystery around her identity, but that didn’t seem like the only reason I wanted to talk to her.

Was it possible that someone as elegant and beautiful as Selena could really be interested in me?


Chapter Two

Lacie came back and sat down on the couch next to the one I was on. The lounge area here never had many people in it, not that I minded. When I had this shop built two years ago, I had the express intent to create a haven for myself. If I was going to be back in a small town to enjoy my early retirement, I was going to have a place that I could enjoy spending time.

I finished the last two pages before closing my book. Such a disappointing ending, but at least there would be a second book in this series. As annoying as it was to be left on a cliffhanger, the rest of the book was written well enough to keep me interested.

“Thank you for getting the food, Lacie,” I said.

She smiled and handed me a wrapped sandwich, “I really appreciate the tip, ma’am.”

“You’re not on the clock, you don’t have to call me that.”

My eyes met with hers. She couldn’t match my gaze, but not many people could. Still, her soft blue eyes were highlighted by her layered chin-length hair. To me, she looked like she would fit right in with one of those screaming bands. I didn’t like the music, but I liked the style.

“Sorry, it’s just habit I guess. What would you rather me call you?” she asked.

I smiled and unwrapped the sandwich, “Selena. And that’s not quite a tip. It’s a service fee, in a sense. You did something I didn’t want to do, might as well reward your time.”

Her eyes darted to her food as she mumbled, “If that’s a service fee, then I’d love to find more work like that. A few minutes for almost as much as I make in an entire day. I don’t know how you can afford to do that.”

“If you’re interested in making a little money on the side, I know your manager quite well, I could allow for two more fifteen-minute breaks so that you could get me snacks from the grocery store,” I offered. There was something about her that I found appealing.

Her scars weren’t something that I would have thought I believed to be sexy, but after getting used to them over the course of the weeks she’d worked at my establishment, they were just a story that hadn’t been told yet. As rare as it was, I found myself wanting to know more about someone.

“I don’t know if my manager would be that open to the idea, Selena,” she mumbled.

I smiled, “I’ll see that it happens.”

“I couldn’t make it to the store and back within fifteen minutes, though. I don’t have a car,” she said.

For a moment, I was tempted to offer to buy her one, but that was too much. For working-class people, that was something they saved for years for or went into debt to get. For me, that wasn’t even a concern.

“I see. Then the sandwich shop will have to do,” I said.

After a few moments of eating, we both finished the first triangle of the sandwich and she let out a quiet sigh. “Is it really worth that much to you that you couldn’t bring something in to enjoy for yourself?”

“This isn’t for me,” I said. “I’m offering you something that would be nice for me, but not necessary. I eat before I come in and I eat when I leave. Usually only two meals a day with a small snack an hour before bed, typically.”

“So then why would you spend all the extra money?” she asked.

A thin smile crossed my lips, “Do you want it or should I avoid having the conversation with your manager?”

“I mean, I would appreciate it, but I don’t know if it’s worth as much as you paid the first time.”

“There is a convenience cost. Usually, your other coworkers pester me when I ask them to leave when I’m reading. I like when people can take a hint and not be upset,” I said. That much wasn’t a lie, everyone seemed to care so much about what I didn’t tell them. They asked what I did for a living, I told them that it didn’t matter. They continued to press, then they were told, politely, to fuck off.

She opened her bottle of soda and spoke softly, “I would appreciate the extra money.”

“That’s all you had to say,” I said. “Is the library on your way home?”

She nodded, “It’s a block out of the way, but I don’t mind stopping by there.”

I gestured to the book, “Do me a favor and take that by the library and put it in their donation bin. It was an okay book if you wanted to read it first.”

“I’m more of a gamer,” she said. “But I could give it a shot if you wanted me to?”

“Don’t idolize me or do things that I ask simply because I’m asking,” I said and stood. Without offering her an explanation and took my cup of coffee and left. I didn’t owe her the social graces that people usually exchanged because they didn’t know what else to say. So far, she wasn’t a disappointment, but I didn’t quite know what to say to her that wouldn’t be the same thing everyone else did.

I’d heard how people flirted with her and how quick she was to brush them off. Complimenting her wasn’t something I wanted to do until she was ready to accept them. Yet, when I got in my midnight black SUV, I couldn’t help but smile as I looked in the rearview mirror and saw the curl of my hair that she’d mentioned. I was hoping she would like it.

As pathetic as it might have been for someone in my shoes, this woman’s approval was something I craved. There was no denying that I needed attention, but most people made me regret giving them the time of day.

I drove out of city limits and further into the country until I turned into the smooth cement driveway that stretched half-a-mile to my mansion. Parking in the six-car garage, I looked across at some of my less inconspicuous vehicles. I hadn’t driven one of them in years now.

Once my mansion was constructed after nearly seven years of waiting, I finally moved back to my hometown. Being a multimillionaire at the age of twenty-seven was great, but nine years had passed since I initially requested this mansion be complete. Even then, money wasn’t an object for me, but give me nine more years to play with my incredulous bank account and the stock market and what I had now was more money than I knew what to do with.

I’d bought a few places around town just so that I could improve the place a little and provide some quality of life to this place. And yet, no one even knew who I was. Then again, they probably knew me as Steven Wortham. Not Selena Monroe. The resemblance was no longer there. The shrimpy, fearful man that I used to be was nothing more than a memory, one that I preferred to keep buried in the past.

When I won the lottery at twenty-three, I was much like I am now, wealthy with nothing to spend the money on. Back then, it was life-changing to have a few million dollars after the taxes were ripped out of the prize pool. But I never expected to stumble into wealth. I’d always told myself what I would do if I ever did win the lottery.

People followed my escapades for the first few months, but when they thought I blew the money, they all left me alone. The friends that leeched from me disappeared and once again, I was left alone. My parents left this world unintentionally, but they left me none-the-less, just days after finding out I was transgender. In the months following their deaths, it was hard not to try and connect my coming out to their devastating wreck.

I stepped into my house and let out a deep sigh. The cleaning crew had already come through and taken care of all of the duties I tasked them with. Dinner was in the oven, ready to be heated up.

The incessant tick-tock sound coming from the grandfather clock that my father used to cherish chimed out again and again. It was a constant reminder of just how empty this place was. I couldn’t get rid of it, it was one of the few things my destitute parents had that they were proud of. Aside from me.

A single tear streaked down my cheek. Thirty-six and I still had no one in my life that I could talk to casually.

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and hurried up to the third floor to try and get away from the clock’s irritating noise. Even though I couldn’t literally hear it, the sound continued to play over and over in my mind. This mansion should have been a place I could be comfortable and free, but it was my prison.

Dialing the manager’s number, it picked up on the second ring, “Good evening, Ms. Monroe, is something wrong?”

“Nothing wrong. Lacie, the younger woman that works at the cafe, give her two more scheduled breaks at nine-thirty in the morning and another at noon.”

“Will do, are these paid or not and should I extend her shift to accommodate for the added thirty minutes?” he asked.

“Yes, extend her shift and they are paid. All of the employees' breaks should be paid, even lunch,” I said, my voice gaining an edge to it.

“As they are, Ms. Monroe. Is there anything else I can do for you?”

I hung up the phone. I didn’t like him, but he was a good manager. Then again, I hated almost anyone that flirted with me mindlessly. Still, he kept the secret of my wealth under wraps. That was about all I could ask of him.

Sitting down on the bed, I pulled my laptop from the nightstand and opened it. Satellite internet wasn’t my favorite, but I didn’t want to draw even more attention to where I lived by having fiber optic cable installed to have better internet. All I did was order books, it wasn’t like I needed that kind of speed.

After buying another seven books, one for each day of the week, I leaned back in bed and stared at the ceiling. All this money and I couldn’t even find something more entertaining to do with my time than hope that this barista would be entertaining to talk to. Lacie was a beautiful woman, one that I’d admittedly masturbated to. Twice, so far…

Her uniform was tighter than I’d imagined it would be. Still, it looked great on her, and the way it squeezed her ass made that heart-shaped rear stand out all the more. My panties tightened as blood rushed to my cock. I needed to stop thinking about her.

Lacie was a beautiful woman that I wanted to get to know, but I’d be lying to everyone if I said I didn’t want her. To tie her up in my play room and to have her blindfolded while I kissed my way down her body…

Under most circumstances, my resolve was unwavering. But these thoughts of Lacie were too much to leave as thoughts. Stepped into the bathroom and stripped so that I could take a shower. My hand stroked my cock as I imagined just what kind of sounds she would make when I pleasured her.

She seemed like the kind of woman that would gasp as the slightest touch. Moan when I slid my fingers inside her. Scream out in ecstasy when my cock came to rest fully inside her. Even as the warm rush of pleasure rushed through me, there was no elation. My hand had been my only sexual company for quite some time.

The closest I’d come to being sexual with someone was the Mistress I bought lessons from. BDSM was always an interest of mine. If I ever did find a partner that I could cherish and shower with gifts so long as the affection they shared for me was real, I’d be ready to make them my submissive. Confidence was key, and if I’d learned anything since I’d worked my way to the very top of the financial food chain, it was to never show weakness.

Like sharks with blood in the water, people went into a frenzy when they thought they could manipulate you into giving them money. Just because I had plenty to go around didn’t mean that people deserved it.

Paying Lacie to get me snacks was underhanded. I knew better, but I wanted to talk to her. To smell her cheap but intoxicating coconut-scented perfume. To just be near her. But she wasn’t so special that she could skip through the normal trials I put people through. I just hoped that she was special enough to not quit when things got a little hard on her.


Chapter Three

“Lacie, your mom doesn’t deserve your attitude. She was doing the right thing by trying to make sure that you got up for work. If that’s something that annoys you, then maybe wake up when your alarm is blaring loud enough that we can hear it in our bedroom,” Dad said.

I sighed and nodded, “I get that. I really appreciate the consideration you were showing, mom. I was out of line when I yelled at you and there isn’t an excuse for that.”

It was mom’s turn to sigh. “Lacie, you know that we can tell when you’re just telling us what you think we want to hear.”

“It’s not wrong. It might not be how I feel, but it’s what needs to be said,” I mumbled.

“What are we supposed to do then?” Dad asked. “Do we let you miss work and see what happens when you get fired? You’re an adult, Lacie. I know that you’ve been through things and that life hasn’t exactly been the best to you, but that doesn’t give you the right to behave the way you do.”

“A little respect is all we’re asking for, sweetie. Is that really too hard?” Mom asked.

I shook my head as warm tears welled up in my eyes. They loved making me feel like I was twelve again. Like I didn’t know what was going on in the world. Maybe if they treated me like the adult they kept telling me I was, I’d be a little more understanding.

Then again, if I was acting like an adult, I wouldn’t have let my alarm blast for over half an hour. I would have been up on time and gladly taken the ride to work with my mom.

“I’m sorry that I’m playing the victim again. I’ll try to do better,” I said in barely more than a whisper.

“Do your best, sweetie. That’s all anyone can do,” Mom said. Dad nodded in agreement.

I stood, “Can I go back to my room now? I’m not feeling great.”

“Sure. Dinner will be done in about an hour, I’d love it if you ate with us for once,” Dad said.

Trying to remember the last time I ate with them was a futile effort. Probably about a year or two ago before things got rough with my ex. “I’ll think about it,” I said and then walked away.

Back in the solace of my room, I climbed into bed and bundled myself in the covers. I set an alarm and instead of trying to force myself out of bed by leaving my phone on my desk, I put it on my nightstand. The warmth of the covers soon had me relaxed and almost ready to fall asleep.

Then the flashes of vivid images started in my mind. My therapist told me that just before you fell asleep, sometimes a dream-like state would overcome you. Similar to lucid dreaming, the visions were so real and you could practically live them. The only problem was that these images weren’t ones I wanted to see or feel again.

My ex’s hands around my throat as he screamed, “You’re cheating on me? I thought you loved me, Lacie!”

“No,” I tried to say, but my voice was hoarse. “I-It was just a movie.”

“With a guy? You expect me to believe that? How stupid do you think I am?” he yelled. “Did he finger you? Did you let him kiss you like I do? Was it worth this?”

My heart thundered in my chest and the image darted away from my mind as the fear brought me back into the moment. I looked around the room, searching for objects of a similar color to keep my mind occupied. Tears rolled down my cheeks and I sat up.

That night was just the start. Then came the isolation. If I wasn’t at my parents’ house, then I had to be with him. If one of my friends wanted to hang out with me, he had to be there. Eventually, no one wanted to hang out. I couldn’t blame them. Eric was an intense person. He wasn’t always like that, but once we graduated high school, the fear of losing me really set in.

Yet, he was the reason I left him. Or rather the bruises on my neck and the rest of my body were finally too much for my parents to take. So they made me go to the police. It was that or my dad would take care of the problem in a much more illegal and irrational way.

Getting away from him only made me feel worse, for a while. It did get better, but the scars on my arm were a vivid reminder. Eric would always be a part of my life and that didn’t mean that I had to enjoy that, but I did have to accept it as a fact.

Falling asleep this way wasn’t unnatural. There was a reason I never wore makeup anymore. Sometime around three in the morning, I woke back up and drug myself out of bed. I didn’t have to be awake for a little while, but there was no going back to sleep after the nightmare I had. At least the images before I fell asleep usually woke me back up. When I did sleep, it was more of the same. Sometimes worse than what really happened, but usually just a repeated scene. Again and again.

Eric choking me, usually until I could feel the pressure of blood thumping against his hands, desperate to reach my brain. And then he would stop for a few moments, usually apologize. Then that fiery flicker in his eyes would spark once again and he would find something else to abuse me for.

The people in my support group said I was a strong person. I didn’t see it, but I was looking forward to going back on Sunday evening so that I could talk about things again.

I showered early and went into the kitchen to eat a plate of leftovers from the dinner before. These mornings were arguably worse than the times when I couldn’t fall asleep until around the time that I woke up this morning. Two or three hours of sleep usually meant no dreams for me. But a full night of rest? That was when the nightmares tormented me.

By the time my parents got up, I was dressed for work and scrolling through an article about managing your finances. With the extra money Selena gave me, I didn’t want to be stupid and blow it on frivolous things that would be gone in a moment. I wanted out of this house. I wanted a car. I wanted to be independent.

Eric only had a few more weeks on his sentence to serve and when he got out, he would either have changed or he would come after me. As much as the police tried to assure me that the restraining order would keep him away, I didn’t believe them.

“Want a ride to work, sweetie?” Mom asked.

I nodded and followed her to the car. We didn’t say much. After my self-harm stint, we really didn’t have much to talk about that didn’t circle back to her telling me that it hurt her so much to see me hurting myself. Hypocritical when they told me that I was still playing the victim from time to time. It wasn’t an easy subject to approach, but when the options were silence or guilt, I chose silence.

As we passed the street that led to the library, I smiled. Selena was a bright part of my day, at least. She was a constant. Someone that never really made me uncomfortable until yesterday. But even the discomfort she caused was due to her tipping me directly instead of leaving a tip for the current staff to split.

Mom dropped me off and I ended up waiting about thirty minutes in the cold for Pepper to show up. Just about a two minutes before Pepper showed up, Selena’s SUV pulled up. A part of me almost hoped that Selena would come talk to me, but I couldn’t expect her to want to get out of the warmth of her car.

As Pepper approached, I heard the door to the SUV open. She sighed, “You should really get a jacket if you’re going to stand around for that long. You’ll get sick and then you won’t be able to work. What good would being here on time do you then?”

“I’ve got things I’d rather save for than another jacket,” I mumbled.

“Don’t you have one, though?” she asked.

I shook my head. In reality, I had two jackets. Both of them were gifts from Eric.

“I know that it’s usually pretty mild here, but these winter months get downright nippy. I could bring you one of mine, but it might be a little big on you,” Pepper offered.

“No thank you, I really appreciate the offer, but I’ll get one once I’ve got my financial situation straightened out,” I said.

We hurried inside and Selena was only seconds behind us. I made her mocha and put on the small table beside her, “Enjoy.”

“You’ll have two more fifteen-minute breaks. Check your schedule, it was updated last night. Your shifts will extend another thirty minutes,” Selena said while cracking open a fresh book.

“How did you manage that?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders, “If you want things to go back to the way they were, let me know.”

“No, it’s fine, I really could use the extra hours,” I said.

“I believe they have bagels over there. If they do, I’d like one for your first break. For your second break, I’d like another sandwich, but if it’s all the same to you, I’d rather just split one between the both of us,” she said. Selena flipped to the center of the book where a hundred dollar bill was folded in half. She handed it to me, “Keep the change at the end of the day.”

“A-Are we still eating together after my shift?” I asked.

She shrugged, “That would be up to you.”

“I’d really enjoy it, Selena.”

“Then I don’t see why I couldn’t enjoy dinner with you,” she said.

I nodded and took a step away. This time, before I rounded the corner to get behind the counter again, I glanced back. Pepper was right yesterday, Selena’s eyes were definitely looking at my ass. Even though I caught her, she didn’t look away from me. Her eyes drifted up and met mine. I had every right to feel violated, but all I felt was excitement.

Pepper’s smile was wider than I’d ever seen it as she whispered, “Told you so.”

“Oh my god, shouldn’t you be worrying about all the numbers you get when you’re working? Aren’t you looking for someone?” I asked. My cheeks burned and I looked over at Selena. The corners of her lips were curled into a smile, but her attention was back on her book.

Pepper laughed quietly, “Yeah, if only I were so lucky. When they find out I’ve got two kids, they run like I just told them I had the clap or something.”

I ducked my head and mumbled, “I’m sorry that you’re struggling to find someone. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

“You don’t have to apologize for everything, Lacie. I know you don’t mean anything by it, just like I don’t mean anything by teasing you about Ms. Bookworm.”

“I’m just not sure that it’s worth talking about. Let’s be real, I’m too young for her and she’s probably not even interested in me past my butt,” I said quietly.

Pepper shook her head, “Look, if you two did hit it off, age shouldn’t be the reason you don’t let something happen. She’s not even going gray yet, enjoy that cougar while you can. I know I would if I were you.”

I tried to ignore that last comment, “Yeah, but what would my parents say?”

“Don’t you want to move out anyway?”

“I do, but it’s not as simple as just jumping up and leaving. I don’t have the money for all the deposits I’d need. Let alone any furniture,” I said.

Somewhat luckily, a small trickle of customers came into the store and interrupted our conversation. I didn’t want to talk about what Selena and I were doing together. There wasn’t anything happening. I was doing her favors and she was paying for my time. That’s all it was. Even if she was paying me much more than she should have. And she liked the way I looked.

When my first new break came up, I hurried over to the store and brought back a bagel for Selena. She took it and didn’t even look up from her book as she ate. I took the hint and headed back to the counter. Lunch was a little different, though. I typically went without eating for lunch because I really didn’t want to bring food in from home and I didn’t want to spend the money I did have.

It wasn’t healthy, but as I sat down with Selena, she spoke quiet enough so that the other woman sitting at a table nearby with her laptop couldn’t hear. “If it bothers you, I’ll stop looking. Don’t say it’s fine if it isn’t.”

I shrugged my shoulders, “I mean. It’s not something I’m used to talking about.”

“I’m not going to let it be something you call me out on later on. So yes or no, should I stop?”

There was a moment of hesitation before I whispered, “No.”

She smiled and looked me in the eye, “If that changes, you need to tell me.”

“Why does it matter what I say? I couldn’t stop you from looking, Selena,” I said.

“No, you couldn’t, but knowing that it’s not something that makes you think less of me helps me feel a little better about the situation.”

My eyes dipped to her chest and I mumbled, “You’ve got plenty to look at. It would be really hypocritical if I said no to you looking at me and then did the same to you.”

She chuckled and her breasts bounced slightly. “Fair enough, but unless you want this to get uncomfortable for you, I’d suggest not talking about it directly.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“If I said what I thought about you, you’d turn redder than you did when talking to Pepper about me,” she said.

My eyes met with hers as my stomach dropped. “You heard?”

“No, but I’ve been coming here since before you’ve worked here. Pepper doesn’t whisper unless there is gossip,” Selena said. I sighed and that made her chuckle. That was all the reaction she needed to make the connection that we were talking about what happened between us. “What did you tell her about me?”

“Nothing, really. Should I tell her something?” I asked. “Like, I don’t know, that you’re not interested in me?”

“Why would you lie to her, though?” she asked. Our eyes met again and a chill danced down my back. She took a bite of her sandwich and winked at me, “You should finish your food and get back to work.”

I couldn’t even look at her. My cheeks were flush and I did my best to eat the sandwich as gracefully as I could. Knowing that she was interested changed everything. The money she was giving me, was it to try and get me to go out with her? But even if it was, would I even say no?


Chapter Four

As Lacie walked away, I did look, but as she walked, she did something that she never did. She added a slight sway to her steps. I was a perceptive woman. You had to be if you wanted to make it far. Being able to read a situation was paramount to my success in the business world.

From watching stocks rise and fall to noticing trends in the marketplace, all the way to recognizing a person’s ticks. It all helped provide me the information necessary to make a decision.

That being said, Lacie made it clear that she wanted to impress me or at least to put on a show for me. A smile crested my lips as I continued reading my book. By the end of her shift, I was finished with my book. Waiting for people wasn’t normal for me. My time was valuable to me, but what else was I going to do? Go back home and listen to that fucking clock insult me?

Lacie hesitantly walked over to me, “Were you waiting on me?”

“I was,” I said.

“Did I do something wrong?”

“No, but I wanted to take you to dinner.”

She tilted her head, “Are you expecting me to come back to your place after? I’m sorry, but I’m not that kind of girl.”

“Don’t flatter yourself. I’m interested, not desperate. Lacie, I’d like to get to know you, is that something you want to do or not?” I asked. The question was a little bold, but I didn’t want to waste our time.

“Can I go in this?” she asked, gesturing to her outfit.

I nodded and stood. “How do you feel about Mexican food?”

“That would be nice,” she mumbled.

“Speak up.”

“I said it would be nice,” Lacie said, her voice a little more firm.

“That’s better,” I said and led the way to my SUV. After getting in, she joined me and buckled up. I opened the glove box and put the book inside, “Remind me to drop that off at the library. Is there someone you need to let know that you’re going to be out at dinner?”

She shrugged, “My parents, probably.”

“Then let them know.”

“How long did you expect this to take?” she asked.

I buckled up and cranked the car, “As long as it takes for us to enjoy dinner. I don’t like being rushed when I eat. Much less so when I’m trying to talk to someone.”

She smiled and pulled her phone out of the tight black slacks that clung to her. Lacie sent a text and a few moments later, her phone chimed and she called out, “They’re okay with it.”

I stayed quiet and focused on the light traffic to make sure no one was stupid enough to pull out in front of me. If the town was any larger, I would have probably hired a chauffeur. That would draw too much attention down here, though.

Once we were at the restaurant, I led the way inside and we were seated at a table. Being surrounded by people while I ate wasn’t something I enjoyed, but short of reserving a more private area, there wasn’t anything I could do. On short notice, I didn’t bother calling in a favor.

Our drinks were brought to us, “We’ll be having the fajitas for two.”

She smiled at me, “I love fajitas.”

“Glad to hear that,” I said. Waiting for people to scour the menu sixteen times to finally pick the thing that they saw the first time pissed me off. While I didn’t have much better to do with my time, knowing I was wasting it still made me want to pull my hair out.

When the waiter walked away, she asked quietly, “So why me?”

“Why not? If you want the honest answer, it’s because you’re different. The way you act, how you turn down men instead of letting them take you on dates, and your scars. It all points to something that I want to know more about,” I said.

“And my ass?” she asked.

I chuckled, “You’re attractive, if you want me to pretend that I didn’t notice your body, I can, but that would be a blatant lie. I’m not fond of lies.”

That was only partially true. I hid who I was from most of these people. No one really cared to get to know me and I didn’t exactly make it easy for people to approach me. White lies and veiled truths were a way of protecting myself from the inevitable beggars that would approach me if they knew how much money I had. People were scummy at times.

“I really don’t mind that you think I’m cute. I don’t see it, but whatever. And what about my scars?” she asked. “You should probably know that I used to cut myself.”

“I know. It’s not hard to tell, I used to contemplate doing the same thing to myself years and years ago. But to be specific, I wanted to know the story behind those scars. Also, just know that I’m not judging. Those scars are just scars, so long as you don’t have fresh wounds, I’m not going to intervene,” I said.

She rolled her eyes, “I haven’t cut in almost four months and I don’t keep blades around anymore. But until I get to know you better, you’re only getting an overview. I had a really abusive ex and he made me feel like I was trash. So when he got taken to jail, I blamed myself and I felt like I betrayed him. It’s stupid, I know that now, but at the time I thought that hurting myself would help prove to him that I never wanted him to get in trouble.”

“I can’t say I understand exactly what you went through, but I understand how hard it can be to have expectations from someone forcing you to be someone you’re not. Just know that you don’t deserve to be abused.”

Lacie smiled, “It’s nice that you understand what I’m going through.”

She ran her finger around the rim of her glass. Lacie’s brief story made me want to pull her into my arms and hug her tight. Whoever was monstrous enough to hurt someone like Lacie was a piece of shit in my books and he better hope I never saw him.

“So, what made you want to work at the coffeehouse?”

“I really want to get out of my parents’ house. They’re not bad people, but they really do focus way too much on me being their daughter while trying to preach that I’m an adult. I have to pay rent there now that I have a job and it really just about balances out to me barely making a hundred dollars every two weeks,” she said.

Nodding my head, I thought about what she would do if I did give her a fraction of a tenth of a percent of my wealth. Probably buy a house, a car, and quit her job. She would have no reason to keep showing me the motivation she was. She might not know that I was her boss and the person that funded her checks, but if she did, everything would change.

For now, being a stranger was all I could be to her, “So, what’s the way out for you? Is there someone you could move in with?”

“I could probably talk to some of the people I knew in high school, but most of them are probably uncomfortable talking to me. You might not mind my scars, but a lot of people can’t think of anything else when they see me,” she mumbled.

I reached across the table and looked into her eyes as I let my fingers encircle her wrist, “Can I touch them?”

She nodded slowly. I pulled her hand down to rest on the table and let my other hand trail from her wrist to her elbow. Some of the ridges were raised, others smooth, some slightly sunken in.

“None of these scars make you any less of a beautiful person, Lacie. Try to remember that. If the people you used to call friends are too shallow to see that, then you’re better off without them,” I said.

She smiled weakly and I realized that I was still rubbing back and forth across her forearm. Lacie didn’t stop me, but I knew better than to let myself get too carried away.

“Thank you, Selena. It would be nice if more people thought like you did, but I can’t expect them to. I’m a bit of a freak to them, and that’s okay. I did things I’m not proud of, but at least I’m away from my ex and I’m not hurting myself anymore,” she said.

“And those are things that you should be proud of, Lacie. You could have let him beat you. One deep cut would be all it would have taken to end it. But you chose to keep fighting. You showed yourself and everyone else that you were stronger than the demons that were trying to drag you down.”

Her eyes were wet with forming tears and I smiled weakly as the waiter came through. We moved our hands as he put the sizzling platter down, “Hot plate! Do you need refills on anything?”

“I’m fine, sir, thank you,” I said softly while never tearing my eyes away from Lacie.

“No thank you,” she whispered.

Once he was gone, Lacie looked across at me and mumbled, “Why do you come to the cafe every day?”

“It’s my happy place. It’s usually pretty quiet and it has a nice ambiance. The staff is really friendly and I know one of them pretty well. She’s been getting me to leave a little earlier than I usually do, though.”

She smiled, “But if you wanted ambiance and stuff, couldn’t you go to a library?”

I nodded, “I could. You don’t really meet people at a library when you’re reading, though. Besides, the coffee makes it so much nicer than a library.”

“I can’t argue that. We do have some really nice coffee,” she said. “At least, it better be good when we’re charging almost four dollars a cup.”

“Cheaper than some places I’ve been to,” I said.

She smiled, “Probably not by much. But, I was wondering. What do you do for work?”

“I read books and enjoy coffee,” I said.

Lacie chuckled, but she wasn’t amused, “No, really.”

I unfolded the foil that surrounded the wraps, “I was serious. I’m retired, Lacie.”

“Wait, how old are you?”

“Rude to ask a lady that, but I’m thirty-six,” I said.

She tilted her head, “Retired at thirty-six? Could I ask how?”

“Would it matter if I told you? Similar to how you don’t want to tell me more intimate details about your life, I think it’s fair that I keep some things a little more private until we know one another better, Lacie,” I said.

Lacie’s cheeks flushed once again. Damn, she was easy to make blush. “That’s fair, I’m sorry for asking. I’m nineteen by the way if it means anything.”

“Just means that I’m seventeen years older than you. I bet your parents wouldn’t approve of you being out at dinner with me,” I teased.

She laughed and shook her head as she made a fajita. “No, they probably wouldn’t. But I bet my mom would be jealous. She’s two years older than you and still has to work her butt off.”

“Lacie, I’m going to be honest with you real quick,” I said. She looked up and used a hand to cover her mouth as she hurried to finish her bite of food. Once she swallowed, her eyes met with mine. I continued, “I’m enjoying tonight. I’ve been enjoying the conversations we’ve had, even if they have been short. Before we get any further into whatever this is, I want to ask you as bluntly as possible. Do you think you would be willing to date someone my age if we continued seeing one another?”

She paused and glanced away for a moment, “You know, Pepper said earlier that if I enjoyed what was happening, I shouldn’t care about the age gap. I know that people would talk about us, though. I’m not going to pretend that it wouldn’t get to me.”

There was a moment of silence as she let that sink in and I thought I knew where this conversation was going.

“But, if you can deal with me being a little emotional at times, I’d be okay with seeing how this turned out. Don’t get any high hopes, though,” she said.

I nodded, “Hopes aren’t high, not yet. I’d like to think that there is something here, but I can’t point to it and I couldn’t tell you what it was. But I do know that I’m interested.”

“You’re not going to run around and tell all your friends that we’re dating yet, are you? Because we’re not. Not yet.”

A soft chuckle escaped me as I looked down at the table, “I don’t have friends to tell in the first place.”

“More of a loner?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Good, I don’t like being in crowds or dealing with lots of people. Do you have high-speed internet at your house?” she asked.

I shook my head, “Not yet, but I could get that if it would be something you were interested in.”

She smiled, “Well, I’m a gamer. If you wanted to lure me into your lair, you’d have to have something I thought was nice there that wasn’t just you. Because you’re cool so far, but if the only thing we would do if I came over was each other, I don’t think I’d stay.”

“Well, it might be a little bit before we get into that kind of territory,” I said. My stomach twisted into a knot as I pushed food around the platter, “There’s something about me that I think you should know, especially if we do get to that point.”

Being nervous wasn’t something I enjoyed. No one did, but then again, most people had reasons to be nervous more often than I did. My greatest fear was dying alone, but even that didn’t concern me near as much as the thought of someone rejecting me due to my identity.

“What’s up?” she asked.

“I’ll have to ask you to promise to keep this between us,” I said. She nodded slowly. Taking a deep breath, I glanced around to make sure no one was listening that shouldn’t have been before murmuring, “I was born male. When it came time for me to transition, I chose to not have gender reassignment surgery.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” she said as casual as could be. “I wouldn’t have guessed that, but I don’t have an issue with it. So long as you’re not expecting any favors any time soon.”

Butterflies fluttered in my stomach, easing the tension that the fear had caused earlier. This woman truly was a delight. I’d have to do something nice for her, but what that was yet, I didn’t know. Well, nicer than having the cable company come lay fiber optic for me so that she could have good internet. If I paid enough, they would probably get on that soon, but I still couldn’t imagine it happening within a month’s time.

“Thanks for that, Lacie.”

She shrugged, “Hey, it’s no problem. You were really accepting about my issues, I don’t think that what you told me should be a problem. But I can see where it might bother some people.”


Chapter Five

At the end of that night, Selena gave me her number. She wasn’t surprised to hear that I wouldn’t be working for the weekend, but she did tell me that she would miss seeing me. It was sweet, but things were getting into the realm of awkwardness.

It’s not that I didn’t want to see where things could go, but I didn’t know what the hell to do. Eric started out a lot like her. Sweet, understanding, polite, and even chivalrous. As he got comfortable, things changed. Instead of telling me he loved me, he just expected me to be intimate with him. When I told him we had to wait until I was eighteen, he nearly blew his fuse. Granted, the day I did turn eighteen, he pressured me into having sex with him.

I didn’t enjoy losing my virginity. Over time, I grew somewhat comfortable with what he wanted from me, but most times it just felt flat and lifeless. But I didn’t know that love was supposed to be better than that. When he held me, I still felt loved. And afraid. If I did something he didn’t like, he would make sure I knew about it.

Selena didn’t seem like that type of person, but how could I really know that she was any different than Eric?

A series of knocked rapped against my door and my mom called out, “Lacie, I was going to go for a walk around the nature trail. Did you want to come?”

Under most circumstances, I would have said no. I even heard her shoes as they squeaked across the linoleum in the hallway. “Yeah!” I called out.

I slid on a pair of shorts and pulled on a long-sleeve shirt. As chilly as it was, it wouldn’t be that bad once we started moving.

Mom smiled at me and put her arm around my shoulders as I joined her in the hall, “I’m glad you’re coming today.”

“I think it would be nice to get out of the house for once,” I said.

She nodded and led me outside. “I know that your dad and I haven’t been able to give you everything you’ve ever wanted. Things are tight around here and I do want you to know that we really appreciate you helping with the bills.”

“Don’t mention it, mom,” I said quietly.

Mom pulled away from me and walked around to the other side of the car. Once we were inside and buckled up, she continued, “I do have to mention it. After everything that happened, it feels like a rift has grown between us. I don’t know if that’s something that is natural after a tragic event like that, but I don’t like feeling like I can’t talk to you.”

“You can always talk to me.”

She cranked the car and watched for people behind us as she pulled out of the driveway, “No, I really can’t. I don’t say that to be mean or anything, but you’re a little distant, sweetie.”

I stayed silent. There wasn’t much that I could say to her that wouldn’t paint her as a bad person. They said they tried, but throughout the entire event, they focused on trying to sue Eric and his family. After a while, it felt more like they were trying to capitalize on the rough situation than care about the things I’d gone through.

We were never a wealthy family. If not for our grandparents on my dad’s side, we wouldn’t even have a house. We’d still be in the mobile home I grew up in. They stepped in when I was thirteen and I was thankful for that, but not much really changed. Once they passed and my parents blew the money that was passed to them on a new car that cost them an arm and a leg in insurance and tag renewal costs, not to mention the maintenance, we really didn’t have much money left over.

But that was their poor decision making that got us into this situation. If I had any say in things, I wouldn’t be paying rent right now. Sure, that was selfish, but my parents should have used that money to make a lump sum payment on the mortgage. Instead, they had to pick up the bill from dad’s parents and from then on, we were at best, upper lower class, if that was even a thing.

We had a decent house, but very little food in the freezer and rarely did we eat a meal with side dishes to accompany it.

And yet, my parents continued to make it seem like they were innocent. They probably didn’t know how to do any better, but if I had a kid, I would try my very best to make sure they lived a better life than I did.

“I’ll try to be a little better about it, mom,” I said.

“Think you could do dinner with us tonight? I mean, you went out on a date last night. That was new and we’re happy for you and all that, but it’s a little crummy that you’d rather spend time with a stranger than your own family,” she said.

The words stung like being pelted with pebbles. Every positive comment was followed by an accusation, not painful enough to make me cry out, but enough to make me wish it would stop. Regret coursed through me as I thought about the three-mile walk we were about to go on.

“I could eat with you two, I don’t see why I couldn’t,” I said.

Mom patted me on the knee and silence took over as it always did. We didn’t have much to talk about. My parents weren’t horrible people, but they weren’t exactly the kinds of people I would be friends with if they weren’t family.

Out on the trail, barely anything was said and I hoped that this would be the last time that I let myself do something like this with my mom. When she did talk, she blabbed about how the people that worked with her at the grocery store weren’t pulling their weight. It wasn’t something I could weigh in on, but I kept agreeing with her and nodding my head to keep from becoming the subject of her conversation.

By the time we finished, I was more than ready to be back home and luckily, mom was sweaty enough to not want to stop and say hi to everyone in town on the way back. I avoided going out with her for a reason, but after last night with Selena, I thought that maybe changing things up would lead to more positive encounters. So far, letting her take me out was the only change I’d enjoyed.

Once we were back home, I showered and played games on my computer until another knock interrupted me. I’d already promised that I would go, but everything about the situation felt wrong. We all made our plates and sat down, and no sooner than I’d picked up my fork, my dad asked, “So, who is the lucky guy that’s dating my daughter?”

I mumbled, “It’s nothing worth talking about right now, dad.”

“You bet I’m going to keep asking, Lacie. If this person is buying you dinner, I think it’s at least fair for us to know a little about them. How did you two meet?” he asked.

“I met them at work. They come in all the time and we just started talking recently,” I said.

Mom smirked, “Is he a stud?”

Dad rolled his eyes, “Don’t tell me he’s an emo kid. I’m fine with you being all goth or whatever you call it nowadays, but I want you to be with a man, not a boy.”

“If I was dating someone that dressed a certain way, I don’t think it would matter. So long as I’m happy, right?” I asked.

“Were you happy with Eric?” Dad asked.

I put my fork down slowly and shook my head, “No, I thought I was, but therapy really helped me realize that I didn’t really enjoy that. I was enjoying that someone wanted me and that was the difference.”

“And this person, do they make you happy?” he asked.

“I don’t know, dad. We just started talking, I’m sorry if this is uncomfortable for you, but I’d rather not dive into another relationship and get hurt again,” I said.

Dad nodded, “Well, what do they do for work?”

“They read books and drink coffee,” I mumbled.

“So you’re saying that they’re not bringing in any money. Just great, I bet you’re going to love having to pay for your dates soon. Did you pay for last night, did that dickless son of a bitch make you pay for your first date?” Dad asked.

I pushed my plate forward and shook my head, “No, she didn’t make me pay for dinner.”

“She?” my parents asked in unison.

“Yes, she, and I’m not hungry,” I said and stood from my seat. That was a lie, I was starving after the walk earlier, but I couldn’t bring myself to want to eat my mom’s half-cooked barbecue chicken legs. They were unappealing without being grilled about who I was dating and how much money they made.

“Lacie, get back here, we need to talk about this!” Dad called after me.

I hurried into my room and closed my door. There was no lock on the door, and sure enough, mom and dad burst into my room no sooner than I got into bed.

“Hey, I didn’t say you could leave,” Dad said.

My eyes met with his, “I’m an adult, I’d like to think that I can make these decisions for myself. We’re not dating yet, but she’s interested. I think she’s a good person and if you two don’t want me to be happy, that’s fine.”

“We want you to be happy, but do you have any idea what people at church are going to say about you to us?” Dad asked.

Mom nodded along, “And you know that they’re already talking about you, right? That you cutting and being abused by Eric was just God’s way of trying to get you to come back to him.”

“If that’s how he plays his games, then I’m glad I don’t go to church, mom. As far as what they say about you two, should it even matter?” I asked.

My dad’s jaw clenched, “You’re forgetting your manners, Lacie.”

“Am I? You tell me that my happiness is dependent on your social standing. I wonder what they say about you letting mom work to support the family while you sit around and watch TV,” I snapped.

“You’re such a big girl now, I’m glad you’ve got life figured out. I’ll give you a month, Lacie. After that, I want you and your shit out of my house,” Dad yelled.

“Fine!” I screamed right back.

He turned and stormed out of the bedroom and mom followed right after. My blood pounded in my ears and I punched a pillow a few times before collapsing back on the bed. I didn’t have the money to leave, not yet. But if they wanted me out because I didn’t want to suck up to them and bow down, then maybe it would be better if I was out on the streets.

I didn’t know what else to do, but I texted my manager and Pepper to let them both know that I might have to take time off in about a month to try and find a place. Pepper tried to offer me a spot on her couch, but I told her that I’d just talk to her Monday about things.

My manager sent a simple text with his condolences and that he hoped he could help me find a place if I needed it.

I probably would, but right now, I didn’t want to ask anyone for a favor.


Chapter Six

“She’s about five foot three, maybe one hundred and twenty pounds, her breasts are small, and she’s got a flat stomach,” I said to the woman.

She nodded her head slowly and put a finger to her lips, “So probably a medium here.”

“The woman is petite! I know sizes are strange but are you sure?” I asked.

“Well, you could bring her a small and see if it fit or not, then bring it back, but if you’re looking to surprise her you might as well go for the jacket that would fit, even if it was a little big on her,” the woman said.

I sighed. “You’re right, sorry. I’m not used to shopping for other people.”

She smiled, “Do you have a particular color you think she would like?”

Lacie’s blonde hair flashed to mind followed the way the black and white uniform looked on her standing. She didn’t seem like the kind of person that was super confident, so probably a darker color that could help hide her figure, “Black or dark gray.”

“Anything else, ma’am?” she asked.

“No, that’s about it. Bring me three of your nicest ones and I’ll just make the call,” I said.

She rolled her eyes at me and walked off. I hated the blatant lack of respect, but for all she knew, I was just another random customer. Sunday probably wasn’t this woman’s favorite day to work in the first place, so I wouldn’t hold it against her if I met her again.

With all the noise out at my place, I really didn’t want to be there. If it wasn’t silent, it was loud. There was no middle ground as it seemed, but the cable installation was already happening. I made the call that Friday and by Saturday, a team was already out at my place surveying how much cable they would need to put down. The invoice billed me at close to seventy-five thousand dollars, but that was a drop in the bucket. If it made Lacie smile, it would be worth every cent.

I found myself thinking about her more than I was typically comfortable with. We didn’t text all that much, but when we did talk, it felt meaningful. Instead of reading endlessly, I found myself checking my phone rather often in hopes that I would have a message from her. So far today, she’d been silent.

Creeping doubt pervaded my mind and as the woman came back to the desk, I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket. Before I could check it, she laid out the three jackets, “This one has a ton of pockets. This one just looks adorable with the fake fur around the hood, and this one is just, I don’t know, it was black.”

The third one stole the show. She might not have known what to say, but the alternating black and charcoal gray stripes just screamed Lacie to me. I picked it up and ran my hand through the interior to feel if it was soft. The texture wasn’t exactly what I would have bought for myself, but it certainly felt nice for something I could get locally.

Besides, if I got her something too nice, she would probably reject it. An eighty dollar jacket was probably pushing it, but she would probably run away screaming if she found out the price tag of getting her the internet she wanted. But I didn’t care about the money. I had more zeros in my account than I knew what to do with.

Time was all I had and now that I had someone that seemed worthy of sharing that time with, I wanted to spoil her. Lacie might not be my girlfriend or even my submissive, not even a fuck buddy, but she was a cool person. The way she handled finding out about my cock was all I needed to know that she was probably the woman I’d want to at least give a chance.

If she could keep that secret, then maybe she would end up coming over to my ten-bedroom ten-thousand square foot three-story mansion. Even nine years ago, it cost just shy of fifty million to build. Since then, it wasn’t really used for much of anything. I thought that bigger was better and while I loved every inch of the place, it was empty. Even with the furniture, paintings, and everything else I filled the place with. I was the only person that lived there. And it was a waste. I knew it was.

I would have been just fine with a three-bedroom home. At least then I could justify getting an animal. In my mansion, I’d literally lose the damn thing or have to keep food and water bowls on every floor.

“Thank you,” I said as I inserted my card into the slot.

“Yeah, you’ve got some weird taste. Let’s hope that woman is as, uh, interesting as you are,” she said.

I smirked and opened my wallet. In the strangest flex of my life, I pulled out a stack of hundred dollar bills and spoke softly, “If she doesn’t like it, I’m sure I can get her something she will enjoy.”

The woman’s eyes widened and she stammered a few times as I put all but one bill away. I pushed it to her and locked eyes with her, “Thank you for finding the jacket.”

“Y-You’re welcome, I’m sorry, ma’am, s-she’s going to love it,” the woman said.

I should have gotten her fired to taking the cash. At least, I hoped it was illegal to take a bribe. If so, then there was no way for my strange power play to come back to bite me in the ass. Taking the jacket, I hurried out of the store and got back in my SUV.

As I lifted my phone, I remembered the buzz earlier and quickly opened it hoping for a message from Lacie. Instead, the manager of the coffeehouse sent a text that I almost ignored. Except Lacie’s name was right in the preview of the message.

I opened it and read, “Lacie is having some problems with her living situation. She didn’t say much about it, but she’s on a month deadline to find another place. Should we offer her paid leave and hope that she can find a place in time or should I look for another employee to fill her spot?”

“Don’t even mention replacing her to me again. I’ll take care of the situation,” I responded.

My jaw clenched and I took a deep breath to calm myself. That would explain why she wasn’t texting me back. Then again, I only sent her one message. It was possible that she intended to respond. I didn’t know what was going on, but I wanted to find out. Short of stalking her, I wouldn’t be able to find her and I wasn’t going to risk her seeing me as some kind of possessive, clingy person.

I would absolutely be possessive, just not until I knew she wanted to be mine with all her heart and soul.

She wouldn’t let me drop her off at home Friday night. Instead, she insisted that I drop her off at the cafe and she would walk home from there. Under normal circumstances, I would have argued with her, but I didn’t even know what normal was when I was with Lacie.

My concern only continued to grow as I headed back to my mansion. A few workers smiled at me and one waved me down as he jogged over, “Ms. Monroe, I wanted to let you know that we’ll be off the property by Tuesday.”

“Thank you for that. Remember why your crew is getting a bonus,” I said.

“We won’t tell anyone who owns this place, Ms. Monroe,” he said.

I nodded, “Glad that we’ve got that understanding.”

In truth, I was surprised that no one came up to find out. A long, cement driveway leading up and over a large hill that fell into a small dip so as to not let the top of the house peek out over the driveway. If I stumbled across that when I was younger, I would have gone snooping. Then again, in those times, you were much less likely to get shot at for trespassing.

Once I was inside my house, I went to the third floor and stared across my massive master bedroom. The curved television mounted on the far wall was large enough to be seen clearly from my bed. The couches that were on either side of the room had a rectangular glass coffee table between them.

All of these nice things that no one but my housekeepers got to see. Would Lacie even want to be with me if she knew what kind of authority I possessed strictly through my money? After what she’d been through, being with someone with so much power could be intimidating.

I just had to hope for the best. Lacie couldn’t end up homeless. I wouldn’t let that happen. But unless she let me help, I’d have to force her to take a few thousand dollars to get started in an apartment.

Why couldn’t I just let her figure her own life out like I had so many other people that I was in need?

The only difference I could think of was that Lacie wasn’t like the other people. She didn’t beg with her hand out. Even when I offered her the tips for her work, she didn’t usually want to take them without slight insistence.

“Lacie, for the love of all things you hold sacred, text me,” I whispered. If she didn’t tell me she needed help, I couldn’t let her know that I knew. Could I?


Chapter Seven

“Lacie, you’ve been quiet tonight. Is there anything you’d like to share?” Mrs. Henderson asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t know what to talk about that wouldn’t lead to something depressing.”

“That’s what we’re here for. I’m sure everyone would agree that you’ve helped them at one point or another, right?” Mrs. Henderson asked and lifted her hand toward the semi-circle of people. Most people were a little quiet, but they still nodded their heads and some even spoke their quiet agreements.

Taking a deep breath, I let it out in a long sigh. Talking about my problems usually wasn’t that bad. They were residuals, not fresh. But this time, I had something that I truly didn’t know how to approach.

“Last night I had dinner with my parents for the first time in almost a year and a half, I think,” I said. A few people smiled and that was encouraging, but I knew those smiles were about to turn to frowns. “It didn’t end well. I told them that I went on a date with a woman and they didn’t take it very well. Instead of being happy for me that I was getting out and trying to open up a little, they focused on how it would make people talk. I understand that they’ve got lives too, but I was thinking that after what happened, they would be a little more willing to try to accept me.”

As predicted, most people weren’t as positive as before. I hated being the bearer of bad news.

“Well, tell us about the date, if you’re comfortable with that,” Mrs. Henderson said.

“It was amazing. She was really sweet and she opened up to me without too much prodding. She was really sweet when addressing my scars and even made me feel like they were a healthy, positive part of me,” I said.

A few people clapped and the man sitting beside me called out, “Well, if your parents aren’t supporting you like she is, then their opinion doesn’t mean much of shit to me.”

Mrs. Henderson lifted her hand and the noise fell down, “I don’t know that it’s that simple. Is there anything else you need to tell us, Lacie?”

“It’s just…” I took another deep breath and looked down at my feet. “I’m being kicked out. Dad gave me a month, but after that, I don’t know what I’ll do. I’m going to talk to my manager and see if I can pull a few doubles. Or a month of them.”

“That’s horrible news, Lacie. But I do know that there are programs you could look into that would possibly be able to help you find an apartment,” she offered.

I shook my head, “I appreciate the offer, but I’m going to try to handle this myself for now. If I can’t find something soon, I’ll start looking into alternative options. But right now, I want to try to take care of my own problem for once.”

Mrs. Henderson nodded, “If you need to talk to me before next Sunday, please feel free to reach me by cell. That goes for everyone here. You are not alone, you’ve all got each other and you know that I’ll help you as best I can.”

A few of us stood, including me.

“Have a good night everyone. Lacie, would you mind staying behind for a moment?” she asked, dismissing the group. The majority of people here didn’t want to be here. It was voluntary and free, done out of the kindness of Mrs. Henderson’s heart. I was initially forced to come here for the first two weeks just to make sure that I at least tried to process things.

If my parents did one thing right, it was forcing me to keep going. Now, I came of my own volition.

After the group left, Mrs. Henderson sighed. Her weary green eyes met with mine and she shook her head, “I can’t understand what would drive a parent to do what yours did to you. If you’re looking to rent a room so that you can stand on your own two feet, I have a third bedroom in my house that’s open. My husband and I intended to make it into a workout room after our youngest went off to college, but you can see how well that idea went,” she patted her portly belly. “Just let me know how much you could afford and we’ll work it out.”

“Mrs. Henderson, I really do appreciate that, but I’ve got to at least try to do this on my own. I can’t say that I won’t take you up on the offer, but I’ve relied on everyone else for so long,” I said softly.

She nodded and put her hand on my shoulder, “I’m proud of you for choosing to do that, Lacie. Just don’t forget that not everyone that offers you a hand is out to make you pay for it.”

I smiled at her and wrapped her in a hug, “You’re the best, Mrs. Henderson. I just don’t know how I’m going to ever grow as a person if I let everyone bail me out of my problems.”

She hugged me back, “You grow when you learn from your mistakes and experiences. You grow when you make the active choice to take those experiences and build yourself up. That doesn’t mean you can’t learn when someone else is helping you lay the bricks.”

Pulling away from her, I nodded, “I understand. I’ve got to text that woman I was talking about back, she’s been waiting for a few hours now.”

“Have a good night, Lacie.”

I hurried out of the building and sent Selena a text, “I’m really sorry I didn’t respond earlier. I’ve been going through some stuff. Are you going to be at the coffee shop tomorrow?”

“Yeah, I’ll be at the cafe. Do you want to talk about it tonight?” she asked.

“Fun fact, cafes sell snacks. Our building is a coffeehouse, mostly. I’d rather talk about it in person,” I responded.

She responded with a smiley face and a thumbs up.

I didn’t know how to respond to that sort of small talk that would lead us in circles, so I slid my phone back into my pocket. The walk back to my parents’ house wasn’t that bad, but the short walk from the front door to my bedroom felt like it lasted an eternity.

Their eyes were on me, staring at me from the living room as I passed. Not a word was spoken, but all three of us made our stances very clear. I wasn’t going to drop to my knees and beg for forgiveness. They weren’t going to meet me halfway and at least tell me that they were willing to give me more time.

Nothing.

I took my second shower today and laid down in bed. The stress about having to find a place to live must have been intense, no images of Eric flashed through my mind. Even my dreams were relatively calm. I woke up restless, but at least I wasn’t in a puddle of sweat.

Mom didn’t even offer to take me to work this morning and I wouldn’t have taken her up on it if she had. Dad glared at me as I left, but I didn’t give him the time of day. Instead of letting them drag me down into their murky lives any longer, I determined myself to make a change. I shouldn’t have to put up with their emotionally manipulative ways. Just because they weren’t outright abusing me didn’t mean that what they were doing was right.

A stiff breeze cut through the morning air and I crossed my arms across my chest. This routine was getting a little old and I left earlier than I probably should have for work. As I arrived, I stepped around the building to try and hide from the cutting wind.

My breath floated out in soft white clouds and as pretty as it was, all I wanted was for Pepper to get here and let me in. A vehicle pulled up behind me, but it didn’t sound like Pepper’s old, sick truck. I would have been content to ignore the world for however long it took for my coworker to arrive, but a voice called out softly, “You’re too skinny to burn all those calories shivering, Lacie.”

A smile tugged at my lips as I stood up and turned around. Selena stood a few feet away with a beautiful black and gray jacket on a hanger, “See if it fits and then get in my car. It’s too cold to stand around.”

I wasn’t going to argue. I hurried over to take the jacket and slid my arms through the sleeves and zipped it up. It fit well enough, but the sleeves were a little long, not that I was going to complain. I let my fists pull inside the cuffs and walked briskly to her car.

After getting inside, she joined me and leaned her head back against the headrest. “So what happened, Lacie?” she asked.

The car’s heater was blowing powerfully, flooding the car with a warmth that I cherished. After a second to defrost a little, I mumbled, “My parents didn’t take well to our date. They want me out of the house within a month. If I had to guess, the end of this month.”

She didn’t seem surprised, “I see. Do you want help finding a place?”

“You know, you’re not the first person to offer me help, but I don’t know if I should take it,” I said. “I don’t want to owe anyone any favors.” Even as I said the words, I mumbled, “I shouldn’t have taken the jacket.”

Selena spoke quietly, “And what would you have me do? Let you sleep on the streets in the cold?”

“If that’s what it took to be my own person, yes. I’m not going to be beholden to anyone about anything if I can help it. I don’t want to let someone have power over me. Especially not people that only want things because they’re new,” I said.

“So, if you stumbled into a little more money, would you take it?” she asked.

I tilted my head, “It would depend on how I stumbled into the money.”

“Let’s say you met someone that would give you ten grand with no strings attached,” she said.

A deep belly laugh tore from me. It took a few moments for me to get that under control, “You’re fucking insane if you think someone would drop ten thousand one someone with no strings attached.”

“Open the glove box,” she said without a hint of mirth in her tone.

I reached for the compartment and looked over at her, “What’s in there?”

“Trust.”

The word made me even more curious. She just gave me a jacket, a very nice jacket at that. And after what she just said, the way she tipped me without so much as a thought to how much money she was giving me. The sinking sensation in my stomach became unbearable. I had to know.

The box popped open and inside was a tiny brick of hundred dollar bills wrapped with a paper sleeve.

“I’m not going to force you to take the money. I won’t even be upset if you turn it down. What you need to know right now is that I’m willing to never speak of this moment again. If you want to quit your job and move away, I can accept that. What I won’t accept is knowing that you’re suffering because of what other people have done to you,” she said. Reaching over, she put her hand on the back of my neck and gently rubbed with her thumb. “I know that you’ve been through a lot, Lacie, but I don’t want you to have to deal with this world alone anymore. If I’m nothing more than a friend, that’s fine.”

My heart thundered in my chest. I’d never seen this kind of money. One hundred Benjamins looked back at me from within that box and I shook my head slowly, “I-I couldn’t take it even if I wanted to.”

“Tell me why.”

“Because I don’t know where you got it. If you can afford to do this kind of thing, to read and drink coffee every day without working, to spend money on me like it’s nothing, even offer me this much… It has to be from something horrible. Did you rob a bank?” I asked, making the only rational conclusion I could think of.

She shook her head. “Are you willing to take a ride with me?”

“I-I can’t, my shift starts in fifteen,” I said.

A smirk danced along her lips.


Chapter Eight

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and looked at her, “No, you don’t work today.”

Lacie closed the glove box, “Selena, I can’t afford to skip today. I appreciate the idea, but this isn’t the time to have a random date.”

“Who do you think you work for, Lacie?” I asked.

“Nathan?”

“Who do you think Nathan works for?”

Lacie shook her head, “I don’t know, but I’m going to guess that they wouldn’t be happy.”

I opened the text Nathan sent me last night and put the phone on speaker, “Ms. Monroe?”

“Nathan, get someone else to cover Lacie’s shift today,” I called out.

He let out a deep sigh, “Are you sure you want me to do that, she’s going to—”

“She’s in the car with me,” I called out.

Lacie’s eyes were wide as they could get.

Nathan cleared his throat, “Okay then. I’ll make a few calls, if I can’t find someone, I’ll come in.”

“Thank you, Nathan,” I said and hung up the phone. My eyes lingered on Lacie as I spoke softly, “How about that drive?”

She nodded slowly and I pointed to her seatbelt. Lacie buckled up and sat in silence. I didn’t bother saying anything after I buckled up and turned the heater down so that it wouldn’t get too hot.

Once we were outside of city limits, she spoke quietly, “You’re not going to like, bury me in the woods or something, are you?”

“Lacie, I told you that I wanted to help you. I know that you’ve been through some things, but do I really strike you as the murdering sort?” I asked.

She turned to look out of the window, “It’s not always easy to tell what people want based on how they look. Some serial murders were apparently really nice people until they just weren’t.”

I turned off the road and onto my driveway. As we drove up the hill, the roof of my mansion came into sight. Slightly further up, she let out a deep gasp and whispered, “W-What the fuck?”

“About the trench in the yard?” I asked. “That’s where they’re going to be burying the fiber optic cable so that you can have decent internet out here.”

“N-No, the house,” she said.

I pulled up to the front of the house. Turning off the car, I looked over at her, “Take the money and come inside. I won’t keep you too long if you don’t want to stay.”

Her quivering hand opened the glove box again and she took the stack of cash. I kept a few of those around the house to keep me from having to go to a bank all the time when I wanted to buy things. Cards weren’t the best when you wanted to be discrete. If not for the memory of what I spent that eighty-nine dollars on, I would have used cash. Buying that jacket with my card was to remind me of who I was spending that money on.

I led her into the house and gave her a quick tour. That quick tour still took twenty minutes.

As we ascended to the third floor, I spoke softly, “You’re the first person I’ve brought to this room, outside of cleaning staff.”

To me, it was just a bedroom. To Lacie, this entire house seemed to be a marvel. She hadn’t said a word, but her jaw was still hanging open.

I gestured to a couch and she trudged over to it and sat down. Taking a seat beside her, I spoke quietly, “I don’t want word to get out about this place, Lacie, about who I really am. Take out your phone. Search Selena Monroe online.”

She did as I asked and her eyes widened, “One point eight b-billion dollars net worth?”

“Closer to two and a half, that number was from three years ago,” I said calmly.

Lacie looked at me with confusion stamped on her face. Her scrunched nose, arched eyebrow, and crinkled brow making her look… adorable. “B-But why am I h-here?” she stammered.

I leaned back into the divine couch and spoke softly, “Because you didn’t push when I pulled and when I pushed, you stepped back. You’re the kind of woman that I hoped to meet, but didn’t expect to find down here. Whether we would work out as a couple, I don’t know. But I know that you’d have to find out about me at some point.”

“S-So you’re going to try and buy me?” she asked.

“Please don’t make that assumption. Lacie, I have more money than I have common sense at times, but I’m not stupid enough to think I could own you,” I said.

She took a deep breath and we sat in silence for a few minutes. “So what’s the catch?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Lacie turned to look at me, “I mean, what’s the deal. You’re beautiful, good-hearted, and rich. There is no way that you’d try to find happiness in someone like me. You could be mingling at billion dollar parties with million dollar models and caviar, champagne, and everything else that normal people can’t have. So what do you want with a barista from nowhere, Georgia?”

“What I want is what you’ve been giving me. Company,” I said.

“No, you said you were interested in me. Is it sex?” she asked.

I took a deep breath, “Have you ever thought that you really are just someone I’m interested in? When we met, you asked me what kind of coffee I wanted. You memorized my list of coffees that I wanted and at what times I wanted them. You left me alone when I wanted you to, and you took the time out of your day to do additional favors for me. Lacie, you’re a sweet person and you care about others. You want to make people happy if I had to guess because you know what it’s like to be treated like trash.”

She looked away from me, but I continued, “I think you deserve more than that. You’re dealing with horrible situations, but you know what I’m dealing with that I can’t solve with money?”

“What?” she mumbled.

“How silent this house is when I’m home alone,” I whispered. I stood up, “Follow me, Lacie.”

Without waiting for acknowledgment, I headed back to the ground floor. Standing in front of the slightly damaged grandfather clock, I listened to the incessant noise it made.

“It’s beautiful,” she said softly.

“It was the one thing my parents were proud to have in their home, aside from me,” I said.

She smiled, “I’m surprised they gave it up.”

“They didn’t. My parents were T-boned by a drunk driver when they were coming back home after staying out late to watch a movie for their anniversary.”

Lacie put her hand between my shoulders, “I’m so sorry.”

“I can hear this thing all the time when I’m home. It’s not loud enough to hear when I’m out of this room, but my mind fills the silence with that sound. Tick. Tock. Tick. Tock,” I said. “It drives me insane. So while I could theoretically play music to drown out the noise, I can’t focus on reading. If you can’t tell, reading is my passion.”

“I’ve noticed, Selena,” she said, her hand slowly rubbing up and down my back.

Glancing over, she still had the stack of hundred in her other hand. “So I bought a few plots of land and built a few places to retreat to. The clothing store is too annoying and the people there usually suck. The fast-food chains, they aren’t good for sitting in for a while. But the cafe is perfect, even though I lose money every month with it. It’s negligible when you consider the money I have, but I didn’t make this kind of money by investing in failing businesses.”

I let out a deep sigh and mumbled, “The cafe is literally a place where I can retreat. It’s just enough social interaction to remind me that I’m still alive, but not too much to pull me out of my books. Except when a beautiful, sweet barista brings me my coffee.”

“I didn’t know I was bothering you,” she whispered.

“Because you aren’t. You passed the one test I give to the baristas. When I pushed you away how I did, you didn’t snap back. You respected my space and moved on. That was when I knew that you were going to be different,” I said softly.

Her hand slid away from my back and she asked, “But how is that worth giving me this kind of money?”

I let out a quiet chuckle and took a few steps to the right of the clock. Sliding the painting aside, I revealed a wall-mounted safe and unlocked it with my fingerprint and combination. Inside, the safe was lined wall to wall with stacks similar to the one she was holding, minus about eleven.

“Take five. Take thirty. Take all that money. It doesn’t matter. You could live however you wanted with that much money, but Lacie, answer me this question before you do,” I said. Her eyes lingered on the cash for just a second before she looked at me. “Even if you had all the money you could dream of spending, would it make it any easier to fall asleep at night when you were alone?”

She slowly shook her head.

“Lacie, I don’t need money, but I need someone like you. Yes, physically at some point if you were interested. I have desires, but those only matter if you think that you could one day be in love with me. Not my money, but me. The woman you met in the cafe, the woman that took you to dinner. The woman that before this morning was just another stranger,” I said.

Our eyes met and I whispered, “Lacie, even if you told me that you’d never want me to think of you sexually, I’d be happy to just know you as a friend.”

She lingered and for a moment, I thought she might say something that would shatter my vulnerable heart. Instead, she leaned in slightly and closed her eyes.

Seconds passed like hours as my heart thumped against my chest. I leaned in and closed my eyes and our lips met in the middle. Electric pulses tingled through me as we kissed each other, never once trying to force a deeper embrace. Her hands slid around my lower back and I put mine on hers as well, holding her against me.

Her minty flavor clashed against the strawberry flavored lipstick I adored, a special brand I requested to be made to this specific shade of red. My cock slowly throbbed to life and I had to pull my hips away from her slightly to keep my cock from pressing against her. Lacie was having none of that. Her hands held me in place as she leaned against me. Her warm body pressed against mine and she moaned into our kiss.

That was the tipping point for me. I broke the kiss and spoke quietly, “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“How much would it cost me to stay here with you?” she asked.

I smiled down at her and let my hands rest on her waist, “Free of charge, so long as you’re comfortable sleeping in my bed. Nothing has to happen, but I’d die a happy woman if I could fall asleep with you beside me.”

“W-Wait, do you sleep naked?”

“Should I?”

She shook her head, “Baby steps, please.”

I leaned in and gave her a gentle peck on the lips, “We’ll take it as slow or as fast as you’d like. But I do want to warn you about something.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

I pointed back to the stairs and she groaned, “Couldn’t you have shown me when we were up there before?”

A chuckle escaped me. Letting her go, I spoke softly, “If you take the stairs nice and slow, I’ll say thank you?”


Chapter Nine

I bit my lip as she made a not-so-subtle hint about wanting to look at my ass. The cash in my hand was more becoming a nuisance, not something I ever thought I’d say about this much money. I put it back in the safe and closed it. She looked at me curiously and I mumbled, “I shouldn’t need it if I don’t need to pay rent.”

“Fair enough,” she said.

And with that, I walked up the stairs taking each one so slow that by the time we reached the third floor, my thighs burned and my butt begged for mercy. Selena’s heavy breathing didn’t seem to be related to being tired at all, though. As I glanced down at the crotch of her jeans, my thighs instinctively clenched. The hard, thick cock that snaked its way down her left thigh both intimidated and excited me.

Selena’s cheeks flushed and she reached down to adjust her cock without so much as a whisper. The tail of her shirt covered it as she aligned it to curl around the side of her hip instead. Across the room, on the other end of the massive TV was a door that blended in rather well with the wall.

As she approached it, her steps slowed and she spoke softly, “What you’re about to see does not in any form have to be a requirement if we make it to this step, Lacie.”

I nodded, “I trust you. But is it something bad?”

“To some people, yes,” she said. Selena turned the doorknob and pushed the door open. Inside was pitch black, but when she flipped the light switch on, my heart skipped a beat. In the center of the room was a platform with three steps leading up to a four-poster bed that rested on it. Hanging right beside the bed on decorative hooks on the wall were toys, cuffs, ropes, and a myriad of other things that I didn’t recognize. But one acronym came to mind. BDSM.

“Y-You’re not into hurting people, are you?” I asked.

She shook her head, “Like I said. Nothing in this room is necessary, but if we did have sex, I’d prefer it to be in this bed. I’d rather not stain my current bed, I’m a little attached to it.”

I stepped inside the large room and smiled as I looked around. After the initial shock, I could appreciate certain details. The light red walls clashed with the mostly black toys. What wasn’t black was shining steel. From paddles, to dildos, to the cuffs, and even the blindfold I saw. It was all black.

“Do you know how to use all this stuff?” I asked.

“You’re not scared?” she asked in return.

I shook my head, “If it’s not necessary, then no. If you wanted to do some of this stuff later on, then you’d have to prove to me that you knew what you were doing. I don’t think I’d want to use some things. Like,” I gestured to a dildo that looked at least sixteen inches long, “that.”

My hand glided over a spreader bar, “But something like this? I don’t see where it would really hurt anything.”

Selena cleared her throat, “Do you know much about BDSM?”

“A little, I’ve seen porn and my ex thought he was a Dom,” I said. “It was how he justified some of the hitting, at first.”

“Then I expect you would want nothing to do with that lifestyle again?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “Last night, I was telling people that I wanted to try and figure out my living situation by myself. The next morning, I’m in a mansion and a multi-billionaire is showing me her room where kinky things happen. I can’t say I’ll be into it, but I can say that I’m not judging you for what you’ve done in here before.”

“I’ve never done anything in here. I learned from a Mistress when I was in Seattle for a few months, but I never found a partner. You can imagine how money motivates people to say and do a lot of things, but until you know a little about people, it’s hard to trust their intentions to be authentic.”

“What do you think of my intentions?” I asked.

Selena tapped the door, “I think we should continue this conversation out of this room. All I can think of is pinning you to that bed.”

I smiled at her and slowly stepped away from the far wall and made my way back into her room. On the way out, I accidentally-on-purpose let the back of my hand graze across her shaft. Her shuddering moan made me want to give myself to her. But I couldn’t. For a woman as powerful as she had to be, knowing that I could get any sort of reaction out of her was enough to make me happy.

Teasing her like that was probably rude, but I wasn’t going to pretend like I wasn’t interested in her. I wanted to have sex with her, I did. And being fair, if I knew that she was leaving tonight and never coming back, I would have let her have me right then. But she wasn’t leaving and I wasn’t that horny. Well, I was. But I couldn’t let her have me so quickly.

She turned off the lights and shut the door behind her as she gestured to the couches again. We sat and she leaned heavily into the couch, “I think that you want to be your own woman, you don’t want to have to answer to someone in order to get ahead in life. Working for what you have is something you seem interested in. Is that about right?”

“Pretty close. It’s not that I don’t mind having help, but I want to know that it’s from the right source and that they’re not hurting themselves to help me. I don’t want to sound ungrateful, but I think if I took every dollar from that safe that you wouldn’t even blink,” I said.

Selena nodded, “Being stolen from wouldn’t make me a happy person, but if I left it open and told you to go nuts, it wouldn’t bother me.”

“I don’t steal. I never have and I never will,” I said firmly.

“And I trust you. But, let’s get hypothetical here,” she said. “Are you comfortable having the conversation about where BDSM might come into play?”

I nodded slowly, “Just don’t expect me to say yes.”

“Of course not. If you don’t want to do something, I wouldn’t dream of forcing it on you, Lacie,” she said and then smiled warmly at me. “I’m very turned on by the idea of having a submissive. Do you know what I’m talking about?”

“For the most part. I get the general idea, one partner leads, the other follows. There are a lot of different types, but I can tell you now that I don’t want you to talk down to me and I don’t want to be spit on or anything like that,” I said.

She shook her head, “That’s not something that’s crossed my mind. I prefer restraint and sensory deprivation. For instance, tying you to the bed and blindfolding you.”

My breathing quickened. “And then?”

Selena licked her lips and looked me in the eyes, “Then I’d lick and kiss my way from your mouth to your other lips. I’d make you fight against the rope and try to grind against me while you were helpless and reliant on me to pleasure you on my terms.”

The heat building within my thighs was enough to make me let out a whimpering sigh, “T-That doesn’t sound like it would be something I would be against. Is there something else that you would like from me?”

She nodded her head slowly, “You’re pretty into the emo style, right?”

“I guess so, I’d buy more relatively edgy stuff if I had the money.”

“How do you feel about chokers?”

“They’re pretty cute, but I don’t know how comfortable I’d be wearing one in public,” I said.

Selena paused and moved her hand to my neck. Her fingertips traced along my throat as she whispered, “But what if I asked you to wear a collar for me? Full-time.”

I hesitated and thought about it for a moment, “What would I get if you did?”

“Are we talking gifts or something else?”

“Something else. You’d want me to show everyone our relationship in a very, very intimate fashion. If they knew we were dating and I had a collar on, what association do you think they’d make. If I had to do that, what would you do in return?” I asked.

She looked me in the eye and spoke with a conviction that terrified me, “I’d make you the happiest woman in the world.”

“B-But how?”

“That would depend. Whatever you needed or wanted, I’d do my best to get. Lacie, I know this is going to sound strange coming from me, but outside of living expenses, I’d rather you not ask for money. If I did something for you, I’d want you to be excited and happy. If I bought you clothes, I’d expect a thank you. Just because I have money doesn’t mean the thought is any less important. Are you sure you could stay humble if you were my partner?” she asked.

I nodded slowly, “As far as I’m concerned, I would rather people not know about your money. That would draw in the wrong crowd.”

“And if you wanted to live a more lavish lifestyle, we could always take a plane to another city and spend a weekend, week, month, year, whatever you wanted there. But you’d have to promise me that you could keep what happens between us real. I don’t want you to ever fake something for money. Lacie, I can make your world secure and safe. But I need you to make sure my heart would be just as important to you as yours would be to me.”

This was more intense than I expected it to be, but I was on the same page as her. “So long as you know that your money will never be an excuse for you to hold something over my head.”

“Promise me,” she said softly.

I turned my torso toward her and leaned closer. Our lips were an inch apart when I whispered, “I promise.”

She closed the distance and kissed me again. This time, I let myself fall victim to my carnal desires. I swung my leg over her hips and let my knees sink into the cushions so that my hips could rest against hers. The thick bulge pressing against my thigh as I felt her cock growing and snaking around her hips made my heartbeat hasten.

I wanted more of her. But I knew better. Just a few feet away was the entrance to a room that I would be more vulnerable than I ever was with Eric. In there, I’d be her lover. Not her sex toy. That was something that I knew, in retrospect, that Eric could never say.

He didn’t love me. I didn’t know if Selena did, but if she did, she wasn’t using those words to manipulate me into thinking that we were something we weren’t.

Seventeen years apart and I couldn’t bring myself to care as I ground my hips against her.

Selena’s hands fell to my hips and I reached behind me to slide them just a little lower so that she was holding the ass that she seemed to want so desperately. She moaned into the kiss and I matched it with one of my own. The lust welling up within me was only matched by my gratitude.

She gave my ass a gentle squeeze and broke the kiss. Her dark eyes met mine and she mumbled, “If we don’t stop now, I don’t know if I can.”

Looking down at her, I moved my hands to the bottom of my shirt and slowly pulled it up, “We don’t have to stop, but if it’s too much, you promise that you will if I ask you to?”

“Lacie, I’d never do something like that to you. I know you barely know me, but I promise you that I’d never do something to hurt you that wasn’t mutual for our pleasure,” she said.

I tossed my shirt aside, “Unhook my bra and stop thinking about your toys. If you want me right now, you’ll take me on this couch.”

Her hand darted around my back and she deftly unclasped my bra. “Are you sure you want to do this? I don’t want to take advantage of you, Lacie,” she said.

I got off the couch and took a step back before pushing my shoes off and quickly unbuttoning my pants, “Selena, if you want to make me feel like you’re babying me, you’re doing a good job.”

Selena sighed, “You don’t want me to treat you like a submissive.”

“Says you. Just keep it respectful and don’t do anything painful,” I mumbled.

She stood as I squirmed out of my pants. Before I could even step out of the tight black pants, she circled behind me. Her hand slid around my waist and dove into my panties. Two fingers pressed against my clit and she pulled me back into her. “Put your wrists together on your sternum,” she called out in a soft, yet commanding tone.

The jolts of pleasured that sparked through me with each motion of her fingers made the command easy to obey. It was simple, she was the one pleasuring me, that meant that I was still in control, right?

I put my wrists where she asked and her free hand pinned held them tight against me, “If you struggle, I’m going to make you cum until you can’t anymore.”

Before I could say something cute that would irritate her, she slid her fingers further down my slit. The tips of her fingers trailed through my labia and she teased my entrance for a moment before she leaned in and kissed my nape. Another kiss brought her further up my neck and a single fingertip pushed into me. A second kiss pressed closer to my ear and the second fingertip joined the first.

The third kiss was just behind my ear and then she curled her wrist and pushed her fingers deep into me. “Is this what you want, Lacie?”

I nodded my head, but that wasn’t good enough. The heel of her palm ground into my clit and my knees buckled inward. The pressure against my sensitive bead was too intense.

“Say it, Lacie,” she cooed into my ear.

“I-I want you to finger me, S-Selena,” I stumbled over my words. It wasn’t embarrassment or shame that had me so smitten.

She slowly rocked her fingers into me without letting up on the pressure against my clit. With each slow push into my pussy, her wrist naturally rose and fell causing her to rock my nub. “Say it again and don’t forget your manners this time, Lacie.”

The warmth of her breath on my ear brought a wave of gooseflesh over my arms. I couldn’t deny her. I didn’t want to.

“Selena!” I cried out, “P-Please finger me.”

“That’s better,” she cooed and tightened her grip on my wrists, holding me tight against her body. The action made me a little nervous, but her two fingers pumped into me furiously. There was so little warning to the shift in pace, my mind didn’t know how to react. My body did.

A familiar, burning warmth radiated from my core as my breath caught in my chest. A loud cry escaped me and she whispered, “Such a sensitive woman, Lacie. Come for me.”

I had no choice. My body wanted what it wanted and as my knees buckled, she held me tighter against her. My left foot lifted from the floor and I let out another scream of ecstasy as her fingers continued to piston into my wet folds.

And then, the rush of my juices burst forth into my panties, drenching the front of them before trickling down into the gusset. Selena kissed my neck again and whispered, “Good girl. Now, pull your pants up.”

“W-What?”

“I don’t repeat myself,” she said as she pulled her hand out of my panties. She stepped around me and smirked before sucking her drenched fingers into her mouth. Her eyes never left mine as I leaned down to pull my pants back up. Luckily, they were black and the wetness of my panties wouldn’t make much of a difference.

“B-But what about you?” I asked.

She shook her head, “You don’t get to decide when I get off, Lacie. For now, get dressed. I’d like to go with you to get the things you’d like out of your parents’ house.”

“After what we just did?” I asked.

Selena smiled and nodded, “What better way to go over there?”

“And if my dad tries something?” I asked.

She shrugged, “I doubt he will, but if it’s that much of a concern, we could always ask a police officer to escort us.”

“N-No, I don’t think that would be right,” I mumbled.

She helped me clasp my bra and pressed her cock against my ass again, “But if you’re a good girl, maybe I’ll let you touch me tonight while we’re in bed.”

I took a steadying breath and looked over my shoulder at her, “So where do we go from here? Like, friends or…”


Chapter Ten

Lacie’s question lingered for a moment. Things were definitely picking up steam and now that she knew the truth about me, she hadn’t run away or threatened to share my secrets. It was almost comical to think that coming out as trans was easier than coming out as a billionaire. The two had similar effects on how people saw you.

Both made people think that you were a completely different person until they got to know you. The main difference was that being a billionaire was something people wanted to be. Being trans, well, it was something that most people thought was horrifying. Some were just misconceptions about what they thought the process was like, others didn’t want to feel like they would lose a large part of their identity.

“I don’t think we’re friends, Lacie, but I don’t know if it’s safe to ask you if you want to date me or not,” I said softly.

She smiled weakly and pulled away from me. Lacie pulled her shirt back on and shrugged, “I don’t see why we couldn’t give it a test drive. If we don’t like it, we don’t have to keep going. That would be comfortable enough for me.”

The thought warmed my heart. I didn’t want to be alone for the rest of my life. The age difference between us was probably concerning enough, but she was fine with it. She was fine with the possibility of BDSM. Lacie seemed to be happy with me and my oddities.

As much as I loved reading, I was looking forward to spending more time with her.

“Then let’s go get your things, baby,” I said softly.

She smiled at me and sat down to put on her shoes, “Let me finish getting dressed first!”

Reaching down, I ruffled her hair and spoke softly, “You’re not going to quit your job, by the way.”

“I didn’t plan on it. Working for you isn’t the worst thing ever,” she purred.

“Not just that. I still plan on reading during the days. You’re off on the weekends, that’ll be when we spend most of our time together. At least, our time outside of the house, of course,” I said.

Lacie nodded. We left my mansion behind and she gave me directions to her parents’ house. Something like this house would have been more than enough for me, but that was my mind wandering. I parked in the driveway and shortly after, a man that I presumed to be her father opened the door.

Stepping out of the SUV, I looked at the chubby man with a scraggly beard, “Good morning, sir.”

“Can I help you? You ain’t one of them Jehovah’s witness people are you?” he asked.

I shook my head, “Afraid not. I’m here to help Lacie get her things out.”

He took a deep breath and I saw his fists clench, “Whatever that little brat told you isn’t true. She’s getting kicked—”

“I don’t care. I’m just here to help her get her things. I’d rather this not turn into an ordeal where cops get involved. Is that something you’d like to do?” I asked.

He ducked his head and stepped back inside, “Thirty minutes.”

I waved to Lacie and she got out of the car. We stepped into the poorly maintained home and a wave of cigarette smoke hit me. How could someone live in conditions like these and turn out like Lacie did?

Then again, the term trial by fire was coined for a reason. She made it through this and came out of the other side as a better person. In her room, there wasn’t much in the way of excess. She had an older computer with a small, fuzzy monitor that still displayed the login screen of the game she played.

“My clothes are mostly in the dresser,” she said.

“How much do you like them?”

“I mean, they’re clothes?”

“How much do you like any of this stuff?” I asked.

She shrugged and opened the bottom right drawer of her dresser. Lacie grabbed a few notebooks and mumbled, “This is about all I really care about.”

“Then we’re not going to bother packing the rest of this stuff,” I said.

Lacie tilted her head and asked quietly, “You know that you’d have to buy the new stuff, right?”

“I know. Grab the uniforms that were supplied to you and we’ll go.”

She did as I asked and on the way out, I looked over to her father and chuckled, “I’m sorry, but there wasn’t much worth taking in there. Dispose of it how you see fit.”

Lacie giggled at my comment and hurried over to the SUV. Burning hatred colored the man’s face as he stood up, “You’re not going to come into my house and insult me!”

“I think I just did,” I said and walked out of the home. We got in my SUV and the man waddled outside in time to watch us drive away. I wasn’t one to usually insult people, at least, not blatantly. That guy, though, he deserved a little frustration to chew on after what he did to Lacie.

The smile on her face was infectious and as I drove to the clothing store I owned, I spoke softly, “How do you feel about lingerie?”

“I feel like you want me to wear some, but I don’t mind it. As long as it’s comfortable, I’d be okay with that. Just don’t start asking me to wear it around the house all the time for your viewing pleasure,” Lacie said. “Not yet, at least. Earlier was, uh, fun, but I don’t want that to be all the time. Even if I do want to return the favor tonight.”

“That sounds fair to me. I was just curious. Once we’re inside, let’s try not to spend more than grand. I don’t carry more than that on me at a time,” I said.

She nodded, “That should be enough sets of clothes to last me for a long while.”

“I’m sure we’ll get you more,” I said teasingly.

Shopping wasn’t the most thrilling thing for me anymore, but watching her eyes light up when I nodded to whatever she picked out was heartwarming. By the time we got to the lingerie, she’d already gone over the budget by quite a bit, but I didn’t care. I let her throw as much lace as she wanted into the cart and by the time she finished, she’d bought nearly all of the bras in her size and as many pairs of panties that matched them as she could. When we checked out, she watched the number climb and she looked to me with panic in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry,” she mumbled.

I shook my head, “Don’t be. I could have stopped you.”

“Thank you, Selena.”

The woman behind the counter was the same that had retrieved the jacket and she looked at me knowingly. I smirked and put my arm around Lacie’s waist, “Anything you want, baby.”

I could see the jealousy burning in that woman’s eyes, and when I paid for the clothes without my card being declined, the woman mumbled, “I hope you two have a really good night.”

People could be bitter, but I didn’t care. Carrying the many bags of clothing back to the SUV almost made me regret not telling her no, but it would all be worth it. After that, I took her across town to the electronic store. She tilted her head and mumbled, “What’s here that we need?”

“You left your computer. I don’t know if they’ll have any good ones here, but I figured we could check,” I said.

“Are you sure? A computer isn’t the cheapest thing.”

I laughed and leaned over to whisper, “You can thank me later.”

She stiffened, “If this isn’t just a favor—”

“I didn’t mean sexually. If that’s something you want to do, feel free, but a simple thank you is all I want, babe.”

Lacie visibly relaxed and I got out of the car and went into the store. While she talked to the employee about what kind of computer she would want, I looked around at the various consoles and games. Years had passed since I last picked up a controller and that was something I wanted to change. Now that I had someone to play with, I didn’t see a reason why I couldn’t grab a console and a few games.

The second living room on the second floor of my mansion would be a great place to snuggle up to her and play games together.

“I don’t need a solid-state drive, those are a little more expensive,” Lacie said.

Heading over to intervene, I smiled at the employee, “Are you a gamer?”

He nodded, “Yeah, I’ve been playing since I was little bitty.”

“Right, so which computer in here have you been wanting? Like, which of these boxes makes you want to cuddle it when you see it?” I asked.

“Well, we’ve got a few that are good for a budget—”

“Did I ask about a budget?” I asked.

He rolled his eyes at me and led the way over to a display that had a beautiful twenty-seven-inch monitor with the specs below it. The price, a little over four grand.

“Now, do you want to see the budget option?” he asked.

I looked back at Lacie, “Does this look good to you?”

She moved closer and looked at the tag with the computer's specifications on it. “S-Son of a bitch, I mean, yeah, it looks great if I was wanting to make NASA jealous.”

“Cool, do you have one in stock?” I asked the gentleman.

“Yeah, but it’s in the back,” he said.

“Go get it. And the monitor. Or does that come with it?” I asked.

“It’s extra,” he mumbled.

I smiled warmly, “Then get me one of those as well.”

As he walked away, Lacie looked at me with wide eyes, “Are you seriously doing this for me?”

“No, I’m doing it for us. You said that if you didn’t have anything to do at my place, you wouldn’t want to be there. So I’m getting you a computer. Do you play consoles? Or rather, would you play one with me if I got it?” I asked.

She nodded, “I’ve never really had one, computer parts got passed down a lot to me from my friends in school, but I couldn’t afford a console.”

“Awesome, do me a favor and go pick one out and like, ten co-op games. Whatever you think would be cool, I don’t even know what I’d want to play if I read all the boxes,” I said.

Lacie’s jaw dropped and she lingered in place for a moment. I leaned down and gave her a kiss on the nose, “Don’t worry, I’m going to be cheap when we eat. I’m hitting a drive-through. The people that maintain my house have to buy more groceries for the week today, good excuse to have a cheat day.”

“Y-You’re insane,” she mumbled. “T-Thank you, Selena. For everything.”

I smiled at her and nodded toward the section with the consoles, “Hurry it up, baby.”

We were lucky enough to have an employee help us get everything in my SUV. The back was packed with clothes and the back seat was similarly crammed with everything we’d just bought.

As I pulled into the fast-food chain’s drive-through, Lacie laughed quietly. She looked over at me and mumbled, “You had to spend at least ten thousand today and yet, here we are waiting for people to make cheap food.”

“Hey,” I mumbled. “If it’s good, it doesn’t matter if it’s cheap. I don’t like skimping when it comes to things that are going to be worn or used a lot. Food, on the other hand, can be ridiculously good even if you’re only paying a fraction of the cost of something gourmet.”

“Selena, I really want to say thank you again,” Lacie mumbled.

I reached across and offered her my hand. As her fingers slid through mine, I smiled warmly, “You’re welcome, baby. It’s nice to see you smile so much. Let’s just hope that you appreciate these things a week or a month from now.”

Lacie lifted my hand and kissed the back of it, “I will because you got them for me.”


Chapter Eleven

I had no clue what to do with my life once we went back to her mansion. The console was set up on the second floor. She let me put my computer in her room and we both groaned when we realized that we didn’t get a chair for it. That was something she rectified by ordering it online.

“So what now?” she asked.

I shrugged, “You said that the internet wouldn’t be reasonable for another week or two?”

“Yeah, they’re laying cable but that’s an entire process. Not to mention the other stuff they’re going to have to do,” she said.

“Do you at least have TV?” I asked.

She smiled, “Yeah, that we could do.”

I looked at the bed and then to the couches, “Where do we even sit?”

Selena looked down and let out a quiet sigh, “Isn’t it frustrating?”

“What?”

“To have all of these options. We could watch on the first floor, the second, my bedroom, the other guest rooms, and even in the kitchen. We could play the console, but after getting in from shopping, it feels a little strange to do that. Getting your computer set up while you’re standing is frustrating. All of these things that we could do, and yet, all I want is to spend time with you,” she said.

I walked closer to her and smiled, “Well, why don’t we do something a little wild and truly crazy?”

“What’s on your mind?” she asked.

“Take me back to the cafe,” I whispered, running my hand down to her stomach. “I’ll work the rest of the afternoon while you read. When we get back, we can maybe mess around or sleep, depending on how I feel. But after everything that’s happened today, I think a little normal life would be nice.”

She smiled at me and leaned in to give me a soft kiss on the lips. Selena pulled away from me and whispered in my ear, “You’re not changing panties.”

A smirk crested my lips, “I honestly don’t want to.”

Her eyes widened and for the first time, Selena’s words sounded unsure, “That’s hot.”

I nodded, “So are you.”

She adjusted her cock and gave me a gentle pat on the ass, “Let’s go!”

Selena grabbed a book on the way out of the mansion and when we arrived at the coffee shop, I hurried behind the counter. Pepper’s smile was wider than I’d ever seen it, “You two did it, didn’t you?”

I rolled my eyes, “Oh my gosh, Pepper come on now. We didn’t go all the way.”

The other woman behind the counter asked quietly, “Wait if you’re here, then can’t I go home?”

“Ask Nathan?” Pepper asked as much as said.

She sent the text and sure enough, she got to leave so long as she clocked out and I clocked in. With just the two of us behind the counter, Pepper asked, “So, you were gone for about three hours. You come back with her and you’re not even remotely upset. Give me those juicy details.”

I shrugged, “Well, she offered me a room in her house and one thing kind of led to the other.”

“Did you let her lick you up and down like a Popsicle?” she asked.

My cheeks flushed as I shook my head, “Pepper, you’re a pervert.”

“That I am, so, did you eat her out, then?” she asked.

“My god, I let her finger me,” I said in a hushed whisper.

She smirked and leaned in, “Did you finish?”

I nodded slowly, unsure as to why I was even telling her these things. “It was nice, I’m not going to lie. But I don’t know where things will end and I hope that they don’t. Honestly, she’s been amazing to me so far and I’m a little afraid that it’s too good to be true.”

“Ride the train until it stops, Lacie. Weren’t you afraid to even talk to her a few days ago? Let alone be with her? We got you over the age gap and now you’re letting her play with your kitty. I’d like to say that you’re making strides to opening up again,” she said before giggling. “I mean, more than your legs that is.”

“Pepper, that’s not funny,” I mumbled.

She poked out her lower lip, “Aw, come on, honey, you know I wasn’t trying to bring up bad memories.”

I sighed, “It’s just that he’s supposed to be getting out soon and I’m terrified of that. I don’t know why they even gave him a lesser sentence. They had everything they needed to lock him up for at least ten years.”

“Because justice is a fucked up system,” Pepper said. “Look, it’ll be fine. It has to be.”

“I’m not sure if I should tell her,” I said. “I don’t know if she would try to take steps to protect me or if I should just get a pistol or something.”

She shrugged, “If you didn’t hate guns, I’d say that isn’t a bad option. Either way, I think you should tell her about him.”

“She knows about him, just not that he’s getting out soon. Selena is a problem solver, though. I’m a little worried that she’s going to feel like she has to take care of it, and what happens if she can’t solve this one?” I asked.

Pepper smiled at me and shrugged again, “Then you’ll know that she tried for you and that she cares about your health and safety.”

“But is it really even her problem to deal with?” I asked.

“No, but if you two are going to be dating or whatever, then she should have the option to try and help. If you didn’t even tell her about it, what’s to say that the guy wouldn’t target her instead?” Pepper asked.

Her words sent a chill down my spine. Eric was always jealous, that much was an absolute. But how many times would Selena have to be the hero for me? When would she just get to enjoy the time we spent together without having to fix another of my problems?

For that matter, when would I be able to help her in return? The little favors were one thing, but short of trying to make sure she was sexually satisfied, what could I really offer her?

As my thoughts spiraled, Selena looked over at me and smiled warmly before turning the page of her book and diving back into it. I took a deep breath and spoke softly, “I’ll let her know about him. If I’m worth the trouble, she can make the decision to help me or not.”

Pepper smiled. “That’s assuming that this guy hasn’t learned his lesson while he was locked up.”

“Knowing Eric, I don’t think he would,” I said quietly.

Customers filtered in again as it was nearing lunchtime and our conversation got cut off, but I didn’t mind. Pepper helped me make my decision and that was all I could ask. Pepper and I chatted between the influx of customers and by the time the end of my shift drew closer to an end, I was thrilled to get off work. It was never this busy, especially not on a Monday. Something was up, but I didn’t know what.

I joined Selena and spoke quietly, “What’s going on today or were you paying attention?”

She nodded, “Yeah, I was. I can’t say that I know, Lacie. But I also heard you and Pepper whispering a lot. Is everything okay?”

“There’s something I want to talk to you about, but I was hoping we could do that at home?” I asked.

Selena stood up and led the way outside. As she got into the SUV, a bright flash came from across the street and Selena let out a deep groan, “Fuck.”

I closed my door and before I even put on my seatbelt, she was driving away. “What’s going on?”

She drew her seatbelt across her chest and let out a deep sigh, “Someone spilled the beans.”

“About?”

“Me. Two years was a good run, but say goodbye to having any peace at all,” Selena grumbled.

As we approached the mansion’s driveway, a long line of cars was parked outside and a constant stream of pictures was taken as she pulled in. They knew better than to trespass at least, but Selena slammed her hands down onto the steering wheel a few times, “I just wanted to live a peaceful fucking life!”

There was no way that this wasn’t my fault. She’d said it herself, if not in exact words. I was the only thing she’d done differently.

“I’m sorry if this is my fault, Selena,” I mumbled.

She parked and leaned back in the seat, “It’s probably because of the bitch at the clothing store. Maybe Nathan said something. It doesn’t matter, either way, people are going to start talking. A lot.”

“What does that mean for us?” I asked.

“It doesn’t mean anything. If you’re fine with being in the public eye, always being watched, and being something of a celebrity, it’ll be fine for you. The problem is, I don’t think you’re that kind of woman,” she said before leaning forward. Selena rested her head on the steering wheel and sighed, “So everything changes. I don’t know if I can take this. Not again.”

I reached over and rubbed her back slowly, “How do we fix it?”

She didn’t say anything for a few moments, “We either let this happen or we move.”

“And what do you want?” I asked.

Selena chuckled, “What I wanted was to have you. To get to know you and not have to put these kinds of situations in front of you. I wanted to just have a normal relationship and maybe get a little kinky in the bedroom with someone that I could trust. But I’m a fucking idiot for not being more careful. Trickling my money instead of spending huge amounts. It’s a rookie mistake and one I should have known better than to make.”

“Selena, you’re scaring me a little. Do you want to talk about this inside?” I asked.

She sighed heavily. “Lacie, I don’t think you get what I’m saying.”

“Either we move away or we go public with everything we do.”

“So you do get it. But the impact that’s going to have on your—”

“I want to move,” I interrupted.

She tilted her head, “Excuse me?”

“You want a peaceful life and I was the reason that you can’t have that here. But that doesn’t mean that we can’t get away from here. My ex is getting out of jail in about two weeks. I don’t want to be here if he’s free to come find me. Or you. I don’t know what he would do, but I don’t want to deal with that. I’d miss Pepper, but she’s about the only other person I know.”

“And what about the mansion? I couldn’t move us into something like this again,” she said. “If we leave on short notice, I’m going to buy a house and we’ll sleep on an air mattress for the first few days because again, I’ll have to buy things in multiple places with cash. I’ve got to ditch this SUV and I’ve got to start all over.”

“Not all over,” I said softly. “You’ve got me.”

She smiled weakly and released her seatbelt, “Do you know how long it took me to get to this point? Where I could have a little secrecy while still having a nice place to live? Just think about my play room. I won’t be able to have something like that again.”

“So you should enjoy it tonight,” I mumbled.

Selena shook her head, “It doesn’t work like that. Just because we’ll be leaving it behind doesn’t mean we have to dive into things.”

“Look, I’m curious about it, okay? You’re right. If we move, we leave this place behind,” I said. Even though the situation was pretty dire, I was already all in with my devotion to her. I’d given up my somewhat stable life with my parents. Without her, I wouldn’t have even had that job, even if I didn’t know that initially. This woman had taken a chance on me and I wanted to show her that I was worth the investment.

“That doesn’t mean we should have sex, something that you’ve told me was uncomfortable for you,” she said.

I got out of the car and hurried into the mansion and up to the third floor. By the time she made it to the top of the stairs, my chest was heaving from taking the stairs two at a time to beat her up here. I threw my pants at her and she sighed, “Baby, please don’t do this right now.”

“So you don’t want me?” I asked.

“I want you, that’s not a question. I’ve wanted you since I first saw your little ass in those tight pants, but I haven’t earned you yet,” she called to me.

I shrugged my shoulders and took my shirt off and let it fall to the ground as I walked to the door that led into her play room. “I’m the one that gets to say when you can have me, Selena. You can say yes or no, that’s your decision.”

“Then my answer is no,” she said. “Baby, I want you when you’re comfortable. Not when you feel like it might be the only chance to use this room.”

“But what if we never get to play like this again?” I asked.

She paused and looked at my still-damp panties, “You know, there is an alternative.”

“What would that be?” I asked.

Selena smirked and took a step closer to me, “You want to taste the high life before we settle back down? The cover is blown, we might as well enjoy things for a little while.”

“That doesn’t sound all that bad, but are you sure you want to do that with me. And what about the stuff here? My job, the people, everything.”

“What about it all? Baby, we can just go. Right now, tonight. Or in the morning, if you wanted to sleep first and give it some more thought.”

I sighed, “But what about your play room? Isn’t that important to you?”

Selena smiled and took a step closer to me, “I can play with you in a lot of different places. Besides, for the things I’d want to do with you, all we’d need to do is pack a pair of cuffs and a blindfold. But until you’re ready to wear a collar for me, I don’t think we should look into bondage, baby.”

I bit my lip and nodded, “Then why don’t we enjoy some TV?”


Chapter Twelve

I hated that things were going to go down this route, but I couldn’t deny the tingling excitement. As I undressed for bed, Lacie unclasped her bra and stepped out of her panties. Her smooth, petite body was perfect for my tastes, but from the bright red blush of her cheeks, I could tell that she didn’t view herself in the same way that I did.

Unclasping my bra, I let it slide down my arms before I pushed my panties down. My cock was semi-erect, seeing Lacie naked was certainly having an effect on me. As I got into bed and pulled the cover over my hips, she finally moved to join me.

I slid my left arm behind her back and leaned against the mountain of pillows on my large bed, “If you’re uncomfortable being naked, you can always get dressed. That was never a requirement.”

“It’s fine,” she whispered.

In her position, she really didn’t have a great way to touch me. That wasn’t by mistake. Holding her against my side was purely intentional. As willing as she seemed to be, I didn’t want to rush things. After what happened with the ex, I didn’t want to be like him. I didn’t want her to ever think I took advantage of her.

I reached over to my nightstand and turned the TV on and turned it up just loud enough that we could hear it, but it was still quiet enough to not drown us out if we spoke.

“Are you sure you’d want to leave all of this behind, Lacie?”

She nodded, “I don’t want to be here if it means that I can’t have you. Call me greedy, but I don’t want to let go of you after we just really met. You’ve opened yourself up to me and I’ve done the same to you. Call it childish, but that means something to me.”

“It’s not childish. I just don’t know if being with someone seventeen years older than you with this much baggage is really worth it,” I mumbled.

“And what’s the alternative to that? You go off somewhere else and be lonely while I wonder if this could have been something more than it was?”

I leaned down in the bed slightly and pulled my arm out from behind her back. Clasping my hands together behind my neck, I rested flat against the bed and looked up at the ceiling. “How can you be sure that this will turn into something special, though, Lacie?”

She rolled onto her side. Her left leg cross over mine and she put her left hand on my stomach, “I can’t be sure, but I have a really good feeling about you, Selena. From the moment I met you, I thought that you were interesting. You never made me feel like I was an object or someone that you had to conquer. I was just a person to you and that feels so much better than what most other people did.”

“And yet, you know that I’m going to want to have more and more of you. I’m going to ask you to be my lover and even my submissive at some point. Lacie, I’m going to eventually want you to do things for me that you might only do for my pleasure,” I said.

She rested her head on my arm, “Like what? Wear a collar? If that’s the sort of thing you want me to do, I don’t mind that at all. The fact that you haven’t pushed me to have sex with you says a lot about you.”

Her hand slid down my stomach and she let her fingers wrap around my shaft. Lacie stroked me slowly as she whispered in my ear, “It makes me want you so bad that I could scream. Earlier, I wore panties that I creamed in because you told me to. Even though it was weird, I wanted to do it for you because I wanted you to know that I’d do something special for you. Just like you’ve been doing special things for me.”

“Baby, if you don’t stop touching me, I’m going to want more. I’ve been doing my best to keep it in my pants, metaphorically, and you’re not making that easy,” I hissed.

“Turn off the TV,” she whispered.

I did as she asked. Lacie pulled her hand off my cock for long enough to pull the cover down to reveal my breasts. Then, she went right back to stroking me and she whispered, “You can have more. Just make sure that you’re not forcing me. Selena, the money couldn’t mean any less to me. But like you said, it’s the thought behind the gifts that matters. So enjoy my gift to you?”

Lacie leaned in and let her lips fall over my sensitive nipple. A soft moan escaped me before I could stop it. Her teeth gently grazed my bud and her hand continued to make long, slow pulls on my cock.

My hips lifted to meet her hand and I gave up on trying to change her mind. If this was truly something she wanted to do, I wouldn’t stop her.

Lacie pulled away from my breast with a soft pop and squirmed her way down the bed. She disappeared under the cover and after a little repositioning, I could feel her breath rolling forth to greet my throbbing cock. And then she took me into her mouth.

The warmth was unbelievable and as I watched her form bob up and down under the cover, I couldn’t help but let out soft groans. Her tongue swirled around my cock’s head as she lifted up, and then as she slid back down my shaft, her tongue pressed against the underside. Each heavenly motion sent waves of pleasure shooting through my body. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t ask her for more. All I could do was appreciate what she was doing for me.

It didn’t take long for my toes to curl. I slid my hand under the cover and put it lightly on the back of her head and sucked in a deep breath so that I could cry out, “I’m close!”

She didn’t pull away from my cock. Much the opposite, Lacie took me fully into her throat with each practiced motion. I wasn’t the most experience when it came to being pleasured, but I wasn’t stupid enough to think that my cock was average. This little angel knew exactly what she was doing and it showed.

I exhaled deeply as my balls tightened. Her tongue swirled around my crown one last time before I heard her take a deep breath. And then she took my cock into her throat. Each heavy pulse of my cum shot straight down her throat. Her body instinctively tried to force my cock out of her, but the tightening of her throat around my cock only prolonged my orgasm.

By the time my pleasure finally ebbed away, Lacie pulled off my cock and burst out from under the covers. Her face was bright red and she flopped onto her back and took greedy breaths of air. After a few moments of heavy breathing from both of us, she patted my stomach and mumbled, “N-Next time, I want to try it with you looking at me.”

My cock twitched. “Next time?”

She giggled and rolled onto her side, those beautiful blue eyes staring into mine, “I’d like to hope that you’d let me do that again.”

“You make it sound like it’s doing you a favor, baby. I enjoyed that so damn much, but if you don’t want to do it again, you don’t have to.”

She nodded and spoke softly, “I loved doing that for you. Hearing you moan was so sexy.”

“Glad you think so, Lacie,” I whispered as my eyelid got heavier. “If I were a little more awake, I’d love to take care of you.”

Lacie smiled and rolled onto her back and pulled the covers over us, “Then I’ll remember to ask you to take care of me before I return the favor. Or we could just do it at the same time?”

I nodded my head, “Yeah, that would be nice.”

A few more quiet moments passed before I slid my hand under the covers to take hers. “Hey, baby?”

“Yeah?”

“Do you want to stay here?”

Things got quiet again, “I don’t think that I want to, Selena. Even if we skipped over doing the lavish stuff, I think that I’d rather just start fresh and do it right this time. Live a quiet life.”

“But would you want to have a little fun before we did that?” I asked.

She chuckled, “If by fun, you mean have sex in really, really interesting ways… Maybe. It depends on how good you eat me out tomorrow morning.”

“Someone’s getting cocky,” I mumbled.

“Are you going to do anything about that?” she asked.

I laughed and squeezed her hand gently, “Will you wear a collar for me?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “But only if I get to pick it.”

“Consider it done,” I said.

She giggled and squeezed my hand in return. “So, want to stay here for a week or so and just, you know, get used to each other?”

“Are you trying to say you want to hide from the world and have sex?” I asked.

“We bought all these games and you got me a dream computer, have all this stuff set up so that we can enjoy ourselves, but then we just leave?” she asked.

I nodded, “It does feel a little strange, doesn’t it?”

She let out a deep sigh. “If I’m honest, it feels like we’re letting the people win. Should we really care what happens if people find out?”

“I don’t want you to feel like everything we do have to be filtered because people are probably watching,” I mumbled.

“Can they legally come to the mansion?” she asked.

“No.”

“So then what does it matter? If you own the coffee shop, then why can’t you just kick people out if they’re being a problem?” Lacie asked.

I rolled onto my side and she did the same so that we could look at each other. “Because if this is where I’m going to settle down, more people are going to come. I don’t want to hide our relationship, Lacie, so if we stay here like I said earlier, you’re going to be something of a celebrity.”

She pulled my hand to her chest and held it over her heart, “We made promises to each other, Selena. If you don’t think that we could stay, then we can leave. But I’m not going to lie, after what I just did, I thought I would feel a little… I don’t know, a little like a slut or something. But all I feel is like doing it again because you deserve so much more.”

Lacie smiled and wiggled closer to me before continuing, “But I don’t feel even a little bit odd. And I’d be lying if I told you that I didn’t want to live here with you. Yeah, people are going to watch us and wait for something to happen, so why don’t we give them a little show occasionally? Nothing gross, but like, maybe kissing in public. I could, uh, wear the collar out?”

“You’d do that kind of thing for me?” I asked.

She nodded, “But there would have to be conditions.”

“Name them.”

“We both get a bodyguard. I don’t trust Eric not to do something stupid and that was before the influx of people. With all that’s going to start happening around the town, we both know that it would only be the smart thing to do,” she said.

“And what else?” I asked.

She looked away from me and her cheeks flushed, “Well, I didn’t think that far ahead. I thought the bodyguard thing would make you uncomfortable.”

“I’ve had security details before. The only thing you’re going to have to get used to is that I’d want them to live nearby and to have them watch the house while we’re gone. So I’ll have to—” she pressed a finger to my lips.

“Do whatever you think is best, so long as we’re safe, Selena,” she purred. “But for now, let’s get some sleep. We can order a collar tomorrow morning and if you’re a good girlfriend, I’ll let you have me on Saturday.”

A smirk formed on my lips as I leaned in and kissed her. “You do know that you’re not going to talk to me like that when you’re in my play room, right?”

“I’m counting on that, Selena.”


Chapter Thirteen

Getting used to people following us around town was a little more difficult than I initially thought. A few times over the course of the week, I thought about asking Selena to just take us away to somewhere that no one would know us. But that would be the easy way out.

She and I continued living our lives as boring as we usually did out in public. When my collar came in, I told her that we’d start using it this weekend. It was a beautiful sterling silver collar that clasped in the back, nearly seamlessly. Not one that could be pulled or anything, but Selena assured me that this collar wasn’t a mark of ownership. At least, not in the way that I would be her pet.

There was no denying that it was beautiful and it meant that I was hers and hers alone, but there was a certain measure of safety that came with not having a place for a tag or leash to be attached to it. It was essentially just a choker, but Selena kept calling it a collar, if there was even a difference.

By the time Saturday morning finally came around, I was more than excited to sit down in my computer chair to play games. And sure enough, Selena moved the console up to her room and plugged it up to her TV so that we could still be together while we played. There were few words spoken, but the occasional glance we shared made me feel like we were still spending quality time together.

Wearing nothing but a pair of panties, Selena was wearing much the same. She had on a pair of shorts to keep her cock from being too distracting. Her breasts were definitely distracting, but I could look away from those without feeling the need to have sex with her.

I glanced down at the clock on my computer screen and squirmed in my chair. Just a little while longer until we finally made things official with the collar. Breaking it in by letting her play with me was just icing on the cake. Knowing her, though, she might make it a little more difficult than just putting the collar on me and having sex with me.

Around noon, she let out a loud groan and called out, “Alright, baby. I gave you five solid hours of doing your thing. If you want to do something in the play room, let me know now before I start making plans.”

I quit the game I was playing and stood up. The lace panties that were slightly too tight showed off my lower lips and I nodded, “What would you want to do?”

“Honestly?” she asked. I nodded. “I want to tie you to the bed and blindfold you like I’ve been saying for a while now. But I don’t know if I would stop after making you finish with my mouth.”

“Oh? And what would you do after that?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded to the play room, “I’d put you on your side and enjoy your tight lips around my cock, baby.”

My thighs warmed at the thought, “And if I wanted you to do something else?”

“Then you’d have to earn it outside of the play room. That’s all that we’d be doing if you wanted to play, for now,” she said.

“And what kind of things would I have to do to earn more?” I asked.

Selena smiled at me and shook her head, “See, now you’re getting ahead of yourself, Lacie. If you want normal, vanilla sex that you could have with just anyone, then tell me now. If not, then tell me that you’re fine with me picking and choosing what we do, baby.”

I smiled at her and walked slowly over to the door that led into her BDSM room, “You call the shots, but you don’t get to gag me. I’m not going to rely on a safeword either. I’ll tell you if I’m uncomfortable and if I am, we stop. Okay?”

“I’m okay with that, but if you can’t speak at the time for whatever reason, is there a sign you want to use to tell me to stop?” she asked.

I shrugged, “Well, for now, I don’t think so. I’ll snap my fingers or something?”

“Snapping your fingers, final answer?” she asked.

“Yes.”

Selena stood and walked over to me. Her hands slide into the waistband of my panties and she slowly pushed them down to my mid-thigh, “Lacie, when we’re in there and we’re playing with any aspect of kink involved, I want you to call me Mistress. Can you do that?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

Her hand slid between my legs and she rubbed my lips softly, “I do need to know what your limits are later on, but for now, why aren’t you on that bed, baby?”

My heart raced in my chest as reality set in. This was happening and there was nothing but excitement coursing through my veins. I thought I would be nervous or a little hesitant, but when the cards were on the table, I didn’t see a reason to be afraid.

I pushed my panties further down until they fell the rest of the way down. Pulling away from Selena, I opened the door to the room and turned on the light before taking the steps up to the platform the bed was on. I looked back and didn’t see Selena. She must be getting my collar.

My collar. The thought was new to me, but that didn’t mean it was a bad thing. Even if it did mean that Selena thought she owned me, was that really such a bad thing? If the week we’d spent together showed me anything, it was that she had restraint and wasn’t going to force me to do anything.

Since the blowjob, we hadn’t really done much beyond groping while kissing. I loved her touch. I craved it. She wasn’t like Eric, she didn’t have to make me validate the feelings we had for one another and that made them feel so much more real to me.

As I waited on the bed, I let my hand slide to my hips and I slowly pushed a finger into myself. A few seconds later, as if summoned by me pleasuring myself, Selena stepped through the door with the collar dangling from her fingers. The shorts she wore were nowhere to be seen and that long, thick cock sent a shiver down my spine. I was confident that I could take it, but it would be a tight fit.

She smirked as she walked over to the bed, “Sit up, Lacie.”

My hand slowly pulled away from my groin and she shook her head, “Leave it in. I don’t mind if you get it wet for me.”

There was a pause before I continued pushing the finger in and out of myself. She climbed onto the bed and she knelt in front of me on the bed. Her cock was so close that I could lean in and take it in my mouth if I wanted, but she needed to be able to reach my throat.

“When I put this collar on, I don’t want it to come off unless I tell you that it can, do you understand that, baby?” she asked.

I nodded my head, “I do, Mistress. And I’m willing to do that for you as long as you promise to treat me like your girlfriend and not property.”

Selena’s cock twitched and she bit her lip, “You’re not property, baby, but I do hope that you know that you’re mine. Does it bother you to hear me say that?”

“No, Mistress, just like you’re mine,” I said.

She smiled and brought her hands to my neck. The cold silver collar pressed against my smooth neck and she clasped it behind my neck. It was almost a perfect fit, but there was a little wiggle room left.

“Good girl,” she purred. Selena got off the bed and retrieved four lengths of silken rope. “If you want me to stop or untie you at any point, just say so, Lacie.”

I nodded slowly and moved to the center of the bed. As much as I didn’t want to, I pulled my finger from my pussy. Instead of making her tell me, I stretched out and got my limbs as close to the bedposts as possible.

Selena didn’t waste any time in tying me up. With each limb that she restrained, she asked me if the rope was too tight or if I was uncomfortable. My answer was always no. I trusted her and she did seem to know what she was doing, not that I had a single clue as to what would be done well or not.

Once she finished tying me to the bed, she got off again and retrieved a simple, thick piece of black cloth and smiled at me. “You sure you want to start with the blindfold?”

“I don’t mind it, Mistress. Please don’t slap me or anything like that,” I mumbled.

“You don’t have to worry about that, baby girl,” she said as she put the blindfold over my eyes.

My stomach sank as my vision was taken from me. The trust I had in her was still there, but being with her in practice was different than in theory. After she tied it to keep it in place, she spoke softly, “Just relax, I’ll take care of you.”

I couldn’t think of anything to say that would matter. The only things that came to mind were to ask her to take off the blindfold, but she wanted this. She wanted this control over me in this play room and I told her she could have it. Selena told me I didn’t owe her anything, but I felt like I did owe her the ability to live out her fantasy.

The bed shifted as she got on it and I was painfully aware of the warmth that came with her getting on top of me. Her thighs pressed against the outside of my legs and that thick shaft rested against my hips.

Her lips pressed against mine and I lifted slightly so that I could kiss her back. Selena’s hips pressed against me and her tongue pressed against my lips. I opened my mouth for her and she wasted no time in deepening our embrace. Selena’s cock stiffened and pressed firmly against me.

As the first moan slipped out of me into our kiss, she broke the kiss and chuckled, “Such a good girl.”

“For you and you alone, Mistress,” I whispered. Without my vision, my other senses were straining to try and provide me with a vivid picture of what was happening.

Her light floral scent mixed with the scent of leather in the room, something that I wasn’t that cognizant of until now. This was the start of what we would be doing together. If time went on and we did choose to stay here, then these other toys were going to be explored. Maybe even the dildo larger than my arm. That terrified me, but I couldn’t deny the wetness between my legs.

Selena on the bed and I could feel my ass sink further into the bed which made me think she moved between my spread legs. A soft kiss pressed against my neck and she left a trail of kisses down my neck until she reached my collarbone. Her teeth grazed my sensitive nape and she bit me softly, just hard enough to draw a gasp out of me.

Before I could recover from that, another trail of kisses led down my chest until she reached my breast. The cool air in the room drifted over the wetness of her previous kisses. Her mouth fell over my nipple and I hissed from the rush of pleasure. Selena bit down on my nipple just hard enough to make me whimper.

“M-Mistress.”

She pulled away and whispered, “Are you okay?”

“It’s just a little shocking,” I mumbled.

“I’ll come back to it another time then, baby.”

True to her word, the trail of kisses continued down my stomach. When she reached my navel, her tongue slid into my belly button and she made a wet, slurping sound as she pulled her tongue away and kissed it at the same time. The pleasure was curious and not something I expected from that.

But then her lips moved down to my smooth groin. After such a long wait to feel her down there, I expected her to tease and play for a while longer. But instead, her mouth immediately covered my clit. Selena’s tongue danced in small, quick motions and made my hips buck and writhe as much as I could with my body restrained.

A hand moved to my stomach and she pressed down gently as she shifted on the bed. Her mouth remained on my sensitive bead, but her other hand made its presence known. Two fingers pushed into my soaked entrance and I let out a loud cry of ecstasy as she continued working my clit while pumping those fingers into me.

The bliss was unbearable. After nearly a week since she’d gotten me off last, I was sensitive and desperate to reach my climax. Under her skilled touch, that didn’t take long. I let out a high-pitched scream and tried to at least pretend I could hold my composure, but that didn’t happen.

Selena might not have been with someone recently if she wasn’t lying, but the woman knew exactly what to do to make me putty in her hands.

My juices burst forth and she let out a low, cooing moan around my clit as she continued licking and pressing against me with her tongue. Instead of pulling away, she lingered for just a few moments longer. A third finger pushed into my sensitive pussy and she curled them within me, rubbing against that sensitive inner spot that I couldn’t reach on my own.

“Please!” I screamed.

The door to the room burst open and a growingly familiar deep voice rumbled, “Oh.”


Chapter Fourteen

The mountain of a man that burst through the door made me chuckle and I shook my head slowly, “No threat, Damian. Just getting a little carried away.”

The tall, handsome man with more than his fair share of battle scars nodded, “She was screaming bloody murder. Heard her from the first floor. I, uh, I’ll get back to watching the security cameras. Good shit, ma’am.”

“O-Oh my god, please leave, Damian. Thank you, but p-please go!” Lacie called out.

He stepped out and shut the door behind him. I could hear his deep voice as he spoke to the other bodyguard we had. This might take a little explaining later, but I wasn’t quite done with Lacie yet.

I ran my hands down her legs, one of which left a trail of juices as they rubbed off on her, “Do you want me to stop?”

Lacie’s smooth stomach rose and fell slightly with each breath she took. Her glistening pussy was slightly red from the attention I gave it. I would have been content to keep eating her out, to make her finish again and again, but that wasn’t what I told her we’d do when we came in here.

While I was introducing her to my desires, I didn’t want to color outside the lines. We would stick to the plan until she felt she could trust me to really go all in with my odd and sometimes taboo desires.

“Lock the door, Mistress,” she said after a few more moments of deep breathing.

I got off the bed and did as she asked. It was something I probably should have done in the first place, knowing that our bodyguards were downstairs. How could I have known that Lacie would be such a screamer?

Walking back over to the bed, I untied the ropes that held her feet and spoke firmly, “Turn on your side.”

Lacie shifted on the bed to give her arms a little more slack and then she turned over for me. She looked almost like she did when we slept in my bed together. Her arms always slid under her pillow and her tight little ass was always pressed against my cock. Lacie didn’t make it easy for me to keep it in my pants.

I climbed back onto the bed and pushed her outer leg closer to her chest to spread her even further. That shining set of lips didn’t get any special attention as I pressed my crown to her entrance, “Do you still want this, baby?”

“I do, M-Mistress,” she whispered.

There was no hesitation as I slowly sank into her. Inch after inch of my cock slid into her with very little resistance. Between my fingers stretching her and the excessive dampness between her thighs, my hips soon rested against hers.

The warmth of Lacie’s body was all I could ask for. Not even the warmth of her pussy. Just being able to be with her like this, it meant more than the pleasure did. I could trust Lacie to not fuck me over. To not try to steal from me or abuse my goodwill.

Her breath hitched and she moaned softly as her hips rolled against me. Lacie might not be able to see or touch me, but she certainly knew what she wanted and how to get it within her limited abilities.

Bound and collared, Lacie was no less the woman that I fell in love with. Just because her situation might not have suggested that she could stand up for herself and take steps to do what she thought was right, that didn’t stop her from trying.

I let my hips slowly thrust into her. Each motion was met with a soft slap of my balls against her and another soft moan from her. I wanted to slam into her and fuck her like a toy, but that was my lust speaking. Not the emotion that overflowed from my heart.

Even as I explored her pussy like I hadn’t done with anyone else in years and years, I couldn’t think of much else but how much I wanted this to be the rest of my life. Lacie was perfect. She was mine. And I didn’t want that to change, ever.

“Lacie,” I said softly.

“M-Mistress,” she whimpered.

I slowly lowered myself down onto my side and snuggled in behind her, my cock still inside her. My hips continued to roll into hers in slow, deep strokes as I pressed the rest of my body tight against her.

Kissing her neck, I leaned forward to whisper, “I love you.”

She tensed up and for a moment, I thought I’d said the worst thing possible. Lacie relaxed. Her head turned toward me and she whispered, “Thank you for saying it first. I love you too, Selena.”

I let my hand fall to her hips and I kissed her cheek, “You’re welcome, baby. But I’m not quite done with you yet. I just wanted you to know that before I got carried away.”

“Mistress, talk later,” she said before pushing her hips against me as hard as she could. “I-I need you.”

I didn’t say a word as I rolled her over onto her stomach. Spreading her legs so that I could comfortably rest between them, I slammed myself into her hard enough to draw another of those blissful screams from her. She sounded like an angel. Albeit, a tortured angel.

Each vicious stroke into her petite body brought another wave of pleasure that I couldn’t ignore. Lasting long wasn’t an option, but I’d do my very best to make sure she loved every second of what we were doing.

My hands held her shoulders, pinning her to the bed. Her arms were crossed due to having been tied when she was belly up, but she didn’t seem to mind that at all. Instead, she used the intersection as a place to rest her head. Lacie’s jaw was slack as I continued pounding into her.

As my cock hilted inside her, an eruption of pleasure burst forth from her mouth. That wasn’t the only eruption. Her pussy clenched around my cock and it took everything I had to hold back the tides of my own orgasm as she had her second of the day. Lacie’s juices flooded out of her and she screamed my name as the covers underneath her were soaked.

Her walls were still convulsing around my cock when I finally had to pull out. With only the slightest tinge of guilt, I moved to my knees and stroked myself to completion. Hot, thick ropes of my cum shot onto her lower back and that tight ass of hers. My seed splashed onto her while she let out a low moan.

Kneeling there, looking down at my lover, I smiled warmly at the sight. She was exhausted. Her hips were red from the sheer impact of my thrusts. Her thighs were shimmering, the juices that stained them reflected the lights in the room. Lacie looked perfect.

I slid my hand through her hair and tugged the blindfold off. Getting off the bed, I stepped around to the front-right bedpost and untied her hand and repeated the action for her other hand.

Once she was free, I whispered softly, “We should shower, baby.”

She nodded her head slowly but lingered on the bed, “You’re amazing, Mistress.”

I chuckled and leaned over to kiss her cheek, “So are you. But I wasn’t asking, Lacie. That cum is going to be a pain in the ass to get off if you let it dry.”

Lacie groaned and carefully got off the bed. I slid my hand to the back of her neck and rubbed my thumb over her collar as we walked to the bathroom. Our shower was pleasant, but neither of us had much to say. I hoped that she was tired like I was, but this was probably uncomfortable for her.

When we were toweling off, she mumbled, “Do you think Damian is going to say anything about what we were doing?”

“No, I contracted Triss and Damian from a company I trust. Besides, they’re getting paid pretty well to hang out with us and make sure no one tries to attack either of us,” I said.

She looked back at me, “Did I do okay in there?”

“Baby, you did everything I could have wanted and a little more,” I said.

“So what about the other toys?” she asked.

I shrugged, “Time will tell. As much as I’d love to try a few other things, you scratched my main itch. Without being a little more controlling over what you do and such, I can’t say that I would be able to take care of my other fetishes.”

“What kind of stuff would you want me to do?” she asked.

I tossed my towel aside and smiled at her, “You don’t have to worry about it, Lacie. I loved what we just did, but I don’t want to make this only about me.”

Lacie put her towel down on top of mine and looked at me with a weak smile. The shining collar around her neck made my heart race, but I had to calm myself. We just had sex and I told her I loved her. If that wasn’t pushing it, then I didn’t know what was.

“When we were in there when I was calling you Mistress and letting you do whatever you wanted to me. I felt safe. As much as I try to be independent and take care of myself,” she paused and let out a deep sigh. “There’s something about the way you treat me, Selena. It makes me feel like I should surrender. Like it would be safer if I did.”

I put my hands on her shoulders and looked into her eyes, “Baby, that’s a big step for a relationship like this. I don’t want you to think that all I want is sex or to have you be my submissive all the time.”

“But what if that’s what I want?” she asked.

I bit my lip and pulled her against me, “If that’s what you want, then I would do it. I’d happily do it. I’d be fucking thrilled to have the chance to make this relationship into more of a Dominant and submissive one. But that wouldn’t take away from how much I care about you. If you doing that for me would make you feel like you’re not loved as my partner, then I wouldn’t want you to take those steps with me, Lacie.”

She looked up at me and spoke softly, “Mistress, what do you want me to do for you?”

My cock hardened against her naked stomach. “Lacie, in the play room is a silver plug. Bring it and the lube.”

“I will, Mistress,” she said sweetly and shot off.

Whatever I did to deserve her wasn’t enough. This girl meant more to me than the wealth I had, but I wasn’t going to pretend that the money wasn’t a part of why she probably felt so safe with me. When she came back to me with the plug and the lube, I took them from her and gestured to the sink area. She smiled at me and slowly strode over to the porcelain counter and bent over.

Her cute ass was something that I’d dreamed of claiming for almost a month now. Some people like large, round ones, but I preferred them small and tight. Uncapping the lube, I poured it on the plug and then pressed it against her pucker. Looking in her eyes through the mirror, she nodded her head slowly and I pushed it inside.

She let out a gasp as her body closed around it. I closed the bottle of lube and spoke softly, “Stay.”

I picked up a towel and wiped my hands with it before stepping behind her again. My hands cupped her ass and I leaned over her, my cock rubbing against her lower lips, “If you ever think I’m being a little too intense, all you have to do is call me Ms. Monroe. That way, no matter where we are or who we’re with, it’s not too embarrassing. Okay?”

She nodded her head, “What next?”

A devilish smirk played at my lips.


Chapter Fifteen

I didn’t think it would be this easy to give myself to her. To let her take control of me in ways that Eric could only dream of. But the reason she succeeded where he failed is that she didn’t make excuses for what she did. She didn’t fuck me, cum on me, and then tell me she loved me to make up for it. She made love to me, told me she loved me, then fucked me, then came on me.

Similar actions, but she had something Eric couldn’t force. Confidence. Selena knew what she wanted. When she said she wanted me, I could believe her. When she said that she loved me. I believed her.

Selena’s hands squeezed my ass and she spoke softly, “Find a pair of matching lingerie and put it on. We’ll have breakfast with the bodyguards and I fully intend to let them ask questions about what happened if they want to. But you’re going to be the one answering them.”

My breath hitched and I mumbled, “Yes, Mistress.”

It was a weird enough request, but if she wanted to show me off to them, I’d accept that. I was proud of her as well, hell, I even told Pepper about our first kiss.

I settled on a pair of black lace lingerie and Selena approved it, even though my nipples showed slightly through the bra. My cheeks were flushed and she smirked, “Excited?”

“Nervous.”

“Then tell me you don’t want to do it, Lacie.”

I shook my head, “I’m doing this for you. Because I want to.”

Selena smiled and pulled on a pair of shorts and a shirt. She walked over to me and put her arm around my waist, “Then we should see what Triss threw together for lunch.”

As soon as we stepped into the kitchen, Damian and Triss both looked at us. More specifically, me. Damian cleared his throat and looked back down at the tablet that was linked to the security system.

Triss, on the other hand, called out, “I know you fucked her, but unless you want Damian to dick me down, then you’re going to have to put some clothes on, Lacie.”

The woman’s sharp green eyes looked me up and down, lingering on my breasts for a little longer than she probably should have. I wasn’t used to being stared at like this and my cheeks warmed. Could she somehow tell that I had a plug in my ass?

Probably not, but it did feel like she knew with the way she watched me.

Damian slapped his hand on the table, “Triss! It was one time when we were drunk off our asses.”

“And you loved it,” she purred.

Selena called out, “It’s fine to look, but don’t touch. That goes double for you, Damian.”

“Oh come the fuck on,” he said and rolled his eyes. “I’m not into women. You think that I’d be here if I was straight? Two sexy women that I could overpower if I wanted to? A billionaire that has money stashed in her house. You think I couldn’t fuck you, take the money and run?”

Damian locked the tablet and ran his hand over his buzz-cut, “Go ahead and laugh, Triss, but the best sex you had in your life was with a gay guy.”

Triss shrugged, “Shame, I would have enjoyed a second ride.”

“U-Uh, what’s for lunch?” I asked, desperate to change the subject.

Triss laughed, “You, apparently. Selena, you’re going to have to let me watch sometime. I’ve never had someone scream like that.”

“That’s something you’d have to take up with Lacie. I don’t care if you both watched. Being fair, you’ll probably see if she and I end up having urges while we’re out in town,” Selena said.

That thought hadn’t even occurred to me, but I wouldn’t turn Selena down if she wanted me in public. So long as we were at least somewhat hidden from prying eyes. “Lunch, Triss! What is it?” I asked, my voice surprisingly firm.

She sighed, “You’re no fun. I made hamburgers. Don’t you dare judge me, I don’t know how to cook. It’s not my job. There are chips in the cabinet and I even cut up tomatoes and pickles. Be grateful, assholes.”

Selena ran her hand down to my ass and whispered, “Go sit down, I’ll make you a plate.”

I did as she asked. Damian looked over at me and mumbled, “You don’t think any less of me for being gay, do you?”

“I really don’t. I’m just glad you were the one that saw what happened earlier with that being the case,” I whispered.

He smiled at me, “You’re a beautiful woman and you two make a great couple.”

“But you’re not interested,” I said cheerfully.

He nodded.

“You know, I’m really glad that you feel comfortable coming out to us,” I said.

“If I’m going to be spending two years with you two, it would probably need to be said at some point,” he said. “I’m not going to pretend that I wouldn’t mind taking a night off when you two are staying here to visit someone, if I did end up meeting a guy.”

I shrugged, “I don’t think that Selena would argue if you did. If you really liked him and you two hit it off, you could always bring him here. I’d make her let you two have a room. Promise.”

“You don’t have to put your neck on the line. Speaking of, cute collar,” he said.

Selena put a plate in front of me and Triss put two more down on the other side of the table for her and Damian.

“So what’s the plan for today and tomorrow,” Triss asked.

“As far as I know, there really isn’t one. Lacie and I were kind of hoping to spend the weekends here. If you two would like, take a day off. You’re not obligated to be here if you don’t want to be,” Selena said.

Triss shrugged, “You bought me a console and I’m happy with relaxing here. I’ll be honest, this gig is probably the best paying one I’ve had for minimal effort. I watch you two at the cafe, occasionally stalk you when you go out. That’s about it. Besides, Damian and I got to take the job together. Consider my content.”

“Actually, I’d like to take tomorrow off and see a little of the town,” Damian said. “Would that be a problem?”

I shook my head, “It won’t be. Selena is going to have a handful to take care of.”

“Or are you going to be screaming her name again like you were earlier? Sounded pretty much like you were her little bitch,” Triss said with a smirk.

“Well, when you have a cock thicker than your wrist ripping you in half, let me know how you handle it,” I shot back.

Selena mumbled, “Not that thick.”

Damian looked away, “Pretty thick.”

Triss laughed and picked up her burger. “Can I watch tomorrow?” she asked as casual as if asking what the weather was going to be like.

“O-Only if Mistress lets me leave my clothes on,” I mumbled.

Selena asked, “What would you want me to let you wear?”

Triss leaned forward and took a bite out of her burger, seemingly happy with where this was going. I shrugged, “Well, the first time we did something, you made me wear wet panties. That was a turn on.”

Selena asked softly, “So you would want her to watch us have sex?”

I nodded slowly, “Only if it would turn you on, Mistress.”

Selena paused and took a few bites of the hamburger. As I did the same, she looked at me as if trying to figure out if I was fucking with her or not. I’d seen the look a time or two, but instead of asking me how I felt for the fiftieth time, she nodded. “Yeah. I think I’d like that. You’re still going to your group tomorrow, right?”

“I am, but that could happen before or after we do this,” I said.

Damian looked up at us, his cheeks darker than they usually were, “Wait, if you two are going out, I should be with you.”

“Triss can take care of us for a night. Have your fun, Damian, you’ve been working hard all week,” Selena said.

He chuckled, “I’ve been drinking coffee and checking out the fine selection of men that this town has to offer. I wouldn’t call that hard work.”

I sighed, “Well, you might have to deal with a few problems soon. More people have been circling like vultures at the shop. If not for Selena bringing another barista in, I would have probably had to walk out by now. It’s been so stressful.”

“Tell me about it, I’ve had to deal with more people interrupting me to ask questions about how I got how rich I am. You’d think that they’d get the hint when I tell the first few to fuck off,” Selena said.

We finished with lunch, but as we went back upstairs, Triss followed us. “Hey, if I was out of line downstairs, I want to know now, Selena.”

“You’re definitely out of line, but your job is to protect us. If I felt like that was going to be compromised due to a little extracurricular activities, then you wouldn’t be in my home right now,” Selena said.

Triss looked at me and crossed her arms, “Your girlfriend is turning me on. I don’t know how to feel about that. If this is going to be how she dressed around the house, I want to make it clear that I’m not going to avoid looking at her. I won’t touch, but I feel like this is something we should address.”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Selena and I aren’t going to let you join us. At least, I’m not willing to let that happen. If she wants you to watch, I don’t mind, but you know that you can’t tell people what you see.”

“That wasn’t on my mind,” Triss said. “But I might need to take breaks from time to time if we’re in the safety of your home, Selena.”

“Are you trying to say you’re going to masturbate to Lacie?” Selena asked.

“Without sugarcoating it, yeah,” Triss said.

Selena looked at me with an amused grin, “Is that an issue for you, baby?”

“It isn’t, Mistress,” I purred.

Selena stepped closer to Triss and put her hand on the woman’s toned arm, “Just know where the lines are and things are going to be fine. Now, if you’ll excuse us, I’d like to play some games with Lacie.”

“The kind I’d like to watch?” Triss asked.

Selena laughed softly, “If you want to watch us play a shooter together, then take a seat.”

Triss sighed, “Damn. No, I’ll pass on that for now.”

As she walked back downstairs, Selena sat down on the couch and patted her lap. I joined her and her cock pressed against my ass. The plug dug into me and she slid her hand around my waist and into my panties, “Get the game set up while I get your panties wet, baby.”

It was going to be one long evening…


Chapter Sixteen

I waved the four men over and gestured to the small building where the group therapy session took place, “Put it all on the table. The cooler with the drinks can sit on the floor, that’s fine.”

Mrs. Henderson smiled warmly at me, “Ms. Monroe, you didn’t have to go through all the trouble for us.”

“Trouble? Never. People come here to try and get their lives back on track. If that’s not respectable and worth a little of my time and money, what is? These people need to know that others out there support them—”

“Mrs. Henderson, Selena just really wanted pizza and soda. Don’t let her make excuses,” Lacie said.

I shot her a glare and mumbled, “I thought of everyone else too.”

“No matter the case, it’s great to have you both here tonight. The session will be starting in about five minutes, so feel free to take a seat and fill out your forms,” Mrs. Henderson said.

Lacie and I went inside and I took one of the worn plastic clipboards with a small mental health checklist attached. I answered honestly, admitting to relatively high levels of anxiety, but that was my only real concern.

As people filtered in, they looked at the table with food on it and looked around before their eyes settled on me. A few of them nodded respectfully, others went full-on fan mode.

Mrs. Henderson stepping in helped calm them down. Everyone took their seats after getting a few slices of pizza and a soda.

“Good evening,” she said. “I hope everyone had a good week so far. Does anyone want to start?”

“Yeah,” came a soft voice that belonged to a woman that looked to be in her mid-thirties. “My name is Gina, most of you all know me already. This week, I managed to avoid any panic attacks and that is a huge step for me.”

“That’s amazing, Gina. What helped you?” Mrs. Henderson asked.

Gina lifted her hand and pointed to me, “M-Ms. Monroe. Just knowing that someone in her shoes can be so approachable and kind has been a blessing to me. If she can go out and not worry about people assaulting her, then I shouldn’t have to think so hard about what might happen if I go to get food.”

A few more people spoke out, most citing mine and Lacie’s relationship in one way or another. Hearing that we were inspiring people was… unsettling. I wanted to help, of course, but things got uncomfortable quickly when people started noticing me. It was always admiration, then the requests to help them with this debt or that problem.

“Wow,” Mrs. Henderson said. “That’s amazing, everyone. So what about you two?”

Lacie smiled, “Hi! Lacie. This past week has been insane. I know that this is unexpected and honestly probably a little unrealistic for a lot of people. But I found someone that loves me and cares about me as a person. When I met her, I thought that she was just another ordinary person. I’m sure you all remember last weekend when I told you about my dad deciding to kick me out. Selena stepped up in ways that I couldn’t fathom. When I’m with her, I don’t feel like I have to be afraid anymore. I don’t feel like I need to put myself down when I start thinking of myself as a strong person.”

She reached over to take my hand, “And I love her.”

Mrs. Henderson smiled warmly, “That’s amazing to hear, Lacie. What about you, Ms. Monroe?”

I took a deep breath. Looking back, Triss stood leaning against the wall, her eyes scanning the room. Being vulnerable wasn’t my strong suit, but all these people had given their stories to us.

“I’m anxious. Lacie turned my life on its head and that’s understating it a lot. I would have been relatively content to just read books until I died. But then she became much more interesting than the words on the pages I turned,” I said.

My hand gently squeezed Lacie’s. “And since then, I’ve been scared. Scared that people would find out. They did, and I’ve been uncomfortable going out in public for the most part. People have this misunderstanding. They think that money can fundamentally change everything. That once you have it, all your problems go away.”

I looked down at my feet, “That’s definitely not the case. Yes, my financial situation is comfortable. But. That’s where the positives end. Every other problem that we put off because we can’t afford to do something, or we couldn’t leave our jobs to explore another route. All those excuses get taken off the board. What I found was that I was lonely and afraid of opening up to someone.”

My gaze turned to Selena and I spoke a little softer, “So when I found Lacie, I tried to give my self every excuse to avoid being with her. To make sure that she didn’t think I was something special. But that didn’t stop her from coming back. At times, I question if I should have just kept my nose in my book, because now she’s got to live this life with me. I know she’s a tough girl and she can handle the attention, but all I want is to be able to take her somewhere and not have to try and explain to everyone else that we do care about one another. I hate the assumption that comes with her dating me. People think it’s about the money. She didn’t know about it until after she got to know me a little.”

Lacie nodded, “And I would love you if you didn’t have it, Selena.”

“I appreciate that. But that’s not the point. I’m scared that the pressure will build until one of us can’t take it. I’m afraid that I’ll lose you,” I said and reached up to wipe the tears out of my eyes.”

Mrs. Henderson clapped her hands and set off a chain reaction in the group. After a few moments, the clapping died away and she called out, “That was beautiful, Selena. It sounds to me like you just want to be treated as a normal person. I can’t speak to what happens outside this group, but I assure that when you’re here, we’re going to treat you like just another one of us. Can we all do that?”

There was a communal agreement.

Mrs. Henderson continued, “But the fear you’re feeling. It’s healthy. Don’t push it away, but don’t let it consume you. What you’re saying makes me feel like you really want things to work out between you two. This might be the hardest fight you’ve had in a long time, Selena. We all know Lacie isn’t the kind of woman that can be bought. Maybe not everyone else knows that, but we do. The fact that you’re with her tells me a lot about you. Lacie, is it okay if I bring up your past?”

Lacie nodded. “Lacie, you were with someone that abused you and made you feel like you deserved to suffer. That kind of thing isn’t easy to overcome, but you did. You have your scars, but you’re a stronger person for it. And to see you open your heart to let Selena inside is a beautiful thing. Selena, as long as you do your best to make sure you remain the woman she met, you’ve got nothing to worry about. Lacie let you in. For a lot of people, that’s the hardest part. Don’t take her for granted, and Lacie, don’t take Selena for granted either. You two won’t. I can feel it.”

There was another round of applause, this time for Mrs. Henderson.

I smiled and leaned over to give Lacie a gentle kiss on the cheek. She squeezed my hand and whispered, “If you make me cry while I still have a plug in, I’m not going to let you do me for a month.”

Straightening up, I cleared my throat and called out softly, “But I would like to do something special every week for the group. In the future, please jot down what you’d like for food and drink for the next week. Mrs. Henderson, is that something we can do?”

The plump woman chuckled and patted her stomach, “I don’t turn down food all that often, Ms. Monroe. Before you all get ideas of caviar and steak, remember that this has to be something we can have made in a restaurant and brought here. Think fast food, pizza, maybe delivery.”

The group didn’t last much longer, a few people wanted to shake my hand and a few more told Lacie how proud they were of us. But it wasn’t until we were in the parking lot that Triss mumbled, “I want to pick up a meal for Damian before we go home. Can we do that? I can pay for it.”

I let out a quiet groan, I’d forgotten about him. “Yeah, I’ll pay, never an issue. You two signed for two years, I may as well let you keep as much money as you can.”

Triss got in the driver’s seat of my SUV and Lacie and I got in the back. As we went into the drive-through, Lacie asked, “Are you really afraid of losing me, Selena?”

I nodded, “A little. I don’t think that I’m going to do something that runs you off, but I do worry a little about you getting overwhelmed.”

“I don’t think that’s going to be an issue. You’ve been really kind to me, and honestly, I’m enjoying the time we spend together. A lot of people watch us, but that’s not something that is really concerning. Your coffee shop is doing really well and when we’re done, we get to go back home,” she said softly.

“And at home, we’re left in peace. At least that’s going for us,” I said.

She nodded.

Triss cleared her throat, “Speaking of home, I’ve been thinking about what you two are going to do. Man, I don’t mean to sound too picky, but could you fuck her from behind? Maybe a little begging action thrown in there? I don’t know, just spitballing.”

“Triss, darling, you’re a fly on the wall tonight. Mouth shut,” I said.

She groaned, “Can I at least finger myself?”

Lacie mumbled, “Only if I can watch.”

My eyebrow arched, “Really now?”

“Hey, if she’s going to watch us, I want to watch her get off to us. I don’t know, I think that’s kind of hot. Does it bother you?” she asked.

I shook my head and chuckled, “No, but I’m learning things about you that I didn’t think were going to be possible. You’re a surprising one, Lacie.”

My cock was hard as it could be in my pants and I knew that when we got home, we were going to have a damn good time. Ten minutes felt like it would be a lifetime, though.


Epilogue

I took Selena by the hand and tugged her to the second floor and knocked on Damian’s door. “Damian! We brought food!”

He cracked the door open and mumbled, “A little busy.”

Inside, a soft voice called out, “Mm, I miss you already.”

We stepped aside and Triss pushed the bag through the door, “Eat up, stud. I’m sure your little boy toy will appreciate the fries if you don’t want them.”

“Fries?” came the voice again.

Damian took the bag and shut the door, “Thanks, bitch!”

“You’re welcome, asshole!” Triss called out and gestured to the stairs. “You two really going to keep me waiting after all day? Come on now!”

Selena smirked at me and gave me a light slap on the ass, “You heard the woman. She’s here for our safety, you wouldn’t want to ignore her, would you?”

“You’re grasping at straws, Mistress,” I said. Still, I let go of her hand and bolted up the stairs. Stepping into the play room, I flopped on the bed and wiggled out of my pants and was almost done taking off my shirt when Selena and Triss came in.

As strange as it was to have someone watch us, I thought it would be worth trying at least once. After all, I didn’t think I would enjoy being blindfolded until it happened. Variety was the spice of life.

Selena slowly stripped in front of me. As her cock sprang free from her panties, she called out softly, “I want to leave the plug in your ass, baby.”

“I’m okay with that,” I said.

Triss chuckled and unbuttoned her pants. She hopped onto the dresser and pushed her hand into her pants and I could see her hand through them, stroking her pussy.

I clicked my tongue, “Mistress, tell her to take her pants and panties off.”

Selena turned to Triss and before she could get a word out, Triss grumbled, “Taking orders from a little brat, that’s what I’m doing nowadays.”

“Fly on the wall, Triss,” Selena said.

Triss’ tanned legs were beautiful, but she wasn’t my focus. Selena stepped around the room and pulled a pair of handcuffs from a hook on the wall. She grabbed a spreader bar and I didn’t even question her as I knelt on the bed. She smirked and whispered, “You know, there’s something so wonderful about having a cute girl face down on my bed with her ass high in the air for me. You’d love that, wouldn’t you, baby?”

I nodded my head, “Yes, Mistress!”

“Tell me what you want, Lacie.”

“Mistress, I want your cock inside me. I want to make Triss wish she could have you. Mistress, I want to make you happy!”

Selena smiled at me as she spread my legs and tightened the loops around my ankles. Then, she pulled my wrists behind my back and cuffed me. She pushed my shoulders forward and I toppled onto the bed.

She pulled my panties aside and spoke quietly, “Triss, can you see Lacie’s eyes?”

Triss nodded as she rubbed her clit in slow circles, “You bet your ass I can.”

“Good,” Selena said. With one quick motion, she pushed her cock into me and I let out a whimpering moan before sucking in a desperate gasp of air. “Did she look surprised?”

Triss pushed a finger into her pussy and nodded, “God damn right she did. Fuck, you two are something else.”

“M-Mistress, I want it hard!”

“I bet you do, baby,” Selena purred and put her hands on my hips. Her cock slowly pulled out of me before she slammed into me again. And again.

As she picked up the pace, Triss’ fingers darted in and out of her pussy. The lean, fit woman looked like she knew how to work her fingers and it wasn’t long before her juices sprayed from her pussy and splashed to the floor. Those fingers didn’t stop, “Fuck yeah, keep going!”

Selena chuckled, “Triss, you’re really not good at being quiet, are you?”

“You don’t pay me to be quiet and this isn’t work, Ms. Monroe. This is the best kind of porn I’ve ever watched,” Triss moaned.

I let my head fall into the covers as they had their somewhat casual conversation. Selena’s cock stole my breath. Each time I thought I would be able to mumble something to them, Selena rammed her cock into me again. From the angle, I could feel her shaft rub my sensitive inner walls and it wasn’t long before my pussy clenched around her cock.

Even though I squirted onto the bed, she didn’t stop. Triss and I came again within a few moments of each other. But by the fourth time, I had to beg, “M-Mistress, I can’t! J-Just cum already!”

Triss gave my ass a gentle slap, “Where?”

“I-Inside,” I panted.

She continued to slam into me, hard enough to drive my hips down into the bed. As she drilled into me, she kissed my neck and whispered, “Are you on birth control?”

“N-No.”

“Should I pull out, baby?”

“N-No,” I whimpered.

I wanted her. I wanted everything she could offer me, even a child. Selena was the only woman I could see myself being with and Triss’ soaked pussy made something painfully clear to me. Anyone would have been lucky to be where I was. Yet, Selena chose me.

She slammed into me a few final times and her cock throbbed deep within me. The warmth of her orgasm was pleasant, but it wasn’t nearly as pleasant as the kisses she left on my neck while she came inside me.

When she finally finished, Selena pulled out of me and reached for the key to the handcuffs. She whispered, “Triss, clean up your mess and wash the cover.”

Selena unlocked the handcuffs and released my ankles, “B-Baby, I think we should go lay down while our perverted bodyguard cleans up our mess.”

Triss nodded slowly, “After a show like that, I’m not even going to complain.”

Selena and I moved to the other bed, the one that wasn’t soaked with my juices and she pulled me on top of her. Her arms fell around my lower back and she looked up at me, “I love you, Lacie.”

“I love you too, Selena,” I mumbled. “I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

She smirked and slid her hands down to my ass, “Baby, I want to let her watch again sometime. But I do want some private sessions. Especially when we start experimenting with a little sensory play.”

I nodded, “Anything you want, Mistress.”

“All I want is you, baby.”

If Eric popped up, Damian and Triss could handle him. If my parents wanted to start something, they’d be talking to someone that didn’t care anymore. They all had their chances with me.

Selena had her chance as well. She knew that I was worth nothing less than her love. So she’d have mine. Something that the other people in my life couldn’t say they had.

I loved her with all my heart and I’d be sure to make her happy as my lover and my Mistress.


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

Out of the Ashes

When I retired from the Navy, I accepted that the best years of my life were behind me. Going back to Asheville wasn't something I really wanted to do, but I had obligations there. My brother's untimely death meant that he never got to open the bar we used to talk about all the time. I had to honor his memory, but how could I know that would lead me to the woman of my dreams?

Emily... She was something else.

--

Asheville. The town of nothing. When the most exciting thing to happen to me in years was a stranger saving me from a drunk guy trying to grope me, things didn't seem like they could get much worse. But that smooth-talking stranger had a name. Madison. It was a name that I'd moan again and again... And again.

Desperate for Her

When I lost everything I had to my name after my ex abandoned me, I thought I'd have to limp my way back down to Georgia to scrape by and try to live with my parents. My last chance to be independent came in the form of answering an ad online that would probably have me in some pervert's basement. Little did I know that Dani would turn my life around and introduce me to so much more than I ever imagined.

Desperation led me to her, but could she really expect me to stay?

An Unexpected Change

When my best friend who'd been away in the Army for the past three years showed up unannounced in the town I was in, everything got turned upside down. She didn't know I'd transitioned while she was gone and how could I be expected to tell her after what happened to me in our hometown?

That didn't make things easier, especially not when she invited me out for a date. Not only did my best friend not recognize who I was, but I also couldn't bring myself to tell her. If she knew who I was, would she have ever treated me so wonderfully?

I wish I knew how to keep her around without lying to her about who I was... But telling her the truth would rip this chance out of my hands.

Dedicated to Her

Hayley had been my best friend for six years. For most of that time, I was helplessly in love with her but I couldn't tell her that. She was too dedicated to trying to better herself and I knew that my feelings would just get in the way of her dreams. But she was my dream. Wasn't I allowed to follow my heart too?

--

Kara had pulled me from the dredges of humanity when I needed it most. She'd been there for me when I needed her the most and I was there for her as best I could. I supported her through her transition and I had no intention of not being her friend. If we could just make it through college, I could finally start paying her back for all of the things she'd done for me.
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