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  For those who wish their ex’s parents would rail the absolute fuck out of them. 




Remember we’re programmed to eat, fuck, and build connections- all the bull shit politics and society pushes on us is made up. Fight back. Eat the Rich. Speak Up




Thanks to everyone who tells me to keep going, I love y’all. 




Oh, and to Sammi on TikTok. Thanks for being you. I wrote Summer in your likeness. 
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  Foreword



Hello beautiful people! Thank you for supporting a small indie author. Y’all know Sammi on Tiktok? Well, she was my inspiration for Summer. I wanted a fun plus size female main character that has a great time with her body and loves everything about it. I know Sammi isn’t plus size but her vibe is amazing. 

I like writing plus-size widows because I am one, please remember the term widow can be more broad. Summer wasn’t married to her ex, but she still cared for him, before he showed his true colors. Summer is very much a widow in my mind just because there wasn’t a paper doesn’t make the connection they once shared less valid. Please email me with any questions or concerns at authorlavendernicole@gmail.com. You can also find me on Instagram, FB, Tiktok, Threads, and Bluesky.

This is book two in my “Dancer’s for Demons” duo. I highly recommend reading “All Caged Up” first but it can be read alone. 







  Acknowledgments



Thank you to all my wonderful readers. The wonderful support system I have. Anyone that reads and reviews my book(s). My wonderful editor’s, thank you for helping my dyslexic ass. Please note that as I write I can’t picture the scenes, everything is black. I always worry that they won’t make sense to others, I draw them out but…. I worry. Thanks to all my arc readers, friends, family, The Bookish Rose PA, and my mutts. I gotta be able to afford to take care of Ginny, Schnapps, and Scotch thanks to my mutts for usually letting me write in peace. This book is a love story to those that feel they don’t deserve love. I love writing plus-size, queer, spicy books! Plus-size and queer are not trigger warnings, they are simply how people are. Happy Pride! Has anyone told you you’re hot today?

Summer: She/Her/Hers

Max:They/Them/Theirs

Kam:He/Him/His







Trigger Warning:

Please note this book does have triggers, please check them. Your mental health is most important.  

Kidnapping, being held captive, abuse (mental, physical, and sexual), sex work, soaking, rape, murder, sexism, ableism, death of parents, fire,  and kink. 

Sorry not sorry about running milk frothers, it made more sense than the Stanley Tumblers Sammi talks about on tiktok.

Please know I really do have an ex that said “women were only meant to cook, clean, and make babies.” Mentally and verbally abusive partners have played a large part in my life, please keep in mind that my experience and others aren’t always the same. Everyone’s lived experiences are different, your feelings and experiences are valid. I love you. 

I am a widow, I know the terms widow/widower can be very limiting. In my mind you don’t have to be married to be concerned a widow/widower. Any form of partner counts. In addition, just because Summer and John aren’t in a typical relationship doesn’t negate Summer’s widow status in my mind. She was in a form of a relationship with him and that’s valid. Emotions are complicated. Relationships are complicated. I am not putting limitations on any of that. Your relationship, emotions, status, everything is valid. Unless you’re a bigot, that’s not valid. Love Y’all.








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




Summer, 10 years ago.

I was a god damn idiot. Why, why had I given up everything I loved about my self for this shitty man. I was young, fun, and pretty fucking cute. But society said I’d never get a husband because I was “fat”. Well, fuck society. Maybe I didn’t want a god damn husband, I know I don’t want one that will try and change me. I had to go and listen to society and date the first guy that asked. His name was Bill, fucking Bill. Fucking Bill was trying to change everything about me. From what I wear to whom I hang out with. He was trying to get me to become a Mormon, and leave my family. I kept giving him chance after chance, I just wanted the support and love of a man but at what cost.

Turns out the cost was my dignity. We were over at Bills house, his parents were gone and he had his best friend come over. Bill’s parents really wanted him to settle down, he was 23. His age should have been the first red flag, why would someone 23 want to be with an 17 year old? The last and biggest red flag was when he told me he had an “idea” to bring us closer and that he wanted to do it with his parents gone. Obviously, I ignored the red flags  ‘cause here I am, laying diagonally on his bed, covered with a flat sheet to “protect my modesty” *rolls eyes*. Bill tried, and failed, to stick his unimpressive cock in my very dry cunt. It was fucking awkward. He wasn’t talking, no noises, no music, and he kept hushing me whenever I tried to fill the silence. 

I started to zone out, wondering if I could convince him to put on Supernatural when the god damn door opened! His friend, whose name I could not remember, just strolled right on in. Bill sighed in relief, I shrieked. I really didn’t care if this man saw my body but only with consent, which I hadn’t given. “Summer ”Bill said, using a tone obviously meant to calm me down, it only pissed me off more. It felt like I was being scolded. He continued in the most bland, condescending tone “he is here to help. He won’t touch you.” I rolled my eye’s, Bill wouldn’t keep him from touching me but my dad taught me to throw a punch. Bill’s gross friend would be on the ground if he so much as thought about touching me. 

I wanted to be confused but I knew deep down this had to do with his religious background. I had never been religious, I should have known better. We were too different. Just because I had never had a boyfriend didn’t mean I was a virgin, fucking Bill was. I was surprised when he told me to get naked and covered me with a sheet. I was even more surprised when he took his pants and boxers off. He still had on a star trek T-shirt and socks. It was an absurd sight. I was not enjoying the sight. He wasn’t an ugly man, just dull. I wanted someone who was more exciting, in every way. I wanted someone who wouldn’t try and clip my wings. I was young, why was I so desperate to settle down? Society had young women so brainwashed that they needed a man, I was one of those young women. It had led me here.

I had obviously zoned out because both men were staring at me, waiting on me to answer. “Sorry, I zoned out. What did I miss?” I didn’t miss the look of disgust that crossed his face. I had to fight the urge to shrink in on myself, I hated when people were disappointed in me. I had the urge to make everyone happy and proud, I was failing. “Have you heard of soaking?” I internally groaned. “Yes.” I said bluntly, staring at him until he responded. “I want to try, I think it might bring us closer.” I was a sucker because I just nodded. He continued by saying “The sin is in the friction” and it took everything I had not to burst out laughing. 

For some reason his friend made him more comfortable. He climbed on the bed, using his knees to push my legs apart. He pushed inside of me, successfully this time but it was still uneventful. His friend climbed on the bed, fuck this was awkward. His friend started jumping on the bed, I could feel fucking Bill inside of me but could barely feel anything.  I was fucking bored, I started thinking about the math homework I had to do tonight. I sucked at school, fucking hated it, but I hated this more. I heard moans and groans coming from fucking Bill, apparently he was very much enjoying it. How had this become my life. I focused on my math, I could see the bulge growing in his friends pants. I was starting to get uncomfortable. Bill groaned loudly and I realized he had come. “Bill! You fucking came in me?” I had thought that wasn’t allowed in soaking. I pushed him off me, rushed, and put on my clothes. “We’re fucking done, Bill.” He flinched.

Once I had my clothes on, I left. Opening my banking app, I checked my account luckily I had enough for a plan b pill. Though, I had heard there was a possibility it wouldn’t work as well on people my size. I got in my Accord and rushed to the Kroger. I tried to walk at a normal pace but my internal panic was high. I didn’t want fucking Bill’s baby. I made it to the pharmacy. The tech shot me a judging look, he eventually gave in, gave me the pill and water I wanted, and took my money. I cringed at the price but knew I needed it. A baby would cost so much more than this one pill. I walked out of the store and took the pill. I needed to be safe, this was not in my life. As I stood outside of the store I had an epiphany, I deserved better. Society could suck my clit, I was more than a wife. I was me and I didn’t need a man to be happy.

I had just made it to my car when I heard something behind me and when I turned around  fucking Bill’s fucking friend was behind me. He had his arms out, like he was about to grab me, in broad daylight, in the middle of a parking lot. He was obviously a goddamn moron. I screamed, loudly, drawing looks from other shoppers. One man moved towards us, with Bill’s fucking friend distracted by the man, I kneed him. Right in the family jewels. He bent over groaning in pain, loudly. Someone  called 911, fucking great. I sat in my car and waited and waited and waited. The cops in this god forsaken town were awful, they wouldn’t care about me. They’d take the religious man’s side, my only hope was the witnesses who saw him come up behind me and scare me.

There was finally a knock on my window, when I looked over I sighed in relief. The one cop who would listen came. He was my Uncle, he knew how I felt about his job but this one time I was grateful. “Summer, what’s going on?  That man is adamant you assaulted him.” I rolled my eyes. “You know I would never do that without reason. I had just gotten to my car, he came up behind me. His arms were out like he was going to grab me. I screamed, when another shopper walked this way, I kneed him between the legs. Then I sat in my car and waited.” My Uncle nodded, I started talking before he could ask more questions. “I have seen him before. I honestly don’t remember his name. He is friends with my EX. I went over to my ex’s house today, he made me uncomfortable and I panicked. Don’t you dare judge me” I cut him off before he could continue. “I was just trying to make Bill happy but he crossed a line and I dumped him. I came here for a morning after pill and I guess his friend followed me. He scared me, he had just been there at Bill’s and then he was behind me. I had just taken a pill that his religion would not have approved of.”  My Uncle just groaned loudly, “Okay, I don’t think you can press charges, we have no proof what he was going to do. I can talk to everyone and tell him his charges won’t stick. The witnesses of your scream will help with that. Just be safe.” He waited for a minute then asked a question I was dreading. “How old is Bill?” I sighed but answered honestly “23.” That was all it took, he was off. I watched as Bill’s friend was arrested for assaulting a minor, I knew Bill would be next. They wouldn’t get jail time, I was almost 18 and the police chief was a Mormon too but hopefully they’d get put on a registry. 

That night at dinner with my parents I had the most awkward conversation. My parents had always been understanding and laid back about sex. I nearly spat out my water when my mom said, “ I wish I had slept with more men than your dad. I love him, but now I wonder what I missed out on. My guess is soaking wasn’t good for you?” I was shocked, the fuck? But I am glad I had parents I could be comfortable with. “It was awful mom, 0/10 do not recommend. If I promise to sleep around and not get pregnant, can we stop talking about everyone’s sex life?” They laughed and dinner was much more normal after that.








  
  
  Chapter One

  
  




Summer

Who would have thought that my soaking experience ten years ago would mark the start of my career. I had Mormon men messaging me non-stop, I was uncomfortable at first, because I was only 17. But I soon realized I had the upper hand. These men would do anything to get between my legs, I could charge them an outrageous amount and keep them coming. My entrance, haha get it, into sex work was slow and messy. I worked with my best friend, Apple. She joined the field after her ass of a husband died, but she was with me from the very beginning. She helped me build my following,  encouraged me, marketed me, hell she was occasionally the person “rocking” the bed for the soaking sessions. I missed Apple, she was in hell. Leaving me here.

I had a session today but I wasn’t sure my mind was in it. I was still grieving and a mess. But I needed to pay rent, rent didn’t wait because of a loss. After my parents tragically died in a car accident a week ago, I made a lot of poor financial decisions. I went a little crazy buying shit I didn’t need. Now I had $2 to my name and rent due. So, I was going to this session regardless.  I could fake moans and groans,  Money was money and I knew I had a sure thing with my partner. He was the one who “rocked” the bed for the soaking sessions. He got off on it, he knew these sessions did nothing for me. So, he watched me fake it before bringing me as much pleasure as I could handle. It was like a power trip for him.

I made it to the hotel, I’d never bring a client to my home, and got ready. These clients all had the same fantasy. They wanted me to look sweet and innocent, it always made me roll my eyes. I was far from innocent, I had a Tiktok following for talking about the everyday items I experimented with before selling them. I’d fulfill their fantasy though. I worked on getting ready, my makeup was soft and I put on a satin night gown with a robe. I looked innocent but sexy. The fantasy was being met on every level. My outfit was a soft pink color, my feet were barefoot but painted to match. My hair was a natural  dark brown. My curves were fully on display and the satin night gown highlighted my fupa. I felt beautiful but also like I was wearing a disguise. I was anything but sweet and innocent. Sometimes it was nice to go back and pretend though.

My client, Tom,  was obviously nervous, he was shifting on his feet and picking his finger nails. He couldn’t meet my eyes. It was the same with all these men who were so deep in their religion that it was a process. It’s why I was able to charge so much. It also counted as therapy for them. Some of them even asked how to please their future partners, but more often than not, they think the female orgasm is a lie. We sat and talked for about 30 minutes. Then when he went to use the restroom I texted my fuck buddy, he was always a sure thing, and asked him if he was ready, making sure he knew it was almost time. Turns out John, was already at the hotel. I asked him to wait at the hotel bar since it wouldn’t be too much longer. When my client came out of the restroom I was laying on the bed, looking like his perfect fucking fantasy. “You ready baby? My partner who rocks the bed is waiting.” I watched as he swallowed, the nerves were written all over his face. He was terrified. “I need words, honey. Verbal consent is a big deal for me.” He stuttered but eventually responded with a “yyyy…yes.” I sent John, my partner, the room number. My client, whose name was Tom, sat on the edge of the bed. I got off the bed and stood in front of him. “Tom, John will be here in a minute. I’ll let him in and lay back down. I want you to talk and get comfortable with John. He and I have been doing this for a while. I know it is easier to talk to another guy for a lot of this. Ask him any questions you want. Would you like me naked, naked with a sheet on, or just to pull the dress up. Whatever you are most comfortable with.” He thought for a second and landed on the naked but with a sheet. It was what most of my Mormon clients picked, I had never thought to ask why. 

Tom was a short white man, completely unremarkable. He honestly looked like how most people picture Mormon men. There was a knock at the door. He looked like he shrank in on himself. John was a giant of a man, 6’ 5, muscles on muscles, he looked like the kind of man who was security for a strip club. Which is good because it always made me feel comfortable with him. Just the sight of him had my pussy starting to drip. It helped having a man I was attracted to during these sessions, I could use lube but I always had bad reactions to it. I have a latex allergy and I haven’t found a water based lube I like. Or maybe I just wanted John to be the reason I ended up soaking so I never looked for one. Who knows?

I heard them talking at the door, Tom asking John all the questions he had. Fucking misogynistic pigs, he was going in my god damn body but he respected John more. I used to think they were just uncomfortable with women but I had one too many occasions of them talking down to me and treating me like shit. I learned the hard way how little most men thought of women. I had no problem letting them in my body for their money. It was empowering. They hated me, but they wanted me. They could talk shit about women, about my body, about my job, but they’d still drop a pretty penny on me. 

Tom’s back was to me, John could see me over his head. I decided to tease him. I slowly started taking my robe off, doing it as sensually as possible, letting it drop to the floor behind me. I slowly walked over to the bed, with my back  to John, I crawled on the bed. I knew the dress was short enough that he could see my cunt and ass. I was hoping he’d tent his pants as they talked. I knew he’d be aching to turn my ass red for teasing him. When I turned around, I knelt down and slowly started to spread my knees. I took my dress off and I kept teasing him. I laid back on the bed, legs still spread and started to rub my clit. I knew John would keep Tom talking long enough for me to come. He liked to watch me come and the longer I teased him the more he could punish me later. I desperately needed the punishment. I had been numb and



















