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  Lucy Chambers held a phone to her right ear and rubbed her tender breast. She rummaged through the purse on her desk for a tampon while her ex screamed into the phone. Her mind drifted away while he spat the same words as always through the line. Lucy didn’t have the energy or time to care anymore.


  She knew he’d never find another woman that satisfied him the ways she had.


  “I told you, David. I’m keeping the cat. I don’t wanna hear another word about it!”


  “Don’t you remember the promise we made when we got her? A life together! You threw it all away!”


  Lucy sighed into the phone. Anger swirled in his breathing.


  “Stop calling me, David. You cheated on me,” she said and lowered her voice, “…with a man. Breaking up is your fault,” she said.


  Lucy’s eyes drifted over to the window looking over the Air Force base. She wondered what her colleagues would do in this situation. She granted David too much leniency with her heart.


  “Lucy, it’s your fault. You changed me. I don’t even like men!”


  Lucy turned from the door and tapped her foot on the floor. She sat on the desk. Her patience ran thinner than ice in April. She took one step too far and broke the surface.


  “Should’ve thought about that before you pulled your pants down for one, David! I’m done!”


  David went on a bit more, but a close sound caught her attention. She turned around, and one of the Air Force officers stood in the doorway. His brown hair was cut short, and his hazel eyes sparkled under a set of thick eyebrows. David’s annoying voice on the phone drifted into nothing. The handsome man smiled at Lucy. She ran a nervous finger through her blonde hair and killed the call.


  She didn’t care what her ex had to say with that hunk standing in her door frame. He looked familiar, but there were a lot of faces on the base.


  Lucy cleared her throat, “come in. Remind me of your name.”


  “Julian. Julian Burks. I’m an officer in the engineering department.”


  “That’s right. I knew I’d seen your face around,” Lucy said.


  “I think we’ve all seen each others faces around here,” Julian said.


  “Yeah.”


  A soft chuckle faded into and a few moments of silence passed between them. Lucy’s eyes followed the lines of Julian’s chiseled jaw until he raised his eyebrows in a question. Lucy giggled at herself.


  “Lucy Chambers,” she said and put out her hand. Their eyes locked together. Julian’s grip was tight, but she could see the softness within him. A fire ignited inside Lucy. She shifted her eyes away from him to the window, “I’m guessing you’re here to talk about your finances.”


  “Yeah,” he said. He didn’t hide the fact he was looking directly at her chest. He licked his lips. Lucy shook her head and sat at her desk. She motioned her hand at the chair for Julian to sit.


  Julian admired a flustered Lucy typing away at her computer. Her chest bounced with the rhythm of her keystroke. She had tied her hair up into a messy bun and exposed the nape of her neck.


  Lucy stared into the screen and read over Julian’s file. Divorced. It was a recent divorce. She wondered how it ended. Was it messy? Did he cheat like David? Too bad she couldn’t ask him.


  “So, what’s the problem?”


  “My IRA account. My wife and I split it when we broke up, but there was an error when I tried to put more money in last month. Is it because I have a single account now?”


  “These things can get messy with divorce,” Lucy said. “I’ll look into it. How much did you want to put into it?”


  “Depends on where I’m putting what,” Julian said. He raised his the corner of his lip.


  “Excuse me? Your IRA account,” Lucy said with pause.


  “Four hundred,” he said.


  “Done. Can I use the email on file to send you a report when I find the problem and fix it? Your divorce was pretty recent,” she said. Lucy stumbled on her last words. Julian looked into her with an intensity like a bear. An animal on the hunt. His next words shook her core.


  “Been looking to end my dry spell.”


  Lucy bit her lip.


  “From alcohol?”


  Julian laughed. He cracked his knuckles. Lucy admired his manly hands. They were rugged from his work building whatever it was he built. She needed him to build a bridge from her heart because he was deep inside it.


  “From women,” he said without breaking eye contact. Julian’s cock twitched in his pants. Lucy’s clit purred in her panties. A spark danced in the air between them.


  “Well,” Lucy said with a small cough. “I’m a financial counselor. I don’t really help with relationship issues outside of money.”


  “Who said anything about a relationship?”


  Lucy thought to tell the man off for his forwardness, but she leaned back in her chair and assessed Julian. She stood and walked around to the other side. Lucy sat to his left against the wood and leaned forward. Her chest was exposed to him by a bit of cleavage. She eyed the erection pressed against his pants. She ignored the warm moistness in hers.


  “Fine, but I require a get-to-know-you date.”


  “Deal,” he said.


  “I’ll give you my card,” she said. She flipped her blonde hair back and scribbled her number onto the card. She handed it to him. Julian slipped the card into his wallet.


  Julian rested his hand on Lucy’s thigh and thanked her. A jolt ran between their bodies. He rested his hazel eyes on her blue ones. He needed her at that moment, but he’d wait until the time was right. Julian stood and wrapped his arms around Lucy. His firm muscles squeezed around her soft body.


  Lucy rested against his body and leaned into him. His scent wrapped around her.


  “I’ll call,” he said.


  “You’re a caller?”


  “Yep,” he said.


  “Sounds good. I’ll see you then,” she said.


  Lucy closed the door behind Julian. She stepped over to the window and pulled the blinds shut. She caught her breath as the sensations crashed into her. Too bad it was that time of the month. She stepped over to her desk and collapsed into the chair. She fanned herself with a piece of loose-leaf paper and held a silver-plated toy in her hand. It was one of those bullet-shaped things that vibrate. Lucy threw it back into her purse and fanned harder.


  Fucking menstrual cycle.
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  Lucy Chambers traced the rim of her coffee cup as her best friend gossiped about their least-favorite coworker. Reflections of people passing by bounced off the surface as Lucy stared mindlessly into her drink. The aroma of brewed espresso and warmed sweets filled the room.


  “I have to tell you something,” Lucy interjected. She was tired of hashing out the same beat-up story.


  “What?” Her friend asked and leaned in closer. She flipped her brown hair back. The ends connected with Lucy’s mouth. She spat at the hair. “Sorry,” her friend said.


  Lucy dismissed it with the wave of her hand. “I met a new guy,” she said.


  “First guy since David?”


  “Yeah, he works at the base,” Lucy said and cast her eyes away.


  Her friend covered her mouth and flipped her brown hair back again. Lucy admired how her bra raised the woman’s chest. How they bounced when she moved.


  “Who is he?” her friend asked.


  “Julian. He works in the engineering department.”


  Her friend looked up to the sky, but she met Lucy’s eyes again and shook her head. “Nope, I have no idea who that guy is.”


  “You’ve probably seen him around,” Lucy said.


  “I’m sure I have. Our work environment is pretty isolated.”


  The two women paused, and a few beats of silence hang over them. They took a drink from their cups. Lucy patted her lips with a napkin. A hint of her neutral lipstick left an imprint on the paper.


  “I’m meeting him tonight,” Lucy said.


  “What? When?”


  “In a few hours. I need to go get ready.”


  “Why? You already look so beautiful,” her friend said.


  “Whatever. I’m getting out of here,” Lucy said. She threw back the rest of her coffee and stood with the saucer in her hand. “I’ll let you know how the date goes.”


  “Please do,” her friend said and stood. She flipped her hair back for the third time. Lucy wished she’d break that habit. They walked over and dropped their dirty cups into the bin. They kissed on the cheek and walked separate ways down the sidewalk.


  Lucy texted Julian to confirm their date for that evening. Her heels clicked on the pavement as she walked past the towering skyscrapers to her downtown loft.


   


  ♦


  



  Julian Burks stood on a corner outside the downtown metro station after taking the train into the city from base. He sported a blazer over a pair of dark-indigo denim jeans that outlined his thick piece perfectly. His dilated pupils made his hazel irises sparkle.


  Heat lingered around Julian in the late-spring evening. Cars and people bustled about that Friday night. Julian’s eyes scanned the crowd for Lucy.


  After a few minutes, Julian spotted Lucy’s vibrant blonde hair bouncing along in the school of people. He rubbed his hand on his inside pocket. A small nerve tickled him, but he shook that away and built up his alpha wall. He would take her that night. He thirsted for a woman.


  Lucy waved to Julian from the across the street. She stood on the opposite sidewalk. She wore a strapless pink dress. Her blonde hair was straightened and pinned back. She let it hang down her back. Lucy’s blue eyes shined against some smoky makeup. The red light turned, and Lucy walked toward him flawlessly in a pair of three-inch heels.


  Julian embraced Lucy when she reached him. Lucy’s soft perfume clouded them in a bubble of freshness. Julian lost himself in her sweetness.


  “How was your day, sugar?”


  “Sugar?” Lucy chuckled and huffed at the same time. “My day was good. How was yours, puddin’?”


  “Just dandy, Luciandy.”


  Lucy crossed her eyes at Julian. She held him at arm’s length. The city passed by behind them. Their worlds connected in their steady gaze. The seeds of a strong bond were planted at that moment. Lucy couldn’t stand his corny joke, but she knew she wanted to see him again even before the date began.


  “So, what did you have in mind?” she asked him.


  “Hit up a bar? Get dinner? You’re the one that lives downtown in the big city. I’m stuck on base all the time.”


  “Most of the bars are super busy down here on Friday, but there is a place a few stops away on the metro I like. It’s by the University.”


  “Let’s hop to it,” Julian said and skipped toward the station.


  Lucy held the imaginary vomit in her mouth. Maybe she wasn’t sure about this guy. He had a few too many quirks. “You’re gonna have to stop acting like that.”


  “What? You can’t handle a goof?” he asked and nudged her side.


  “I don’t know if other people can handle it,” she said.


  “Good thing I don’t care what they think then,” Julian said and skipped the rest of the way to the entrance. Lucy shielded her face to hide the red that crept across her pale skin.


  



  ♦


  



  Lucy Chambers and Julian Burks sat at a high-top table in the corner of a candle-lit bar. A live band played some local rock in the opposite corner. Music battled with the drunken chatter, but a festive vibe radiated through the room. It was a local spot with years of memories coating the walls.


  Julian leaned in closer to Lucy. A hint of alcohol coated their breath. They each had had a few drinks by that point. Julian had a strong IPA, and Lucy drank a couple scotches and a beer to follow them up. Julian admired how a thin blonde woman like Lucy ordered scotch and a beer, especially wearing that bright pink dress. She talked about the local baseball team and the ongoing season.


  Lucy’s blue eyes sparkled like sapphire in the dark room. A candle’s flame danced on her exposed skin. The alcohol acted as a social lubricant. They shared stories of their childhoods and stupid times in about adulthood.


  A sexual tension ran in the air between Lucy and Julian. A moment of silence crept in. The music took over and surrounded them in an intimate bubble.


  Julian reached his hand across the table and traced his finger along Lucy’s arm. He watched the nearly invisible hairs stand at attention. A desire and sense of passion ignited within him. It melted away the months of self-pity and loneliness. He walked his finger up her arm and brought it back.


  Julian lifted his eyes and met Lucy’s. He imagined throwing the table to the ground, taking Lucy into his arms, and carrying her into the bathroom to ravage her pussy. He needed a woman’s touch. He needed to slide his dick into her mouth. The thoughts crashed through his mind as he stared at her pleasing face.


  “Should we get out of here?”


  Lucy pulled her arm away, jiggled her wrist, and caught a glimpse of her watch.


  “Yeah, we should probably go before the metro closes,” she said. She threw back the rest of her beer and strutted over to the bar. She closed the tab. Julian nursed his beer and watched Lucy’s ass as she leaned over the counter to sign the receipt. She walked back to the table and stood next to it and waited for Julian to rise and go with her.


  They rode the metro back downtown. It passed through some industrial districts. He almost never used the train. He always heard terrible things about it, but he didn’t see anything.


  “Do bad things ever happen on here?”


  “Sometimes, but nothing really happens from downtown to the base. It’s convenient for work and not getting stuck in that awful traffic every day.”


  “I bet. This our stop?”


  “Yeah, we’ll get off here,” Lucy said.


  They stood and waited by the door. The train came to a stop, and Julian followed Lucy onto the platform. They went up the escalator and exited out to the cool evening. The night began to wash away the heat of the day, but Lucy was worried Julian wouldn’t make it back if he stayed too much longer.


  She didn’t know how to break it to him that she wasn’t interested in sex at all. Sex was painted all over his face. She knew the look. All men wore the same expression when they got extremely horny. They were animals. She wanted him, but she had to tame him first. She had to have him on her terms. He would have to wait.


  “Where’s your place?” Julian asked.


  “Around the corner,” Lucy said. “Do you know how to get back to the base from here? Are you taking a taxi or the metro?”


  “Am I coming over?”


  The moment of truth. Fuck.


  “Not tonight,” Lucy said. “I’m not a first date kind of lady.”


  “Understood,” Julian said. “I’ll hop back on the train then.”


  “That doesn’t mean I don’t want a goodnight kiss,” Lucy said and stood on her toes. She leaned in and closed her eyes. Julian’s hand pressed into the small of her back.


  Their lips pressed just as a man began playing the saxophone on the corner. His tune continued, and their kiss deepened. Julian’s head turned to the side, and Lucy’s did as well to match him. Their tongues played along with the saxophone’s tune. Time stopped as the kiss controlled their worlds.


  “Wow,” Julian said when their contact broke.


  “Until next time,” Lucy said with another peck. She turned on her heel and didn’t look back.


  Julian tried to ignore the erection in his pants as he wobbled back to the station.
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  Lucy Chambers sashayed into the office the following Monday radiating confidence. People turned and looked at her from their cubicles as she made her way to her private office. Her heels pressed into the soft floor, but her hips swung in full motion. Her confidence oozed from her pores. Her co-workers couldn’t help but notice. They whispered when she was just out of earshot. She loved every second of it.


  Lucy pushed the door open to her private office. She crossed the room and sat at her desk. She pulled open a drawer for a band to put up her hair, but a surprise greeted her. Lucy lifted the wrapped square out of the drawer. She opened the little card on the front. The gift was from Julian. Butterflies fluttered inside her. When had he been in her office?


  The note read: text me when you get this. XO - Julian


  Bits of wrapping paper drifted to the floor as Lucy tore into the package. A small box of chocolates was revealed. It was cliche, but a man couldn’t go wrong with chocolates. Lucy used a hair tie and pulled her blonde hair back into a messy bun. She loved to keep it casual at work.


  Lucy pulled out her phone next to send a message to Julian.


  Lucy: Thanks for the chocolates. What are you doing sneaking into my office?


  Julian: I had to install a secret camera so I can watch you all day long.


  Lucy paused and looked around the room. She blushed but didn’t know if he was kidding or not.


  Lucy: Really?


  Julian: No, but that’s a good idea. When can I see you again?


  Lucy: You mean, off camera?


  Julian: Yeah, off the circuit I got going over here. I want the real thing. ALL of it this time.


  Lucy’s face reddened again, and she pressed the phone to her chest. She wanted all of Julian too, but she hoped he was ready for what she really wanted deep down. The secrets she kept behind closed doors. The woman she indeed was.


  Lucy: How about tomorrow at 8pm?


  Julian: Am I spending the night? What about Friday?


  Lucy: Friday’s fine, and you can spend the night. Dinner at my place. I’ll cook.


  Julian: It’s a date. Enjoy the chocolates, princess.


  Lucy rolled her eyes and pulled the plastic off the box of chocolates. She had to wait five long days to have more Julian. She told herself it was for the best. She’d be off the rag by then and had a full closet of toys to keep her company until then.


  Lucy popped a chocolate into her mouth and savored it as the sweetness melted over her tongue.


   


  ♦


  



  Lucy stood on her stoop outside the high-rise building. She wore jeans and a t-shirt. Slip-on sandals completed her look. Julian approached from the distance. He wore an equally casual outfit that exposed his muscular body. Lucy admired his physique as he walked closer to her. Lucy flipped her hair back. It was a nervous tick, which made her think of her best friend. It annoyed her how she had acquired that habit.


  “How was the ride over?” Lucy asked Julian. She admired his hazel eyes. She rubbed a hand on his short hair. He moved his head away and pressed his lips to hers. Julian pulled Lucy’s body closer to his. She fell one step to where he stood. He was a head taller than her, and his body was twice as big.


  “Good. I drove this time. I couldn’t wait on public transit to see this face,” Julian said.


  Lucy turned her head to the side and ignored his compliment. “Where did you park? I have a parking spot I never use,” she said.


  “I just parked around the corner, but that sounds good. Wanna show me where it is?”


  They stepped down the last few steps and rounded the corner to Julian’s car. He opened the door for Lucy and closed it behind her. She showed him the way into the garage and to her unused space.


  “How much does this space cost you every month?”


  “It’s included. I don’t have a choice. Better than living somewhere in the city where I’d need a car,” Lucy said. She stood in the garage and closed the car door behind her.


  “I guess, but I like my freedom,” Julian said. He stepped to the front of the car.


  The two walked over to the elevator. Lucy pressed the button to go up. She looked over Julian’s firm body and watched him evaluate hers. Sexual tension ran between them. Rivers of desire rustled still waters.


  “I made some pasta, and there’s a bottle of red,” Lucy said as they waited for the elevator.


  “Sounds fantastic,” Julian said. His voice took a deep, natural tone. The metallic door opened. Julian stepped in first, and Lucy followed him. Lucy turned and stood with her back to the wall. Her eyes drifted over to Julian.


  Julian turned and welcomed Lucy’s body. He worked his fingers into her hair and stepped closer.


  “I can’t wait to taste everything you have to offer,” Julian whispered and pressed his lips to Lucy’s.


   


  ♦


  



  “That pasta was delicious. Where’d you learn to cook like that?”


  “Grandma’s recipe,” Lucy said. She took a sip of the red wine. Imprints of lipstick coated the rim of the glass. She watched Julian from across the table. He wiped the bowl clean with a piece of baguette. Lucy thought of ripping his clothes off and showing him what she could do. “There’s some dessert in the kitchen. I made a cobbler and bought some ice cream.”


  “Your grandma teach you to do all this?”


  “And my dad. She was my dad’s mom,” Lucy said.


  “She’s a good woman,” Julian said. He took a drink from the glass and kept his eyes locked on Lucy. Julian’s hazel irises twinkled in the dim light. Lucy’s loft looked over downtown. It had a view of the baseball stadium. Glimpses of the river. His view at the base didn’t look a thing like what Lucy had.


  “Wanna help me get the dessert?”


  “Sure,” Julian said. He picked up his plate and stacked Lucy’s inside of it. He gathered the dirty silverware and met her in the kitchen. She scooped ice cream into the bowls. The frozen balls of vanilla quickly melted against the warm dessert. Julian threw the dishes into the sink and turned to Lucy.


  “We better eat those before all the ice cream melts,” he said.


  “You’re right. We can wash up after,” she said.


  Julian took a bite. He savored the blackberries and the richness of the crust. He put a bit of ice cream with the next bite and loved the coolness on his pallet. Julian and Lucy stood in her small kitchen. It had a hole cut into the wall above the sink.


  “Should we sit at the bar? Make some use of it?”


  “Sure,” Lucy said and glanced at her nails. She grabbed her bowl and headed around to the other side of the glassless window.


  “This food is damn delicious, but it isn’t the best for sex,” Julian said.


  Lucy coughed on her food. Few men were so forward. She composed herself and took another bite before responding. Julian waited for her reply. The cobbler flew to the back of his mind. Lucy remained at the forefront.


  “Who said anything about sex?”


  “I’m spending the night, right?”


  “Yeah, and?” Lucy asked, but she couldn’t hide the smile from her lips.


  “I need you, Lucy. I’ve been thinking about this moment all week.”


  Lucy played with her hair. A strand of blonde fell to the counter. She pushed it to the floor. Her period ended several days before, and the truth was she had been thinking about exploring Julian that entire week too, but she wanted to find out just how far he’d go. He still seemed a bit too alpha, but some people were surprises.


  “I’ve been thinking about it too,” she finally said. “Do you have any fantasies?”


  Julian grinned and answered, “maybe a few, but nothing that I’ve really considered trying.”


  “What are they?” Lucy asked. She tried to hide the eagerness in her voice.


  “Things. Maybe we can explore some of them in the future.”


  “Tell me,” Lucy said.


  “No,” Julian said. He stabbed the spoon into the bowl and cast his head down. “I don’t wanna talk about this tonight.”


  “Why not?”


  “Last time I told a girl she broke up with me,” Julian said. “I don’t want to ruin anything with you.”


  “Better to get it out in the open now,” Lucy said.


  “Not tonight,” Julian said. He stood and wrapped his body around Lucy’s. He took her jaw in her hand and kissed her. He needed her to stop talking. Julian avoided acting on the urges he felt deep down. He needed a woman to love.


  Julian wouldn’t make the same mistakes of his past with Lucy. He’d be the alpha man every woman wanted. The man every woman fantasized about in the shower. He would be her knight.


  Julian grabbed Lucy the bar stool and carried her to the bedroom. It was time.


  



  ♦


  



  Smells of sex filled the room. Julian’s dick slid in and out of Lucy’s wet and loosened pussy. This was round two. They had candles lit in the background and a soft, erotic electronic mix playing in the background. There wasn’t time for any music during round one. Julian had cum rather quickly too.


  Julian held Lucy’s hands above her head. Her plump breasts jiggled along with Julian’s rhythm as he pushed deep into her. She imagined his dick would have been smaller, but the man was thick. Julian’s dick was long too, and he used every inch to penetrate her. He didn’t hold back. He was an alpha in all senses.


  Lucy enjoyed the rough sex, but she couldn’t help but feel a bit disappointed.


  Julian grunted above her and pounded at her hole. He was set to last a while after busting that first nut. Lucy shook her hands free and rubbed over Julian’s body as he fucked her. Julian lifted her ass higher into the air and spread her legs as he pounded her pussy. He was doing everything his ex-girlfriend had taught him. Lucy enjoyed the effort, but she was a different woman. She had different needs.


  Lucy let Julian do what he wanted. Sensations crashed through her when he held her legs together, fucked her hole, and rubbed her clit at the same time. Lucy bit her top lip with her bottom teeth. Her left hand searched Julian’s body.


  She worked her way to his ass and squeezed. Julian moaned at her touch and pushed deeper. Lucy responded and grabbed his ass again. He loosened his hips and adjusted her body so she could touch both cheeks.


  “Touch it,” he said.


  Lucy did as she was told. David was the only other man to have ever done that for her.


  Julian’s naked body felt closer to Lucy. He held Julian’s ass and encouraged him to go deep. She loved the shape and firmness of his butt. His cheeks were plump and satisfying.


  Lucy let her neck fall back onto the bed and cherished the feeling of Julian’s dick sliding in and out of her. She kept her legs up and held them back.


  “I’m gonna cum,” Julian said.


  “Okay,” Lucy said. That was her opportunity. She needed to surprise him, but he had to love it. Lucy rubbed her clit and moistened her fingers. She was close to cumming too. Julian took several more strokes until the moment right before he was about to cum. Lucy read it all over his face.


  Lucy slipped a finger into Julian’s ass. It was wet and slid right in. Lucy felt Julian’s tight hole contract around her finger. He came and continued his stride. He didn’t say a word about what she did. Lucy pulled the finger out and rubbed her clit while Julian was still hard inside of her.


  Lucy came and her vagina spasmed around Julian’s dick. She held his dick inside of her with her legs wrapped around his body until she relaxed.


  Julian collapsed atop Lucy. His dick fell out of her. He rolled over, pulled the condom off, tied it up, and threw it to the floor. Julian pulled Lucy closer to him and oozed a sense of relaxation. He kissed Lucy’s forehead and drifted off to a light sleep.
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  The sun rose over the city. Lucy’s main windows faced east. Lucy prepared a simple egg dish for breakfast with the bright morning sun. Julian drank coffee at the table and told her about what he did at the base. She listened and commented, but she couldn’t help but think about how Julian enjoyed penetration.


  She wanted to explore that. She needed to see where she could take it. How far was Julian willing to go?


  Lucy placed cut fruit into a couple bowls while the eggs cooked. She seasoned the eggs and scooped them on a plate. Bread popped up from the toaster. She put the toast on the plate too. There was some jam and butter on the table. Lucy did that first.


  Julian watched her with wide eyes when she emerged from the kitchen with breakfast.


  “You outdid yourself,” Julian said.


  “The meal? It was nothing,” Lucy said. They watched each other for a few beats and didn’t touch the food. “Eat the eggs before they get cold.”


  Julian stabbed a piece of fruit and sucked on it. He watched Lucy and licked the melon. Lucy reached over the table to force the fruit off of the fork and into Julian’s mouth. He licked his lips and chewed on the thick cut.


  “You liked the finger last night,” Lucy said.


  Julian ate another piece of fruit and kept a straight face. Lucy couldn’t read any of his emotions.


  “I did,” he said.


  “Was that the fantasy you didn’t want to tell me about?”


  “Yeah. My ex thought it was gross that I even asked. She said it made me less of a man,” Julian said and played with the eggs on his plate.


  Lucy rested her hand on his arm, “that makes you more of a man in my book.”


  “Thanks,” he said.


  “What have you wanted to try?”


  Julian made a face at Lucy. The lines in his forehead came together. He tapped his fingers on the table. “I don’t know. I guess I’ve always wanted to be penetrated. I tried it once in college with a pencil, but that didn’t go too well.


  Laughter burst out of Lucy, but Julian’s dark leer quickly simmered her down to a quiet chuckle.


  “Sorry, but who uses a pencil? Why not your finger?”


  Julian stared off and considered that, “guess it’s a guy thing. We can be pretty dumb sometimes.”


  “I have some toys. Wanna go be bad?”


  Julian considered Lucy’s offer, “sure. Let’s do it.”


  Lucy stood and started toward the bedroom.


  “After I finish this decadent breakfast,” Julian called after her. Lucy turned around and came back to the table.


  “Right,” she said and sat down with a sigh.


  



  ♦


  



  “Shut the fuck up and get on your knees,” Lucy said in a commanding voice. She wore a lacy harness and held a whip in her hand. She snapped the whip in the air and spanked Julian’s ass.


  The man got to his knees under Lucy. Julian’s dick was rock hard. Hard like a steel beam. Lucy licked her lips. She loved how curious, afraid, and responsive Julian was beneath her.


  “On your back, you little slut.”


  “What?” Julian asked. He wore a confused look.


  “It’s all part of the act. You’re my bitch now,” Lucy said and bent down to kiss him. She watched his dick twitch. She relished seeing him on his knees like that. “Now get on your back so I can ride your face,” she whispered into his ear.


  “Okay,” Julian said.


  Lucy squatted over Julian’s mouth. She wore panties with a hole cut out for her vagina and clit. They were white and lacy like the harness. She held the bed above them with one hand and her pussy lips with the other. Julian rubbed his tongue along the folds of her love center. Lucy moved her fingers away from her pussy and grabbed the whip.


  Lucy rubbed the leather along Julian’s erect dick. It was like the tip of a rose rubbing along his bare, hardened dick.


  Julian’s eyes were closed as he enjoyed her meal. Juices flowed from her flower like nectar. Precum coated the head of Julian’s piece. She loved to see him so hard from submission. It kept those liquids flowing from her like a fountain of youth. Her nipples pulsed. Her pussy quaked.


  Lucy stood and towered over Julian as he lay on the floor. She traced the whip over his body for a minute, but then suddenly smacked his thigh.


  “Get up,” she said. “On your knees.”


  “What now?” he asked and got to his knees. He watched Lucy dig through a drawer in her closet. He could see the slit of her pussy when she bent over and wanted to taste more of it. Lucy came back with a strap-on, but it was unlike any he had seen. “What do we do with that?”


  “You wear it on your mouth, and I’ll ride you.”


  “Will I be able to taste you?”


  “Yes,” she said. “I’ll be dripping all over you.”


  Julian nodded, and Lucy strapped the piece over his mouth. Julian breathed through his nose a few times before he signaled to Lucy that he was ready. She went over and leaned him against the bed, but told him to stay on his knees. She raised one foot and placed it on the bed.


  Lucy grabbed Julian’s head and guided her pussy down the lubricated dildo. Lucy’s fingers locked into his hair and moved his head for her pleasure. Julian’s jacked off below her. She felt the furious vibrations from her grip on him. Lucy used his head like that for several minutes until he patted her thighs. She took the strap off, and he took a deep breath with his mouth.


  “Wow,” he said.


  “You like that?”


  “Maybe a bit too much.”


  “Good,” she said. “Wanna try something else?”


  “Yes,” he said.


  “Close your eyes,” Lucy said. He did, but he felt a tinge of nervousness. He had no idea what she had in store for him. “Open your eyes.”


  Julian examined the two cone-shaped toys she had in her hands.


  “What are those?”


  “Anal plugs. To train your hole,” she said with a wicked grin.


  “You’re going to put those up my ass?”


  “Yep. Now, turn around,” Lucy said and cracked the whip on his ass. Julian was still on his knees facing her.


  “But—”


  “No questions. Just do it. I’ll use plenty of lube,” she said.


  Julian opened his mouth to protest but decided against it. He turned and bent over. He rubbed his dick. It had softened a bit.


  Lucy got to her knees behind him and lubed up the anal plug. She rubbed a bit of the lube on Julian’s ass too. She watched his hole tighten and his cheeks come together in anticipation.


  “Don’t be nervous,” she said.


  Julian grunted and exhaled every drop of air inside his body. His ass relaxed, and Lucy added more lube to it.


  “Breathe deeply. When you exhale, I’ll push it in.”


  “Okay,” he said and did as she said.


  When Julian exhaled for the third time, she pushed the plug into his ass. He only used half of the small one. It was barely the size of her pinkie. Julian let out another breath, and Lucy pushed the rest of the toy inside him.


  “Fuck,” he said. His dick vibrated from the intensity.


  Lucy reached under him and stroked his hard dick. She spat into her hand and rubbed it on the head of his dick. He purred at her touch. She used her free fingers to rub her clit. The plug remained deep in Julian’s ass.


  “Turn over. Get on your back,” she said to him.


  The toy slipped out. Lucy put it back in place and watched as Julian’s face twisted in pleasure. She loved pegging an eager guy like Julian.


  “Sit on it so it doesn’t come out,” Lucy said and whipped his thigh again. Julian sat up, and Lucy straddled his sides. His dick vibrated under her. His erection pulsed as she slid a condom over his dick.


  “It feels so good in my ass,” he said. “I don’t know how long I’ll last with you on my dick too.”


  “Don’t worry,” she said and rubbed lube up and down his shaft. Julian twitched at her touch.


  “Be careful so it doesn’t fall out,” she said.


  Julian nodded and went still. Lucy moved her hips and took his rod into her pleasure center. She controlled the situation and rode his dick. She dug her fingers into his chest and ran her pussy up and down his dick. Julian purred under her, but she controlled him with her movements. His chest was her lead rope.


  “Fuck, I’m going to cum like this. It… feels too… good.”


  “Cum,” she said and moved her hips higher to take longer strokes. She watched as Julian’s eyes rolled into the back of his head. He was lost in the moment as cum shot out his dick. He had never cum so hard in his life.


  “Shit,” Julian said as he relaxed against the bed. Lucy pulled the peg out. Julian whimpered. Lucy stood above him with her pussy in his face. She rubbed her clit with him beneath her until a stream of cum flew from her flower and covered Julian’s face.


  Julian coughed and smiled as Lucy’s cum ran down his face. Lucy collapsed at his side. Julian wiped his face with the sheet. He loved her taste on his tongue.


  “That was the hottest sex of my life,” Julian said and kissed Lucy deeply.


  “Just you wait.”
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  Three Months Later…


   


  Lucy: Come over tonight. I’m ready to unlock your cage.


  Julian read the message, and his dick twitched in his pants. It hardened a bit, but the metal casing around it kept his penis from growing too much. He had a key to use the bathroom, but he had become wholly loyal and submissive to Lucy. She’d know if he didn’t wear his chastity device like he was supposed to.


  He never imagined he would have found something that turned him on so much and made him feel so right and wrong at the same time. He loved every second of it. The metal around his dick was a secret to everyone around him. Only he and Lucy knew their secret.


  He couldn’t even look at photos anymore. Every drop of cum he had was Lucy’s and hers only.


  Julian: I’ll be over at six.


  Lucy: Make it eight. I have a meeting after work.


  Julian didn’t reply again. Lucy didn’t like it when he asked too many questions. They were exclusive. That was all he needed to know. To the outside world, they were an ordinary couple.


  Behind closed doors, Lucy controlled the relationship and held his lock and key.


  



  ♦


  



  Eight o’clock rolled around, and Julian stood at Lucy’s door ready. He had been there for several minutes before, but he knew better than to knock too early. He waited until a minute after eight to hit the wood.


  Lucy opened the door, “right on time. Come in. Let’s have some fun,” she said and opened the door wide.


  Julian stepped into the room. The rest was history.


   


  P.S. Julian took a dildo or two that night.
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  Bella Brooks parked the tractor unit of her eighteen-wheeler. She stepped down to the street and glanced up at the building that housed her apartment. Bella turned to the cabin and rounded up her things and a newspaper she bought to clip coupons. She was tired of long, overnight hauls through the middle of nowhere USA, but it paid the bills.


  Bella slammed the door shut and lugged her shit up to the sidewalk. She double-checked the lock on the truck. She climbed the steps to her porch.


  A chilly late-summer breeze passed. They were the first tendrils of winters hold. Bella pushed away the thoughts of trucking over ice and ascended the staircase to her apartment. She pushed open the door and threw her bags to the floor.


  A stack of mail greeted her when she stepped into the place. Bella slammed the door and took the letters and the newspaper to the kitchen to look over everything. The mail couldn’t have been anything more than people asking her for money.


  Bella threw the papers on her small, circular kitchen table. Bella undid the band on her strawberry-blonde hair. She shook the tight bun loose and ran her fingers through the knotted ends. She scratched her scalp. Her head purred under the soft massage. Bella opened the cabinet about her stove and searched for some tea.


  The pile was nothing more than bills, as expected. She liked to have things like the internet and scrumptious food on the road. It was an expense, but things at home remained minimal. Bella lived without cable or any other frivolous subscription services.


  Bella opened the newspaper and browsed the coupons. She made a list of things to pack for her upcoming haul and some comfort food for the next few days off. The discounts acts as her recipe guide. Of course, she incorporated fast food from time to time, but Bella tried her best to stay fit. She even had a gym membership for a place with locations across the country. Bella cut a few more coupons, but she soon grew bored of planning meals.


  A message caught her eye as she flipped through the paper:


   


  Need a change in your life? Come to Courtney’s…


   


  SEXUAL COUNSELING


   


  * An experimental approach to intimacy and revitalization


   


  Bella read over the ad a few times. It was hard to get laid on the road. At least by anything decent. She wanted a connection. She needed something more intimate. Bella stood and walked over to her schedule pinned to the board.


  She had a few days with nothing to do the following week. Bella opened her phone and messaged the number with the requested information. She couldn’t believe herself sending profile pictures and information to a random number out the paper. What year was she living in?


  A response appeared a few minutes later. Bella’s blood raced before she opened it:


  CSC(Courtney’s Sexual Counseling): Preferred trail session?


  Bella referred to her calendar again to confirm the dates. Her heart pounded wildly in her chest as her thumb hovered over the send button. A ringing echoed in her ears. The smells of earl gray encircled her. Bella inhaled deeply, closed her eyes, and hit send.


  CSC: Appointment confirmed. See you soon, Bella!


  



  ♦


  



  Oliver Young sat at his desk over a pile of paperwork. He had numbers to crunch and a deadline, but he couldn’t have cared less in the world about his job. His parents, the counselors, and everyone else encouraged him to follow that path. Every test indicated it was the perfect option. Maybe it had been, but Oliver loathed every second of his number-crunching paperwork.


  Oliver stood and crossed the open office. He filled a cup with hot water in the kitchen. He squeezed a lemon into the cup and studied his coworkers.


  They typed away in the high-rise building overlooking downtown. They reminded him of those movies with people in cubicles, but without the privacy of a wall. He feared those movies as a kid. How did it become his life?


  Oliver needed a break. He grabbed a newspaper and headed to the elevator for a breath of fresh air.


  “Hey there, where are you goin’ Oliver?”


  Oliver cursed under his breath and turned on his heel. His boss, the orange-skinned bald man, stood with his finger pointed at Oliver’s chest. A tart expression pinched on his face.


  “Need some fresh air, boss.”


  “You have a deadline. Those numbers can’t crunch themselves. Although I wish they could,” Oliver’s boss said. The last sentence was a slur whispered under his breath.


  “Ten minutes. I’ll be more productive with a break.”


  “Ten minutes? How about five?”


  “Come on; it takes at least two to get outside.”


  “Fine, but I’ll be watching my clock. Don’t be late.”


  Oliver forwent a response. He waved the newspaper at his boss and pressed the down button. The elevator slid open. His boss stood by the door until it descended away from the bastard. He thought about throwing the paper in his direction but decided it’d be better to antagonize him by getting back a minute late. He knew his boss’s uppity ass would be watching that clock. Well, so would Oliver.


  He stepped outside and saw an open bench under a tree off to the right. There were usually smokers there, but the coast was clear that day. Oliver didn’t mind smokers, but he hated smelling like one. He had never put a cigarette to his mouth a day in his life, and he didn’t plan on it either. Oliver sat on the bench and cracked open the paper. He took a deep breath of the oddly cold air.


  Oliver read the headlines and business section. There was nothing new. He wasn’t interested. He distracted himself and commenced some deep breathing. Oliver rested the newspaper to his side and inhaled again, closing his eyes.


  A gust of wind came through and knocked the paper to the ground. It tumbled a few times. A second powerful gust came in and blew a single page loose.


  Oliver ran after the paper. He scooped up the big piece and ran after the single page. He caught up to it before another bit of wind came. An ad grabbed his attention:


   


  Need a change in your life? Come to Courtney’s…


   


  SEXUAL COUNSELING


   


  * An experimental approach to intimacy and revitalization


   


  Oliver checked the timer he had set. He still had a few minutes. The message appeared on his phone before he knew what he was doing. It had been months since he had sex, and the dating apps hadn’t help at all. Oliver eagerly hit send and headed back to the building. He wondered how long it’d take them to reply when he stepped into the elevator.


  The metal door slid open, and Oliver stepped out. His boss emerged from his office, “you’re a minute late.”


  “Thirty seconds. Wanna see my timer?”


  “Don’t test me, Oliver.”


  “I’ll have your papers by five, boss. No worries.” At that moment, Oliver’s phone vibrated again. A message from Courtney’s Sexual Counseling(CSC) appeared:


  CSC: Preferred trial session?


  Oliver went over to his calendar. He had a vacation day etched in next week for ‘personal reasons’. He took about one a month instead of vacationing for a couple of weeks like other employees. Oliver typed a quick reply.


  CSC: Appointment confirmed. See you soon, Oliver!
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  Courtney Willis, of Courtney’s Sexual Counseling, sat at her desk and rocked back in her chair. She held two charts with results from a personality test. Her next couple was a perfect match according to her customized analysis. But Courtney wouldn’t know for sure until the interview. She read over her questions and looked at the picture of the strawberry-blonde woman and the brown-haired man.


  Bella Brooks was due to her office at any moment. Courtney hadn’t been so excited about a potential pair in ages. She adjusted a blouse over her large breasts and went to double check. Her assistant knocked.


  “What is it?”


  “Bella’s here,” her assistant said.


  “Okay, give me a minute.”


  Courtney ran over to the mirror. Her heels clicked on the hardwood. She bent down in front of the mirror. The city bustled beneath her. A large piece of glass acted as the wall. Courtney loved looking over the city. She fluffed out her brown hair and applied a fresh layer of lip gloss. Courtney’s curls flowed down like a corkscrew.


  She adjusted her top again to get the buttons just right and ran back to the door. She threw it open and saw the woman from the picture on the other side, “Welcome! Come on in.”


  



  ♦


  



  Bella Brooks stood in Courtney’s doorway shocked by the woman that stood before her. Courtney Willis was the definition of ‘sexy-librarian’ and much younger than Bella expected. She didn’t know what she had expected from a newspaper ad and a meeting set up over text.


  “Come in! Don’t be shy. I’m Courtney Willis. And you are?”


  “Bella,” she said. Her voice was softer than cotton.


  “Don’t be nervous. We’re gonna have a lot of fun together,” Courtney said and wrapped her arm around Bella’s shoulder. She guided Bella into the room. Courtney’s radiant, positive energy concerned Bella. What had she gotten herself into? She wished to turn around and drive away as she had considered in the parking lot. “Sit here.”


  Courtney practically threw Bella into a chair and took a seat on the other side of the desk. She watched Courtney kick off her heels and prop her feet on the desk. She wore a thin pair of black tights. Courtney stared into Bella’s soul with her intense brown eyes.


  Bella looked around the room to avoid the woman’s sharp gaze. She noticed the paintings, which decorated the walls. Courtney’s eyes burned into her.


  “I collect and sell art,” Courtney said. “I also help people with their sexual problems. What are you here for, Bella? Because we can talk art if you want.”


  Bella turned her head slowly and looked at Courtney. She studied the woman.


  “And what exactly do you get out of this? How much is it?”


  “Depends. For you, it just might be free.”


  The two held eye contact for a few beats. Bella didn’t know how to interpret the woman’s words. Bella stood and circled the room. She admired the art. She glanced out the window. Courtney met her on the other side of the room. They stood by the glass overlooking the city.


  “Look, Bella. We don’t have much time. There are some questions I need to ask you.”


  “What are they?”


  “Why did you come here today? To sexual counseling?”


  Bella looked out the window again. She didn’t know how to answer Courtney’s question.


  “I know it’s a hard question, but I need you to think here,” Courtney said and jabbed at Bella’s heart through her shirt. “Why did you come here today?”


  Bella considered the question. She rubbed a nervous hand through her hair.


  “I guess… a man has never given me what I truly desire.”


  “Yes, I sensed that from your test. And what is it you truly desire, Bella?”


  “A submissive man,” Bella whispered.


  “Don’t be afraid. Say it with confidence.”


  “A submissive man,” she said louder.


  “Bella… you’re in luck. I have a man coming in now who I think will be perfect for you. He doesn’t know it yet, but he’ll make the perfect sub.”


  “Really?”


  “Really, Bella. And I’m going to teach you how to be the most caring, passionate dom you can be.”


  “Teach me?”


  “Yes,” Courtney said. “Now come wait in my private viewing room and observe while I unravel this man’s true desires.”


  Bella nodded and followed Courtney into a secret room behind her desk. She was amazed to find out that the abstract, simple painting behind her desk served as a one-way mirror too. She had assumed it was for decoration and nothing else. Courtney left Bella with a bottle of water and closed the door behind her. Bella waited eagerly for the mystery man to appear.


   


  ♦


  



  Oliver Young knocked on the door. Courtney’s assistant stood behind him. She didn’t say a word. The man ran a hand through his brown waves. He heard heels click against the hardwood. Courtney flung the door open and greeted him in a dark tone, “Good afternoon, you must be Oliver.”


  “Yes.”


  “Come in, don’t be a coward.”


  A tinge of anger crossed Oliver, but he suppressed the emotion and stepped into her large office. He admired the large glass window and the skyscrapers dotting the view.


  “Nice view.”


  “Thanks,” Courtney said without looking up to Oliver. He wondered what her deal was, but he didn’t want to piss the lady off. She radiated power in that business suit. The way she held her shoulders up high. It turned Oliver on. He sat in the chair and admired her. She stood over him with a file in her hand.


  Courtney circled his chair and said, “Oliver, how long has it been since you had sex?”


  Wow, he thought. She skipped all the cordial steps of humankind. She went straight for the meat. The woman was an animal.


  “Uh… you never told me your name. Where am I?”


  “This place is called ‘Courtney’s Sexual Counseling’. What the hell do you think my name is?”


  “Right,” he said. Oliver tapped his fingers on his thigh.


  “Answer the question, Oliver.”


  “It’s been a few months.”


  “Why has it been so long? What’s holding you back?”


  Oliver squirmed in his chair. Courtney had perched herself onto the desk and spread her legs in front of him. She wasn’t wearing any panties. He saw her pussy lips inside a little bush of hair.


  “What’s wrong, Oliver? You don’t like pussy?”


  “I do, but I guess… I guess I’m not as forward as most men.”


  Courtney closed her legs and hopped off the desk. She circled back around and plopped down into her chair. It rolled back a few inches. Oliver watched her in awe.


  “Exactly. Your personality test showed me that. Have you ever tried being submissive, Oliver?”


  “Submissive? What do you mean?”


  Courtney gave him an exhausted look.


  “Really? You don’t know what submissive means?”


  “I do, but in sexual terms? Men can’t be submissive. We have to be dominant. That’s what women want,” he said.


  “Oh, you have so much to learn,” she said. “Oliver, what if I told you I had someone perfect waiting for you here today?”


  “What are you talking about? What is this, lady? Courtney? Whatever your name is. I’m not about to become some ladies’ fucking bitch. I’m a man.” Oliver stood up and started toward the door. Who did she think she was? Men weren’t meant to be submissive.


  “Oliver, sit down!” Courtney said in a surprisingly commanding voice. Oliver wanted to resist her command, but he couldn’t. He stopped and turned to face her. He didn’t sit, but he didn’t leave either.


  “Bella, come out here!”


   


  ♦


  



  Bella Brooks stepped out the hidden room and stood by the door. Oliver searched over her from his chair. Her beauty was a garden of roses. Her sandy eyes contrasted with her strawberry-blonde hair. She had a plump chest and ass but sported a thin waist. She wore a girly shirt, but Oliver could see how uncomfortable she felt in it. He smiled in her direction.


  Courtney looked at both of them and didn’t say a word. A smirk crossed her lips.


  Oliver sits in that chair like he was raised in a proper family, Bella thought.


  She looked over at the man. She treasured his brown waves and steel-gray eyes. He looked at her with such innocence. Bella felt venom running through her veins staring into his wholesome soul. Seeing him, the look in his eyes, opened the memories of her sinful past.


  “All right, enough staring at each other. Sit down, Bella. I have to talk to you two.”


  Bella snapped out of her trance. The dark memories had been revolving inside her head. She sat in the chair next to Oliver.


  “Oliver, say hello to Bella. Bella, this is Oliver.”


  The two greeted each other, but the awkward tension remained more evident than a naked man in a shopping center.


  “You two are helpless,” Courtney said in a dismissive tone, but she quickly switched to a much perkier one, “and that excites me! There is so much room for growth with you two! You both need a big shot of confidence. Let me guess…,” Courtney was touching them, rubbing their faces, and pacing around the room as she spoke. The two didn’t know what to do but listen, “…raised religious? Strict parents? Both? Or the opposite? I bet that’s what happened to you, Oliver. I bet you had a crazy bunch of parents that ruined you. Made you that prude mess you are now.”


  “What?” he questioned.


  “Shh, it’s okay. We’ll work with it. Now!” Courtney slammed her hands down on the desk. “I have a plan for you two,” she said and looked at both of them. She let a suspenseful pause hang in the room.


  “What is it?” Bella asked.


  “Isn’t it obvious, Bella? You’re going to be Oliver’s dominant woman, and he’s going to be your sub bitch.”


  “What?!”


  “Yeah, what are you talking about?” Bella asked.


  “You’ll both see, tomorrow. Come back tomorrow at 10am and you’ll see. Now, get out!” Courtney strutted over to the door and flung it open. Bella and Oliver stared at her with a confused expression. Neither of them moved.


  “Now! I have things to do. Get the fuck out.”


  They both jumped to their feet and scrambled out the door. Courtney hollered laughter and slammed the door shut behind them.
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  Bella stepped out of her car and headed down the block. She passed one of her favorite bakeries a few streets from Courtney’s office. She pulled her purse closer to her chest and hoped she didn’t see Oliver on the way. Bella’s nerves charged the awkwardness within her. Second thoughts whirled in her mind as she approached the tall building.


  Her body stepped closer to the door, but Bella’s mind screamed at her to turn around and go the other way. Curiosity pulled her closer to those big doors. Sense told her to escape.


  You’re going to be Oliver’s dominant woman…


  Courtney’s words repeated in Bella’s head. She knew it had been her dream all along. Domination was Bella’s destiny. Submission was Oliver’s. Bella held her chin up and stepped forward with new-found confidence.


  “Bella! Hey!”


  Fuck. That confidence evaporated as fast as it had come. Oliver was calling her. She heard his footsteps pounding the pavement to catch up. She turned to face him.


  “Hey, Oliver! How’s it going?”


  Oliver threw his arm around her shoulder and smiled. Joy radiated off him as they passed through the entrance together. His gray eyes revealed the innocent happiness within him when she looked into them.


  Bella and Oliver rose in the elevator together to Courtney’s office. She owned her own floor with a variety of businesses, but they all seemed to deal with art. Nobody questioned nor looked at them as they walked through the desks of busy workers.


  Bella was off work that day, but she just realized why Oliver was probably wearing a suit. “Are you on break right now?”


  “Yeah,” he said.


  “Wow,” she laughed. They arrived at the door. Oliver paused to glance at Bella.


  “Ready?”


  “Yes. And no. You?”


  “Same, but I want to cross this line more than ignore it. You’re beautiful.”


  Bella blushed. “As are you.”


  “Let’s do this,” Oliver took Bella’s hand and opened the door.


  



  ♦


  



  “Look at you two all chummy,” Courtney said. She approached the couple and pulled them back to her desk. The eagerness of a child jetted from Courtney’s aura. Courtney ushered the pair into the same seats as the prior day. She sat at her desk, rustled her hair, and looked at Bella and Oliver. “Are you guys ready?”


  Bella and Oliver shared a nod and turned to Courtney “Yeah, we are.”


  “Great. How long you got?”


  “I’m off today.”


  “I’m on lunch break. I have forty minutes,” he said.


  “We have time. We’ll go to my office upstairs. I’m going to teach you all a little bit about dominance and submission.”


  A heat formed in Bella’s core. Her pussy pounded in her pants. She was hot. She imagined Oliver on his knees with a dildo going up his ass. She never knew she wanted to fuck a guy in the ass before that moment. Bella readjusted and faced Courtney. They shared a look.


  Oliver watched the two ladies examine him like animals in the jungle. He felt like the zebra to their lion den. He needed to feel their bite. Their rage. He wanted to serve their needs. Oliver knew his new role. He leaned back in his chair and curled his body a bit.


  “Let’s go upstairs. I have everything set up in the special room. Before we go, I want you guys to put these on under your clothes.”


  Courtney handed Oliver a leather outfit with a complete harness and ball gag.


  “You want me to put this in my mouth?”


  “You can wait until we get upstairs,” she said.


  Bella admired her dress. It was cute with holes in all the right places. She hopped up and skipped to the private room to put it on.


  “Why can’t I just put on this stuff when we get up there?”


  Courtney got in Oliver’s face, “don’t question me, you dirty slut. Put on that fucking harness. I want my employees to know what we’re about to do to you. Either put it on now or wear that ball gag through my office.”


  Oliver squirmed in his chair. He wasn’t sure if he should protest or not. Who was she to say that? But who was he to argue?


  “Now. Be a good boy. Put it on. We’re going to have tons of fun.”


  



  ♦


  



  “Get on your knees, Oliver. Bella, spank him with the whip.”


  Courtney coached the pair and stood off to the side. She moved her hips to the soft electronic mix playing in the background. Courtney found it from searching ‘erotic mix’. Then she discovered another and a few more after that. They were her anthems.


  Her hips stopped moving when Bella hadn’t spanked Oliver by the downbeat.


  “What’s wrong? It’s not gonna hurt him. He’s waggin’ his ass.”


  “Do it,” he said.


  Bella stood with the whip in her hand. She questioned her womanhood at that moment. She wondered what a man was doing under her on his knees. Courtney snatched the whip out of Bella’s hand and snapped it on Oliver’s ass. Oliver belted out but shook his behind some more. He encouraged the ladies.


  “Punish me.”


  Courtney pushed Bella to the side. Her mouth watered at Oliver’s eagerness. Courtney spanked the man several times as Bella cowered off to the side. Courtney grabbed one of the rings in Oliver’s harness and lifted him to his feet and spanked his ass a few more times. He purred out from the pleasure.


  “Bella, get your ass over here. Oliver, put that gag back in your mouth.”


  Bella timidly stepped across the floor. She wasn’t sure if she could do what Courtney was doing. It all seemed so perplex, our of her world, but it turned her on enormously. She was a voyeur to the man she wanted. Courtney slammed the whip into Bella’s hand.


  “Let go, Bella. It’s just us here. This is enjoyable. Live in the moment.”


  Courtney’s encouragement infiltrated Bella’s wall. Bella took a deep breath and listened to the soft words Courtney said into her ear. She watched Oliver standing there, waiting like a puppy for his walk. Bella felt the whip in her hand. She took a few deep breaths and stepped toward Oliver. It was then or never. She had to let go and enjoy the moment.


  “Get to your knees, you dirty little slut.”


  Oliver smirked at the woman and slowly dropped to his knees. He put his hands up like as if he were under arrest. Bella looked back to Courtney, but she nudged her forward.


  “All the way down. Ass in the air!” Bella said. Her voice increased. The prison hiding the dominant woman within her crumbled. Oliver got into a doggy style and arched his ass high in the air. Bella saw his tight asshole as his cheeks spread.


  Bella spanked his ass. The sound of smacked skin rung in the air. Oliver spat the gag out.


  “Again,” he said.


  Bella whipped that leather on his cheek a second time. Then, she did it a third, fourth, and fifth time. Each smack brought them closer together. Bella kicked away the last bricks of her wall and spanked Oliver again.


  “There you go!” Courtney said, cheering her on. “Let me get in on it, too! Put that gag back, you filthy slut.”


  Courtney took the whip from Bella and stood at her side. They admired Oliver’s ass with the jockstrap around it. The leather hugged his cheeks together. A bit of fabric covered his balls and his dick. He couldn’t touch himself. Courtney smacked his ass a few more times. Oliver’s skin burned bright red.


  “Let’s do something else,” Courtney said and stepped over to the closet against the wall that wasn’t a window. Courtney hid behind the door and dug through a bunch of stuff. Bella didn’t know what to make of half of it, but it all had to do with sex. She couldn’t help but wonder how many people Courtney had had in that space. Bella took a deep breath and let it go.


  She only worried about the moment. Oliver on his knees. The whip in her hand. She snapped it on his ass one more time, releasing the pressure.


  Courtney came back with a few toys.


  “What are those?” Bella said.


  “Anal plugs. We’re gonna peg his ass. He has a lot of training to do.”


  “What?!”


  “Get back on your knees before I cuff you to the ground,” Courtney said to Oliver. He turned away from them and listened to her command. Oliver wasn’t sure he wanted something up his ass, but he wasn’t willing to leave either. It all felt too good.


  Courtney handed Bella the toys and some lube and explained what she had to do. Bella took the smallest one and rubbed lubricant all over it. She spanked Oliver’s ass one more time before slipping the toy up his tight hole. Bella pushed the toy in without pause. Oliver screamed out and moved his hand back to his ass in protest.


  “No hands! But Bella, please be more gentle with his ass. He has to like it. Don’t scare him on the first day.”


  Bella nodded and put more lube on the plug. She moved the tip over Oliver’s hole and rubbed it along his crack. She watched his taint constrict when the tip hit it. He moved his ass higher in the air and encouraged Bella.


  Bella pushed the tip in a bit on his exhale. She only pushed in half and waited for Oliver’s signal to take more. Something within her purred. The fabric around her pussy moistened. She rubbed her fingers over her clit. Courtney stood over her with a smile, nodding her head. Oliver signaled her, and she pushed the rest of the toy in. His erection pressed against the leather, but he didn’t even try to touch it.


  “You’re such a good boy, Oliver. One of a kind. Give him the bigger one, Bella.”


  Bella nodded and took out the larger toy. Courtney only pulled out the mid-sized plug for that day. Oliver pushed the small peg out and wiggled his ass in the air for more. Bella lubed up the bigger toy and repeated the process. Courtney used a bullet on herself behind the pair. Bella rubbed her clit voraciously. Oliver savored the plug up his ass.


  “Pull it out,” Courtney said. “Slowly.”


  Bella grabbed the base of the toy and pulled at it. Oliver’s ass had formed a tight ring around the massive base. His hole had a lock on it. Oliver’s body quivered as Bella pulled at the toy. Bella’s fingers trembled. She shimmied it in Oliver’s ass.


  An explosion of cum leaked out of Oliver’s jockstrap as the base of the plug passed through his hole the opposite way. Bella watched in awe as she saw a man cum for the first time without penetrating her first.


  “Good girl,” Courtney said. “Now finish up on his face and give him a taste of the good stuff.”


  Oliver rolled over and lay on his back. Bella did just as Courtney said. Bella achieved the deepest, most vibrant orgasm of her life and collapsed on Oliver’s face afterward to bask in the glory.
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  A week went by, and Oliver had his anal training every day, twice a day. Bella forged a new path in her life with Oliver. They grew closer by the day between the sex and workshops Courtney provided.


  Courtney brought them closer, tore them apart, and tested the limits of where they’d go. She continually praised them. She claimed they were her favorite students. The ones she had always dreamed of teaching. People like them were the reason she started the side business in the first place. It was her charity for the timid, sexually-oppressed sector of society.


  Oliver transformed from a quiet man to an outspoken sub. He couldn’t get enough in the bedroom. He acted his part in public too. He showed signs that he could be pushed to new limits.


   


  ♦


  



  Oliver and Bella drove to Courtney’s place together. She lived in an excluded house outside the city. She preferred the privacy of trees and nature. Oliver pulled up the driveway and parked in front of the garage. They had gone there several times in the past week already.


  Bella stepped out the passenger door and took in the familiar greenery. It acted as a trigger, a reminder, of what was to come. Only one reason took them to Courtney’s place. Bella felt a mixture of excitement and guilt stir in her stomach. Oliver took her hand and pulled her closer to the path.


  “You know I love everything you do to me,” he said.


  “It’s not you. It’s me.”


  “There’s nothing wrong with you. Embrace who you are.”


  “I wish I could as easily as you.”


  Oliver’s shoulders slumped. They stood at the end of the path. He looked at Bella without words to say.


  “Today’s the day. Aren’t you excited? We’ve put in so much work,” Oliver said.


  “Don’t you think it’s a bit weird? Even gross?”


  “Life is weird, Bella. Don’t you enjoy it?”


  Bella cast her eyes away from Oliver.


  “Don’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then, let’s go. We’re going to do this. It’ll be amazing. I love you,” Oliver said.


  “What?! How is that supposed to help?”


  “Bella, I trust you with this… secret… I have. It’s a secret for me too. You think I’d ever want anybody to know I like a girl fucking me up the ass? How do you think the guys would react to that? Let’s live in the moment. Enjoy this.”


  “You’re right. Let’s go,” she said and headed to the door. She hurried and left Oliver behind. She had to cross that barrier before she lost the nerve. Bella swung open the door to a naked Courtney.


  “I’ve been waiting. What took you guys so long?”


  



  ♦


  



  “Nothing,” Oliver said. “We’re ready.”


  “Good. Go wait in the living room for us, Oliver. You know what to do.”


  Oliver passed Courtney and headed to the living room. She had a large sheet out on the hardwood floor with a mattress pad beneath it. An array of toys covered one end. Oliver threw off his clothing and go to his knees at the center. He lubed up one of the plugs and shoved it into his ass. He had graduated to the large-sized one. He slid on a cock ring with a cover for his dick. Oliver could only touch it if and when they said so.


  His dick twitched at the thought.


  Bella and Courtney returned to the room dressed in lacy harnesses with holes around the pussy. Oliver loved how they looked with the leather toys and cotton lingerie. When they’d press their heels into his skin or spank his ass. Bella circled one side of Oliver and Courtney the other. They were sharks in the water. He was their dinner.


  Bella grabbed a set of anal beads, and Courtney got a fleshlight.


  “Get on your knees,” Bella said. He had been sitting directly on his ass, letting the toy stay deep. He wanted to be as loose as possible for what was coming. He got to his knees. Bella went behind him, and Courtney slid under him.


  Air hit Oliver’s dick as Courtney undid the strap and let the fabric fall. His dick was hard from the pressure on his prostate. Bella moved the plug around in his ass and tugged at it, warning him she was about to take it out.


  Courtney pushed lube into the fleshlight with her finger. Sensations overwhelmed Oliver as Bella played with his ass and Courtney with his dick. The fleshlight surrounded Oliver’s pulsing dick. Bella popped the last bead into his ass. Oliver squirmed and tried to push the toy off his dick, but Courtney slapped his hand away.


  “Cum if you need but no hands!”


  Oliver relaxed his body and accepted his fate. Courtney proceeded with the fleshlight. She edged his dick with small strokes. Bella pulled a bead out from behind.


  At that moment, Oliver blew a load. It oozed out the tight contraption. His body collapsed to the floor. His hole clenched the toy. Bella rested and didn’t move the beads but blew into his tight taint.


  “I think he’s ready. Let’s get you set up.”


  Bella and Courtney went over to the closet. Courtney wrapped the straps around Bella’s back and showed her how to wear it for the most comfort and the most clitoral stimulation.


  Oliver wagged his ass in the air and waited for the ladies to return to ravage him. Excitement overpowered the fear.


  “All done.”


  Bella positioned herself behind Oliver. The strap was an average size, but it could have been a genetically modified cucumber to Oliver. It seemed so big. Bella pulled out one bead at a time. A renewed horniness crashed through Oliver.


  “I’m ready,” he said. He looked back at Bella behind him. Her nipples stood at attention on her perky breasts. The strap-on sat low. He loved her titties, her pussy, and now that contraption had him feeling a new level of turned on.


  Bella smacked Oliver’s ass with her bare hand. Courtney sat in a chair naked off to the side. Oliver closed his eyes as Bella pressed the tip of the dildo on his ass.


  His tight hole pushed back, and the toy rubbed against Bella’s clit. She bit her bottom lip and avoided cumming herself. The sensations washed over her like a gentle wave. Bella applied a touch more lube and tried again.


  Bella pushed, and the tip of the dick plopped inside Oliver. Oliver let out a little whine. He took a deep breath. He reached back and pulled her closer. The dildo slid deep into him. He let out a deep, manly noise. Bella questioned herself at that moment, but breathed deeply and took a stroke.


  Oliver clenched his ass around the dildo. Bella felt everything through the toy. The sensations were unique, new, incredible. Her clit purred under the strap. She glided her dick in and out of Oliver’s trained ass. He beat his dick under her and moaned and groaned. The sounds he made were the manliest and most profound she’d ever heard.


  Bella dug her nails into Oliver’s back and fucked his loosened hole. Every pump she took brought her closer to an orgasm of new heights. She took slower strokes and started to edge herself. She knew she was only a few moments away from cumming.


  “I’m about to cum,” she grunted and pushed deep into Oliver. He crumbled to his stomach. His dick lay flat under him. Bella watched it as she pumped in and out of him.


  Without any warning, cum shot out of Oliver’s dick and covered the sheet in a wet pile. Bella glided the dildo up and down against her clit as Oliver’s ass clenched around it. She began to cum as the last round of cum shot out of Oliver’s dick.


  Liquids spread against the strap-on and dripped down Oliver’s ass and leg. Bella’s body spasmed above him. The dildo continued to tickle her clit after an intense cum escaped her body.


  The dildo slipped out, and Bella collapsed onto the sheet. She didn’t register anything as waves of satisfaction pulsed within her. She became whole at that moment.
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  “It pains me to tell you two goodbye, but it has come to that moment. I’m growing too attached,” Courtney said. She patted her eyes and fought the tears waiting to come out.


  Courtney stepped over to her office window and looked away before speaking again, “Oliver, you have shown me the extent a man will go to please his woman. You’ve progressed faster than anyone I’ve ever met. And Bella, you’re a true dominatrix.”


  Bella blushed. Oliver took her hand in his and kissed it. His gray eyes sparkled. A few shades of innocence had faded away since they first met, but it was replaced with true happiness. Bella saw it every time she looked at him.


  She hated every time she had to get into her truck and head on the road, but Oliver knew what he had to do when Bella was away working. She got every drop of cum that he had, and he knew better than to waste it on anything else.


  Oliver walked over to Courtney and put a hand on her shoulder, “you changed our lives, and we’ll always be here for you. We wouldn’t be anything without you.”


  “Yeah, he’s right. You’ll always have us,” Bella said and joined him at the window.


  “I hate goodbyes,” Courtney said. A tear ran down her cheek. She still avoided their eyes.


  “Courtney, look at me. We’ll always be here,” Bella said. She held Courtney’s shoulders in her hands.


  “That’s what they always say. It was fun while it lasted.”


  Bella and Oliver shared a confused look.


  “Don’t be so harsh, Courtney.”


  “Yeah, we really do owe you forever.”


  Courtney finally turned to meet them. Mascara ran a bit under her eyes. “I lost the love that gave me what you guys have. That’s why I do this, and you two make me feel complete. And that was the goal. It’s like I don’t have to search anymore, but I’ll never get him back,” she said and burst into tears. She breathed heavily and tried to even herself.


  “Courtney, I had no idea,” Bella said. “Oliver, get the chair!”


  Oliver ran back with the chair for Courtney. She sat and steadied her breath.


  “Courtney, tell me what happened.”


  “We were just like you two. Wild beasts in the bedroom. He completed me in ways I’ve never completely understood, but illness took him from me. I started this agency for closure. You two gave me that, but nothing will give him back to me. I’m sorry,” she said and wiped her eyes again.


  Courtney touched both of their cheeks and held them in her palms, “Enjoy each other. Don’t hold back. You only get one shot. Do it for me.”
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  Six Years Earlier…


   


  Foliage covered Lily Bishop and Jake Wilson as they walked through the woods. Shadows danced on the ground from the leaves. Lily moved her foot around and played in the wind. She brushed a bit of her brown hair behind her ear. A hint of grease kissed her finger. Lily glanced over at Jake as words formed inside her mind. He was rambling on about some different types of native endangered flowers covering the grounds.


  “Why are you marrying her?”


  “Lily, you know why,” Jake said and cast away his eyes. Lily switched her feet and stepped in front of Jake. He exhaled, clearly annoyed. He crossed his arms over his chest.


  Lily ran a finger over his forearm and said, “you know the things I do to you. Why would you want to give that up?”


  “Rose and I have something, Lily. I don’t even know why I came out here. Why are you doing this to us?!” Jake yelled at her. He shouldered her aside and stormed ahead. They were alone in the forest. Lily ran up the trail behind Jake. She pushed the branches aside and guarded her face against the ones that flung back at her. A devilish smile spread across her face as she chased after Jake.


  Steam nearly bellowed from his ears. Emotions swirled inside him.


  Jake stopped. Lily slammed into him. He held her at her shoulders, “don’t you have any care in the world? Rose is your sister.”


  Lily closed her eyes and wiggled out of from Jake’s grip. Lily and Rose Bishop were sisters. They had been the closest of sisters growing up, but that all fell apart after their brother died. Rose and Lily hadn’t realized he was the glue that kept them together. The brother they got to team up against. He never had a chance against them, but that was all in the past. It was many, many years behind them.


  Lily blamed her sister for the falling out between them.


  “Rose stopped talking to me. Everything changed after Billy died.”


  “I know, Lily. She still has nightmares about the accident.”


  “She shouldn’t feel guilty. She had no intention of doing it.”


  “I can’t leave her. She needs me. I wouldn’t even know you if it weren’t for her,” Jake said.


  “What if I told you I needed you?”


  Jake cracked his knuckles and kicked some dead leaves. He took a seat on a log at the edge of the trail.


  “Lily, please.”


  “Fine, pull down your pants and get on your knees.”


  The calmness of Lily’s tone caught Jake off guard. He looked around the woods and whispered, “here?”


  “Yes, you owe me. Now get on your fucking knees before I cause a scene,” Lily said.


  Jake swallowed but did as she said. He dropped his pants to the ground. His naked, white ass exposed for the world to see.


  “Bend over, slut,” Lily said as she rubbed lube up and down a thick plug. “You’re wearing this the rest of the day.”


  Jake nodded and spread his cheeks the way Lily liked. His small taint open and accepting. They were alone, but anyone could have been there. The thrill ran through them as Lily worked the thick toy into his ass.


  “Don’t call me when Rose can’t satisfy you,” Lily said and kicked Jake to the ground. She spat on the ground to his side, turned, and left. He lay with his pants at his ankles and the plug deep in his ass. He rubbed his hard dick and watched as Lily abandoned him.


  



  ♦


  



  Now…


   


  Lily Bishop grabbed her purse and threw it over her shoulder, clocked out from the hospital, and proceeded to the outside world. She had brought a change of clothes for the date she had scheduled. Lily wore a short heel that snapped with each step. She sported sunglasses for the bright morning sun. She needed them after a long shift at the twenty-four-hour clinic.


  She checked the watch on her wrist and wondered about skipping the date and just going home. She wasn’t in the mood for coffee and catching up. Lily wanted a shower, some telenovelas, and some hearty food before bed. People never understood what it was like to work all night and sleep in the day.


  Lily relented and continued with her plan. She entered the coffee shop and scanned the room. Her eyes locked on a familiar stranger. He had gained a few lines on his forehead, but he was still as handsome as ever. Lily dropped the purse to the inside of her elbow and crossed the room with her arms spread.


  Jake stood and met her halfway and embraced her open arms. Memories rushed back to him as her smell locked onto his radar. Images and moments he had long forgotten crashed into him.


  The same happened to Lily. She never felt one hundred percent comfortable with the affair, but she and Jake shared a unique bond. They reached a peak of intimacy together that most couples dreamed. They achieved that without effort. Every moment they spent together meant something. She had never met another man that went to the lengths to please her as Jake had.


  Lily held Jake at arm’s length, “I’m gonna get a coffee. Need anything?”


  “No. Meet me at the table,” Jake said and went back to the seat.


  Lily stepped over to the bar and ordered a shot of espresso. She wanted something that would make her crash and burn after breakfast. Lily rested her elbows on the counter with her chin in the palm of her hand. She leaned her head to the side and watched Jake out the corner of her eye. He was looking out the window to the parking lot and drumming his fingers on the table. His leg shook rapidly.


  Lily couldn’t help but think she had made a bad idea. She hadn’t even heard any news from Rose about a divorce. Her mother told her about a split and possible divorce paperwork, but Rose hadn’t spoken to Lily in years. Lily hadn’t reached out either, to be fair.


  Jake straightened up as Lily walked across the room with her espresso. Lily sat and flipped her brown her back. Jake looked deep into her bright blue eyes and wore a dumbfounded expression. Lily tilted her head to the side until he snapped out of his daze. They were some of the first customers.


  “I heard you and Rose are getting divorced.”


  “Did she tell you?”


  “No, but that doesn’t matter. Is that why you called me?”


  “I didn’t mean to call you,” Jake said. His eyes trailed off to the right.


  “Don’t lie to me, Jake. I know that wasn’t an accident. After all those years you accidentally butt-dialed me?”


  “No,” Jake looked around. A nervous expression crept onto his face. He started to get up, “I should go.”


  “Sit down,” Lily ordered him. Jake sat and nodded his head. “We’re already here. You want this. Now, how soon until you two are officially divorced?”


  “One week.”


  “Ready to be mine? I’ve been waiting a long time for you to come crawling back to me,” Lily said. She leaned in closer to Jake, “I know my sister hasn’t been able to please you in the ways I did.”


  Lily leaned back in her chair and took a sip of the espresso. She crossed her legs and eyed Jake. He just stared at her.


  She continued, “I know nobody else has pleased me the ways you did. When are you going to stop living a lie? I’m ready to. You can be my slave and sculpt whatever the fuck you want. I make plenty for both of us.”


  Jake nodded and gulped. He leaned his head down when he said the next words, “that would be disrespectful to Rose.”


  “Fuck Rose,” she said. “You should have left her six years ago when I told you to.”


  “I want to, but I can’t.”


  Lily threw back the rest of her espresso and stood up, “you know where to find me. But don’t come back unless you’re serious this time. Because once you come back, I’m not letting you leave again.”


  Lily left the building before Jake could say another word. He watched her walk across the parking lot to her car. His dick was pulsing in anticipation, but he would sleep on it. Rose was the best friend Jake ever had, but Lily gave him everything he had ever fantasized or desired. It was a tough decision.
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  Jake parked his car a couple blocks from Lily row house. He grabbed the bag Lily requested and stepped out of the car. He squinted under the bright sun. Jake ducked his head low and walked quickly up the sidewalk. A few cars passed. He turned his head to avoid them. Jake’s heart raced in his chest. He spent six years with Rose, but it could have been yesterday that he was walking up that same street to serve Lily.


  Lily crossed his mind every day he was with Rose. Guilt locked him in a cage. Rose wanted a man he wasn’t. She desired an alpha to hold her lock and key. He did what she pleased, but each glance he took of Rose reminded him of Lily.


  Jake turned onto Lily’s road. A heat burned in his core as he stared at the house he knew all too well. He squeezed the bag in his hand. His foot trembled with every step. Acceptance began to wash over him as he approached the house. Once he crossed that threshold, there’d be no return. Lily warned him, and she was a woman of her word.


  The thoughts swirled in Jake’s mind, but he made the decision when he pulled out his driveway. He planned to surrender his whole being to Lily as he should had done in the beginning. Jake stood at the foot of Lily’s porch. He pushed a hand back through his blonde hair. He rubbed his firm chest and took his last steps of freedom toward Lily’s door.


   


  ♦


  



  “So you decided to show up?” Lily said and opened the door widely for Jake to pass. Jake didn’t say a work and plodded to the living room. Lily slammed the door behind him. She followed him to the main area and eyed the black plastic bag he held in his hand. A warmth erupted in her core. She had missed Jake more than anyone in the world.


  “I’m yours, but Rose can never know.”


  “We can’t guarantee that.”


  “We have to,” he said.


  Lily took a seat in the chair opposite him. He jiggled his leg and avoid eye contact.


  “It might be better just to tell her. You should have never married her,” Lily moved over to where Jake sat and rested a hand on his thigh. He looked up to her and she said, “you have always been mine, Jake.”


  “I know.”


  “Why did you leave?”


  “She needed me. She was hurt and had a lot of issues to process,” he said.


  “You don’t think I needed to process. Process the fact she killed our brother.”


  “It haunts her every day.”


  “She never even told me she was sorry for it.”


  Jake balled his hands in his lap. He positioned his body to tell her he couldn’t talk about it anymore. It was too much for him to handle.


  “It’s fine,” she said. “I want you. I forgave her a long time ago. She’s the one that has to let go of it herself. I know she didn’t mean to kill him.”


  “Okay,” Jake said.


  A moment of silence passed. Lily stared into Jake’s blue eyes. They were a few shades lighter than her own. His were a sea blue to her ocean blue. She loved his hard body and what it looked like under everything. He never gave up his gym routine, it seemed.


  Jake handed Lily the black bag. Lily took it from him. A smell of fresh plastic caught her nose. She pulled out the items. She lay out the assortment of toys on the glass coffee table.


  “How long has it been since you been fucked?”


  “Since whenever you last fucked me six years ago.”


  “Wow, we’ll start small, but I’m fucking you today.”


  “I need it,” he said and got to his knees under her. She opened her legs and accepted him. She rubbed her fingers through his soft hair and thought about sliding a thick dildo up his muscular ass.


  “Lay down over there by the fireplace,” she said.


  “Okay,” he said and crawled across the carpet. He lay on his back. Lily watched the erection growing in his pants. It pressed against the tight fabric of his jeans. He knew what was coming.


  Lily dropped her panties to the ground and stepped over to him. She crouched over his face and opened her pussy lips. She moved his hand to hold her pussy a bit open and grabbed the back of his head with her free hand. She stuffed it into her face.


  “Eat that, dirty fucking slut.”


  Jake grumbled under her and savored the juices that ran from her pleasure center. She was a fountain of youth for him. Memories of their sensual affair rushed back to him. The times he was in the same position on his lunch break when Lily couldn’t sleep after a shift. They were the best days of his life. He closed his eyes and gave in to Lily.


  Lily stood, “turn over. I need to get you ready.”


  Jake flipped to his stomach and got in a doggy position. Lily lubed the peg and rubbed the head along Jake’s crack. Jake clenched his ass and his hole curled inward.


  “Breathe,” Lily said.


  Jake inhaled and his hole relaxed on the exhale. Lily shoved the first half into his tight hole. Jake collapsed to the floor and grasped the carpet beneath him. He looked back to Lily with a mangled expression. He cursed under his breath between the pleasure and pain of his hole getting stretched wide.


  “Give me more,” he said.


  So she did and pushed the rest of the toy up his ass. Jake purred as the toy pegged his ass deep.


  “Ready for some dick?”


  Jake bit his bottom lip and nodded.


  “Good, baby boy.”
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  A week went by since Jake arrived on Lily’s doorstep. He hadn’t left for more than work and to get a few things from his old place. Lily had his ass stretched out and a dildo up it every chance she got. They worked opposite schedules but managed to get it in most days.


  This particular day, they both had the day off together. It was the first in a week, and Lily stood in the living room with a dress in her hand. She had another option spread out on the chair next to her. Jake stood naked in the middle of the area.


  “What do you think? Which one would you rather wear?”


  “Neither,” Jake said and looked at the two overly-feminine choices.


  “You’re wearing one of them, and then you’re going to go get me some cherries.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I said so. I own you. I will put you out on the street if you disobey me again,” Lily said. She stood inches from Jake’s face. Her breath kissed his skin.


  “I’ll wear the dress,” he said and took it from her hand. He stormed off to the bathroom, but Lily called after him to come back. He walked backward to her.


  “I have to trim down your facial hair and put on some makeup. I got a wig or two for you, too. We gotta make it good.”


  Jake contorted his face and stared at her, “have you seen my body?”


  “Oh, everyone will know. That’s the point. I want you to feel humiliated, and then you’re going to come back here so I can fuck you senseless.”


  Jake considered her point and shrugged his shoulders. “Sounds good. How can I help?”


  “Go get your razor and some shaving cream. I’ll get a bowl of warm water and a towel.”


  The two migrated to the dining room a few minutes later with all the items to clean up Jake. Lily turned on some tunes and added a little lavender to the air with her diffuser. She lathered Jake up and cut the hair down to his skin, leaving a smooth finish for the makeup. She patted his skin dry and moisturized. He already looked more like a woman.


  Lily fanned Jake dry before applying the foundation and shadow. She added a bit of eyeliner and mascara. She painted his nails with a nude polish. His Adam’s apple was a giveaway, but that added to the fun.


  “Go put on the dress and a pair of the tights that I bought. That way you won’t have to shave your legs. There’s a pair of flats in there too that should fit.”


  “Be right back,” he said and skipped off to the bedroom.


  He came back with everything in place. He looked just like a woman minus the protruding neck and large hands, but it was all fun. Jake remained the same underneath it all. He was visible. Lily adjusted the wig on Jake’s head and smiled his way.


  “Now, go get me some cherries, Janis.”


  



  ♦


  



  Jake, aka Janis in her dress, parked the car and stepped out to the black pavement. A vehicle that had been trailing Jake parked on the other side of the parking lot. He paid it no attention.


  The blacktop radiated a bit of midday heat. Families rustled about on the busy weekend shopping day. Jake crossed the parking lot and felt the wind brush against his nylons. He stood straighter with each step toward the door. People gawked and stared at the muscular man in a dress, but he whipped his long synthetic hair back and kept it pushing.


  The makeup melted a bit under the heat, and Jake felt relief when the gust of air conditioning hit his face. He was too afraid to rub his forearm across his forehead as he would have done any other time. Jake grabbed a cart and bent his arm around the handle. The fruit section was on the other side of the store.


  An old woman passed by a motorized cart and shook her head in Jake’s direction. A hint of embarrassment slipped into Jake’s aura, but he pushed it back and strutted forward. The woman huffed and jetted off the other way on her scooter.


  Jake picked through the fruit and found the best bag of sweet cherries for Lily. People avoided him, and he blushed at their reaction to his outfit. His erection loosened the tape Lily had put on his cock. He shifted to adjust the plug falling out his ass. He turned and headed to the register. He was ready to get out of there.


  A woman turned out from an aisle and cut him off, but he stopped cold when he saw who it was. Rose stared him in the eyes.


  “Jake?”


  Rose held her eyes on the man in the dress. He took a silent, deep breath and said, “my name is Janis. You must have me confused with someone. Happens all the time.”


  Rose narrowed her eyes and nodded her head slowly, “Right.”


  Jake let out a sigh of relief and pushed by her, but she grabbed his shoulder, “but Jake, I know your eyes.”


  “What are you talking about? My name is Janis,” he said, but his voice teetered. The erection vanished, and shame replaced it.


  “Jake. What the hell is going on? Why are you wearing a dress?”


  “Who are you?”


  “You know who I am Jake, what the fuck? You haven’t been returning my calls, either. What the fuck is going on? I’m not crazy,” Rose said. She was rubbing her hands in her hair, beginning to feel a bit like a lunatic. “Was that the problem? You always wanted to be a woman?”


  Rose piled on the questions, but Jake didn’t have any answers. He stared blankly at his ex-wife with a tight grip on the bag of cherries. People walked up the parallel aisle to avoid the frantic woman arguing with the man in a dress.


  “Jake!”


  “I can’t do this Rose,” Jake said and dropped the cherries. They fell to the ground, and he stormed toward the exit. His wig slid over his short hair. The fake breasts in his chest moved too far up or to the left. He covered his face and got to the car before Rose could catch him.


  He watched her watch him as he peeled out the parking lot.
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  Jake barged into the house. The door slammed against the door stopper and bounced back to him. It hit his shoulder, and he yelled out profanities in his proper deep voice. Lily rushed to the door.


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


  Jake leered at Lily and pushed her off of him.


  “Hey! Don’t push me like that. Talk to me. What happened?”


  “Like you care,” he said.


  Lily sucked in her cheeks and knelt down to Jake on the floor. She pushed the door shut behind him and wrapped her arm around his shoulder.


  “I care about you more than anybody in this world. It’s just taken you six years to accept that. You don’t have to wear the dress in public if you don’t want to,” she said.


  Jake shook his head, and a tear slid down his cheek. Lily felt his skin burning under her hand. He was hot from anger. Lily shook his body, but the tears only came down harder.


  “Stop!”


  “Talk to me!”


  “No!” he shouted.


  They battled for dominance. He pushed back at her leadership. He questioned her motives in the wake of seeing Rose. Jake saw Rose in Lily, and he saw Lily in Rose every time he looked at her. Lily screamed at him to talk to her, but his eyes rolled away to the back of his head. The salty rivers nibbled his lips.


  “I saw her,” he said.


  “Who?”


  Jake turned his head to Lily in such a way. It told her the whole story. She covered her mouth.


  “Where?”


  “At the store. Rose saw me like this,” Jake said and waved his hands at his body.


  Lily covered her mouth to hide the immoral smile that crossed her lips. Jake had experienced the ultimate form of humiliation on his first run. She composed herself before dropping her hand.


  “No…” she said. She covered up the enjoyment she felt with sorrow.


  “I can’t do that again. It was so… diminishing. I love you, Lily, but I can’t go that far after that.”


  “You love me?”


  “I never stopped,” he said.


  “I love you, too.”


  Lily moved her hand to Jake’s face and cupped hit around his jawline. Their lips locked in a deep kiss, but a knock at the door interrupted them. Both of their heads turned and looked unsure of who stood on the other side.


  Another knock rattled the frame.


  



  ♦


  



  “Coming,” Lily hollered and stood. “Who is it?” she asked, but the person on the other side didn’t say a word. Lily looked back at Jake and shrugged.


  Lily threw open the door, and Rose stood on the other side. Jake scrambled to cover himself with the throw cover, but Rose bulldozed past Lily and chased after him.


  “I still have your GPS, dumbass. You think you can hide from me? What the fuck are you doing at my sister’s house?”


  Rose screamed after Jake and chased him around the place. Her red hair burned like a fire in winter. Her greenish-blue eyes blazed brighter than an aurora at night. She kicked off a shoe and hurled it in Jake’s direction.


  “Rose!” Lily screamed and ran after her sister. “Stop it. Don’t hurt him.”


  Rose halted and turned on her heel. Venom spat from her lips, “don’t you dare tell me what to do… My ex-husband is at your house after I saw him wearing a dress and makeup in public. Don’t tell me what to do,” Rose said and jabbed Lily in the chest.


  Lily slapped her sister, “he never loved you. He always loved me.”


  “What the hell are you talking about? He was my husband.”


  “Only because he felt sorry for your pity party. That’s all you are. You’re one big fucking raincloud walking around the world. You’re lucky Jake ever loved you,” Lily said.


  Jake’s head moved between the two ladies as they talked. He watched his two loves battle it out over him, but Rose didn’t have a chance. She never did.


  “My pity party? I tried to move on and reconcile things between us, but you never could,” Rose said.


  “You never once told me you were sorry for what you did,” Lily said and punched the wall. She fought the waterworks from starting. Lily wouldn’t give Rose the satisfaction.


  “How am I supposed to apologize for killing our brother? For being drunk and running him over?”


  “You got away with it too.”


  “Mom and dad wouldn’t let me go to jail.”


  “They should have. Everything would have been better that way.”


  “Lily,” Jake interjected. Lily put her hand up and stepped in front of him.


  “Rose. You need help. Jake and I have been in love since the moment we met. We give each other what we really need. You’ll find someone that does the same for you, but you had my man long enough. I never said a word to you, but you need to get the fuck out of my house and go to therapy.”


  Rose moved around Lily to look at Jake, “is this what you want?”


  Jake stared up at her. He was on his knees below them. His legs spread out behind him like wings. He cast his head to the side and nodded.


  Rose’s voice cracked.


  “Go,” Lily said with the door open. Rose looked at both of them in disbelief. “Now!”


  Rose scattered at Lily’s commanding tone.


  “Never come back,” Lily shouted as she ran off into the sunlight. Lily slammed the door shut behind her.


   


  ♦


  



  “Wow,” Jake said.


  Lily breathed heavily at the door. She couldn’t even begin to process what had happened. She hadn’t seen her sister in years, and then she appeared like spring out of nowhere.


  “What do you—?”


  Lily put her hand up to silence Jake. She didn’t want to think. She couldn’t at that moment. She needed action. Lily toppled Jake and pinned his arms to the floor. She pressed her lips to his and thrust her tongue into his mouth. Lily grasped Jake’s hair and tugged his head back. Her tongue traced his neck.


  “Can we ta—?”


  “No talking. Not right now. I need you,” she said. She put more pressure on his arms and deepened the kiss. “Turn over.”


  Jake flipped over, and Lily pulled the peg out of his ass. She added a couple drops of lube and shoved it back into his loosened hole.


  “Get naked and be ready. I’m using big daddy today.”


  Jake nodded and dumped a bunch of lube into his hand. He rubbed it on his taint. Lily came back with a massive ten-inch strap-on wrapped around her waist. Jake yearned and quivered at the sight of ‘big daddy’.


  “Be gentle,” he said.


  “Only at first,” she promised.


  Jake got on his hands and knees. Lily got on the floor behind him. She lay out the towel she brought for the mess she planned on making. She snapped a whip against his ass and rubbed the dildo along Jake’s hole. He beat his dick furiously, but it distracted Lily.


  “Stop,” she said, but he continued. “Stop jacking off. Here, put this on,” she said and handed Jake the small chastity device. Jake wrapped the fabric around his dick and tied the band at the end. “There,” Lily said and pushed Jake’s head to the ground.


  She stuffed the first inch of the dildo into his loosened ass.


  “Fuck,” he cried out. Lily covered his mouth. He bit down on her finger. She pushed another inch into him. The strap pushed back on her clit. Her pussy vibrated in pleasure under the toy. “Take it,” she said and loaded another inch into him.


  “Yes, give it to me. Take me. I’m yours,” he said. “I’ve always been yours.”


  “Shut up,” Lily smacked her hand on Jake’s back and grabbed at his skin. She held him and filled him with more of the toy. It played with her clit as she stretched his ass.


  “I’m gonna cum like this,” he said. “It feels too good.”


  “Hold it,” she said. She pulled a bit out and held it there before thrusting it back in him. Jake shook his ass and grasped at the carpet. His breath was a meager pant. Lily fucked his loose ass with her thick dick.


  She needed to cum, too. Lily stared at the naked body before her. He finally returned. He was hers again. She thrust her dick hard in and out of his tight ass. Cum exploded from Jake’s cock at the pressure, and his ass clenched the toy. He locked it in place as Lily rubbed it along her clit.


  Lily wrapped her arm around Jake’s body as cum erupted from her pussy.


  “Fuck,” she said.


  “Fuck,” he agreed.


  “Welcome home,” she said and kissed him.


  “Glad to be back.”
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  One Year Later…


   


  “You missed a spot up there,” Lily said and pointed to the bookshelf. Jake stepped across the floor in his high heels. He reached up to the top and dusted the wood. His ass cheeks fell out the tight panties as he stood on the tips of his toes. He cleaned up one of his new statues and turned to his woman.


  “How’s that?”


  “Better. Now, you just need to vacuum.”


  “I love it when you tell me what to do.”


  “Just wait until later,” she said. She handed Jake a glass of cold lemonade. The ice cracked in the sour mixture. Condensation slid down the side of the glass.


  “I’ve been waiting all day,” he said and kissed her.


  “Enough lovely-dove-boo-boo bullshit. I need my house cleaned, and you’re slaking,” Lily said. She cracked a whip on his ass. She kept it close by at all times. Jake wore and did whatever she said inside the house. He was hers anytime he wasn’t at worked and loved every second of it.


  “Just tell me what you want done, and I’ll do it.”


  “You better,” she said and went back to her book. “Don’t let that plug fall out your ass either. You’re taking big daddy tonight.”


  Jake hurried off in his heels and got the vacuum. It was running and moving in the next minutes. He’d never disappoint Lily again after missing those four years. He was hers forever.
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  Liberty Fry shook her head and let her extra-long brown hair down. It covered her short torso. She wore nothing more than a lacy white bra and a black leather skirt. Liberty patrolled the living room and examined her husband’s work. Liberty carried a rose in her right hand. She traced it along the wall.


  It was Sunday, and he had his list of chores to do. He did them on the weekend when he wasn’t busy running the financial firm.


  Liberty ran her finger along the dusted entertainment center. The wood was polished and buffed as she had asked. Liberty placed a stool in the middle of the room and crossed her legs. Oscar burst into the room, right on time.


  “How does it look?” Oscar asked and held out his arms.


  Liberty examined Oscar in the outfit. He stood only a few inches taller than her, but his body was thick like a sausage. His skin was as white as a daisy. His eyes sparkled like the water of a sea. Liberty pinched the fabric of the shirt she designed. She lifted it and let it drop over his shoulder. She hated how it hung on his body.


  “The colors are brilliant, but it needs more movement. My clothes aren’t for the nine to five.”


  “It does feel a bit tight.”


  “Take it off! Put on the next one,” she said. Oscar ran off to change the outfit. He had a few to go. He hustled back and forth between the studio and house. She loved to make him work. She wanted to watch him sweat. It helped test the clothing’s durability. How did the clothes make it from point a to point b?


  “We’re done, leave me be,” Liberty said after the last round. Oscar pinched his face and pouted his lips.


  “What do you mean?” he asked.


  “I’m tired of looking at you today. I need to be alone in my studio.”


  “It’s been so long. I need you inside of me,” he said. Oscar got to his knees under Liberty. He pulled at her leather skirt. Liberty’s bottom lip rounded into her mouth.


  “I don’t know. I have a lot to do for the new season.”


  “You always have a lot to do, but that never stopped you before,” Oscar said. He remained on his knees. Oscar stripped the shirt off and threw it to her sofa in the corner. He wiggled out of his shorts. She was working on the spring and summer collection. “What changed?”


  “Nothing,” she said quickly and turned away from him. Oscar crawled over to her.


  “Talk to me,” he said.


  “Leave me alone. We can fuck some other time when I’m less busy.”


  Oscar considered her words, but he didn’t want to leave his wife like that. She appeared so sad and lost. She also looked sexy in that leather skirt. He wished to rip it off and watch her strap up before fucking him.


  “I know it’s not just your work, Liberty. Why won’t you talk to me?”


  “It doesn’t matter. I already know your answer,” she said.


  Oscar rubbed his chin and thought on her words. He had an idea what she wanted, and he didn’t know what to say. He stared at the ground with a blank expression. Liberty studied his silence.


  “See,” she said. “I knew it.”


  “You know I don’t like men that way, Liberty,” he said. He clenched the fabric of his briefs. Anxiety coursed through him. He stared at his wife standing above him. She threw the rose and him and stormed out the room. Oscar chased after her.


  “Liberty!”


  Liberty zigzagged through the house and dodged Oscar along the way. His dick flopped around in his loose briefs. His muscular body tensed as panic struck him. What was going on with Liberty? He didn’t know what to do. He stopped in the kitchen and slammed his fist on the counter.


  “Please! I’ll do anything for you. Just be happy,” he said.


  Oscar collapsed to the ground. His back slid against the cabinets on his way down. Tears escaped him. He kicked his feet on the tile floor until Liberty rounded the corner. She crouched down at his side.


  “I’m sorry. It’s okay,” she said. The leather skirt squealed as she sat at his side. Liberty exhaled loudly and said, “I’m tired of doing the same thing every time. Don’t get me wrong, I love our sex, but I want to spice it up and do something new.”


  Oscar nodded and swallowed, “I know what you want, but I don’t like men that way. I’m only into penetration, and I love when you do that for me,” he said. Oscar took Liberty’s hand in his. He rubbed her soft, tan skin with his fingers.


  “I want to watch you get fucked by a man.”


  “Can’t it be a woman?”


  “I’d prefer a man,” she said. “Don’t you want to make me happy?”


  Oscar’s dick twitched as it always did when she asked that question. He spent his life making Liberty happy and loved every minute of it. He looked into her light-brown eyes with his aqua-blue ones and said, “I do. You know my life is dedicated to pleasing you.”


  “Then do this for me. It’s my birthday next weekend. I’ll even let you choose the guy,” she said. Liberty radiated an eagerness Oscar couldn’t ignore. He didn’t know what to say. He figured he could get fucked by a guy once to please his wife.


  “You’ll have to sit on my face the whole night after,” he said.


  “That could be arranged,” Liberty said. She adjusted her body and knelt on the tile floor. She faced Oscar and asked, “so does that mean you’ll do it? You’ll take a real live dick for me?”


  “I’ll do some investigating,” he said. “It can’t be just anybody.”


  “My birthday. You have to make it happen on my birthday,” she said. Liberty grasped Oscar’s hands and shook them a bit.


  “I said I’d try.”


  “Thank you,” she said. “Now go to the bedroom while I get strapped up.”


  “Yes, mam,” he said and hopped up. Liberty slapped his ass as he skipped out the kitchen.
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  Oscar Fry swung his short legs under the barstool. He could reach the footrest if he stretched, but it wasn’t worth the effort. Oscar stared down the bartender as the man mixed his drink. His eyes focused intently on the man. Oscar was unable to see the bartender stepping away. The bartender moved his body in any which way to distract Oscar, but nothing broke his gaze.


  The bartender strained the whiskey cocktail into a rocks glass and slid it down to Oscar. He threw a napkin in his direction and hurried to the other end of the bar to attend to someone else.


  Oscar fixed his eyes on the floating cubes. Lines formed in the ice as alcohol cracked the frozen water. Liberty’s desire echoed in his mind. He wanted to please her, but he wasn’t sure that he could take a random man’s dick up his ass. He gulped the first drink and let the liquid burn his throat. A bit of the condensation dropped down and wettened his slacks. He dabbed the napkin against his work outfit. Other financial commuters chattered around him, but he ignored their talk and focused on his wife. He didn’t know what to do.


  “Wow,” a man said and grasped Oscar on the shoulder. Oscar jumped in his chair and spun around. Surprise hammered him on the toe.


  “Keenan? Keenan Blair, is that you?”


  “The one and only,” he said. He embraced Oscar in a casual handshake-hug combination. “What are you doin’ here? You never stay after work for a drink. And alone?” Keenan asked and looked at the empty seats on either side of Oscar.


  “Just got a lot on my mind. Wanna sit? When do we ever get together anymore?”


  “Right. Let me tell my friends over there,” Keenan said and pointed to the corner. He threw his stuff on the stool next to Oscar and ran off. He wore a retro business suit, and his short afro picked out like a mushroom. It had always been his favorite look. Keenan came back and sat next to Oscar.


  “You can go over—”


  “No, it’s okay. I work with them. I spent all day with them already,” he said.


  Oscar held up his drink to Keenan, and the bartender came over to take his order. He ordered the same beer that he always had.


  “Guess things haven’t changed too much with you?”


  Keenan chuckled, “maybe not much with my alcohol consumption, but things are always changing.”


  The bartender set Keenan’s beer down. The man held Keenan’s gaze a couple seconds too long. He reddened and turned back around to his bottles. Keenan shook his head and snapped back to reality.


  “Thought you only had eyes for David,” Oscar said. He watched the entire interaction.


  “We broke up,” Keenan said and swiftly took another drink.


  “What!? I thought you two weren’t meant for life? That’s what you always said back in the day.”


  “Yeah, back in the day. Those are the key words. Things weren’t working. What about Liberty? How’s that fox doing?”


  Oscar squinted his eyes and took a sip of the whiskey. He tapped his hand on the glass. Keenan was looking at him and waiting for an answer. He seemed a bit unsteady at Oscar’s silence. Oscar took the hint and said, “Liberty’s good. Her clothes are selling.”


  “What is it, Oscar? You’re actin’ funky.”


  Oscar swirled his drink and thought of how to put his words together. He came up with something and said, “You remember how you always used to tell me I walked like I had a stick up my ass? Back when we worked together?”


  “Yeah… What about it?”


  “I had a butt plug up my ass walking around the office. Liberty is my dominatrix,” Oscar said. The words slipped out his mouth. He didn’t know where they came from. He hadn’t seen Keenan in over a year, but he had a feeling he was the one. He was the only man in the world he’d ever want fucking him. Oscar had to take the chance.


  “Get outta here,” he said. “I knew there was something different about you two.” Keenan took a large drink of his beer and locked his eyes on Oscar. Keenan leaned his head to the left and smirked at the man. “And why are you telling me this? After all this time…”


  “Well, I don’t know how to say it.”


  “I think you just gotta say it,” Keenan said. His dark skin glistened in the candlelight against the darkening sky. The restaurant used a lot of natural light through its big windows.


  Oscar sighed and said, “Liberty wants to watch me get fucked by a man.”


  Keenan’s eyes went wide, and he leaned back in his bar stool. He drew in his lips and nodded his head slowly.


  “I want you to do it,” Oscar added. He judged Keenan’s reaction, but he remained hard to read. Oscar downed a large gulp and waited for Keenan’s answer. Keenan opened his mouth to say something, but then he closed it. He opened it again. “Say something!”


  “I don’t know. I must say I’ve always wanted to fuck you, but Liberty will be there? Watching?”


  “Yeah,” he said. “She wants to watch. We could face away from her, but I know she’ll want to see you do it right in front of her.”


  Keenan processed Oscar’s words and continued nodding. He hadn’t stopped since Oscar revealed his desire. Keenan stared into Oscar’s radiant blue eyes and thought of all the times he wanted to fuck him back when they worked together.


  Oscar clenched the glass in his hand and watched Keenan. Keenan’s light-brown eyes hid whatever he was thinking. Oscar couldn’t handle the anticipation. He drank to soothe his nerves, but it didn’t help anything. He widened his eyes at Keenan.


  “Fine,” Keenan said.


  “What?”


  “I’ll do it.”


  “Really? Are you messin’ with me right now?” Oscar asked. His eyes sparkled with hope.


  “Yeah, but I thought you were into the ladies? You always talked shit in the office about them. Will you enjoy it?” Keenan asked. Curiosity peppered his voice.


  “If Liberty is getting off on it, then I’ll enjoy it. I love to see her get off. I do whatever I need to do,” Oscar said.


  “She’s a lucky lady. Do you like dudes?”


  “I don’t like guys, but Liberty fucks me with a dildo. How big are you?”


  Keenan contemplated answering Oscar’s question, “I guess you’ll have to wait and see. When are we doing this?”


  “This weekend,” Oscar said.


  “See you then. I gotta go to an after-hours meeting. Thanks for the beer,” Keenan said, stood up, and threw back the rest of it. He headed to the door without another word.
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  “I found a guy,” Oscar said and moved some magazines around on the coffee table. Liberty sat up straight on the couch and perched on the edge. A blues record played in the background.


  Liberty leaned into Oscar and eagerly asked, “Who?”


  “That’s a surprise, but he’s coming over tonight.”


  “Tonight?!” Liberty jumped to her feet. She pulled Oscar up to his. “You’re really going to do it for me?”


  “Do I have a choice?”


  “You always have a choice,” she said. “I just need something new and exciting. Do you wanna add another woman into the situation? I’d be less jealous of a man, and it’s easier to convince a gay man to do it than a woman.”


  Oscar rubbed his hand on his pants, “you didn’t tell me another woman was an option. Let me call the guy right now to cancel.”


  “No! Don’t cancel,” she said. “You already agreed to it. We can add another woman next year.”


  “Fine,” Oscar said. He stood up and dropped his pants to the floor. The bright pink panties shimmered in the daylight. “Tell me what to do. We gotta make the house sparkle for our special guest,” he said.


  Oscar bent his back and extended his ass. Liberty smacked it. The sound echoed with the blues beat.


  “First thing: go get my whip, dirty slut.”


  Oscar smirked and ran off to the bedroom. Liberty watched his hairy ass jiggle in the lace. She reached her hand into her pants and rubbed the wetness around her pussy lips. She slipped a finger into her tight hole and then another until Oscar returned. He handed her the whip.


  “Panties down,” she said.


  He dropped them to the floor. She whipped his ass and watched it jiggle.


  “Now, go get a rag and polish this wood.”


  Oscar nodded and crawled off to the kitchen. He purred at her like a cat and scratched the air. She whipped him along the way. He stood with the rag and sensually polished the wood. Oscar’s hand stroked the cylinder-shaped pieces.


  Liberty whipped him and said, “the wood upstairs too.”


  Oscar scurried up the steps, and Liberty twirled the whip in his fingers, amused.
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  “Everything ready up there?” Liberty called out to Oscar. She set the table with ice cubes, some mixers, and a bottle of vodka. Oscar came down the steps in a loose linen bottom and a button-up shirt. He looked like the man Liberty first fell in love with all those years ago.


  Liberty stepped over to him and kissed him on the cheek. Her long brown hair flowed down her back like tendrils. Oscar pulled at her hair in their deep kiss. He felt a renewed youthfulness knowing somebody was coming to join them in the bedroom.


  “So who’s coming? I’m dying to know.”


  “He’ll be here any minute,” Oscar said.


  Liberty pulled at his shirt. She pleaded with pouty lips. Oscar ignored her and went to the table to make a drink.


  “Make me one too. I’ll put on some music,” she said.


  “Something upbeat. Electronic maybe.”


  Liberty nodded and surfed through her computer for a mix. She played something erotic and upbeat. It was one of those mixes that told a story and crescendoed toward the end.


  “Good choice,” Oscar said and handed Liberty the drink. They said ‘cheers’ and took their first swig. The doorbell rang a moment later. Liberty fluttered in anticipation. She trailed Oscar to the door. He air-pushed her back a bit.


  She huffed and said, “open it already. I’m dying over here.”


  Oscar placed his hand on the nob and opened the door. Keenan stood on the other side in a casual weekend outfit.


  “Keenan!” Liberty screamed and pulled him inside. A radiant smile covered her face. She looked back and winked at Oscar. “How have you been? Wanna drink to loosen things up?”


  “You get right to the point, don’t you?” Keenan headed over to the table with Liberty and accepted the drink. Oscar followed them and stood off to the side a bit. Liberty worked her hands over Keenan and praised how good he looked after all the time had passed. But something changed, and Liberty’s face turned sour.


  “Why are you here, though? What happened to David? You guys were two peas in a pod,” she said. She sipped her vodka and waited for Keenan’s answer.


  “We broke up a while back. Things weren’t working out. I was getting bored of the same old thing, and he wanted to keep going with the same boring sex life we always had.”


  “Guess you came to the right place,” Liberty said. She looked at Keenan and Oscar. Oscar gulped from his glass when Liberty laid eyes on him. “I saw how you’d always eye Oscar back in the day. I bet you can’t wait to get inside him.”


  Keenan coughed and shook his head like he hadn’t heard her correctly. “I guess I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about it. I mean, look at him.”


  Liberty and Keenan locked their eyes on Oscar. He reddened quicker than an electric stove.


  “So, how big are you? Live up to the stereotype? Doesn’t matter because I’ve trained Oscar to get off on it all,” Liberty said and leaned in close to Keenan’s ear. She whispered, “you’re going to enjoy fucking his tight, accepting hole. And I can’t wait to watch you do it.”


  Liberty grabbed his dick and lowered to the ground, “guess you do live up to the stereotype.”


  Keenan wouldn’t have believed it, but he felt his erection growing at her touch.


  “Let’s do this,” he said and slammed the rest of his drink.


  Liberty grabbed his hand and led him to the bedroom. Keenan grabbed Oscar’s and made him follow along.


  



  ♦


  



  Keenan stood off the bed with his head turned to the television. He watched the latino boy get fucked bareback. Cum leaked out of the guy’s asshole. The sight hardened his dick. He stroked his cock and glanced over at Oscar on all fours with a thick dildo up his ass.


  He and Liberty had just finished licking Oscar’s tight taint together. The amount of arousal he felt surprised him, but the raw gay porn helped keep it going.


  Liberty pushed the double-ended dildo deep into Oscar’s ass. She had a bit in her pussy and wiggled the middle. Oscar held his hard dick in his hand. The vibrations rattled within him as his ass clenched the toy.


  “Ready, big boy?” Liberty asked looking at Keenan.


  Keenan nodded and stepped over to the couple. Liberty pulled the dildo out of Oscar’s ass. A vast vacancy remained where the dildo was. Keenan unrolled a condom over his dick and stood behind Oscar’s open hole. He slapped his dick on Oscar’s crack and pressed the head on his skin.


  Liberty rested in a chair behind them. She used a new toy that entered her pussy and vibrated on her clit. She bit her bottom lip and watched as Keenan pushed the tip of his dick into her husband.


  Oscar yelped as Keenan’s thick piece worked into his ass. He closed his eyes and imagined it was Liberty with one of their big toys, but it all felt different. Keenan filled his loosened ass quickly. His balls slapped against Oscar’s backside as he thrust in and out of Oscar.


  Keenan grabbed and spread Oscar’s ass and sank deeper into him. Oscar bit into the pillow under his face and took Keenan’s fat dick. He put his hands back and held his cheeks open for the man. He received his dick without question. Oscar was Keenan’s at that moment.


  Liberty beat the toy in her pussy vigorously behind them. The sight enthralled her. Her husband had submitted fully. She got to her knees by the bed to watch Keenan’s black dick slide in and out of her husband’s snow-white ass. The thick veins that lined Keenan’s hard cock, unlike anything Oscar had ever had.


  “I wanna stuff a small dildo into him too. You okay with that, Keenan?”


  “Fuck yeah. Tighten him up a bit more. Can you handle it?” Keenan asked Oscar.


  “He can handle it,” Liberty answered for him. Oscar smirked and nodded.


  Keenan pulled out to the tip, and Liberty slid a bit of the toy into Oscar. Keenan and Liberty filled him up together. Oscar moaned as they stretched his hole to the max. Liberty sat on her knees under Keenan. She played with his balls and watched as he fucked Oscar hard in the ass.


  Oscar’s hard dick bounced to the rhythm.


  “I’m gonna cum,” Oscar screamed out. He hadn’t touched himself at all. “The pressure… I can’t—”


  “Cum,” Keenan said and fucked Oscar with broad, long strokes.


  Liberty took her seat back in the chair and played with her clit. She watched as the guys built up their climax together. Oscar touched his dick, rubbed it twice, and cum exploded all over the bed beneath him.


  “Fuck,” Keenan called out as Oscar’s ass contracted around him. He and Oscar grunted. “Don’t move,” Keenan said to Oscar and pushed him to the bed. He whimpered and grunted and took a few final pumps in Oscar’s tight ass. Keenan filled the condom two seconds later with his warm milk.


  Keenan pulled out and took off the condom. He dumped out the warm juices onto Oscar’s white back and smeared them around with his black dick.


  “Suck his dick, Oscar,” Liberty said. She rubbed her clit and watched the two.


  Oscar got to his knees under Keenan. Keenan shoved his salty dick into Oscar’s mouth. His pale mouth over the man’s dark dick.


  “Fuck,” Liberty said. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as cum squirted all over her hand. Her body spasmed in the chair. When she came to, the two men were at her feet on their knees.


  They all laughed together.


  “Let’s go have a drink,” Liberty said.


  “And wash up,” Oscar added.


  “Deal,” Keenan said.


  They helped Liberty up, and the three went off to enjoy a relaxing night on the porch with music and mixed drinks. Liberty also kept her promise and sat on Oscar’s face that entire night after Keenan left. It was one of the best birthdays Liberty had ever had.
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  Bree Price stood atop a large rock and let her light dress blow in the ocean breeze. Waves crashed into the rocks beneath her. She held her arms out to both sides and made the fabric fly. She closed her eyes and imagined herself as a bird drifting over the open ocean.


  Luca Price captured the moment with his camera. The occasional water washed over his feet. He climbed to the other side of the rock formation. The bottom of his rolled-up pants weighed down his legs. The heaviness distracted him, and his camera fell to the sand below. Luca cursed and hopped down.


  “Is it okay?” Bree asked. She swayed her body and made the dress dance behind her in the wind.


  “Yeah, I think so. Turn around so I can get your backside. Make a curve in the shadow. Hold up the veil and stick your ass out.”


  She did just that. Bree raised her arms and let the thin fabric cover a bit of her face. She tucked her flat stomach in and bent her back in too. Her fat ass stuck out with nothing but the bright blue water behind her.


  “That’s it, baby. We’re gonna sell a lot of copies with that ass of yours.”


  “As long as it’ll help a charity.”


  “Every year. People never get tired of that beautiful body.”


  “And my face? I feel like I’ve been covering it up more each year,” Bree said and placed her hands on her hips. She slipped on a pair of sea shoes she had nestled between two rocks. Luca ignored her question and examined the photos he took. “Luca, answer me!”


  “Honey, it’s not you. It’s just the ass. You know everyone wants to see it.”


  Bree batted her eyelids and looked at her nails. She stared at Luca, but his attention returned to the small screen. He wasn’t getting into it with her that day. Bree jumped down, and her feet dug into the wet sand. She tramped over to Luca and pushed on his shoulder.


  “What’s up, Bree?”


  “Do you think I’m ugly?”


  “Of course not. You’re my everything. You make me complete,” Luca said. He sounded sincere. The camera hung at his side. He pulled Bree close to him. Her petite breasts pressed into his hard chest. “Your ass sells copies, that’s all. Just think of the photos as tax breaks to help afford your fancy nails.”


  “Fine,” she said. “I’m going back to the room.”


  “Be right there. After I snap some pics of you walking up the beach.”


  “Fine,” Bree said. She waved her hand at Luca and trekked up the beach back to the ocean-front cabana.


  



  ♦


  



  Bree lay on the bed. Her brown hair spread out across the white sheet. No top covered her small chest. Luca watched her rub her nipples with one hand. Her other hand held her phone. She stared at the screen intently. Bree had an amused expression on her face.


  “What are you looking at?”


  “Promise you won’t get mad?”


  “Can’t promise that but it’s not often I get angry with you,” Luca said. He hopped on the bed next to her. Luca cupped her breast in his hand.


  “I suppose. Do you remember Sean?” Bree asked. She couldn’t hide her smile. She had a plan. Luca saw it all over her.


  “How could I forget the med student that stole your heart?”


  “Don’t be so melodramatic,” she said. Bree scrolled down the page on her phone. She enlarged a picture and turned the device so Luca could see. “Do you recognize where he is?”


  Luca didn’t want to look at the photo. He kept his eyes forward to the open door looking out to the beach. The sounds of crashing waves bounced off the walls. Bree punched Luca on the shoulder and held the phone up to his face. He turned his head to the side.


  “Luca, please, just look.”


  “Fine,” he said and glanced at the photo, but it only took a second to recognize the background. It was a bar he had been to many times before. Bree read the recognition on Luca’s face.


  “Read the caption,” she said.


  Luca moved his eyes down and read, welcoming party to my new home.


  “What? He’s in our city now?”


  “I think so,” Bree said. “He always used to talk so much shit about it too. I can’t believe he decided to come to the good ol’ Midwest. That east coast boy doesn’t know what he’s in for,” she said. Bree drifted off in a daydream.


  “Could your head be any higher in the clouds?”


  Bree came back down to Earth and grasped Luca’s hands. Her eyes widened, and she said, “I want you to do something for me.”


  Luca straightened his back and narrowed his eyes, “what exactly did you have in mind?”


  “I want you to become Luna.”


  “It’s been a while,” he said and gazed off to the side.


  “Too long,” she said and shook him.


  “Why do you want me to be Luna?”


  “To seduce him. He’ll fall for Luna. We’ll get him to have a three sum with us,” Bree said.


  “Who said I wanted to have sex with Sean?”


  “You’ll do it because I said so,” Bree said. Her voice took a dark turn. “Do I need to get the whip out and teach you how to behave?”


  “Maybe you do. If you want me to act as Luna and get Sean,” Luca said.


  Bree moved her hand along the side of the bed. She brandished the whip and ripped down Luca’s pants. He turned to his stomach and arched his ass in the air. Bree slapped the leather against his bare cheek. The rattling skin echoed off the bamboo walls. She spanked his ass again and again. Luca whimpered.


  “You’ll be Luna when I tell you to be Luna,” she said. Bree threw Luca down to the bed. His dick stood at attention. “You want more of that?”


  Bree stepped off the bed and pulled Luca to the edge. His body was hers. She lifted his legs in the air and smacked that ass again.


  “You bring the strap?” Luca asked.


  “Always,” she said and dropped his legs to the bed. She walked over to the bag and pulled out the stimulating toy from her bag. She wrapped it around her waist and applied a thick layer of lube. A sharp gust of wind blew in from the open door. It tickled her wet pussy. “Get ready,” she called to him and marched over to his open and craving ass.


  “I’m always ready,” he said. A moment later she shoved the dildo deep into his ass. Luca yelped out but didn’t try to push her away. He was ready for her anytime, any day.
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  “Remember everything I told you,” Bree said to Luca. She pushed his fake hair back with her fingers. The wig matched her brown locks. Bree applied the last bit of foundation and shadow.


  “I’ll try, but I can’t remember your entire relationship in one setting.”


  “I’ve told you about him before.”


  “Right,” Luca said. He was becoming Luna, but there were a few stages left of the transformation. “But it doesn’t matter because he will meet Luna and not your husband. Hopefully, he talks and doesn’t ignore me.”


  “He’ll talk to you. Just walk by him slowly, and you’ll get his attention.”


  Luca glanced in the mirror. He looked completely different with the last layer of makeup. Luca had transformed into Luna.


  “I love it when she finally appears,” Luna said.


  “Me too. You’re radiant. Come over here and stand in the mirror with me,” Bree said. She pulled Luna up to her feet. They skipped over to the mirror together. Afternoon sun filtered in through the windows. Bree shoved a loose dress into Luna’s hands. Luna pulled the dress over her body.


  “We forgot to shave your armpits,” Bree said.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Luca agreed. He chuckled to himself.


  “Straighten up. Let me see how you look,” she said.


  Luna stood with her shoulders back. Her face was smoother than a rock under a waterfall. Bree examined Luna in both the mirror and in the flesh.


  “We just need to take care of the shaving, and I think you’re ready.”


  “Me too,” Luna said.


  “Let’s go then,” Bree said and smacked her ass. Luna slash Luca jumped and scurried out the room to finish up in the bathroom.


  



  ♦


  



  Luna Price entered the hotel bar located downtown. Cars and pedestrians sped by on the other side of the floor-to-ceiling window. Luna shook her wrist and held the watch in her hand. She was a few minutes early. She went to the bathroom to wait. Luna entered a stall and closed the door behind her. She unlocked her phone and surfed Sean’s profile one last time.


  Her heart raced in her chest. She feared he’d recognize her as Luca. Luna pulled out her mirror and reapplied a bit of the hot red lip gloss. It was time. Luna pushed open the door. A gust blew her hair back. She looked like a model on the runway. She strutted over to the bar with her shoulders high and back. Luna commanded attention.


  Luna’s eyes locked onto Sean at the end of the bar. He was staring at his phone. She knew just how she’d play it.


  Luna stepped over to the bar and pulled out an empty bar stool several places down from Sean. The bartender handed her a menu. She parted it and covered just a bit of her face with it. The screen was still bright in Sean’s face. He was tapping away at it. A melting scotch sat in front of him.


  “What you havin’ tonight?” the bartender asked.


  Luna leaned her head to the left and contemplated. “Gin gimlet.”


  “Preference?”


  “Masculine and not bottom shelf.”


  “Done,” the young man said. He went away and mixed up her drink. When she looked back to the menu in her hand Sean’s fierce eyes caught her attention. She looked over at him and smiled. Luna didn’t hold his strong gaze but opened her phone instead.


  Sean didn’t seem to like that. He placed his phone face down on the counter and traced his finger around the rim of his glass.


  “Here you are,” the bartender said. He slid the martini on the wood toward her.


  “Thanks, you can close me out. I won’t be here too long,” Luna said and handed her credit card to the man.


  Sean stood at that moment. He grabbed his drink and got down from the stool. His eyes hadn’t left Luna. He ambled over to her with his drink dripping droplets onto his leather shoes.


  “I want to call you Bree, but I can see a hint of difference. What’s your name?”


  “Luna. Who’s Bree?”


  “The woman I was supposed to be meeting tonight.”


  “Guess I got lucky then.”


  “Guess so,” Sean said. He held her gaze for a moment.


  “What’s your name, stranger?”


  He smiled, “My name’s Sean.”


  “Cheers, Sean,” Luna said and held up her martini glass.


  “Cheers, Luna,” he said. He hit her glass with his. “So, what are you doing out tonight, Luna?”


  “Just having a drink before I head home.”


  “Where were you?”


  “You have a lot of questions, Sean.”


  Sean laughed a bit and took a drink, “sorry, I guess it’s a habit of mine to ask too many questions. Why don’t you ask me one?”


  Luna nodded and took a sip before asking, “why do you think that woman stood you up tonight?”


  Sean exhaled and stared at the bottles on the shelf. He answered without facing Luna, “We have a complicated history, and she’s married now. I guess she knows I’ll always be after her like a shark goes after blood.”


  “Wow. Premeditating sleeping with a married woman?”


  Sean shrugged his shoulders, “I know. I’m a bad guy, but I’d only do it with her. She was the love of my life.”


  Luna nodded and acted as if the words hadn’t penetrated her soul. She wondered what Bree would do without her. She never imagined Bree cheating on her. She pushed back the thought.


  “Love is hard to ignore.”


  “It is,” Sean said. Luna studied Sean’s face and remembered her mission. Bree needed him as much as he needed her, and Luna wanted to please Bree. She’d do everything for that woman.


  “What if you tried to go after her?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Message her. Go to her house. See what happens,” Luna said.


  “I don’t know,” Sean said.


  “What do you have to lose?”


  “She’s married.”


  “You already proved that didn’t matter by coming here tonight,” Luna said.


  “You’re right. I’m gonna do it,” he said. He threw back the rest of his scotch and threw a twenty dollar bill on the counter. “Thank you, Luna. You gave me the courage to do this,” he said. He kissed her on the forehead and ran toward the exit.


  “See you at home,” Luna mumbled under her breath. She signed her receipt and headed out behind Sean.
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  The confidence Luna gave Sean surged within him. He slammed his car door shut and darted up to Bree’s house. Sean rolled his sleeve up and revealed his silky brown skin. He knocked on the door. Footsteps sounded in the house. Sean’s heart fluttered in his chest.


  Bree opened the door, and he flashed his teeth. “Wow, Sean, I wasn’t expecting you,” she said. She had stood him up after all.


  “Yeah, I bet. Can I come in?” he said and nodded his head forward. His eyes traveled to the living room off the entrance.


  “Sure,” she said. She opened the door wider to let Sean pass.


  “It’s been so long since I’ve seen you,” he hollered on his way down the hallway.


  No kidding, Bree thought. She closed the door and shook the nerves out of her body. Bree was the one that set this into motion. She had to deal with the consequences. Bree strutted into the living room and faced Sean. “I need a drink. Do you want something?”


  “Something light. I had a scotch waiting for you,” he said.


  Bree blushed, “right. Sorry about that.”


  “Something tells me you’re not sorry, but you’ll tell me why you didn’t show up after you get me that drink.”


  Bree leaned to the right and looked at Sean hard, “What did you say? I ain’t no maid.”


  “I didn’t mean it like that.”


  “Then how’d you mean it?”


  “I don’t know. I’d love a drink, Bree. Please.”


  “That’s better,” she said and sauntered off to the kitchen. She returned a few minutes later with a plate of cheese and crackers and a bottle of semi-sweet white wine. “How’s this?” she asked and held up the bottle to Sean.


  “Perfect,” he said. “Thank you.”


  Bree wanted to slap the smirk off his face, but she stopped herself. He fed himself a cracker and watched her nudge the cork out the bottle.


  “Need help?” he asked with a full mouth. The sound of his chewing disgusted her.


  “No thanks. Chew with your mouth closed. I thought you had manners.”


  He widened his eyes and moved his closed mouth with big motions. Sean made a scene of swallowing the food. “Better?”


  “Much,” she said and popped the cork out the bottle. She poured a bit for Sean and herself. She passed the glass to him.


  “Cheers,” he said. They clicked their glasses together. An awkward silence filled the room after they took a sip.


  “I’m gonna put on some music. What are you feeling?”


  “Surprise me,” Sean said.


  Bree stood with the wine and crossed the room. She opened her cell phone and connected it to the speaker. She started an old-school rock track. Sean tapped his foot to the guitar and bass.


  “Hope this music is okay,” she said. She took a sip of the wine. Flowery aromas crossed her palette.


  “Not what I’d play at home, but I like the change. It reminds me of you,” he said. “So, are you gonna tell me why you stood me up tonight?”


  Bree shrugged and plopped down on the couch. She didn’t know what to tell him. He’d find out the answer sooner rather than later.


  “That’s all I get?”


  “Wait and see?”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “It’s not like I told you to leave when you showed up at my doorstep, did I?”


  He reached for his wine and took a drink. He let her words rest on his mind. “I suppose you didn’t. But what do you mean, ‘wait and see’?”


  Bree opened her mouth to say something, but at that moment the front door opened and closed. The thud echoed in the house.


  “Honey, I’m home,” Luca said.


  “Is that your husband?” Sean whispered.


  Bree smiled and said, “yes, but don’t worry. You two already met.”


  Sean’s face contorted. He leered at Bree. “What?” he mouthed. He crouched to the ground as footsteps approached the living room.


  Luca rounded the corner wearing the same outfit from the hotel lobby. He was only missing the wig that made him Luna. He waved at Sean.


  Sean jumped to his feet and yelled, “What the fuck!”


  



  ♦


  



  “Luna?!” Sean screamed and hollered. He held his chest. It was all a bit dramatic to Bree.


  “My name is Luca. I’m Bree’s husband.”


  “Then what the hell are you doing dressed up as a woman? A woman that looks exactly like Bree nonetheless.”


  Bree and Luca shared a glance. Luca raised an eyebrow at her. She shrugged her shoulders. Luca sighed and looked back at Sean.


  “It’s just something we do,” he said.


  Sean closed his eyes and let the music fill his world for a few moments. He processed the scene on the other side of the blackness. He didn’t know what to say. Sean couldn’t register who his Bree had become.


  Someone touched his shoulder. Sean jumped back and opened his eyes.


  “It’s me,” Bree said. “I’m a dominatrix. Luca does whatever I tell him to do.”


  Sean looked at Luca.


  Luca shrugged. He sat with his legs crossed on the couch and looked at them, waiting for the next move.


  “So you set all that up? You guys planned this out? That’s why “Luna” encouraged me to come here,” he said. He was putting the pieces together in his head. Bree tried to hold his hand, but he stepped back to avoid her. “Don’t touch me. Why would you lie to me like this? What kind of sick couple are you guys?”


  Bree took a step back herself and placed her hands on her hips. She pouted like a stubborn teenager. “Don’t call us sick. We’re perfectly healthy.”


  “Healthy?” Sean snorted. “You call this healthy?”


  “I enjoy doing what she says,” Luca offered.


  “You’re a fag,” Sean said. “Don’t fuckin’ talk to me.”


  “I like pussy just like you do, bro,” Luca said. He emphasized the last word as an insult.


  “Guys,” Bree interjected. “You can go, Sean. But don’t be rude. You’re the one that came knocking on a married woman’s door, need I remind you.”


  Those words gave Sean pause. He looked at Bree and Luca. He shook his head and cursed under his breath. He grabbed his keys off the table.


  “I’m outta here,” he said and stormed toward the front door.


  “Come back for a good time,” Bree called after him.


  “Shut up!” he yelled and slammed the door.


  Bree sat next to Luca on the sofa and said, “he’ll be back.”


  “Obviously,” Luca agreed. “How long do you think it’ll take him to come back?”


  “He’s difficult. Guess we’ll have to wait and see,” Bree said.


  [image: ]


   



  



  Ten Days Later


   


  Bree carried a dish from the kitchen to the dining room. The scent of tomato sauce, oregano, and basil filled the room. A hint of garlic-infused olive oil complemented the other flavors as Luca followed her with a basket of bread. He wore jeans and a short-sleeve button-up. Rain pitter-pattered on the window and danced with the tunes of soft rock in the background.


  Luca and Bree sat at their small dining-room table and opened a bottle of red to go with the pasta. Luca served them both. Bree broke the bread and scooped some food onto her plate and his.


  “Bon appetit,” Bree said in an annoying voice.


  “Thank you for cooking,” Luca said.


  “You can’t cook to save your life, so I don’t have much of a choice.”


  Luca rolled his eyes, “cheers.”


  “To our happy, healthy life,” she said.


  “What do you think is taking Sean so long to come back?”


  “His dad was super macho. I know what porn he used to watch. He’s just never been able to admit what he likes,” Bree said.


  “And what is that exactly?”


  “Domination. Group sex. Dirty stuff. He never watched anything vanilla.”


  Luca nodded his head slowly and let Bree’s words rest in the air. He took a sip of the dry, plumy wine. He stabbed his fork into the plate and twirled pasta around the utensil. He opened his mouth and ate the food seductively. Bree giggled.


  “What are you doing?”


  “I don’t know. I want Sean to come over,” he said. “He’s much more attractive in person than the photos.”


  “You wanna watch him fuck me?” she asked and leaned in closer to her husband.


  “He’s not gonna do anything else to you?”


  “What else could he do?”


  “I’m sure we’ll think of a few things,” Luca said.


  “You’re a dirty whore, Luca. How did I get so lucky?”


  “Guess you looked in the right places to find me,” he said.


  Sexual tension surged between the couple. The dinner cooled on the table as they shared an intimate silence. Luca leaned in to kiss his woman, but a knock at the door interrupted them. Bree sat up in her chair.


  “Who could that be?”


  Another knock.


  “I’ll answer it,” Luca said and stood to get the door.


   


  ♦


  



  “Smells good,” Sean said when Luca opened the door. Luca raised his eyebrow at the man.


  “So, you came back?”


  “Bree knew I wouldn’t have been able to resist6 when she sent you the first time.”


  “Right,” Luca said. Bree watched the men from the table. She didn’t say a word.


  “Can I come in? I’m getting wet from the rain,” Sean said.


  “Sure, sorry,” Luca said and opened the door wider. At that moment, lightning filled the sky. Luca jumped from the sudden brightness. He closed the door and joined the others at the table.


  Bree poured a glass of the red for Sean. “Do you want some pasta?”


  “I didn’t come here thinking about food.”


  “That’s not what I asked you,” Bree said.


  “I’ll take a small plate,” he said.


  “Luca and I were just talking about you before you knocked,” she said as she plopped some food onto Sean’s plate. “We were wondering what took you so long to show.”


  “I had to think it through. I’ve never had sex with a man in the room,” he said.


  “We could have all those years ago,” Bree said.


  “With my best friend? No thanks,” Sean said.


  “Who was your best friend?” Luca asked.


  “Nick. We went to medical school together. He was around a lot when I dated Bree. She hinted at it, but I would have never gone for it.”


  “But you’re here today,” Bree said.


  Sean took the last bite of pasta from his plate. A few cold noodles remained on Luca’s dish. Bree had given up on hers a long time ago. She enjoyed the wine and view of her two lovers.


  “I’m here today,” Sean said and pushed the empty plate away from him. “So, should we get started?” he asked and looked at Bree and Luca.


  “Let’s do it,” Bree said.


  “Yeah, let’s go!” Luca agreed.


  The three grabbed their wine glasses and headed off to the bedroom.


  



  ♦


  



  “Take that off,” Bree commanded Sean. She whipped his denim jeans. Luca was on all fours atop the bed. “Put this blindfold on.” Bree put out her hand, but lightning struck again, and she dropped it.


  Sean picked it up and placed the fabric over his eyes. Thunder rattled the house several moments later, but they were closer together than the last time. Bree strapped up and guided Sean over to the other side of the bed.


  “Luca’s gonna suck your dick, but ignore everything. Only enjoy the feeling. Listen to the rain and music in the background. Let go of everything you knew before. It’s just you and me with some pretty blonde,” Bree whispered all this into Sean’s ear in a breathy voice.


  Sean nodded and didn’t say a word. He climbed onto the bed. Bree guided his semi-hard dick into Luca’s accepting mouth. The strap dangling off her hips bumped Sean. He turned but remained silent. Luca locked his lips around Sean’s hardening cock. Sean leaned his head back and imagined a woman’s mouth on his dick. It wasn’t so bad.


  Luca’s body jerked forward as Bree entered him. She pushed the penis deep into Luca’s ass. He choked on Sean’s thick brown cock and let out a muffled moan. Bree’s small breasts bounced as she picked up a rhythm and fucked her husband’s tight ass. It had been a minute since he took a good pounding.


  Sean rubbed his nipples and enjoyed Luca’s mouth. He lifted up the blindfold and peaked at the situation. Something was oddly hot about Bree fucking her husband. Bree had a fist around Luca’s jockstrap and pulled at it while she fucked his ass. He had a blindfold on himself. She was the only one able to see everything. Sean replaced the cover and reached his arm out over Luca.


  He pulled Bree in close. Sean planted his lips on hers and kissed her deeply. Luca choked on his dick again as the force pushed Bree deeper into his ass. The toy tickled Bree’s clit. She moaned into Sean’s mouth.


  Sean’s cock bounced on Luca’s tongue.


  “I need some pussy,” Sean said.


  “You want some of this?” Bree asked.


  “Now,” he said.


  Bree nodded and unstrapped herself. She left the toy deep inside Luca.


  “Sit in the corner. Don’t touch yourself,” she said to Luca.


  Luca crossed his legs in the corner and kept the dick up his ass. Bree lifted her legs into the air. Sean threw a pillow under her and positioned her so that Luca could see every inch of him enter Bree.


  Sean smacked Bree’s fat ass. He grabbed her legs and pulled her close. He slapped his hard dick on her wet pussy. She rubbed her clit and stared into Sean’s eyes as he positioned his cock on her hole. Sean pushed the head of his rod into her. He looked over at Luca in the corner as he slid the rest of his dick deep into her.


  Bree called out in pleasure. Sean took her petite chest in his large hands. His muscles flexed as he moved her body and thrust in and out of her hole.


  “I’ve missed fucking you,” Sean said to Bree.


  Luca watched in awe. It was better than anything he had seen before. He loved every second of it. He longed to touch himself, but the temptation satisfied him more than the real thing. Luca inched toward them in his mind. He was with them in every movement.


  “This can be the first of many times,” she said to Sean.


  Yes, please, thought Luca. He got onto his knees and crawled closer to them. Rain pounded on the windows. The storm picked up momentum.


  “We’ll see where it goes,” Sean said and pounded her pussy. He stretched her walls in ways Luca hadn’t in over a year. She liked the change. Bree could get used to having both sides of the spectrum around.


  “Fuck me like you’ll never fuck me again,” she said and leaned her head back. She closed her eyes. Bree wanted Sean to ravish her with his thick cock.


  He did= as she said. Luca watched in amazement as Sean threw his wife around the bed and pounded her pussy. He had her stomach pressed to the wall, her ass high in the air, and everything in between. Sean enjoyed Bree’s hole like he was never going to get it again. Luca’s dick pressed against his underwear at the sight of it all.


  A flash of lightning filled the room. Thunder followed a second after.


  “I’m about to cum,” Sean said and thrust once more before spasming. He held Bree tight in his arms and pressed deep into her.


  “Fuck,” Bree said as Sean pulled his dick out of her. “We’ll have to do that more often.”


  Bree hopped off the bed and went over to Luca in the corner.


  “Lay down. We need to cum,” she said to him and motioned to the middle of the floor. He lay, and she straddled his face. She removed the jockstrap from his dick and applied a bit of lube. “Come over here,” she said to Sean.


  Bree took Sean’s dick in her mouth and pressed her clit to Luca’s lips. Luca beat his dick furiously. Cum leaked from Sean’s dick as Bree and Luca neared a climax. The storm powered along with them.


  Bree felt a grumble as Luca muttered into her pussy. Moments later, a stream of liquid erupted from his dick. He covered himself in the creamy warmth. A bit landed on Bree’s thigh. She closed her eyes and clawed into Sean’s muscular stomach as cum squirted from her.


  She grasped Sean’s ass as her body experienced an outburst of pleasure and her pussy covered Luca in her warm juices.


  “Fuck,” Sean said. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever done.”


  “Good thing that was only round one,” she said.


  Luca wiped his face and body with a towel and smiled at them. “Let’s go finish that wine. Then, we can do it again.”


  “Perfect,” Bree said.
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  I hope you enjoyed Women Run the Universe: Volume One.


  Explore my website or Amazon page for other steamy erotica reads. Links below ↓↓


  Stay Connected ♥


   


  



  Website: clovercox.com


   


  Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox


   


  Clover Cox Mailing List


  



  



  



  



  [image: ]



  



  [image: ]



  


images/00031.jpeg
CHAPTER FOUR





images/00030.jpeg
CHAPTER THREE





images/00033.jpeg
THANK YOU FOR READING





images/00032.jpeg
THANK YOU FOR READING





images/00034.jpeg
CLOVER COX





cover.jpeg
VOLUME 1

LS
2

KKK
eaterere;

X5






images/00028.jpeg
CHAPTER ONE





images/00027.jpeg
BREE SEDUCES HER EX





images/00029.jpeg
CHAPTER TWO





images/00020.jpeg
CHAPTER THREE





images/00022.jpeg
EPILOGUE





images/00021.jpeg
CHAPTER FOUR





images/00024.jpeg
CHAPTER ONE





images/00023.jpeg
THE LAST BARRIER





images/00026.jpeg
CHAPTER THREE





images/00025.jpeg
CHAPTER TWO





images/00017.jpeg
JAKE'S RETURN





images/00016.jpeg
EPILOGUE





images/00019.jpeg
CHAPTER TWO





images/00018.jpeg
CHAPTER ONE





images/00011.jpeg
TRAINING OLIVER





images/00010.jpeg
EPILOGUE





images/00013.jpeg
CHAPTER TWO





images/00012.jpeg
CHAPTER ONE





images/00015.jpeg
CHAPTER FOUR





images/00014.jpeg
CHAPTER THREE





images/00002.jpeg
5 FEMDOM STORIES





images/00001.jpeg
WOMEN RUN THE UNIVERSE





images/00004.jpeg
CLOVER COX





images/00003.jpeg
BY





images/00006.jpeg
CHAPTER ONE





images/00005.jpeg
FINDING JULIAN





images/00008.jpeg
CHAPTER THREE





images/00007.jpeg
CHAPTER TWO





images/00009.jpeg
CHAPTER FOUR





