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Blurb:

Imagine a Fantasy Broker, who for a simple payment of your soul, could deliver whatever your heart desired. Including decadence, excitement, and revenge at whatever the cost.

Imagine if there was a way to deal with the one who broke your heart and left you in tears or punish a cheating mate and a lying partner. They say revenge is sweet but is it?

Lorna would soon find out.

Beware of flashing advertisements and warnings on your phone, laptop, or tablet, promising to deliver your heart’s desire—a fantasy broker who offers the client an evil pact. 
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LORNA

“What are you doing, Jason?”

“Packing my things and getting the fuck out of here.”

“Why. What have I done?”

“That’s it, Lorna, nothing, absolutely nothing. Look at you, plain old Lorna. Do you even own a sexy nightgown or a pair of shoes that have a heel higher than an inch?”

“No. But that doesn’t seem to bother you when I’m sucking your cock.”

“Lorna, it takes more than sucking a man’s cock to keep him.”

He kissed her on the forehead and slammed the door behind him. She sunk to her knees and cried. What was wrong with her? She was thirty-two years old and couldn’t keep a boyfriend longer than a few months. 

Lorna had no problem meeting men because her size double D tits and great body drew them in and happy for a while. But keeping them was a problem. 

Lorna was plain. She wasn’t ugly, deformed, or even unattractive, just plain. Her mother has used the word homely but assured her men took homely women for wives. Maybe forty years ago, men thought differently, but not today.

Lorna was tired of the rejection and the heartache, so she decided that she was done with men. She’d spend the rest of her days alone. The tears flowed as she tried to convince herself she didn’t need a man in her life.

All cried out, Lorna fell onto the couch with a pint of rocky road ice cream. With each spoonful, she planned revenge. But Lorna never got the chance to live out her payback fantasy. 

The next day she pulled herself together and went to work. While talking to a client, she saw a message pop up on her computer screen, the annoying kind, the flashing at you kind. She went to close it when it finally stopped its insidious flashing, and she was able to read what it said.

Do you have trouble keeping a man? Does he cheat on you? Put you down? Have you had your heart broken recently? Call Madame Esther 222-849-1000. She’ll end your misery. She’s the fantasy broker.

What the fuck? She tried to click it closed, and it began flashing again. She finished her phone call and put her phone back on the charging stand. She sat back in her chair and continued to try and close the advertisement when Wendy Abrams’s voice interrupted her.

“You too? I think some of us caught a virus.” Lorna looked up at Wendy, one of her fellow employees. 

“You have this crap coming up on your screen too?”

“Yeah, I did last week. It stopped after a while,” Wendy said. “Here, you can get rid of it like this.”

Lorna watched her do some swift fingering on the keyboard, and the advertisement was gone.

“I wonder,” Lorna said. She’d written down the number absentmindedly on her pad. She ripped off the small yellow piece of paper, folded it, and stuffed it in her phone case.  

“I’ll speak to the guys in IT. If this is a virus, they need to make sure it hasn’t damaged the system.
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However, that wasn’t why Lorna jotted down the number. She was curious and wondered why her fingers shook as she dialed the number? She took a deep breath as she listened to the message.

You’ve reached Madame Esther’s, the giver of dreams and the overseer of love. I’m a fantasy broker, and my matches last an eternity. Leave your name and phone number, but please don’t leave a message. Thank you.

Loran left her name, and number then hung up the phone. She walked into the kitchen, and her eyes fell upon a small plant in the window. It had belonged to Jason. She turned on the garbage disposal and dumped the small plant into the sink, thinking too bad it wasn’t his head. 

The phone rang at 3 a.m., startling her. She grabbed the phone, thinking something may have happened to a family member. But the voice she heard wasn’t a familiar one.

“Hello, this is Madame Esther. You left a message.”

“It’s three o’clock in the morning?”

“Yes, I know that’s the time I call all my clients. That’s if you qualify as one of my clients.”

“I called on a whim. It seems I should have ignored that computer-generated ad.”

“My dear, you don’t write down a phone number unless you have a reason. And it seems you have one. Is it a man, dear? Is it the one who got away?”

Jason Conway wasn’t the one who got away, and he was far from it. Jack Warner was the one that got away. He was the love of her life. The bastard used her for months and then one day came to her with another woman who happened to be wearing his engagement ring. She became physically ill right there in front of them. He humiliated her, belittled her, and used her for sex. Unfortunately, he was a terrific lover. But with Jack Warner, it was more, far more. He was cruel and into some pretty kinky stuff. Her heart still ached at the thought of him.

Most of her friends alerted her to his constant infidelities, yet she chose to close her eyes. Maybe she loved the pain? And Jack was into pain. She’d never experienced nipple clips until he insisted she’d wear them. He loved to chain her tightly to the bed, climb on top of her shove his cock in her face and down her throat. When he came, he’d leave her there, wet and unsatisfied. He’d make her beg for release, and when she did climax, it was mind-blowing. Jack Warner was like a nasty addictive drug.  

“No, he’s not. And I don’t know why I’m telling you this?”

“Would you like to come in for an interview?”

“Oh, what the hell, why not, sure.”

“Can you make it here by midnight tomorrow?”

“This sounds too fishy. Maybe I’ll pass.”

“My dear, my address is 432 Park Avenue, and my services are free if you meet the criteria.”  

She knew the area, large, expensive penthouse apartments. Now she was more curious than ever and free? “Okay, I’m game. I’ll meet you tomorrow night at midnight.”

“Here’s my email. Esthergetsit@hotmail.com. You need to send me a recent picture of yourself, a full-body one, please. Then I’ll send you a form asking for pertinent information about you and Jack Warner. By the way, he sounds like a real heel.”

“Oh, he’s a heel, alright. He’s actually more than a heel. He’s a complete asshole.”

“Don’t even bother to come if you don’t send me that email. I won’t be able to help you. Good night, Lorna.”

“Good night,” Lorna said in a low voice. Her mind raced. Park Avenue? She went to her closet and chose her clothing carefully. Madame Esther sounded refined and well-spoken, and she was sure that the woman ran a very high-priced dating service. She hated to get her hopes up but decided to fill out the application Esther sent. When she was done with the email, Lorna hit the send button. Her deed was done.

She fell back to sleep with visions of Jack Warner dancing around in her head. No man had ever aroused her the way he did. As she dozed, off memories of the first time he fucked her, shoved his ample cock up
d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





